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Stretching in the straw bed she's lying on, Delilah, a Pink wolf, looks around the small room of the Inn that she and her companions stayed at. The walls are painted a dull white, a bit grimy, but at least the floor is clean and there is clean water to wash themselves. Her eyes alight upon her companion, a golden bear with long purple hair sprawled over the pillow. Delilah gives a small smile at the sight. It's been a rough road for all of them. To have some sort of comfort is wonderful.

The bustle of the city outside the window filters through as a faint buzzing of noise. Ever present and continuous, the sounds of people shouting, children playing, and armor clanking as guards stroll past. The life of the people of the city is rushed and chaotic. But sitting here, in this warm room, light filtering through the window. It feels so far away. It's quiet in the room. The only sound is the soft breaths of her companion.

The quiet of the morning is nice, after so long on the road, and so much fear for Keenan... she pauses in her reflections, sucking in a breath. She had almost forgotten him, Eros save her, she's suddenly swamped with worry about him. He hadn't come down for dinner, preferring to stay up in his room to rest. He must be very sick. But, he still refuses to let her heal him. Saying he'll get over it soon.

Biting her thumb, she worries about him. Gods, he just needs to let her do something about his infection. He’s being so stubborn.

The golden-furred bear on the bed beside hers stirs into wakefulness. Her breaths growing quicker and her arms stretching over her head. Iris turns and sits up, her eyes still looking around the room blearily. "Good morning." She mumbles, a huge yawn splitting her maw.

"Good morning, Iris," Delilah responds, her muzzle moving into a slight smile at the Ursine’s sleepy greeting. She’s adorable. “Did you sleep well?”

The She-Bear nods, her hands touching at her eyes to rub away the sleep. "I did indeed. No bed is softer than the one after a long road."

Delilah laughs, her eyes crinkling. “Very true Misio, very true.”

They sit there for a moment, then Delilah stands and stretches, her fingers reaching for her robes. Frowning, Delilah fiddles with her belt. “Iris,” She says quietly.

“Hmm?”

"We need to hurry and find the Heartfish. I worry about everything that is going on. Especially Keenan."

Iris turns to her, a gentle expression on her face. “We will find it,” She says softly. “We will be looking for it today.”

Sighing, Delilah drops her hands to her sides, her face crumpling in defeat. “I know,” She whispers, tears threatening her eyes. “But Keenan, he’s so sick and I worry about him.”

“I know,” Iris says softly. “But his choice is his own.”

Sniffling, Delilah turns and shimmies out of her underclothes that she wore to bed. She stands naked in the room, trying to unclasp her belt to put it on. The soft silky pink fur of her bare ass and the soft mounds of her breasts, free to the air.

She turns, her mouth opening to ask Iris for help, but sees the She-Bear watching her with interest. She feels the pull of arousal from her companion. Her own body responds, heating and liquifying. The Ursine's attentions make her damp.

Giving a cheeky grin, Delilah flicks her long blue hair over her shoulder, giving the bear a better view of her chest. “What? See something you like?”

Iris smiles, a slow grin that spreads over her lips, her eyes sparkling with mischief as they travel over the svelt frame of the pink wolf bared in front of her. “Not opposed to the show,” She says with a light laugh. “But I fear your attentions are only on your Keenan.”

“My Keenan,” Delilah scoffs. “He’s hardly mine.”

Shrugging, Iris rises from the bed, sweeping her hair over her shoulder. “He’s more yours than you think. I cannot compete.”

"I doubt that," Delilah says sullenly, her ears lying flat against her skull. "He is refusing me still."

A soft hand touches her on the shoulder. "Kochanie, you are the most important thing to him," Iris says softly, her next words barely a whisper. "To me as well."

Tears well in Delilah's eyes and she turns to the ursine, still naked with her dress clutched in her hand. "Thank you." She says quietly, looking up at Iris's face with a soft smile. "You are important to me as well."

Iris pulls her close and holds her tight against her soft body. Delilah sinks into her embrace, the plushness of the bear's fur and the softness of her breasts and belly, makes her sigh happily. The soft sweet musk that comes from Iris had always tickled her nose, demanding to be smelled. Now that she's burying her nose in the soft golden fur. The spicy, sweet scent fills her nostrils. It smells delightful.

Iris pulls back after a moment, wiping the tears from Delilah's eyes and giving her a light kiss on her cheek. "If you ever wish to move our relationship forward," She says quietly, the seriousness in her tone making Delilah blink. "Just talk to me. But right now, please figure out what it is between you and Keenan."

Nodding, Delilah gives a grin. “I had never guessed you wished to be with me.” She says with a playful lilt. “I’ve been admiring you for a while.”

The Ursine turns away, her ears flicking. “I’ve been thinking about it more recently.” She admits with a shrug. “But you had never said anything to me about you being interested. I figured I would admit it to you and see where it goes.”

“What about your partner?”

Wincing, Iris picks up her comb, dragging it through her tresses. “He is lost to me right now.” She says quietly, the pain in her voice apparent. “I do not know if he will ever come back to me.”

"I am sorry," Delilah says quietly.

Waving the comb in the air, Iris brushes aside the wolf's sympathy. "It is a thing." She says with a shrug. "Now, go check on Keenan."

Nodding, Delilah turns away and finishes dressing, the soft silk of her clothing slipping over her body. The magic in the cloth settles over her. It's her armor. In more ways than one. "I'll go talk to him." She says, standing and smiling at the Ursine.

“Good,” Iris says, returning the smile. “I believe in you Kochanie.”

With a final grin, Delilah slips out the door. Her feet leading her to Keenan’s room. As the door opens at her tap, she gasps in horror.

He’s sick.

Very sick.

Oh Eros, let her be able to save him.

Rushing into the room, Delilah tries to breathe, but the air doesn't seem to want to enter her lungs. Her friend, her companion, is lying on the bed, his body soaked with sweat and his mouth lolling open as he struggles to breathe as well. Falling to her knees at the side of the bed, she reaches out a hand to gently touch his arm. The heat radiating off of him is enough to make her recoil. Eros save him, he's burning up.

Tears prickle in her eyes and she hovers her hands over him, using her magic to sense how bad the infection is. Biting her lip she chokes back a sob. It's bad. The scent wafting off of him is causing her to swallow against bile. He smells close to death's door.

This time, she can't stop the sob, it wrenches itself out of her chest. The fear and pain of seeing Keenan just lying there, so sick, breaks her heart. He said to not heal him, and she can't unless he agrees. Tears fall down her cheeks.

There’s a fluttering of Keenan’s lashes as he blinks open bleary eyes to look at Delilah. His lips twist into a smile and he weakly raises a hand. “Delilah...” He whispers, his voice rough and cracked.

“Keenan...” Delilah chokes. “Gods damn you, please, please let me heal you.”

Some emotion flickers in the depths of his eyes, gone quickly, his eyes glaze over again. “Jus... Stay...” He wheezes.

Blinking back tears, Delilah bites her lip and watches her friend. “I’ll stay...” She whispers.

Iris pokes her head into the room, her mouth open to say something, but it snaps shut when she sees Keenan lying there. Stepping over to the pink wolf, she leans over and whispers in her ear. "I'll go see if I can find the fish, you take care of him."

Delilah nods, not taking her eyes off Keenan, her fingers reaching out and grasping his hand. "I'll do what I can." She
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