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“The main Portal on Neutra Islandia had been restored.
For those who wanted to leave Earth,
and for those who wanted to visit Earth.”
The Lady Ariadne WynderMyre – 2025
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PROLOGUE
Manny’s Day of
Reckoning – 21 May 3725
AS MORNING DAWNED on our new home, I knew that today would be very sad for me. The 21 May 3725, should have been my wonderful husband and soul mate, simply another birthday in our extraordinary long lives... But no! After leaving Planet Earth in the year 2025, everything changed. We had to leave and take the honourable position held until recently by The Fates. We knew then that the old rules that did not apply to Earth, would take hold of us here in the Seventh Heaven Universe.
Needless to say, I did not look forward to it... But it is one law we could not change. It was part of the fabric of our existence. Born once and live for 2,500 years for a male and 5,000 years for a female, before facing the Day of Reckoning...
Speaking of Females, they still reign as Queens below us, as we are the Guardians of Destiny. It will all become clear later on... As Destiny One, we fought to bring peace and changes for the better, the Day of Reckoning was not one we could score off and wipe the slate clean.
So, it brings me to this day. As the light shone in the windows of Elementhal Castle, I just had time to be kissed by my loving husband, Grand Earl Manfredo HowlinWynd and Grand Baron Howlin for the last time, before his return in five years.
Let me introduce myself, I am half of this wonderful relationship and Prophecy, and known as Trieste, Grand Countess HowlinWynd and Grand Baroness Howlin, the official me! I had been born with another Title of Grand Duchess Trieste WynderMyre, Fourth Grand Duchess of MesaByrd, Eighth Lady WynderMyre. Oh, but I dislike Titles and while growing up, I preferred to refer to myself as The Lady Trieste WynderMyre and since my wedding, The Lady Trieste HowlinWynd.
Explaining to you what The Day of Reckoning is, if I may... It happens on said birthday – what occurs? The one facing it turns into smoke and dissipates. The destination? Lost Souls City. There, their entire existence is verified and if needed – sentence is past, if none required they are returned to our Universe and simply reappear the same way they had left in reverse.
Unfortunately for us – the ones who wait – five long years have passed. For the one facing The Reckoning, it is just a regular twelve hour day. But I’m getting ahead of myself – sorry!
Since I will be very lonely until Manny’s return, I will recount to you all of my Journey. Now, it’s based on my Mother’s Diaries – The Lady Ariadne and everyone else added bits and pieces.
I am the narrator for most of the stories, but, be advised that more than one family member tells them. It will be noted, above each part – if no name is present, then it is me telling it. Also, it covers the past, the present and the future.
The one in your hands (Trieste-Her Journey – From Dawn Until Forever!) is where all began. I hope you enjoy the many intricacies of my extended family and learn that, not all our kind are monsters and maybe truths you never knew...
I discovered most of this in 2010.
Yours in Blood,
Trieste
BB, V-V!
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DÉBUT –
HOW IT ALL BEGAN
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CHAPTER ONE
Diary of
Lady Trieste WynderMyre
FERCOL FINISHING SCHOOL – the College Years – 1 January 2004. Dear Diary, Karo MacAdam was taken out of school by her Parents, never to return! She and I had been best friends since the beginning of my long-winded education. It happened this afternoon. We had been in school together since Wharfedale... I will miss her terribly! But before she left, she told me things that I found very strange:
“My dearest Trieste, please listen carefully to what I have to say to you and don’t interrupt? Things will be quite smooth while I am gone, I wish I could promise this but I cannot. Someone amazing will come into your life within the next three years, followed by something completely terrible – I am so very sorry!”
“Then, things will get better with a few bumps and bruises here and there, you will discover many truths were lies, and many lies were truths. Finally, I will see you again, briefly, and then you will find the whole truth the last time you see me.”
“Goodbye and good luck my dearest Destiny One, I will be watching!”
Destiny one? Watching me, why I wonder? Well, that message is leaving me puzzled, actually I should say confused. Nevertheless, I guess I will find out about all this in good time...
Yes, I am one that always feels that something is up (or sometime down!) but I am not concerned about finding my future any time soon. I have enough to learn without pre-occupying my overloaded brain with more...
It remains that tonight nearing the end of New Year’s Day; I cannot help myself but wonder – what is in store for me?
Finally, I will say Goodnight dear Diary, but I will miss her terribly, she was a comfort of home, and now that is gone...
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Our Universe!
SEVENTH HEAVEN UNIVERSE is in the third dimensional plane containing six Planets orbiting the central one – Neutra Islandia! They all turn together, for twenty-four hours crammed into twelve hours. Earth turns on itself for 24 – 1 hour = 60 minutes and revolves around the Sun. This is not the case with Seventh Heaven Universe. Their central Planet revolves with them so the light and the darkness are constant – their time of orbit is twelve hours, which equals Earth at twenty-four because one SHU hour = 120 minutes.
The previous generations had been decimated by a War, which ended in the year 1000. All that remained of the natural elements was the Supreme Phoenix Fire Element. As dawn rose in the New Year 1005, two elements grew, renewed of the ashes on Neutra Islandia.
These, known as Ora & Cles (mentioned as Ora-Cles), each contained a precious drop of blood of each category found within their Universe (A, AB, B and O). Ora contained Air and Fire and is Male, Cles made of Earth and Water is Female.
Together they gave birth to four Vampire Queens, known as the Blood Regents over a few months – Onoria-Orelia, Queen of the Vampires, represents the O category and the Earth element; she rose on the 16 February 1005.
On the 1 April 1005, her sister Bhema came into being. Made Queen of Sanguis, she represents B and the Water Element. The following month, but a little later because of her style, Agana came on the 17 and was made Queen of Dyonisia, she represents A as well as the Air Element. Finally, and to complete the new Regents, Aura-Brianna arrived on the 3 July 1005 given the Title of Queen of Vinivecture, covers the AB category and was born of the Fire Element.
Onoria-Orelia was to be seated on Neutra Islandia, and her sisters were sent to the three Planets to re-populate anew with the Vampire Citizens. This took place on the darkened side of Neutra Islandia. Meanwhile, on the lighter side of the central Planet, the 2 January 1005 rose with a slightly different scenario…
The Witch Fruit Tree bore White MaidenWay, the Male entity. This being, once again, contains the four blood groups and two elements, Air and Fire.
Simultaneously, Bello Angel of Sacred Wood, formed Willow ShadowMere, the Female entity, gifted of the blood groups and the two missing elements to complement White MaidenWay, Earth and Water.
On the same day and in the brilliant light, they sent their seeds forth and these caused the four Queens to represent Witchcraft, to be created.
Trivia blew out of the Air and was granted the Title of Queen of Witchcraft and Goddess of Air; she appeared on the 9 February 1005. She would remain on Neutra Islandia.
Avani grew from the Earth and was set as the Queen of Veneficus and Goddess of Earth; she came to be on the 17 March 1005.
A few weeks later, the rain exploded over the area and formed a pool. Once the last drop fell, Acquanetta came to be, pronounced Queen of Aquadia and Goddess of Water – this day was the 25 April the same year.
Finally, yet importantly, their remaining sister arrived in a blaze of fire on the first day of summer, 21 June 1005. Edana was so forceful in her entry, that she was sent to the last place that suited her perfectly.
Granted Queen of Vulcana and Goddess of Fire, Edana along with her sisters were told that no coupling was allowed for at least 100 years. The entities that the Ladies considered their birth Parents accepted without complaints. It was a relief for all. Obviously, their three Planets are since populated by all manners of names given to Witch such as Wizard, Warlocks et al.
They all lived as it was written, in peace and harmony, balancing a source of unbelievable power. The Queens, along with Ora-Cles plus White and Willow, were protecting them from Evil.
Unfortunately, in 1250, Cles was tending the garden and while digging to plant new flowers in spring – she struck some ancient roots with her trowel and a mist emerged. It begged Cles to nurture it and give it life again! The mist was so soothing and loving to Cles that she did the only thing she could at the time and gave it water…
At that point, it revived and became the Tree of Death once more. It happened so quickly to reach the height of six feet and changed into a man. They made love and later, the same day, the twins were born. Rhon is the male and Rhan is the female, which the Tree of Death insisted were the rightful Fates of Neutra Islandia and Seventh Heaven Universe.
With the glare of Neutra Islandia by late evening, the Tree of Death dried up and turned into the buried roots once more.
Fifty years later, Rhon and Rhan reached their full potential and completed their plans for domination. Knowing who they were and where they came from, they killed Cles then Ora and took on their personae and carried on as The Ora-Cles for years to come.
That same year they had received a vision of a Child of Two Worlds. This child would destroy their Father (The Tree of Death) permanently along with themselves and bring a peace to the Seventh Heaven Universe – from Dawn until Forever!
Forever? Really? Remembering from afar – “Sweet Trieste, we do not know the meaning of Forever...” who said that?
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The Seventh Child
ON THE NIGHT of 26 July 1990, The Lady Ariadne (as she prefers to be known), Third Grand Duchess of MesaByrd, had been feeling ill. A sickness she had not felt for over a Hundred years, since her last pregnancy… She had given up hope of ever having the promised Seventh Child and precious Daughter. Three months and twenty-eight days later, a few days after the New Moon and ahead of the three days Full-Moon Frenzy, her Mother Annabelle, acting as her midwife along with her son Carlo, as her OB/GYN, attended her.
She needed blood, so an I.V. drip in her left arm was feeding her and another in her right arm supplied her with Euphoria enzymes from the family supply. Said endorphins-like enzymes, one of three, were secreted by the pituitary gland similar to Humans but three times as powerful in Vampires. Both Carlo and Eduardo (he was a Doctor as well) had found a way to extract it from themselves.
Two hours later on 23 November 1990, in a totally pain-free environment, Ariadne had given birth to her long awaited for Daughter, born at 11:59 pm to be named, in eight days, as The Lady Trieste WynderMyre.
A naming ceremony is similar to a christening or baptism in the Christian Faith, performed shortly after a Witch is born.
A High Priestess or the oldest female of the family line attends it. She summons the spirits of female ancestors to guide and watch over the newest addition to the family, as well as blessing the child with goodness and light.
The oldest female of the WynderMyre family is, of course, High Duchess Annabelle (née De BethenCourt), Thirteenth High Duchess of BirkeLand, Mother of Ariadne, and Grand-mother of Trieste.
In addition, similar to christening, Guardians are chosen (just like God-Parents) but with a difference in regards that it has nothing to do with them becoming legal Guardians but it is considered a symbolic position.
The Ceremony usually follows a set style – but as Annabelle is the family matriarch and of the noble line of Witches – the BirkeLand, her traditional ceremony was therefore followed:
I call upon the female Ancestors of the BirkeLand and MesaByrd Families; Mothers, Daughters, Aunts and Sisters; to join us this day to rejoice with us; as to the birth of our newest little Witch – my Grand-daughter!
I call upon the Goddesses of Witchcraft and Vampires – of our Great Families – The Four Corners and The Blood Regents.
North, East, South, and West
Powers and Creatures of Earth, Air, Fire, and Water
Greet this precious Daughter – And give her your blessings.
We bring this young child before You – Asking that You embrace her in body and spirit.
Protect and guide her upon her path, and witness that we accept her into our community – in perfect love and trust.
We, in this Circle, name her today – Trieste!
Guardians you are asked this day, if you choose the position of guarding this child, to guide her in her Magical destiny – to protect her from harm – to defend her from enemies – Do you accept?
The ones chosen for Trieste were Earl Manfredo of HowlinWynd, whom eventually Trieste would call Uncle Manny; and her two Brothers who saw her into this world – Eduardo and Carlo WynderMyre.
Yes we do!
Thank you to the Goddesses, our Ancestors, her Parents, and her Guardians, Blessed Be!
The ceremony concluded and her birth certificate filled in that day – as 1 December 1990 (there was a reason) – everyone official needed to know that this date was the birth date, we then had a celebration that lasted nearly a month.
This Child of Two Worlds had an incredible destiny ahead of her and such a one on very small shoulders to bear.
She would be the one that would save these two worlds, the Seventh Heaven Universe and Planet Earth.
She would grow up a normal-looking Human being, albeit a True-Witch as well and on her Twentieth birthday would transform into a fully-fledged Living-Vampire. She would not be without powers, although these would manifest themselves around her Twelfth birthday.
She would be ignorant of the truth about her family, her origins, and quite a few facts about everyone’s original age. She would also be at risk of impending death throughout those twenty precious years, such a cruel thing to face for a small girl that we had awaited for so long.
Mostly, she would grow up away from her family always with safety in mind, but in place a network of people exists that would forever come to her rescue.
Her three Guardians have dedicated their lives to protect her and one of said three, would be destined to be with her forever, her Uncle Manny.
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High Duchess
Ariadne BirkeLand
Third Grand Duchess of MesaByrd
The First Lady WynderMyre
(My Mother)
MY SWEET LITTLE Daughter, Trieste, could have been born in 1510 in Finistère, France. However, I knew in my heart, that the time, the place, the situation was not meant to be. Some other destiny was there, I had visions on many occasions nearby the brook at the foot of the Black Mountains in Trégarvan, close to the village where we resided.
My mother, Annabelle, and I had been cast out of our Universe, when I was three days old (I was born 13 September 1490) and sent to Earth. We had found ourselves by said brook in a clearing that was surrounded by the Black Mountains and a forest.
That night, we knew who we were, Witches and remembered our names, except for myself of course! Nevertheless, Annabelle knew not of what was coming for the two of us.
Therefore, we were Witches in exile, in need of new identities and somewhere to shelter until morning. Things loomed ominously as Mother had heard of the treatment of anyone, proclaiming or being accused of being a Witch on this Planet – Earth. My Mother is a great historian...
We managed as best as we could for a couple of days, until one night we were aroused from our sleep by a band of men on horses.
One of them spoke to Mother. He asked what we were doing here in the forest and told her: “That it was a dangerous place at best haunted and with such a young child.” She stemmed his flow, and made up a story. It went along those lines: “Gentlemen, I am Annabelle Tréguier and this is my daughter Ariadne. I gave birth to her here at the foot of the Black Mountains, very soon after we arrived on a boat from the land of the Angles…” once again, she was interrupted by the same man who had spoken to her firstly. He carried on with, “From England you mean?”
“Yes!” she replied and added, “My husband and son died and they told me to leave my home. They put us on the boat that brought me to these shores. I walked for many days and when I could no longer I found shelter here and gave birth to my daughter…”
Once again, he interrupted after consulting his friends, “we are returning from the harvest in a village over and we are on our way to Trégarvan...,” he announced. Moreover, since Mother remained quiet, he continued explaining.
“I have a large enough place for my wife Valérie and our daughters. My name is Stéphane Lambert. We will take you there, you cannot stay here, these woods, I beg your pardon, please come with us?”
Therefore, with me bundled in her arms, we were hoisted on the back of his horse and with his companions, we travelled to their village in Trégarvan.
We arrived at a strange house. It looked extremely round and large. In the interior, it was as if animals had been kept in at some point. Valérie had explained that it was a style similar to the ones in Ireland. Within the village, theirs clashed with the surrounding French abodes and people talked.
Indeed, an unusual shape, built around a central pole with others radiating horizontally outwards from it, and resting on vertical ones. It also had a small aperture within the thatched roof where the smoke from the hearth could escape, especially in winter. Warmer weather meant that they could cook outside.
Finally, around the walls, they had benches that served as beds and low tables in the middle to work and take their meals. In addition, we were told that they had lost all their animals the previous winter and then a fire had destroyed their original home. As it was, they were now living in what was a converted barn/stable.
Valérie was beautiful with long curly red hair, typical of her Irish heritage, with the greenest emerald eyes you ever saw plus the natural pallor of a Celt, she had been an orphan sent as slave to France. Her husband, Stéphane, had the same colourings, although he was French by birth. Valérie had just given birth to her seventh daughter – Dalriada, we were to become best friends.
Things went quietly for a few years for both Annabelle and Valérie. They began a relationship, which went splendidly to the point where Valérie explained and was confident enough to confess to her that she was a Witch. She had been made orphan by the Witch-Hunters in Ireland and sent to France as slave worker. However, the situation was precarious here as well. The Witch-Hunters constantly scour the land everywhere for Witches to execute.
Annabelle acknowledged this and announced she was as well. How it came about that both Annabelle and Valérie knew that each other was a Witch, came one night in early spring... The men, including Stéphane, had to leave anew for the neighbouring village to help with the planting.
Annabelle was approximately the same age as Valérie. Even though she was a very powerful Witch, she refrained from using said Magic. Alone with her constant visions of doom and gloom, was found out by Valérie who had been in the house at the time and had felt the power of Mother’s spells.
She came out and saw Mother throwing powders all around the house for protection. Annabelle had told Valérie that she was a Witch as well and that she had a vision of an attack on the village by the Vikings. After that, they were great friends and continued together to practice their Craft. Nevertheless, one night in 1502, things would change all that peace…
Dalriada was the miniature of her mother, Valérie. I was a complete contrast, in the sense that my hair was the dark brown of shades nearing black, but the deep ocean blue eyes in the same complexion, made my features harsher and always caused a situation. Where Dalriada was revered and adored in the village and I was always regarded as the outsider.
Nevertheless, we had become firm friends; it meant we did everything together. So much so, that Dalriada having received an invitation in a neighbouring village from a friend of Valérie’s to a birthday gathering, asked her Mother and mine if I could accompany her.
After much deliberation between Valérie and Mother, that it was just about an hour by horse and that we would return the next afternoon and that she wanted me to come as well, they finally agreed.
Mother was scared witless, but Valérie reassured her that she trusted her friend, her whole family and the village had been quite safe for many years. Therefore, we loaded our horses and left together at around 3 pm. I did not know it would be the last time I would see Mother for a long time…
That night, the Vikings attacked our village in Trégarvan. Mother, Valérie and her children managed to escape using spells. When they arrived at the neighbouring village where we had travelled to, they faced devastation. A few days later, after the cleaning up, they found out that both Dalriada and I had been kidnapped.
The one that had grabbed me was a beast of a man that I eventually came to know as Ayking. A giant that he called his brother, named T-Horn, had taken Dalriada. I did not know for a long time what had happened to her, but here is what happened to me.
Ayking had lost his wife and had twin daughters, Carla and Melinda, who were about nine months old. Me, being 12 years, I was at the ripe old age to be married – forcibly so! Contrary to Viking traditions – it meant he had no dowry to pay since he had killed everyone in the house except Dalriada and me. In the eyes of the Law at the time, we were orphans.
Every day, I prayed to the Goddess for rescue and especially reunited with Mother and Dalriada as well. I had no idea of how far we were from Trégarvan as we had been knocked out for the trip. Once I came to, we were married, Dalriada was nowhere to be seen, and Ayking would not tell me either what day it was or where I was.
Later on, I had those babies thrust on me to look after and of course, he wanted more children. He took me so violently! Each pregnancy ended up with the baby dying. This happened twice and they were boys. After those two failed attempts, he left again with his cohorts to go pillage more villages.
Unfortunately, I got no respite at home since the twins had grown up and they were as vicious and bad as he was.
Things went on and on, and secretly I used some of my Magic to figure out where I was. I was out near the water and realised we were on the opposite side across from Trégarvan. We found ourselves in the village of Bellevue and Dalriada was in the neighbouring one called Rosnoën (pronounced in French as – Rosloc’hen).
Soon, I knew I was going to see Dalriada again, I just knew it... Unfortunately, none of my methods of communications resulted in her getting in touch until 1510.
I was pregnant again for the third time, but with all the beatings I was getting from the twins and then Ayking himself, I knew I was in trouble.
Somehow, this child was not to be, it was neither the correct time nor the proper condition. Then one day, unexpectedly, Dalriada showed up at my door and dismounted her horse so quickly that she landed on her pregnant stomach.
I picked her up, got her inside, and told the twins to either help me or get out... Out they went!
Dalriada managed to tell me that due to diseases that had rampaged, so many already had died in Rosnoën, that she had escaped, and that she knew where to find me…
She barely whispered, as she was getting paler by the minute that she was 6 months pregnant, when her waters broke, and she lost consciousness.
I used every Spells I knew to help cure Dalriada and bring the baby safely into the world, but nearing dawn mother and child perished.
Since Ayking was nowhere close to returning from his trips and with the twins out-of-the-way, I saw my opportunity to run. No one was around, as I attached the horse that Dalriada had come on plus the one we had, to the cart.
I loaded her in the back, took the few possessions and food I cared for and left at breakneck speed through the woods. I did not encounter anyone on the tracks, it was too early for anyone to be around, I felt lucky!
I came to the edge of the water and was surprised to find a bridge at Térenez. Crossed it and made it back to the Black Mountains where I had first arrived with Mother, nearly twenty years ago. Looking back on what happened when, I do not know how I made it back or why, but my instincts drove me in that direction.
Everything here was so familiar, and felt like a place of Magic and offering complete protection, I felt safe. A few hours after I arrived, night fell and as the moon rose, I realised that it was my birthday and that in two days it would be the full Harvest Moon on the Fifteenth.
That night, I buried Dalriada with her baby under a large tree that was nearby. It had natural wild flowers at the base of it, so it would be decorated and she would be at peace and happy.
However, on the night of the full moon, after nearly four months of pregnancy, I too lost my child… Nevertheless, things were going to change for me drastically!
The labour cramps came mid-day and I knew, I was going through another miscarriage. This time, the pain was even more atrocious, I felt like I was going to die along with it.
By evening, the pain turned for the worst, I had contractions and suddenly blood, water, and baby gushed out of me and I fainted. I woke up to the sound of a male voice from afar and it was calling my name: “Ariadne, fair maiden, please wake up!”
It was a soft melancholic voice. I felt so peaceful as if I was floating; it seemed to be calling me on and on, until it changed. Then I heard: “Please my beloved one, come back to me, I have saved you, we are one together forever!” All went quiet and the softest of kiss touched my lips.
I opened my eyes and even though it was dark, I could see clear as day. The voice, closer this time, spoke again: “Please tell me that you are the maiden known as Lady Ariadne BirkeLand…”
I was so frightened, thinking that we had been found out. Even though I was still on the ground, in what felt like a second I was up, away from him and found myself near the tree where I had buried Dalriada earlier.
Holding on to the tree-trunk with my hands behind me, I cleared my head, took a deep breath, and scanned the area quickly. Crouching, where I remembered I had collapsed on the eve of the full moon, was a man I had never encountered before.
I just stared at him for the longest time, without saying a word. Then he spoke, “Are you Ariadne, the fair maiden whose Mother is Annabelle, Thirteenth High Duchess of BirkeLand and would have been calling yourselves Tréguier since you have been here?”
I could not think clearly about what to answer him. I remembered that Mother had told me shortly before the kidnapping who we really were. I had been told to keep this, a secret, and I was afraid that this man knew the secret and was there to kill me. Therefore, finding my voice, I asked him if he was there to do so: “Until I know who you are, you may call me Ariadne, are you here to kill me?”
He took a deep breath, smiled and said: “No – no Lady Ariadne, I am here to rescue you. Which I did, since when I arrived, I found you dying, and quickly I had to save you as well…”
I was so surprised that I interrupted him and said: “Dying! Oh my Goddess, my baby…” I looked down at myself, nothing of the blood that had drenched my dress was now gone, and my stomach was very flat.
As I had cast my eyes down on myself, I realised that there was fresh Earth newly turned closer to where I had buried my friend Dalriada and more could be seen on the back of the tree.
I faced the man back, I presumed the look on my face told a thousand words since, staying in a crouch still, he explained: “Yes, I have buried your little baby it was dead… Who else did you bury here?” I could not answer him until he told me who he was, so I answered him with a question.
“Please my Lord, tell me who are you?” With lightning speed he was in front of me, I drew a gasp in horror... I had never seen anyone move so fast and he raised a hand to my forehead and said: “Let me show you, who I am?”
As he touched me, I heard his voice inside my mind (at the moment, I realised that his lips had not been moving before...): “Do not be frighten fair maiden my name is Abramo MesaByrd, pray tell am I in Finistère, France at the foot of the Black Mountains?”
Finding my voice trembling, I said: “Yes, these are the Black Mountains – the village of Trégarvan is further up North, my Lord,” to which he looked surprised by the way I had called him a second time.
“So I am where I am supposed to be according to The Ora-Cles?” I replied, shaking again: “Yes, I assume you are…” Without wanting to say this, I uttered: “I arrived here through a portal from Lesneven, three days after my birth along with my Mother Annabelle.”
“We were accosted by a group of men a few days later and Mother told them our name was Tréguier and that we came from England.” I had not wanted to say anything and this just flowed until I had revealed the truth to him...
He smiled, still looking into my eyes, said to my mind again: “The Ora-Cles have revealed to me that I was to meet a fair maiden by the name of Lady Ariadne BirkeLand on these shores. Moreover, that she would be the fair maiden that was part of my destiny as my eternal bride.”
I had nowhere to run, since I was holding on to the tree behind me, then he had his left hand holding mine and his right hand was resting on my forehead. All I did was exhaled in a burst of fright. Frozen to the spot for what felt like an eternity and the silence lengthening still, panic set in the core of my soul.
Finally, calm came over me and I found my voice again to speak: “My Lord, we were cast adrift, out of Lesneven and sent here. I know nothing of my destiny, or anyone else’s for that matter…”
“And – and I have not seen my Mother since 1502, when I was kidnapped during a Viking attack on a neighbouring village of Trégarvan by a man called Ayking. Dalriada! She and I have been friends since childhood. We were both taken. A few days ago, she showed up on my door, pregnant and very sick.”
“We both fled from our captors, but as we arrived here, tragedy struck and both of them perished. Myself, I nearly perished and…” At this point, he lifted his left hand to shush me. Keeping his right hand in the same position he said: “Ariadne cast your mind back to when you were 13 years old and the dreams you had then…”
My mind seemed to fog up and dreams that I had forgotten in my awaken-state appeared out of my subconscious. I saw all that I had dreamed those nights so long ago, away from my Mother and stuck with Ayking who abused me.
The face of the man that was going to rescue me, the face that just now was standing so close to mine. The same man that, in my dreams had been a boy who loved me and whom I loved and at that point we were both back here by the tree actually, passionately kissing each other.
The only thing I could utter between kisses was “Abramo, my love, finally you are out of my dreams and into my arms. But I am afraid that I have lost the daughter we are supposed to have…” He kissed me again and said: “No, no my lovely Ariadne, that child was not the one who is meant to be! She will come…”
Once we calmed each other... I had to ask about my Mother, in case the Ora-Cles had told him by chance: “Do you know where my Mother is, if she is alive and she keeps well, will I see her again, soon?”
“Yes, she is alive and you will see her soon, she will come to us…” I interrupted again as progressively everything cleared and I remembered that I had no idea how long time had passed or what day it was… “Abramo, what day is this?”
“I found you on the night of the full-moon, which was the 17 September; it is now the 21 September…”
When he said that, I gasped again, but the feeling of inhaling felt different this time and a burning flashed in my throat. I swallowed to see if I could get relief, but to no avail. Then suddenly, the ghost of Dalriada appeared to the left of us, she spoke only to me:
“Ariadne, my dearest friend, our family was sent to Earth to keep an eye on you and Annabelle. We knew all along that you and Abramo were destined to be together. The Ora-Cles had this ordained.”
“Sadly, we were kidnapped, things temporarily changed and I died. I can only say, thank you for helping me. I am temporarily within ‘Souls City’, facing The Reckoning. I have been privileged to have been your guide, your destiny awaits…”
She disappeared! I so wanted to ask her more, but it was not possible. Abramo had kept quiet all this time and then out of my reverie, I heard him ask me: “Ariadne my Sweet, are you thirsty?”
“Yes – yes, I strangely feel very thirsty and… I feel hungry as well, but I feel something else will happen before we get to do either Abramo!” I replied haltingly.
“Well your powers of deduction are back on track...” – (he slid his right hand into his coat pocket and retrieved a red velvet box).
“My dearest Ariadne, the Ora-Cles have brought us together for a reason, and I have but one question to ask you now and hope that you say yes?” He opened the box to reveal a beautiful blood-red stone surrounded by diamonds.
I looked at it and it came to me – blood-red stone – blood-stone? “My Lord Abramo, are you from either Dyonisia, Vinivecture or am assuming by this ring, more likely from Sanguis?”
Surprised at the unexpected question, he reasoned that the stone of the ring he was offering gave him away and replied with a fact, “And you are from Veneficus my lovely Ariadne, so?...”
“So yes, and you would be from Sanguis, and – and – that means that… (Gasped)”
“Yes, I am Vampire of the Royal Blood Line MesaByrd, a Grand Duke and the descendants of Bhema, Queen of Sanguis!” He replied.
“And you said that you have rescued me and the burning in my throat – Oh My Goddess – I am Vampire as well…” I exclaimed.
“I know what happened to thee and family, if our path continues thus.” With a wave of his hand, over a rock covered in moss, a shimmer of vision appeared and revealed our future. This took but a minute and I made my choice. Deciding to proceed with Abramo and face an eternal life, we prepared each other for the ceremony, which would bind us together and send us on centuries of bliss, knowing that we would be together from dawn until forever!
I said yes that day and at dawn on the 23 September, The Council married us...
Θ Θ Θ
Grand Duke Abramo MesaByrd
Third Grand Duke of MesaByrd,
The First Lord WynderMyre
(My Father)
FOR THE THIRD time in 315 years, so once 100 years, I came to visit The Council to see if the woman that was to be my eternal bride had been found. The first two times, I was told that nothing had changed in my future… I was losing hope... Finally, I began to believe in third time lucky as I awoke this morning; my valet entered my room and told me he had a message from the Council. Needless to say, I was intrigued…
I got dressed, ate breakfast at top speed and practically flew to the Council office down the hill from our Manor – StoneWell Redwald – sometimes I wish we had a Portal installed in the Manor, it would be easier to get wherever we want to get quickly. I must admit I was a bit jealous of the Witches colonies on the other side of Neutra Islandia just because they can transport at will.
Very well, enough talking about petty jealousies. I needed to get there, I felt in my heart that the news they had were going to be good. As I was making my way down, I had a flashback of dreams when I was younger, before I had transformed as a full-fledged Living-Vampire.
This girl was about 13 and at the time I had been around 18 years old. She had dark brown hair and a kind of flashing blue eyes, they were sparkling like diamonds. Already standing at her full height of 5 feet 7 inches, she was lithe and darted about in the meadow like a familiar.
She was beautiful and I was mesmerised – we met time and again in our dreams, always in the same place, there we fell in love and promised to each other that one day we would marry and have a wonderful life…
Then I was at the doors of The Council, my heart-beat is usually so slow but it was just hammering against my rib-cage, I nearly ripped the doors off their hinges and made my way to the guardian’s desk.
He spoke: “How can I help you today my Lord?” I had to take three deep breaths before I could utter my purpose: “Sir Redding, good morning, I am here at the behest of The Council...”
“No problems then, my Lord, knock three times and enter on the left, good day to you!” I left him and marched slowly to the doors, knock the required time and waited…
The doors opened and I walked to the middle of the circular room. There, in a semi-circle, the seven members of The Council sat in their ornate chairs. No! You never thought or uttered that they were sitting on thrones – unless you wanted to die, usually instantly.
I stood on the symbol of our Planet in the middle and knelt. With the Council you always had to wait for them to speak. As favoured by many of our race, they spoke directly to my mind...
“Grand Duke Abramo of MesaByrd, thank you for coming so quickly, we have both great news and dire ones… We have found your life-mate, she has come to pass her Twentieth birthday, she is ripe for the taking, but she has suffered a great deal at the hands of Humans on Earth…”
“She is in the meadow – where both have dreamed of one another – but she is dying… We will send you through The Black Portal which should take you immediately to her side…”
“Unfortunately, you will not have the pleasure of the Embrace you will have to transform her at once and hope that it takes… We are sorry that her discovery did not come to us earlier…”
“Council if you please, I know that time is short, but can I see her and then I will request to leave at once?” They thought about it and then under my feet I felt the tremor of the incoming Orb, so I shuffled to the left and turned to face it.
As everything coming from the Orb is always so bright and with our eyes being so sensitive to that much light, the room suddenly darkened. There, on the surface of the glassy Orb, the image of the meadow became clearer and by the water lying on the ground my beloved was in a pool of blood…
I felt my heart breaking into a million pieces… The image disappeared along with the Orb and the Council spoke to my mind: “Her name is The Lady Ariadne of BirkeLand, she had been kidnapped by a Viking known as Ayking, who forcibly married her, raped her and forced her to raise his twin daughters… They beat her as well as they were old enough, she has suffered terribly…”
As I was going to reply with a complaint that these three should die for what they have done to her, they answered me: “Yes, they were mounting a search party, swearing vengeance on her and her friend Dalriada, we have sent our forces – The Shadows – have left and taken care of them, they have perished and are ashes… Rest easy now and be up-standing, we are sending you now!”
I have to tell you about the Black Portal – it is like entering a vortex of water, that is pleasant. Unfortunately, it is extremely disorienting as you travel so fast from our dimension which is the third one in our galaxy, to Planet Earth, which is paired with our Universe.
Once you pass through the plane of reality and arrive in the dark cave at the foot of the Black Mountains, then the change from ethereal being to solid Humanoid is complete. You are left, forgetting a little about who you are – normally that is, but The Council had reinforced my Aether and I remembered what I had to do…
Just as I had seen in my dreams and into the Orb, she was on her back with her feet facing me, there was blood everywhere… Being a Vampire, the smell was driving me into a frenzy, but I had to centre myself and remember that I had to save her firstly and not drain her completely and therefore kill her.
I Vamped out without moving a muscle yet, I had to make certain the area was cleared before I ventured out to her. It was clear, and I proceeded in the pitch blackness, but with a perfect day-like vision I saw her and that near her was a dead child.
I took a deep breath and accounted that she had not been attacked, the blood was from her body having expelled the pregnancy that was not to be. I also noticed a fresh grave under the large tree – I assumed that this is where she had buried her friend – Dalriada.
