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“Last Resort”:

A History Of One Aimee “Windy” Pyllmen St. Cloud

By: Daniel E. Jacobs

 To the Loving memory of the first player to come into Aimee's life, Roberto this girl will always be Lucy's love.
Aimee was born in the height of Victorian Age, to her father Richard Pyllmen, and Emily Lightheart Pyllmen. She was born into to a family of get privilege, and greater learning. Her father, Richard, was a professor of Religious studies as her mother, Emily, was a school teacher for many a year, then as Aimee got older was Head of a Girls school. She lived in the city of Old World and the new land, Boston. The city had a lot to offer, all but freedom for women in that time. In a world rule by me, Aimee learned that she was at the whims of her father and what ever he planned was the way it had to be. 


But I am Jumping a head of myself Aimee was born on a cold March day, March 15th the ides of March, In 1850 in never the best of places, a hospital, to our hospitals, now, they look and acted more like medieval torture chambers then Hospitals. The birth was a hard one on Emily, and for baby Aimee, named for the meaning of the name meant “beloved”. Those Aimee came out what seeming was healthy, the birth did cause her to develop an illness that would take her childhood away from her. At the age of two, right after her birthday in fact, the illness came on her, the doctors where at a lost to know what to do. The illness was an odd form of T.B. back then known as consumption, that would kill a person by slowly eating away at a persons lungs, however this form of it, took the breath from her, making it hard for her to do any activity for a long time without her collapsing to her knees coughing up blood. This however turned out to be a blessing for Aimee, for it seems that supernatural fates were at work in her life from the very beginning. 


As Aimee got older, as was able to start reading, (she not being able to run and play with the other children, was able to read by the age of 3 and write by the age of 4.) would read anything she could get her hands, on, children’s books fell away to books of thought, that fell away to books of a darker tone. This was where the trouble started for her with her father, this however would not be the biggest issue it would by far the start of along battles of words. Her father, and the family as a whole was Catholic and though Aimee even to this day as a strong bearing to the Catholic faith, she felt that there was more that even the church itself knew but was keeping out the hands of common people. None more powerful of the proof then what she found in the Library in the church one day. Her father had been working with the Bishop and Archbishop of Boston on new studies for the College of Boston, and seeing Aimee was not able to play sports and such, she would all but beg, (and some evenings, would beg) to go a long with her father, to look at the Library. Her father agreed as long as she didn’t bother any of the priests that were there. She of course didn’t want to do such a thing. Over the few years (her age now being almost 7) she had learned Latin, and Hebrew, which as any church scholar knows that and Greek and you will be able to read anything that is handed to you, will with the rare oddity. Aimee spent the better part of two weeks looking over old tomes, (some she know owns herself) Most of them were nothing more than hand written texts of hymns or prayers this order or that order would do, then by change (or fate) a book fell as she was reaching for another one, the pages opening, and her eyes widen as the page it open to was spells, though the monks of this order were long since lost, to one matter or the other, the church keep there books in tacked, though not the best of ideas if someone is looking for links between the church and there knowledge and willingness to practice what is now know as witch craft, but on this evening, it was very good for Aimee. She looked around, for other books from this order, but this was the only one she could find, a mistake that it was up in the library that was open to the public, maybe fate that it was here, but the question left to her, how to get it out, she could leave it here, the priests and such don’t understand what this book is, and what it can be used for. If they even knew that what it could be done, there is a strong chance that it could be burned or worst, locked up to never see the eyes of another human again. She held the book to her chest and thought, thought she had brains, common scene and wits were another things that a she didn’t have, however, a child at best can come up with the best of ideas. She looked around the room again, and then smiled as a window open let a cool breathe of the evening into the dark room, she walked to the window and looked down, seeing that there were bushes and such that would keep the book from being harmed she tied a little blue ribbon around the book (which by the way is the ribbon she always uses for Pavis of foul Presence), looked the street over then let it fall. She knew that God would understand this book should be in the hands of someone that would use it. After making sure it landed with little issue, she went to reading for a little bit, holding her stomach, like she was starting to feel sick. One of the priest there saw her acting this way and went and got her father, though his business wasn’t finish, he was going to send Aimee home in the family carriage and would just walk home, she understood, she went outside with her school books, as soon as her father and the priest went back inside, she ran over to the bushes and get the book, the cover was no worst for wear, she went to the where the carriages were held and got in telling the driver that her father would walk home and she wasn’t feeling good. She got to the house and the carriage drive helped Aimee, which she ran into the house and up the stairs to her room hiding the book, behind her dresser. The days passed and she felt as if it was safe to start reading the book, she took it out, and taking great care, to even to the point of wearing gloves she took the next 18 months reading, re-reading and learning the book, it took her that long to find books that matched the runes in the book, so she could learn what the “spells” were. (This is the first MAJOR change, I had been working from memory on most of Aimee’s history, but when I cleaned out my room, I found a lot of my old gaming stuff including Aimee’s history, so I am merging the two, expanding on it and handing it over to you guys. I am sorry for any major problems this may cause I don’t think it will, but just wanted to let you know where the “big” changes are) One night, about a month after her ninth birthday, late, she decided to “try” out one of the rituals in book. Looking back Aimee knows that the rituals can not do anything, so it had to be some kind of fate for this to have had happen. Aimee in talking about it now, thinks that the ghost knew of her before this, but this give them a “reason” to contact her that wouldn’t have completely have screwed over her mental state, like that girl in Alice in wonderland. 

She took the things that the rite required, the strand of rope, three white candles, two black candles (those were a bit hard for her to come across but she was able to make some finally.) An unused knife and a piece of chalk. She did what the rite asked of her, even cutting her palm open, there was a dimming of the light, (later it was explained that it was her body about to faint because she just cut herself and her heart was racing so fast that it almost started her illness in.) Then it happens, in the dead of night, forms came into view, about 5 in all. Two were males, one was an old man, the second was younger, but look like the old man in some ways, there were three women, or I should say, two women and a girl about Aimee’s age. The first woman was young and beautiful, the other woman older, stately, the couples stood next to each other, nodding gently to Aimee, the little girl walked up to the her and smiles, talking to her, then there was a flash and the chalk drawings on the ground were gone, the candles hand been blown out and the Aimee’s hand had stopped hurting, thought it was still cut it didn’t hurt like it should. They told Aimee to get the rest of her things go to her bedroom and they would talk there. She did as they asked, and when she walked into her room, they were all “standing” in her bedroom. She got something to wrap her hand and then looked at the two men, asking them to turn around, whom they did, she got ready for bed; she then sat on her bed. The “Wraiths” were a family, from the their dress from the late 1600’s They explained to her that they were “Ghost” (though we know them as Wraiths) and that years earlier another house sat were Aimee’s family home is know, that there was a fire throughout Boston and they were trapped in their home and, the father went on to explain that he couldn’t bare to see his family die by the fire, burning to death was one of the worst ways to go, he killed Sally (the little girl) and his own beloved, before being over come with smoke, his parents were old and had past in there sleep from just a bit of the smoke. They has however been “stuck” to this house for sometime, because of how much this home had meant to them. (It was later explained to Aimee by Sally that they had been longing to speak to someone for years, but was afraid that they would scare them off, and they were so glad to have someone to talk to again.) They went on to explain to her that the world she knows is not the real world, there is another world, a world that is dark and evil out there, a world that is not save for anyone to go blindly into it. The next year, Sally, (for Sally grew to love Aimee as a sister, and therefore Aimee became an even stronger Fetter for Sally) would take Aimee out, keeping her safe, or that is what Sally thought, little did she know that Aimee was being watched by someone else as well. Someone that would later change her life, but for know, she was shown the world of darkness, Sally didn’t know the difference but later Aimee found out that, where Sally was taking her were places the Sabbat would go, she watch the cruelness of these “beasts” and how the treated humans. At age 10 she knew that evil was all around. And she had to be careful. At one point it got so bad that she would go into this fear reaction whenever her father would walk home, or if the family would go out at night for walks. Sally would have to calm her letting her know that she would not every leave her side and would protect her. Of course Sally was not strong enough yet to do much against physical forms, she knew she could at least do something to get them help if something was to happen. 

