Reality. Time and space. The concept, the existence, intangible yet tangible. Nowhere yet everywhere, throughout and within. The pressure that expanded above, the eyes that gazed and searched. Gaia, the protector of all those who reside within her walls, within her bountiful hands. She who cares for her children, to save and protect them from the greediness that exists beyond. Kazami had settled within the teahouse of his library, seated upon the ivory oak chairs. Crosslegged, his figure drew in mana, yet restrained had been his existence. Both in contract, both in birth, his body had existed for years upon years, through his ancestors and through his own, gained and toiled experience within that mind of his had grown to wear down that curiosity. 
He would shift, each inhale, each exhale, all to pass and let the fractured being that was the Scholar into existence. His brain, to save itself, had split. To help ease his reality, to help ease all the timelines he had processed and absorbed. The being that was Kazami changed; the magus that had been known as the Scholar, lurking within, had returned. A hand drew upwards, digits pointed up, sliced. The space around him shattered, warping and dancing within the magical particles trailing behind. "The epilogue." His epilogue, his ending. The Scholar blinked, and the Scholar breathed. 
"I had once thought that I would be one to see it, yet my rights, my beliefs, it had misguided me." An existence from beyond the walls, his own world. The time he had used, the beings he had fought. Another breath; his lips trembled. Names had spilled past those pale tiers, eyes glassy as he spoke. Obsidian orbs glazed, and obsidian orbs quivered. "Vivien. Flame. Vier. Jinyu. Jade. Volt." Six names, six beings, those he knew, those he had begun his journey, those he had experienced the universe with. "I shall see you all soon." Past, present, and future, all come to meet the epilogue. With another slice, the space converged, drawing upon his figure before he vanished.
The next moment, the space within the cafe had shifted, causality bending to allow the being's entrance. Beyond, his existence here had drawn the ire of Gaia, drawn the greed and desire of the gods that stayed beyond the walls. There was a shimmer of light. Amelie's pocket would glow, the white leaf from within his clothing floating up. Figaro's flesh would shine, the leaf absorbed from before drawn out, popping free from her existence before merging with the investigator's own. Kazami's hand raised, drawing to converge the energy back into that palm. "Amelie. Figaro." Obsidians passed the scenery, magic seeping as his eyes laid on them, unapologetic as they peered.
he always seem so.. distant. a lethargic man, dragging himself through life with little vigor. he, brimming with magic, seemed so dull without the monsters that trail. his eyes are sunken in, even as they experience a small-scale attack upon the world. he doesn't seem enthused, not as one steps into another, gaia becomes overfilled. overworked. how many of them run around now? gods? magisters? beings who claim the universe, all of them, how can she hold all of them? he wonders while his name is spoken and his gift is stolen. 
the world will keep turning. does he want that to end? he sways from side to side, allows his desire to bubble forth. he drifts, leans against the woman he's become entangled within. his existence pulses. his existence is festering, biting at the walls- juvenile. his existence is juvenile. perhaps this understanding is why his eyes are focused, and his lips are peeled into a frown. their touch is brief, merely a press of his cheek against the back of her head, before he takes his step forward. he's so full of life. 
every step is a bound, one that adds pressure to the world. he has already taken all the steps he will ever take, potential has become a plaything. his appearance happens within an instant, but he toys. he tears existence at the seams in an instant, layers himself within the arms of another. but a flash, a light so instantaneous, so warm, that it cannot exist. it does not, did not, ever exist. he is only there, heart thrumming, eyes wide- so, so full of life. 
what had been on his mind before? his hand rises, without pause it finds a purchase upon kazami's shoulder. "it was meant to be. do you remember what you said to me when we first met?" his lips, they curl into a smile, twitch with kinship, warm, "we were meant to cross paths. even infantile, we felt it. i ask you, the same as i've asked you before." both hands now, cup his cheeks, Amelie's form a taller expression of existence. "what do you want?"
