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The carriage bumps along the road, the smell of rain washing into the stuffy interior through the open window. The light fabric fluttering in the breeze that blows through the opening. Sitting on the bench is a young feline woman with long dark hair and soft gray fur that has darker stripes in its plush softness.

She is dressed in a simple dress in a light purple color, her hands moving gracefully over a small piece of embroidery. She stabs the needle into the fabric with expert movements, the image coming out clearly on the light colored swatch. A bright flower showing. She stares at the embroidery with a thoughtful expression, thinking about her new life that she is on the way to. Her father wished her to go to Court so that she can be shown off as a new debutante.

She's nervous, but that can be expected of a new female. She sighs, stopping her needlepoint and looking out the window. The scent of rain is strong, but there has not been any droplets that have fallen on the roof of the carriage. She brushes aside the curtain, her slim face peering out into the gloomy forest around them.

As she watches, there is a flash of lightning, but no thunder. It's an oppressive feeling, the storm hovering, but not falling. Shivering at the ominous sight, she sits back into the bench. The court is going to be bright and colorful, and there will be plenty of suitors. But she really just wishes to go back home and help her mother, she had fallen ill at the time of her leaving. So she worries. Hoping that the weather is not an omen of what will happen.

Sighing again, she pulls the needlepoint back onto her lap and begins her task of filling in the petals of the bright blue flower. She moves quickly through the colors and soon the bouquet of flowers is half finished.

There is a rap on the roof and the driver calls back to her. "My Lady, we're here." He says, the carriage soon coming to a stop on cobblestones.

Setting her project into the basket that houses her sewing supplies she settles her veil over her tall ears, her eyes sparkling behind the sheer material. She's nervous, but excited. The carriage shifts as the driver moves from his seat, and a moment later the door opens, showing the high walls of the castle and the huge doors that lead to the main entrance hall.

She has been here only once before, and that was when her father became a Duke instead of just a lord. She smiles at the memory, her father had been so proud. He had worked hard to have good relations with the previous king. But now that the King has passed, it is not quite certain that father will keep the title of Duke. He had not truly interacted with the Prince, now king in his own right.

Smiling still, she recalls fathers description of the Prince as she steps down the small set of stairs. The driver of the carriage helps her down, his rough pads grating against her soft fingers. She smiles at him though, thankful of his swift delivery of her to the castle.

"Thank you." She murmurs, trying to convey her thoughts through those simple words. She cannot truly converse with him, as it would be below her status, and there are nobles watching her.

He smiles, dipping his head. "Of course My Lady." He says, his nose twitching with amusement.

With another smile, she moves away from the carriage, holding her purse in her thin fingers. She stands there for a moment, unsure of what to do. But a moment later there is a voice that cuts through the mass of people. "Carolina!"

Turning to look to where the voice comes from, the small feline smiles under her veil. Her aunt steps out of the crowd, her beautiful white fur shining like a beacon.

"Carolina dear!" She says happily, stepping next to her niece and giving her a soft kiss on each cheek. "Your father said you would be coming soon. I had hoped to see you."

"Aunt Nessa." Carolina says with a smile. "It is a pleasure to see you." Her gaze flicks out to the crowd of other nobles and sees that most of the expressions have changed to approval instead of distinct interest. Her heart swells, her aunt must be loved by the nobility here. What luck for her to have been greeted with such warmth by her.

"Come little one," Her aunt says, taking her hand and guiding her through the crowd. "The King gave you the room next to mine."

Sighing in relief, Carolina follows Nessa through the crowd, knowing that the driver will give her chests of belongings to the servants to take care of. They step through the castle, Nessa telling her where everything is as they go. They are almost to their rooms when a young messenger girl comes up to them. She looks shy and nervous as she approaches.

"Lady Nessa." The girl says, her ears flicking back. "King Pietre wishes to see Lady Carolina, to welcome her to the castle."

A frown touches the sides of Nessa's lips. "She has just arrived, I was going to let her rest for a spell until tonight at the dinner."

"I apologize Lady," The girl says, giving a curtsy. "Would you like me to relay that information to the King?"

