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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.
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