I eliminated all the outside extraneous smells and finally I breathed hers, cinnamon and apple blossom, hmm… the smell of her which had been imprinted on my memory of my very first dream of our encounter. I had to be quick, she was barely breathing.
I knelt next to her head and gently kissed her on the lips, she was still warm. Gently lifting her hand, I touch the inside of her wrist and felt her pulse, it was racing.
I felt that as unconscious as she was, I could permit myself to inject euphoria enzyme directly into her jugular vein. I took the two middle fingers of my right hand and with my hollow claws released my enzyme.
Briefly, her skin took on a pinkish colouring. It is always risky to do it that way, but I had no time to lose, I had to be quick.
Moving behind her, I lifted her shoulders onto my chest. Extending my head backwards, I plunged my fangs into the same place I had pricked her. I instantly felt a taste that had never passed my lips before. The same taste as her perfume.
Carefully listening to her heart as I enjoyed her living life-force I nearly lost myself… Then, as soon as I reached the critical point, I ripped the flesh into my left wrist to get into the fastest flow of my blood into her mouth.
While gently rubbing her throat to help my blood into her body, her natural reactions took over – she latched onto my wrist and drank deeply. Briefly, her eyes opened, she looked at me and barely a whisper escaped her lips – “My Lord you have rescued me – Blessed Be!” And at once she went into the changing sleep…
Now, all I had to do was cleaning up the area as best as I could, and bury the little baby girl. I reopened the existing grave, where I found both Dalriada and in her arms crossed over her heart another little dead baby – it was a boy...
The look on Dalriada’s face betrayed her restful sleep, gently I removed the boy and her spirit lightened and a smile came to her body. Finally, she was at peace and her body disappeared!
Realising that both these women had been violated by disgusting Humans, I recovered Dalriada’s grave and at the back of the tree I made two new graves for the bodies of the dead babies and I burned them to cinder. It was the only revenge to be had… I then went back to Ariadne, picked her up in my arms and took her by the brook.
Crystal waters were there to be found and I proceeded to clean her up. Already, every trace of the pregnancy she had suffered were gone. Her body was re-firming, she was returning to her full beauty without the stress and tribulations that she had gone through for the last eight years.
This water was Magical. Every drop that I poured onto her, cleared and cleaned her skin, her dress and the blood left. Once again, her skin and dress took on their original creamy colour.
Once I had restored the meadow to its original state, I carried Ariadne’s body into the cave and half covering her with my own, I fell into a deep slumber.
I had planned such a different scenario for the love of my life. As I slept with my body protecting hers, I slumbered into the dream of what might have been: I swept her off her feet, carried her into the cave.
In my haste, I tore her frock as I undressed her and deposited her onto the fur rugs. But I took my time as I wanted her to watch me. With only the light of the full-moon beaming into the shelter, we had taken, I was hoping at least that she could see the outline of my body.
I would have told her – Ariadne I have decided here and now to interlink our lives forever and after three days you will be my wife forever. I would have surprised her by moving very fast, one minute I would have been standing and through a blur would have then stretched myself over her and kissed her slowly. My hands would have caressed every inch of her body with infinite care, my cool touch setting her skin on fire.
I would then have taken her hands into mine and looked deeply into her eyes, reaching into her soul and said: “Ariadne, you are to be the life-partner I was destined to be with and I have been in love with you since my teenage years – you remember those dreams when you were 13 years old?”
“These prove that we belong to each other – our souls have lighted up inside and out, our auras have blended. You have lost your daughter – not our precious Trieste – and I swear to you this night – we will have her as she is meant to be. I am a Vampire and tonight we will have The Embrace and after three days we will be married. Do you accept?”
She would have mentioned that she had been kidnapped, raped and beaten for eight years by Ayking – even his two daughters had tortured her as well. Her destiny had changed twice already and none for the better.
She might have reflected on the situation as such: “I now have this beautiful man promising an eternal love and life and as a Witch I know that I have found my soul mate. There is only one answer to slip from my lips: Yes!”
I would then have changed from man to Vampire and with my long claw-like fingernail I would let her see, as I would have reached in the crook of my elbow and stabbed my vein with it. She would have seen what came out looking bluish and extremely thick, and I would have told her it was a painkiller and that she would become euphoric.
Let her taste it and then plunged two fingernails on the inside of her thigh and once she would have told me that she felt both tingly and numb, I would then have done the same to my own thigh from which my blood would have flowed. She might have exclaimed at the sight of my blood about the fact that it is blue.
I then would have turned around and flipped us both in one smooth movement and she would be underneath me. Then said to her: “As soon as I sink my fangs into you, start sucking my blood through the cuts I have made in my leg – the enzyme I have injected will make this experience pleasurable!” I could feel her heartbeat increasing rapidly as well as her breathing. She moaned as I re-sank my fangs.
As we both sucked and moaned, I would have surprised her again by speaking to her mind explaining what was going to happen to us. That we would fall asleep after we were both sated, and that we would be allowed to have actual physical love on our wedding night only.
Children of ours would be born – both Vampire and Witch – receive Witch powers in the teenage years and Vampire’s at twenty – full gestation is four and half months. Also, we ingest blood only for three days, once a month at the full-moon, the remainder of the time – we ingest food laced with blood.
After all of this, we would have fallen asleep together – her in the changing sleep and myself in a deep protective slumber.
Three days later we would have woken up – bodies tangled into one another and covered with more of the fur rugs… My dream trailed off at this point...
Θ Θ Θ
The Beautiful
Beginnings
By Abramo
I AWOKE ON the third day, but she did not stir until the fourth. Tears flooded my face and my soul – had I been too late by insisting to see the vision before transporting? All in all after calling her name time and again she finally awoke and with every question I asked her she replied with another.
She moved so fast when she tried to get away from me, I knew that the transformation had been successful. Her beautiful face had been enhanced by her new Vampire features – she was more beautiful than ever – a light literally glowed from the centre of her soul. I was mesmerised!
When she finally accepted to tell me her name, she only pronounced it as Ariadne. I had to gently approach her to touch her forehead to let her know who I was. She seemed frightened at first to believe that I was a Vampire of the Royal Blood Line of Sanguis, but all of that changed when we shared the dreams that we had for so many years.
I spoke to her – once again – in her mind: “Ariadne are you mine, my love?” Her body responded before she even uttered a single word. Her face changed – I could see it – and a feral growl passed her lips.
I looked at her and the phrase that would become familiar to us in centuries to come – I Vamped out! And she took her hands all over her face to find her fangs and the same split in her bottom lip there as mine was.
She took an extra deep breath and finally spoke: “Oh Abramo I wish I could see my reflection just now, but at the same time I am very thirsty!”
“No problem, my love – we have time to hunt before our wedding, come with me?”
“Hunt – hunt what? Humans or animals?”
“I prefer to hunt animals but on my Planet we usually have the Rogues to dispose of…”
Seeing the question on her face, I then explained: “Rogues are Humanoid Vampires on Sanguis that have gone bad (they are Dead-Vampires as opposed to Living-Vampires) and as an execution for their crimes, we drain them and then destroy the bodies. Usually, we send the ashes to the neighbouring Planets – one in particular…” We said it at the same time: “Veneficus!”
“You know of Veneficus, Abramo?”
“Yes – yes, I do Ariadne. Would you know about my Planet per chance?”
“You mean Sanguis?”
“Yes!”
“Of course Abramo, I was born on Veneficus in Lesneven...”
“And to think that my Parents wanted me to take a Human girl and go against The Council and my destiny…”
“Really, why would they want that?”
“Yes, exactly – but I put my trust into The Council and their Orb! I waited patiently since it took them 315 years. So three visits and the saying of three times lucky, and after about 150 years, my Parents had a Manor built for me to move out (laugh).”
He continued… “They had no patience, nor could they put up with my moods. So huh, would you like to go hunt first to satiate your thirst and then we can talk a bit more about our forthcoming wedded bliss?”
She thought about it for a millisecond, then took my hand and we were off…
Later on, we came back to the cave and after a short nap, I extracted the red velvet box I had picked up at home with her engagement ring, I had chosen all those years ago. I was glad I did take it with me, I had been so certain that the third time would be it, and she loved it.
She was worried to know if she would ever see her Mother again, and somehow I knew that she would come back to us.
We had so many protectors here on this planet – Earth – that I wished I could make a list and we could have meetings and create an emergency communication system, some day...
We then discuss about what it is to be a Vampire, how long I have been alive, so on and so forth. She listened carefully, she had questions, but I saw that as I explained they were answered as she kept quiet, but the expression on her face told me she was satisfied… It went on like this...
“My family and I, have been Living-Vampires for nearly five-hundred years. Our three Planets – Dyonisia, Vinivecture and Sanguis, collectively known as The Vampire Trilogy. Along with your three Planets – Veneficus, Vulcana and Aquadia, collectively known as The Witches Trilogy – have been decimated by the Wars for aeons.”
“Near the Earth’s equivalent of year 1005, the rebirth occurred on the one that remained and therefore responsible for our new existence and re-population of said Universe, Neutra Islandia.”
“Said Universe is known as Seventh Heaven and can be found in the third parallel dimension. Unfortunately, the Wars are creeping again and we feel that they may be some factions that are plotting death and destruction once more, unfortunately we do not know, yet, who they are.”
“We have a cooler body temperature, my skin is supple and soft, I digest both solid food and blood, this only from warm-blooded animals including Humans.”
“My eyes are purple when I am in my normal state, and bluish-white when in my Vampire state, as you may have noticed… Also, I have a very low rate of breath and while I sleep I have nearly no breathing at all.”
“I have a heartbeat with about 30 beats per minute. I can be injured and I will heal, although some injuries will kill me. We will talk about this subject later, if you do not mind.” She smiled at this point and asked me to go on. “Finally and the most important of all, my blood is pure blue.”
She gasped at this! Mentioned that she did not remember anything, but I dismissed it and finished my small tale. “As you have been changed already, this will be constant, as you are today, you will never change or age.”
Again the glow of understanding, coloured her features and a huge smile brightened her face once more. I continued with my rant.
“Your blood will be purple, a blend of my Vampire self and your own. You will not burn in the sun, but too much is not great either. If that happens you will grow weak and need instant feeding with fresh blood preferably.”
While I was saying all of this, I secretly listened to her mind... She was listening, attentively, to every word. Behind her eyes, all the stories her Mother had spoken about, were coming to the fore – and the happiness of knowledge was a blessing to her soul.
An easier acceptance, a realisation that she had been chosen and her heart now complete.
We are so still when we listen to the speaker we are with at any time. Unfortunately, when with a non-Vampire on Seventh Heaven, we have to fidget or move a little and definitely we have to contribute to the conversation in progress.
However here, she is now the same as myself. No one is around for miles so we are engaged in our own self, I, speaking, her, completely still but listening intently. I wonder how we will manage to act within the Human population – that, will be something special and difficult to learn. Back to my rant... She needed to know all of this and she was relishing every word.
“You will have natural weapons within your bodies. These consists of a euphoric mix of enzymes (when you are turning a Human or another one from Seventh Heaven, into one of us – this would be someone you want to rescue or want to be with us – we will elaborate on that after a couple of hundred years).”
“A paralysing enzyme (when feeding from an animal – they must not suffer) the last one is a variation of the paralysing enzyme along with a poison which causes the prey not to escape and to die extremely painfully.”
“These are within the whole system and can be delivered through the fingernails – which becomes hollow-needles when we Vamp out, thus to inject said enzymes or we can summon them through our fangs.”
“As you can see, we sleep and as you know yourself, we require at least 6 hours, our days on our world is 12 hours...”
She suddenly felt she had to explain her experience here on this Planet and she said: “But here on Earth it is a day of 24 hours. The historians have told Mother, that it varies according from the sun times, what is termed here as dawn – sunrise and dusk – sunset. It took us a while to get used to a one hour period of 60 minutes instead of 120...” she fell silent through her mouth, but from her mind came: “Carry on Darling!”
Ooh, I enjoyed that and smiled broadly myself, took a breath and resumed.
“So, since the cycle is longer I assume that we will sleep between 8 and 12 hours a day, it may vary.” At this point I asked her if she had other questions and she mentioned that she needed further explanation about our eating and what I had told in passing as the three days of full-moon frenzy, so I carried on with the story on that.
“Well as you are newly turned and I am just arrived here on Earth and fairly new myself – I am only 345 years old and I was a late bloomer…” She inquired with a smile: “Huh only 345 and a late bloomer, why?”
I laughed a bit and said: “Really I am young for a Vampire – sorry – the late situation – well it is like this – we are born as Vampires but we developed for the equivalent of twenty Human years – meaning that we do not participate in the moon frenzy but we consume blood which is mixed with food…”
She then exclaimed: “I wondered why, the food here, tasted differently... But that does not make sense! I was a True-Witch... we do not consume blood per se, but still...”
“Yes, but yours is laced with the Magical Waters of the numerous Falls on your Planets. It could be that one element you were missing.” She reverted to mind speech: “Yes, of course, that does make sense. Might imply or simply be the reason why I felt so weak all these years...”
“May I proceed with your lessons then?”
“Oh yes, please?”
“Once we reach age twenty, our bodies then start to follow the three days of the full-moon, it has always been called a frenzy as we are unable to eat at all and must consume blood only for those three days…”
“We are so exhausted and saturated with blood then that we fall asleep for another three days, sort of moon cycle – we follow it, but in my case it did not happen until another ten years, thus I am forever looking older than my late blooming as it occurred when I turned approximately thirty years of age.”
She looked at me for a long time with a smile on her face and then she asked me a question I thought she would have asked earlier.
“Dearest Abramo, what is this – Embrace – you spoke of earlier? You have mentioned something about that being allowed before our wedding...”
After I began to explain, my words were effectively shut out of my mouth and we were both lost to the Embrace...
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High Duchess
Annabelle BirkeLand
(née De BethenCourt),
Thirteenth High Duchess of BirkeLand
(My maternal Grand-Mother)
IT WAS NOW 1505 and Valérie had tried to take care of both Annabelle, herself and her remaining children. Annabelle had been badly injured and had been semi-comatose and in a stupor for these past three years. Valérie’s husband, Stéphane, had survived these attacks, which had covered numerous villages on both sides of the Aulne River. Once again he would have been away on the harvest rounds, but after these attacks, these had changed to rebuilding rounds.
He had left that morning. So she was struggling with her feelings, curled up at the foot of the fireplace, tears streaming down her face. It was nearing dusk and she was once again worried of how Annabelle was going to react due to the fact that it was nearing the full-moon and of all things on the 13 September 1505, Ariadne’s Fifteenth birthday.
It had been difficult for Annabelle every one of these birthdays since Ariadne was absent. She usually came out of her stupor, screaming followed by the last words she had spoken then: “Not my daughter!”
This time it was not Annabelle that screamed but Valérie herself. She had heard a loud crackling coming from the fire by which she was trying to keep warm and console herself.
There, in the flames where the log had split two ethereal beings came out – backing out as fast as she could from her curled up position, she reached the cot in which she would be sleeping later on.
Suddenly a calm and a great warmth came over her – no one in the humble abode had stirred – she was thankful for that. When she lifted her head looking at the fireplace, in front of it was a shadow that seemed double but not separate.
The shadows then spoke to her: “Valérie, do not be frightened, we have come to take our sister – Annabelle – back to her home. She needs our care in order to recover and be able to re-join her daughter to fulfil her part of The Destiny…”
Recovering herself from the shock she found her voice and asked: “Pray tell who are you? I have been looking after Annabelle all this time and I will not release her to anyone unless I know who they are!” Their voices came together so it sounded like Isabella...
“I am Isa, I am Bella, we are the Ora-Cles of Lesneven, we have not been able to find her until today, she will be returned to health amongst her own… You will be rewarded with a protection contract lasting for the next three centuries, in which the Vikings and their descendants will have been purged, do you accept Valérie?”
Words resounded in her mind, every one of them spoken by The Ora-Cles had been doubled. But since they were offering protection and returning Annabelle to full health, something she had been unable to do, it was a lovely prospect for a woman, which she had cherished as her own Mother. Still with a trembling voice, she answered them: “Yes, yes please, make her feel better and let me know when she is recovered – Blessed be!”
With that they smiled and moved swiftly to where Annabelle laid, then she was engulfed in smoke and all three disappeared. Valérie remained confused as to what happened, but in her heart she felt better than she had since that fateful night in 1502. She only wished, as she lifted her eyes to where they had vanished, and spoke in her mind: “Please, find my Dalriada?” And there by her cot she fell asleep.
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Annabelle’s
Recovery
As told to Ariadne
IT TOOK A full eight years for Annabelle to recover. She had been placed in suspension to help with her healing process. Throughout this time, her mind was completely restless. To the ones that visited her at the Sanationem Sanctuarium – the Healing Sanctuary, the only thing they saw was her body floating inside a vault, completely relaxed, but on closer inspection they would have seen her eyes moving very fast just like the Humans would refer to as REM sleep.
What went on in her mind gave her hope and finally shone a light into her recovery. Isa and Bella came to verify her progress along with the medical staff and when permitted send her the views of what was to happen to Ariadne and her friend Dalriada, the good parts.
What they call transmissions, were received by them from Ariadne and given to Annabelle for transference. It went like this:
“Mother, what is going on? Where are you, I pray to you tonight again in the hope that you will hear me, I am using the sachet of quartz crystal you had slipped in my bag that day when I left with Dalriada for the party. I am sorry it took me so long to figure out that they were for communications…”
“Dalriada and I have escaped our captors! Mother, where are you? Will you not come back to me… I have mixed news to report to you, although one I think I could be completely wrong and it is about my friend Dalriada…”
“She died but she came out as a spirit from her grave two days ago, she told me that everything was fine and that I was to face a better destiny…”
“I wish I knew, somehow, if you are receiving these… Mother I have great news! Tomorrow I will be married and I will become a Grand Duchess…”
And the final one that came shortly before Annabelle awoke:
“Mother, it has been three years that I have been blissfully married to the Grand Duke Abramo of MesaByrd, Lord WynderMyre… We have a beautiful house called – Maison Loiseau – here in Trégarvan, with more rooms that we know what to do with them. There is an entire suite for you... Please come? Arrive, at least, for the Frosty Moon…”
By early November 1513, the medical staff released Annabelle from her suspension vault. Her injuries were all healed, her colouring was back to normal, so was her heart-beat and breathing.
The nightmares had stopped entirely (except the one that was not – dreaming about a reunion with Henry, her husband) and had been removed from her mind, she was finally at peace. All that was needed now, was the wake-up trigger, the finite time when she would hear the outside world around her.
This, came on the eve of 3 November. This is what happened within her mind...
I woke up to the sounds of laughter peeling like a bell in my mind. Ariadne, my sweet Daughter was overwhelmed with happiness… Both herself and her Husband had decorated an entire suite in my favourite colours of Dark Blue and Silver – I could see every intricate details – it was overlooking the Aulne River. I kept dreaming, but eventually I ventured and opened my eyes.
I found myself in a room that was totally white and I was alone in a bed – I nearly jumped out of my skin, when an alarm bell sounded above what looked like a door near the foot of my bed.
Suddenly, three women came in and explained that I was back on Veneficus since 1505, that I had suffered severe injuries and total shock. They then asked if I was hungry.
I replied in the positive… After a delightful lunch, I was handed a blue sachet from one of the ladies. I recognised it instantly. My communication crystals. I opened it and found them glowing.
Out of sheer curiosity, I asked them what day it was: “Ladies, I thank you very much for the return of my health, but I would dearly love to know this – what day is it?”
The brunette and shortest one of the three replied: “Lady Annabelle, it is the 3 November 1513. You will have another visit in four days’ time from Isa and Bella to prepare you for your departure – no I am forbidden to say more.”
“Thank you my dear, I understand, but why can I not depart earlier and where am I going?” The brunette shook her head and replied: “I am very sorry I cannot tell, but I will say this, you have had a long and difficult recovery, but you are back to full health, please just be a little more patient and things will be wonderful, Lady Annabelle.”
With these words, all three of them left. I spend my days rediscovering my legs and feet, going from my room to the main sun room at the end of the corridor. The weather was absolutely lovely.
It is a mixed pleasure and bitterness to be back in a place I had been banished from. The murmurs I caught here and there, I had been forgiven, since something very special was in my future.
To say the least the 4 days (even though they are only 12 hours long) were not passing quickly enough – I longed to be back on Earth – a good part of it – well the part I could recall and that was still in my memories had been good overall.
Finally, patience was rewarded. I could move freely, my Witchy powers had returned and were in full force and at mid-day on the seventh had the visit promised of Isa and Bella – they came when I was alone and just as I had fallen asleep.
They spoke directly to my mind and I was changed to an ethereal being like themselves, for the time they had to pass on the good news to me.
“Lady Annabelle, we are overjoyed at your recovery. Ariadne has been in constant contact with you. Everything is ready for your return to Earth. We will be sending your particulars ahead of time.”
“We just need to adjust your body to the transition time and with the benefit of Grand Duke Abramo – your new son-in-law – who has permitted an installation of a Portal in his home, you will be transported directly there arriving at around 7 hours in the evening today – Blessed Be!”
I felt an immediate change in my whole being – I felt heavier than my usual buoyant self – a needed adjustment indeed which I was glad to go through, this time, as it had been difficult to adjust to the environment on Earth the first time I had been sent there with Ariadne.
I was now dressed in the most beautiful dark blue dress and Alba Metallum jewellery to complement. My three Ladies came back to do my hair, which had acquired a very bad blue hue mixed with a silvery grey. With a wave of Magic my hair were back to their original soft black.
I was returning to Earth, fully restored in my previous looks, I was no longer haggard and aged, I felt absolutely fantastic…
Exactly on the strike of 3, the Ora-Cles arrived and I was sent through the Portal – as soon as I had stepped in the water-like crystalline projection, it closed behind me and I was in an azure coloured vortex. What felt like instantaneously, my mind came in contact with Ariadne – all I could say was – “Darling Ariadne, I am on my way to you!”
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Annabelle’s
Arrival
By Ariadne
MOTHER HAD JOINED us, after we have had 3 years for me to adjust to my new life. I did not know that she had been ill, but I was contacted by The Ora-Cles of Lesneven – Isa and Bella – who told me the whole story in advance. Simply it was a relief to know that she would be with us.
She complimented that Abramo had done a superb design on the house – Maison Loiseau – it was both breath-taking and Magical.
We gave her plenty of time to speak about her experiences and we shared ours as well. Abramo gave her until the 12 November – the first night of frenzy on the eve of the full moon – to decide if she wanted to join our lifestyle.
By then, Annabelle was 62. However, she barely looked 40. She accepted becoming a Vampire much easier than I had and on the night of the 13 November, Abramo changed her. Even though as True-Witches we advance in age differently than Human – after all we are aliens to Planet Earth – she was overwhelmed to know that she would look better than 40 forever…
In addition, on the last night of the frenzy and prior to us falling into our recovery sleep, the Portal vanished in a blaze of lightning...
The peace we had expected to last, was broken – a force unknown to us yet, would be working to destroy our happiness, to protect themselves and their quest for power.
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CHAPTER TWO
The Visionary Friend
By Ariadne
IN SEPTEMBER 1995, at just 4 years old, Trieste was sent to Wharfedale School for Gifted Children in Chester, Cheshire, England. Along with a neighbouring girl who would become her best friend and whose only gift was to be a visionary. Spending their imprisonment there, until June 2002, at 11 years old.
That had been the hardest for them, since all children were expected to stay at the complex from September to June each year. Only the Christmas holidays were spent away with their families. Therefore, not being a holiday celebrated by Trieste’s family in general, Karo would bring her along to her Parents, instead of leaving her behind in the dormitory.
You can imagine that Trieste was mighty glad to finally have proper holidays as soon as the First of July of every year came. Spending these two precious months, until the First of September, at the Etesian Manor in Saint-Tropez, France. Karo, unfortunately, was never invited, for some reasons that were never explained.
Once the Wharfedale nightmare had come to conclusions, they had moved to Fercol Finishing School in Switzerland, another prison until June 2007. Unfortunately, very early in 2004, Karo had been taken out of Fercol! At that time, Trieste was completely non-plus as to what had happened to her – also Manny disappeared and she found herself back in Scotland, with very little recollection as to what had taken place...
Nevertheless, she eventually met again with her best friend as soon as she started in September 2007 at Mederic College in Inverness. Trieste was born a True-Witch who had reached maturity at age 13, but Karo kept telling her: “There are things in your future that you just cannot imagine Trieste – trust me! I cannot completely put my finger on it – my visions are what I call general, although you have some major stuff ahead of you. I will just say that you have a... second maturity to go through, but I don’t know why or how?”
She had shaken her best friend for answers – Karo remained silent and would only say in the end. “It’s never good for anyone to totally know what’s in store for the future – there’s good and bad – and maybe just maybe bloody fantastic…”
Well, it is adventurous, torturous and arduous but it is an adventure of a lifetime for our heroine – Trieste and her beau – Manfredo – one day soon it will begin from Dawn until Forever!
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Trieste – Witch
By Trieste
I WOKE UP with a start! Once again after almost 20 years, the same dream for three nights in a row, following as always a full moon cycle. It went like this... I was in tears, I knew that Melinda had died, it was meant to! A voice in the dark, unknown to me, promised that Carla would be safe. Somehow, I couldn’t count, on my blessings. Soon enough, Carla had perished as well.
The scene shifts and now both are ashes, no bones. The evil twins had been despatched. A shadow from afar, whispers that the so-called warrior Ayking had ran away, but will be found before dawn!
I call to the shadows: Why is this happening? I don’t have Sisters I have Brothers – answer me. Then the shadows whispered: “You are a child of two worlds, you know one half of the whole story, do not fear Trieste, all will be revealed on this day.”
Then, I wake up in a panic, Sisters? Two Worlds? One-half known? Wow, that last part was new – revealed on this day…
If they meant today, I had no time for revelations. I had to be in College. I got up, walked to the mirror over the fireplace, stared at my reflection, and said to myself: “Trieste, you have no time for that today!”
Tired, more so than just from the long flight that had brought me back home, the shower had barely restored me to reality, but not for long. Got dressed and went down to breakfast. I said ‘Hi’ to everyone and asked Santonio where our Parents were. He replied, “Sorry Trieste, I have not seen them yet...”
I was so hungry I just scoffed my food when Wilson popped his head through the door and said: “Miss Trieste, do you want me to drive you to College this morning? We would have to leave now as I have errands to run, so?”
“No, thank you Wilson, I’ll just get the train, I don’t need to be there till ten.”
“Fair enough Miss, I will be off, have a good day.” He nodded to the rest of us and closed the door behind him.
I caught something on the edge of my mind – but I couldn’t make heads or tails about it! It came from Wilson: “The signatures are wrong, so wrong! No time, I have to go!” Then it was gone and so was he.
Even though everyone smiled and looked in my direction, there was tension of which I couldn’t put my finger on. Finished eating and said a farewell to all and made my way to the library. I had a few hours left where I could cram enough revisions…
The Family library, as my Parents call it, is cavernous. It is situated under my bedroom on the ground floor. Floor to ceiling crammed with books of every kind. Thirteen book shelf-units altogether and in-between two huge windows on each side which are covered with heavy draperies.
At the end of the octagon, a set of large double French doors, leading to the back garden where you find, the recent addition of a pool cabana with a sauna, changing rooms and showers and the old Pool Conservatory which had been spruced up.
Oh sorry! I’m getting away from the library, which is my point (giggles). As I entered, a stray ray of sunshine peaked from under the velvet curtains and hit a plaque by the left side of the main door.
This plaque made of sandstone, so to the untrained eye it looks like it’s just part of the wall. It has a beautifully engraved pattern of water, beach, a moon, and another Planet nearby with a couple’s outline, hands entwined and looking up at a set of letters in relief, in a half-circle above it all.
A very strange set of letters that I had never been able to make sense of in the past. The letters were thus – SWODAHS FO KOOB. I always believed that they were in one of those foreign languages my Family spoke of so often, about their travels around the world. It didn’t even seem to be Latin!
The finger of sunshine rested on the letter B. I stared at it, concentrating and trying to figure it out, when a whisper of a voice that sounded strangely like Mother’s surrounded me like an embracing fog; I was frozen in place...
“Centre yourself and clear your mind Trieste, it is time for you to get access to the Family’s Secrets. Close your eyes and extend the index finger of your left hand and depress the letters each 3 times – following the finger of sunshine – once done, back up three steps and wait for the image to colour.”
Okay, that was weird, but I had time, so I chanted to myself – my usual mantra to Centre – “North; East; South; West to North Again, the full circle unending – clear my mind – protect by shielding – So mote it be!”
Then I backed up as I had been instructed and waited. The dark blue of the water was the first item to fill in, followed by the stars, the white of the moon and from that point completed itself quite quickly.
There were hues of purple and blue, when I realised that what I thought was a second moon was actually the Planet Earth. Therefore, the view was like, from another Planet, close to both the Earth and the Moon. The couple was on the beach by the water and strangely behind them, stood what looked like Palm Trees.
It was beautiful and I wanted to stare longer, but the finger of sunshine shone brighter reminding me to step back, so I did – three steps it had said – I could see why, since temporarily two more rays of sunshine came to the top of the picture and framed everything, it was so quick! Those two more rays just disappeared and the main one on the letter B redoubled its shine.
The voice came again – “Now is the time to press the letters, starting with the B – backwards – Three times each and repeat the name of the letter as you go.”
B (three times and so on, won’t repeat all!), O, O, K, O, F, at this point I realised what I was spelling and I was seriously tempted to say it out loud, but I was worried to spoil the moment and taking a deep breath I did the remaining words.
After I finished, I once again backed up three steps, thinking it would open or something. Well, it didn’t, so I stared and it hit me! “Oh my Blessed Goddess!” I said in a gasp, then one last time I heard the whisper – say the words and Blessed Be – okay here goes nothing – Book of Shadows, Blessed Be!
The stone picture broke in two and opened up to reveal two books on the inside of the recess, it was what you would have thought it to be, a wall-safe.
The two books were huge. The first one, of course, was a Book of Shadows, that was obvious, the size of A3, had a hard-back made of Alder wood, which is often referred to as the Wood of Witches, breathtakingly beautiful. Each page had two punched holes with a band of solid gold, in which was threaded leather-laces.
The second one, hard-back as well, surprised me a little since it was made of Ash, a wood that my Parents had mentioned was from the Tree of Life. On the other hand, that the Tree of Life was known to be an Ash Tree. I can’t remember but this book was made of Ash with our name carved into it in gold and below it, the word – Genealogy.
This one was about the size of A4 in the landscape pattern, threaded the same way and separated into two parts. The first one said, “Birth Certificates – held by Ralph Collins,” the second one said, “Marriage Certificates – held by Ralph Collins.”
Of course, Ralph Collins, our Family Lawyer, makes sense! I have known him for as long as I can remember. The Book of Shadows was just too heavy to lift for just now, and really I was more interested in my Family’s Genealogy, I had heard Mother’s perusing our Magic book often enough.
I wasn’t really in the mood to look at that yet! I knew that I would be allowed automatically on my Twentieth birthday, but it was good to know where the Book was now.
After taking the Book of Genealogy, I wondered how I was to close this kind of safe, so I figured since Magic had opened it in the first place, so I casually looked at it and said – Blessed Be! – Hey, that did it! It closed back again.
I sat down at one of the three tables in the middle of the round room and tried to open the book. To my surprise, a lock appeared on the front of the book as I was looking at it and gold lettering showed up on the front:
If You Are the Owner of This Book
You Have the Key!
If You Are Not the Owner of This Book
I Shall Return Now, so Blessed Be!
Then hey, you know what happened or at least can guess? The Book disappeared.
The clock on the fireplace mantel brought me back to the very real present. Realising that I was getting late, I grabbed my backpack, flew to the library doors, and found myself running through the woods in order to make the train on time.
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A beautiful and sunny 13 September, we would be celebrating Harvest Moon tonight, but I needed to be at College that particular morning. When so many things happened, that were going to change me forever… since I had this feeling lingering from my dream...
Actually, I was fuming, I could not believe that I had been called back after I had started my Sabbath, one year-long trip. The said break, I had promised myself, after graduating and before deciding on employment or further education.
The letter I had received, after contacting Mother, once I had reached Italy to let her know how I was doing and where I was staying, said that my final history essay had been refused. The cheek of my Professor to say that I was wrong, on so many points, regarding the Black Plague.
History! Something that I considered myself a specialist at, since every day at home, at breakfast, lunch or dinner, the discussion would invariably veer into things that had happened ages ago.
Anyway, more on my Family later! In the meantime, I was considering, in my head, which spell I could use without consequences, in order to retaliate on my… Professor.
An idea that came to my head was, evacuating the entire place except for said Professor and gently sending the whole building into a third dimension somewhere LOL! That one, must admit, was extremely tempting, but as Papa had always said, “Buildings disappearing are very difficult to explain Trieste!”
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The College Where
All Crumbles!
THE TANNOY CAME on: “Ladies and Gentlemen, we have arrived at our destination, please ensure that you have all your belongings before alighting from the train, thank you for travelling ScotRail and enjoy your day in Inverness.” Upon getting through the gates, I came face to face with Karo, my best friend since primary, who was accompanied by her Mother. I assumed that they were planning another one of their famous shopping expedition in Edinburgh.
Karo MacAdam, was about 5 feet 3 inches, raven black hair and eyes to match and permanently sun-tanned. She had followed me throughout primary, but once my Parents had arranged a finishing school in Switzerland in 2001, we both went but then Karo had to quit after three years.
She carried on at the local secondary school and we met again at Mederic’s College. Karo’s very chatty and is now travelling around the world, since her Parents hit the jackpot a while back!
“Trieste oh my word, what are you doing back here and in Inverness no less? Don’t tell me you received a dreadful letter like mine!” super-animated Karo said.
“Yes, of course, what else would have brought me back here, dear, before my year’s trip was over? And by the sound of your voice, I’m deducting that you did as well?” Pondering, right-there-and-then that she had been in the same boat.