a lonesome metronome clicks side to side, passing the seconds, building up to what time has deemed the night must bring. dust from the world, from the stars; dust that makes up everything all gathers for this moment, constructing itself into the chain of events that had been set in motion. countless paths have converged, an unimaginable amount of steps taken, all to lead to this exact here and now. three entities, brought together as a totem finally stacking itself into place completely. 
all the pieces are here. she feels it, and she knows that he who she is bound to can as well. but figaro is silent, head craned to listen to the world itself. the pull is getting stronger and stronger. he is coming, making his way; he who sought something from this pair. only time would tell what, and only time knew why. soon, so would figaro. soon, so would amelie. when kazami shows himself, eyes sheened in crimson have already been peering his way. anticipating, for some time now. 
her head straightens, focused completely on the features of the scholar. the same man, but different now. leaf planted struggles for all of a moment, as if treading its way through thick tar - but it does peel away from the swamp of red etched into fiona's chest, making its way over to its owner. there is the sensation become so familiar, cheek to scalp. where he frowns, figaro sports that empty smile. a thing that has no reason to exist on her expression. 
and similarly juxtaposed; amelie takes charge, approaches while she remains perfectly perched in place. "heavy is the weight, dragging him down. never have the steps that brought you here been louder." idle chatter, a background thing. teeth tug at the metal in lower lip; a tic so persistent. involved already, she can feel her place in all of this; but for now, the reigns are held by amelie. he offers his question, and figaro offers a guess: "relief." F
Each word, each thought. Skipped, passed, danced. They all converged to the same reasoning no matter how long of a time was spent contemplating. “Reality, our fate decreed. The threads between all three would result in ire.” The gods, they fought. Amelie. Kazami. Figaro. They all held their own existence, yet merged and intertwined. The ending, the epilogue, all he had seen throughout his travels, the change that drew him from being minor to major. The magic, the law. “A request.” Languid. The weight of those words was as heavy as the planet itself. The desire, the finality. “I have lived too long, experienced too much, grown too weary.” His past, his present, all had been a struggle, all had been a fight. His soul, his mind, they have drawn past their time, drawn over the epilogue he had been meaning to originally have. A hand would raise, digits pressed against the black robe he had dressed upon his form. Magic, his own being, had rippled. From beyond, from within, a trail of white mist would converge, the soul touched. “I wish… to be born anew, to return to who I had lost, to who I had originally been.” His lips trembled once more, decision stern as he peered over to the two. “Allow me freedom, to regain the fire within my heart.” Another pass, that mist would dissipate. He knew the extent of the power that Figaro had, far beyond one of these universes in it of itself. “To bring forth the reality I had once dreamed of when I was young.” He desired it, to embrace it. Although he knew this decision would draw weakness, he steeled that wavering resolve. Another exhale, the space around them warping. His causality, his myths, those he had gathered upon his travels, those beings he had affected with his existence. Those that he had created stories, those that he had changed for the better. He wished to learn magic anew, he wished to be free of his shackles, to live. K
"always a request. always a wish." magic blesses magic, mixes with and makes whole. he is unwhole. simple, so simple. what had been an immovable pillar of the world, an incomprehensible being of magic, has become . . . boring. he's become. . predictable? no, this can only be his pride speaking. to house such knowledge, to bade it away at the whim of emotion? he was close. so close, closer than Amelie, how could he not want it all? 
he strokes his cheek, leans himself away, turns from the mage to the woman, each one bound. twisting in his hands is the form of Kazami. his everything. past, a child, sucking his thumb and weaning from wands. present. a man, striding through the universe with his head held high, leading others on a leash like they were nothing. his future. 
a potential which shines impossibly bright. a potential that will not exist, and has never existed. the tri-figured soul melts away into one, the law of the world has shifted then. "you no long have a future." he speaks simply, attention fully upon his mage. "you no longer have a past." his hands allow the soul to trot free, drifting between them both of them in a dance. 