Within the next two years, Aimee was now more driven then ever to find out about the world around her, went to great lengths and sometime great risks to find out things about the world, the world of darkness. Though book of that time were vague at best, it give Aimee some info. She found that if she keep a wooden stake with her at all time, she felt better. She knew that the daytime she was completely safe from them. At night in her little “bustle” she would place a stake, easy for her to get to, but hidden well. Aimee would read more about Vampires then she would her own class books, however she always did well in school. School to her, almost seem too easy, she was already far past most of the kids in her class. Thought this was a time of learning and change, some things didn’t change, such as the fact that a woman had her place, and it wasn’t as a scholar. One evening, Aimee came home to her father standing at the door. He was enraged, and had even been drinking, which he only did when he was very upset, but it would only make him worst, not better. He started yelling at Aimee about how could she, how could she go and read those books, those books that were evil and would being nothing but pain to the family. It would seem that her father had found out that Aimee had been spending time reading odd titles and the librarian finally had told her father of this fact. In this fit of rage, he slapped Aimee hard to the floor, just inside the doorway. Her mother moved right there, to stop him from hitting her again. This was the first time that her father had ever struck her; tears flowed down Aimee’s bruising face. As her parents stood just inches away from her, screaming at each other, Aimee started coughing. As she did this she started coughing up blood, this was one of the worst attacks in her life. It was so bad that she blackout in her own blood and spit. When she woke up, three days had passed and her father was on the side of her bed, holding her hand telling her, how truly sorry he was for hitting her, and that he would never do it again. Of course she forgive him. Even went on to promise not to read anymore of those books. This was a promise that wouldn’t be kept. Her oldest sister had been married just eighteen months and she was about to have their first child, the day came and she started to give birth. Her husband and father were both their. As the night drew on, so did the pain of the birth, finally, the child came, it was a boy, but he was stillborn, though it pained both her sister and the husband, no blame was placed. However, Aimee’s father knew whom to turn to. All those books Aimee had read, turning her back on the God of heaven and earth, he came home late that night, Aimee’s mother was a sleep on the couch. Aimee’s father climbed the stairs and open Aimee’s door. He walked in close the door quietly locking it as well, he climbed on to the bed, and before Sally could get Aimee awake, he had covered her mouth and started, not slapping her but punching her. For five minutes, one of the worst five minutes in all of Aimee’s life to date, her own father, the man she looked up to, and did respect, was beating her as if she was a common whore. It took that much time for Sally to wake Aimee’s mom and for her mother to break the door in. Aimee was a mess, a broken jaw, teeth messing, both eyes blacked, her lip busted open as well as her nose was bleeding. From that day on, she made a promise to herself that no man, would have beat her like that again, not with out one hell of a fight. Aimee’s mother sent Aimee’s father way, for over a year, and it took Aimee over three months to heal, she wasn’t able to go to school; the embracement of this would destroy the family name. Her sisters would take turns bring Aimee her home work, and taking it back for her, Teeth were made for her, her jaw was set and then rest. The reason for this, she had been out hors back riding and fell hurting herself badly. The doctors told Aimee’s mother, but not far enough that Aimee couldn’t hear what was being said that a few more moments and it could have killed her. Aimee in her room alone with just a ghost as her own means of company began a long road to distrusting and later hating most men. 


One the reasons that it wasn’t just her father, was, her oldest sister came to check up on Aimee with her husband, He stood out of the room, talking to Aimee’s mother, as her sister spent time talking to Aimee, but this time, Aimee was able to speak some what, but what it was that bother her was what was being said outside her room. Seem that husband felt that in some ways Aimee had brought this on herself for going and reading things that she should have known would have upset her father. Though she didn’t say anything to her sister, she knew that this was upsetting Aimee, and in a lot ways upsetting her as well. Aimee had been a small and fragile child, and books were all she had, and that is all they were, books. The next time her oldest sister came to see her, there were faint lines of where she had been punched by her own husband. (Later that year, the husband died in his sleep. Though no own thought any wronging doing had been done, Aimee had a feeling that her sister had something to do with his untimely passing. When he pass, she was pregnant again, and carried this child to full term and was born a health baby girl, named Aimee Dove English. Her sister never remarried, but seemed to not have minded that either.) It was also at this time, when she couldn’t speak that she learned that she was able to “talk” to Sally through her thoughts and that Sally could answer her. Sally explain that as their bond grew, the ability to do so would get easier, but that should wouldn’t be able to do it to most “ghost” and she couldn’t do it to any humans, but it would help them, so it wasn’t like Aimee was talking to herself, as she was getting to the age were “pretend friends” we start to fade away. 

Now Aimee decide that seeing her father couldn’t keep his promise she would not keep hers, she started reading more books on the occult, but the time she was eleven she had read and studied all the books on the occult that she could get at the library closes to her home, she had to start going to other libraries throughout Boston. Though most had the same ones as the first one, she found out that the two colleges in Boston, both much more liberal then the college her father taught at, had what she thought at the time to be the best libraries for occult that anyone could image. (Now of course she knows that most of those books were full of old wise tales and nonsense. At the time is was everything she need). She would spend hours at these colleges, into the evening hours. One of these evenings, a kindly old gentlemen came up to Aimee, just as she was leaving, the sun was still up, but starting to fall. He told Aimee that his name was Huge O’Dea, and that he saw that she had a liking for books that told of the “dark arts” and if she wanted to, in a few days he could come back to the library with a book that she could borrow. Aimee of course agreed, though Sally didn’t trust the guy, she didn’t know, but the guy seem to be a lot like a “vampire” but it was day light. She had to let it go for know, seeing Sally couldn’t figure out what this “Huge” was. 

She could hardly sleep for those three days she had to wait, she would get to the college library as quickly after school as she could, and would stay until she didn’t feel she could make it home before dark if she waited a second longer. Finally on the fourth day he was there in the library waiting for her. She looked bit tired as she walked to him, he explained that he didn’t want anything in return for the use of this book but the for three normal things, first that no one was to know she had this book, that no one was to read it or even see it once she got home. Secondly that no matter how good in information was in this book, that she would not tell another person about what was in the book nor was she copy the book herself, and finally that he would need her address, so that if he had to get the book back sooner than the month that was given her to read it, he would be able to get it. Sally, of course didn’t like this third thing, but her words of warning fell on Aimee ears, but went unheeded. Aimee even went so far as to give the kindly old gentlemen a hug, and kiss on the cheek. He told her that if nothing happened he would be back in a month waiting for her to bring the book back to the library. She nodded, smiled and rushed home. Most of that night she read, and reread, this book was written in long hand about a different kind of Vampire then the ones that Sally had taken her to see, ones that lived in secret, that went through out most of their unlives blending into the world of men, but controlling a lot of the world that she thought was done through free will, that men in “high” places were no more than puppets and these, “new” kind of vampires were the puppet masters. This even a bigger flashlight into this dark world than anything she had read before. She did all she could to put to memory all the information that was in this book, she didn’t want to break any of the rules, she was very careful about her reading of the book and treated it as if this was the dead sea scrolls. 

The month past without a problem and Aimee came to the library, where Huge was waiting, she walked over to him and put the book down in front of him and was about to ask him all these questions, when he simply put his hand up and explain that her asking questions would break the agreement, he then handed her back the piece of paper with her address, stood up with the book and left. She stood there in shock, and in disbelief that he walked into her life and then walked out of her life with so little warning. She didn’t think it would end that like, and she honestly didn’t think she would ever see this man again. She went home and sat on her bed, the rest of the day with these questions swimming in her head all the time, not knowing what to say or think. Yet there were about to be bigger things to enter her life, in just three short weeks.

************************************************************************

“Blue Monday”

It was a Monday, and the day of her birthday. Her father had just moved back into the house only a week before, but on a temporary basis, Aimee wake up in the middle of the that night, her sheet had blood all over them, and it was coming from her. As she tired to sit up, a cramp hit her, she shouted out in pain. The first into her room was her oldest sister, followed by her mother and the sister just above her, (16) Sally was at a lost as well, there was no one harming her, no magic but there was great pain going on in Aimee’s body. She was turning 12 that day. They calmed Aimee down, and helped her into a bath, Her mother partly in tear of joy that her youngest child was becoming a woman, but partly tears of pain, that she was hurting as badly as she was. It seems that her illness caused her body to react in the worst when she had her periods. They explained, as well as they could about what was happening to her body and why this was happening. All that day, the party they had planned for her was chanced for that weekend, and they keep an eye on Aimee, as the pain would slowly build. As she the day wore on, the pain got worst and worst and Aimee was crying more than she was even taking, Sally even tired to help calm her with her “powers” but it wasn’t doing a lot of good, finally as another cramp hit, Aimee curled up in a ball and shouted out. When Aimee did that, every thing that was made of glass shattered, piece still falling as her mother walked into the room. Sally stood there in shock, she knew that Aimee was going to slowly become more and more gifted, but she didn’t know it was going to be like this. Her mother stood there in shock, her daughters hadn’t had the “curse”, why did her Aimee have to be the one, the one that her life had already had so many problem, now she was the carrier of the curse. (Major change two, in her old history her mother’s side of the family had thought out its history had humans that had “physic” powers. I know it’s not HUGE seeing it’s pre-embrace, but I wanted to give you all the full story of Aimee) Aimee was in tears, she just shouted out in pain, what happen, her mother sat down on the holding Aimee for sometime, a lost for words, and thoughts for that matter. After sometime, she finally looked to her angel, and explained what was going on. 

Emily’s family, all in the women side, had in one for or another “powers” some thought they were gifts, the ability to speak with animal, some had the power to see the future, others could move things with there mind, just like Aimee. This showed in the late 1400’s, and thought most were able to keep their “gifts” hidden some were not so able. Those that couldn’t for one reason or another, was lost to the fires of Witch-hunts, these power would show themselves on the first day of their period typically. Then her mother did something amazing, she gently put her hands on Aimee’s stomach and the pain eased greatly. Aimee looked down as saw that her mother’s hands had a soft glow to them, and a feeling of warmth. When her mother had finished with helping Aimee’s pain she looked at her sweet daughter and touched her check, smiling a bit. She went on to explain that she worried for each of her daughters, but none had the shown any of the signs of having it, however, Aimee did have the gift, but that they could not speak of it often or long, and that no matter what, they could not speak of this around her father. He had never known, and if he did, he would go into a rage that could end the family and even some people’s lives. She loved her husband, but she has started to fear him more and more, with each passing month that went by. Aimee had to asked if she could have healed her after her father had beaten her. Aimee’s mother looked down and nodded lightly. She was afraid to, afraid of what could have been said. Aimee hugged her mother and nodded, as she understood completely. The rest of that day she sat in her room, pain still there but much less, and thought about what was said, how her life seem to have been leading somewhere, where her new powers would lead her into powers that she didn’t know of. She thought of the old man, and how though Sally didn’t like him, how did he know about her, why did he share that book with her, what was that all about, why? That question came up a lot, why, what could be going on. 