“Well, duh, three days ago, dreadful French what else, my worse subject!” she exclaimed – but myself I’ve always wondered why she chose that subject at all. It was a required element for her studies and certificate. Nevertheless, I believed she would have fared better in Geography.
“Oh so, you’re still doing that Modern Language Studies, then?” At this point, Mrs MacAdam, looking flushed and embarrassed as usual, was trying to tug Karo’s arm to no avail.
“Mum you go on, I’ll meet you at the Parliament Buildings on the next train, I’ve got some catching up to do with Trieste here, go.” She said “Bye,” ran to catch the leaving train and just made it.
Meanwhile, Karo, who was talking non-stop in my ear, followed me towards Mederic’s College near down-town, about a 10 minutes’ walk.
Karo MacAdam had been a constant friend since primary school, when we were about 4 years old. Strangely, we’ve always ended up at the same boarding schools. In a way, it was a good thing for me, because she became sort of my confidante and best friend (BFF, of course!).
It made things easier while I was away from my true Family life. She’s 19 months older than I am, but due to ill health, so I’d been told, had lost almost a whole year of school and that is why she was on the same level as me.
I’m 5 feet 6 inches tall – but that’s where the similarities end. My hair is brown leaning heavily on black, but not quite, hers are completely black.
She’s permanently tanned with the blackest eyes you’ll ever see! I have never considered myself pale, but brownish-white is more my skin tone definition, I’ve always tanned easily but never dark, really. In addition, for my eyes, that’s grey.
Her Parents were always well off, but not overly, they just were good savers. Until things went wrong and she had left our Finishing School – never found out what really happened there – never asked either.
When they won the lottery, it made a huge difference to all of their lives. Mrs Rose-Lily (née Latham) MacAdam retired from her secretarial work and Mr Nathaniel-James MacAdam continues on a very part-time basis at the bank, he hates staying home doing nothing.
They also have two other children, younger than Karo, two boys Kyle and Kris, twins born in 1992. I didn’t know how long Karo and her family were going to stick around up here in Carrbridge as they were planning to purchase a house somewhere in Germany. I presumed that it was Mrs MacAdam’s preference since she has ancestors from there.
Karo continued: “Well, you know how Mum is, there’s always one extra thing needed since that Lotto win…” she carried on and on, and all I could think was, how to revenge myself on my Professor. We finally got to the steps of Mederic College, when flustered Karo said, “Trieste did you hear what I said, hello Earth to Trieste.”
“Oh dear Karo, I’m so sorry, I was miles away...” – chuckling she said: “Oh nothing new with you then.”
“Honestly, Karo, you’ve got to understand that I was finally going to relax and find out more about the mysteries of my Family and I’m back here to redo a history essay, please give me a break!”
“Leaving sunny Italia (I was in Venice) to be back in rainy Inverness and Carrbridge. The gloom and doom of MerryWynde Manor, please, you of all people would know how I really feel?”
“Anyway, are you really going to stay with me and chuck your Mother standing in Edinburgh? I really have no idea how long Professor Grossman will want me to amend my essay therefore I can be stuck in there, knowing him as I do, for at least two hours.”
“Oh you are so correct Trieste, what was I thinking, but I really am happy to see you again, after all it has been three months you were away, and at the present it is just me, Mum and my Brothers, duh-dull city you know, I was hoping to go on a trip myself, but…”
“Yeah I know Karo, I do understand, I got lucky, but I promise as soon as I’m done with this, I’ll get in touch with you and since I’ll have to rearrange my whole travel schedule. I’ll spend a week with you, and you can retell everything about your French re-sit?”
We hadn’t noticed that we had walked back (while chatting away) to the station, and once I finally saw her off with multi-promises of getting together and do some swimming at my place or do some shopping of our own, I went back to College.
As I’ve said earlier, my Family constantly chatted about history during meals. This morning had been no different – I had arrived late last night. It was about wars and devastation, hiding et al. The only slight difference was the amount of people around the dining table! I have a large family but I very rarely see a lot of them at the same time, but my Parents had not been there nor seen.
I’ve been at boarding primary schools, then from 11 years old, I had been sent to a finishing boarding secondary school in Switzerland that had lasted five years. It could have easily lasted until I was 18 years old, but I had decided that I wanted College, I had good grades, although I was too lonely after Karo had left.
Therefore, it meant that most of my summers and ordinary school holidays were spent travelling with my Parents usually accompanied by a Nursery-Maid and/or Uncle Manny. I saw very little of my Brothers, except on exclusive Witchy Holidays and a few normal ones like Christmas or Yule as it’s commonly known for us, Witches. However, more on that later, once again I’m diverting from what happened.
Coming back to Professor Grossman, mostly I’ve argued with him for the whole year and consequently our relationship was less than amiable. Although, having to present myself here today, to re-sit this, and on Harvest Moon of all things, it is just too much!!!
Silently time is passing... I’m muddling through the rewriting according to his instruction, yes Mr-Know-it-all, thank you very much! I was nearly finished with my revisions, when I had a deep-seated feeling that something odd was going to happen.
A complicated wave of pure dread came over me. Then suddenly, the intercom buzzed and I heard the Principal’s Secretary saying to Professor Grossman that my presence was required, in her office, at once.
I had been at it for an hour, and I knew it was a lost cause since I just restated the same. I handed over my essay, glowered at Prof Gross, for hopefully the last time, before heading out, slamming the door and leaving the floor in a hurry.
I arrived at her office truly flustered; my anger level had not lowered. I froze a few feet before the frame of the opened door. In my sight, I caught Santonio and Maribelle, distress written all over their faces, oh my heart sank!
I cleared my throat before I announced myself, since they were discussing things. “Ahem hem, I’m here Miss Bunner.”
Miss Bunner, honestly I’ve never known her first name, in her mid-forties, pinched face, fading bottle blond hair, showing grey here and there. With her matronly half-glasses perched on the end of her nose, did not look any better than my relatives. I would go as far as to say, her eyes were red-rimmed.
Santonio, my eldest brother, tall and brawn, full head of black hair, always in a ponytail, nearing 45, so he says, never believed him since he looks far more like 30, and like the rest of my family, with the most intense purple coloured eyes (I’m the only one with grey coloured eyes).
Maribelle, his wife, has always been an enigma to me, since I really don’t know much of her background. She is tall, always wears sunglasses, even when the sun don’t shine. Here in Scotland, not something that happens often! She has long auburn hair down to, well, put it that way when she sits she has to pick her hair out-of-the-way.
As far as I remember, I’ve never seen her eye colour. Saying that is quite unnecessary, since nearly everyone in my family wears dark glasses at one time or another, except Maribelle who wears them constantly. I have six Brothers in total, all of them married. Children? That I do not know, but more on my extended Family later.
Back to Miss Bunner, needless to say, my heart sank even lower. She just stared at me, seemingly lost for words, having forgotten, apparently, why I was showing up in her office.
With my relatives sitting like statues, after what felt like an eternity, Miss Bunner spoke: “Oh Trieste, there you are! I’m afraid that it is bad news, but I will let your cousins tell you.” Again, she burst into tears and buried her face in her handkerchief.
Feeling both panicky and misty myself, I looked at Maribelle and asked her: “What’s up guys, something with my Parents?”
She just couldn’t bring herself to say anything and just turned to Santonio. At last, he spoke: “Trieste, my dearest, I’m afraid that Miss Bunner is correct. It concerned your Parents – how should I put this delicately – sorry my dear but it was discovered this morning, just an hour or so ago. We had to rally other Family members to look after the Estate and the animals, the staff, of course, so that is why we just arrived here a few bits ago. But…”
I interrupted with my own outburst, yes Miss Bunner was wailing worse by now – “No, no! Not both of them, how can this be? They are so young still and never ever have I known them to be sick...” I couldn’t continue I just threw myself into Miss Bunner’s open arms and lost it completely.
The next thing I knew, both Maribelle and Miss Bunner are on each side of me, helping me to sit in a chair. Santonio continued to speak to Miss Bunner and once I was recovered enough, I gathered my things, signed a few last papers, and we were off, out the door towards the car for the return journey home.
During my two years of College, even though I was finally in Scotland and not at a private one in Switzerland, I wasn’t home as often as I had lodging on the College site, so it had been strange for me to take the train on my own this morning.
Regardless, travelling by train or car, it’s about the same length of time, about 40 to 45 minutes. Poor Wilson, that’s our chauffeur, always complaining that he is the Family’s taxi, which in fact he is, but always he seems to think that he should be doing something better and more his status.
I don’t know much about him, although I’ll say this, he’s been around for ages and strangely doesn’t age. Chestnut brown hair cut in the same short style. I’m 19 now and Wilson never changed his hair style over the years.
I don’t really think that he ever cut it, put it that way I’ve never seen or heard him to be in a hair salon. He looks younger than me, really weird that, medium height and another one with sunglasses fetish, giggle fit here, sorry!
So, all three of us in the back seat and we’re off. Wilson always the joke of the day on the tongue, was really quiet. Maribelle and Santonio were equally quiet. I, sitting in the middle, continued to sob, I just couldn’t bring myself to ask questions, as I knew it would all come backwards out of my mouth in a jumble.
The ride, I guess I was distressed, seem to take no time at all and we were already turning on the main road. On the frontage sits three main entrances, in the middle, marked PRIVATE, is said entrance to my home, MerryWynde Manor.
To the left, still on the main road, is to be found Themis Law Offices, which is headed by my Father. To the right, what I hope to get for myself one day, is my Mother’s pride her medicinal shop, Brigantia’s Little Big Shoppe.
As we finally turned into the middle entrance, the gates opened up automatically. Since I’m still flustered, I’ll talk of my home first and get back to said businesses, where my Parents are usually to be found.
MerryWynde Manor sits in 40 acres of deep lush forest, with about 10 acres in the middle cleared for the house itself. At the back on the left are the stables and paddock, on the right the hot tub and the pool conservatory.
At the front, gardens of flowers and fountains on each side with the best-carved maze you’ll ever find in the UK! Oh, most would argue with me, but hey, I love this place. The house is rectangular, yellow sandstones, with the most intricate detailed stonework around windows, doors, roofs and more.
I have never really known the total amount of rooms and all what or who they were for, but there were lots of them.
The Manor is composed of four floors plus the basement, compartments, cellars for wine, old furniture et al. My suite of rooms, at least I know how many I have, consisted of an enormous bedroom with a 4 poster bed, with windows all around (I was in the right back tower overlooking the pool) with French doors opening on a tiny balcony.
Two doors on each side of my bed, one leads to a cavernous walk-in closet and the toilet (same proportion) on the other. Then I had a sitting room with a fireplace, and in the corner my desk, computer, all that a girl could ever want. Outside our private hallway, there was another room, which I could use at my leisure – the entertainment room.
Talking about what every girl could want, yes, I was spoiled stupid, as I was the only girl with six Brothers. I shouldn’t say I was spoiled, really, as I’ve always been told by my Parents, that being born the Seventh in this Family was a great honour. One, I would find out why on my Twentieth birthday.
Well, it was my Twentieth birthday in a few months and I didn’t know at this point, if I would ever find out what this great honour was. Really, what I was looking forward more than anything (after this mysterious disappearance of my Parents) was that I was finally going to stay home permanently! Well, sort of…
Anyway, as soon as the car pulled in front of the doors and slowed down enough, I was out of there and in the house in a split-second. At the door, I was met by a stranger.
Tall (at least six feet – if not slightly taller), dark brown and curly hair, European air about him, almost like Papa and this one, not wearing sunglasses – Wow! Purple eyes that were drawing me in and making me forget everything…
“Huh hi, what is going on? Hum... What’s your name?” I confusingly said. “A friend of the family and you are Lady Trieste I presume?” he replied. “Ha, yes, sorry for staring, what happened earlier today with my Parents?”
“I do not think I am the one to explain that Lady Trieste. I believe it is better for Santonio to explain it all.” With the frustration of this morning, still running through me, I flew off to my room in tears; I simply didn’t want to do that in front of that guy or anyone else for that matter.
Once in my en-suite, I finally calm myself down just as a flashback came to my mind: “Dancing at my ball in Switzerland – Uncle Manny! Can’t be?”
I was changing clothes when a knock came at my door and interrupted my reverie. I thought it could be my old nanny, but the voice that came through was clearly Maribelle’s. “Trieste, may I come in?”
“Sure Maribelle, I’m decent finally!”
“Are you fit enough to come down to the drawing-room and finding out everything?” she asked. “Honestly Maribelle, no, but I guess that if I don’t I’ll never know, I can grieve later, like everyone else, apparently hey?”
I walked to the door, opened it with a trembling hand, and automatically took hers. She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and we proceeded downstairs.
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Food was on the large low table, and even though I was still shocked, I manage to fill my plate and eat a little. Enrica, the kitchen’s assistant offered a cup of my favourite blend of tea to accompany those delicious sandwiches.
Once seated and filling my face, Santonio proceeded to explain who the dreamy guy had been but Maribelle stopped him. “Santonio give her time, it is not proper to say anything about that just now. Trieste needs to know what happened to her Parents first.”
As I waited for Santonio to start speaking (hopefully about dreamy guy!) I glanced around and the one in question was nowhere to be found – Had I dreamed this?
While Santonio sat there like a statue and I dare not prompt him, I’ll complete the businesses my Parents owned here in Carrbridge...
Themis Law Offices belongs to my Father, Abramo WynderMyre. He has Titles, we all do by the way, but I’m trying to be quick, as I never really know when anyone in my family that stops statue-like will get going and I want to explain...
Father has always been in the Law business, I assume since before I was born, but the plaque on the building says “Serving the Community since 1990” and they have moved here to MerryWynde Manor the year I was born.
He is a tall and absolutely good-looking, sorry I’m partial but he is my Father so I guess it’s okay to say so... And yes 6 feet 5 inches, black hair, full facial hair and the whitest teeth, with eyes that varies from the totally black to purple like the rest of my Family.
Business must be good since we have this Manor, with all the amenities you can think also as mentioned before, and many more houses around Europe.
Father works with Ralph Collins, his right-hand-man, who’s a few inches shorter than Dad with black hair and guess what, purple eyes. However, for a lawyer he looks more like an assassin for hire – he literally gives me the creeps – Major! There are others within the company and since I rarely see them, I don’t know much about them.
Mother’s business... Well that is more interesting to me – Brigantia’s Little Big Shoppe – she’s always been a naturalist or herbalist if you prefer. In there, you can find all the medicinal herbs and plain cooking herbs along with some I have never heard of.
Shelves filled with lotions, creams, powders and syrups of all kind for whatever ails you. Now, Mother has the best four employees that I swear must be Witches themselves. One or the other always disappears in the back of the shop and come back out with another arms-full of jars and bottles followed by a swirl of white smoke smelling very odd at times. They are Rulisia, Breanna, Deanna, and Beverly.
Any time I’ve been in the shop, they always have some sort of sweets for me and that’s why they must be Magical since one minute nothing in their hands the next sweeties!
Mother is always writing in a huge book and mostly she says its new recipes for some new lotions... Ah she is good-looking as well my dear Mother – slightly taller than myself, I would say about 5 feet 7 inches, extremely dark brown hair, very long and eyes that changes between grey (like mine) to purple.
I’ve never known that shop to be ever really closed other than at night – hours are 7 am till sunset Monday to Thursday and until Midnight, Friday to Sunday. Certain holidays will find the shop closed to customers but the workers are always in there poking at the back and Mother also goes in to keep an eye on stewing potions.
These certain holidays are, from 31 October through to 30 October: Samhain (known as Halloween); Yule (Christmas); Imbolc (you might know this one as St Brigit’s Day in February) and Ostara (21 March Spring Equinox). Followed by Beltane (May Day around 30 April or 1 May); Litha (21 June Summer Solstice). Third part gives us Lughnasadh or Lammas (end of July or 1 August – you might know it as Harvest Day) and finally Mabon (secondary Harvest or Winter Equinox around 21 September).
Once more, back to Samhain... We celebrate other event such as the full-moons every month, each one has a special name. Tonight, was going to be one such celebration, Harvest Moon, which this year (2010) is as I’ve said on 13 September.
However, if the shop does close before sunset, therefore it is for a private celebration and if there is an emergency at the shop, someone is there quickly to deal with it. As I’ve mentioned before, the shop is never really closed.
Finally, Mother said that it would be mine someday – I was hoping that since I was going to be home that I would be working there, but they’ve disappeared! Honestly, I don’t know or care about the shop just now.
Then Santonio is the eldest with Maribelle, Grégario and Orane, Massimo and Amarante, Beltrano and Shari, Eduardo and Oriel, Carlo and Rochelle. All married, never attended any of their weddings and as for children, I’m not certain.
Finally, me, the only Daughter and beside Karo as the best friend, no boys in the department of love – well okay I’m, kind of in-love with Uncle Manny however, that’s a story for later...
Santonio realised his mistake and continued: “Ah yes, sorry Trieste, it is a long story and I will try to give you the short version. As I told to you this morning, our Parents had not come down to breakfast. Once you had left, we decided to go investigate, as you know they are always up before any of us!”
“We toured the house from top to bottom and sad to say no sight of them at all... Strangely enough, Father’s office door was locked, which never is. Mother’s boudoir was similarly locked, strange again, but with an envelope marked – For Trieste’s Eyes only – stuck under the door knock. I have retrieved it, and not opened it, I will hand it to you in a while.”
“We then proceeded to contact Father’s office, but no one there had seen him, same with Mother’s Shop. The personnel is all accounted for, according to Rulisia but Mother is not. Neither could she tell me if Mother had told her she would not be in today. Needless to say, it is worrisome we just cannot find them anywhere!”
“An hour later after our search, we were here in the drawing room, talking to a few of our staff whom could have overheard anything that would let us and them, know their whereabouts...” he stopped talking abruptly!
Then Enrica came in announcing the return of Wilson and a gentleman by the name of Ralph Collins, who needed to speak to Santonio, urgently.
Santonio went out, closing the doors behind him and I guess this person spoke quite quickly since San was back not even 10 minutes afterwards.
Moreover, I just shouted to him as soon as he crossed the threshold. “But Brother, mind me interrupting just the now, but will you get to the point and tell me about this Ralph, whatever-is-name is... Sounds like it could be a friend of Dad’s or best give me Mother’s letter and maybe I’ll find clues as to what’s going on here?” Just as I finished my bit, Carlo came in with my remaining Brothers in tow.
“Santonio, Trieste, we’re back from the stables. We went to the ends of our land, nothing but a strange mist hovering by the left flank near the wall’s end which seems to grow exponentially by the minute… Which reminds me of Mother’s tales years ago. Could it be the same?”
Santonio pondered a bit, stroking his chin absent-mindedly, eyes glazing over, typical of him, when Carlo jolted him out of it by whistling – “(Whistling sound) yo bro today, then what, is it or isn’t it?”
Santonio finally defrosted (I will tell you more about this later – it is both fascinating and frightening at the same time) and replied: “Carlo, your guess is as good as mine, but it is plausible.”
“Oh wow, I’ll get to see one in my lifetime, neat... the mist of Mother’s tales.” (Unfortunately, it turned out, not to be a beneficial mist, but something much worst...)
They excused themselves and left out through the French doors that lead from the drawing room to the gardens in the middle. The stables on the left, the Pool Conservatory on the right, beyond that the acres of forest remaining to the end of our land.
My family has a strange quirk of going very still for extended periods. Suddenly, they stop moving, no eye movements, no breathing so the chest is not moving in sync with the shoulders, they don’t go up and down as in normal breathing.
The eyes seem to focus somewhere then glaze over. No twitching, nothing, you can wait and wait or either slaps them and/or whistles at them, and still it takes a while. They all do it to a certain extent – the longest has been, Brother in question – Santonio! I have recorded him at being that still for a full 30 minutes, one year at Christmas when I was about 12 years of age.
It is fascinating and very difficult to explain that, in and around external company – strangely, they don’t act that way – whichever it is – while we have said company.
I was left there with nothing to do, so I decided to go back to my bedroom and open up that letter.
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The
Dreaded Letter!
THE DREADED LETTER, that so many Parents leave behind once they have died, sort of codicil (as Papa calls them), sometimes just a plain letter to explain what happened or what is needed to be known, finally. Well, I would say that their letter fell in the category of finally explaining our history. A history, that opened my eyes, they were just about to pop out of my head, that I knew nothing about or very little.
Also, as I’ve said before, that I would explain later on about my Brother, et al, being referred to as cousins at College, so here goes!
My so-called cousin Santonio and his wife Maribelle are actually my older Brother and my Sister-in-law. At College, they were always explained as being cousins, because in looks they never pass for immediate relatives.
I will try to explain as best as I can here. None of my Brothers or their wives ever looks the proper age. Therefore, we always played the cousins card, it is easier to talk about and seems to satisfy everyone. Something that my Parents always specified has to do with the Big Secret.
According to Santonio, this secret was going to be revealed tonight, through me following the path – I supposed he meant that Mother was going to mention any of this in the letter – since it was Harvest Moon. This apparently, was a bigger thing this year.
Therefore, at this point, I finally looked at the envelope that Santonio had handed me – Mother’s letter. I took it with shaking hands and the next thing I know, out of nowhere comes a letter opener. I slid it in, after staring at Mother’s handwriting. My throat constricted so much at this point, that I panicked and simply flew off and landed on my bed. Staring at a beautiful handwriting style, I would call Calligraphy. Strangely dated today but 20 years ago. I began reading…
13 September 1990
Dearest Trieste,
It is with trepidation, that we, your Parents, are expecting your birth in a few months. Tonight, once again, we are in Trégarvan, Finistère, France, and it is Harvest Moon. We have been summoned to the place where we had first met. Needless to say, we were fearful of what we were going to encounter at the foot of The Black Mountains!
We said the words that were on the note accompanying the summons and there appeared – The Fates. Oh my dear, you can imagine that we were rooted to the spot and definitely prepared to stay silent and listen, as they always spoke in unison:
“Ariadne, Abramo, in a few short months you will receive the Magical Daughter you, Ariadne, had lost all those centuries ago. Abramo, you will bring into this world the Seventh child of a Seventh Daughter, who is meant for your cousin Manfredo. His kingdom (StoneRock) is in peril.”
“Due to this sad situation, the Council has decided to grant you a reprieve of your Earthly exile and leave to return to HighBridge earlier. Unfortunately, this means that you will be replaced by Manfredo on Earth and will be unable to attend his wedding to Trieste.”
“Also, you cannot confer to Trieste in advance what will take place then, through a letter dated 20 years earlier. As you truly know, you were not meant, but all turned out for the best. No one is to know, until the thirteenth day of the month of September in the year of 2010 in the morning of the final Harvest Moon. Do you accept?”
It was a difficult decision to make, having to leave you so soon, especially that your heritage would be coming all on your Twentieth birthday this December 2010! A blend of so many things that we will not be able to explain. Well, you see The Fates above!!!
We have made our choice, and this morning we left. Since, it was specific that we could not say anything, I wrote Diaries with Papa’s help. Their location will be revealed tonight by the garden fountain at precisely one minute to midnight, this 1 October 2010, two months prior to your birthday.
This will be the time for you to begin your transformation. It is strange to let you know all of this, since it will all happen in 20 years of the date of this letter!
Please – please dearest Daughter, keep secret the content of this letter and be assured that you will be reunited, along with your Brothers, with us. I just cannot say more my lips are sealed. Keep the faith, Papa and I, always love you. The adventure just begins. Blessed be! Momma Ψ Papa Φ
This would turn out to be a web of lies... All will come later... much later...
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Questions
of Confusion
HIGHBRIDGE, LESNEVEN, STONEROCK, missing my wedding, replaced by Manfredo, who apparently I will have to marry??? The words swam in my head, the letter fell from my trembling fingers, and it is a good thing I was on my bed, since at that point I passed out.
I came to, surrounded by everyone in the house; it seems, around my bed. Maribelle and Santonio were closest to me, Maribelle wiping my brow with a cool towel. Maribelle spoke “Trieste, Sweetie, I think you have suffered a shock, with that letter! By the way, where is that letter? Are we not supposed to know anything now?”
“Maribelle, please, let my kid Sister catch her breath, hello sleepy head!” Carlo with his million-pound smile, tried to ebb the flow of our Sister-in-law. “Do you think you’re strong enough to come back down to the drawing-room and learn what, at least, we can tell you?”
At this point, I also noticed that Eduardo was there, but throughout all of this, he just stayed quiet and smiling.
“Huh, yeah, I think so bro!” I got up with his help and silently wondered where the letter had disappeared to, but at the moment, I figured it was less important than the history lesson I was going to get.
As soon as we reached the landing, Enrico our butler, was there with a glass of my favourite orange juice, which revitalised me immediately, since I drank it in a mouthful.
I was hoping that someone, sometime today, was going to tell me Mother’s secret recipe for this juice. Store-bought was never correct and did not warm me up as this one did.
Santonio said to me “Ah Trieste, it is such a beautiful day outside, would you not prefer to sit out back for the revelations?”
“Hmm, yes Brother, why not, but I’ll sit on the grass therefore if I faint again, I won’t have far to go hey?”
“Ah yes, wee Trieste, that makes much sense, let us proceed shall we?” I walked side-by-side with Santonio wondering what was in store, but since Mother’s letter had mentioned she and Papa could not explain anything, I was really hoping that the whole truth would let the puzzle pieces fall in the correct slots. He gave a sign to the others to follow us out in the garden.
Maribelle sat at one of the many tables, but the closest one to me. Santonio decided to plop down on the grass, next to me. Santonio started to speak, but Carlo cut in – “Hmm, hmm, I know Santonio you’re the oldest but I have been closest to Trieste ever since she’s been born, therefore can I have a go, dear Brother?”
“Yes, I assume that maybe you will be able to put it more delicately Carlo, go ahead.” Santonio agreed.
“Trieste, let’s try to make this simple. Although it won’t be so simple, it will sound most complicated and will surprise you no end. I will start thus in order, from the closest and most comfortable to you, as they have always been constant.” He passed me a large black-and-white photograph of every one of them with my Parents.
Pointing to each in turn Carlo said “Our Mother, Ariadne; Father, Abramo; Santonio and that’s Maribelle; this is Grégario and Orane; here that’s Massimo and Amarante. Then at the front from the same order again: Beltrano and his wife Shari; Eduardo and Oriel and finally myself and Rochelle.”
This was interesting and nothing new. Therefore, I just murmured hmm and nodded, with a sign of the hand meaning carry on to Carlo but Santonio took over.
“Okay, Massimo, he’ll be up Thursday with Amarante, they had some last-minute deal with their staff for a messed-up delivery. Nothing new there hey Carlo?” However, he did not let Carlo reply...
“Anyway, Beltrano and Shari, they can’t make it till next week, celebrating their wedding anniversary, this long, no, the problem was the sickness in Mexico, which made every plane grounded.”
“They have spoken to me, earlier today and confirmed that the flights would resume then, and that they have re-arranged their reservations at last!”
“Eduardo and Carlo, received a special dispensation-of-leave from Friar’s University in Edinburgh, until things are back to somewhat normal. Oriel and Rochelle were already here as you’ve met them yesterday, they had come up to take care of the Riding School. Then, if you do not know yourself Trieste, I’ll be buggered (laughs).”
Carlo cut him off. “You were the one that we had waited for so long, the one that our Parents never expected to have, although Wilson, the chauffeur, was in the extreme certainty that you were going to finally arrive.”
He was about to continue, when I put my hand up to steam his flow. “Brother, this is nothing new, I’ve known all of you since I was born, and frankly, it does not explain any new truth to me. I was hoping for more revelations, since I’ve read Mother’s letter, the dreams I have suffered while on my history tour and all. Now, having to go to College this morning and you, Santonio and Maribelle showing up, I’m more confused than I was these few hours ago!”
Carlo, at this point, removed his sunglasses, asking Santonio if he could continue the conversation. “San, Trieste ought to know the nature of our family before her Twentieth birthday, she is after all the one that the Prophecy mentions.”
“But Carlo, you understand that our beloved Sister will have all revealed on said birthday and that she has to do the ritual on her own?”
“Ritual, on my own, Brothers please this is scaring me? Frankly, being the only girl in this family, except for the staff, I did not acquire the strength that all of you seem to have. Mother’s letter confused me no end, might I remind you that I fainted after reading it, and now it seems to have vanished?”
Even though we were outside, a knock at the front door, made us all jump out of our skin, a rare occurrence in our family. Enrica, the maid, went to it quickly and came back no time, announcing it was Ralph Collins, the family Lawyer.
He did not wait for the pleasantries to be done he simply barged in. With butterflies in my stomach, he made a beeline for me and my knees nearly buckled.
“Miss Trieste, how lovely it is to see you after all these years. In addition, I will say that I am very sorry, about this mysterious situation. Trust me, I will explain all.”
Looking at the others in and around the garden, he said, “Please all, you know your Parents had always been clear on this, that I was the one to instruct Trieste here, on the family history.”
Ralph Collins looked positively ancient, paper-looking skin, pale purplish coloured eyes, black hair, and all. Dressed in grey no less! I always thought that he had retired after my birth. Overall, it was supposed to be his last official duties at the time. I was glad that someone was going to, finally, put all the pieces together.
“Guys, honestly, I need to know more, and Mr Collins here will reveal all, I hope, please let me handle this with him in private?”
As they all filed back into the house, they shook hands with Mr Collins. My heart skipped a few beats more than usual, I was happy and scared at the same time to know more…
“Please Mr Collins; do sit down, I’m very glad to see you after all this time.” Although, I’ve mentioned that he gives me the creeps... I still had to be polite – growing up rules, you know.
“My dear, it wasn’t so long ago, that we had another encounter, remember, your secondary school, in 2003?”
“Oh, dear me, yes, Mr Collins. I had put that on the back burner in my mind, I hadn’t realised that it was you at the time, so sorry!”
“No need for apologies, my dear, let’s get on to business, shall we?” Certainly, I said. At that point, I rang the bell to have our butler Enrico bring coffee, juice, and biscuits and I sat down at the table opposite Mr Collins.
“I do hope Mr Collins this is not the reading of the – Last Will and Testament – of my Parents, as I do not believe that they have died, am I correct?”
“My dearest Miss Trieste, I presume then that you have read your Mother’s letter which I witnessed on the same date, then you have an idea of what I’m about to reveal, at least a bit?” This, he said with a broad smile, honestly I still found myself with an awestruck look on my face.
“Well yes, I have and no, I still have no idea Mr Collins, but please I have read the letter, I fainted and my brother San, tried to explain, but he did not reveal anything useful.”
“Ah well, he is not allowed, therefore it would be against his nature to breach the secrecies of your family, even though you are part of it.”
“Against his nature? Sorry, I don’t understand! Secrecies? Please, Mr Collins, will I find out what’s going before the night comes and/or I go mad? Oh sorry, didn’t mean to raise my voice…”
At this point, our butler Enrico arrived, Mr Collins went for coffee and offered me one as well, and admittedly, I needed it. Enrico bowed low and left us.
“Yes, Miss Trieste,” he began and I corrected him. “Please just Trieste, Mr Collins?”
“Well, if you feel comfortable Trieste then you can call me Ralph.” I was about to reply but he put his hands up. “Let’s get on we have a lot to cover, I have the instructions of the Powers-That-Be, hereafter known as The Council, your Parents and your Grand-Parents. Please, Trieste, listen carefully...”
I nodded, rooted to the spot; I just could not utter a word. He then proceeded, after taking a large file out of his attaché case: “Ahem, we the undersigned have pledged to reveal on this day, Thirteenth of September in the year 2010. That once we have left and after receiving knowledge that Lady Ariadne WynderMyre’s letter had been read by Trieste WynderMyre. Our only Daughter and prophesied Seventh child of her Parents, born in the year 1990, on the First of December. As this, has been verified by myself, Ralph Collins, from a communication earlier from your brother, Santonio. Have you, Trieste, anything to ask at this point?”
“No!” was all I could reply and which he took as meaning that it was safe to proceed. However, as he prepared to speak, I cut him off again… “Mr Collins that is not possible because my birthday is actually on the 23 November 1990 – not 1 December!”
“What?” he exclaimed and the papers in his hands went flying. He didn’t give me time to explain but carried on with: “But these are the official papers Trieste, your birthday officially is on the First of December 1990 at 11:59 pm dear...”
“Okay then, I’ve lost the plot completely... Why would this important day celebrated towards the end of November each year then? Explain or answer this for me, if you can, please?”
“No, I honestly cannot Trieste (heavy sigh!) There is the Prophecy to consider and that would be the only reason, why this date would have been changed and unfortunately I am not the one with privileged knowledge...” he paused for a whole minute! “Does this makes understanding a little clearer?” he finished.
I honestly, didn’t know anything about this Prophecy, only that I was special and I received a mental flash from him that seemed to say: “Do not worry about it! – There are secrets to be kept...” I then acknowledged the look in his eyes with a nod and remained silent.
“Then, I’ll proceed with the remainder that can be revealed today, to you… Where was I? Ah yes, December. Lady Ariadne WynderMyre was born on the 13 September, from a very long line of noble Witches, the BirkeLand of Lesneven, who had been promised in physical-marriage at 12 years of age, to an enemy line of Warlocks in order to end the centuries’ old feud between their families and the TearVault.”
“Your Grand-Father having previously died, your Grand-Mother was left to make decisions for your Mother – the Lady Ariadne. Unfortunately, things happened – you will find out in your Mother’s Diaries – that changed all this, and a new future was put in motion.”
“Ah hum, Mr Collins, please, can I stop you here?”
“Yes, of course Trieste, but why?”
“Well, I have done the ritual and have acquired the chest, which I presume is where I’ll find said Diaries, shouldn’t it be best to read all of those and figure out what this is all about, in my time?”
“Well, I would normally say so, but in this case, it could be rather shocking, I might say.”