childish. his future. his past. his present. all one, all impossible. a wish, impossible. but these three beings belong beyond the grips of gaia. they belong to the stars. they twist the world and spit in her face, so often. here, in her realm, they break the law. amelie knows of love. he knows of time. he knows of the soul and he knows of the worlds that exist between the world that exists. 
he knows how to do this much. how to take. to erase and to create. "it can be done. i will hold you. always as you are. mine, as you are. you can keep your love, but nothing else. love is too important." his gaze turns from one man to a woman, a thing, his thing. "the bell is loud. ringing in my ears, gears over gears, it's time. another step. more gold. more rot."
so many encounters lately; things blotted by other things. in this case, an encompassing that has resulted in waters gone murky. they've lost their glimmer, they've lost their appeal, their beauty. he's lost his spark, a saying that feels so fitting in this moment. he's become so tired, he's become so gray. this scholar before her, so close to reaching a height some may only ever dream of, but passion became a sacrifice along the slow crawl. 
she might think it a shame, if circumstances were different. in another life, in another world, wrapped up in a different role and fate - perhaps then, it may have been a shame to see. his words ring out, a desperate cry of a child who's gotten lost. angry is it all, pained and distraught is the light that shrivels within the shell stood before them. "so you've become the apple. picturesque on the outside, beautiful ruby catching the eye of all those who pass. 
one bite, and it's all molded. infested with maggots, worms squirming as innards." gaia may know of her crimes, but she does not know of gaia. she does not respect gaia, she does not acknowledge gaia. the thought thereof, a distant nothingness with no true affect on her whims, on her design, on her purpose. another faceless shape struck with horror at the notion of things that render their own purpose and power naught. 
the god may join the audience in watching a slideshow of every iteration and possibility of this man. of every kazami there may have been, had been, and is. of the man that wishes to no longer be so. and thus, he isn't. amelie holds it all, spirits it away with kindness and the guise of it. expectant are the eyes that find her standing there, smile having only grown in the time spent looking away. 
"everyone in town wants something from figaro. there is nothing that figaro cannot do. there is nothing that figaro will not do. i have heard your request. allow me to make it so." there is nothing to be admired or in awe of, when distance is rendered nothing between them. at last, she had moved, though unmoving, to take up the air remaining within that little bubble that now belonged to the three. 
somewhere else, neither here nor there, yet there and here; books on shelves rumble. the shelves themselves clatter along the floor, thumping and shifting. knocking over as dominoes, wood splintering and going limp. one by one. one by one, books wither and yellow, pages scorched by nothing at all. a library, melting and crumbling. returning to the dust, joining the dust that flitters about their heads now. 
a library outside of it all, forced to slam its way inside, imploded by the force. that is the first thing to disappear of the man that no longer exists; parts of his life's work. she takes it all, the red marking along her chest moving like fluid across her skin; breaking apart into globules that cover her in markings reminiscent of a koi. they spread, they grow, they take. "relief. become gold. become rot. become it all, and then become nothing. become it all again, if you choose. become nothing, if you choose. it is yours." 
her hand moves to the scholar's face, digging thumb into skin, breaching epidermic level to plunge through muscle and bone. like the apple, his face is gored. but it does not hurt - something that does not exist cannot feel pain. around her invasion, the visage of youth is wrought with a stygian sickness. unblemished and perfect it once was, now covered in wrinkles and age spots. hair becomes silvery, and then it sheds. a lifetime of lifetimes wind their way through him, a film on reel shoved forcefully through its cycle. 
just before he too can become the dust, the process halts: suspended in its animation, the film ejects itself. wound back through the years, from ancient old, to how it had been before, to even before that. the decrepit sight becomes that of an infant coddled in her arms. free already, of his magic and his knowledge - but it isn't over. and even then, she does not gaze down upon it with kindness or maternal care. the babe, cooing and blissful in its unawareness, becomes recipient to another hand clasping its face. 
