Dumplin was shy in general, rarely interacting outside of her little town until she moved to the city, so was clearly still awkward as hell. She would only check on the male once her own embarrassment passed and that was mostly cause she had heard a thump when he fell to the ground. Turned her head enough to peek from between her ears but he wasn't there. Shot up like a meerkat, looking around for him until her gaze was on the floor. Oh...how did he get there, wanted to ask but he seemed like he needed a moment. Pulls her phone out and does take a video, this would make a great gif later for memes...
Wilfred himself had recovered from that fit of embarrassment, holding himself on his knees with his arms out; breathing was erratic but steadying. He wiped his eyes with the back of his sweater before peeking back at the bun- wait is SHE RECORDING HIM!?! immediately hides his face with his hand and waved away at the girl. “P-Please stop, whyareyourecordingme!!!” His voice, soft, yet with a slight accent; if she was well-versed, she’d be able to figure it was a hint of American-Japanese. Although he spoke quickly and quietly, the point should’ve gotten across. His fingers parted as he peeked through them, hazel hues staring at the girl through slim lenses. Please, oh god, he’s as red as a strawberry at this point!!  
She hadn't expected to get caught so she literally threw her phone at him when he said something about not recording him, even let out a little 'ahh'. She hadn't thrown it hard, but more of a yeet, as if getting rid of the evidence would make anything better. Linn stood there awkwardly, until she noticed the paper on the ground beside him bending down to pick it up. She only would flash him a grin, noting his flushed face was cute, but she ignored him mostly, straightening her back as she examined the drawing. He wad rather good, even if one of her ears seemed bigger than the other...she touched both her ears...one did seem more bent the other... damn she thought it was in her head, but either way this was really good. Focused back on him, looking down with furrowed brows. "I'll delete it....but can I keep this drawing in exchange...also can you hand me my phone?"
His body would just fold from the throw – just like an omelet; well no, not actual. Still, he’d clutch his stomach with his other hand, now in more pain than embarrassment. His form would bend, hand on knee as he heaved. Ow. Owwww. It took a bit to recover, Wilfred standing straight as he gave one final exhale. From laughing to crying, what is this, a Drake song? His eyes refocused, having realized he had dropped his glasses from the impact. He’d squint, loose black locks falling on his face as he tried to adjust. It wasn’t easy but he could do it for a short period if needed – like now. Hazel orbs stared intensely for a moment before he realized she was looking back at him. “H-Hu?” He wasn’t sure what she meant – didn’t she just throw it at him? He’d look down, seeing the glimmer of the black frames before he’d reach and put them on. Sliding them back, he’d reach back out to the stray phone on the side before holding it up.
What was she talk- oh wait his sketch! He stared at the picture, pausing for a moment before stammering. “I- I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make you mad. I couldn’t really see your… ears properly..” He looked up, eyes glued to those ears of hers before darting them back down to meet her gaze. Hand had stretched out, holding the phone in one hand as he wasn’t able to process anything. In front of him was a beauty, and on top of that, her ears! It just.. it looked so… fluffy like his cat! Twitched for a moment, exhaling once before regaining his composure for real this time. Okay, serious mode. “No.. No problem. Hopefully it’s to your liking. I was going to go for a proper painting but…” His eyes drifted off to the fallen cup of mocha on the ground. “My… coffee had um, spilled a bit when..” His lips quivered for a moment as he recalled her humorous behavior; hilarious even. “A-Anyway, yes, you can have it.” He’d nod, almost robotically as he tried to recover mentally. The longer he stared at her, the more he short-circuited!  
Humorous, that's what she thought of the man in front of her. Since the moment their eyes met, he has always been doing something silly to her. It wasn't a bad thing, but as nervous as she tended to be around new people, he seemed even worse. It was a weird comfort to know that someone out there was as awkward as her. Also, she did throw the phone at him from nerves but if she had known she reminded him of a pet, maybe she'd react different even if he probably didn't mean any harm. However, it didn't help that he had caught her recording, and then the staring of her ears. Even if she was trying to exude confidence like she had been taught, her small form was constantly shaking, and a blush stayed on those chubby cheeks. Though once that phone was handed back to her, she gingerly took it from him and sat beside him on the floor as she showed him the video and deleted it. She cleared her throat and started rubbing on one of her ears, a nervous habit the bun had. 
