brings the waterbottle to her lips chugging it, watches the fruit bits swirl. she wasn't sure how she ended up in this location. she had heard some rumors about her master and people who claimed to have found relics, or know stories about where he was.
The bartender made an audible swallow, his lips trembling as he made a quick swipe towards the golden piece. Immediate as it was, Kazami yanked that hand back, clasping his fingers around the currency as he stared hard. "Quick, else I'll look elsewhere for my information." Although he was new to this town, he wasn't too fussed about where he got it. Back alleys and the like were always there no matter where one goes, so his patience was slim. The beads on his wrist would rattle, glowing slight as they radiated an unknown energy -- foreign, yet it seemed to resonate with the presence of an individual that had entered in the tavern. A cursory glance, those obsidian hues glancing for but a moment before he tapped the bartop with the edge. Mana would ripple, particulates spreading out to let that foreign energy dance and expand to the entirety of the establishment. Ziiiing. There was a connection. A woman with a unique set of armor, monkey in nature. Resonation, she would sense the energy with almost an instinctual drive; a calling, a matching. One of a kind, yet exactly like her.
From the moment the dark-haired man had walked into the tavern, her red hues were glued on to his figure. She had felt the weird surge of familiar energy, it was hypnotizing to her. While her instinct was to run up to him and demand he tell her what he knew about her master, she did not. Having learned from years in the mortal realm, she knew that it was better to handle things with something called 'tact'. So, she turned her body away from the bar, back facing his, but she listened still. Fingers tapped on the arm of the chair, turning her head only slightly, and at the right time so that their eyes would meet. She felt a cold shiver run down her spine even though the bar was warm, it took her a moment but she finally broke her gaze. Instead focusing on the floor as she leaned forward, hands in her face, mumbling to herself that she must be mistaken. His face was so familiar, yet different? He looked like the man from her dream...but she had only seen him once...and that man leaked mana....another glance over at the bar... there was no way that man and this one was the same. That man also seemed to have all the answers in the universe and this one was bribing a bartender for his secrets...
The mana that rippled would stabilize, converging back into a still point as a sphere formed. Silence surrounded, limited to just the two of them. His gaze settled on the gold, pushing the metal towards the tender as he eyed him down once again. "...Okay." The tender looked down, pulling out a dark red parchment, rolled with a white string. "There's this dungeon entrance that I've found the other week, apparently it leads all the way to the fifteenth floor, yet I haven't found a chance to sell it to anyone else here." His gaze settled on the coin, holding back his salivations as he pushed the paper towards the mage. "I'm only a bartender, so I don't plan to explore it myself, but I'm sure you can find something there." Hues glanced up, meeting Kazami's as he swallowed once more. "Fifty gold." A bargain. He knew the rules to this place, and a travelling mage like him wouldn't dare to fight against the town's policies. "Nothing less." His lips trembled, stern yet holding the parchment with a slight grip as he gave an offer. Kazami nodded, waving his hand around once more to retrieve a sack of gold coins from thin air; spatial artifact, it seems. Within was exactly forty-nine golden coins, in addition to the one he had in his hand. A small sum for something as important as his dungeon explorations. With a snap of his fingers, the mana would settle, dissipating back into the atmosphere as the bustle of the tavern returned, sound piercing through to let the noise dance in the air. A quick exchange, nimble fingers trading the parchment for the sack without any issues. The other hand would hold the stem of his glass, pulling it aside as he swiveled on his seat, letting the bartender serve other patrons from then on. Obsidian hues searched, peering over to lay upon Nami; the one who resonated with the foreign energy. He hadn't expected to see someone related to the artifact so soon; and from what he gathered, she didn't feel anything of the sort from the resonation either. His gaze bore deep as he drank, attention only keeping for however long it takes for him to finish that drink. A test; would she approach, having noticed the energy, or is she not worth his attention; oblivious to what foreign forces dwelled within that bracelet of his.
Nami wasn't so dumb and out of touch with her powers that she couldn't notice the sudden deafening of everything besides him. However, when she spread her fingers apart, red hues peeked up from between her fingers, noticing a light translucent hue around them. The monkey girl didn't react, keeping the same posture for another minute or two before she sat fully up and leaned against the chair, as if relaxing. She was certain she could trick him into thinking that she was unaffected by whatever he was doing, even pulling out a granny smith apple and taking a bite. Munching loudly, but still she could hear every word they two said. When the word 'dungeon' was said, her mouth opened as if to release a gasp, but instead she took another bite. She was already forming a plan in her mind about how she would take the map from the young mage, even if she needed to use force. That map to dungeon seemed to be the whole reason she was here and now this dark-haired little brat was beating her. Did he even know the value? Her thoughts were broken as her ears were filled with the snap and then the melodies of drunks and the pride of explorers cheering. Her head automatically snapped back in his direction, forgetting her composure once more. That's when she stood up, casually glancing as the exchanged happened. She figured it was always easier to thieve when the person's defenses were down. So, with that, there was a bright grin on her naturally tinted cheeks, tail swaying behind her as slid beside him at the bar. There was two ways Nami could play this, and while acting casual didn't seem to be working, it was what she was best at. She raised two fingers in the air, calling the bartender over and ordering some weird fruity alcoholic concoction. She turned so that she was half facing him, clearing her throat before she began to speak. "Are you, uh a local? You face really seems familiar, but I'm not from this area really. Maybe I saw you when I was in the woods on my way over here?" Once she finished her sentence, some type of ale was pushed in front of her. She made a face of disgust but still decided to bring the cup to her lips and take a sip. She wanted to see like just a regular tavern dweller, right?
He had kept his gaze on her the moment she sat beside him, his lips curling into a small frown at her unabashed nature. Indeed, from the nature of the original owner of this bracelet, she held similar personalities at her core. Sun Wukong, the Journey to the West, The Monkey King; all were titles related to the deity that held the six reincarnations that fought against the gods themselves. Kazami himself had come across such an artifact with a sheer stroke of luck, binding to the foreign accessory and intertwining the fates with his own. Still, he would nod, pretending to follow along with the conversation she had brought about while he waved the parchment with the other. “Indeed, I’m like you, a traveler of sorts. Perhaps you may have seen me when I had stayed at the nearby towns.” Quiet yet concise, his words were spoken like those of a mage experienced in the life of a nomad; attention already drawn back to the drink at hand. With a flick of the wrist, the parchment would vanish; sent back into the subspace somewhere within his figure. “Like all those that come around, I’m here simply to explore the newly opened ruins. News says that the strongest group here had only managed to reach the sixth floor.” Minor talk, lips parting slight to sip the burning liquid as he spoke. Dark curls shook as his gaze lingered on her hand, dancing up to analyze before laying upon her own. “What about you? Surely a person of your caliber isn’t here to merely sightsee.” Quick with it, he had pointed out her physique; strong, dense muscles, calloused hands grasping the mug with expert control, that aura she held and the foreign energy that radiated when he applied mana to his gaze. As he did so, he could tell, the threads that exuded from the bracelet matched those that radiated from her; golden, unique to that of the Monkey King. If the rumor was right, then she was here for the same reason as him; the traces of Sun Wukong found in the faint murals of the dungeon’s sixth floor.