"much too soon. not quite right. let it begin here, then." the wheel of time scrolls once more, landing on kazami's shape he'd come to them in. she drops him, lets him hit the ground - a husk. no; an egg. the crunching of bones, tearing of flesh, chest cavity hatching. and from it, beautiful and new, a man is spat out. as wet and covered in all manner of fluid, just as he had been at birth. a heartbeat begins in a drumroll as life transfers, slowing then to a steady staccato. the cycle begins anew. the cycle starts over. 
here is a man without a remnant of himself. "it is done. welcome to it all, kazami." the husk that had acted as his cocoon is gone, when next looked for. erased, as it all had been, save for the soul serving as a reminder. a remnant, held by an old friend.
Kazami, the being that became one with knowledge, had been absorbed. The Scholar, the one who had been the very core of his identity, revived. His expression had been one of confusion, memories recollecting as he recounted who he was. His soul coursed, rippled, as he returned to form. The child within him had sought, had gripped its claws into his presence, the dream that had died had been revived and danced upon the hands that had been both Figaro and Amelie’s. Within, the Library that once was called his had been erased. In its stead, the mage had been absolved of his origin, of his limitations. Every magical aspect had been woven; every thread untangled. Those left behind had been his core dream, of the vision that the child had once had. His body, borne anew, had been given the concept of reality. His blood, running with a tinge of misty red, had fallen from its mystical nobility to one of intertwining origin. His soul, stripped of profane knowledge and restraints, now absolved, and absorbed by the investigator, converged into the being that is Amelie. His being returned to the dream that was his goal. A tether that was formed between the two, along with the previous tethers he had before fizzling. The only one that stayed had been the red thread, thinning and wavering. Still, faint as it could be, the soul smiled, having dove into the others before he reconverged. Now, his being had reached finality, youthfulness drawn upon the mage’s features like a newborn. The slime faded, drying as it transformed into clothing to cover his nakedness. A kimono, akin to his previous, yet without the intertwined magic, without the complex trims and intricate workmanship. He had regressed, stripped of his strength yet replaced with the boundless possibilities that threaded those without chains. His memories wiped, yet those that held tight were of utmost importance of the mage. However, who knows, reality is cruel, and even for someone as experienced as Kazami, he held no knowledge of the change that resulted in this wish. Black tresses danced, mixing with the jet dark hues that peered towards the two with curiosity abound. Confusion, curiosity towards the unknown. He knows of one, he knows of none. “…Amelie?” His voice was quiet, the rugged nobility gone and replaced with innocent expression. “…What’s going on?” 
a piece of him. a piece of love. a piece of her. a piece of knowledge. a piece of the world, here and there, when she locks her gaze against the transaction. Amelie's smile is soft while Figaro does her work, his own mind busied with the thing that was, is, and will never be, kazami. in his hands is nothing, a soul unfit for purpose, bound so thick by strings and leather, a bound set of mystery. an impossible to perceive thing, or, nearly impossible. as he ages, as fiona grants, amelie begins to understand. he pours himself into his task, separating, peeling, mashing and combining all at once. 
he creates a great impossibility within the world, tearing through existence with a swipe of his fingers while he worked. he handles his soul like woodwork, peeking into grooves and sanding what seemed useless. knowledge. history. friendship. magic, no, none of it would be for him. piece after piece, until he holds a juvenile thing. a weak thing, now that amelie has him. this soul contains love, the weakest pittance of magic allowed. power, slight, yet power still. after all, what is slight to a thing like amelie? 
he wastes not the shavings, no, he consumes what he has chopped away. he opens the door to a soulscape untouched by wandering eyes, a bulwark of a lair. a vast and inescapable library. burnt. ruined and decayed to naught but ash, until he intervenes. the timeline, so cold, so isolated, pulls herself backwards and belays her ambition. he delegates his, bidding books to return. history is important. decay cannot be unchanged, not decay like this. not yet. he humbles himself and his construction becomes incomplete. 
grimoire and artifact become rarer now. amelie curates the collection, stuffing shelves within his self with memoirs and hints aplenty. he enjoys the idea of a mystery. . perhaps, if he can visit this library once again, wander the halls of his greater purpose, he may have his mind returned. mind, body, and soul. his ambition sold them all, shelved them all, hidden within him. amelie peels his fingers through the everything of the world, letting his hand reach out, an offer of kinship and support, to the other magus. 