"I'm sorry, I just like making random memes of people to giggle at later and it was just so perfect." She flashed those pearly whites after and offered a hand to help him up after she had folded the picture and placed it in her messenger bag. "You know, you're really good and I mean that, you even got the fact my ears aren't the same length, though you did miss my tail but that's probably because you didn't get a good angle, huh? I think the mocha stain gives it more character, if you hadn't said something, I would have assumed it was part of the style." That grin and blush combo still on her features as she actually looked at him, he was actually rather handsome...which made her blush grow...she really threw her phone at an attractive man and basically demanded his art. Damn she was 2/2 today wasn't she, lets out a soft groan, which was supposed to be internal. "I'm uh really sorry for everything man, if you want, I can uh pay you for the drawing, I shouldn't be barganin' when I was the rude one."
He was glad it was deleted – even if it wasn’t really going to affect him as much as it seemed; after all, his usual self was a lot more… relaxed? Wait, no, it wasn’t. He changed a lot over the years, and his once prevalent rizz had been subdued! How? Even Wilfred doesn’t know! With that hand extended, he would… hesitantly reach out to hold, his second hand immediately grabbing her wrist for support as he almost tumbled them both down with his clumsiness. His gaze rose up to meet hers, and now that they were close; oh boy did his heart start to stutter. “It’s.. It’s fine. Perfectly fine.” He looked aside – nope, cannot be caught like the dramas he had perused a few weeks ago. Another exhale, his hand raised behind him, head scratch as he tried to gather his words. “It’s okay, you don’t need to.” His gaze dropped down to the paper; the outcome wasn’t as amazing as the original he had envisioned, but if it was something she still liked, then he shouldn’t be too worried. “It was a small sketch, plus, I usually put a lot more effort with my pieces back at my apartment.” Lips curled upward into a smile, the confidence and stability returning to the male the longer they spoke. The fact she didn’t seem too off-the-rip like he thought initially helped, and plus, the fact he had suddenly yelled? Made so much more sense now with her reaction. “Like, a serious piece would have me listening to my music and pulling out all the stops.” His head perked up at the end, as if realizing something. A hand would reach to his side, fishing in his pants pocket before pulling out his phone. A quick glance would unlock, while fingers would swipe a few times before opening a folder in his gallery. Within that folder was, well, his gallery! Pieces abound were seeable with a swipe, as he turned the phone to show the girl a few examples. “Like these ones, it took a lot longer than a few minutes to complete.” Within those examples, there were notable pieces, a few being a painting of a girl in multiple scenes. As the girl appeared more and more, his expression faltered for a bit before relaxing. His hand retracted, head nodding. “Well, you get the idea.” Another smile, his gaze would drift aside, settling on the door before he spoke. “Anyway, it really wouldn’t be right of me to just give you a piece like this. If you feel like it, I’d be more than happy to paint something a lot nicer!” There was an energetic tone as he spoke, fingers clenched as he showed enthusiasm regarding his effort. “T-Though, you don’t have to accept! And it doesn’t have to be now! It can be another time!” He’d quickly fall apart for a moment as he rephrased his intentions. A little airy, he was.
Linn stumbled back when he used her for support to stand up, but she quickly caught herself. Though her expression had changed to one of panic for a few moments before she had, arms even making small circles in the air as if it would help her gain that balance. Maybe that's why she hadn't caught him staring down at her, and even if she had, she was so dense that she would have assumed something was on her face. She was sort of an air-head, but she had managed to survive the city this long, so she must have some sense of wit or dumb luck. She wasn't quite sure herself, but she hasn't lost a limb yet so a win is a win in her book. Besides, it had managed to bring her here with him and she got some cute free fan art out of the interaction, but when he said it was just a small sketch, she tilted her head to the side. 
