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The stifling air feels like a heavy wet blanket on Delilah's nose. The room smelled of leather, parchment, and dust. It bludgeons her senses and causes her already tenuous concentration to slip. The words on the paper in front of her blurred together in a giant black smear.

Rubbing her eyes, Delilah frowns down at the text, they've been staring at these tomes for a while, trying to make sense of them in regards to a potion, hopefully, one that will limit the effects of the Incubi's magic. A long shot for sure, but they hold out hope. If it's anywhere, it's here at the temple's library.

Her eyes flick over to her companions as they pour over the tomes as well. Iris, a gorgeously plump ursine with long enviable purple locks, has smudges of dust over her cheeks and her cute round ears are sent back. It’s been a long day and she looks just as tired as Delilah feels.

Keenan, a tall white-furred jackal shifts in his seat, he decided to not wear his armor today as they have been in the library for a few days now and the heat of the rooms makes him swelter in all that metal. He still has his sword though, a handsome blade that gleams in the low light coming from the window. It leans against the wood of the desk he sits at.

Delilah stretches, her joints cracking as she does so, she's been sitting for so long that her whole body is stiff. Maybe a massage from one of the younger temple members would be nice. Perhaps a happy ending as well. Laughing to herself she stands and reaches for her toes, her back flexing in such a way that a moan slips through her muzzle. Her body moving feels so nice after sitting for so long.

Iris looks over at her with a dazed expression. “Did you find anything?” The Ursine witch asks, her voice low and even more husky than it usually is.

Feeling a shiver cross her fur at the sound of the woman's voice, Delilah offers a smile. "No, sadly not yet, but I was feeling a bit stiff so I think a walk around the courtyard is in order. Would you like to come with me?"

Iris looks down at the pages in front of her and wrinkles her muzzle, her fangs showing through her lips. "By the Gods, yes... I cannot stand to look at this book for another second." Shoving away from the table, she stands and stretches, a soft groan coming from her mouth.

Keenan looks up from the papers he’s been staring at and raises an eyebrow. “Are you both alright?” He asks as he turns away from the desk to face them. “You both are making odd sounds.”

Delilah grins and steps closer to him, her fingers touching under his chin. “It’s only odd because you’ve never seen me in the throes of passion.” She purrs.

Swallowing heavily, Keenan looks away, “I haven’t found anything yet.” He says brusquely. “And I like your suggestion of going to take a stroll. I think my head needs a break from all these letters.”

Laughing, Delilah takes a step back from the tall Jackal, her hand dropping to her side. “The mighty warrior bested by words. So the pen is mightier is it?”

Frowning, Keenan looks at her with a sideways glare. “I cannot read very well as you are well aware Delilah. As you are the one who tried to teach me. But I do not have to rely on the written word to get by.” His chin juts up as he glares at her with defiance. “I just have to be stronger than my opponent.”

Delilah felt her smile slipping off her mouth as she looked at the now angry jackal, his gaze simmering as he looked up at her. "It was not meant as an offense my love." She says quietly. "It was a jest. I apologize if I have upset you. I know that letters are hard for you."

Keenan gives a heavy gusting sigh and drops his head in his hands. "By Eros, I'm sorry as well..." He murmurs. "I know you didn't mean anything by your comment. I just have this God's Damned headache because of these books."

Reaching forward, Delilah cups the jackal’s thin cheeks in her hands, her head bowing over him as she kisses lightly over his eyelids and in the center of his forehead, suffusing a warm energy in the touch to try and lessen whatever ache rests in his head. As she pulls back, there are softly glowing marks where she had kissed that slowly sink into his fur, his eyes soften, no longer scrunched up against the pain, but calm and peaceful once more.

“I am sorry my love...” She murmurs, her voice full of soft concern as he pulls back from her.
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