Sighing softly, Nessa looks down at Carolina. "Are you well enough to see the King? I'm sure you can rest after."

Giving a smile, Carolina dips her head. "I feel well, Aunt Nessa. If the King wishes to see me, who am I to refuse." She murmurs, a thrill of excitement going through her chest, her tail swishing behind her. The King wants to meet her. How interesting.

Watching her niece for a moment, Nessa nods. "Very well, we will go see him now." She says, giving the girl a smile. "Please lead the way."
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THE CHAMBER THAT THEY are led to is huge, with large windows that are broken up by tall, filled bookshelves. They reach up high to the ceiling. The light that comes in is gloomy due to the storm that still hasn't broken, but it is lit by oil lamps that dot the walls in between the bookshelves.

It's beautiful and peaceful here, Carolina runs her fingers over the soft velvet of the chair in front of her. It smells good too, like books and a smoky smell from the lamps. She had been told that the King had stepped away, and Aunt Nessa had to go take care of one of her children.

Its only been a few minutes, and she's already tired of waiting, looking down at the plush, velvet chair. She sinks into it, the softness hugging her tired limbs. Sighing happily she runs her fingers over the armrests. It is a nice chair, comfortable and warm.

She sits there for a while, not moving, her gaze fixed out the window to the heavy storm clouds. Her eyes fluttering with the strain of keeping them open. Eventually that task becomes too much and she slips off into a doze.

The door opens behind her as she rests. A tall, handsome man with fur tipped ears and a regal bearing, his inky black fur ripples in the lamplight as he steps inside. He wears a dark suit with gold cording and a small, gold crown is set between his tall black ears. He makes his way to the desk, passing by Carolina without noticing her.

As he sits he pulls papers toward him, his green eyes flicking up. With a start he notices her finally, a blush reddening his ears.

She still sleeps, unaware of the man in front of her.

Standing, the man blows out a shaky breath, his paws falling softly against the carpet as he makes his way over to her. Looking down at her, he feels drawn in, the woman's face is softly veiled, but he can make out her features. She's beautiful, young like him. But not worn down by duties. Her breasts swell against the lavender fabric of her dress, the light purple a stunning color against her soft gray fur. She breathes lightly, the veil fluttering with each breath.

Reaching down, the man touches her gently on the shoulder. "My Lady..." He murmurs. "Please wake."

Carolina jumps at the contact, her fur bristling slightly. She looks around in confusion until her eyes land on the man next to her. "Oh!" She gasps, her hand raising to cover her mouth. "My apologies Your Majesty." She says, dipping her head. "I must be more tired from my trip than I expected."

Smiling the man inclines his head. "It is quite alright. You must be Lady Carolina."

"Yes Your Majesty." Carolina says with a soft smile, she stands and gives a curtsy. "Carolina Verellia."

"Duke Verellia's only daughter." The King says with a soft smile touching his lips. His black furred face crinkling with the smile. "More stunning than the accounts of your father." He reaches out and takes her hand gently in his own, pressing a light kiss to her fingers. "It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance finally."

Blushing lightly, she lowers herself into another curtsy. "Thank you, Your Majesty." She says, her tone demure and soft. Her heart races in her chest, he's handsome, very handsome. His fur is an inky black that catches the lights. Her hands tremble as he touches her. She feels safe in his presence, excited as well. What will he say to her, he had called her stunning. She preens at his words. Overjoyed that one such as he would think that of her. He must see many women, many much more beautiful than her she's sure.

Smiling at her, The King dips his head. "My Lady Carolina. Would you do me the honor of accompanying me to the dinner this night?"

Stilling, Carolina looks at him, her eyes wide in surprise. "Your Majesty, I have not been announced in court yet." She gasps, her gaze falling to the floor as her fingers come together in front of her.

"Then may I have the Honor of Announcing you?" He asks, a twinkle sparkling in his gaze as he looks at her.

"Your Majesty, I would ask to speak










[image: ]


























[image: ]














[image: ]
































d2d_images/cover.jpg
/\J—\_/

mmﬂhmg

;‘I.C : Sﬁliams~
e e





d2d_images/scene_break.png