She listened to everything he was saying with a clearly confused expression on her features, maybe it was because she was the queen of stick figures, but this was really good in her eyes, that had been until he had pulled out his phone. That's when her eyes grew wide, and an audible gasp left her lips, she even moved closer so that they were nearly shoulder to shoulder as she watched him swipe through his gallery. She'd occasionally glance from the screen to him, as if in awe that such a talented artist had chosen her for his subject. Even if she was an air-head she was good at reading body language and context clues, clearly something happened between the man and woman, but that wasn't her business. She would make comments between each one, noting she liked the color differences and how somethings seemed to work well with his painting/drawing style. 
When he passed one, she particularly liked, she'd get too excited and occasional tap his screen to zoom into different areas. Just as fast as he had let her into his private world it was gone, she blinked a few times adjusting from staring at the phone back to him. She followed his gaze to the door and moved to stand in front of him so he was forced to look at her while he was speaking. His grin and energy were matched by the small bun girl, swaying back and forth as she pretended to think on the subject, before posing much like a Charlie's Angel would, finger gun and leg curl. "I would be delighted; you can actually get my tail this time~! Though, you are the artist and I am usually free, so just tell me when and where and if I should wear something specific and you'd just have to uh...position me? I'm not very good at being art." To anyone else that had been listening in, they may have thought the young man was ordering her as an escort, but she was just super excited to be painted through his eyes. Even continued her little weird excited wiggling as she spoke, ears flopping around. 
Wilfred would nod slowly, freezing for a moment with her last sentence. Her pose and appearance didn’t help him though since he had to close his eyes before he could even formulate a proper response. “Mhm.” He held a smile for a moment, before pursing his lips. “Whenever works for you, honestly.” As he spoke, he’d tilt his head for a bit with his gaze to the side. Nono, do not look for a moment. “I’m… on break, realistically, so I can kinda do whenever and wherever?” He wasn’t too sure how to phrase it with his current headspace, but he’d give a nod as if affirming what he said. “Like, really, it depends on the weather too!... And what the scene… And where you’re comfortable-,“ His words would stutter for a moment as he spoke. “Location! Location-wise! comfortable.” He wasn’t sure why he had phrased it that way – boy himself wasn’t even thinkin’ like that until he said it! “B-But yeah. If you like, wanna try a specific location, specific weather, we can always do that too!” He kept it open for her as well, since she had a say as a potential model as well. In addition, the more she attempted to keep in his line of sight, well, the redder this boy became. His cheeks were already warm, which indeed was a far cry from what he was expecting to be. Still, his body language represented antsy embarrassment, and his expression was akin to that of a fluttering… let’s not go there. Another clear of the throat—how many already— ensued from the artist as he gave her a stern look. “And plus. Please, please make sure to voice out if you want or don’t like the scene. Or if you want to do something specific.” An exasperated sigh. His gaze softened before he’d nod one last time. “Well, that said…” Fingers would fiddle against his screen for a moment before he’d look back up at the girl. “…would you like to exchange numbers or something?” Wow, so smooth, definitely n- anyway. “That way you can message when you’re free or I can message any ideas…” He’d list off a few ideas before going quiet, showing off his screen before watching her reaction. On his phone would be a few of the socials he uses; insta, messenger, the phone’s messaging app. “Either or, I don’t really mind which one you wanna use. I’m pretty active on all.”


Due to the lack of responses, the man could almost assume that everything he had been telling her was going in one ear and out the other. However, that was not the case, Linn listened to the man talk about different things. Occasionally she would smile and nod her head as if signaling to the male that she was listening and to continue. 
And in truth Linn had been, she could repeat everything back to him with ease. She just couldn't seem to stop grinning at him the entire time though, it was like a cat got her tongue or maybe it was because there was something about the way Wilfred seemed to crumble around her that seemed to trip her up. No one ever reacted to her in that type of manner and maybe he was just that type of guy, but it made her feel weirdly warm inside. 
He also wasn't bad on the eyes, and he was an artist, and any time she forced him to stare at her too long, he turned red. So even though she had been quiet for the most part, as soon as he mentioned social media, her face brightened up. Her tone was high and full of excitement, her tail even waggling behind her as replied to most of his questions as she took his phone and started typing and adding herself on all his socials he showed, even adding her number with her actual name. 