“Okay then, so my Mother is a Witch, well Mr Collins, I already knew that. I have Magic which as you well remembered earlier, I acquired in 2003, so all the rest of us. This is nothing new, but I have a feeling that there is more and who is this Manfredo guy?”
“Ah of course, you want to get to the good bits (laughs). Huh, you have realised, I hope, that after reading your Mother’s letter, you know that he is to be your fiancé, correct?”
“Duh, yes! Oh sorry… But Mother’s always said that I had a very special future, and I expect that Manfredo will be part of that correct?”
“Yes, Trieste, definitely…” he nodded. Conversation continued, but for some strange reason my body was there but my conscious-self was somewhere else...
I went into a dream – where his eyes shone at me from his angelic face and I felt as if we melted into each other – then it changed to something dark and I couldn’t see anything immediately around me – just a voice out of the darkness calling me: “Save me Trieste – Save us all – you are our only hope!”
I came to myself just in time, to receive further instructions from Ralph Collins, Lawyer, as to the ritual I had to do by myself, at the main front garden, one minute before midnight on Harvest Moon. Very strange, as he seemed to completely miss the fact that I’ve already done it… He left abruptly and then Enrica appeared to tell me dinner was ready to be served, if I was ready.
I acknowledged and followed her into the dining room... As I did so, one thought formed in my mind vaguely – too many unknowns!
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CHAPTER THREE
Ritual’s Over!
By Trieste
AND, THERE ON my desk near my computer, sat the heavy chest that had appeared. I could barely look at it, let alone open it. Magic had always been a part of my family, and at age 13, when it began to manifest itself within me, I can just say that I was getting better at it all the time. Mother had said it just would, naturally.
Nevertheless, I was so stunned by all the revelations yesterday, that I am unsure of how I accomplished anything. Again, there it is and I’m staring at it when a knock came at the door, followed by the voice of my nursery maid Annabelle. “Lady Trieste, are you up? I felt your distress and I came as soon as... May I come in?”
She has been with me since birth and oddly enough, except for a touch of grey at her temples, she hasn’t changed a bit. Most of her hair is still black, always parted in three, two from each side at the front, connecting to the nape of her neck into one long plait down her back.
Same uniform, typical of the Victorian Maid, black dress, prim collar, cuffs, shoulders and white apron, parlour or mob-cap. To complete her description, a heart-shaped face with black eyes, in a way reminding me of Oriel, my Sister-in-law and wife of my Brother Eduardo, but with a purple tinge to it, very strange!
“Yes, Annabelle, come in?” She came in, closed the door gently, and so quickly, I was in her arms, and she was giving me a hug.
I was still turned facing my desk, which is a bit away from my door, and she was just there – I had to ask, “Annabelle, how did you get to me so fast? Sorry to ask, but after yesterday I’m all jittery!”
“Sorry, sorry Trieste, I – I lost myself for a minute, you are fine, really, after all that happened, I am not surprised…” Staring at me and me at her, she seemed confused. “Huh Trieste, do you want a bath or a shower this morning?”
Okay, not the answer I was expecting. That was strange. Normally, Annabelle is a non-stop talker and on top of that, not answering my query and changing the subject? Wow, things have gone topsy-turvy! I wonder what else was in store until my birthday.
“Hmm… bath please?” I said. “I’ve nowhere to go, so I’ll just relax and have a long soak. Huh, do you mind letting go of me Annabelle, I’m feeling squashed a bit here.”
“Oh sorry, sorry again, I am in a state of distress myself and you are usually not that early a riser. Unless, I presume, you are still on Venice’s time, oh but that does not make sense, is it? Since Italy is two hours ahead of us, here in Scotland.”
I put a hand up to stem her flow, which was back and said to her with a crooked smile “Annabelle, please, stop channelling my distress? Your debit just now, is like 100 miles an hour, sorry but if you don’t slow down, how will I calm down?” Then I smiled.
She had frozen like a statue, but finally she cracked her famous face-wide smile and said “Oh Miss Trieste, I so apologise but you are so flustered I am just reacting (giggle).”
“Really you think? I spoke to Mother a few days ago, everything is fine, except for the fact that I have to cancel my trip, come back here for a stupid re-sit. To have said re-sit messed up by the interruption and finally find out that my Parents have disappeared…”
Inside my body, I was breathing fast – even though external forces were trying to calm me down. I paused, shook my head to clear it and carried on...
“I get to read a weird letter from her, dated 20 years ago, which has now disappeared as well. My Brothers keep repeating themselves in which they reveal nothing that I didn’t already know!”
Strange… it felt as if my heart just stopped beating – what is going on, breathe 2, 3, 4...
“The old Lawyer shows up with papers, tells of instructions 20 years earlier. Nothing he said revealed anything other than how to retrieve that chest last night. On top of that, I can barely recall what happened at the fountain and how I did it. I do have the chest, there it is, he didn’t help and I’m still no smarter in the ‘know’ about where my Parents disappeared to and why?”
During my long-winded speech, Annabelle has fixed my bath water to the correct temperature, helped me out of my clothes, got me a cup of tea, and I find myself soaking in the bath.
She just smiled and told me she would be back in an hour to help me out. I thanked her and she reminded me to ring if I needed anything and quietly left closing the door behind her.
The tea was my favourite, an old family recipe, a so-called special blend, but delicious no less. I had a sip, feeling myself relax with its warmth on the inside as well as the bath water on the outside. I barely noticed that the foam and the bath water were rose-coloured and smelling wonderful. I put my cup down on the wire rack and closed my eyes.
As soon as I did this, things began to replay in my head. So many things since the Tenth of September, Mother’s distress in her voice on the phone, her saying that she missed me terribly and that there was so little time left, which she never explained.
On top of that, arriving back here on the twelfth late at night, everything was dark, but upon the morning of the thirteenth, seeing a lot of my family with dark glasses inside the house, and my Parents mysteriously absent at the breakfast table. Yes indeed, very strange!
I must have fallen asleep in the bath, again wakening up in a panic, sending the wire tray, my cup, and all flying. Each items either landing in the bath or on the floor. Water was everywhere and the strangest of sounds (never heard that in the house before) of cats meowing?
Stupidly enough, I found myself addressing the two cats (one black, one white), who were cowering by the door and in the process of licking each other. I presume, in a futile attempt to dry themselves, but they looked more like drowned rats than dry cats (giggle!).
“Guess what? I had another dream, this time different from the others, which were just repeats. No, no I’m serious; this one was different all right!”
It is as if the cats were listening to me! It was creepy, but I continued with my rant.
“It was light grey outside just before dawn broke, in a clearing in the middle of an unknown forest (which was similar to a horseshoe-shape around me) facing the base of a dark coloured mountain.”
“I looked up and realised it wasn’t near dawn but the shine of the moon which was full. A woman, with her back to me, was crying over something bundled up in her arms.”
“Then suddenly, she puts the bundle down, and I can just see that it is a baby. Continuing to weep, she passed what looks like a stick over the bundle, while she mutters inaudibly and then it disappears, poof just like that!”
“At about the same time, the base of the mountain begins to shimmer and a man comes through it. I get so startled because, could be my imagination, it’s as if he’s staring right through me. Well, cats, that’s where I woke up! Sorry about the splash, but where did you come from?”
Just as I thought they were going to meow, the door knocks, Annabelle is there, I’m still asleep and no signs of my earlier disarray and of course, no cats...
“Annabelle, I had a dream, then I woke up, and I was still in the dream, until you woke me up now. This is getting creepier and unusual, I’ve got to open this chest and read those Diaries!”
“Trieste, my sweet, I believe it would be wiser to wait until Saturday. You know your Mother always said best to do something important, or wear something new, on a Saturday. There is no rush, Saturday will come as soon as, and you will, hopefully, be more restful and…”
“What? I can’t wait that long?”
“Yes, I know dear, but do you think you will understand anything or even comprehend the texts in those Diaries with a frayed state of mind? Let things calm down, you have no need to return to the dreaded College yes?”
“Ah yes, done and dusted,” and I moved my hands in the gesture of – it was over with – to increase my point. “Fine, you cannot go back on that trip just now, surely?”
“Again, yes, done and dusted, on the shelf for now.”
“And about Miss Karo MacAdam? Do you really need to contact her just this week?”
“Huh, nope, too soon! I felt something strange from her that day when I got up to College, so later, much later.” I also wondered as to how Annabelle would know of my encounter with Karo… I had not told anyone of this… uncanny...
“Well then, why don’t I get you out of the bath, dry and set your hair, then yougrab a breakfast sandwich and head out for a ride then, how’s that sound?”
It is a strange thing with Annabelle, she goes from a full formal kind of English, and then it slips into modern English. I wondered why, but decided not to press it. “Oh Annabelle, that sounds just about perfect!”
We did all of that and I ran outside to the stables, found Serena, my Spotted Saddle Horse. Imported from the Americas, she is black and white; even though she is part of a new breed, I’ve already owned her for two years.
Of course, I had a green apple in my hand ready for her, and that made her lift her head in my direction kind of quick, when she caught the smell.
I fixed her up, like usual, and off we went down the back trails. She and I were as one, and we ran full-throttle, cantered, walked, and stopped by the stream. We enjoyed our time together so much, I only realised how late it was and how long we’ve been out here, when I noticed the sun was lower in the sky.
We decided to get back, and just in time as I was approaching the stables, I saw Enrico, our butler on the path from the house to the stables. I just put Serena to a full run and stopped almost on top of him.
“Miss Trieste, did you enjoy your time with Serena?”
“Oh yes Enrico, I did indeed! But there’s just been too much I’m retreating to my bedroom for a while, if anyone needs me, I’ll be there...” I said aloud… enough for all to hear. “I don’t want to be disturbed so please? If I’m not left alone, I am returning to my Sabbath trip just-like-that (and I clicked my fingers), thank you!”
He only smiled briefly – “Very well Miss!” he made an about-face and left.
I dismounted from Serena and returned her to the stables, cleaned her and myself up. While I did this, I casually began speaking to her. “Oh if only you could speak and let me know what’s going on Serena...” I just shook my head, kissed her on the nose, and made my way back to the house.
Once there, seeing that no one was around, I casually strolled upstairs and practically flew at top speed to my room, closed the door and locked it. Threw myself on the bed and stared at the canopy, just daydreaming and rehashing things that had happened in the few hours since I had been back. What popped into my head just then, were the words of my friend’s Karo – the ones I had written in my 2004 Diary?
“Many truths would be lies and many lies would be truths!” she had said. Moreover, to this day, I wonder about their meaning.
I still don’t remember anyone in my family wearing glasses. I know I said they did, and frequently as when they ventured outside. However, since my return they seemed to have them glued to their faces... To top this off, I’m getting to move at more than average speeds when I want to get somewhere quickly... I presumed that I am just more aware of things now but still it is strange.
Something is different about the whole house... I can’t put my finger on it much, but there are too many people, but does that have to do with our Parents’ disappearance? I can’t get it, just uncanny.
Next, it’s the attitude they have – they are talking to me, but no one is telling me anything new. RC Lawyer is even more cryptic and while he was, supposedly saying important things I just zoned out and dreamt of Uncle Manny!!!
This happens a lot and I don’t know why. I guess I’ll deal with it later and here with my head full of him, I fell asleep...
Θ Θ Θ
Birds Of A Feather –
Don’t Always Stick Together
AFTER SPENDING A few sleepless nights, reading Collins’ papers, what he called the Family File, I found a particular segment that sounded unusual. It stated that I was to begin a kind of home schooling on what I was going to become (weird!) precisely on the 1 October 2010. I needed to prepare for my conversion from a plain Witch to something else (yes, Ralph Collins was that vague).
I always knew that I was part of a large family. There were my Parents, of course, then I had six Brothers, I was the youngest and the only girl.
The situation that was bugging me was, the fact that very few of them were ever all in the same place at the same time. Since coming back on Monday from the College, the house was filling up and every hour since, I recognised fewer people.
My head was swimming in a creeping fog, I felt least like myself! Holidays that normal people celebrated all around the world – according to the calendar at school – there were a lot of them, but mine were never celebrated at home, we were always going somewhere.
We were a tightly knit family – we kept ourselves to ourselves – but birds of a feather don’t always stick together...
We have houses and estates all over Europe. I knew of a few offhand, the others I had found from Ralph Collins’ files.
Let’s see what comes back to mind – Maison Chanterelle; La Mouète, in Northern France, I think... Somewhere in Kent; West Calder (near Edinburgh) and another place in the South of France and finally the only other one that comes to mind but I can’t remember the names, somewhere in Wales.
Therefore, we were not often all reunited together and now there was a deluge of people. Names sounded familiar; however, faces did not match my recollections, most of the time.
I was getting worried by the minute... I also had a vague recollection in the back of my mind about Wars and people trying to destroy us. The only thing that stuck was that if, these people were back, my Parents would not be the only ones to disappear, others would as well.
The last straw was not to believe anything that was said, not to trust anyone – and frankly take in everything they said but not take anything for granted.
I had, somehow, to protect myself! I had spent more time with as little people as possible – except for the years I had been overseas into a private finishing kind of school from the time I had been 11 to 16 of course! Reasonably speaking, I heard more about what my family went through than actually get to experience it.
Now, I had to begin a conversion into something that no one would define clearly to me, shortly after the end of September. Now, it looked as either it would be postponed or I would be doing it alone. I was just plain – utterly – exhausted...
I decided to take a nap again; I just threw myself on my bed and promptly fell asleep. Unfortunately, none of the sleep episodes I experienced were restful or quiet. As soon as I would be in REM sleep, I would have nightmares. Nevertheless, this time, I ended up with a dream that WOULD help!
Someone in the shadows told me I would remember everything and would need to write it down upon waking. Who appeared in the vision/dream were two men? They didn’t speak to me... I was observing their conversation.
I knew one, slightly – Ralph Collins and the other that was with him, he called him – George Charles Davenport. On a sheet of paper on his desk, I found his Title, Lawyer, and XII Baron Davenport. This is what I heard and wrote upon waking.
“The WynderMyre Family as they were, in 1990, just before the birth of The Lady Trieste WynderMyre. These are the dates they want – the same rules apply, just carry on as I read it.”
This had been spoken by Ralph Collins. He carried on with the speech – the other man, Davenport, just nodded. In addition, I found myself holding the parchments so I read for myself.
Abramo WynderMyre, Fiftieth Earl WynderMyre, Marquess MesaByrd, Lord WynderMyre, 58 (24 August 1932), Head of the Family, married to Countess Ariadne (née BirkeLand); Founder of Themis Law Offices – a full service Law office situated in Carrbridge, Scotland.
Okay... This didn’t make sense – my father is a Grand Duke... However, it’s a dream or was it? I continued to read...
Ariadne (Honourable) BirkeLand, Countess WynderMyre, 48 (13 September 1942), Spouse of Abramo and Mother of six children, (married 23 September 1960); Owner of Brigantia’s Little Big Shoppe – Herbal Medicines and Others – A Magical company situated in Carrbridge, Scotland.
Whoa! Papa, 58 years old and Mother a full ten years younger. Weird or what? Apparently, these are the facts they wanted... Aye, right!
Santonio WynderMyre, Viscount MesaByrd, eldest of the WynderMyre children, 28 (30 June 1962), married to Maribelle (née Audibert); Restaurateur and Hotelier of La Mouète in Camaret-sur-Mer, France.
Maribelle (née Audibert), Viscountess of MesaByrd, 24 (3 September 1966), Spouse of Santonio (22 November 1986), Earth Element; same as her husband.
Grégario WynderMyre, The Lord, second son, 23 (31 January 1967), married to Orane (née LeChat), Air Element; Winery Estate in the North of France at Maison Chanterelle.
Orane (née LeChat), The Lady WynderMyre; 23 (3 April 1967), Spouse of Grégario (25 April 1987), Fire Element; same as her husband.
Massimo MesaByrd, The Lord, third son, 22 (31 August 1968), married to Amarante (née Mantovani), Earth Element; Byrd/Wynder Wines Estate owner at Cascades House in Chatham, Kent, England.
Amarante (née Mantovani), The Lady MesaByrd, 22 (1 November 1968), Spouse of Massimo (5 November 1988), Water Element; same as her husband.
Beltrano WynderMyre, The Lord, fourth son, 21 (31 March 1969), married to Shari (née Piriquito), Fire Element; Owner of Àrsaidh House, where a special Scotch whisky is made, also part owner of Blacken Lens.
Shari (née Piriquito), The Lady WynderMyre, 21 (7 June 1969), Spouse of Beltrano (26 June 1989), Air Element; Owner, as above, but not of second company.
Eduardo WynderMyre, The Lord, fifth son, 20 (31 October 1970), married to Oriel (née Galster), Water Element; Co-Owner of Wild Horses Estate in West Calder, Doctor of Medicine etc.
Oriel (née Galster), The Lady WynderMyre, 20 (3 December 1970), Spouse of Eduardo (8 December 1990), Fire Element; Co-Owner of Wild Horses Estate, Veterinarian and Midwife.
Carlo WynderMyre, The Lord, sixth and youngest son, 19 (31 May 1971), married to Rochelle (née Liddesdale), Air Element; Co-Owner of Wild Horses Estate in West Calder, Doctor of Medicine, etc.
Rochelle (née Liddesdale), The Lady WynderMyre, 19 (20 August 1971), Spouse of Carlo (25 August 1991), Fire Element; Co-Owner of Wild Horses Estate in West Calder, Veterinarian and Midwife.
Signed and sealed this day – 25 September 1990 in the presence of George Charles Davenport, Lawyer, Ralph Collins, WynderMyre’s Family Lawyer and witnessed by Lady Sabrina Hart (his personal secretary).
“I sincerely hope that you – Davenport – will guard these with your life as usual. This cannot fall into anyone’s hands other than ourselves.”
“I will make certain of that Collins, in the vault and then the safe!”
Then the vision changed to ethereal twins (boy and girl) Rhon and Rhan – the Evil Fates talking about us:
WynderMyre Household: Trieste is the youngest and only daughter of seven children. Her Parents need to be removed and rather quickly – Harvest Moon or Ariadne’s birthday would be the best time.
She is now nineteen-years-old and her powers are increasing exponentially and will get at their peak on her twentieth birthday and as her conversion take place to full Living-Vampire.
The remainder of her siblings’ maybe older but are just as powerful. Therefore, we will have to incarcerate as many as possible. In addition, other important people who are with her constantly from her Grand-Mother to her Guardians surround her and in particular, the one we should use as a pawn – Earl of HowlinWynd – we will have to brainwash him to help us achieve our goal.
I wish we knew where the three most powerful groups are – in hiding no doubt – but well hidden as we have been unable to locate any of them – these being: The Blood Regents – The Four Corners and The Amazons.
The Original Blood Regents – excuse the pun – makes my blood boil – as they incarcerated us the first time around – but they did not burn our essence. We were reborn and they captured us in the 1850s.
Third time around, we will have to eliminate her for the last time, followed by the rest of them and create our own race – I want to live forever!
The scene changes quickly from outside the Manor (MerryWynde) which is covered in a thick blanket of fog – to my Parents’ bedroom and I notice that the fireplace is... a Portal?
The Portal/Fireplace shimmered and the Evil Fates appeared within the grate unable to break the Magic barrier and unable to enter the bedroom.
They found one spell that finally worked – the water vortex – since this was a known emergency exit spell it had not been protected – and my Parents were transported through it without ever waking up.
Another change of scene – and we find ourselves in the Vault underneath the Elementhal Castle (a room next to the Crypt – uttered by the female twin).
My Parents are separated and put into what looks like vertical clear coffins in the wall of the Vault. Hastily, they wrote a letter in Ariadne’s handwriting, put the name “The Lady Trieste WynderMyre” and sends it off to the Manor. Finally, I find myself outside of it once again and the fog clears!
Therefore, this is how my Parents disappeared from the house without any of them, including me, noticing their leaving.
The other Portals: I’m suddenly finding myself near a strange Castle in a country I have no idea where. I see the same fog surrounding it and coming close to it on a horse, is none other than Uncle Manny.
At this moment, I wished I could have screamed at him to look behind him and not enter the Castle – but not possible – this was a dream after all – and he was, taken along with Baron Danski Larsen. It then shifts quickly again, managing to breach, too easily, a few places that were not protected or didn’t have portals, a total blur…
Then laughter at the fact that they have taken every male sibling – no wives were found and too many unknowns were present to ease the deciphering of them all. As soon as it had begun, the dream ends there abruptly…
Θ Θ Θ
In my mind, a name came to me – someone who would know exactly who had been taken – sadly she suffered the same fate – but somehow, I knew that in order to defeat them she had to be rescued first... Janelle! Moreover, a battle of words flooded my mind... “Never mind Janelle... Someone WILL come to help you... Never mind Janelle...”
Janelle??? I had no idea who she was – her name was not on the long list. Fine! I felt like screaming to whoever it was: “Make up your mind people...” I guess its best to ignore Janelle (for now) I had to write down the names of the people I knew, seemingly stuck in water or air, flowing bodies but unable to move. Familiar faces screaming and asking me to find a way to release them. Finally, this girl telling me that I had to get an ally. I can only assume that she could be Janelle, besides all that I had seen, she was the only other female in the place.
How was I going to be able to get an ally? Well, yes, I was a Witch by birth, I presume that I could whip up one with a spell and get help from that someone, but whom was I supposed to choose? Who out in my nightmares would be the one to become such a person? Did it mean that my nights were more real than my days?
I feared that all these people around me, just the now, were just impostors. I had a sense of losing myself, – as if I was atoned to find myself stuck in suspension like these bodies that I saw in my sleep.
Θ Θ Θ
I woke up feeling absolutely, non-refreshed – something was odd – I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I had a feeling of dread. I had to get some fresh air. Walking towards the desk, I glance outside through the balcony doors, and gaze in amazement at the sunshine and just as I was going to step out, I heard a knock at my door.
Quickly, I shoved the papers, folder and all in the drawer, but turned around to come face-to-face with my two (younger) Brothers Carlo and Eduardo, right there behind me. It’s a good thing they kept a bit of a distance; otherwise, the two trays in their hands would have gone up flying, as they gave me such a fright.
I decided to continue the charade – well I say this because nothing around me felt the same as it had always done – so this is how things went with my so-called Brothers.
“Wow Twinnies, how did you get here so fast and I’ve never heard even the door opening?”
“Aye right, sorry Sis, but Eduardo and I figured you were in need of refreshments.”
“I see you haven’t changed Sis, calling us the Twinnies still, hey Carlo?”
“Well you know you two, look like twins... What can I say, both five foot eight inches, black haired in the same style, you haven’t changed since I can remember and always with the sun glasses. Also, the latest styles off the rack, pretty much dressed the same, jeans, white polo shirts, you look the mirror of each other.”
“Okay, what on Earth are you doing here? Sorry, that’s obvious, you’ve read my mind, so in order to calm my fluttering heart, shall we have this delicious feast on the balcony?”
Carlo moved again so fast, he was a blur and had the coffee tray out of his hands and down on the bed. Then, he was arranging the table and chair sets on my balcony, covered by Eduardo with a tablecloth, cutlery, the lot!
Then blurring again, both of them, the trays were deposited and everything served. Granted, this did not help my heart and nerves and that what happened afterwards I just don’t know since I fainted.
Θ Θ Θ
I woke up on my bed starring at the Twinnies, taking care of me with a facecloth and Eduardo trying to get my head off the pillow to get me to drink what looked like Cranberry Juice. Carlo was the first one to speak: “Eduardo, I think it’s about time that we proffer our assistance to our little Sis here, to get her help with this mess our Parents left us in, and frankly just spill the beans, hey?”
“Yes, Carlo I entirely agree, we have to spill the beans and take what-have-you punishment from Santonio and the others later... much later LOL!”
“Okay, you twos what’s going on? What on earth are you talking about?”
“Trieste, come on, up you get, sit up and drink this, and please try to drink it in one go, it’s just 5 ounces and it’s best drank warm, trust me on that!”
“Okay Carlo, help me up Eduardo, I still feel floppy.”
“No problem Sis, there you go, take it slow, don’t want you to faint again with me going 100 mph. Now drink up, and Carlo can get talking while you slurp hey?”
“Well, I’d rather not, in case I end up choking with beans-spilling, I’ll just drink and then we can move to the balcony and chat. I’m very – very curious now.”
I drank and was surprised to find out it wasn’t Cranberry Juice, but it was warm and luscious down my throat and I felt my strength Magically returning, along with a subtle taste of wine and beef broth. I just sighed after finishing the last drop and the Twinnies, just laughed their heads off.
“Okay what did I just drank, Twinnies?”
“Well!” They said together. “No, you go ahead Carlo after all it was your idea.”
“Oh really, ah! Okay, okay, haven’t you noticed some strange things lately Trieste? Like since about you were 13 years old and you made the chalk and duster disappeared from the teacher’s hands in your class. Mother and Father had to come to your high school to explain what had happened, remember that?”
“Well, yes I do, but then they told me that it was because Mother was a Witch and that my powers were just beginning to creep in. Simple as that! I was surprised, very much so, but looking at the twos of you, I have a feeling that there’s more to this situation then us being Witches and Wizards. As per the books that lady wrote a few years ago and all the films…”
“Slow down Trieste, you need to wait for this stuff to make its way and you’re not helping by debiting this fast. Come on let’s go on the balcony, coffee’s getting cold and I know Eduardo and you, plus me, all hate that, come on?”
“Carlo, come on as well, now that we are seated.” I had never noticed or felt myself get up and walked to the balcony that was strange. “You both mentioned that you were going to spill the beans, so spill already?”
This part is going to be difficult a bit to explain to you, because my two younger Brothers, the Twinnies as I call them, have the strangest idea of both talking one after the other. Therefore, I’ll keep it simple by just letting them go on, usually the pattern is like this: if Eduardo begins, Carlo finishes, and vice-versa, you get the idea then, let’s get to this bit, because I’m all for finding out.
“Okay Carlo, you go first.”
“Thank you Trieste. Now, one lump or two for your coffee?”
“Ah two this time.” I replied. “There you go, then (Eduardo) cake Sis, chocolate coffee cake your favourite, one slice, got to take it slowly.”
The cake and coffee were delicious and I just waved my fork for them to continue. Eduardo did this time.
“Sis, there is much more than Magic and Witchcraft in our family. There’s a world of knowledge that will be opening to you on your birthday this year.”
Carlo took over, here. “A very special birthday, which occurs to all of us once we’ve reached our twentieth birthday…”
“But Twinnies, you haven’t answered my question, about what did I just drank?”
Eduardo took over this time: “Well, Sis, we have to explain the other things before we get to that, so patience...”
Carlo: “is required, where was I? Ah yes, our Twentieth birthday... we find, through dreams, where to go to reach our beloved, the one that will share our lives forever.”
At this point, I put my hand up to tell them about the dreams I’d been having.
“Twinnies, I have been having dreams, strange ones the most recent on the Thirteenth, that morning I had to return to College. The same morning our Parents went missing, and I swear to you both, it had nothing to do with my future Husband, Boyfriend, whatever?”
Carlo: “Oh really? Nightmares, kind of thing, then? Oh well, I think those can wait”, as he saw I was about to open my mouth to retort. “Nope not now Sis! We need to tell you about all of this before you finish that file from Collins and especially...”
Eduardo: “before the next moon phases and finally to open Mom’s Diaries, hey? Yes, we know about that. Now it’s up to you, would you like to finish the files or hear our story?”
“Well, I would much prefer hearing your story, and finishing the files later on tonight in bed, I’m way too curious, so please carry on?”
Carlo: “Well here goes (deep breath), on our birthday, the Twentieth one, we discover that we have to get to a certain place in the world. It is different for each of us, and there we meet our life-partner. Once we have that meeting...”
Eduardo took over: “We have another quite amazing encounter, the Fates, collectively known that way but their names are Rhan – the female and Rhon – the male. Moreover, as what you think of us, but they are real twins and more Magical than the Ora-Cles. Which frequently, you heard Mom talking about this, since your thirteenth birthday.”
Back to Carlo, neither gave me time to reply, I guess they really want to get it all out, so let’s see what’s coming from him.
“Yes, very nice Eduardo, but that’s boring. Trieste, brace yourself…” At this point, he grabbed my hands in his and (I hadn’t notice) stared me in the eyes, and realised he too, as everyone else, had purple eyes. Was I the only one with grey eyes? Then, I just went calm all-over. (Sigh). “Trieste, we become fully fledged Living-Vampires.”
“What?” as I jumped back and tried to pull my hands out of his, “You’re serious? Therefore, what you had me drink was… was… was blood?”
Eduardo took over: “Trieste, don’t be so alarmed, you’ve been drinking the stuff since you were born. It has been mixed into our food forever; we diluted that glass with wine. No different from your favourite orange juice, that you usually just down in one shot. Every morning at breakfast, hey, and throughout the day?”
“But, but, why? How? What are you two, saying? I’m surprised, yes, but at the same time, oh I just don’t know, that would explain all that has been happening recently then. Those dreams, our Parents’ disappearance the other day, their regular absences for those… three… days… every… months, oh my Goddess! Boys, that’s what it means. All of you going hunting, but never coming back with carcasses, except on certain occasions, oh my word I just have so many questions…”
Carlo & Eduardo: “Shush, hush, hush, Trieste!”
Carlo continued: “Calm down dear, oh my I sound like that guy on television for those insurance ads aha! Yes, we can imagine you have, but one thing at a time.”
“I think that the most pressing would be the one about our Parents’ disappearance and this guy showing up, what’s his name, Manfredo…”
“Gosh, I was hoping I’d get to know what was up with him (giggles). Oh, but that means, oh no really? It can’t be… Manfredo is my life-partner??? Tell me, please, because I felt something the day I came back to the house, he opened the door and I sort of felt lost in his eyes… that… was… him…”
“Yes, Trieste he is, you felt it didn’t you? A kind of powerful feeling isn’t it?” said Eduardo. He carried on.
“It’s heady, but at the same time, you do realise why it wasn’t such a surprise for you to drink the blood and wine, just the now, you found nothing different from usual? Although, wine is not something you drink too regularly, so that was probably a bit strange, but…”
Carlo carried on: “You have nothing to fear, those are our brother’s Wynder Wine, his best year was 2000 down in Chatham, and that is, his special reserve.”
That finally explains so many things that I just didn’t know. In the meantime, the cake had disappeared down our throats – Vampires eating, now that’s a first but I was sure I was going to get the whole scoop on that – so I didn’t press, so the coffee and the Sun were going down already, clouds were building up, the shine wasn’t going to last the day.
Carlo began again: “So, any fainting spell (excuse the pun) on the way, Sis?”
“Nope, I’ve never felt better Bro.”
“By the way, you were reading that Collins file. You want to finish the remainder and we can fill in the blanks, but I would impress... We would impress on you not to tell anyone, not even Annabelle (which they smiled widely at her name), your Nurse Maid...”
Eduardo jumped in – “Ah but what you don’t know, yet, about Annabelle, will shock you! But more on that later, just promise us that you won’t speak of our little tête-à-tête to anyone…”
Just at this point, something very strange occurred – I heard my Brothers’ voice at the same time – Inside My Head!!! – “Someone’s coming to the door of your room, Trieste, shush and act normal, just like we’re enjoying coffee and cake, aha which we were, hush!”
Two ticks later, said knock came at the door. I whispered to them, “You will have to tell me about this…” pointing to them both, and I went to the door.
“Annabelle, how nice to see you, coming to pick up the trays and clean up the mess we’ve made – maybe?”
“Ah Trieste, you have read my mind,” she said. “That’s an understatement,” I whispered.
“It was a long time that I hadn’t heard a call from you and when I went to the kitchen to bring you a tray, I was told that your Brothers had already done so. Therefore, I permitted myself to come up and see.”
Carlo just exclaimed, “Ah Grand-Ma, uh I mean Annabelle.” Nevertheless, that was it, I’m afraid, the cat was out of the bag.
“Master Carlo, how could you?” Then, she looked at me, looked at them, and figured that it was probably time to get in on the party line as they say on the internet (giggles). She came to sit at the table, something I had never seen her do before, but before she was my Nanny only!
“Drop the Master business Grand-Ma, she heard, surprisingly well. I’m afraid that the legends were true as her being the Destiny One!”
“Carlo, honestly, do you think that she should know all of this, and without it coming from your Parents, the Ora-Cles or the Fates, example… on her own?”
“Ah no, not you too Annabelle, err Grand-Ma, this is confusing. What’s going on again, that I don’t know?”
“Well my sweet Trieste, I have been your Nanny or Nursery Maid since you were born... and yes, I’m sheepishly grinning here. Since your Brothers decided to spill the beans…”
Eduardo jumped in “Yes, Grand-Ma, we know, it was needed – now come on, you can say yourself… that you have been tempted ever since our Parents disappeared... Huh, now come on Grand-Ma... Please do not give me that look; I’m one of your favourite Grand-Child. I know you have been chomping-at-the-bits to let her know all that we are, thanks to Father’s family, hey?”
Annabelle, or I mean Grandma, rather rummage this through her head, you could hear the cogs going. Then, after taking a deep breath, she spoke (all this while staring me in the eyes).
“Well, yes of course, I have been! You know that, both of you, Carlo and Eduardo, and no you are just one of my favourites, not the favourite, you’ve always been too naughty. Don’t you remember that I was always the one to tell you to leave the bunnies alone?”
She said this wagging a finger at Eduardo and I swear sparkles flew off her finger. That was strange!
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Magic And Witchcraft –
Well I Knew About That
ALL THIS TIME, conversations were going in and around me. I was recirculating the things that had been said. Having known my Brothers since I had been born, the one thing that did not come to mind, from being told that we were, or I was going to become a Vampire, strangely did not frighten me since they had always been normal guys. Therefore, it had been the remainder of my family, plus apparently, even some servants, now go figure, that was surprising!!!
Overall, it did make sense while having parties or special events celebrated in the house (nearly every month mind you!), they would have a hasty departure for three nights a month, always around the full moon time. I always thought it was some kind of Witchcraft ritual since I knew we were Witches and Wizards, Sorcerers well you get the point.
