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Alia rolled her eyes once more. “I’ve already heard your warnings, Mother.”

Her mother, Thalia, crossed her arms and glared at her, and the younger elf looked aside, resisting the urge to grumble under her breath. She had already heard it all about Fiona de Clare; she didn’t need her mother to tell her about the human princess.

A famous futa and seductress, the young woman had left dozens of heartbroken women in her trail, and now she would be part of the delegation visiting their lands. From the moment her mother discovered the human princess would come, she had warned Alia to be careful, to not let herself be taken in by the other female.

She wanted to roll her eyes as a new warning came.

She knew better; she was not an idiot. And besides, the princess might have been able to seduce many of her kind, but Alia was almost a century old and knew better. She wouldn’t fall for the charms of someone just twenty years old. Still, her mother seemed weary, and she tried to warn Alia repeatedly about it.

Thalia pursed her lips. “I know you’ve had some dalliances in the past, and I never complained about them.” After all, they were elves. Their kind was not as prude as most humans. “This is different, though. De Clare is a princess, and any dalliances with her would be far more complicated.”

Alia raised an eyebrow at her mother. “I can always avoid the feast, pretend to be sick.”

For a moment, it almost seemed like the older elf was considering it, though then she shook her head. “No, that wouldn’t do. Better not to risk lying to their delegation. These negotiations are too important. And the princess will only spend a night here and leave the next morning. It’s just one night. There should be no troubles.”

Alia shrugged. “Then I don’t know why you’re bothering to warn me. It’s not as if I’m hoping to jump in bed with her. Don’t you worry.”

Her mother grumbled, shook her head, then turned around and left, and Alia watched her do it, then sighed.

Part of her was curious about the human princess; she couldn’t deny it. The rumors that spread all around them about the brunette were quite lurid, and she was sure most of them were exaggerated as well. Still, stories tended to spread some niggling of truth, and she was curious about what facts were correct about Fiona de Clare.

She supposed she might find during the feast. The princess would have a place of honor between her and her mother. There would be plenty of chances to interact with the futa.

A few hours later, she got her first glimpse of the other female and could see some of the stories were true. Indeed she was beautiful. Dark hair that fell in curls down her figure, blue eyes as deep as the ocean, a confident smile, and a petite frame filled with very generous curves. The rumors didn’t lie about how attractive the other female was, and despite knowing better, Alia couldn’t help but feel a jolt of something at the sight of the futa.

When she caught herself, she had allowed her eyes to wander down that frame, down to the other’s groin, where from all tales, a quite sizeable cock hid. She blushed a little when she realized what she was doing, raised her head high, and reddened further when the human’s blue eyes caught her red ones. The amused smile on Fiona’s lips seemed to indicate she knew perfectly well what Alia had been looking at, and for a moment, the blonde elf was tempted to look aside, allowing her embarrassment to take hold of her. She didn’t, though it was a close thing.

Fiona turned her charming smile to her mother when she closed the distance between them, greeting the older elf with all the required grace, charm, and manners. Those were impeccable enough to take Alia’s mother aback and even put a bit of a blush on her cheeks.

Alia blinked when she saw that and shook her head, and when she looked at her mother again, she didn’t see anything like that and realized she might have imagined it.

“My lady, a pleasure to make your acquaintance.” Fiona eventually turned to Alia, reaching out and taking hold of her hand, slowly pulling it closer, then leaning down to press a small kiss to the back of her hand.

Alia’s heart skipped a beat, and she swallowed. It took her a few moments to come up with the appropriate response to that greeting, and her tone came out a bit more breathless than she wished for it, and the way the princess’s hand lingered against hers didn’t help.

When the human woman pulled back, Alia missed her warmth almost immediately, and she barely resisted the urge to curse. She was in trouble and knew it. Something about how that woman looked at her, how her touch felt against her skin...