"Please use you me in anyway you'd like artistically at any time in any location, it is a pleasure to even be seen as something of inspiration. I'm a middle child so I don't ever see myself as all that special..." She finally looked away from him, playing with one of her pink-blue strands as she let out an almost sad sigh, but that lasted only a heart beat before she grinned over at him so bright, he was sure to think the sun just reappeared from behind cloud. "You changed that though, even if it was just a small sketch, if that's how you see me, I must truly be pretty." 
Another giggle came from the girl as she sort of just wiggled there happily, finally handing him his phone back when she was done. She pulled hers out, accepting and requesting him back, glancing up at him occasionally until she was done. "So, are you free now, or is there something you have to do? We can always just do some simple sketches around here so you can practice my anatomy if you like?" 
Even if she knew he would turn red again, she made sure to ask while she was in front of him, tilting her head to the side as she continued to just admire him. Even lets out a soft little sigh, man, she knew what she said came out wrong when she blurted it earlier, but how could she keep her composure around such a sweet shy man.
Wilfred nodded, his mood shifting as he set his sights on a possible model to draw and create pieces with in the future. A hand would ease the phone back into his possession, a quick glance at the screen allowing him to see what she had put on for the contact. “I’m free, though I’m about to grab some food since I’ve only had the… coffee, earlier.” His expression crumpled into a frown for a moment before he shook it into a small chuckle. “That said, I didn’t even end up finishing that coffee.” Dexterous fingers flipped the phone about before pocketing the device, only to be brought back against each other to tap in a rhythmic fashion. “Do you want to grab some lunch or something? We can discuss more on the type of pieces you’d be comfortable making, and possibly seeing if we could get some more concrete details on what you think would be an interesting piece.” After all, a model is their own person, and they also can have a mind that he can’t comprehend, beneficial and detrimental in their own times. A head tilt, though slight, would follow his words as he extended the offer out to the bunny girl. “Also, if you don’t want to, that’s okay too!” As quick as he offered, he also gave the chance to retract – nothing more embarrassing than being rejected after all.
Now even if she was nervous around him since this was their first meeting, she refused to let that hold her back. Which is why after he had finished speaking, she quickly answered...almost too fast. "I would love to go out with you!" Her face dropped after the words left her lips, pausing and even almost choking before quickly blurting out, "I mean, like on an outing...to get food." She tripped over her words when she spoke, the red in her face more apparent then longer she felt his gaze on her. It was hard for her to keep her composure around Wilfred, he seemed sweet even though they just met. She might have been staring at him a bit too far though, shaking her head after having studied his features. "I also think it would be nice to discuss the type of photos and such, but you'll have to tell me about all that since I don't know much." She confessed to him, looking over at the door towards the parking lot. "Did you walk here today or did you drive? I'm just asking since I forgot my jacket at home." This was their first meeting she wasn't going to confess that she didn't have winter clothes, at least not yet.
There was a little freeze on the painter’s face, almost as if he was shellshocked by that statement. Add a jolt and he was almost about to have his glass fly out of his face out of pure clumsiness. His hand would adjust the frame, correcting the position before he’d affirm. “O-Oh of course.” If anything, he didn’t know what he would’ve said if she didn’t correct herself. There was a small moment of awkwardness, a pause on their conversation as neither of them didn’t know what else to say—until Linn had brought up her point regarding the piece subject matter. “It’ll be best if I show you a few examples as we eat. Your input is very, very valuable.” A nod would follow her next question, as he gave a little frown. “I did drive, but I didn’t expect to have another passenger…” He’d gesture to the motorcycle helmet hung next to the door, indication that it wasn’t exactly a full comfortable ride. “I can lend you my coat, though…” A little frown appeared on his lips once more, as he contemplated how to express his next words. “…you’ll still have to bear the travel, along with making sure to hold on while we ride.” Still, he’d shake his head after. “If you can hold on for a few minutes while we ride, we can drop by my house and we’ll swap over to my car.”


The combination of the shellshock, the adjustment of his glasses and the moment of awkwardness, when fully processed had been enough to cause a moment of sadness to pass in the form of a frown across her normally joyous features. However, her attempt to move past it had worked and he seemed to relax around her again. So, without worry, as always, Linn listened intently to the man who saw her like no one seemed to...even if it was only artistically. 