I assume that by now I had my usual spaced-out look, since I was recalled to the present by a loud finger snap right in my face. “Hey Sis, are you home?”
“Yes, huh yes Carlo, I was just rummaging all that through my head, you have to admit it is a lot to take in. Overall it makes loads of sense.”
“No Grand-Ma, I’m okay really. I would have hated to find about all of that just on my birthday. Now, really I’ll have more time to learn the proper things and, I’m sure, some surprises still to come hey?” (The Nanny WAS my Grand-Mother!!! I decided there and then to play along – everything else had felt wrong from the time of my recovery...)
“Of course, Sweet Trieste, it is a lot to take in, but I just shudder to think what Santonio, or even the staunch Collins, will think of these revelations today. It is a good thing I admit, that they are out in various places, just now. San and Maribelle are at the offices of your Father to rearrange the schedules there.”
“The staff, at Brigantia’s, is handling things but we know that they will close earlier today, than usual. I am positive Rulisia has things under control. I heard she called and said no bother, she would keep things going but till 3 pm instead of the normal Wednesday closing time of 6 pm.”
“Okay, so now, wasn’t Massimo and the others to arrive sometime yesterday I thought I heard? Beltrano, that’s next week. Rochelle and Oriel, where are they?”
Carlo and Eduardo answered that together (nothing new there): “In the forest riding of course.”
“Okay, so we have a bit more time to discuss things, I have nowhere in particular to be, nope, I’m not resuming my trip now. I’ll cancel everything before the end of the week, promised Grand-Ma.”
“How about if, since ye know more than thee, carry on exploring the Family File. You three, if you please, can fill in the blanks – usually stares that make my face go blank LOL, so please? Any takers?”
“That would make things rather easy for me your one and only little Sis. Who apparently will save the world or something along those lines? Oh my, I feel heady and giddy.”
“I guess we need coffee refill, then, since I’m thinking of it. I’ll go get it, sit Grand-Ma, I got it!”
Just like that, Carlo was off the balcony, out the door and back with a fresh pot, in the time it took me to get my butt off my chair and retrieve the file from my desk’s drawer.
I jumped out of my skin, once again, as he came back. Exclaiming… “Bro! I’ll never get used to that! You’ve got to explain that to me, as to how you’ve never done that in front of me before.”
“Oh okay, wait a minute, you weren’t supposed to tell me, so you acted Human then LOL! Makes sense! Actually, I must say that you seem to be loads faster than those in that film.”
“Well, Trieste, Carlo, myself and the rest of the family, we are the true Vampires, and we are descendants from the Prince and Queen of our Father’s Planet, so that makes us a wee bit superior in everything.”
“Planet, what? We’re not originally from here?”
“Oh Trieste, the things you’ll discover! As your Grand-Mother, I think it will be my job to explain that, but saying this… I expect that Ariadne, I mean, your Mother and yes my Daughter, will have covered that in her Diaries.”
“But Grand-Ma, that’s not until next full moon on the Eighth…”
“Ah Trieste, some things are best to find out later, as your brother Santonio was hoping and had been told by your Parents. Anyway, you wanted answers; we’re here to give them. Who have you read on and who was next, Trieste?”
“Hum… let me see, just prior to you all arriving, I had finished reading Massimo and Amarante’s file. I was up to Beltrano and Shari. Aren’t they in Mexico just now, and are supposed to arrive next week?”
“Ah yes Sis, they have been stuck there since April. They had planned to be there for a month and then fly back home to Campbeltown. They had mentioned that they were planning to have a stopover in Carrbridge to see everyone beforehand. But with this situation, they will be stopping probably for longer. I have found out this morning, by the way, sorry did not speak of this to anyone yet, but their children will be closing up and come down to meet them here next week.”
“Ah thank you for letting us know that Ed. So, shall I open the file to them? Since now you’ve mentioned children, Eduardo, I’m more curious than ever.”
“By all means Sis, go ahead!”
“Okay, here we are – Beltrano, Shari and children. Goddess me, more nieces, and nephews, I’m losing count now, aha!”
Beltrano and Shari were both born in Valverde, Fundão, Portugal. They have had three children: two sons, and one daughter. For some reason and a few years after the children were born, they’ve moved to Campbeltown, Ardersier, Scotland, purchased lands, and established their home in Carse Wood.
There they have a house for themselves and their children, along with a restaurant and a very small distillery for a very special Scotch Whisky.
They do distribute the Byrd/Wynder wines as well, for the weddings and anniversaries and other special events.
They do have a very particular clientèle and can never keep up with production for the Whisky. This clientèle, they have established for several years and now that the children are grown up, they can do what they love best, travel around the world.
The children are Orlando, the eldest Son, who was followed by Julio and finally they had a Daughter, Chaffey, named after her Maternal-Grand-Mother.
The Estate is called Piriquito in honour of Shari (her maiden name) and her family of special Witches – the Bruxas – which were known to be extremely powerful.
Oh, oh, but there is an extra sheet which is entitled Orlando’s Business – Blacken Lens – up in Campbeltown as well! All three stared at me at that point and Grand-Ma gestured for me to continue. Blacken Lens? I wonder what that is all about.
“Well, what is in the file, anything else, Trieste?” Carlo inquired. “Huh let me see… ah yes, there it is, huh okay!” I read quickly to the part needed.
“Blacken Lens came about at approximately the same time that the technology for prescription sunglasses came about… Oh wait, would that mean like the ones that goes from transparent, when indoor, to dark-like sunglasses when outdoors?”
Grand-Ma cocked her head sideways, closed her eyes for like two seconds and then said, “Ah, the word you’re searching for Trieste is either photo-chromatic or something along those lines.”
“Yes, I had forgotten about our special windows, they’ve just been there all this time, but they protect us – of course we can take the sun’s rays, but in minimum and not maximum. You’ll know about that, if I can get the Quarters to work for me this weekend…”
“Ah Trieste if you were to know all, which obviously Collins seems to have taken out many pages of this document, on purpose!”
“Why would he have done that Grand-Ma?” Carlo ever so inquisitive asked.
She replied, “Well, it was certain that he was following the mandate from your Parents, that Trieste here is to find out everything from the Diaries...”
Really, these Diaries were beginning to burn a hole in my brain, I’m really not sure I can wait that long to find out…
“Trieste, you’ve got to understand that we have a very long history and mysterious as well, our secrecy...”
“The one and only rule to keep at all cost!!!” said the Twinnies, cutting off Grand-Ma; she carried on as if they hadn’t interrupted her flow.
“Yes, the secrecy is that important. In a few days, well, by Saturday actually, it will be the moon’s first quarter and you will be able to retrieve The Book. The Family’s history and of course, the rules.”
“Oh Grand-Ma, you make it sound fascinating, I can’t wait!”
“Anything else in the file about Beltrano and his brood?” she said. “Nope that’s it, less than the others, I wonder why? I guess I’ll find out more later. So let’s carry on with the Twinnies, shall we Grand-Ma?” She just laughed at that, but my two Brothers cringed.
I was just about to retrieve the particular pile for them, when Carlo cut-off my speech and yelled from his mind.
“Someone is coming! Grand-Ma, do something quick!”
With a snap of her fingers, the papers were back in the folder, it disappeared. I assumed, back into my drawer, since the key showed up in my hand. The trays disappeared as well, replaced by a fresh pot of coffee, cups, saucers, milk and sugar and of course, Tea Biscuits, with coffee right, we’re a weird one – family that is!!!
This happened so quickly, it actually takes me longer to say it (giggles). But in the next breath, the knock was at my door, and I got up to answer it, calling out: “Who is it?” as I walked to the door.
Although, I had a feeling that Santonio was going to be there and answer me back. Well, well, what do you know, it was him.
“Hey Sis, are you feeling any better? You have been cooped up in here since what Monday? You have had all your meals in your room. Come on, Sis, it is not so bad, great things are coming your way you just have to get out stretch your legs and/or go riding or something? Your Sisters-in-law are just back from doing that, and...”
“Shush Bro; I’ve already been out riding yesterday. You’ve missed it, since you came back late last night and you were out the door this morning, before I even came down to order breakfast. I’m really not in the mood for riding today, but perhaps (I glanced back behind me at the others on the balcony) I’ll go for a swim later?”
“Ah that sounds nice Trieste. I will make sure that the swimming pool conservatory is opened, as I must admit, it had been locked and the pool closed as you were supposed to be on your year of discovery. Which, talking about discoveries, have you made any yet?”
“No, dear Brother. I had read our Parents’ instructions, especially Mom’s incorrectly and even though I have retrieved the chest with her Diaries, I cannot open them up until next month.”
Behind me came a giggle... Everyone had been so silent it was like no one was there, really, but knowing what I know now, I wasn’t surprised, but San picked up on it.
“Who is with you Trieste?” Although I felt that he knew that already but since everyone acted so strangely, I played along...
“Err… well, Annabelle brought my afternoon tray, and Carl and Ed came by to ask me about my ride on Serena yesterday. As they had been running errands for you and Maribelle then, and they just wanted to know if I fell flat on my back, apparently something I often did when I was younger (giggles).”
Suddenly, the door opened and I was pushed back... Santonio took over the situation, right there and then. “Annabelle would you please clear out and you two, stay put please?”
Grand-Ma reverted to her role (as she was to before) and said “Yes Sir.” Picked-up the tray, reverted to the Human/secret charade of walking with a normal Human pace to the door, and went out. I must admit that glancing at the Twinnies; it was as if they were shaking in their boots.
In fact, they were ever so quick to replace the sunglasses, back onto their faces. I wondered if through eye-staring, my family, and then again, strange to say, most Vampires can do the same? On the other hand, it could be a Witch thing. Oh, I just don’t know and all this waiting is getting on my wee nerves…
But it just wouldn’t go away… And more and more firmly, I’m beginning to believe will all the secrets, I had discovered today, that eye contact from any of my relatives, revealed more than wanted by any parties. I prayed to the Goddess that I was not feeble to this little trick yet or phew not at all!
Even though my Brothers had not revealed this thing with the glasses to me yet, I now understood a little more the constant wearing of them. Actually, it was a necessity to cover-up certain things that were to remain secret and not necessarily to hide the fact that all of them have purple eye colour.
Oh, wait a mini-minute – could it also mean that their eyes, Vampire eyes, are extra sensitive maybe? Alternatively, it could be that they change colour with how hungry they are. Similar to that story I’ve read, gosh I wonder!
With the exception being me, of course, I presumed that they were going to lose their grey colour, later on my birthday. Santonio just waited until Annabelle had left the room and then sat down at the vacated chair.
Asked the Twinnies, if really they had just asked about my ride with Serena. As usual, they answered in unison, so much so I was beginning to wonder if they were twins. Somehow, I didn’t think so, but I guess I’ll find more, later.
“No San, no different from what she told you. Serena is...” (Eduardo let Carlo continue here).
“Difficult at the best of times, well with any of us anyway, but no Trieste had a lovely time. As when we heard you coming, we were about to leave, exactly like you talked about, go check the pool situation. Since, it so lovely and Eduardo had suggested it.”
“Ah really, great mind thinks alike then… Okay, off you go you two, I need to speak to Trieste alone, and please go check that the pool be made ready that, will save me a detour down by the back.”
Carlo and Eduardo left, passing me, they both planted a kiss on each cheek (remember I mentioned that I was spoiled rotten – ah!) and acknowledged Santonio with a head nod.
“So Trieste, anything you have to tell me?”
“No San, but what do you want me to tell you? I’m still no any closer to finding out what happened to Mom and Dad, really!”
“Did Collins not bring you a file folder for your perusal?”
“Ah yes, yes he did. I’ve read a part of it, but I had to put it away when Annabelle came in (gosh I bit my lip quick I almost said Grand-Ma). Then the Twinnies showed up after realising that, from the kitchen staff, I was in my room. Finally, that Annabelle had brought me a tray with coffee, they just followed her, I guess.”
“So, then no one saw you reading that file?”
“No San, no one… and while we are on that subject, there’s really not much in that, well okay, I have Nieces and Nephews I didn’t know of. You and Maribelle have three Sons, and I’m just assuming here, so correct me if I’m wrong Brother, but you divide your time between here and La Mouète’s Estate in France somewhere. And that my Nephews are looking after it, when you and Maribelle are here, correct?”
“Yes, Trieste, that more or so covers it. How do you feel at finding out that you have so many Nieces and Nephews in one shot?”
“Well, it’s kind of fun, but I must admit it raises a very important, well two important questions, really.”
“Ah is that so, which one’s then?”
“Well, how old are they to be left alone on the Estate, didn’t you like, just got married in, what was it, huh 86. And I’m thinking having three Sons, that would be like 88, 89 and 1990, so your youngest, let me see, Henri would be about the same age as me, aren’t they in school, college or something?”
“Well, I presumed that Collins removed pages from that folder, and you are without birth dates, then hey?”
“Yes San.”
“Well, Henri is the youngest, so the other two are old enough to look after things…”
“But, you are away on business trips so often…”
“Trieste, would I leave our children, your Nephews alone without any assistance, you must know me better than that?”
“Well, yes, sorry San, but it’s all very strange. I did read the remainder; I have got all the way to a very partial one of Beltrano and Shari, of which I didn’t know they lived in Campbeltown, up here in Scotland.”
I took a pause for a deep breath... I was feeling a kind of strange vibe from our conversation, but I pursued on.
“Shari always speaks with a foreign accent, I can never place, of which I found out she was born in Portugal that explains that, but again no dates, kids as well. Just can’t remember their names just now… Julio, I think, and something that sounded like Chaff something! Oh San, what’s going on? Can’t you tell me anything, you are after all the Eldest after our Parents, you, must know something is afoot, no?”
“I wish I could Trieste, but I am bound so tightly about what our Parents wanted and other things… I am really sorry that the contacts we brought in to help you have not worked out much. However, I promise good things are coming, just be patient please Trieste?”
With these last words, he gently kissed me on the forehead, whispering in my hair “I have got to pick up Massimo and Amarante at the airport, their plane is landing in an hour.”
Just like that, he was out the door, and I was left more puzzled than before. I decided not to dwell on it, and assuming that things were going to get more hectic once they would be here, that I would be best to get down to the imaginary trip to the pool.
Maybe I would find the Twinnies there, and maybe I could find out more about things. I went to my en-suite to retrieve a couple of bath towels from the cupboard. Rummaging through my drawers, wondering where I had put my swimsuits, when I realise that they were still in my suitcase. Of course, with all the hullabaloo of the last few days, I had not yet unpacked the buggers.
After opening the wrong one, of course it had to be in the last one! I found the one piece but stared at the two-piece I had planned to wear in Italy. Felt that with all the company we were going to have and my natural shyness, it was best to wear something decent as opposed to indecent. The troubles and tribulations, of growing up with a bunch of Brothers, I guess.
Well, I’ve found everything I needed… I guess I’ll take a pair of sunglasses myself, just to continue like always, if I don’t that may throw fuel on the fire that I’m onto something. Even though as you know, I’ve never found about that yet, I’m just completely assuming in my empty head (laugh out loud at this point hysterically!). When I finally got my senses back, I was in tears…
Okay that was strange but not unexpected after all; I’m just back three days and what was my normal life – Witchy yes! That was par for the course, but with a future of Vampirism, mmm… That was hard to take.
Then, as I dropped to the floor, continuing my heavy sobs, I realised that it couldn’t be that bad, since it was already inside me, my whole DNA was programmed thus. I would need the blood, more often than now and at the present, was included in every food and drink that I had consumed for the past 19 years.
What was gripping my heart like a steel-cage was the very probable and real fact that I was going to have to kill – oh my word! – either animals or Humans… This got me wondering – what or where was the blood coming from? I had to get the Twinnies or Grand-Ma to tell me this awful reality.
I stayed there, I don’t know exactly how long, but having had my legs pinned underneath me, I was experiencing pins and needles! Therefore, I got up, grabbed the clothes and towels, and made my way to the Pool Conservatory, accessible through the library, which is adjacent to the Pool Cabana, where I could change privately.
I met absolutely no one on my journey from my second floor bedroom, taking the back stairs to the library, which is immediately below my suite. I was expecting that someone would have been in the library but no everything was quiet, so, that I was startled to find a white cat curled in front of the doors leading from the library to the Pool Cabana.
As I got nearer, I thought the cat would react and scatter but it stayed there, sitting with its tail curled through its front paws. Suddenly, it lifted its right paw and gesture (cat-like) for me to come closer, and then it turned to face the doors. All I could do was gasped and brought my free hand to my heart.
I just froze, I couldn’t take one more step, but the cat turned its head towards me and meowed (sounded like come on). Okay, that was strange but I did manage to move, getting closer I took a wider berth around the cat and to the doors. As soon as I opened them, it was off to the Pool Cabana. What?
Where and why was that white cat going into the Pool Cabana? Anyway, why was the door there opened? Okay, this is getting weirder by the minute, but somehow I felt compelled to follow the said cat. I walked in and closed the door behind me.
Now, what happened next rendered me completely mute after the ever so loud scream that came from my throat and I felt certain that I would faint – well, guess what? I did – and when I came to, Momma was there.
“OMT (Oh My Trivia) Mother? What are you doing here? Aren’t you supposed to be missing along with Father? Huh… What’s going on?”
She began speaking in my mind: “Oh my precious Trieste, shush, shh, there, there, I really don’t have much time before they realise that I’ve taken a PPO and there’s just a small window of time for me to return before they’ve noticed that I’ve left in the first place.”
“A what? What’s a PPO, Momma? How did you get here and in cat-form to boot?”
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Mother Shows Up And
All Hell Break’s Loose!
I TRIED TO steady myself by shaking my head, but to no avail... “Mother?” Hey! Wouldn’t you know – I said that from my mind – strange... She was here but how? And she reverted to normal speech...
“Oh I know Trieste I have loads to answer for. But believe me, please, when I say to you that it’s all good. A PPO is a Portable Portal Orb, similar to a return train ticket, one way out, and one way in. Someone has been watching over you, and kept me informed, Papa as well, of how things were going. Since, they are helping us, they knew you needed our help and since I can travel in animal shape, I was the one chosen to come. Here, take this parchment to Annabelle, she will know what to do with it. I presumed that she has reached out to you by now yes?”
“Huh? I thought you weren’t supposed to know about that.”
“Trieste, tick, tick, tick.”
“Huh sorry, yes she has. It is wonderful and totally overwhelming Momma, but this wee parchment contains what exactly?”
“A simple spell which will let you open my Diaries this weekend, if Annabelle performs it at the same time as the one for the Family Book…”
And just as she was saying this, the orb in her pocket glowed. “OMT (Oh My Trivia – occasionally OMG: Oh My Goddess), I have got to change to cat and literally run. Bye Sweetie, be safe do not worry about us please?”
With those words, she kissed me on my forehead, changed into the same cat again and ran straight for the woods at the back.
“Wow!” Was all I could say… I put the wee parchment, rolled up with the family seal and a ribbon to boot, into my dry bag. I went into the changing room on the left of the sauna, got in and changed to my swimsuit. Took a few towels and opened the door to the Pool Conservatory.
Geez Louise! I had hoped to swim alone but my Brothers – the Twinnies – were there in the Hot Bath Whirlpool. Well, you can be sure that I was not going to talk about the white cat, moot point on that hey? But, after a bit of reflection, I figured they might want to tell me more about things.
Before I go any further into our story, I have to tell you about the present Pool Conservatory, that we have here on MerryWynde Estate. It’s worth the visual effect in your mind, a glorious vision…
Our Pool Conservatory was made similarly to a Geodesic Dome, but square at the base and I finally realised about the ‘Blacken Lens’ Windows. Even though it was only 4 pm and the sun was beginning to set, it was still bright outside but not inside, it was just a nice lighting and the temperature was perfect. The pools themselves are in the form of a Triquetra, and at the same time are built as a three tier cake.
Taken after the Roman Baths design, the four inner parts of the Triquetra contains the Warm Bath – Tepidarium; the Cold Bath – Frigidarium then the Hot Bath – Caldarium. They are around the middle part (the highest raised ridge), our fantastic three choice whirlpools. The Fountain in the middle, which is the Statue of Trivia – the Roman Goddess of Witchcraft, who looks up at the ceiling where the Trilogy of the Moon – Waxing – Full – Waning are found.
Water is pouring out of the Full-Moon and also out of her hands. Finally, all around is the area where we can swim, half to the right is the deep end with the diving board. The half to the left, you can still swim but it’s only shallow, about 4 feet deep.
Adding on a word or two here... Trivia IS the Roman Goddess (as she is known, here on Earth). Also, believe-it-or-not, she’s my eleventh great-grand-aunt and The Queen of Witchcraft in our Universe.
Around the perimeter, there are loungers with umbrellas and small tables and at the back end, where the pointed Warm Whirlpool is, there’s a fully loaded mini-bar and a stocked mini-fridge, filled with juices, ice and snacks. Everything for the pool and the floors are blue marble, yes, so Roman!
I wondered in awe as the reason for everything in our lives, seemingly having roots in Italy. I assume I would have found that out during my trip, but as we know now that was cut – oh so very short. Maybe I’ll find more about that eventually…
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I should have guessed that as soon as I came in sight of them, they knew I was there. So, even before I made three steps I heard their voices, together as always, shouting – “Oh Trieste, come on over the water is perfect?”
“Oh great!” I whispered and I rolled my eyes. I walked straight to the lounge I wanted, put one towel on it and brought the other one closer to the edge of the pool. Eduardo scared the bejeebers out of me when he said “Sis you look like the cat got your tongue – you are so… pale – what happened?”
“Nothing really, just a wasp!” That sort of ended that particular conversation, since they know, both, that I’m suffering from Spheksophobia (fear of wasps). Long-story-short, no more on that subject, please? So, I got into the water, which as my brother had said was just perfect after the shock I had.
“So Twinnies? I presume that you are here to fill me in, on more of our Family’s history?” Strange this time only one spoke and that was Carlo.
“Well Sis, you have figured out by now, we think (nodding towards Eduardo), that as we eventually become full-fledged Vampires at age twenty, some of us are way older than we look correct?”
“Well, yes, I sort of gathered that Carlo, but before we talk of that, I have a few questions on Family that still remains unanswered since, well you know, Santonio showed up and Grand-Ma made everything disappeared sort of?”
Eduardo this time took over: “Ah that old chestnut (giggles)! You did not get to see the last two files, Carlo and myself, correct?”
“Well duh Ed, of course, so spill please (pointing at both of them)?”
“Okay then, since I would have been next, I will throw the gauntlet and tell you my little Family story, is that acceptable?”
“Sure, why not? And I presume that even though, you two are in Uni and are married you have munchkins as well?”
“Duh Sis! Hey Carlo? Of course, that should have been the first thing you would have figured out. But it is fine, I will spill the beans first. Also, we have had a little chat with Grand-Ma, and she reckons it would be best for her to let you know the birth-dates of all of us on Saturday. Because she said we might cause trouble if we talk about that before then – Magic and taboo – she kind of said, bad things would happen. And as I like things as they are just now, you will have to wait on that, is this well you know, tolerable?”
“Okay, no problem, Saturday, so go ahead already, with what you can say, please?”
“Yeah correct!” And he gave me a military salute. “You already know that I’m with Oriel and that while up in Edinburgh studying, we have a house in West Calder, correct?”
“Yes, I know that, the Wild Horses Estates right?”
“Yup, that’s that. Well, we also have three children?”
“Oh OMT, really you as well, but you’re too (I bit my tongue on purpose at this point), okay go ahead Eduardo.”
“I know it is difficult to take it all in Trieste, but it is amazing, is it not Carlo?”
“Yes Ed, magnifico I would say (giggles).”
“So, ready for this?” I just nodded yes. “Okay, I have two girls and one boy – Ariel is the eldest and named after Oriel’s mother, followed by Carlotta, named so because she is so small and then Sachs, he’s named after Oriel’s father. Well, that’s my brood and I don’t know when San’s going to let me bring them here? I presumed after the 8 October as it was planned, so over to you Carlo, unless you have questions Trieste?”
“No, not at all, since everything has to be hushed up till then, I’ll keep them for after, okay, so Carlo please spill, your turn?”
“Oh dear, well, last and youngest of the boys…” I just punched him hard on the arm. “Okay, okay, no violence please you don’t know how strong you are Sis ah-ah. I have three also, huh, no, counting in your head, not possible, I know.” Since I had just closed my eyes and was, apparently, nodding my head with each year.
“Back to the conversation Sis, okay, I have three children also, but in a slight different way than Ed here – Boy, Girl, Boy – they are Charles, Roche and Evan. Evan is the only one of my children named after someone. Evan was Rochelle’s Dad.”
“Huh... Wow that’s a lot to take and once again I have so many Nieces and Nephews! You have three each, so that’s six. Plus three each for San, Greg, Mass and Bel, so that, three, six… oh my word – Eighteen? Any of them married yet?”
Carlo just laughed and Eduardo said “Nope not yet, they’re… huh… not allowed yet, long story, you know?” At that point and it was so quick, both my Brothers nodded their heads at each other.
Their eyeglasses were off, they each grabbed one of my arms and stared into my eyes. I sort of went glassy-eyed and received so much information at once it was more like short film clips, but one after the other…
I would say the most recent clips, which concerned Carlo and Rochelle with their children (which are adults), then Ed and Oriel, same and this went on and on, till it arrived at San and Maribelle. This was followed by a last clip, the one of our Parents at the foot of a mountain in a little clearing with two floating ghost-like figures that were like twins, so similar, for the exception one was female the other male.
At this point, everything went sort of dim and I felt the feelings coming back into my arms and realised that Carl and Ed had released me. By the time I regain my senses and my sight, Carl and Ed were back to the same place they were prior to this episode, sunglasses firmly back on their faces but both sporting the biggest grin, like Cheshire Cats! None talked, it’s like they were waiting for me to say something. So I focused more and did.
“Wow! That was amazing! Can we all do that only once we are vam…” I couldn’t bring myself to say it just now, I was too overwhelmed. I caught my breath again and carried on. “I mean, once we are full, you know, or is it – must admit it felt like some of my visions – possible as we are Witches before we become both later on…” Ed cut me off.
“Sis, you can do this, since yes, you are a Witch just as we still are, but, as you felt just now, combining our powers we can show you loads more...”
It just came out from my lips. “Loads more, but that was similar to teaser trailers before the official ones that we find on the internet nowadays. Nothing was complete and why was the last part making me feel as I’ve seen this before?”
“What?” They both said. “I mean, yes, I’ve seen these two floating twins before in my dreams, oh so many, many times, honestly Bros I’ve lost count. I don’t know who they are, and the most recent of my weird dreams, I think I could clearly say that one of them spoke…”
“What are you saying Sis? That you have heard the famous Fates voices?”
“The who? Uh, yes Carlo, I believe so.”
They both came closer to me, so that I could whisper what I had to say. But, I was, instead, lifted up, out of the water and found myself behind the bar and with a hand on my mouth. Ed was doing that and Carl was shushing me, finger to his lip. We then heard footsteps coming from the front-entrance with hard-sole shoes, female high-heels by the sound of it and then…
“Kids are you in here?”
I must have managed to speak from my mind, because I heard myself say it and Ed spoke in this fashion to both of us.
“Oh my, Maribelle!”
“Geez, that’s right Carl! Didn’t San told you he was going to pick up Massimo and Amarante at the airport Sis, they must be back?”
As we straighten up we came face to face with Maribelle, hands on hips, head tilted to the left and staring straight at us with a question mark on her face.
“Are you three in some kind of conspiracies back here behind the bar, or have you become suddenly famished?”
Ed felt that as the oldest of us three, it was best that he spoke back to her.
“No Maribelle, we were just wondering what to have and checking to see if the mini-bar was unlocked – which he grabbed the handle and it opened – and well it is (giggle!).”
“Okay then shall we get changed and make it for the house, they are here after all and they want to see you all, ten minutes should see you ready, later!” And with that she left. “Phew that was close?” exclaimed Carl.
“Yes Carl that was too close! But at the same time I think that, as usual, they are all ganging on us two, since they know we will tell Trieste here, since we are the ones always in trouble, eventually.”
“Well, okay Bros, let’s go get changed and see what’s on the menu for the evening, I have a feeling something is afoot?”
“What do you mean Trieste? What could she mean Ed?”
“I don’t know Carl, but I’m sure we should trust her feelings something in Maribelle’s expression leads me to believe we are in for a surprise tonight. Oh and now that Maribelle spoke of drinks and food, well I’m hungry now, so we better be off to the Pool Cabana and change quickly, she did say ten minutes.”
“How does she expect me to dry my hair in that time… It usually takes me an hour to get them de-tangled, combed properly and then dried and set?” I lifted my head to see my Twinnies laughing their heads off.
“Yes what? Care to share with your baby Sister?”
“No problem come with us in the Pool Cabana, we will take care of you.”
We picked up our swimming gear and made our way to the Pool Cabana. Once there, we each picked a changing room and I tried to dry as quickly as I could. Not even three minutes later, I heard my Brothers screaming to me – “Come on Sis, we have the salon ready for you! Time’s a wasting…”
“Okay, I’m done coming out!”
There was this little door, I hadn’t noticed before that was to the left, which I’d always thought was the bathroom, but no, it was like a hairdressing place. More surprises of course, I’ve been here since my birth but I travelled with my Parents often, and the remaining time I was either at some education establishments or another and some parts of the Estate are still, a mystery to me.
They sat me in the chair in front of a wall of mirror and told me to close my eyes and sit very still. Not a difficult thing for me to do, and then they said together (as usual) “Ready, Steady, Go” and laughs erupted from both of them.
My hair was de-tangled in record speed, curlers put in, felt the hair drier blowing about, but it felt like I was caught in a whirlwind of warm air. I was about to peek, when they told me not to peek. Finally, the air stopped swirling and the curlers came out, a few brush-strokes and hairspray. Ed finally exclaimed.
“Ta-Da! Open your eyes Trieste and tell us we are bad, I dare you?”
My… oh my, my hair was all done in my usual style, not a hair out of place and no headaches either (from all the brushing, combing etc.). Carl added “With five minutes to spare, we are getting better hey Ed, that was three minutes flat?”
“Yes very nice but that hair-dryer is not that powerful, how did you two do that?”
“Hmm… no time for questions Sis, Maribelle said ten minutes, let’s go, stay here Trieste, will be right back, literally!”
Carlo and Ed went back into the changing rooms and came back out dressed as well and hair dried... I was finally beginning to appreciate my home life, since I hadn’t really been at home so often. I concluded in my head, as they each linked arms with me and we were off towards the house, (turning right towards the doors to the drawing room instead of going through the library) that just as Ed and Carl found Maribelle’s expression strange I did as well, something was definitely afoot!
Just wished she would have given us longer than ten minutes though as we were dressed similarly with blue jeans, tops and trainers. My Brothers wore the added accessory of hooded-fleece and myself with a cardigan. Unfortunately, Maribelle had been dressed in her Sunday’s Best as usual, but it’s a good thing I had grabbed a Cardi, since I had figured that coming out of the Pool would be early evening and therefore chilly. After all, we are in mid-September and in Scotland so it’s always a little colder.
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Finally, we were crossing the threshold of the double French doors to the Drawing Room and we all gasped and froze there on the spot as there was at least two baker’s dozen people in the room. Let me tell you, that even though it’s a huge room, it was a wee bit crowded, ah-ah!
At least I recognised some faces: San and Maribelle, of course, Massimo and Amarante, Grand-Ma, I mean Annabelle since we are still covering that wee ditty and assorted others I couldn’t place. It was San who broke the ice.
“Trieste and the Twinnies, what a trio you make?” We all breathed a sigh of relief. “Ed, Carl you remember Massimo and Amarante, but you Trieste you were too young maybe at the party for his birthday?”
“San, she was in Italy when Mass had his birthday, August remember?”
“Ah, of course, you’ve missed that one Trieste, sorry!”
“Oh it’s okay San, I’ve missed more than I could ever bargain for… I realised that all the trips and schooling I had, I really did miss a lot of things going here. Since I had only planned to come back for December and this (I gestured with my free hand, Carlo had dropped his arm out of mine as we had stopped on the spot, to all assemble) is all unplanned and I feel really unprepared for all this…”
As I was talking and gesticulating, I also noticed that guy who had opened the door on the day I came back. He had locked eyes with me (assuming he was looking at me, another one with glasses – ah go figure!) since I had entered the room and was still staring at me with a smile bigger than the Cheshire Cat. Honestly, I thought his face would split sideways till Monday.
San retook the conversation after I finished and stopped on the guy.
“Well, how about a spot of dinner, we have delicious Italian Roast Pheasant for the main meal, Lobster Bisque for entrée, Caesar Salad with dressing and for dessert, Sangria and Champagne Cheesecake with fresh berries.”
My mouth was simply watering overboard. I grabbed back my Brothers’ arms, for support, I needed it by then, and followed every one out of the drawing room into the dining room.
For once, I made certain to keep the Twinnies by my side at the table. They did not refuse (all this was done silently with a load of nodding here and there) as they figured I was going to need support, so they each sat on each side of me. Phew! That was going to be a long dinner.
While the preparation of seating, choosing what to drink et al, happened, every one kind of ignored me. During that quiet time, I guess it’s about time I reminisce and convey to you the fact that until this past Sunday (12 September) and a few close family members (Eduardo and Carlo) plus the regular staff. I did not know much of the remainder of my family.
As I said earlier, I’ve spent countless days travelling with my Parents, I used to call these trips – around Europe, in not 80 days but 2 months – every end of June I would be picked up from whatever boarding school I was in at the time, usually on the West Coast of England, in various places from Carlisle in the North to Plymouth in the South. Then, we would be jetting off (oh yes, our own private jets – seven in total!) to the South of France, where we have a summer house in Nice.
There we would spend a month, just swimming either in the pool at the house or at the beach, shopping and catching up on things back home. Of course, I knew of my Brothers and their various wives plus weddings (which I never attended – strange!). Some of which occurred during the first month in Nice, to which I would be left with the staff to do as I pleased and of course, while still very young, Annabelle would always accompany us. She would stay with me for these brief absences.