"You're awake," it hasn't been a second. amelie's lips are pressed into a small, needless smile. around these three, there is a sudden pressure. there is a sudden weakness in the world, a crack that skitters across the ocean floor. his hands reach through. his eyes peek through. he creates a forceful dance upon his jailor, and such suddenness proves worthwhile. All eyes on them. A shell imperceptible blankets kazami and kazami only, keeping him blind not the tug on his guts, but to the sight itself. streaking in the sky, like glitter, eyes and teeth and drool catching distant sunlight. 
Amelie kneels, causality shifting around the magus as he helps the other to his feet. like a shell. it sinks against his skin, dips through the physical and snaps against the not. blind. blinding. all eyes reel back, and the skies fill with hissing sneers. gaia wrangles her control, and everything is as it should be. what happened had not, would not ever, could not ever. amelie has done nothing, but made his soul quite a bit heavier. "How do you feel, my friend?" his voice is distant- far too distant, an echo that streaks across time. 
his throat clears, and when he speaks next, it is only layered. now and then. nostalgic and not. the voice that read him scrolls until he dropped, that tucked him in when he was young. a voice he'll never remember, but one he'll long for. "You seemed so tired. I'm glad you're getting your rest."
her time here, her purpose, it's all done and finished now. what's done is done, and may only be undone when this new kazami has found the right path to make it so. for once, figaro does not take her payment. not in the usual way - it's unimportant and inconsequential now. she leaves it all to amelie, the thing that would normally contain bits and pieces of her prize. the very notion that figaro had done much of anything during any of this was one thing left to be lost; she too, unimportant and inconsequential. 
there was no need to remember her, or her role. when the time came, he would surely learn of her again. but for now, a great metamorphosis takes hold. the universe cries out, lurching one terrible time. amelie takes his steps, he reaches out towards everything else that can be offered and snags it, becomes it. all of the pressure felt for an attosecond, rolling off of the beast that is figaro. touching, but only barely. the red spots that had taken over her entirety slink back towards one another as she witnesses her soul partner surpass more and more barriers, until both of these things are complete. 
until they both appear as they are in the every day, mundane only in comparison to themselves. eyes glaze over, until the glaze itself fades to leave dead stare behind. "at last, at last. how a breath of fresh air does make the lungs sing. breaching the surface once more, always a treat." she says to neither of them, she says not to herself, she says to the universe. "a step closer, a step further away." a breath departs, long and flat. fiona, unremarkable in the air about her and the way she pins a gaze on kazami once a lapse is found in conversation, does something uncommon. she speaks of payment, though he will have no recollection of the fact that she is owed. 
"a debt will follow you, even should you forget it. already a forgotten thing, as is, but do not fret. only know that there will come a day, a decision will be made, and i will come to collect." her lips have fallen, drooped into utter neutrality. "today, nor tomorrow, but some day. worry nothing of it for now, kazami." a step is taken away from the young man that still stinks of his freshness. a look then, to amelie, "i will take my leave. i have much to prepare for in of myself. what happens here next does not concern me, but it will concern me again in the future. the role of observer, a treasured part to play." for a moment, there is nothing else. a pocket of time filled with a quiet calm. "golden, you are." perhaps as close to a congratulations as what might come, for now. as close to pride that may ever be felt. in the next few moments, fiona takes her leave.
K 