Her aqua hues stared deeply into his hazel ones, occasionally her gaze would wander from his mouth, back to his hues. Her head turned in the direction that he pointed at; body still faced his as regret passed through her once more. She bit her bottom lip while her brow furrowed as she turned back to him with a clearly worried expression though her gaze was kept on the ground. Luckily, she didn't have to put much thought into that regret. Wilfred seemed to have a plan a sorted out and when he finally finished, as sigh of relief came from the small bun girl before she spoke. 
"I wouldn't mind borrowing your coat, but don't forget to grab another for yourself when we stop by your house to switch vehicles." A smile had grown into a grin as she had spoked, realizing that she would be visiting his house if even for a moment. He trusted her enough to know where he lived and that her happy enough to decide to start their journey. 
Her fingers wrapped around his wrist as she attempted to drag him outside, even though he didn't give her a coat yet. Though it only took an attempt at pushing the door open and getting smacked with a gust of wind did the bunny stop. She shivered while she turned back to him, arms wrapped around her form as she hugged herself for warmth. "May I still use your jacket?"
With her little shiver, his arms would slip the coat off with a flash, wrapping the clothing around the bunny. “It’s okay, it’s my fault for offering yet not realizing.” He himself was used to going to places by himself, along with setting scenes and paintings up way in advance; such impromptu action from him, along with forwardness, is a rarity. His brain wasn’t fast enough to be embarrassed, as his caring side seemed to show more and more, overriding any moments of pause that he could’ve had if he had looked at the scene even just a little bit. 
Another frown would appear on his face, as his other hand held the motorcycle helmet – he couldn’t give it to her, since it wasn’t exactly fit for… non-human traits. “If you’re okay, it’s only a short trip.” Once they had reached his bike, he’d pull aside his glasses, slipping the helmet onto his head before returning the frames to see. He’d hop onto the bike seat, one leg over the frame as he settled his hands into the handlebars. “Hop on, though you’ll have to hold on tight.” Too cold to think, he was already ignoring the fact they had just met a few moments prior – yet, they had ended up sharing a bike ride together! Once she had slid herself comfortably on, he’d urge her to wrap her arms around his waist before starting the engine with a turn.   
Before she had even finished her sentence, he was already covering her in his coat. While Linn could tell that he was a gentleman, it still warmed her heart how fast he was. Which had earned another blush across those soft features, her pink hare like tail twitching rapidly behind her, but luckily it was covered. Though that soon stopped, a furrowed brow and tilted head with slight worry in her eyes once more when he gave a frown. Linn liked it best when he was smiling, even if they just met, his smile was warm, and it made her stomach feel all giddy. But when she noticed it was over the helmet, she flashed him a toothy grin. "I trust you." She let those words sink in for him while he got ready for the ride, she must have looked silly, standing in the middle of the street admiring him until his voice broke the trance, she was in. She swung a leg over, scooting closely so that her body was pressed to his, while her legs gripped his bike. Her arms went around his form and she squeezed tightly, her ears possibly brushing against his check when she buried her face in his back to protect her from the chill. If Linn had been a more thoughtful type of person, she might have been worried about being taken to a stranger's house. Especially as petite and trusting she was, it would have been easy to kidnap. However, he didn't seem the type, he was just stumbling over his words before this! Besides if he could draw that well when she wasn't posing, she couldn't wait to see what they'd create together, besides, he might become her first real friend in this city.