Let me see if I can recall a few or all of them. Also, have to tell you that I have absolutely no idea of dates, something that has always been a taboo in our family. My Brothers all got married one year or so after the other.
First to marry was Santonio and Maribelle in July, then in February, it was Grégario and Orane. Massimo and Amarante in September, but I was already at school. Beltrano and Shari chose April as their wedding month, then early December for Eduardo and finally Carlo and Rochelle in October.
You see, I was never around to attend any of them. I just received a lot of letters from my Parents, letting me know of the new addition of my new Sisters-in-Law. Children of theirs, were never mentioned. Even I’m 19 now, never noticed anyone pregnant around me when I was there during the Christmas Holidays and of course I was at home for that and my birthday.
The only date I can give you that I don’t know for sure anymore and after Ralph Collins revelation. I was born one minute before midnight on the 1 December 1990 here at the manor, MerryWynde. Although, I still firmly believe of the 23 November 1990 and not December...
I was taken out of my inner speech by the arrival of the soup and the unforgettable basket of miniature breads and the butter squares with a very strange logo stamped into them – this is what it looked like (Ψ & Φ) side by side and below small S middle medium V and a small S again sVs. I never noticed this logo before – suddenly I lifted my head off the butter and looking around the table I realised that a lot of people (as I’ve mentioned before) were sitting around it.
Too many I did not know, although there were 26 in total, as thus: my 6 Brothers and their wives and myself that is 13. That guy – Manfredo – on his own and 12 faces that were casually looking at me, but I’ve never met them.
Santonio clicked the side of his wine glass with his spoon to bring us all to attention. “Dear Trieste, it is good to finally have you home! It is unfortunately not as happy as planned, and personally I’m beginning to believe if things were meant this way. Regardless, it is fine time that you knew more about us (and he gestured around the table) your…” At this point he froze, eyes glazed.
I quickly glanced around the table and everyone there was the same. Frozen in place, either in the process of lifting a glass, others actually drinking, needless to say it was very strange. I glanced at both Ed and Carl, as they were right next to me, but it was the same expression that I saw on their faces.
The next thing that happened surprised me no end! Every bit of light, outside and in the dining room suddenly just went out, it was just pitch black. Well, with the few revelations that I had managed to get from Grand-Ma and my Twinnies Brothers, I found out that I could see very well in the dark (sorry this had never happened before, so it was news to me how I would react…) but what I saw made me screamed the loudest I could think I ever screamed.
The Moon and Stars were the only outside lights shining into the dining room (as my eyes adjusted) and I heard a crackling noise coming from the far wall, to the right of me, I turned to look and a strange four-cornered symbol appeared (I had seen this after my Mother’s signature – Ψ). It grew bigger and brighter!
Standing in this pool of light were two female beings that were diaphanous, they spoke to my mind: “Lady Trieste we are The Ora-Cles of Neutra Islandia! We have come with three purposes – the first one is that your family is telling you too much too soon. You are not meant to know all of this so early! We will have to repair the damages and rewind time, we hope that you can understand – but your destiny is of utmost importance and your safety as well.
Secondly, we can put your mind to rest regarding your dream of Sisters et al. You are a Child of Two Worlds, on your Mother’s side you are born a powerful Witch. On your Father’s side you are born to become a Living-Vampire on your twentieth birthday and the dream you have is of a long time ago and regarding the people that had kidnapped your Mother. It has been erased from your mind. It will no longer recur!
Thirdly we have very bad news – your Parents were supposed to join us and were to be accompanied by your beloved – this had been agreed on the day of your birth. Moreover, a great menace has taken over them and they are misleading you. The Fates, that we replace, have escaped their prison, you are in grave danger and we are here to take you away and your Parents have disappeared – they were taken from our midst.
You have to decide if you want time to rewind or come with us?”
Suddenly a name came to my mind – Isabella... I was shocked and numb! “You are Isa and Bella – The Ora-Cles. What are you doing here?”
I was running back in my mind what they had said, when an explosion of blue lights blighted The Ora-Cles where they had stood. “Isa and Bella had been created by the Blood Fruit Tree at that particular moment, to save Trieste from the claws of the Fates’ Rogue Armies unfortunately they were killed while trying to rescue her.”
Four more bodies showed up but this time very solid, took their place along with seven others that I didn’t know. I just wished I could move but I was rooted to my seat and then again my head was filled with mysterious words once again: “We are The Fates’ Rogue Armies we are here to take you and destroy your destiny. You will come with us – you will have no choice.”
The gang was there in front of me and finally my mind released I found I could move. I began to get up from my chair and my voice came back screaming! While still screaming they grabbed me by my arms, one covered my nose and mouth with something black and triangular and definitely everything went dark!!!
This had been Thursday night, what was going to happen next?
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Notes from Ariadne: I have never shown this text to Trieste.
Nor did I ever spoke to her of what had happened to both Janelle and I.
The cat-is-out-of-the-bag now!
This is the secret diary of what we recalled from our ordeal.
What the Faeries recovered from our minds.
Finally, what she and I went through to escape it all.
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NEUTRA ISLANDIA –
THE VAULT
This part is news to me – I didn’t discover it until after
we left Earth. Trieste YIB, BB, V-V!
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CHAPTER FOUR
The Abduction
Of All – Nearly!
By Kinnamon Velvetin –
the Medical Faery
THE VAULT IS found below Elementhal Castle and is part of the Crypt, which in itself is a creepy place. It contains the wall glass coffins for prisoners. Once trapped inside, remaining unconscious and in a suspended or floating motion.
Male Vampires/Witches in the eyes of The Fates (hereafter referred to as THEY or THEM but never again as THE FATES with only a few exceptions – as I believe it became Taboo Words) were needed to continue the survival of the races. Therefore, THEY were not going to harm them, providing THEY found the Destiny One.
THEIR plan was to put such PROPHECY if existing, to death, in order to protect THEMSELVES and definitely survive. Become Leaders of a darkened Seventh Heaven Universe, which in their eyes should be Seventh Hell, and carry on a Legacy of Evil.
The men that THEY abducted, were from the Royal Vampire Lines, therefore the best lines to corrupt and transform into their image. THEY did not know that this one had formed a new race – the Blended Ones, commonly known as the Supernaturals. Neither had THEY had discovered that many on SHU had created this new race after the War...
These were Abramo, Santonio, Grégario, Massimo, Beltrano, Eduardo, and Carlo, the core of the MesaByrd/WynderMyre family. Although, THEY had no idea of the name change. Captured as well were, Alex Wilson and his twin Brothers, along with Baron Danski Larsen and Earl HowlinWynd, Manfredo. They were now all encased in ‘The Wall’ in suspended animation.
THEY had found neither wives nor children other than Lady Ariadne and Janelle (whom THEY realised had been Human at some point). They had other plans for Lady Trieste since she had been suspected of bringing about the Destiny One. As well as the fact that she was the Seventh Child and the only Daughter of a Seventh Daughter therefore powerful.
In case THEY had been wrong, THEY made the decision of not killing the female Humanoids outright – Lady Ariadne WynderMyre, Duchess of MesaByrd and Janelle – the latter a Human converted and now known as Mrs Janelle Wilson. These two were sent to Blood Island in Cavern’s Falls. There, they were hanged across the chasm, injected with Belladonna (from the Deadly Nightshade which keeps the blood flowing).
Another compound had been administered, this one from the Willow Tree Bark (now known as Salicylic Acid), the latter, which administered in excess, overheats the body temperature. This treatment would result in them bleeding to death and eventually burning to cinders.
In order to complete the torture, THEY slashed them up with swords made from Alba Metallum which is neutral towards THEIR race. However, these blades had been coated with a venomous substance similar to Earth’s Sea Urchin. It then becomes a lethal weapon that cuts Vampires and which their bodies cannot repair without Magical/medical assistance.
In addition, an exodus had taken place of which Lady Trieste was unaware – she would discover all of this later, much later. This exodus comprised of the wives and children taking refuge in a land we know about somewhere on Earth. This place is known to us, but it is secret and not to be revealed.
In conclusion, I will say that overall, it was the abduction of all, nearly!
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Cavern’s Falls
By Kinnamon
ARIADNE WAS THE first one to awake. She knew something was wrong the minute she opened her eyes... There was the sound of water rushing nearby; therefore, she knew she was no longer at MerryWynde Manor. When her vision finally cleared, from the fog that had bound her, she found herself suspended above an infinite waterfall, which she had known about but had never seen before...
“Where am I? Oh my Goddess Abramo, Trieste and... and... the fog, the fireplace! How come the protection spell stayed in place... but still the fog came and we were taken away from our bedroom?” Unable to answer her question in the immediate, she looked at her surroundings.
Her hands were bound to a kind of pipe that was spread across the chasm of the Falls. She could not see anything else binding her hands other than a hold-on spell, which glued them to it. She tried releasing herself, using various incantations, to no avail... Below her, the Falls continued to cascade into infinity. She made the decision to try an extended viewing spell so that she could examine all around herself. It worked...
“Oh my Goddess, I have ended up on Blood Island! This is the interior of the Cavern’s Falls... This is a forbidden place... why am I here?” Then speaking aloud “Oh, there you are Janelle... Janelle... Janelle, wake up oh please awake?”
“Janelle – who is that? How do I know her name – ugh?” A wave of nausea overtook her and she fainted…
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Ten days later nearing the Full-Moon, two Faery cousins, Belanu and Karnelia-Bellana showed up in the Cavern. Their duties, part of the work to be done on Blood Island, were to perform a blood ritual to replenish the Cavern’s Falls and revive the Krystals within the Blood Fountain.
Belanu was in charge of the Blood and Karnelia-Bellana the Krystals. We find the two of them coming downstairs, arms full of the paraphernalia they needed for their tasks. As usual arguing...
“Belanu for once in your long life, would you please stop complaining, about the facts that you have been chosen to do this again and three months in a row!”
“Karnelia! You know I do not mind the extra work, but really, why do I always end-up choosing the short straw, now really!!!” They heard a moan coming from the edge of the chasm and stopped dead in their tracks...
Turning slowly to the point where they heard the sound, they both gasped. Belanu dropped everything that was in her arms, which resounded with a mighty crash.
“Karnelia... Look!”
“Oh my Goddess, Belanu – what is going on here?”
“Hurry-up we have to help them...”
The sight that met them was horrible to witness – two women were suspended by their hands above the Cavern’s Falls. They were both covered in blood – nothing of their bodies looked the normal colour...
The brunette one’s hair was smouldering; the blond one’s head was singed. Karnelia-Bellana being the level-headed one between them, deposited what was in her arms and flew over to the women, followed closely by Belanu...
They stood-still, hovering in front of the brown-haired one.
Lady Ariadne’s mind was overpowered with visions of destructions and family bodies, broken and strewn on the floor of what she recalled was the Crypt.
She was brought back to consciousness by a glittering light that encased her whole body, opened her eyes, and came face-to-face with two red Faeries who spoke to her.
The Faery to her left, said, “Grand Duchess MesaByrd you will be safe very soon! Do not fear – things are not as they should be but rescue will be happening...”
Her companion, the second Faery who exclaimed interrupting her “Belanu is that the best way for you to reassure someone that was found suspended above Cavern’s Falls, really?”
Flying closer to Ariadne’s face, she addressed her: “Lady Ariadne, please forgive my cousin Belanu. I am Karnelia-Bellana!” She waited for Ariadne’s reaction and when she only nodded her head, Karnelia continued...
“Please Lady Ariadne, we believe that your family is safe and we will release you from here... We have been made aware of the situation... well huh... attack on your family and since you are here... huh we will release you...”
Ariadne panicked and exclaimed “But why are we here Karnelia-Bellana and where are the others and how do you know who I am?”
“Well Lady Ariadne, we still do not know why or how you were sent here, but I am assuming that THEY did not need you for their plan! But the spell that all your family possess for such a situation did not work entirely as it should have...” Belanu having regained her senses explained to Ariadne...
“You see, Lady Ariadne, quite a few decades ago, when the stars aligned, it was found that THEY could escape and attack your entire line in order to destroy, you know, the Prophecy?”
She was once again interrupted...
“Belanu! We have to release them now and bring them to Krystal Castle urgently – they need medical attention NOW!”
Belanu froze, realising that she was prolonging their torture, drew her wand, and put Ariadne in a deep sleep. Then looking at the blond girl, figured that she was already unconscious.
Both, then released the women and floated their bodies to the floors above in the Rest Wing. Then, sent a mental message to the other workers to come and take their place for the ritual and that Royalty were in need of medical assistance…
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Emergencies
From The Faeries
By Kinnamon
KARNELIA-BELLANA SOUNDED the alarm, since no one was coming quickly enough for her liking... Finally, the cavalry arrived! The Full-Moon ritual forgotten, Belanu and Karnelia disappeared upstairs to the Rest Wing and went to check how the blond one was…
They found her, still unconscious and at least her wounds had been closed. The blood flow stopped and her body surrounded by ice with two intravenous lines in her arms to replenish the blood-loss. “Has anyone managed to find out who she is yet?” Karnelia asked the room in general.
I, Kinnamon the Medical Faery, answered “Yes – yes Karnelia, we have managed to read her mind even though she is weak... She is a newly-turned Vampire but I fear that her chances of recovery are slim...”
“Why Kinnamon, how could this be?” asked a confused Belanu. “Well you see dear, she is not of our world at all – she was and well technically still is a Human-turned-Vampire!”
Karnelia-Bellana exclaimed “What? How is this possible and importantly, who turned her? No! Never mind that, I do not believe it – she... huh... maybe more than... Oh forget it, I just plain do not know, but...”
“That my dear Karnelia, we do not know... fully. We, well I caught a vision of a recent wedding and the person with her, at said ceremony, was none other than Master Alex Wilson...”
“You mean the MesaByrd... I mean the WynderMyre’s Chauffeur?”
“Karnelia how do you know this?”
“Oh it is simple Kinnamon, my Earthly cousin Adamina in the Green country they call Ireland, knows of the WynderMyre who came in search of housing soon after the devastating second Earth world War. Long-story-short, she, and some members of her troop followed them during their quest. Yes, that man would be Alex Wilson indeed!”
My assistant was shocked and gasped then spoke “Do the authorities know about this coupling – oh my Goddess it is forbidden – what will happen to us – we are doomed, we are all doomed to keep her here!”
“Anzina please calm yourself! We have a duty – our Blood-Oath to protect all creatures in the Seventh Heaven Universe and... and... I am positive that there is a very good reason why Master Alex would have done such a thing...”
“But Kinnamon you know the penalty...”
“Please Anzina do not interrupt... a life-partner happens wherever it does! Some of us have no control... Might I remind you all, that the Wilson Family are not entirely Human? They have the rights, like any of us, to find partners and I swear to the Goddess that this Human is Magical as well, I have sensed it. End of story!”
While all this discussion had taken place, Belanu had left and flown into Lady Ariadne’s room to get answers. Arriving quietly, entering the room, Belanu made a bee-line for Ariadne’s bed where she found her awake...
“Lady Ariadne, please forgive me for behaving badly towards you earlier in the Cavern’s Falls...”
“No apologies necessary Belanu, it was a sight distressful no doubt... But, have you any information about my husband and my children yet?”
“No, nothing yet my Lady, but we have discovered the identity of the Blond girl that was with you over the chasm and...”
“And who is she pray tell? Although I am asking this, a name had come to me... Let me see, ah yes – Janelle?”
“Well, it is delicate my Lady, but I will try to explain... She is named Janelle... Oh, you know? Yes, Janelle Wilson... Mrs Wilson actually and we are...”
“What? Which Wilson? Someone got married?”
“Yes, yes Lady Ariadne we think that it is Master Alex...”
“Wow! Way to go old Alex and it is about time but...”
“My Lady please, everyone is terribly scared, because... well because... Oh I really do not know how to tell you this!”
Ariadne waited patiently, about five seconds...
“Belanu please speak now? Why are you all scared? This is out of the ordinary... Does this have to do with the... well the... the Prophecy?”
“No, no my Lady we do not think so. Well, not yet, maybe, but she is... she is... Oh, here goes... She is/was a Human!”
“Oh that, well I felt that from her, but I was so out of it that it did not register as anything other than odd. Nevertheless, why would you be scared of that girl...? What did you say... her name was...? Janelle was it?”
“Yes, Janelle it is and Kinnamon thinks that she may be Magical like us, but she is far too weak for solid conclusions at the present... But if the authorities know about this, will it not be dangerous for this Janelle and definitely for Master Wilson?”
Lady Ariadne pondered this for a while, her strength returning she scanned Belanu’s mind...
“But Belanu you know more than you are letting on... Please, I can see in your mind that you might know something! If we are or my dearest Alex is in trouble please tell me all you know?”
An incredible revelation was to be divulged to Ariadne and just as Belanu was going to tell all, the bedroom door opened and in filed myself (Kinnamon), Anzina, and Karnelia-Bellana, which effectively shut Belanu...
“Lady Ariadne, I am Kinnamon the Medical Faery Doctor in charge of your recuperation and we have decided that you and that girl in the other room must be protected at all costs...”
“And how do you plan to do this my dear Kinnamon? I want to get out of here as soon as possible. Save my family and my new protégée, Janelle. Which after all, since I consider Alex and his Brothers as my adopted sons, she is therefore my daughter-in-law, and I have to find where Trieste and the others are and if they are SAFE!”
More and more, she was getting flustered as she had debited this very quickly but I laid my hand on her shoulder and she calmed down...
“Lady Ariadne, we know all of this, so please be calm! We have devised that THEY have expected, the ones who abducted you all – nearly – expected you to die by the exsanguination and probably burning – judging by the amount of acid they had both injected you with. And to answer the question in your face – No! We do not repeat the name as used. It might be taboo...”
“According to these two (I pointed to Belanu and Karnelia-Bellana), you had begun to smoulder and Janelle’s hair was scorched.”
“Therefore, we will lead THEM to believe that you have perished. We will have to put you into suspension in order to recover properly. Since we know, that a rescue will take place – just not when – I am sorry to say but no one will know where you are – it will be our secret!”
“We, Faeries of Sanguis and of the Kingdom of DeepWynd, will send you to our own Secret Land of DeepRock. There, you will be protected by Well-Dragon Pieric and the Amulet which contains our beloved leader – Immortal Adrelalin.”
“I am sorry Kinnamon but I would want to know if I could contact...”
“No! Lady Ariadne it is imperative for all to work, that you do not contact anyone – think of Janelle and Master Alex as well – the safety of your sons and your husband. THEY are after the Destiny One; THEY will not harm any of your Royal Line that would be sacrilege.”
“THEY know that acting this way would cost THEM way too much – we will be standing guard at Elementhal Castle – you have my word! It might start another War and this time worse than the 1,000 years one we have just so shortly ago, recovered from… But we do know now, that you have been abducted and that Lady Trieste is in danger but... please Lady Ariadne, trust and have faith in the Prophecy?”
In her mind, Ariadne was really upset by now, but realised that for everyone’s sake she had to accept the offer from me (Kinnamon) and the Faery Folk of Seventh Heaven.
I (Kinnamon) worked my Magic and put Lady Ariadne in a deep sleep – then I went to summon the Council and Faery Queen Aderin at Chastell Chrisial in the Land of DeepRock. I brought along the two that had made the grim discovery – Karnelia-Bellana and Belanu!
Janelle and Lady Ariadne were moved that same day...
Once in DeepRock, the Council and the Queen agreed that it was warranted to take such action. They formed a circle and invoked their Faery Leader Immortal Adrelalin:
O Mighty Immortal Adrelalin
Our Beloved Faery Leader
Within this Amulet which is Yours
Admit our two Sisters – Ariadne and Janelle,
We beg thee to confer Protection and Well-Being
Until the Crisis is over!
To DeepRock we send Thee
By the Krystals, So Mote It Be!
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The Rescue Attempts
By The Girls
By Ariadne
IT HAD BEEN two months now (23 November) that both Janelle and I had been recuperating. Still considering that we were imprisoned within a Magical Amulet, it remained that we felt confined and in great distress over the abduction of our loved ones.
Where we were, was a difficult place to describe. We felt the perpetual rejuvenation and nourishment from the Immortal Adrelalin Faery Leader, but no one had mentioned when or even if we could be released when we were recovered from our near-permanent death incident.
I, Lady Ariadne, had discovered during this kind of downtime that I was able to communicate with Janelle...
It had been incredible for me to find out who Janelle had been, what she had become, and what she was as well. Here are our conversations during that period...
“Lady Ariadne are you awake?”
“Yes, yes child I am! Are you feeling any better dear?”
“Well, I feel that my body has healed, my blood-loss has been replaced..., but I must admit that I have an ache in my heart, body, and soul that unfortunately I can’t seem to shake!”
“I must admit that on my waken moments, I have scanned your brain...”
“Yes, I know – I felt it, but sadly I was still too weak and could not reply to you, sorry! I seem to finally have gravitated to your wavelength... I guess it’s because I’m so knew at this, could it be, Lady Ariadne?”
“Well child, firstly call me Ariadne please?”
“Very well Ariadne and...”
“And I have found out that you were Human not long ago. That you met and fell in love, because you were meant to be, with my first charge – the one I call part of my other sons – my Alex...”
“You mean to say that Alex was the first one you converted then?”
“Yes Janelle my sweet – a long, long time ago... well in 1530, March I believed it was. Him and his two Brothers. Long-story-short, I was pregnant and animal blood was not going to satiate my cravings and after he told me his bit of story, I did the deed and still hungry I took his Brothers as well, the Twins.”
“Oh interesting, I didn’t know he was that old, he didn’t say more than he was 20 years old or so...”
“How did you meet?”
“I was working for Baron Davenport and Alex came in with papers and...”
“Oh I see, yes, sorry! Just saw the remainder in your mind. Well, I guess what I can say is simply – Welcome to the Family Janelle – and as the Fae said you seem to be Magical yourself, are you not?”
(Giggled!) “Oh well I bet you can say that, I read minds, on better days I’m off just now sorry! And I sensed quickly what he was... He did a whole slew of things to get me prepared and I entirely acted unsuspectingly in order for this conversion to happen. I don’t know any more what to say... That I loved him from the minute I’ve met him. I’ve sensed that I’ve been Magical all my life nearly, but I don’t know why?”
“It does not matter Janelle, really. You are wedded now; we will deal with the fall out later. I will just ask this, if you remember anything at all. Who else was with you on the day of your abduction?”
“Ah that was the day we came back from our honeymoon, from Denmark. Alex was worried that he couldn’t reach any of you at home, nor his Brothers. Then at the airport, we were met by this gentleman, huh what was his name again? Oh, yes! Someone Alex called Manny I think?”
“You mean Earl Manfredo HowlinWynd, Baron Howlin?”
“Yes, that’s it! Alex’s house was empty, no one was around. We went up to your Manor and it was encased in a thick fog. Somehow, we were able to enter but once we closed the door and that was it, we all fainted. And I haven’t seen anyone since until, well you know!”
“Yes, I understand Janelle, too painful to tell. It is fine, do not worry, I am positive we will be rescued...”
We were both cut off in mid-sentence. A great wave of sweet smelling air hit both of us at the same time and we gently fell asleep. Someone in the shadows where we were being kept was just visible as an outline, extinguishing a smouldering wand. A voice was heard saying: “No I will not! They have to remain unconscious until the rescue; it is for the best...”
And everything and everyone in the room vanished...
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The Destiny One Half
And The Phoenix Fire
By Kinnamon
GOING BACK TO the Vault, we find THEM working on the unconscious body of Earl HowlinWynd, the lovely Manfredo – Trieste’s Uncle Manny. Yes, unfortunately! THEY are planning to use him in the destruction of The Destiny One by reprogramming his mind to serve THEM!
Being almost positive that said Destiny One is none other than Lady Trieste WynderMyre – the reprogramming will consist of docking her every waken moments at MerryWynde Manor. Keep her so happy and in love. On the night of her birthday, it will be her end. The Prophecy will finally be destroyed and THEY will be able to fulfil THEIR own.
Thinking that the time had come for them to meet, THEY finalised their programming and the following day would send him off.
As THEY replaced him in the suspension wall-coffin, for a brief moment, he saw her in his mind, still unconscious and confined to her bedroom. He screamed as much as he could but no one heard him.
Even though THEY planned to use him, he swore to himself as the *injected enzyme, slowly filled his coffin, that he would find a way to save her!
*injected enzyme into the suspension liquid is the same one found within every Vampire from Seventh Heaven – the one that paralyses their victim but keeps them awake, unable to move or speak and for a Vampire to be surrounded by such their body’s functions are also paralysed...
During this time, the only thing that Manfredo could do was to endure the emptiness. With every ounce of resolution in his soul, fought to keep awake and concentrate on the one thing at hand – Trieste! Then his mind went quiet and I could read no more...
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The Crypt, The Waterfall
& The Dissipation Spell
By Ariadne
NOTHING HAD HAPPENED. Whatever rescue had been planned by the Girls – it never materialised or so I believed... We had been asleep for two days and honestly, things had changed… drastically. Put it simply – whoever (to this day, I have no idea!) had put us to sleep that 23 November – I never found out who it was.
Therefore, we believed that it was the 25 November and still in the year 2010. Knowing how I felt, it was easy to conclude that the Full-Moon had been on the 22 November as normal on Earth. I felt drained and imagined that Janelle must have felt the same. One way or another, we had to find sustenance. However, here is what happened...
Both Janelle and I woke up in a field, amidst vegetable rows. The sky was semi-dark; therefore, I presumed it was near dawn. As soon as the sun rose, the temperature did the same in an extreme fashion. I grabbed Janelle’s hand and ran in the direction of a wee house that I saw in the distance for shelter. I knew that, as I felt as if I was roasting and knowing how Janelle went through a difficult recovery; I did not want either of us suffering any more ill-effects where we would be relapsing.
We had no idea where we were. From memory, I could tell this was neither Neutra Islandia nor the Kingdom of DeepRock. The landscape did not resemble anything we had seen from our windows in the building that was part of the Magical Amulet. To begin with, I firmly believed it was all an illusion.
We made it to the shelter and found that it was of a fair size, once inside. It was divided into two rooms with a ladder in the farthest corner. This led to a storage area that covered half of the ceiling and thankfully, there was a mechanical device with wings – Janelle told me it was called a ceiling fan – which provided a refreshing breeze.
One of the rooms had panels that were covered with television screens with buttons and switches... Janelle had found out the control panel and turned on one of the television, which by luck was set to the local news channel. That is where we discovered the name of the location we had Magically arrived in – Bowen, Queensland in a country known as Australia. The only quirky bit in our sleeping-travelling, it was not the 25 November but the 26 November, thank-be-the-Goddess, still in 2010.
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How did we get here? That I am uncertain! However, every fibre in my body told me that the waters that were called upon to put the fire that Janelle and I had created, had come from one source only – the waters of The Cavern’s Falls’ waterfall.
That would have to be what did it... It would instantly, through a dissipation spell, which would have washed all of us out forth from the Amulet and the Kingdom of DeepRock. However, I have no idea as to why it threw both Janelle and me here on Earth…
Precisely, why oh why did it not return us to Scotland, specifically Carrbridge and our Manor. We could have rescued Trieste and maybe by then she would have been with Manny and maybe just maybe. Oh but it is so silly to believe such a thing! It dissipated the main spells, unfortunately, not all the pertinent Faery Magic. That is excessively powerful.
I am enough of a powerful Witch and Living-Vampire myself to know that I could never go against Fae. It is suicidal, no need to go into that any more than this. In the meantime, there had to be a reason. Possibly, we needed to be away from the hub of trouble and thankfully Manny and Trieste would be able to discover the Prophecy and honestly come to resolve this absurd situation we all find ourselves in.
Sadly, stuck on Earth and so far away, I know that even Janelle’s powers and my own will never be enough to reach Scotland in time. I was rummaging all of this through my head, when suddenly Janelle was shaking my arm and calling me to attention.
“Ariadne – Mother please?”
“Oh Janelle, I am so sorry, my mind was...”
“Wandering, yes, I saw that” and she smiled. “Listen, I’ve had a glimpse of the Vault on Neutra Islandia...” I panicked (something rare for me, except when my entire family line is at risk) fearing the worst, but she explained.
“No, no, it’s okay. They’re okay! I’ve seen them… They are all inside clear coffins lined up in the walls of the Crypt. In a strange yellowish liquid, I don’t know what it could be, as they seem suspended within that and paralysed…” I jumped in…
“Yes, of course! Plasma it is and probably with an added ‘bonus’ of our paralysing enzyme. They get nourished, but unable to move – hanging on like puppets.”
“Oh, that doesn’t sound all that great Ariadne…”
“No, no it is not… What I remember of Abramo explaining all of these ages ago. No it is worse than death, as with death we are transported to the Lost City of Souls and are liberated… I mean, not really liberated. We are made spirit and float about with all of our senses acutely aware of everything past, present and future. We know instinctively when our loved ones will get us back – well mostly – it is all very complicated. In addition, sorry, I am losing my trail… I do not know about you Janelle, but I am mighty hungry!” she nodded but did not say a word so I carried on rather quickly.
I debited at Vampire speed, explaining the ins-and-outs of our enzymes and that the paralysing one was the worse, since any attacks to our bodies would be felt exponentially without anyone hearing a single scream, which would resound from our mouths.
Finally, once I was spent she just took me in her arms, we hugged, and she whispered in my ears that she had caught the smell of cattle nearby. We took off in the direction she took me – found a quiet herd alone without any guards – and enjoy the best feast for quite a long time.
We cleaned up the leftovers of our meal – jumped in the nearest water hole we found and cleaned ourselves up. Realising that we were still wearing Medical Faery robes with said logo, we clicked our fingers and whipped up a change of clothes. We decided to go find Humanity and to accept that Destiny One – the Prophecy – was safe, for now.
Yes, I could feel my daughter, my Trieste was alive. I had the reassurance from Janelle, that no one from our family had perished and that since the world here had not changed yet, it meant that the Prophecy had not died – there was hope for all of us.
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I knew, somehow, that we had to stay here, enjoy Bowen, and become part of it. The Destiny One was somewhere soon to be united. A couple of days passed and the 29 November – a Monday – loomed on the horizon. As I noticed the moon here in Australia, for the first time as it faded, I saw something in its face that told me, things were going to be fine. There, on the surface of the moon, the image of a Phoenix burning to cinders and going through rebirth.
I knew then that we were going to be rescued – just when – I could not say. I just knew it was going to happen. We had to settle here in this Paradise of an Inlet, it is not impossible, due to the strong attraction of blood that surrounded us. We could always swim to that inhabited island off-shore. We had to accept that all remaining was to have a quiet life until the Ultimate Battle happened…
Just glancing at Janelle – I read it all in her mind – Alex, her husband and life-partner, was there and still alive. She was smiling and at this point I had a flashback to the days when dear Alex came into my life.
We went to sleep in that lovely wee house for one last night. When I regained consciousness, the next morning Janelle had a story to tell.
“Mother Ariadne! Good morning Mother…” I had to scan my surroundings, as I recognised nothing around me. Finally, I focused on Janelle who was holding a plate of eggs, toasts, and blood sausages. My mouth watered… She spoke.
“I’m sorry Mother but we had to leave in the middle of the night – of course, go ahead eat breakfast, that is all I could gather and make just the now and yes, I did add some blood, but I’m afraid our reserves will not last…”
“Janelle what happened? Why did we have to leave? I do not remember you waking me up or even walking or swimming to here – wherever here is – where are we?”
“Sorry Mother! I had to bring you quickly with a Vanishing Spell… The owners of the house, cottage, shelter, what-have-you, came back earlier than expected. I believed just as you did that the place had been a rental or vacation home, which was fully furnished. Hmm… (She cleared her throat) But no, it wasn’t the case. I had to be quick and I’ve used so much Magic in such a short time, that I’m exhausted. I feel drained…” she then fainted.
I left my breakfast plate on the ground and retrieved the supply of blood we had, warmed it up by using Magic myself and feeding her. Her colours returned, but she did not regain consciousness. I scanned her mind and saw it all as it had happened.
She was correct in her saying that the owners came back earlier and she did use a lot of Magic. She had to clear every trace of our presence. Return the place has it had been when we arrived and transported both of us here to… Ah, I see now, we had landed on Stone Island.
We were not yet fully recovered from our ordeal. The initial capture and the physical and mental torture we suffered above Cavern’s Falls. A too brief recovery with the Faery Medical personnel.
To boot, the incarceration (even though the Faeries said it was for our protection) within Adrelalin’s Amulet and finally landing in Terra Incognita – neither of us had ever been this far South; Australia was unknown to us; we were in-and-out of consciousness, more often than not we had no idea what was going on around us, let alone with ourselves…
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Return To
Civilisation – At Last!
By Janelle
THE CONVERSATIONS WE were having centred on us being here within this strange civilisation. Ariadne knew that even one Supernatural in the area might bring out the Rogues from miles around. A thing, honestly, we had no idea was even possible, but we didn’t know the lay of the land.
Therefore, a danger of discovery and probably a sentence of death. I didn’t want to lose my head, ever, I wanted to be reunited with Alex and I needed to protect Ariadne as well.
We thought of going to work on any of the beef cattle farms outwith of the alluvial Bowen basin. One thing we had discovered in this Australia, is that there were few farms, but they had an enormous amount of beasts in the care of these hardy citizens.
The disappearance of even a small amount of these magnificent cattle every full-moon for three days would create a huge loss, especially since we needed to replenish our strengths.
Moreover, one or two animals might be fine for these farms, for us we would require much more each… Needless to say, we would have to move out of this area and find our way back to Scotland.
We had been on Stone Island for two days when one night, I awoke to find Ariadne had decided it was worth it to try a visual/reflection spell, by rubbing the stone wall inside our cavern until it was as smooth and reflective as a mirror surface. What had abruptly brought me back up to rapid consciousness was the sheer noise of what sounded like a sandblaster…
“Mother, what are you doing?” Ariadne’s hands were going in a circular motion at a velocity that would have rivalled any piece of electrical equipment. “Oh very sorry Sweetie, I believed I was sanding this surface quietly.”