The next few days where slow going for Aimee, she didn’t want to be with her own self, god knows she didn’t want to be around one else. She said in her room and just thought, she didn’t want to eat however she was force by words to do such. When her first period past she was back to her old self, which played everyone in the home they went a head with their plans of her birthday party and things seem to have gotten back to normal, but every so often she would look into to her mother’s eyes and would see a lot of pain and hurt there, but not toward Aimee more towards herself and her blood line, and what it has brought on this already sickly child. Though it was never spoken of like that first day, Aimee did gleam bits and piece more of the family. Thought not proven and even in the modern nights, Aimee does find this a bit hard to believe, know her history very well, but at one time it was to have been thought that her mother’s line was from Joan of Arc, and that the magic of the blood line and how it showed in woman was there. 

The days slowly faded into weeks, and Aimee started to notices odd things, simple at first, but they would grow slow in frequency and strength. At first, it would something simple, like she would think about how a pencil was just out of reach, and it would roll to her. Then it wouldn’t just roll but float in mid-air to her. She was stunned the first time this happen, and the pencil would fall to the ground. She looked at the pencil watching it for a moment, wondering if Sally was doing it or one of her family, but none were around, she then looking back to pencil she watched it, then put her hand out thinking about it flying to her hand, it first it just twitched on the ground, then started to roll in play, after about ten minutes, the pencil flew into her hand. Luckily for Aimee, the pencil came at such force that if it had been tip first, to would have cut her pretty bad. She looked at the pencil in her hand, and thought about what this could mean, and what she could use this for. However, nothing came to mind, she was just twelve and therefore she couldn’t see the uses for it other than for simple little “tricks”. Speaking to Aimee about it now, she typically as a bit of giggle when she speaks of those earlier days, and learning about her powers, saying that though she wasn’t a kindred, she felt that she know had something to use to protect herself and her family. This also did something else, thought it didn’t completely take it way she did find that she started to have a little more strength when it came to playing, though her studies were still first and for most in her life, she could go out and play every now and again, and be a child, something that had been robbed from her for so long she had back, in part at least. To this day, Aimee can’t quiet explain what happen, she has theories that the power of her blood some how held part of her, or that when her mother eased the pain from her cramps it some how effected her entire body, she has wished that if she could have asked more questions she would have. 

Though she would work on controlling her knew power, it was of course times when it would work itself, times when she was under the greatest stress. Thought most of the time they could be explained away as a trick of lighting or something to that fact, it still haunted Aimee, she would go and hide for what would seem like days, working on her power trying to gain better control of what was happening to her. Over the next few months something else was more noticed, Aimee would go out into their little garden and walk, deep in thought, when she would get that feeling that someone was watching her, she would turn to see what it was, most of the time she wouldn’t see anything but every know and again, just for a split second, she would think she saw a man, thought she had no “art” she could write what she saw.


This next part is taken from Aimee’s dairy:


May 21st 1862,

I saw “him” again tonight, it was odd, I was walking along the little walk to where we had small pool in the garden when I felt that seem odd feeling, being watched, eyes deep on me like I was prey, being studied, I whipped around and saw him, or I think it was him, it was only for a moment, then Sally appeared and rushed me into the house. She didn’t know what it was either, but she didn’t want to find out, for a ghost she is very afraid of things that go bump in the night. I did get enough of a look to know what he looked like, he was tall and handsome, very handsome, but something was odd as well. He had long brown hair, his clothing was odd as well, black, more like the clothing we here in the east read about someone in the wild west wearing, “going to town” clothes they are called, this has been going on a while this being watched, sometimes I will wake up from a dead sleep, to feel it happening always at night, well not always but most of the time, could it be one of those vampires, if so why, what do I have they want, I am sure that if I was “food” I would have been taken by now, so what could it be, that book Huge gave me said they are not monsters but thinking things, this is all so odd, and though most of me is terrified beyond belief there is a part of me that would like to know what is going on. 
************************************************************************


The Civil war was in full swing by this point, and there was a great amount of unrest even in New England. It was in that summer that her father and only brother informed the family that they had joined the Union army to fight against those rebel scum (I know it sound more like part of star wars then the then the war of northern aggression. Hey I am from the South, what you want that was going to call it something else.) This was both saddening and a bit of a relief in Aimee’s eyes, thought she loved her brother dearly, her father had started to show signs of being a zealot in the army of God. Aimee worried deeply for herself and for her mother, knowing that if he ever found out about them, that he would try to “destroy” the demons, as he has been known to call people that didn’t follow the belief of the Catholic Church to the letter. If it would ever come out that this was in his own house, she was fairly sure that it would send him over the edge. Yet, now he was going to war, however her only brother was going with him, she looked into her brothers eyes the night that they told the family and could see her fathers eyes in him, that the woman of the Pyllmen family had pulled together and surrounded Aimee to protect her from her father, they didn’t see until it was too late that her father had been poisoning the mind and soul of her brother. There was pleads by Aimee’s mother not to go, as well as from Aimee, though half hearted, but she did love them both no matter how they were changing. These plead however fell on deaf ears. They were going to be leaving in a week, Her father would be going to the front lines to be a comfort to those souls that maybe losing hope that there cause was just and righteous. Her brother would go to west point to study how to be a military leader. She didn’t fear so much for either of them, as she feared for those that they would be dealing with, how their souls seem to have been twisting slowly. Later that night Sally was sitting on the edge of the bed and looked at Aimee with a sadness that couldn’t be explained. Sally did the best she could to explain to Aimee that her father and brother were not the same people for a different reason, that they had been “changed” but it wasn’t fully known what that change was. Aimee recalls that though Sally did her best to explain what had happen, Sally’s limited knowledge of the kindred at the time keep her from explaining in full detail what had happen to them. They weren’t Vampires because the saw the day light and walked in it, but they were like that old man, Huge, but they were full of anger and hate, something Sally could see was emotions and she saw a lot of hate growing inside these two men. It seemed that she as Aimee explains later, she had been watch not just by one but by several different Kindred, that her ability to see and speak to ghost and now her power to move things with her mind had made her a prize, but as a twelve year old young woman she didn’t know what it was that was going on. However it wouldn’t be long before that would change. 

Sally decided that it would be for the best if Aimee worked harder on learning her “art” to the point of protection. The ones that were left in the house, all the daughters knew about this, and about her mother and her having these powers. Aimee first however to explain why this would be important, she finally give in to the fact that the only way she would be able to make her mother understand is if Sally “appeared” Aimee knew this would be hard on Sally, but she didn’t know how else to do this. Sally showing to Aimee took very little work on Sally’s part, but for someone that didn’t have the power of being a medium would be a lot harder. Sally was a Wraith that “lived” on the emotion of passion, she was able to do this for sometime with Aimee because of her passion for learning but there was a level of passion that Aimee hadn’t reached yet that would let Sally do this with no harm. This took some time for Aimee to fully understand and then want to do, all her life she was been taught that doing things like that were a sin. (I am adding this for a reason that Sally’s powers come from passion and lust and she is able to weaken the will of someone to make them more passionate or more lustful towards someone or some ideal. I will not go into detail about this just explaining Aimee’s mindset at the time and how it came about she did it, this also kind of is the opening of flood gates for Aimee’s sexual side. Which though I don’t play out a lot, is a very strong part of Aimee, and has been for a long time.) Aimee thought about this for about a week, thinking about how thought she need for things to be more open with her mother and her and their powers, but could she really do this, would it be what Sally needed. Before this time, she hadn’t really thought of anything in that matter. Now she was being asked to take both everything she had ever been taught about sexuality and lust, and throw it out the window. Also she was being asked to change her view on the world, to look at it in a way she hadn’t even dreamed about, she was still only twelve, and little girl in a lot of ways. She finally found a subject to “lust” after thought it was hard at first for her to do this act. Sally explained that she would be able to hold on to the “energy” that came from Aimee and use it when needed. Later that night Aimee lie in her bed for some time before she started. This though at first didn’t seem to be enjoyable at all, over the course of time, it was, and not only just enjoyable, it was REALLY enjoyable. This did change Aimee a great deal, as at first it started being just a weekly thing, a thought here or there, but later these thought grow in amount and there by increasing Aimee’s lust, which feed Sally to be come a stronger and stronger wraith. Yet that was over time of weeks and months, and didn’t happen over night, thought that first night sparked it. 

The next day Aimee walked up to her mother, feeling a bit dirty about the whole thing and started talking to her about what had been going on, with her father and brother. Her mother didn’t want to listen worried for their safety, didn’t want to believe that anything had really changed about them. Aimee took a slow breath out and Sally “appeared” to Aimee’s mother. This was of course a shock but not as great as they both thought, seemingly that Aimee’s grandmother could speak to spirits as well, and that she had seen one or two in her life. Sally didn’t go into great detail about the world around them, but did explain that something “magical” had change them and not for the better, those she felt that they wouldn’t be harmed like a “normal” person but their minds were not their own anymore. In a lot ways Aimee’s mother seem to finally understand, but that she did give Aimee the right to practice more freely, she warned Aimee not to do anything outside or to ask any questions, just because her father was not there didn’t mean that the family still had a good and well respected name in Boston and not to push anything that could cause the family any harm in name. Aimee agree to be able to work on her power of the mind openly give her a lot more hope that whatever comes that she would be able to handle it. However, the more Aimee worked the more she found that she was limited on what she could do, though she can pick up small objects, of no more than a few pounds she was unable to go past that point. She thought on this for a long time, it was almost like there was a block there for one reason or another, keeping her from being able to do it. Being able to take her to the next level. This was a bit of a surprise to both Sally and Aimee’s mother. Sally because she could “read” the energy around Aimee and knew that there was a lot of power behind it, but it wasn’t showing itself. Aimee wondered as well why it wasn’t happening, she could feel the energy around her, but she couldn’t make it come out. Over the next eighteen months of work she seem to have gotten as strong as pushing the kitchen table with some force, though not enough to really hurt anyone but it could stop someone, she found that she could move smaller objects with a greater force that it could cause harm though Aimee never wanted to use this for such a task she also knew that she would have to do something to protect the family one day, she had felt that in her heart for some time know, the thought bothered her greatly. However what she was going to have to protect her family from would come as a shock to family, but to Sally and Aimee most of all.  