Wilfred was glad most of his face had been covered by the helmet, the only visibility being everything below the nose. “Hold on tight.” His voice a mere murmur as the motorcycle roared to life. There were a couple of revs before he’d kick the pair off, the bike speeding out as he swerved them onto the road. A little quick, she’d feel a draft as the wind blasted against them, majority blocked by his jacketed frame. The sounds of cars whizzing by them cleared through the noise of snowfall, rumble of the engine matching their tones with a mechanical harmony. A swerve here, a turn there, they’d reach a few blocks down before he’d bring them over to the beach strip. Although cold, the sunlight would shine upon them like a mirage, the view of the water being tantalizing yet evidently teasing as the midday temperatures still dropped below comfortable. “A shame we can’t do a beach picture any time soon.” His voice was barely audible through the wind and bike, almost a yell as he continued their travel. “Though, if you don’t end up being busy sometime in the next few weeks, then maybe we could schedule something up where it’d be a bit warmer!” Although he was confident while he spoke, he was very, very glad she couldn’t see his face. Red to the core, yet visible to only him and the road in front of him. At the very least, it seemed like he was able to plan something up for the future under the guise of scheduling pieces of art for them to make. It took only a few more minutes before they’d arrive, his place having been an apartment complex that was five stories high. Modern, sleek, he’d bring them over to the car port, his bike slowing into a stop near an RX-8. “This here is my ride.” With the engine stopped, she could now hear him a lot more clearly, the painter waiting for her to slip off before he’d do so as well. “Now, before we go, we can warm up inside, and I’ll find something a lot easier for you to wear.” Once off, he’d park the bike with the kickstand, pulling his keys out before leading them over inside towards the elevator. There’d be a press to the fifth floor, his key tapping against the scanner before a ‘blip’ would signify their access. A quiet ride up, until they reached his apartment; a shabby place, with a bunch of paintings on the walls, having only left the kitchen and its island clear of anything art-related.  
Now Linn had never been alone or so close to a man in her entire life and the reality had been that even if she had been semi confident while speaking to him, it had all been nerve. She had been a mess, worried about if she had mentioned the wrong thing with him. She had also been scared to go alone, after all she was always taught not to go with strangers...but there was something about his aura and shyness. 
That led to her having her arms around his waist tightly, face buried in his back. So, while she tried her best to listen to what he was yelling at her, she couldn't hear him. Her mind was racing about how nice it felt to hold him and her heart was beating so rapidly that she swore he could feel the thumping against his back. However, despite it being quiet, she was comfortable, turning her head to the side to them whirr past the city and suddenly her vision was filled with palm trees and her nose with the scent of the sea. 
While she had truly wanted to lift her head to get a better view, she just tightened her grip until they came to a full stop. She quickly jumped off, reaching for his shoulder as support as her thighs already feeling like jello from the vibrations against them. She glanced over at him as he took his helmet off, a clear moment where she sighed and just stared at him, nodding her head as she glanced at his ride. 
She was smiling, despite the fact her small frame was shaking underneath his coat, it had protected most of her body, but her legs and face were the victim. Luckily, he was already leading her and like a cute little puppy, the bunny girl followed behind wordlessly. Once in the building, her skin tingled from the sudden warmth and she continued to tag behind him, only standing beside him and glancing at his face occasionally during the ride. 
She stepped behind him into his apartment, but that's when her nature took over. She dropped the coat on a chair and walked up to each piece he had, her tail wagging visibly behind her as she studied them. Another bright grin across her when she glanced back at him, that familiar sparkle in her eyes. 
"Did you make some of these, and if not, are they local.. they're so good. Also, if it's easier, we could just order something and eat here if you'd like so we don't have to go out again and I won't have to steal your clothes..." That blush returned to her cheeks as she thought about wearing his clothes...
There’d be a small pause as he propped his helmet back onto the hanger near the door. His apartment was by no means small, large enough to fit two people’s worth of living. The scent of paper and paint filled the room, infused with the fragrance of Wilfred’s cologne and body odor. “They are all mine, though a lot of it were just phases and attempts of switching my style.” She’d see the efforts he had put in, from the left wall showcasing his original, amateurish attempts, to the right side showcasing his latest phase, where there was a lot more refinement in technique and perspective. “It’s throughout the years, and I have a lot more.” He’d gesture over to the back wall where there was a closet space. “Although they’re not exactly taken care of, they weren’t my best work anyway.” If she were to open it, there would be a lot more art that held his transitional techniques. There wasn’t a specific subject matter within the art, mostly being scenes or random animals as the forefront. “I also have more at the studio.” An exasperated response was given at that last sentence, where simply stating that exhausted the male. He wasn’t exactly wanting to overload the poor bunny, yet it was something he didn’t exactly have the habit to control. He’d take off his coat, as well as walking along to grab the one he had lent her, before he’d hang them on the vertical hanger. Quiet steps were taken towards the kitchen, his voice muttering a murmur as he turned on the kettle. “Alexa, resume music.” He was quite unabashed with relaxing, even with a guest, as he set his speakers back on to resume quiet lo-fi. “Thinking music, just a little thing I have when I’m at home.” There’d be a slightly embarrassed tone with his words, expression shifting as he gave a straight-faced look. “If you’re okay with that, I don’t mind. There’s a few restaurants nearby that make some really good Korean food.” His hands would gesture towards the small pile of junk mail on the chair she had used earlier, atop being a few pamphlets for Asian restaurants. “Either we call, or just use Uber Eats if you feel like. I generally don’t order though since I’m mostly out at the studio at this time.”  