“But why and what for…” I enquired while yawning my head off, something I knew meant that I had not slept soundly. She yawned as well, you know in the ‘you do it and the other person does it automatically’ kind of way. We then laughed it off and she answered.
“Simple really, I could not rest at all, my mind wandered in a remote-viewing way trying to find anyone from the Heliotrope Network…”
“Oh, you mean that some of our kind that may not have been captured and not know that we are in distress? Wait, I vaguely remember Alex speaking of some sort of ‘Helpers’ that we had at our disposal…”
“Yes dearest one! What if they are still around and… Well, I do not know how to create a Portal – Abramo is the expert at this…” she went quiet and her vibrating hands fell at her side.
“Ah I see… Believe me when I say this Ariadne, I firmly believe that they are all alive – maybe not safe, as they are still incarcerated but they are alive, I feel it deep in my soul. Don’t worry! Please, carry on… Um, you were trying to make a what?”
“Yes, of course, you are quite right – I need to believe that they are, otherwise I will go insane… I was trying to make a Portal, but no I cannot… Although, yes of course! As long as I get the surface shimmering enough, then I can just make a communication spell instead…”
Once again she went quiet, closed her eyes, and believe me, I could see the cogs of concentration in her mind. I was concentrating so much myself, when a strange vision of a spell came to me… a vortex water spell… I ignored it and kept on trying to see where her mind was going that I was taken aback when she shouted…
“Of course! Why did I not think of them before now? Oh Ariadne, sometime I wonder IF you are a Supernatural at all – sheesh…” she said the last word while slapping her forehead with the palm of her hand.
From this point on, she explained to me about the Heliotrope Network, what is was about and that the people she had thought about reaching, were none other than our loyal Wynder’s Flight Crew – the Lindon (formerly LaForge) and Vesci families that had joined us around the time of World War II.
She went back to completing the reflective surface as I was going to mention the vortex-water spell and just then, she spoke Latin words. She reached the Wynder’s Coventry Estate and couldn’t see anyone around – it looked as if we had arrived in the living room.
A few lights were on and we calculated quickly how many hours were between here – the major city for time being Cairns as I came to find – it was 3 am here and there are nine hours difference (thanking myself for having paid attention during my studies in Belgium), which meant that it was around 6 pm and, surprisingly, yesterday for them.
Ariadne grabbed my hand quickly and told me to add the other one onto the side of the stone. We then began repeating aloud the names of the people we were trying to reach: “Val Henry Lindon; Adric Vesci; Isabel Lindon; Cedawny Vesci; hear our call; this is a 777 alert; we need to activate the Heliotrope Network; a rescue is needed.”
We then repeated the whole thing. As luck would have it, or Magic in our case, by the third call none other than the one called Val Henry came into the room. The look of surprise on his face, followed quickly by disbelief. Surprisingly, he left the room and was back in no time, with a wee notebook in his hand along with Adric, Isabel, and Cedawny in tow.
“I am replying; response 777 alert understood and ready to receive…” he was all serious and then his tone changed “Are you really who you are?”
A question that Ariadne was expecting. “Firstly, no one outside of our Network knows this code and to ease your mind, I am The Lady Ariadne WynderMyre, spouse of Abramo and I remember your original name as being Val Henry LaForge who came to us during the Italian Conflict…” he cut her off.
“Lady Ariadne!” he bowed – that was strange to me. However, you have to remember that I was new to this. I was on a learning curve, anyway… He continued, “How can I be of service to you Lady Ariadne? An alert 777 means that something has gone terribly wrong…” the others remained glued to our picture – I can only assume we were a floating image in the middle of the room or we were projecting on the wall, maybe another mirror similar to what Ariadne had created.
She spoke to them about what had happened in a condensed version. Finally, concluding with us reaching them in the middle of the night. He confirmed that it was dinner time and the day before. I was happy once more to realise that my studies had been kept in my empty head (LOL!)
The final conversation comprised of plans for them to jump into the BBJ 737 25-50 passengers plane, put in a flight plan and a refuelling along with booking a helicopter once landing in Cairns, Queensland and reaching Bowen as quickly as possible.
She enquired as to what had happened to the 747. He replied that it was being serviced and that he knew not if it would be ready in time. He was planning to send the flight plans via airmail, but Ariadne declared that she would reopen the same communication wall and by then if our strength was back we could simply reach out for the sheet of paper themselves.
They were overjoyed at the news, as apparently everything and everyone had been very quiet. The last communication and transport they had, had been with returning Master Alex, myself and Baron Howlin that fateful day – our return to MerryWynde Manor after our honeymoon.
After a quick decision from Ariadne, it was confirmed that it was best to keep the news within their circle at Wynder’s Estate in Coventry. The plan, which would be in motion now, meant that we had to wait one more day before finding when we would be returning…
In the meantime, we had to find a way to get to Cairns or better yet, I believed it was time for me to speak to Ariadne about this water-vortex spell. However, she became more and more animated and chatted off.
“Janelle, my Sweet, can you imagine a rescue and return to civilisation is now possible…” she just collapsed down on the floor of our cave on Stone Island. No way, did I believe it a good time to speak up about the water-vortex spell.
It was obvious that the capture and physical/mental torture we had suffered back on Seventh Heaven were more than we could endure. Simply put, we were spent Supernaturals. We were in no condition to attempt any kind of Witchcraft.
Even though, simple Magic as getting in touch with a small portion of the Heliotrope Network again to finalise our travel arrangements and our way back home… Home! That sounds so good just the now, unfortunately, we had to sit tight and wait until tomorrow before we could attempt communications through the cavern wall.
In the meantime, Ariadne and I could not satiate our thirst – I’m no expert, so new at this, regardless… Alex had given me enough instructions and pertinent information about my new condition that I concluded that the unbearable heat was the main factor or culprit if you prefer.
I waited about 15 minutes extra, checking on Ariadne one last time and satisfied that she was breathing and asleep, I took off with the subject at hand. Finding sustenance for myself and sending Magically a few stunned animals back to the cave for Ariadne to consume.
I made my way to the cattle farm we had visited earlier. It was so easy and amazing to be nearly flying, I was running so fast – I believed all you would have seen of me at the time, would have been a blur.
I really was famished, two beef cattle drained quickly and I still felt empty. I took the time to turn the carcasses to ash and disperse the resulting mess. Decided to attack another two, doing the same disposal. Finally, feeling full and with much of my old strength returned, I send four to the cave in suspended animation.
I didn’t want Ariadne to be faced by a trample or worse a stampede. However, I needed to keep them alive. By the time I returned, she was still sleeping, but I decided she needed the blood more than the sleep at this point.
Once replete, we chatted a little bit about Magic, Witchcraft, my new family and more. We decided it was best to sleep during the day – yes, something strange for us, as we sleep at night mostly, unless it is the three nights and days of the Full Moon Frenzy.
Both of us slept soundly, something we had not experienced for a long time and it was a welcome break. We were much more refreshed when we woke up around 2:30 am the following night. It was the longest half-hour wait we would be facing and with the heat still blazing at this time of night, we decided to go jump into the Ocean for a refreshing dip.
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A wee while later, when we came back from our impromptu swim, there was a bluish glow coming from our cave. As it was only 2:45 am, with another 15 minutes to go before attempting another communication, it was unexpected to see this.
There, on the wall, was the projection of a person in miniature emanating from the cavern wall that Ariadne had polished earlier. I didn’t know who that could be, but Ariadne reacted quickly and with a huge smile on her face…
“Cedawny Vesci as I live and breathe, how did you do this?” That is when things went strange, for me anyway, as when she spoke to it; the projection came alive and animated…
“Hello Aunty Ariadne. Val Henry asked me to find a way to give you the memorandum in hand without the use of the normal channels. As you know the situation, it is best that the least amount of people know where you are just the now. As I am able to do strange Magic, sometimes, I will try to materialise the said memo into your hands Aunty…”
Aunty? Who was this, I wondered? I decided to remain quiet, instead of jumping into the conversation. I trusted that Ariadne would tell me all about it later on. In the meantime, I was curious to see what spell (on top of this impressive bit of projection Magic) she was going to perform to deliver mail – the Magical way, I dare say.
Cedawny asked Ariadne to approach and line up her left hand with Cedawny’s right in order to increase the transfer power required (I heard something about – ‘because of great distance’). Ariadne did so and they both became blue as Ariadne took on the same diaphanous projection qualities.
Then only one word was spoken – “Appareo!” – and in her right hand, Ariadne now had a scroll of parchment with a wax seal. Amazing!
She passed it on to me and I realised it was the memorandum containing the two flight plans the Wynder’s Fleet Crew were going to file for our rescue. Ariadne went on talking with Cedawny. However, Cedawny interrupted saying her time was limited and what was happening with them.
Here is the original memorandum received from Cedawny that day.
MEMORANDUM
TO: Lady Ariadne
FROM: Captain Val Henry Lindon
DATE: November 2010
SUBJECT: Flight plan for Birmingham Airport, UK to Cairns, Queensland, Australia
As spoken, I have kept things to a minimum my Lady. In addition, here are the two flight plans in case I cannot obtain the 747 in time. Presently, it is being serviced and is down at Heathrow Airport. Therefore, I have factored a provisional flight plan via a Chartered 747, leaving from Birmingham.
It will remain the same flight plan with either situation with the provision of a helicopter flight to London to take our own 747. Otherwise, I will definitely log in Flight Plan Two with our BBJ-733. Please get in touch if your situation changes, the usual way. One of us will be on stand-by to receive your communications.
FIRST FLIGHT
PLAN WITH (CHARTERED) 747
Birmingham Departure (Birmingham Airport – BHX) to Bangkok, Thailand (Bangkok International Airport – BKK) for refuelling. Travelling Time, 12 hours 28 minutes. Length 5,983 miles.
Bangkok, Thailand (Bangkok International Airport – BKK) to Cairns, Queensland, Australia (Cairns Airport – CNS) arrival. Travelling Time, 7 hours 59 minutes. Length 3,741 miles.
Hiring road transport from Cairns to Bowen.
SECOND FLIGHT
PLAN WITH BBJ 737
Birmingham Departure (Birmingham Airport – BHX) to Cyprus (Nicosia International Airport – ECN) first refuelling. Travelling time, 4 hours 41 minutes. Length 2,092 miles.
Cyprus (Nicosia International Airport – ECN) to Muscat, Oman (Muscat International Airport – MCT) second refuelling. Travelling Time, 3 hours 55 minutes. Length 1,710 miles.
Oman (Muscat International Airport – MCT) to Bangkok, Thailand (Bangkok International Airport – BKK) third refuelling. Travelling Time, 6 hours, 8 minutes. Length 2,820 miles.
Bangkok (Bangkok International Airport – BKK) to Surabaya (Juanda International Airport – SUB) fourth refuelling. Travelling Time, 3 hours, 50 minutes. Length 1,670 miles.
Surabaya (Juanda International Airport – SUB) to Cairns, Queensland, Australia (Cairns Airport – CNS) arrival. Travelling Time, 5 hours, 9 minutes. Length 2,326 miles.
Charter road transport to drive from Cairns to Bowen.
The return trip will be based on either Flight Plan 1 or 2 in reverse. We will be in touch as soon as arrangements have been made as I have been in contact regarding our 747 and I am still uncertain if it will be ready in time.
Yours in flight,
Captain Val Henry Lindon, Senior Pilot
WynderMyre Fleet
Θ Θ Θ
“Lady Ariadne, we had no idea of what had trespassed with you and the others. The only bizarre thing that went on, was that our Portal went off. In itself a strange occurrence… We knew then that something was up, but we couldn’t reach anyone.
I had a vision just on the last Full Moon – that is when I saw all of you, stuck up there in The Vault. Problem is, it’s a bad idea to try to revive our Portal. I’m assuming that THEY are keeping an eye on these. At the present, you are coming through on our television screen and thanks to its technology I was able to use it and come here as a projection.”
“Cedawny, one thing I need to know, why – you know curiosity gets the cat – in itself you mentioned me as Aunty… I know that you are related to my daughter-in-law Amarante, therefore how can we be related? Obviously, you have our Witchcraft in your veins along with Vampire blood. I cannot quite put my finger on it, your Magic is quite extended – uh simpler word, it is quite strong. Well?”
They were now both talking so fast that I was unable to follow everything. I was glad that at least I have great recollection and recall and therefore, here is what was said in a shortened version.
“Yes Aunty Ariadne, we are related… My Magic stems from receiving your mixed blood line from Adric. However, I discovered recently that I had a very important blood line in my ancestry. This is what I discovered… Georgio II Cherubini born in 1490 Triora, Imperia, Italy was the son of Tasha Cardon, who was the daughter of Grand Lord Kayden Cardon, 2nd Lord Cardon and Tasha (née Verilin). Who, in turn, was the son of Vampire Grand Duke Akar Krystals, First Lord of Cardon, and Lady Sienna (née) Pearl.
Yes indeed, my maternal line goes back to the Sangoma line by Grand Duke Akar and Grand Lord Cooper Pearl. I am indeed the result of a twisted tree with many branches.”
“Oh wee Cedawny what a pleasure – Welcome to the fam… once more…”
“Thank you Lady Ariadne. However, I must be going – it’s a good thing I have been able to tell you this rapidly. We will speak more once you are here. I need to know if you will be able to make your way to Cairns as they are planning to arrive at night, although it may be first thing in the morning. Depending… Will this be a good idea or is travelling by foot too difficult?”
“No, it would be not a problem at all.”
“Oh and before I dash – if they leave in the morning after today, and on the 747 they will arrive in Cairns after 20 hours and 27 minutes. They said to add another 3 hours or so, which is, if they need to hire a helicopter or road transport to get to Bowen. So fingers-crossed, we get the 747 in time or charter one out of Birmingham Airport. Sit tight, I’ll be in touch soon…”
She then dissipated. Ariadne went all quiet and pale. I didn’t give her time to reach the floor, I grabbed her hand and we were off for sustenance once more. I dragged her to another spot I had smelled and found many animals – this time, sheep was on the menu.
I wasn’t going to let all that wool go to waste. I used Magic again to send the said wool back to our cave. Ariadne’s mind had been going into so many places all at once. We did not speak a word. We were back around 4 am and after a brief wash up and drink at the water’s edge (yes, desalinated before drunk, of course!), we went inside the cave, and I closed it tonight with a spell. I wanted to sleep without all this heat coming in.
Θ Θ Θ
Nothing much happened the next day as we slept through until 4 am. Our alarm clock this time, was an echoing knock. As I awoke, I found myself laughing as this noise was so out of place. The next thing I heard while stretching was my name…
“Janelle, are you awake?” when I looked in the direction of the voice, I screamed and Ariadne woke up in a stupor. The projection on the wall was talking still but I couldn’t hear or understand what was being said. I had received such a shock… The talking reflection on the wall was a face I had not seen for a while. None other than George Charles Davenport, my old boss.
Honestly, I didn’t know what to reply to him. George Charles Davenport, The XII Baron of Davenport – you would believe that with a Title such as is, he would be on the straight-and-narrow but nope… He is one in a long line of lawyers born and bred in England.
Owners of Titles, Lands, and the Lot as he would always write down or when I was his secretary as such, while he would specifically request that I would write it in that particular fashion – capital letters. They had an Estate near West Bromwich, Sandwell in England. Long-story-short, he, and his ancestors have been the forgers ‘par excellence’ of specialist documents for the WynderMyre family for ages.
I was awake and slightly recovered from my shock. I had to say something to him, other than standing there; looking scared out of my wits.
“Baron Davenport? What on Earth are you doing on the Wynder’s Estate amongst the Fleet Crew family?”
“And hello to you to Janelle… Well, things have been strange lately. I have had people visiting and asking a myriad question about the WynderMyre and even yourself dear…”
“Really, about me?”
“Yes! That is when I decided to get in touch with Captain Lindon – well, after I had tried to no avail to reach any of you. I had taken notes as when you would be returning and when that date came and went and I did not hear from you – well, I became worried. After I reached Lindon on the phone, I told him of the situation and he offered that it was best to close up the business and take a (well-deserved) vacation.
Therefore, my wife – Sabrina; and our three sons: CW (Charles William); AV (Alexander Victor) and AE (Albert Edward), we are all here. Val felt it was for the best and we have been here for about a week now. At the behest of repeating myself, now enough of about me – what about you? I heard yesterday that you and Lady Ariadne have been through the ringer, sort-of-speak. It has been bad yes?”
“Well, not something I’m prepared to speak about over unsecured line – and I just burst out laughing, nerves I assumed, once recovered, I just blurted out what came to mind suddenly that felt safe – three children and all sons, I never knew about your family other than Lady Sabrina.”
“I’m being told that all of this (nonsense) can wait. I’m here to let you know that they have acquired the Fleet’s 747 and that they are leaving tomorrow morning at 08:00. Flight Lieutenant Vesci said that it was best to expect a time completion of 24 hours. The best deal and time they could get the plane ready and going – there was no charter available. Therefore, sit tight, one more, two days on the safe… Oh and the crew is in full – Val, Adric, Isabel, Cedawny, Jadzia and Walter – are all going to rescue you – they figured the more Vampires, the better protection.”
While all this talk was going on, Ariadne had finally returned to the cave. Yes, when I had screamed, she had flown the coop – I received a mental message that she had been on the look-out believing we were attacked.
At last, Davenport fell silent and she jumped into the conversation with him – after getting his name and the short version of who he was – after all, it was her first encounter with him. Apparently, she had never met him all those years that Ralph Collins and Abramo had done business with his family.
“Baron Davenport, nice to meet you…”
“Lady Ariadne, it is a pleasure. Or should I call you Grand Duchess? I just wished it was under better circumstances.”
“Same here Baron… No, Lady is more than enough just the now. Why have you been put in charge of delivering this message?”
“Simple my Lady, they’ve all gone to Birmingham Airport to kind of – oh what was it that Val Henry said – ah yes, mentally get things going to their favour. He also told me, you would understand.”
She flashed a mental message to me: “Mind manipulation dear, they will use this in order to get more people working on the plane and get the full service done sooner… No, they will not remember anything… Just get the job done and perfectly!”
So, we thanked Davenport for the delivery of good news and Ariadne closed the communication as he said it had been done for him and that he had no idea how to turn it off – a funny thing I caught from his mind – “the television is not even turned on… strange!”
Θ Θ Θ
We had two days wait and I was surprised when Ariadne told me, that she had used that mind-control power, just there the now, on Davenport as he was about to ask questions she felt neither of us should answer while every communications were probably watched. The light wind storm that had threatened to turn into a full rain and near hurricane force winds strangely just dissipated.
As everything was once again quiet, we went back to sleep. Just as I told Ariadne to have a goodnight and sweet dreams, I felt the touch of spell hitting me. I presume she had planned to sleep until about two hours or so before the rescue team arrived…
Θ Θ Θ
The Plane, The Plane
By Ariadne
OH, I WAS so glad to have spelled Janelle and myself into a deep sleep with a timer for 5 am in two days’ time – I felt well rested and even though I was a wee bit peckish for the first time since we had accidentally landed in no-man’s-land back on the 23 November, I was craving a normal breakfast.
We had a small amount of animal blood leftover from one day ago. Since I had developed the landscape with my remote-viewing I materialised a couple of eggs, a pack of rashers and whole bread along with a wee tub of soft butter.
After our stolen feast, we took one last plunge in the waters off Stone Island. On our return to our cave, we made ourselves a change of clothing and proceeded to erase any traces of us ever being there. Packing the collected wool for easy transport – as a matter of fact, I reduced it to a miniature pack.
Janelle was in a great mood and obliterated the cave wall I had polished for our communications with the Heliotrope Network. After a dare from her to see if my strengths were back just as hers were, I rebuilt it to its original settings.
Janelle manifested a road map. After a quick glance, the distance from Bowen to Cairns by car came to about six and half hour. Our speed back near to our old selves, it was time to go – it was 6 am, the skies were clear and the heat was beginning to creep up – we estimated that we would make Cairns in about two hours flat.
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Yes, we did it. We slowed down our gait as we approached the outlying area around the airport. We had kept to moving out in bursts and believe me, there was very little traffic on that road.
About 5 minutes of our arrival, we saw the Fleet’s 747 coming in range of the Cairns Airport. We dashed inside and when we got to the customer’s counter, we asked the Magical question. “How long will it take to get that plane ready for return?”
In typical fashion, so common of any airports around the world, the reply was to be expected. “This is a private airline and flight plan. Therefore, this information cannot be given to anyone other than the person or persons designated by Wynder’s Fleet Captain.”
“Anything else we can help you with today?” was the last question and words they spoke. We did not want to reveal who we were and then as they say, “That was that.” I said thank you, and walked away.
We went to the observation desk and watched patiently – if sitting motionless was being patient – until our plane taxied and came to a full-stop by the hangar marked ‘Private Flight Quarters’.
Sights of joy and relief were on Janelle’s face and mine – I am positive about that – the next thing we knew, there was an announcement that came over on the intercom system. “Would the members of Heliotrope make their way to the West Door, transport is ready for the pick-up. Thank you!”
That was it… However, we waited for a crowd to gather. We did not want to stick out as sore thumbs and reveal who we were to the general populace. I said to Janelle, that it was obvious one of them or all of them had seen us sitting here. There was our chance to blend in… A plane had landed just a wee while ago and people going on to connecting flights were called to make their way to the West Door.
Off we went at Human pace – slowly but surely – as the saying goes. Once we drew closer to said door, we saw it – the courtesy car that had the chauffeur with the sign – HELIOTROPE – that was all it said. We made our way to him and being on guard, I only uttered “Heliotrope Party.”
He nodded and opened the car’s door. A very comfortable car indeed and something that both of us had not been in for ages. It was air-conditioned and I was glad of the cool breeze, which was circulating. Nothing was said from any of us. The chauffeur closed our door, entered the vehicle, and smoothly and quietly drove to the hangar.
Once we arrived at our destination, he put the car in park but did not turn the engine off, and the handbrake, of course. He then exited, came to our door and opened it. We came out in the heat once more and both said thank you. He just touched his cap in a salute, got back into the car and left.
We went in through the main door – our hearts were beating as drums in our chests – would the nightmare be over?
Yes, it was – Val Henry came into the office we had stepped in – the final test to know if all was well. I had but one way to verify if he was really, who he was supposed to be.
“Captain Lindon, what was your squadron number during World War II?”
There was only one possible answer – one that is only known by us and not written anywhere – is answer came swift and true. “657 Lady Ariadne!”
Normally, I am a very reserved person and I show affection to just a wee group of people… I began moving towards him for an all-encompassing hug. The strange thing of it… Janelle made it into his arms before I did.
I must admit that in the thick of it, I blanked out all that went around us. More bodies and arms were around Janelle and I; we made our way to the plane and boarded. Once safely inside, the hangar doors were opened; the engine began turning and we made our way to the runway allocated for our departure.
Exhausted and overjoyed, safe with our family members, Janelle and I fell asleep in our seats…
Θ Θ Θ
The Trip Home
By Janelle
WE SAT IN the upper deck lounge, just behind the cabin. I was across from her, and even though she was asleep, her mind was a hive of activity. Here is what I caught…
How long has it been now? We had gone to bed later than usual as Trieste had just returned. Her trip cut short by a recall to College for a final exam re-sits. She was slightly upset at that. I remember Abramo telling her the dos and dont’s of handling a gripe situation with a disliked lecturer.
We had reinforced and reapplied the protection spells, as usual, and finally got under the sheets after our nightly cuddling – smiles. Everything was incredibly quiet, so much so that you could have heard a pin drop.
Alex had discussed the final errands he had to run for us before taking his planned vacation time. Nevertheless, as Trieste was home, every nerve in my body were on alert.
Then, I finally fell asleep – what happened in between? I have no idea, with the one exception when I had a dream where I had changed to a wee cat and went to see Trieste… Was it a dream? Had it been a dream?…
Oh Trivia and Onoria-Orelia, my Goddesses! When will I see my family again? I need to be there for her – her time is coming – so much has happened… Distress… terror… torture… burning, oh the sheer pain of outwardly burns – burning from the inside out…”
Then, her mind calms and the nightmares are replaced by more recent events, which brought her, not so much over-enjoyment, but a profound relief and a lifting of her heart…
“Val Henry; Isabel; Walter; Adric; Cedawny and Jadzia…” these were images scrolling across her mind as a slide-show. Quickly followed by Davenport and all the other people in Bowen and in Cairns, especially at the airport. That chauffeur’s face – she was wary of him. Who was he? How was he chosen for this task? Then, I see it in her mind – plain-as-day – the look in his eyes; he was under a mind-control spell.
I wondered myself the exact same thing. I remember that on our feasting for sustenance, she had mentioned the worries she had of the facts, that even though our Fleet was famous within Europe, we had no contacts with the countries outside of these limits.
She had mentioned that they travelled around quite a bit, but it was contained within specific areas. No contacts with the continents of Australia; Asia; Africa or North and South America. Our world on Earth was small, maybe, but it was a major choice as dictated from where we had arrived in the first instance.
As any bodies of water are sacred to our race, it was out-of-the-question to venture forth and embark on those ships that crossed either the Pacific or Atlantic Oceans. Therefore, we stayed within the confines of Europe.
There were needs enough, which kept us occupied for centuries. The survival of our race here on Earth and the protection of all Magical and Mystical Creatures, along with the weeding out of the Rogues from our own Universe. These created a huge problem of their own.
Her mind was now at peace and I decided to press the call button near me. A quick reply came in the voice of Walter. “Yes Miss Janelle? How may I be of service?”
“Huh, well, Lady Ariadne has been asleep for a while and her mind is quiet for now. I wondered if I might have your help to move her into one of the bedrooms. Also, I would love to use the facilities myself, if at all possible Walter?”
“I will be there…” I heard the click off and next he stood in front of me. He said “Hello!” and picked up Ariadne, then he added, “Please, follow me this way…”
We went down a staircase and came to a door with a sign that indicated it was her master bedroom and her husband’s. I opened the door for him, he went in and rapidly was back out closing it himself. I heard him in my mind this time – this was fun – “This way to the guest rooms.”
We went back towards the stairs, up again and through a door marked ‘Guest Quarters’. It had about 10 doors – I spoke to myself “Wow, that’s a lot of doors!” to which he replied, “Yes, each cabins have two berths and basic facilities… Here is Master Alex’s room and at the end of this corridor, the last door before the one marked ‘Galley’ is the shower room. I hope you enjoy a comfortable and restful sleep Miss. Do you require anything else?”
I thanked him, told him that I didn’t, and smiled. He smiled back, giving me a nod and disappeared in a blur to wherever he had been before. I was exhausted! I needed to hit-the-hay – a shower sounded delightful, but I was too spent to drag myself further down this enormous plane. I pushed the door to full and looked in.
Oh that was nice… The room smelled of my Alex – I burst into tears. For the first time since all of this had begun, my composure totally abandoned me. The bed was already in a double setting with lovely brown coloured accessories. Still crying my head off, I simply bounded onto the bed and as my heart and soul released the stress that had accumulated for so long, I fell promptly asleep.
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The Long
Awaited Return
By Ariadne
I WOKE UP in a stupor and in a place, I had not seen in a while. I checked through the porthole. The plane was on approach towards Birmingham Airport. It was not home, as I would have liked – our manor in Scotland was – or at least Inverness Airport, but I was back over friendly skies.
Talk about perfect timing! A knock at the door brought me out of my reveries… A familiar smell and voice came from behind it. “Ariadne, you’re awake?”
Janelle was there and I opened the door quickly. “It won’t be too long now, we’ll be landing. They told me to come and get you and that we should go sit back in the upper lounge. Did you have a good rest?”
“Phew! Fine and yes, very well thank you Janelle.” We made our way and as we reached the stairs, I could smell coffee as it should be – half-and-half blend. Janelle threw me a look “Mother!” then she whispered “Fangs…”
“Oh sorry dear, I am famished…” she laughed and I joined in. Once seated and buckled in, we saw Cedawny and Jadzia working away behind the bar, pouring coffee for us. Cedawny spoke.
“Good evening ladies! Glad to see you are both well rested.” We just nodded. “Also, we had a delay of one hour due to technical difficulties on the refuelling stop in Thailand. So, it is a good thing that you both slept through it.”
We downed our coffees, thanked them both and they left for the crew quarters. I turned to Janelle wondering if she knew more of the immediate situation. “Janelle dear, any idea why everyone seems to be on tenterhooks?”
“Well, I can only assume that nowhere outside of the Coventry Estate is safe at the present…”
“Yes, I caught a mental flash of ‘precious cargo’.” We both laughed at that. “However, I feel that it’s difficult to protect the heavens against snatching… Honestly, Mother, I’ll feel safer once down on the ground and then I can’t wait to see the Estate at Coventry. The last time I came to Birmingham Airport, it had been straight from my wee cottage in West Bromwich, with… well… with Alex.”
“Good Goddess, the Coventry Estate – it is more than 50 years since I helped in the decoration of that place inside and out. I have not seen it since…”
We heard Val Henry’s voice telling us that it was ‘Landing Time’. Soon, we were back in the Wynder’s Hangar and exiting the plane. We did not have much luggage or baggage, just the wool that we had kept from the animals we had drained. Then, one more air flight via the Wynder’s Helicopter and we were landing for a final time on the Heliport at the back of the Estate.
As soon as the door opened, I ran top speed to the back entrance. Retrieved the spare key and once inside, I flew to the room that I had decorated all these years ago and was to be ours when required.
I listened to everyone else getting in the Manor. I know I should not have run that way. However, it was nearly midnight and as the Estate is large, anyone who could have seen me would only have noticed a blur. For some strange reason, I felt terrified, more so than I had been since the kidnapping.
The atmosphere inside the house changed as soon as they were all in. Naturally, it confirmed that none of the staff catering to the two families here were around. I had felt just two hearts that were beating at the normal rate of 75 beats per minute.
Oh, yes Humans, of course… Baron Davenport and his wife, Sabrina, they were fast asleep. Then I heard my name being called from somewhere downstairs. Feeling a wee bit more settled I join them, this time in a more Human way.
Isabel was there at the bottom of the staircase. “Hello Lady Ariadne, it is the proper time to speak now. So… I’m happy that you are back with us and as you might have noticed we send our staff on vacation as soon as we heard from you and Miss Janelle. We’re all in the kitchen preparing a late dinner. We all love cooking… Hmm… Would you like to join us or would you prefer to go sit by the fire in the lounge?”
“Thank you Isabel. I will come to the kitchen in a minute or so. If you do not mind the delay, I would love a quick shower…”
“Anything in particular you would like to eat?”
“Yes actually, something that I saw up close but did not sample, while we were in Bowen. Once we moved to Stone Island, we washed ourselves in the waters there. The Pacific Ocean and there it was a strange sea animal that was blue, a strange colour in itself and with claws…” she laughed at this and apologised quickly.
“My dear Lady Ariadne, you mean Lobster? That is not a problem, we have some in the deep-freeze. I’ll get Val to boil one for you with lemon butter perhaps?”
“Yes I know, having been around that long and not tried much seafood…” I laughed myself. “That sounds very nice Isabel; go ahead I will be back in a flash.”
I went back to my room for a shower and she disappeared down the hall and into the door I believed led to the kitchen. Lobster? What can I say, it looked delicious. As we prefer warm-blooded animals for our main sustenance, any seafood is not something we are much fond of as a usual staple.
As I was preparing to enter the shower cubicle, I heard Janelle in my mind: “Mother, as I know the torture we have been through, I told this lovely Val Henry that the best way for you to enjoy your Lobster was with a cream sauce and linguine noodles. Personally, I love seafood, but I prefer not to see what the creature was before it is in my plate…”
I wondered about her last words, but will ask her later. I felt revived once I came out of the shower. I dressed quickly and went down to the kitchen. Everyone was there talking animatedly and waiting for me before eating.
“Hello all, sorry for the brief delay, let us eat as everything smells wonderful.” I was shown my seat at the top of the table. As we ate, we chatted from our minds. I was not going to miss my chance regarding Janelle and her seafood experience. I jumped in…
“Janelle dear, how can you say that you prefer not to see what the creature was before it gets to your plate? As those trips to the beef cattle farms, you did not seem to mind them being turned into steaks before diving in?”
“Oh Mother! (LOL) I don’t know really, I’m new at this and when I’m in my Vamp-Mode I just see sustenance, blood and nothing else really. Warm bodies with veins full of blood coursing through it and my new nature take over.”
Not many were talking at the table but everyone was eating. I complemented Val Henry for this special dish. As delicious as it was and a strange sensation when chewing it, I did not believe I would be eating one again any time soon.
Dinner was over quickly and we all chipped in to get the cleaning done. The kitchen was sparkling less than ten minutes later. We all decided that it was best to get to bed. All of us, especially Janelle and I, required more sleep.
Not forgetting, that in the morning the Davenport’s would be up and requiring breakfast and somehow I felt the questioning would begin. Janelle asked if we could share a room tonight as she felt out-of-sorts still. I agreed, as I was glad to have someone with whom I could speak a wee bit more freely.
I got in bed first as it was Janelle’s turn to go for a shower. I had a quick gander at the lingerie in the walk-in-closet but nothing felt suitable. I just clicked my fingers and manifested my favourite nightwear colour – purple.
Unfortunately, I was asleep as soon as I touched the pillow. I just felt Janelle getting under the covers quietly and it was the same for her. We did not awaken until the next morning at dawn…
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Decisions, Decisions
By Baron Davenport
I HAD A feeling upon waking that the atmosphere in the Estate had changed overnight. There was tension, so thick; it could have been cut with a knife. I kissed Sabrina on the forehead, as she was still asleep. I decided against waking her and hastily wrote her a note that I would be down in the dining room having breakfast.
