the witch watched as the boy went about his third attempt at drinking from his margarita, face impassive, lips set into a line. all up until the moment that he finished his declaration and glared. when kassie laughed at him the second time, the cruelty had been entirely edged out by a genuine mirth. her eyes crinkled at the corners, giggles fell from her lips as she raised a hand to try to hide her open mouth. in the end, she had to pick up his drink again and finish off the last of it to wholly silence herself. "oh, oh my god..." she muttered, slowing her breathing, the last of her amusement bubbling away. "Okay, yeah, I'm not playing a trick on you. Everybody who says alcohol tastes good? They like that punch. You don't, so drinking might not be for you. At least, drinking just for the taste, you can still get drunk, you're just going to want to either drink something else, like wine, or don't be a pussy and do shots." Beamed. "My name's Kassie, by the way, you are?"

there’d just be a look of anger from kumori, his brows furrowed as sky blue hues glared at her as best as he could – akin to a little angry kitten. “Is me not being able to drink that funny?!” his voice had turned quiet, the boy seemingly deciding to drop the rage as fast as it came. he’d give another glare at the drink, his expression tightening as he gave a sigh of defeat. her words brought his attention back up, eyes staring back as they widened slight. “the punch? what, do you mean the part that sucks?” even thinking about it caused his throat to recoil a little, memory recreating the stinging and sucky taste instinctively. “I know wine, though I can’t drink that either.” he sucks with super sour stuff, with how his face is extremely expressive with those tastes. “And with shots…” he’d go quiet, gaze downwards as he thought for a moment. “..I haven’t had any yet.” the roulette hadn’t given him any, so he didn’t know it was a thing. “..is that like, just a small cup of it or something?” this boy sure was ignorant of such existences. small lips narrowed, eyebrows furrowing as he hesitated for another moment. “…Kumori.” quiet, even more so than before, but he’d raise his voice once again. “…Kassie, are you like, a professional alco- I mean, professional drinker or something?” a genuine question, which might seem stupid but had been real from the boy. 