It was too much, it awoke something inside her, and suddenly her mother’s warnings didn’t seem as foolish. Worse than that, she was finding it very hard to know why she should care.

The way her mother looked at her convened a warning, and this time she couldn’t dismiss it as quickly as before, just nodded at the other female, hoping she wouldn’t make a mess of things.

It was easier said than done.

Fiona was thoughtful, engaging, funny, and quite alluring, and as the hours passed and the feast progressed, Alia was finding it more challenging to care for the other’s reputation. Worse than that, the princess’s demeanor seemed enough to charm her mother as well, and no longer did the older elf look at Alia with a warning in her eyes. If anything, she tried to turn her attention away from the brunette lest Fiona turned her charm on the older elf, which the princess seemed quite willing to do occasionally.

Whenever she wasn’t trying to charm her mother, though, Fiona turned her attention to Alia, and the younger elf found it difficult to resist. The dark-haired woman knew perfectly well what she was doing; her smiles showed it. How her blue eyes moved over Alia as well.

The elf had picked a red dress that clung to her curves and outrageously displayed her cleavage, and now she regretted it. It looked amazing on her, and she knew it. It was just a shade darker than her own eyes, which, coupled with her light tone of skin and her platinum blonde, almost white in certain lights, hair, made her look gorgeous. It certainly seemed to entrance Fiona.

Elves weren’t as prudish as humans, and despite Fiona’s reputation, Alia didn’t feel the need to dress more conservatively than she did. Thalia couldn’t say anything about it. Her dress was even more outrageous than Alia’s, certainly shorter, and displayed a cleavage even more generous than Alia’s.

The blonde shook her head, turned her attention to their guest, and didn’t miss how Fiona’s eyes dipped down to her cleavage. Instead of being bothered, the sight pleased her, and she bit her lower lip and leaned forward just a little, giving the other female a better view of her assets.

The smirk that took hold of Fiona’s lips showed the other female didn’t miss it, and Alia felt the urge to blame the alcohol they had been serving for her attitude. That wasn’t it, though, not really. Alia liked what she saw when she looked at the human, certainly enjoyed how those eyes devoured her, and despite the other female’s reputation, she started wondering if being with her would be such a bad thing. A bit of fun never hurt anyone, did it?

She closed her eyes and looked aside for a few moments.

She couldn’t think like that. That way led to ruin. Well, perhaps not ruin in this case; even if she laid with the other woman, it wouldn’t change much. Even if people discovered it, they would only consider her another conquest of the princess. She wasn’t betrothed to anyone and was free to live her life and pick her partners as she wished. Eventually, she might have to marry, but elves aged slowly enough that she didn’t have to worry about such a thing for another century or two.

Humans weren’t anywhere near as long-lived as they, though.

By the time she needed to marry, everyone would have forgotten about a dalliance with the human princess in front of her. For some reason, that thought made her feel a bit morose.

She shook her head and pushed those thoughts aside. How long the princess would live shouldn’t matter to her, it wasn’t as if she wished for the other female as her wife, did she?

She focused on the brunette once more, felt something ease in her chest at the other’s smile, and continued their conversation, letting the human’s evident want for her flame the heat of her own attraction for the princess. When the time to dance came, Fiona pulled her mother for a dance, as was proper, and then pulled Alia as well.

By the time that dance finished, the elf was breathing hard, and she could feel just how delicious the princess’s curves were against her, imagining what it would be like to run her hands down that flesh. What it would feel to have the princess’s hands roving over her frame in turn. A glance into those blue eyes showed Fiona’s thoughts weren’t much different from hers, and Alia couldn’t help but smile.

She would have the other woman before the night was over.

It was foolish and would make her mother angry, yet she knew there would be no fighting it. She found herself wanting the futa princess too much.

Fiona must have been clued in by something if the way she smirked said anything. From that point forward, they exchanged many heated gazes, even some hidden touches. Their conversation became a bit more daring, and more than once, they leaned in closer































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





