"It seems so short sighted," he extends a hand to roll it through creation, watching the way space pools between his fingers. Something is created, and something is removed. Even with the fantastic at their hands, they must obey the laws of the universe. His gaze turned away from their abstract reality, to the other, "It becomes a pursuit of the person, and not of knowledge. Conversation drowns in mud. Academia suffers from paranoia." He decides now to observe, turning in his seat and leaning on an arm so he could view the other. Something familiar, but something raw. He can feel seduction pool through his bones, his arm rises without notice to reach, fingers ready to curl around his demonstration in an act of greed.. but his wits tell him to still, and he listens on.
An understanding is far more valuable than the magic itself. His Law attracts darkness. It peels their eyes away from malice and makes them their targets- banging against the unseen in anger. Hidden away are they, but the presence alone makes the hairs on his neck stand straight. "Power over an absolute. A raw.. understanding. You wield something beyond simple magic," He can feel the scraps of authority. It seeps through their field, mutates his stars and tints the sky with death. It changes the properties and causes his magic to stutter, harmony briefly paused while he adjusts to the shape of this magic. Amelie hums in curiosity, interest shining in tear-laden eyes. The mana around him shifts, the mouths on his visage part with hungry amusement, "What law allows for this?" He gestures around the two of them, his head turned like a dog, "How many have you locked to gain what you've got?”
“It’s not a specific law.” His voice would lower, eyes glazed as he looked at the space around them. A waste, yet still worth to expose Amelie to the boundless concept that is magic. “You’re misunderstanding.” There wasn’t a proper reply once the barrier had shifted. The cracks of causality faded out as the being beyond the barrier had pulled away, unable to discern where they were. It wasn’t long until the being themselves had vanished, the wrecks left in their wake still visible as evidence. “With laws themselves, they are the fundamentals of magic, only found through self-inspiration… or through the plundering of others.” Although he wasn’t sure himself, his own law was enough for him to understand that it was indeed vaster than what Amelie could realistically handle, at least at the current moment. “I once had a friend, an ally, who I had supported to gain the Law of Fire.” His expression softened, the voice solemn as he recalled the memories. “For him to even touch upon the law itself, it took us killing a lesser deity of a major world, along with a few months of him in meditation to process even a fraction of what he had gained.” The gravity of the power was boundless, since just simply having it would grant someone an understanding most cannot have. “Yet, for him, we were simply from the bottom of the well. The reality around us was false, the beings that were above held much more power than we could have foreseen.” The sphere around them retracted back to a smaller, yet denser range. “Even for me, my true law is a blessing yet a curse.” The Law of Knowledge. “In exchange for a blessing of power, I must contest against those who seek to hinder and plunder my strength.”
His visage bubbles with interest. Minds that are not his twist upon themselves in eager curiosity, fighting for a place in the physical world. They marvel at the magic displayed, though more marvel at the words, eyes and mouths pointed, tipping forward while Amelie leaned back. He leaned to observe the magic. The source of it, the link between will and reality. "Nature bends before the strong, of course. An understanding allows for strength, so to speak. The more you understand, the more nature bends to you. The more engrossed in nature you become." He feels himself shut off from the world, and his face twitches in amusement. The less refined drinks in, and forms an understanding. Dense now is the magic that surrounds them, deeper into obscurity do the both of then fall, sinking at the whims of the strong. 
"There will always be competition. This fight, the battles you wage and incur, they all serve a purpose," death is simply a means to an end; understanding what the dead understood. It's a vicious cycle of knowledge, and this understanding alone is like a target upon one's back. It lays a target upon all others. "This assumes that these laws have been understood. That there are gods for every inch of life, waiting to be challenged. I suppose I've been naive in my pursuit of collaboration," the souls he kept rage at his hypocrisy, twisting into a single visage of rage which reaches into the spell he wove. Boiling magic rolls and steams against the barrier, turning over into itself, perpetual. Amelie seems unphased by such an uproar, though he takes care to lean a little further away. He has enough sense to keep them silent, lest the both of them be assaulted with unintelligent howls.. "I imagine there are many laws you are familiar with, having felled another to gain one. Tell me more, Kazami."
Obsidian hues stare back at the investigator, expression solemn as he listened. Although he himself isn't as refined in souls as Amelie, there was something more to him than meets the physical eye. "There are many. Once you understood one, you can begin to understand the others." Even an ounce of understanding will open the eyes to the intricate complexity of all laws. Of course, that would still require one to harmonize with the target law to begin such understanding. "However, you cannot escape your limit. Those who are attempting to understand laws they are not exposed or related to will suffer limitless hurdles and troubles during their journey." His gaze softened, as if recalling memories from a time before. "Those related to life cannot study suffering, and those who are connected to water suffer in their attempts to learn fire," He'd turn his attention back towards the barrier. "Although I, myself, am able to touch upon death, my total understanding cannot exceed past a paltry amount, as I have not truly experienced death on occasion during my lifetime." The source of where he had gained this speck of law; from his numerous clashes against the deities. "Likewise, it is important to also learn what supplements and grows with your domain. Life is related to healing, but it is also related to death; they are two sides of the same coin after all." If one wanted to continue gaining power, they would also have to clash with those among them. “So by inadvertently exposing yourself to these… concepts, you yourself become a target.” A sigh escaped the mage, as he stared beyond the barrier once again. “That God of Death is still searching. Even though I have used up the law I had acquired recently, simply experiencing it once allows you to touch upon it again.” Just like mana, law itself was a resource one can recover and refine. “In addition, there itself exists a hierarchy regarding the laws; space and time itself are difficult laws to acquire and understand, even more so when you combine them together.” For one, those who study space cannot study time, and vice versa. “It’s indeed something unique, as it results in the inevitable outcome of death for one to achieve true convergence.” 