These little “slip” up however didn’t go without complete unnoticed, days would turned into weeks of the kids at school making fun of her calling her names, she was different and she knew it, but no matter how much you are ok with yourself, children at school will always tare you down, and make you feel bad, feel less that a slug, this was going on in Aimee’s life, she was already shorter then most the children in her class. The illness of your childhood was anything but kind to her as a whole, she had also started her periods a year earlier than anyone else in her class. Born on top of that was the fact that Aimee had learn of pleasures of the flesh, in a time when a woman wasn’t suppose to enjoy sexuality at all. It seemed that one problem was building on to another, the feeling of being watched increased not only at night but the day time as well, she would feel those eyes on her most times, and no place seems safe from those eyes. For eighteen months this went on each day getting a little harder than the last day. 

It was the middle of summer of 1864, when word came in that her father and brother would be coming home soon. Of course, Aimee without question stopped working openly her powers, not that they had been moving any higher up. (Movement of the mind 2 and sometimes but odd times level 3), she worried every day as she walked home from school that her father would be home and the same when she would go to sleep, she didn’t know what to deal with, she didn’t know how bad he really was, it would be long until she found out, to the horror of the family.
************************************************************************

“Head Like a Hole” 

It was early September morning, when Aimee woke up with a start. She sit in her bed for a from moments as she heard speaking, loud but not loud enough that she could make out what was being said, the voices were two different male voices and a female voice, she wondered if she should risk slipping on to see what was going on, then she looked to Sally, whom seem to think it would be best if SHE went and looked and would tell Aimee. Sally faded from sight and Aimee knew she was gone. She waited just sitting on the edge of her bad, worried even moving to the door could be heard. It seemed that she waited there for hours though at the most only ten minutes at the most had past. When Sally returned she just shook her head and sighed. She told Aimee that her father and brother were home that, her mother meet them, and she could see the evil in them, and has been trying to get them out of the house. Well this is all that Aimee need to hear. She slipped out of her bed and put on her housecoat and moved to walk out of the room. Sally told her that she needed to be careful and not to do anything rash unless it was needed. Aimee nodded and walked out of the door and slipped down the stairs. She sit down at the foot of the stairs and watched, she was out of the eye line of everyone unless they looked around, but she could see them clearly, she looked around for objects just in case, there were a few items that she would be able to move with no problem and use if they attacked her mother. She watched and listens. She could feel the “evil” that was in side them, but she didn’t understand why, I mean she knew what Sally told her that they were “different” they she and her family was but before now she couldn’t tell how different, they seemed, bigger, monstrously so. They seem to drip with their sweat of evil. The arguing was what Sally had said that it was them telling her mother that they were staying, but her mother was standing firm in the fact that they weren’t going to come back into the house again. Aimee watched her mother for a sometime and after a bit she could feel that her mother had this aura of power around her as well. Though it couldn’t be seen, it seem that in a lot of ways was keeping them away. This went on for about five more minutes when they both went as if they were going to attack Aimee’s mother, but then they seem to freeze or more like was blocked, Aimee could feel her own power holding her father at bay, thought it was a lot of work, he was stronger than she thought he should be, but she was doing nothing to her brother, she moved to her mother’s side, with some effort, she knew she couldn’t keep this up before her “illness” would over take her. However when she moved into her mother’s presence she felt that aura around her, her lungs that a moment earlier felt like there were about to explode in pain, ease and then heal themselves. It was her mother that was holding her brother at bay. In a move that seem that they had worked at it for months, though never even was known to Aimee, they both “pushed” the father and son back against the door with such force that it winded them. Aimee’s mother then took a step forward, Aimee moving with her. Emily’s voice rang sharp and clear, “Get out of this home, or I will end your evil lives, you are no longer the husband I knew or the son I give birth to”. Well that was all it took, and they were out of the door and gone out into the morning sun with out another word or action being done. Aimee looked at her mother with tears in her eyes, the fear and sadness of losing her father and brother to this “evil” was over taking her, she then collapsed on to the floor. 

Three days came and went before Aimee awoke, with even more questions than before but, as always Aimee’s mother was not answering question. She told her however that her father’s and brother’s things as been sent away and that she has done some of the “magic” she knows to keep them from trying to come back in. (Flaw that both of them got was the flaw of that they couldn’t enter the home without being asked. Aimee’s mother was a hedge mage and was able to curse them with that flaw) The other thing that Aimee’s mother told her is that from now on she would be taken to and from school by way of the family carriage and that she would be going with her. Aimee did get to ask if it was her that she was worried about. Her mother answered yes, that they would not go after her (Aimee’s mom) because she was too strong for them, and wouldn’t go after her sisters because they didn’t have their powers. Yet because Aimee was still young and not as strong as her mother they would try and take her. Aimee thought about this, and then looked to her mother. She told her that maybe it would be best if she was sent away to a boarding school come next year. That this year had though just begun it would be hard to get her into a boarding school, but it keep everyone in the home safe, as well as her, was to send her off, where they didn’t know where she was. Aimee’s mother looked at her sweet angel, knowing this would have to happen to keep Aimee safe; she just couldn’t bring herself to say it. She agreed and would start looking into school for Aimee to go to next fall, but she would have to stop going to the library and such until they could make sure she was completely safe. Aimee understood, and then hugged her mother tightly. 

Over rest of that school year, things though strained, nothing of any major issue happen, she did feel those eyes on her seemingly all the time, but there was little she could do deal with that. The children of course got wind that her father and brother both “hero’s” of the war had been kicked out of their house and how it seemed wrong for her mother to do it. It wasn’t like she could explain to them what had happen, or why they were kicked out, she didn’t fully understand herself to begin with, and if she didn’t, she knew that she would be able to tell anyone else about it. Her walks at night also ended, she knew that at night the feeling of those eyes on her were even greater, and she felt that her father and brother was most likely a set or two of those eyes on her. As the year went on, she withdrew more and more to staying in her room; the only person to talk to was a ghost. The feeling of wanting and need to just be touched to be held as she slept grew greater and greater, she started to feel more and more alone in her world of books and magic and ghost, what made her look for this info in the first place and why didn’t she stop after Sally and her family came to her, wasn’t that enough, and what of these Vampires evil and controlling or just monsters, then there was her father and brother, the pain they had cause her family, why was this all happening.

The summer came on them fast, but not without news of a school, Aimee’s mother found a good school that was in the country side of new England that was one of the best prep schools, they were just a lake away from a boy’s school and so they would have social events that would teach them how to act and be young ladies and young gentlemen. They were a bit liberal for her mother’s taste, but she knew that they would have more of the kind of books that Aimee would want to read, the ones that she had been denied for almost a year now. This was hard for the two of them, though they never really talked of there powers and the link they had because of them, they did grow stronger in there relationship as mother and daughter, Aimee learned that her mother was brought up to believe that as Aimee calls them “sins of the flesh” were a natural thing, and something that was beautiful and should be enjoyed but she did add that it should be done with the right person, and that she would hold herself true until she found her own love. Aimee agreed to that, feeling that love should take care of all. Even know though Aimee seemed a bit free with her sexuality she also has never been with someone sexually that she didn’t have some leave of feelings towards. She does add that now, being a woman that is married she find that her needs are happily met by the one person she ever has thought enough of to marry. Yet, as everything seem to be in order and things were going to work out to where Aimee would be safe and be able to move on and make her life better, it all came crashing down in one night.


(WARNING: thought I will try my best to keep this as un-graphic as possible this will have some issues that are sometimes painful to read, I didn’t put this into her first history in this detail or that she was fully attacked at all was for that sheer fact, I don’t like to write “shock” but this was in her first history to give a strong reason why she hates men so.) 