If Linn was being honest, it had not only been the drawing and different forms of art that impressed her, it was also the size and how nice his apartment was. So, she followed down the line of his work, from left to right, studying each one as if it would reveal a piece of him, she hadn't yet known. Though with time, maybe she'd find out what inspired the phases and art work. This was the first time she seemed to have a serious expression, eyes squinting as she leaned in, brows furrowed, her tongue sticking out. Her gaze moved from the current piece she was looking at an followed his finger when he mentioned the back wall. Her hues trailed back to his, looking up at him with a softened expression, the same admiration she always seemed to have whenever she spoke about his work, leaking out. "I'm sure you're being harsh on yourself, I'll look." She walked towards it, gingerly opening it as if she was scared something might jump out at her. Her soft blue hues repeated the process she had done with the other pieces, recognizing some of the places he had as locations she'd been once or twice. A though raced through her mind, had they bumped into each other before and never realized it? The city was huge and there were tons of other buns and human males around. She hadn't really wanted to show exactly how country she really was, though when he told Alexa to play music, she jumped. Though it had caused her to break the trance she had on his pieces, she turned around just as he walked back in the living room. Thank God he hadn't caught her moment of embarrassment, her cheeks still slightly red as he spoke to her and offered some Korean places. It seemed that was hard as she had tried to hide it, it was going to leak out. She rubbed the back of her head, looking between the pamphlets and him. "I've never had Korean or Asian food really besides like a panda express that I was told isn't very Asian...but I'm willing to try anything you say is good, I trust you Wilfred...oh!" She pointed to the closet that was now closed again, a grin on her face, "Your art work is amazing! I can't believe you want to draw me! It's really an honor and I just want to thank you once more..." this is when that shyness came into play, having paused to glance down at the floor while she finished. "for everything, you're really nice and like my first real friend here."
Wilfred had a small smile as she poured out her happiness, a nod following as he glanced about. “Well, honestly, I’ve been in a bit of a rut lately and thought that I needed to jump out there again to find my muse.” His gaze was soft, tender as they scanned over each art piece. A few, although they were a bit disheartening for the painter, had showcased people; a group of friends having fun, a family in the beach, a female posing in the forest. “Right now, you had caught me during my slowest period, since I wasn’t even intending to finish the sketch you had picked up.” A sheepish grin formed as he spoke, his eyes dropping onto the pamphlets once again. “I don’t mind honestly, I’m not that picky of a person.” His hands would fish inside his pocket for his phone, pulling up a delivery app before beckoning the bun over. “We’ll decide on something nice then, since you haven’t ever had proper Asian food before.” Of course, he definitely would not make it so that the only exposure she had was Panda Express; oh no siree. Once she was close, he’d shift the phone towards her, his frame inching closer subconsciously, causing the distance between them to shrink to only just a slight bit apart. “There’s a decent Chinese place down the road, so I’ll have them bring some stuff over.” A quick fiddle here and a few taps there would input a few dishes; orange chicken, fried noodles, a few vegetable mixes, and dumplings. “All good?” He’d show the order before letting her change if she desired, pressing the order button once more to pass it on. Once done, he’d put the phone aside, nodding to her before prepping up some tea for the two.
