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Hooves thunder on the packed earth road as a blinding white Jackal and a soft pink-furred Wolf ride past, their horses rushing toward the city nearby. They have expressions of fear on their muzzles and their ears lie back along their skulls.

The pink-furred wolf has her bag clutched on her lap, one arm held over it in a protective gesture. She has her lips pursed in fear. Something is happening, something is coming.

They race toward the city with as much haste as they can, when they reach the front they skid to a stop beside the guards that stand by the gate. The metal lowered halfway to the ground as the light fades with the sunset. The two guards, their faces covered by their helmets, stand at attention at the sight of the white Jackal.

"Sir!" One of the guards calls, going to a salute, one hand held in front of his heart and a shallow bow. "We've been waiting for you and your companion to arrive."

The Jackal tugs on the reigns of his horse, the beast stomping and thrashing its head. "We're here now, let us in."

"Yes sir!" With a whistle, the lead guard waves to someone on the top of the wall. The gate in front of them raises with a heavy grinding noise. The metal creaks and groans as it slowly rises into the arch.

His horse stomping, the Jackal waits impatiently for the gate to stop moving. His companion, the pink-furred wolf, watches him with her luminous gaze, her lips in a frown. Worry creases her brow as she watches, but she dares not utter a word.

As soon as the gate grinds to a halt, the Jackal taps his heels to the sides of his steed and they hurry into the city. Once inside they slow, but still rush through the crowded streets, not slowing until they reach a tall building with statue reliefs of various persons in the thrall of passion.

Not glancing at the art, the two give the reigns to a couple young stable hands that come out of the low wooden building on the side of the main structure. Keeping her bag clutched to her chest the wolf takes a deep breath and steps up the creamy white marble stairs to the large set of doors that lie open.

The heady scent of musk and incense wafts out of the building, giving shivers up her spine. The scent of this place always ruffles her fur but in a pleasant way. It feels familiar and like home. Welcoming even.

With a gentle sigh, she moves into the doorway, stepping past the altar by the door and to the side doors that lead deeper into the building. She stops by a single door that has carved figures in various stages of bliss and passion. With a smile, she knocks lightly on the wood, resting her hand on it for a moment, she strokes a finger over one of the carved males, her favorite one, a slim canine.

The Jackal stands behind her, looking down at her as she gazes lovingly at the carvings. Clenching his jaw, he turns his sight back to the door as they wait. After a few moments, the door opens and a tall fox with longer graying black hair stands on the other side, his robes open to his waist and falling down his shoulders, showing off his muscular chest.

His eyes widen and a smile spreads over his muzzle. "Delilah, Keenan, how wonderful it is you are back. Do come in." With a flourishing gesture, he motions for them to enter the room, the musk incense that is prevalent in the whole of the temple, burns in a little holder the shape of a female body on a low table that serves as a desk, paper strewn over the glossy surface. A plate of half-finished food shoved to one side.

"Master Jacobi." Delilah murmurs, bowing her head.

"What have you been up to my dear? You haven't been at the temple in quite a while." Jacobi says with a soft smile, his eyes kind as he looks upon the two in front of him.

"We were tasked by one of the masters to find a scroll for him," Delilah says softly, her hand clutching at the bag in her arms. "But I do not think it should go to him."

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Cleric Of Eros

- The Eegmnmg

By AC. WILLIAMS






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