Aimee and her oldest sister were walking home one night after going out for an evening concert. As they past an alleyway, there was a flash of movement, too fast for Aimee to make out, but when she was able to make sense of was going on, she was in the alleyway, on the ground on her back. She started to scream but a hand moved over her mouth before any sound could get out. She looked around trying to see anything, anything at all. She saw her sister being held by her father, his hand over her sisters mouth as well, she was trying to fight back but seemingly it wasn’t bothering her father at all, she looked up to owner of the hand over her mouth and it was her brother, but not really, there was no soul of her brother, just someone that looked like her brother, she looked around seeing two other men walking out of the shadows, they all that same look. Though they were not embraced, they had been slowly drained of their humanity to where the father and brother that use to be loving and caring were dead, and they were just “shells” of who they once where. Sally was trying the best, doing anything she could, but nothing was helping she wasn’t strong enough. She told Aimee to fight back and she would be back with help. They were four blocks from there home, but Aimee feared that Sally wouldn’t be strong enough to appear to her mother and have her come to save them from this. Her brother licked his lips and started sucking on her earlobe, telling her how much he was going to enjoy “having her” then from one of the others word were said, saying that she shouldn’t enjoy it, that she was bitch for harming him and his father and that he should do it “other ways”. Of course he agreed and with help of the other two, turned her over to her stomach, she felt and heard her dress being torn off then her underwear, she pushed with all her might, fighting all she could, but tears streamed down her face, and she seemed that when she needed it the most, her power had failed her. She cried out in pain and discuss and emotion hurt as her own brother started to rape her in ways that she hadn’t even thought someone could have sex (let you draw your own picture there) she bite at his hand even drawing blood, but it seem to heal as fast as she bit into it. She looked up, her sister fighting with everything she could pull together, tears of her own coming down her face. It didn’t take long, five minutes maybe before he was done, with whispers of how good she felt and how much of bad girl she was for getting turned on, which did happen as he forced his hands to do what she had done nights before, and she was “turned on” but bleeding and hurting. She felt him move but still holding her down hand over her mouth moving where one of the others had been, then he moved behind Aimee, the same act was repeated, twice more as each one “took their turn” Aimee as in such pain coughing up blood the whole time, she knew that she couldn’t take much more, before she just passed out. She knew that in some way she had to show some kind of strength for her sister, which was so tired from fighting that she was all but limp her own father’s arms. He had a wicked grin on his face, as he watched his own daughter being raped, and drawing enjoyment from it. That smile those eyes, and his laugh still will haunt Aimee from time to time in her dreams. Though it was a lot worst, over time has eased, but never an easy dream for her to deal with. 

The next few minutes however were the worst thing she had ever had to deal with in her life. Her father said he wanted his turn and handed her sister over to her brother and one other, as he moved to Aimee that smile only got bigger and more evil. Her brother and the other decide that in her now weaken state, to take the chance and do the same to her sister. Aimee fought harder than she did before, trying to protect her sister, her brother was even pushed back but her father just hit her in the back of the head hard enough that Aimee saw stars for a minute. When she recovered from the blow, her sister was on the ground and her dress was being ripped off, then she felt that pain again, there was not more fighting she couldn’t her body now racked with such pain, more than before, her body reaction as if it enjoyed at least part of this, but she knew better, tears just rolling down her cheek, why hadn’t Sally at least came back. Then she felt the something cold and sharp against her neck, with each thrust it pushed into her skin, he then leaned down and whispered in her ear with a moan that when he finished with her body and his enjoyment of her body, he was going to kill her. Aimee’s eyes widen at this, she the understood what was against her neck, it was a knife or razor, another thrust and it broke her skin, the blood dripping down her throat and her now bare chest to the ground there were growls and something though even know Aimee says that in the state she was in she couldn’t make much of anything out clearly, but something being said of don’t wasted it like that. She felt her father’s seed finally enter her body and she readied herself to meet God, when there was three more blurs of moment that was even faster than before, she could also feel Sally around, as she was let go. Aimee was too weak to do anything but fall to her side crying and cough blood. She laid there for only a moment as a coat was places around her and she was picked up, when she looked, to see who had her now, she saw a woman of amazing beauty and a kind and gentle face, her eyes, bright and Aimee felt as if her soul could be drawn into those hazel eyes. She pulled together enough strength to look around the alley where the last thirty minute had become hell and she was involved in the worst thing that she could honest feel could have had every happen to her. Her father, brother and the other two’s bodies laid on the ground blood and broken, twisted in ways that would have made her throw up if she had even the strength to do that, but she looked to where her sister was, and she was being covered and picked up by HIM, the man she had seen watching her, there was a third, another woman, she saw that each of them had the same color eyes, in the same way, bright and beautiful, they were each almost like gods, then something else hit her, they were all so very pale, she looked to Sally that looked partly defeated and mostly hurt for Aimee’s pain. Then the woman that held Aimee spoke. “You are safe child, no more harm will come to you.” They started walking home, Aimee feeling so tired and hurting from head to toe it seemed wrapped her arms around the woman’s neck, and felt the second odd thing, she seem to be colder than she should, she didn’t understand, but her mind was in a hazy, they pain of this evening finally over took her as she was being carried home and passed out, but only for a short time. 

When she came to, the three were standing in the living room of her family home, her mother kneeling next to her. That warm glowing feeling that she had felt before not all over her body, with her sister still partly crying, partly shattering from the nights events sitting in the chair next to the couch. 


“Aimee is you ok, my sweet angel?” Her mother asked, tears flowing from her own eyes. “No, mother, my heart has been broken, my body taken from me, and from my future love, my fear of men strengthen. But I am alive, thanks to… to”


The woman statelier of the two women stepped up. “I am Katherine St. Cloud, this is my brother Sephiroth, and his Child Erin. I wished that our presence had not had to been reveled but you have a greater fate then death by what use to be your father and his brood of ghouls.”


She remembers reading something about ghouls, they are the servants of vampires, she looked over the family, and the man didn’t look nearly old enough to have a child of that age. There eyes, were the same, this also sent off bells and whistles. She looked for Sally, and she saw her, she was in a form where everyone could see her, she looked at Aimee and sighed. “I couldn’t let you die Aimee, I had to get someone, I couldn’t get your mother, I… I saw them, they are”


Sephiroth stepped up, seemingly to cut off Sally. “My own ghoul Hugh O’Dea was the one that give you that book, about our kind, we are Kindred, in your world, we are known as vampires, but not the kind that you have ever read about. Not even in that book. I could not let you however feel that each of our kind was monsters, some of us do have as much calling and as much emotions as a human. Some of us are monsters, but my family and myself have fault against them for centuries. Your father and brother had been chanced by the kind that are monsters made to hate all that is good and right, to the point of where your mothers own purity and honor was more than they could typically stand. I am sorry that we did not have a “closer” eye on you, to keep you and your sister safe.” Sephiroth did seemed very much hurt but the fact that Aimee had been attacked and had been “used” for such a “long” period of time. 

“But… but… why have you been watching me at all?” It was all Aimee could think of, the only thought that formed to words. Katherine looked at Aimee with a bit of a sad look on her face as well. “We were not the first to watch you, there have been others of our kind to say the monsters side, that have watched you before we did, we found out about you, and your very wonderful gift and took it a bit on ourselves to watch you and protect you. That is why they went and did what they did to your father and brother. Hoping that they could get in here and take you to them without it being seen by our eyes. Your gift will be greater soon, sooner than you think, and if they could change you over to one of them, they would have a great power against our house and our kind as a whole. We are at a war against the “monsters” they are called Sabbat. They believe they should rule humans and make you all nothing more than cows in a field. The part of the world we are in, believes that humans are our allies as well. You are what some of our kind thing of as the “holy grail” a human that once change to a vampire will be a great power, a force that could not be stopped, and thought you would be without emotions your drive for more power would make you almost unstoppable. Their will be more coming and fairly soon. We have explained this to your mother.”


Aimee just blinked and looked at her mother, she was now fourteen, and her whole life as become some pawn in a game of undead chess. She watched her mother her eyes trying to focus enough to study her, yet it was hard, her body still ached from the attack, though her body was healed, the pain was there. Mostly however that pain was in her mind, and she just wanted to forget that the night happen, that she, she couldn’t even let her mind form that word. Tears falling from her and her mother’s eyes as they looked at each other, Aimee then looked that this “family” of Vampires and spoke. “Can you keep me safe, if I go with you, will it keep them away from my mother and sisters, and niece?” 


Sally and Emily spoke at the same time. “No Aimee” Aimee looked at them both. “Aimee, angel you don’t know what you are saying, you are still dazed, they are Vampires, evil. They feed from us, they will make you like them.” Her mother’s tears flying around, as she shook her head, fear and pain in her eyes as she looked at her sweet angel of a daughter. 

“Mother, I can not stay here if they will come for me. I know you can protect me, but at what cost, I will not have my family harmed anymore than it already has been. I know what I am asking, and I know the risks.” At this Sephiroth sat down, and looked at the two women in front of him. He took a deep breath though he didn’t need it. 


“I am a vampire, and have been for over five hundred years now, my sister the same. We do have to live off the blood of humans, it a price we have to pay, but it is not a high price, I have not harmed a human in feeding, only when they have been causing harm to others humans.” 


Sally watched Sephiroth speaking and blinked a bit and looked to Aimee, she believed that Sephiroth wasn’t lying about this, that he was what he said he was. Aimee could hear Sally speaking in her mind telling her that he was speaking the truth. Aimees looked to her mother then look to him again. 


“Will you promise me that I will not be changed until one of your kind unless I say it is ok?” Seemed odd asking this, but she knew that if Sally saw him telling the truth, she could tell if he was telling the truth on this. Erin who has been quite most of the time smiled as this question. “I have three other “sisters” by his blood, and no of us had been changed without being asked, and told everything that this “life” held.”


Sephiroth patted Erin’s hand that was now on his shoulder. “Yes Aimee I promise you, and your mother that you will not be embraced, that is what we call it when we make a human a vampire, unless you are asked and willingly agree. No powers will be used to change your mind. Sally watched Sephiroth then nodded to Aimee letting her and her mother know he was speaking the truth. 

“Does that go for each of you?” They nodded as well. Aimee looked at her mother. “Then it’s settled. I am not going to let them come and harm any one else, please understand mother?” 