His apartment was spacious, warm, with a homely feel and light masculine scent that mixed with the scent of paint. It was almost odd to her that despite him being essentially a bachelor and an artist, who no offense to the man, the ones she had met before seemed very pretentious. Though in her mind Wilfred was far from those after all, after all it wasn't the scatter supplies on the coffee table or other décor that gave it that homely effect. It was the kind-hearted gentleman in front of her, the one who thoughtless shared pieces of himself after they had just met and radiated when he talked about his craft. As much as she wanted to rebuttal anything he said, all she could do was smile and stare at him in an almost star struck awe. After all he had been the one to create all these beautiful pieces that had different subjects, she even appreciated the progression he made when she followed the line. It was right in that moment she remembered that yes, it was true barley knew each other. Yet here she was in his apartment, ordering food with him as if it was weekly occurrence. Which in reality it could be due to the projects they were going to plan. The heat rose to her cheeks once more at the prospect of it, those long pink ears finally seemed to melt from a warmth that came from more than the heating of the apartment as he leaned closer. This caused her to do the same so that her head was under his chin, while her eyes scanned his phone. She wasn't sure what some of them were, but again she trusted him, so she gave a nod of her head, the entire time, her ears had carelessly been in his face. She might have even slightly smacked him with the nod, but she wouldn't have noticed, resting on the heels of her shoes again. When he left her standing, she noticed that she did indeed still have her shoes on, so she took them off, wiggling her toes before going to sit down on a couch. She spoke to him from there while he prepared their tea, almost as if she was able to speak freely when she didn't have to look at his face. "I'm surprised to hear that you needed to find a muse, you seem the type to find it in everything you do from the difference in some of your art pieces. Though I suppose it's nice to know I helped bring it back at bit even if in an unfinished sketch." The clear sound of her bag unzipping, hand digging in to find that said sketch. She unfolded it, studying it once, letting out a content sigh before tucking it back away. The fact that had meant to be scraped, and now having seen his art, she could not wait to be seen in his vision, if only through his craft. A rumble of her stomach had caused her thoughts to break as she looked over at the kitchen area. "I'm excited to try everything you ordered by the way, I only had like instant Chinese, everything you order had similar named but looked way better." The lofi music and the sound of the kettle screaming, it was calming..
Wilfred had brewed them something simple, an oolong-blend light in nature. The kettle settled, the sound of bubbling quieting as he poured the hot water into the steeper. What he was steeping with had been an ornate teapot. There were obvious signs of amateur mistakes, along with a childish design peppered against the porcelain. "You are indeed missing out." A quiet chuckle had escaped the male, his lips a smile as he brought along two wooden cups. Although there were mugs and the like within his cupboards, there was a ritual that even the painter would like to involve himself in to relax. The music, although quiet, settled the mood, where the tea could blossom and shine. Accentuation to the flavor indeed, the tea held toasted notes, fading into a traditional grassy undertone within its aftertaste. After handing her cup, he’d gesture for her to sit on his sofa while he cleaned up the kitchen. While he cleaned, his hazel hues glanced at her reaction every now and then before nodding. With her question, he paused. “Well…” With the topic about the muse, he could only give a sheepish expression. “I’m not exactly that stable with keeping them.” It’s not that he couldn’t find any, it was more that he couldn’t keep them with how transitional his phases are. “My art style is as flimsy as the wind, I keep shifting it whenever I get bored of it.” There would be periods of which he would stop using people as his muse, which caused tension between those he had asked for their time. “Somedays, I would have the right muse for people, yet on the chance they aren’t available…” Unable to be grasped, unable to be kept. “Sooner or later, people tend to not want to be pulled about by a whimsical artist.” This comment was more in relation to his individual muses, and then, there were more issues that arose beyond that. “Also…” He’d quiet down at the end, stopping himself from speaking any more. Once there was a moment of silence, Wilfred gave a shrug. He wasn’t about to vent his past troubles to her – they were past troubles after all!  “Well, anyway, stuff happened, so now I’m in search for a muse.” Drama abound, he still needed to do what an artist does; make art! “But that said, I’ve learned a lot during my period of isolation, so hopefully it’s smoother this time.” He gave a nod, a smile on his lips as he sipped his tea. There was warmth spreading through his face, a sigh escaping as he looked at the time. “Our food should be arriving any time soon, so hopefully you can finally experience some proper Asian cuisine!” There was a smirk on his face as he said those words, mischief abound as he showed the result of the previous apprehension towards her choice of ‘instant Chinese’.
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