I showered, dressed, and left our bedroom silently. I could hear a flurry of movement as I descended the stairs. Once in the dining room, I was glad to see Lady Ariadne and Janelle there. Relief washed over me, but as quickly as this feeling arrived I realised I had the worst news to give to her Ladyship…
This morning was the 3 December and it meant that she had missed Trieste’s twentieth birthday and all that implied. I have never been privy to all the particulars of the WynderMyre Family; however, I knew that occasion to be an extremely important one on their calendar.
Something to do with ‘Ascension’, I believed the term had been from the papers I had helped Ralph Collins, via Alex Wilson who had delivered them, to draw up the new family records.
For her own protection, Trieste was to be kept in the dark about her family’s true origins until that date. I had completed the necessary papers in time. They were ready for pick-up by Wilson after his vacation was over. As we know now, this never happened.
I still had those papers with me and sincerely believed it was not proper to hand them over to her Ladyship just the now. One thing I was certain of, for now, I had to let her know by telling her as gently as possible that it was not in anyone’s best interest for them to return to Carrbridge yet.
I faced a task that was more complicated to fulfil than any of my regular cases I have had to deal with since becoming a Lawyer…
Davenport Family History
A little bit here about me and my illustrious family – The Barons of Davenport – of which I am the twelfth representative.
Firstly, the Davenport Family Surname. Most Ancestry books in England will tell you the gist of it as this: “English surname adopted by bearers of Munster Gaelic Ó Donndubhartaigh ‘descendant of Donndubhartach’, a personal name composed of the elements donn ‘brown-haired man’ or ‘chieftain’ + dubh ‘black’ + artach ‘nobleman’.”
We were of Irish origins and in the Royal Courts of English Kings and Queens. The known is that one rendered special services for the King of England and was conferred said Title and Lands in West Bromwich, England. Well, long-story-short, the Title was passed down to the eldest son down the line from Charles Davenport, First Baron of Davenport back in the middle ages or as I have heard many a-time, the Dark Ages, until I arrived in 1955 on St George’s Day the 23 April.
I am the only one that broke the tradition of the eldest son and heir to said Title to be named George Charles. This came from my mother – Lady Samantha (née Montgomerie), Scottish by birth, and the Eleventh Baroness of Davenport – who said, firmly, that we had to honour Saint George. My father Charles, XI Baron of Davenport was opposed to me being called anything else than just Charles, but he could not refuse Mother, he loved her so much and I was christened George Charles.
Sadly, she was heartbroken when in 1985 he passed away. She never wore anything else but an all-black wardrobe – similar to HM Queen Victoria after Prince Albert died, for her a mourning of 40 years – for Mother it was a shorter period of mourning, dying from this extreme sadness, ten years, six months and four days later in 1996.
Therefore, I received the Title in a ceremony and named officially the XII Baron of Davenport, one month after his death on 25 September 1985 by the current monarch of England. My wife, then the Lady Sabrina (née Hart) born in St David, Pembrokeshire, Wales was known as The Honourable Mrs Sabrina Davenport. On that day, she became the XII Baroness of Davenport and I saw Mother breaking down even more.
I also became owner of the Estate in West Bromwich along with our family’s Law firm established 100 years ago from my birth year, thus in 1855, my ancestor Charles, VIII Baron of Davenport found himself with an impossible amount of death taxes when his own father Charles, VII Baron of Davenport died on 7 August 1855.
Charles, the Seventh had studied Law at University, the first to do so, with the help of his father-in-law, shortly after his wedding to Lady Willow Swinton. The latter from a family of Lawyers, the Swinton of Manchester, England, who did not want his daughter to begin married life with the prospect of poverty. Death taxes on an Estate of that size were large and unfortunately, accumulating.
Charles, the VIII had not made it through the Bar Exam and by the time Willow’s father died, she inherited the Swinton Law firm. Then, their own son Charles, who would become the IX Baron of Davenport, had been successful at the same University and graduated with full honours and Bar Exam done, married Lady Margaret McGonagall in November 1860 after taking possession of the Swinton Law firm and renamed it the Davenport. The debts were cleared and he made a fortune.
It is about this time that Charles, XI Baron of Davenport came to know of the WynderMyre on an official basis. However, the Davenport’s family had known them much earlier. We were not all above board, if I can admit without feeling guilty…
My ancestors were great at reproducing important documents for the Crown and let’s be honest, the running costs of our Estate and a Barony was expensive. Therefore, when one of the Charles was approached by the then known MesaByrd Family to create official papers, it was convenient for him as the money offered for in return, his complete and utter silence, came at the best of times.
The Lancashire County in England began official civil registration of Births, Deaths, and Marriages in 1837. We were the first ones to provide the style of registration and costs to the public to receive extracts for generations to come. We had been doing this, under the table, ages before that. The secrets of the MesaByrd/WynderMyre Family were sealed in blood and passed down to the eldest son – the very same who was to become the next Baron in our lineage.
Every time, the contract was taken out of storage and a new set of signatures added to it. I am the latest as the XII Baron of Davenport and even though I am revealing how we came to know them, I will never reveal what I know, that will be passed on to my eldest son when I leave this Earth permanently.
As I’ve mentioned the tradition was broken by agreement between my Parents as I was born on Saint George’s Day. As a parent myself with my lovely wife Sabrina, I kept a small portion of the first name tradition when in 1981 our first-born son arrived on the 30 April.
We gave him Charles, of course, followed by William. A brother joined him the following year on 30 July 1982, so named Alexander Victor. To our surprise, our duo of boisterous boys turned into a trio when Sabrina was told that she had suffered too much damage giving birth to our heavy AV, there were simply no chance of expanding our family.
It was not so as the heavens had a different plan for us. One day before All Allows Eve 1983, Albert Edward arrived at 11:59 pm on the 30 October. Something that is not known about his arrival was the fact that we were at MerryWynde Manor for a weekend of celebrations. Sabrina’s due date was not for another two weeks, therefore, we felt that spending the weekend with them, as so many are doctors, was safe.
Put it simply, it was a good thing, as Sabrina never made it to the hospital and our Albert arrived feet first into the world and the only one in a long line of Davenport being born north of the Border in the Highlands of Scotland. She was ripped up badly and saved by the WynderMyre blood transfusion.
All three are working in our firm and as they enjoy giving themselves nicknames, nowadays they go by CW, AV, and AE. They are graduated from the same University and all have varied Law Degrees. I have begun training Charles William in the papers that require to be done in the hush-hush way. Just in case, I don’t survive these turbulent years.
Anyone connected with the WynderMyre family, whom are Lawyers in their own rights, are constantly at risks with their lives. I consider that the disappearance of the whole nine of them, going as far to say a kidnapping with intent to murder, as much as I know of their entourage, there has been no letters of intent from the guilty party.
There you are a brief glimpse in my own genealogy/family records. I had done my duties of letting Ariadne, Grand Duchess WynderMyre know to trust in her beliefs that Lady Trieste and the rest of her family were safe and that all to be done for now, was recuperating and stay here with another part of her large entourage.
Finally, safe, secure, and recovering, we waited for the one event – the so-called Ultimate Battle that had to take place before our lives would return to normal.
Θ Θ Θ
EPILOGUE
What Was Up With Italy
By Trieste
AS YOU ALL know by now – my trip of discovery of what was up with Italy – was cut short… Firstly, it was just love for a country they had watched from Seventh Heaven Universe through ‘Viewing Portals’. Yes, they were studying Planet Earth and its history along with each and every countries that made up its geography. However, my Mother (Ariadne) and Grand-Mother (Annabelle) were transported there to France.
We still don’t know if this was a glitch during their banishment from SHU or on purpose as we know Dalriada and her family were already there to protect them. It might be the latter. We will never know for certain…
Apparently, they have education up there, just as we have down here. Although, much more interesting and less emphasis on the learning of ordinary subjects such as reading, writing and arithmetic. These three talents are inbred – they are born with these abilities, no learning required. As well as spells and feeding themselves; Vamping out; flying et al.
As for Italy, well, I did some digging of my own. The results, it was a country that Papa loved from his studies. Mother came into it with the names of all her children, with me being given Trieste, as a place they both wished to visit someday…
Finally, it was during their time spent in Italy that they made their fortune with Wine-making, Vineyards along with production and distribution. Simply, they made a name for themselves. If given the chance, I would, have discovered relatives still within its heart, a working vineyard as vast as the eyes can see. Have to laugh here, as with our eyes we can see a lot farther than anyone else.
Θ Θ Θ
Family Genealogy
By Ariadne
HERE, I WILL take a break from the main Diaries and give you insights into our family and it’s workings – a wee bit of genealogy as to who is who and the wonderful network that is in place and available to us all who knows the signs, when we need help – hopefully Trieste will be able to access this network, the only downfall, she only will once her twentieth birthday occurs.
Θ Θ Θ
References & Lists
FOR SECURITY PURPOSES, the following references are not complete. If any or all have spouses and/or children, it will not be found here. All these will be explained in my Diaries, under the Title of Love Through the Centuries. In the meantime, these lists will reveal who’s who as necessary to read the first episodes.
I have updated things in these new lists, based on the standard genealogy reports found on this ‘Internet’ and that my youngest son, Carlo, mentioned it was good to keep such information.
Do read all, it tells a history in itself of our many families; relationships and others. I am hopeful that Trieste will use the information to contact the Heliotrope Network, the Vampires and Witchcraft Queens, as well as the daughters referred to as the Amazons, which have been working with me for many years in my shop.
Yes, you can call them, our Coven! Here are the lists:
Θ Θ Θ
HELIOTROPE Θ NETWORK
The European Branch (since 1600)
NAME: Grand Duke Abramo, Third Grand Duke of MesaByrd, The First Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Lord Abramo WynderMyre, Lawyer (current)
POSITION: The Founder! – Son of Grand Duke Arthur MesaByrd, Second Grand Duke of MesaByrd and Grand Duchess Davinia (née Corbon), Grand Duchess of MesaByrd.
NOTES: Sanguis born Living-Vampire – Blue Blood – Cat B – Founded this Network in 1600. Still has records of all original dates!
NAME: High Baroness Ariadne BirkeLand (née as). Third Grand Duchess of MesaByrd, The First Lady WynderMyre (since her marriage). Was known as Mademoiselle Ariadne Tréguier (adopted surname after arriving in France).
AKA: The Lady Ariadne WynderMyre.
POSITION: Founder’s Wife – Daughter of High Duke Henry BirkeLand, Thirteenth Duke of BirkeLand and High Duchess Annabelle (née De BethenCourt), Thirteenth Duchess of BirkeLand.
NOTES: Sired by Abramo, Member since 15 September 1510 – Purple Blood – Cat B.
NAME: High Duchess Annabelle De BethenCourt, Thirteenth Duchess of BirkeLand.
AKA: The Lady Annabelle BirkeLand (current).
POSITION: Founder’s Mother-in-Law – Daughter of Richard, High Duke De BethenCourt and The Lady Arian (née BealCrest), Duchess De BethenCourt.
NOTES: Sired by Abramo, Member since 13 November 1513 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Cedric (born Grand Right Honourable Cedric BeauSon).
AKA: Currently known on Earth as Ralph Collins or RC (as uttered by Trieste).
POSITION: The Illegitimate son of Reynard Haeme, Lord Protector and Bea Nye, Grand Banshee – Escaped the previous War by transporting to Earth illegally, found no contact and became a Rogue.
NOTES: Returned to Sanguis Living-Vampire status by The Council in 1800 – Red Blood.
NAME: Master Alex Wilson (né Alexandre Galois).
AKA: Currently know as Mr Alex Wilson, Twenty-First Keeper and Final Owner of the Merlinite Ring.
POSITION: Son of Alexis Galois and Jasmine (née) Dubois – The Jack-of-all-Trades and Personal Chauffeur.
NOTES: Sired by Abramo on 17 March 1530 – Purple Blood. Ariadne considers him her first cross-over, and adopted son. She had not the strength to complete the deed as she was pregnant.
NAME: Master Bertrand Galois – Brother of Alex and Benjamin.
AKA: Bert, the Twin Brothers of Alex, never changed surnames.
POSITION: Son of Alexis Galois and Jasmine (née) Dubois – known collectively as The Cleaners.
NOTES: Sired by Abramo on 17 March 1530 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Master Benjamin Galois – Brother of Alex and Bertrand.
AKA: Ben, the Twin Brothers of Alex, never changed surnames.
POSITION: Son of Alexis Galois and Jasmine (née) Dubois – known collectively as The Cleaners.
NOTES: Sired by Abramo on 17 March 1530 – Purple Blood. Benjamin and Bertrand, as their brother, have inherited a Druidic Magic from their Parents. Ariadne nicknamed them – The Cleaners. Once the bodies (Human or animals) are emptied, they use their Staff and turn said bodies to cinders, scattering them to the Four Corners of the Elements.
NAME: Grand Duke Santonio WynderMyre, Fourth Grand Duke of MesaByrd, Second Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: San for short. Sir or Lord WynderMyre (current).
POSITION: First Born Son of Abramo and Ariadne.
NOTES: Member since 30 June 1550 – Purple Blood, Cat AB.
NAME: Grand Marquess Grégario WynderMyre, First Grand Marquess of MesaByrd, Third Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Greg or Gregory (which he dislikes). Sir Grégario WynderMyre or Lord WynderMyre.
POSITION: Second Born Son of Abramo and Ariadne.
NOTES: Member since 31 January 1570 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Enrico Vallerga (both lied about being 18 they were actually 16 at the time). His twin sister is Enrica Vallerga.
AKA: Never changed his first name – never uses his surname. No other shorten nickname either, same for his sister.
POSITION: Son of Signore Francesco Vallerga and Signora Francesca (née Cuocco) Vallerga – Head Chef and Butler for the Founder’s Family.
NOTES: Twin of Enrica found by Ariadne, they had ran away from the orphanage and were working in a restaurant, pleaded for her to save them – Sired by Ariadne on 13 March 1591 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Enrica Vallerga.
AKA: Same as Enrico. Known as Enrica.
POSITION: Daughter of Signore Francesco Vallerga and Signora Francesca (née Cuocco) Vallerga – Sister of Enrico – Personal Assistant and Maid to Ariadne.
NOTES: Twin of Enrico – same as her brother – Sired by Ariadne on 13 March 1591 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Grand Earl Massimo MesaByrd, First Grand Earl of MesaByrd, Fourth Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Funny nickname given and used by Trieste: Mass. Sir Massimo MesaByrd – (1) see notes below list.
POSITION: Third Son of Abramo and Ariadne.
NOTES: Member since 31 August 1610 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Grand Viscount Beltrano WynderMyre, First Grand Viscount of MesaByrd, Fifth Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Another funny nickname: it refers to holding your pants – Belt. Just as one he is there when you need him for support. Sir Beltrano WynderMyre.
POSITION: Fourth Son of Abramo and Ariadne.
NOTES: Member since 31 March 1710 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Grand Baron Eduardo WynderMyre, First Grand Baron of MesaByrd, Sixth Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: For nicknames it’s Ed for him and Car for his brother. However, Trieste calls them ‘The Twinnies’ even though they are not. Nevertheless, very similar in looks – most people believe they are (if only they knew). Sir Eduardo WynderMyre.
POSITION: Fifth Son of Abramo and Ariadne.
NOTES: Member since 31 October 1810 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Grand Count Carlo WynderMyre, First Grand Count of MesaByrd, Seventh Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Car or Carl. Sir Carlo WynderMyre.
POSITION: Sixth Son of Abramo and Ariadne, and not a twin.
NOTES: Member since 31 May 1910 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Grand Duchess Trieste WynderMyre, Fourth Grand Duchess of MesaByrd.
AKA: The Lady Trieste WynderMyre.
POSITION: Only Daughter and Seventh Child of Abramo and Ariadne.
NOTES: Became Member in 1990 on her birthday, which will not be revealed as the true date until 2010.
NAME: Mademoiselle Maribelle (née) Audibert, Grand Duchess WynderMyre, Fourth Grand Duchess of MesaByrd, Second Lady WynderMyre.
AKA: The Lady Maribelle WynderMyre.
POSITION: Wife of Santonio.
NOTES: Sired by her husband – Member since 21 November 1550 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The First Grand Lord Charles MesaByrd, Seventh Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Sir Charles WynderMyre.
POSITION: First Son of Santonio and Maribelle.
NOTES: Member since 7 July 1580 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Second Grand Lord Arthur MesaByrd, Eighth Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Sir Arthur WynderMyre.
POSITION: Second Son of Santonio and Maribelle.
NOTES: Member since 9 July 1585 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Third Grand Lord Henri MesaByrd, Ninth Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Sir Henri WynderMyre. It’s Henri – never Henry – unless you have a death wish LOL!
POSITION: Third Son of Santonio and Maribelle.
NOTES: Member since 11 July 1590 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Mademoiselle Orane (née) LeChat, First Grand Marchioness of MesaByrd, Third Lady WynderMyre.
AKA: Lady Orane WynderMyre.
POSITION: Wife of Grégario.
NOTES: Sired by her husband – Member since 21 April 1570 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Fourth Grand Lady Corrine WynderMyre, Tenth Lady WynderMyre, First Baroness of BushLake.
AKA: Lady Corrine WynderMyre (from birth) Baroness BushLake, currently Lady LivingStone.
POSITION: Daughter of Grégario and Orane.
NOTES: Member since 7 February 1600 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Fifth Grand Lady Estelle WynderMyre, Eleventh Lady WynderMyre, First Countess of BushLake.
AKA: Lady Estelle WynderMyre (from birth) Countess BushLake, currently Lady LivingStone.
POSITION: Daughter of Grégario and Orane.
NOTES: Member since 9 February 1605 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Sixth Grand Lady Genèvre WynderMyre, Twelfth Lady WynderMyre, First Lady LivingStone.
AKA: Lady Genèvre WynderMyre (from birth). Currently, Lady LivingStone – yes, the three Sisters are all known as Lady LivingStone. Of course, every one calls her Ginny.
POSITION: Daughter of Grégario and Orane.
NOTES: Member since 11 February 1610 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Grand Viscountess Amarante WynderMyre, First Grand Viscountess of MesaByrd, Fourth Lady WynderMyre.
AKA: Born as Miss Amarante Mantovani now as Lady Amarante WynderMyre.
POSITION: Wife of Massimo.
NOTES: Sired by her husband – Member since 1 November 1610 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Seventh Grand Lady Abriana MesaByrd, Thirteenth Lady WynderMyre.
AKA: High Lady Abriana D’Amore.
POSITION: Daughter of Massimo and Amarante.
NOTES: Member since 7 September 1640 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Eight Grand Lord Benedetto MesaByrd, Fourteenth Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Sir Benedetto MesaByrd (1) see notes below list.
POSITION: Son of Massimo and Amarante.
NOTES: Member since 9 October 1650 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Ninth Grand Lady Carolena MesaByrd, Fifteenth Lady WynderMyre.
AKA: High Lady D’Amore, Lady Carolena D’Amore.
POSITION: Daughter of Massimo and Amarante.
NOTES: Member since 11 November 1660 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Senhorita Shari Piriquito.
AKA: Grand Viscountess Shari WynderMyre, First Grand Viscountess, Fifth Lady WynderMyre. Currently known as Lady Shari WynderMyre.
POSITION: Wife of Beltrano.
NOTES: Sired by her husband – Member since 7 June 1710 – Purple Blood. Although, born in Portugal, she has been found as a descendant of the Royal Grand Sangoma family. Her Grand-Mother had been a Witch/Orphan who once turned a Vampire by her second husband, put a recessive spell on the Vampirism gene of her family.
Shari’s Mother, Chaffey (née Carvalho) married into the Piriquito Clan of Bruxas Witches. Through Black Witchcraft, Chaffey eliminated the need for blood. It was dormant in all of them. Shari was of mixed origins without knowledge. All spells were broken when she was Sired.
NAME: The Tenth Grand Lord Orlando WynderMyre, Sixteenth Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Sir Orlando WynderMyre.
POSITION: Son of Beltrano and Shari.
NOTES: Member since 11 July 1740 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Eleventh Grand Lord Julio WynderMyre, Seventeenth Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Sir Julio WynderMyre.
POSITION: Son of Beltrano and Shari.
NOTES: Member since 11 November 1750 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Twelfth Grand Lady Chaffey WynderMyre, Eighteenth Lady WynderMyre.
AKA: The Lady Chaffey KnavesMyre.
POSITION: Daughter of Beltrano and Shari.
NOTES: Member since 11 January 1760 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Fräulein Oriel Galster.
AKA: Lady Oriel WynderMyre.
POSITION: Wife of Eduardo.
NOTES: Sired by her husband – Member since 3 December 1810 – Purple Blood. Part of The Black Cat Witches of Black Forest, Germany.
NAME: The Thirteenth Grand Lady Ariel Westphail, Nineteenth Lady WynderMyre.
AKA: Miss Ariel Westphail and Grand Marchioness Ariel IronShade.
POSITION: Daughter of Eduardo and Oriel.
NOTES: Member since 7 December 1840 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Fourteenth Grand Lady Carlotta Westphail, Twentieth Lady WynderMyre.
AKA: Miss Carlotta Westphail and Grand Marchioness GreyMont or Lady Carlotta Schaakspel.
POSITION: Daughter of Eduardo and Oriel.
NOTES: Member since 13 January 1850 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Fifteenth Grand Lord Sachs Westphail, Twenty-First Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Sir Sachs WynderMyre.
POSITION: Son of Eduardo and Oriel.
NOTES: Member since 21 February 1860 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Lady Rochelle Liddesdale.
AKA: Lady Rochelle WynderMyre.
POSITION: Wife of Carlo.
NOTES: Sired by her husband – Member since 20 August 1910 – Purple Blood. Descendant of a Faery Male known as Olsen Owen from the Kingdom of FairBeach and a Vampire Grand Duchess Sandra FairBeach who were married illegally and excommunicated by Sandra’s Parents The Sangoma’s Family.
Reverted to Faery size as a punishment, the Owen Family continued their existence in the Kingdom until Nichelle (Rochelle’s Mother) who married a full-fledged Faery – Evan Liddesdale. Their story will be revealed in the second novel.
NAME: The Sixteenth Grand Lord William WynderMyre, Twenty-Second Lord WynderMyre
AKA: Sir William WynderMyre.
POSITION: Son of Carlo and Rochelle.
NOTES: Member since 7 July 1940 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Seventeenth Grand Lady Roche WynderMyre, Twenty-Third Lady WynderMyre.
AKA: The Honourable Lady Roche WaterStone, Baroness CourteNey.
POSITION: Daughter of Carlo and Rochelle.
NOTES: Member since 13 August 1950 – Purple Blood.
NAME: The Eighteenth Grand Lord Evan WynderMyre, Twenty-Fourth Lord WynderMyre.
AKA: Sir Evan WynderMyre.
POSITION: Son of Carlo and Rochelle.
NOTES: Member since 21 September 1960 – Purple Blood.
NAME: Grand Earl Danski Corbon, Baron Sanguis.
AKA: Baron Danski Larsen, King of the Norse – retired Title (2) see notes below list.
POSITION: Son of Duke Francis Corbon and Second Grand Duchess Serine (née HighBridge), Grand Duchess of Corbon.
NOTES: Uncle to Abramo – who joined him in the 1900s when Danski was instructed by The Council to take over the Marriage Ceremonies for the Family – Blue Blood.
NAME: Master Val Henry Campbell
AKA: Signore Valandro Enric Fabbri (while in Italy 1943-1950); Flight Captain Val Henry LaForge (upon returning to UK in 1950); Senior Fleet Captain Val Henry Lindon (since 1990).
POSITION: Son of Henry Campbell and Anna (née Cole) Campbell (defunct). He had two sisters, Valérie and Victoria who died in 1940 – WW2 Pilot rescued by Massimo and Benedetto – works for the whole family since 1943 and is in charge of the WynderMyre’s Fleet.
NOTES: Sired by Benedetto, having been helped by Massimo on 5 September 1943 – joined in 1965 after approval by The Council – Red Blood.
NAME: Mrs Isabel Lindon.
AKA: Miss Isabel Shamblestone; Lieutenant Nurse Isabel Shamblestone; Signora Isabella Fabbri (while in Italy with Val Henry); Mrs Isabel LaForge.
POSITION: The Shamblestone are never spoken of by their only child. We know that they had a B&B in Torquay. Wife of Val Henry Lindon, Head Flight Attendant works for the WynderMyre’s Fleet; was originally a British Army Nurse stationed in Italy who had reached the rank of Lieutenant and Flight Captain after obtaining Pilot training.
NOTES: Sired by her husband on 8 July 1945 – Red Blood – joined in 1965 after approval from The Council at the same time as her son.
NAME: Walter-Edward-Henry Lindon.
AKA: Walter LaForge.
POSITION: Son of Val Henry and Isabel, works at Flight Attendant for the WynderMyre’s Fleet.
NOTES: Matured at 20 – unknown as his transformation – Red Blood – joined in 1965.
NAME: Flight Lieutenant Adric Vesci.
AKA: Signore Adric Vesci.
POSITION: All we know about his family is that they were friends with Cedawny’s Parents and that his Mother named him Adric, because she loved the Adriatic Sea. WW2 Co-Pilot (a different crash than Val Henry) once again rescued by Massimo and Benedetto, works as a Co-Pilot for the WynderMyre’s Fleet, best friend with Val Henry Lindon.
NOTES: Sired by Massimo on 15 July 1943 – Red Blood – joined in 1965 after approval from The Council at the same time as Val Henry, Isabel and their son. Also, along with his wife and their daughter.
NAME: Mrs Cedawny Vesci.
AKA: Signorina Cedawny Cardobon; Signora Cedawny Vesci.
POSITION: Wife of Adric Vesci, a teacher, she had been engaged to Adric before he left for the war and was still single when he came to find her. She is a distant relative of The WynderMyre and others. Daughter of Calveno Cardobon and Juniper (née Cherubini) Cardobon.
NOTES: Sired by her husband on 8 May 1945 – joined in 1965 after The Council along with the remainder and their daughter. Red Blood.
NAME: Miss Jadzia Vesci.
AKA: Signorina Jadzia Vesci.
POSITION: Daughter of Adric and Cedawny.
NOTES: She said that her transformation took place at 20 – she remains tight lip as to how or where – joined in 1965.
NAME: Evana & Alfred, Rachelle, Mark & Karey, Martin & Karah – (3) see notes below list.
AKA: No other aliases known.
POSITION: Unknown Families – Trusted Staff of Baron Danski Larsen.
NOTES: Sired by Danski Larsen on 5 April 1940 in Norway at Asgard Castle.
NAME: *Manfredo, Grand Earl HowlinWynd, Grand Baron Howlin.
AKA: Uncle Manny, or just plain Manny.
POSITION: Son of Fourth Grand Duke Simon HowlinWynd and The Lady Godelina KnavesMyre, Grand Duchess HowlinWynd.
NOTES: Sanguis born Vampire – Blue Blood – Entered into this Network in 1840.
*Not to be revealed until it is time by the person enlisted!
(1) Notes for Massimo and his son Benedetto, in 1965 The Council finally agreed to meet them and discuss the circumstances into which they had turned the two WWII pilots and themselves along with Val Henry Lindon, Isabel (née Shamblestone) Lindon and Walter Lindon, Adric Vesci, Cedawny (née Cardobon) Vesci and Jadzia Vesci were given the punishment of taking nourishment from animal only – non Human blood – for 100 years.
(2) Baron Danski Larsen: He is the Uncle of Abramo – left Sanguis in about 1210 for Bergen, Norway after a disagreement with his Parents on his choice of wanting to remain single. Became a warrior for Vladik Larsen, King of the Norse who having no children of his own adopted him and proclaimed him King of the Norse when he died in 1230.
(3) Danski’s staff – they had trespassed on his property in Asgard Castle in Bergen, Norway – trying to get away from WWII, all were born in Germany around 1924. He changed their names, transformed and adopted them.
All have the Vampires abilities:
Speed, Agility, Healing,
Along with varying Witches Powers
(This list is not complete for security reasons)
Θ Θ Θ
THE BLOOD REGENTS (4)
List Compiled around 1900
NAME: Vampire Princess Onoria-Orelia ISLANDIA.
TITLE: Queen Onoria-Orelia.
POSITION: Queen of Vampires of Seventh Heaven (Goddess of Earth and Dawn).
ABILITIES: Transforms into a White Hen Harrier – as well as all four elements including smoke, power of flight and all known Vampire abilities, time-split travel (disappearing from one place and arriving at a short or long-distance from point of origin).
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Crimson Castle – Private Island – Gurteen, Sligo, Ireland.
NAME: Vampire Princess Agana DYONISIA.
TITLE: Queen Agana.
POSITION: Queen of Dyonisia and Goddess of Air.
ABILITIES: Transforms into White Tailed Eagle (body plumage is brown). Controls the Air Element.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Crimson Castle – Private Island – Gurteen, Sligo, Ireland
NAME: Born as – Vampire Princess Aura-Brianna VINIVECTURE.
TITLE: Queen Aura-Brianna.
POSITION: Queen of Vinivecture, Goddess of Fire.
ABILITIES: Transforms into a Red-Kite. Controls the Fire Element.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Crimson Castle – Private Island – Gurteen, Sligo, Ireland
NAME: Born as – Vampire Princess Bhema SANGUIS.
TITLE: Queen Bhema.
POSITION: Queen of Sanguis, Goddess of Water.
ABILITIES: Transforms into a Sparrow Hawk. Controls the Water Element.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Crimson Castle – Private Island – Gurteen, Sligo, Ireland.
(4) Keepers of The Blood Groups for all of Seventh Heaven Citizens – at the present and on Earth! Usually The Blood Groups are kept on Blood Island.
Θ Θ Θ
THE FOUR CORNERS (5)
List Compiled around 1900
NAME: Born as – Witch Princess Trivia MaidenWay.
TITLE: Queen Trivia.
POSITION: Queen of Witchcraft and Goddess of Air.
ABILITIES: Transforms into a White Wolf. All known Witchcraft Powers including flight, control of all elements but in particular Air and time-split travel (see Onoria-Orelia).
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Four Corners Castle – Private Island – Gurteen, Sligo, Ireland.
NAME: Born as – Witch Princess Avani MaidenWay.
TITLE: Queen Avani.
POSITION: Queen of Veneficus, Goddess of Earth.
ABILITIES: Transforms into a Dark Brown Wolf. Control of Earth element.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Four Corners Castle – Private Island – Gurteen, Sligo, Ireland.
NAME: Born as – Witch Princess Edana MaidenWay.
TITLE: Queen Edana.
POSITION: Queen of Vulcana, Goddess of Fire.
ABILITIES: Transforms into a Reddish Brown Wolf. Control of Fire.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Four Corners Castle – Private Island – Gurteen, Sligo, Ireland.
NAME: Born as – Witch Princess Acquanetta MaidenWay.
TITLE: Queen Acquanetta.
POSITION: Queen of Aquadia, Goddess of Water.
ABILITIES: Transforms into a Blue-Merle Wolf. Control of Water.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Four Corners Castle – Private Island – Gurteen, Sligo, Ireland.
(5) Keepers (on Earth) of all the Witchcraft Elements normally kept on Neutra Islandia at Elementhal Castle.
Θ Θ Θ
THE AMAZONS (6)
List Compiled around 1900
NAME: Born as Breanna Heron.
AKA: Breanna MacAnLeagha (second adopted name – High Lady Breanna Kannon & Lady of WhiteVoltiac.
POSITION: Magical Physician.
NOTE: Was originally sent to Ireland, representing North & Air.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Lives above Brigantia’s Little Shoppe in Carrbridge, Scotland.
NAME: Born as Deanna Heron.
AKA: Deanna Philter (second adopted name – High Lady Deanna Kannon & Lady WhiteVoltiac).
POSITION: Potion Specialist.
NOTE: Was originally sent to Greece, representing East & Earth.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Same as above.
NAME: Born as Rulisia Heron.
AKA: Rulisia Blathnat (pronounced BLAW-nit) – (second adopted name High Lady Rulisia Kannon, Lady WhiteVoltiac).
POSITION: Aromatherapies Specialist.
NOTE: Was originally sent to Italy, representing South & Fire.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Same as above.
NAME: Born as Beverly Heron.
AKA: Beverly Sabellius (second adopted name High Lady Beverly Kannon, Lady WhiteVoltiac).
POSITION: Spells Specialist.
NOTE: Was originally sent to Gibraltar, representing West & Water.
EARTH’S RESIDENCE: Same as above.
(6) Edana, Queen of Vulcana is their Mother – they all left in 1250 for Earth – when they learned the truth of their birth – they were all born on Vinivecture.
Θ Θ Θ
AS YOU CAN see there are more Citizens of Seventh Heaven Universe on Earth. Ah but now, you can imagine that there is a multitude of extras in the background, and finally, a wee bit of information regarding the symbols in our Family…
Φ – My Father’s Symbol.
Ψ – My Mother’s Symbol.
Θ – The small H in a circle, this is my Father’s Symbol for the group he created, the Heliotrope Network.
† – This is the symbol for Manny’s which combined with mine creates our symbol as a couple in this manner ‡. Another one which showed up just after the Ultimate Battle was this one Ϡ. It represents us as Destiny One and Life-Partners.
Blessed be! I hope you enjoyed my adventures… I have Mother to thank, Lady Ariadne WynderMyre and her wonderful historical documents or simply between you and me – her diaries. The many that helped bring my own story and happiness to conclusion.
My wonderful and sometimes crazy Brothers and my sisters-in-law. Alex and Janelle Wilson, Bertrand and Benjamin. All my nephews and nieces. Multiple cousins but in particular Baron Danski Larsen under his real name, finally, Danski Corbon – Baron Sanguis.
There are more that are yet to be revealed to you. How? Mother is releasing her own Magical bits and pieces – I’m her only daughter, the seventh daughter of a seventh daughter – I just know. You’ll have to wait a wee while, sorry!
Θ Θ Θ
NB: Novel One/Episode Two – Everything Goes Wrong, Really! With more adventures and discoveries. Will be available for purchase from July 2017. Thank you, BB, V-V!