Her mother was in tears, but she did know it was for the best. The rest of the night they spoke with Emily about how sending her to the boarding school was the best thing she could do still, that they had placed Huge there as one of the teachers, and he would watch her in the day time. However they felt that for the safety of the family, it maybe wise if she make Huge Aimee’s “guardian” so that it would be more “public” of Aimee’s leaving. This would let the others know that she was going somewhere else, however they also made it known that she would be more than welcome to come and see Aimee anytime she wanted to. It seemed pointless to hide where Aimee was going, because this could still bring the “others” calling. As this went on Erin nodded and stepped back out of the house, she was only gone five minutes and came back looking at Sephiroth with a worried look, she whispered something to him and then to Katherine. Sephiroth just said that it would be handled in time. Though Aimee didn’t know what was going on but she did know that sleep was coming to take her. After a few more words had been spoken of the plans for Aimee, she couldn’t keep her eyes open anymore, she fell into a hard sleep, though fitful at best, and she did sleep, and sleep for almost two whole days. Her little body taken to it’s limit again. 


When she awoke she was in her bed, her oldest sister holding her, as she too was asleep, and her mother at her side. She explained that her oldest sister had been up for most of the past two days watching her as she slept. The ghoul, Hugh, had came by a few times, and that Sephiroth and Katherine would come and stay most of the night, watching over her as well. She felt oddly cared about, even if it was two vampires, they seemed like they had some caring about what was to happen to Aimee. It was explained to her as well, as she laid there holding her sister, that she would be leaving to go up to the home they gotten up there and spend the rest of the summer there. That Sally would be more than welcome there, and that herself and Aimee’s sister would be going up with her. Her mother went on to say that though she still didn’t like the idea, she could see that they are not like, how her father and brother were. That they didn’t have the aura of evil about them, but that she needed to still be watchful and that Sally would be there to keep her from losing sight of things. The rest of that month went by too fast for Aimee’s taste. She wanted to take every second she had with her mother, and enjoy, worried this wouldn’t be enough that something would go wrong, and that they would still be hurt or killed. As she packed, she couldn’t help but hurt, her heart was being broken, but it was her that was breaking her own heart. She hated to leave her mother, to leave the home she knew and the family she loved. She had paintings of the family packed as well. Ones, that her mother said was fine to take, even paintings of her father and brother, those “things” that raped her were not her brother or her father, and she still loved the ones that were, but she also knew these people were now dead. As they loaded up to get on the train, she took in one less breath of Boston and boarded the train, and to a life that was going to be full of both wonder, fear, and horror, but even with all that bad, she was moving from one family of love to another family of love, and that would be the one thing that would carry her throughout her years to come. 
************************************************************************

“Awake”


When her and her family got to the train depot Huge was standing there waiting for them, he with the steward loaded up all of Aimee’s things on to a wagon and then Huge helped each of the 5 women into a very beautiful and very elegant carriage then he claimed in with a smile and they were off. There weren’t a lot of words being said. Aimee just held on to her mother, as her mother did to her, a parting of the ways, it seem that if Aimee would never see her family again, those the first from months that was far from true. Night was just about to set in, as they started the journey, thought it was only an hour, night did in fact fall, as they pulled up to a very beautiful home, the lights in the windows were very room and inviting. Seemed odd that these people were Vampires, but they were Sally keep reminding Aimee of this, that she can’t let her guard down around them, though they seem nice, doesn’t mean they aren’t creatures of the night. Aimee however had set in her heart that there was little choice that if her father came for her, others that she loved would be in danger as well. As they pulled into drive, Sephiroth and Katherine were there to meet them. They had smiles on their faces and seem to be in friendly spirits. They helped the ladies out of the carriage and into the home. Aimee’s family was always “well to do” but the richness of this home took her breath away. The carpets the furniture, all of it, seemed to be of the finest of quality. She couldn’t keep from looking around as they spoke to her; it was again nothing heavy just questions about the trip and such. They let her know that all her things would be moved into a large room that would hers and Sally’s room. She smiled a bit knowing that they could see Sally as well as she can understand and see her. It seem that part of this was a dream, like a rich family member had came in to save her from a life that could have been wrought with pain. After sometime, Katherine took Aimee to their library, and what a library it was, it took up the entire down stairs, books from basic literature, to books of the deepest level about the occult and all kinds of books in-between. Katherine told Aimee she could read any book she wanted but from the last row, those books are for her and her brother’s family only and would harm her if she even touched them. She nodded in agreement and understood, and just walked down each isle reading over the titles. At midnight, everyone seem to have tired out, and were sent to their rooms. Sally told Aimee she wanted to see what they did after they went to bed. 

Sally slipped around watching, trying her best not to be scene, and with some luck she wasn’t seen that night. Though nothing of any importance came up, did notices that there was something odd about the jars in the kitchen, she slips her hand inside one and found that it was holding blood, but it hadn’t gone bad. This though odd made Sally wonder and when she told Aimee, she too wondered why they did that. The next morning she awoke and went to Huge that seemed all too happy to be cooking food, and asked him about what was in the jars. He didn’t seem the less bit surprised at was being asked. He explained to her, that when ever they move they get a supple of blood until they can have a chance to make themselves known in the new court, that they couldn’t feed until they knew what the prince of this area had put down for laws about feeding. Then he went back to fixing breakfast. It seemed odd to Aimee that he could talk about feeding so simple and matter of fact like it was an everyday thing. Of course it was an every day thing to them. Just like she had to eat and sleep, they had to do the same. Over the next week as her and her family stayed there, she watched the St. Clouds closely. Their reactions to them being around, they seemed to be the best of hosts kind and gracious.  Anytime Aimee or anyone had a question, no matter how hard the question was they would either together or one at a time, sit down and give an answer, they never pulled an punches. 

They explained through the questions, that the world Aimee as been reading about is a lot darker than she could have thought. That thought they seemed like perfectly “normal” people that inside them was a beast, wanting to rage and jump out, to be in control, that though 99% of their lives they have control this beast, it’s still there. Sephiroth explained that the only times he has lost control is when he was in battle, but that wasn’t completely true. After a few pained moments he explained that when he was a younger Vampire, he was married and had been for hundred and fifty years to this other Vampire. He had left to check on some business in town, when he got there, and started talking about business, a feeling came over him, and strong pained feeling his wife was in danger. He all but rode his poor horse to death and he made it way back to the manner, when get got there, two sabbat, were drinking the “heart’s blood” of his wife, she turned to ash in their hands, her death came with no last words no nothing. He explained that though he doesn’t remember how happen he knows that he went into a rage killing all those that came into his home and attacked his wife. “Their bodies were broken some ripped apart.” His darling wife was destroyed, and there was a hole deep inside him, one that he couldn’t fill and in some ways still haven’t filled even to this day. 

(I should put this in here, as a warning or more of an understanding. Aimee and Sephiroth histories from this point on, has been so intertwined that you can’t talk about one without talking about the other. I will try to stick mainly to Aimee’s part, however, Aimee was his last childer and one that he saw as his daughter, lover, and best friend. They seemed to be foils for each other. That being said I will keep on going) 


Aimee was shocked, not at the damage he did, but they did have passion and love and emotions. No man that saw his wife attack would have done any less, if they had killed her. She grew to understand these creatures more and more, and feel better about it. Sally though couldn’t help be feel, well they are vampires, and they drink the blood of humans like Aimee. She to was seeing that they have something that she didn’t know. She could see their emotions, the pain of the lost of Sephiroth’s wife, the love that Sephiroth had for his sister and his “daughter” but there was a different kind of love between Erin and Katherine, a love like a man and woman have, like her own parents have for each other. Sally watched them as the “feed” as well, it was not some evil thing, Sephiroth would do it in a sexually way, and the woman was never the wiser. Katherine and Erin would go after modern day homeless. They also drink a lot from each other, which she could see a “bond” strengthen between them when they did that. She didn’t understand a lot of this, but she would tell Aimee of these nights, to keep her aware of what was going on. Thought at first, Aimee felt that Sephiroth was like every other man she has dealt with then, a user of men. Yet this feeding between Katherine and Erin was something that she wanted to in time learn more about. 

After the week past, Aimee said her good byes to her family; it wasn’t not without it’s tears. Aimee and Sally went down with them to the train station, and the said their good byes. As she hugged her mother, she was slipped a dagger, though never used by Aimee; it has magical wards on it. She understood what this was for, and they hugged until the point where Aimee’s mother just about missed the train. The ride back to the house was quite and much longer than she remembered. She got to the house and went straight into the library. She said there for what seems like weeks thought it was only 4 days, she would take little naps and then good back to reading. She seemed to either been making up for lost time, or finding thing to keep her safe. She honestly didn’t like the idea of living with a family of vampires anymore than anyone else did, but she was there, and she wasn’t going to get in the middle of anything. 

A few things she did find out were; she found out why she was being watched, or at least in part. She was what they called a nexus, a child that is born with magical abilities but had no training in the arts. It went on to state that though she was a nexus most nexus couldn’t be brought over. There is too much “holiness” about them, that trying to bring them over would most likely do nothing more than kill them. Those few that can be brought over have a few things that show them off. They are most likely have some time of spirit that watches over them. They are for the most part children with illness, and they have a love of knowledge for the dark arts. 


Aimee jumped up after she read this passage about nexus, and closed the book and walked up the stairs, Erin and Katherine were sitting in the living room as Sephiroth was in his study. She slammed the book down on the table, looking weak and tired. 


“You have been watching me because you want me to be like you, isn’t that that true. That I am rare and can be very powerful. Well isn’t that the truth, that this is all some plan to get me to become like you, for all I know you made my father the way he is.” 

Sephiroth walked out of his study and looked down at her. “We knew where you were for some time you are right, thought I won’t lie the thought as pass all of our minds before, we made the promise, and we won’t break it, as for your father, he was going to kill you. Sally can tell you that we weren’t even around, so setting it up to make us look good would have been costly and if she hadn’t found us you would have died in a pool of your own blood.” With that he turned and went back to his study. Aimee just stood there blinking. All that was thrown at her. She… She needed to think. “I am going out”. She turned and walked out the front door and into the night, Sally right behind her. It was a chilly night for late summer, the rains had just fallen, the night was quite too, and she walked half hugging herself for worry, half because of the chill in the air. Her head was down as she walked, mutter facts and thoughts to herself but of course Sally knew that it was so she knew what she was thinking. 


They had been walking about a mile now, when Sally looked up and screamed, of course as always, Aimee was the only one that need to hear it. In front of her, only partly looking like they way they once did, stood her father and brother, she could feel they had been completely changed. The evil dripped off their bodies that had been changed to be able to fight, spikes and such. Sally took one look at them and then said to Aimee “I am going to get the St. Cloud’s”, and then faded. Aimee reached for her knife, but she had left it in her room, how could she be so foolish, she did still have that stake she keep with her she pulled it out, as they started to move towards her, she held it up and looked at it then it flew right and true, started to her brother’s chest, he open his mouth and made a gurgling noise then fell to the ground, but he didn’t fade like the books said. She blinked and looked to her father that was no not only dripping with evil but dripping with anger as well, he stalked his youngest daughter, she forced all her power she could pull together and “hit” him with it. He flew back a few feet but was up in a second, moving, slowly he was going to take his time, and enjoy killing her. Aimee tired again, but with very little effect this time, she was weak and tired, she was knew that he had her and there was nothing she could do, all there measures to keep her safe, all the plans seemed to fade into the night. He grabbed her and held her, his spikes cutting into her skin, deep and the pain was great, like the evil was a poison, she felt herself slipping into blackness of her mind as his fang reached her neck. In a flash she was on the ground, Erin pulling her way, blood flowing from for wounds that the spikes had caused. She leaned up as best she could to watch the two others fighting her father, it wasn’t long before he was burning in the roadway along with her brother. It was finally over, but she was dead, or would be very soon. Sephiroth and Katherine once the fight was over seem to whip their heads around as being shouted to, and ran over to where Aimee laid, the looked at the wounds and touched Aimee’s face gently.

“Lady Aimee,” Katherine spoke sweetly gently. “We can save you, but for a while you will be like Huge, after a month or two, you can go back to be human if you wish, we can do that for you, but I wanted to tell you what was about to happen. It’s up to you.” Aimee could hear Sally screaming in tears. “Just do it, just do what they say”. She agreed and Katherine open her arm up and feed her some of her own blood. It wasn’t like blood she ever had before, you know when you cut your finger you suck on it, well this was sweet, almost powerful. At first she was slow to take any in her, but after a moment, she was drinking it like it was the best thing, she could hear Sephiroth speaking to her, telling her to image her wounds slowly closing up. This did of course did happen and in just a few moments Katherine pulled away and looked a bit weaker but smiled to Aimee. Aimee stood up and looked at them all, feeling this rush of power in her body. She smiled and looked at them watching their eyes as they watched her. 


“Still think this is a set up to make me like you, but I am this far, might as well see what this is going to lead me to.” She looked to Katherine and smiled, a feeling of “trust” or such came over her as she feed on her, she walked over and hugged her. “So I guess this means no more school?” Katherine looked down at her and smiled, “You do have a lot to know little one, a lot.”

************************************************************************

“Chop Suey” 


Aimee did have a lot to learn, she first learned that with the power of the blood that was know in her, she could heal even the smallest cut or when she felt her lungs starting to give in, and cause her problems she could heal them as well. This last part did take a bit longer for her to learn, but once it was learned, she could run and play and be completely like a child again. In the evening, she would be handed books to read, about the clan that the St. Clouds where a part of, or about the Camarilla. Each of the four had a hand in Aimee’s learning. Sephiroth would take his time teaching her how to stay alive how to keep moving and not letting herself getting hit. Erin and Huge taught Aimee about her blood, about healing and speed. Katherine was the one that took her to each her about the occult, and how to be a lady of the “court”. There was a “plan” for Aimee; she wasn’t going to be like Sephiroth, or Erin. She was going to be like Katherine, a leader through thoughts, and words. Katherine had never made a childer, and her thoughts were still the same, she didn’t wish to do so, however Aimee turned to be the closest things a child as Katherine ever did come. With Sephiroth, he taught her how to use her power in tandem with her fighting, thought to this day, she is not a “fighter”, she only has to clear shot, and with her power over objects, she could send her “foe” into a wall with such power that it could easily crush the person. Though Aimee being ghouled was never part of the plan, it did turn out to be a blessing, she was able to control her powers a lot easier with the use of blood then before. She was still the smallest in her class, and would get picked on a lot; she was able to keep her cool. Aimee was never one to lash out, not at first, she would find, easier and “quieter” ways of dealing with a bully or someone that would try and make her look bad. She has the ideal “Revenge is a Dish best severed cold” She would let the girls think that they had gotten away with, that they had pulled off some great feat, in making Aimee looking bad. Then as a few weeks went by, and it seemed to be forgotten, the one that did would come out of the shower, and when she dried her hair, she would pull the towel off and most of her hair would be in the towel or things such as that. Aimee would never let them get away with it for long, and this would prove well for her, in courts across the court. Thought the search for which ghouled and later embraced her father and brother, it was a very peaceful time for Aimee. She was able to learn and thing and everything she wanted to learn, and she soaked it up like a sponge. She learned in the next four years, five more languages. She learned the “truth” about Vampires, as well as finding out about even other “creatures of the night”. Sally all the time was watching and learning, more about herself as well as vampires and about Aimee. This was a time where Aimee and Sally bonded even more, to the point that it was more than just a spirit mentor but a spirit friend. Aimee would do anything for Sally and the same could be said for Sally and Aimee, thought Sally needed Aimee as much as she loved her. As Aimee grew older she also grew to find other things about herself and body. Thought she was “ghouled” that didn’t stop her from learning more and more about her own sexuality, being in an all girls school, the common thoughts of today is that they all “did” things with each other, but that is so rare the case that it is even pointless to bring up anything. In fact the only times Aimee even saw anything of the, homosexual nature was between Erin and Katherine, but their “Love” for each other was something more of what she thought vampires only did. She didn’t know until near a century later that someone could love someone of the same sex. Aimee knows when you speak to her about the relationship her and Sally has had, it’s more of two souls that were taken from each other. In the future, Sally as been able to take over the body of a human and touch and feel Aimee, but it was never a sexually way. Aimee believes that a soul is something that can’t just fit not only in just one body but can’t fix in two or three bodies. Aimee believes that she has met all the different parts of her soul, the pieces of her soul. Sally was the first then Lucy and now Veronica. Though Lucy has left this world, she knows she will meet her soul again. 

Sally and Aimee would stay up at night when she was in the school dorms, “talking” to each other and letting each other what they learned through out the day. Some nights Sephiroth or Katherine would come and get her for another lesson, some times it would be weeks before she would see them again, only speaking to Huge.


Huge’s role was two folds, the first was to be a mentor to Aimee, teaching her other things that the school couldn’t or didn’t know anything about. Aimee would get picked on that one of the deans would come and take her off every afternoon for private lessons, but as the last year of her school showed, it got to the point where she didn’t care what they said or even what they did. She was the top of her class, she would be going to a now Ivy league school in under grad, and these girls that spent more time trying to be “social” would be leaving to go to some no name state ran university or worst yet, a college (though not bad now, back in those days a college was very bad form, and showed that you were not the cream that seems to raises to the top.) She never herself cared much for “social” circles that didn’t give her something in return. Sitting around and talking about other people, but not doing something to get people back, or talking about “boys” was never something she cared to get into. To her the biggest revenge was the fact that through all the names, and all the teasing and bullying she was walking out of that school with the highest honors and she was one of the top 4 students to ever go to that school. (The school after it’s last class went through in 1985, Aimee was one of the top ten students of all it’s two hundred plus years as a school.) 

It was 1867, and Aimee was just 17, young for that time to be going to Yale, but she found herself in the halls, Huge now talking the rule of her companion as well as a newer ghoul, A Christine Long, who was a daughter of American man and Chinese woman. She was very smart, thought she wasn’t in the league of Aimee, it was good that Aimee had someone close to her age, and was able to talk to her about “female” things that she was still close to being as human as Aimee was. Her, Christine, and Sally would sit up all night on the weekend talking; it made Aimee feel part of a group again. She would take the time once a week to write her mother as well, normally her letters would end up being three to five pages in length just talking about from the simple to the complex about what she was learning both at Yale, and in her “schooling” with Huge and Christine. Sephiroth and Katherine has stepped out of the picture, allowing Aimee to get her own wings, so she could learn to fly or fall. Of course, Aimee flew; she was in the top ten percent in her class. Her knowledge that her mother had taught her about healing came in hand, and she walked way with the first of three degrees. Her first degree was in “religious” studies. Of course, it she did very well in Jewish mystic studies, (also known as Kabuli studies) and studies of the Far East. (Thought she has been back to school and reading to learn more as at the time things were very vague about most of those things.) Her second degree was in languages; now able to read and write sixteen languages at the time she finishes she was able to do that with ten. The third degree was a pre-med degree.

It was at this time, which Aimee decided to go to medical school up in New York, taking the summer to spend with her family. Huge didn’t go with her at that point, but Christine was with her. A lot of things that Aimee feared to tell her mother in letters was explain in full detail, including the fact that if asked she would take “the cup”. This at first upset Aimee’s mother as it would anyone. The fact that her own daughter, and the angel she loved and thought of as the one pure heart in the family was going to turn her back on the light and become a creature of the night, but one night her and Sally sat down with her mother and spoke. Sally was the one that did most of the talking. She explained to Emily that this was as much a part of Aimee’s fate as her being born, that it seems the natural order of things. She had learned all she could as a mortal and it was time for her to move on to being coming what was in the fates for her. Emily held Aimee the rest of that night and they talked about mother daughter things, Aimee told her mother that she wasn’t to be like the rest of her daughters, that the line of magic would not end however, that her niece was all read showing the same signs she did. To this day, Aimee as keeps a watch on her mortal family line, and how it has grown, some even being coming full mages. She has noticed an opening of the veil of darkness more and more clearly, though some seemed to be fated to be like she is, she as made all moves she can to make sure that they are able to lead normal lives. Her life was doomed to be anything but normal. Childbirth would kill her as a mortal, (I will get to the “mortal” part later) and with what had happen with her father and the attack on her, her distrust of men grew. She did however see that Sephiroth was not the “pig” she first thought he was. After that summer, with her mother have a clearing understanding, she give Aimee a gift that Aimee has to this day, I cross, that is jewel encrusted, handed down from generation to generation. This cross Aimee wears every night now with the blue silk ribbon that she has enchanted for years with Pavis of Foul Presence. Even under her outfit, it is there. Aimee moved up to New York, where Sephiroth and Katherine were waiting for her, with Huge. The next 6 years, Aimee not only went to Medical school but she was studying even more about the occult, finding out that some vampires can heal, but that the clan Sephiroth and Katherine were a part of hated that clan, but did they. She read all she could about the Salubri, and saw that in her studies of the history of the clan Tremere about what was done to the Salubri but that were some connection between the clan of Salubri and the humanus league and St. Germain. So she went and asked. Sephiroth and Katherine explained that they were both part of the Circle that was called the humanus League. That some vampires believe that there was a chance of hope for redemption, called Golconda. The acts on the head of the Salubri, have been little doubt both a good thing for the clan Tremere and a bad thing, thought they are murders came around for a while but ended when it was shown that the clan of Salubri drank the hearts blood of vampires, gaining their powers. It took a week of nightly talks until dawn before Aimee completely understood why they were seen as evil in the eyes of the Tremere. 

As Aimee studied, the talk of her being brought over started hitting hear ears, that Sephiroth had been talking to other members of the court in New York about Aimee and how she is a prize, Katherine and Sephiroth had put in a got the right to open up another chantry in New York, Katherine was already the lord of middle Atlantic states, and Sephiroth, was a bit lower then Katherine was in the circles. (Katherine was always a woman of words as Sephiroth was a man of action.) So he would be the head of the Chantry as its regent. Aimee wondered, and started to question herself about all of this. Though it was immortality at what cost, and what harm to others, she was know a doctor, and had taken the oath to harm none, now she would have to feed of mortals to stay alive. There were all kind of questions as the chance of her honestly being ask, she would stay up until dawn, watching the sun slowly raise from the east, she would sleep some then watch it fall in the west all the time, wondering, would she miss the sun, the life, the all of it. Would she lose her soul as some schools of thoughts were about it? She would be called the walking dead, or the undead. Hunted by those of faith, and the church that she did still believe in, what would God have to say? Would he damn her to hell, would her soul already be in hell if she does this? What about Sally, would she lose her? These questions rang in her head night and day, she would just sit there thinking, not eating and barely studying her books. Sally decided to talk to Katherine about this. Katherine was in agreement that someone should talk to Aimee about this. 

One night, the whole of the family came in, Erin, Rachel, Sarah, Heather, Katherine, Sephiroth, Huge, Christine, and a few other ghouls and such. They all spoke, answered Aimee’s questions and asked her some as well. Yet the pro’s and con’s were the same she already knew about, studied about and understood. It wasn’t until Rachel, at that point the youngest of the St. Cloud sisters stood up and smiled to Aimee and didn’t say anything but asked her one question. “Aimee do you love to learn? Is that your passion in life is to study and learn all you can?” Aimee just sat there and blinked. She thought about it for some time, then looked at Rachel and nodded yes. Then Rachel smiled a bit brighter, “Then Sephiroth and Katherine are offering you the chance to never grow old, and never lose your mental abilities to learn, and you will be able to find things that this library can never hold, and well learn, well Aimee be able to learn more then you could ever learn in your life time. The world is changing and as a clan we are one of the few that changes with it, learning all we can when we can. Knowledge is power, and Aimee, you have a bright light that will make your willingness to learn a great gift to this clan and to the name St. Cloud, I dear say, you are the best of even all of us, for you have learned more in a shorter amount of time then anyone of my sisters or myself.” Heather, Sarah and Erin all three nodded in agreement, Rachel looked back to Aimee. “If anyone should be a part of this family it is you. You are the one that we have talked about, and you are now here. We will not bring this up again after tonight, you will come to Sephiroth and Katherine and tell them when you want to do this, but you know why you should now.” She sat back down and smiled to Aimee again. Aimee nodded a few times then stood up, saying it was late and she had a lot to think upon and will talk more soon. She went to bed and lie in the bed, almost feeling Sally holding her, telling her that Aimee would be ok no matter what she decided.  


A month went by, Aimee all the time thinking, writing to her mother about her life, and seeing how she was doing, everything was now a blur, she was 28 in the body of a 14 year old. The world was closing in on her, in a moment of doubt, she sat in her room with a razor to her wrist, thinking ending it would be the best thing, this was to hard of thing for her to decide. Then Rachel’s words came back to her. That chance to study those books she couldn’t, the chance to study the world over, even if it was at night, was a great gift in her mind, all of it clicked, she dropped the razor and walked down stairs. The family of the St. Cloud’s was sitting in the study talking about something that at the time wasn’t a big deal. Later however would be a path she would take in study. She informed them that she wanted to take the cup and become a St. Cloud and a Tremere. Plans were sat in order, the following full moon she would be embraced. Katherine started teaching her the oath, telling her it would be hard for her to give it out, unless she knew it by heart first. She did learn the Tremere oath by heart, it would be a full and huge ceremony that would take time and thought would be painful would bring such a reward. The council of course give it’s blessing, and the rite was set up. 


The night it happen, Aimee was dressed in white robe and told how things would go one last time but Christine, she smiled to the young women and hugged her tightly, then her small 4’2” frame walked from her bed room to the room they had set up to the sight of the rite. The room was dark, and only had candles burning at points of a pentagram. Katherine and Sephiroth was dressed in red robes, as the soon to be sisters were dressed in blue. She walks into the room where the door was shut and barred. Sally however was inside to watch. Aimee looked over to Sally and smiled to her then slipped her robe off, as did everyone else in the room. She walked to the center of the pentagram and stood, as Sephiroth and Katherine spoke in tandem. “To night we bring in Aimee Pyllmen to the house of St. Cloud and the clan Tremere, she will be a sister to those that has done this before, and will be a daughters to the start of this line.” Then each of the sisters one at a time walked up to Aimee, from youngest to oldest and kisses her cheek, then her forehead then her other cheek then drank from her, just a bit, enough for a taste and so that Aimee could feel what the kiss was like. Then Sephiroth and Katherine walked to her and each did the same then stepped back. Again they spoke as one, “Aimee Pyllmen, you are about to go under the rite of death and rebirth, the pain will come but will end quickly. You will be reborn into the Grand Clan Tremere, and will be under the house of St. Cloud, do you agree without doubt or question to have this done to you?” A powerful question, no doubt and no question, she smiled to each of her soon to be sisters then to Sally finally back to Sephiroth and Katherine and a larger smile formed. “I do agree without doubt and without question.” She stood there as they both were hand a chalice and then moved to each side of her, Erin moved to where she stood behind Aimee, her hands on Aimee’s back. Sephiroth and Katherine then began to drink from Aimee, they didn’t take their time, because the pain would come soon and they didn’t want her to panic in anyway. To Aimee, it happen so fast, first she was in delight of the kiss then she started to feel herself to die, the world was ending fast, painfully fast, her world was going black, there was a strong shuddering going on in her body, Sally was blinking in and out of sight of everyone, this was causing her pain to, something she didn’t know would happen, but she was too close to death to speak or stop it, she was past the point of no return, just as she felt her body falling she was held up by Erin, and just when she though she was about to die she felt the chalice on her lips she drink from it, it burned at first, then slowly her body reacted, a jerk her heart though had stopped the pain of death was gone, she could feel Sally still in her mind, telling her to drink more, that it’s working. She did of course what Sally said, and then Sephiroth and Katherine pulled the cup away, before she drank a third of it, asking for the oath, her mind was very fuzzy but she started it, stumbling at first but then her mind cleared enough to say it fully, they give her the rest of the cup as each of the other sisters, walked up to Aimee their neck bare, and she feed from each of the sisters, even Erin and then from Sephiroth and Katherine. Her body was full and thought undead, she felt all her old strength coming back to her that she had just had sucked from her a bit ago, plus a lot more was going through her as well. 

When it was over and dawn was coming Aimee, started to get ready for bed when she looked into the mirror, the shock was a bit breath taking (though she didn’t have to breath). Her bright green eyes were now hazel, but just as bright, but now was hazel, she walked out her room and they were all standing there, she looked into their eyes, and for the first time it clicked in her head. They ALL had Hazel eyes, from Sephiroth and Katherine on down to Rachel. “It is how we know we a truly a family. We all have the same color eyes.” Erin smiled as she spoke to Aimee, and then each of them kissed her cheek and bid her good morning and went off to bed. 

************************************************************************

