Name:  Samantha Lillian Blaire

Age:  20

Born:  September 27, 1855

Height:  5’7”

Weight:  approx. 160lbs

Eyes:  Emerald green (born hazel)

Hair:  auburn-chestnut, curly

Magic Type:  will mage/ druid based; blessed

Distinguishing Marks:  Besides her eyes, which are very unnatural looking shades of 

green, Samantha has long, tattoo-looking markings over her body that are usually obscured by her clothing.  The focal point in on the back of her neck… they run down her spine and meet at the tailbone.  The tattoos are the color of brown birthmark and have an intricate design of a druidic nature.  The designs wrap around her wrists and ankles, and go up her arms and legs, meeting at the design in the back.

Personality:  Samantha is a beautiful and inquisitive woman.  While she very rarely 

approaches people she’s not likely to hold back if someone approaches her.  She’s incredibly shy when it comes to initiating conversation… but her inwardly social nature always slips once someone has gained her trust.  When she’s in a new place she usually sits away from the crowd and stays very quit.  However she isn’t being distant—its like she’s just watching…observing everyone in the room.  Samantha is an avid journal and novel writer, however she doesn’t let anyone read her books.  She loves hearing people talk- especially of stories of adventure, horror, and romance.  She reads anything and everything she can get her hands on.

Background:  Samantha was born in a small village outside London called Chesmire.  In 

this period before the industrial revolution, Samantha came from the growing middle class.  Her father, George, was the town’s only blacksmith and owned a fairly successful shop; he had three employees and two apprentices.  Samantha’s mother, Lillian, was a seamstress who worked at the local dressmaker.  Her duties at the shop where to help sew patterns, take measurements, and help ladies dress, but at home she would design and sew her own dresses in her spare time, which she could later sell at the shop for commission.  Young Samantha learned how to sew from her mother at an early age, but never found it as exciting as Lillian seemed to think it was.  

Samantha was a fairly normal child; she liked to spend time outdoors and play with the other children.  She loved exploring the woods nearby, although her parents warned her of getting hurt so she never went more than a mother’s call away from her house.  Chesmire’s public school taught all children, male and female, until they were eight.  This was long enough to teach Samantha how to read and write, which she found she loved to do.  Her mother bought her a few storybooks to keep her in practice.  Every time she finished one, she would want to gather her childhood friends in the neighborhood to act the heroic adventures.

When Samantha was ten, her parents decided to travel to London for a large market fair.  They had saved enough money to stay at an inn for a few nights, and Lillian has been making dresses nonstop it seemed for well over a month in order to sell at the market.  George also took is best ironwares to try to sell in London.  Samantha was of course very excited to leave Chesmire and travel to city such as London!  On May 17th, 1866, the Blaire’s loaded up their two-horse cart and headed towards London.

One of George’s hobbies (he was a quite spacey Gemini, and liked to dabble in a million different things) was maps.  Against Lillian’s sound advice, George insisted on using his extensive collection of (amateur made) maps to find a shortcut to London.  Within hours they were hopelessly lost.  They had gotten off all the main roads and were traveling down small, rough, twisting paths into god-knows-where.  They wandered for several days, trying to find some kind of road that would lead them to some form of civilization.  Late on the second day, near dusk, they began down a twisting trail that led deep into an unscathed forest.

Samantha, Lillian, and George seemed to pick up something wrong about the forest very quickly.  It was overgrown with thorny vines and other vegetation.  All the trees looked ancient and huge, and had marking carved into them.  They stopped in a small clearing to look about.  Runes and markings adorned every tree, and in the middle of the clearing was a circle of odd-shaped rocks, also carved.  There was a small stream running within viewing distance, so George unhooked the horses to let them drink and agreed with Lillian that this would be a great place to camp for the night.

They explored the area briefly.  Overgrown with vines, there were also broken pillars, bigger rocks that resembled headstones, and a few bones peaked out from under the thick underbrush.  In the dead center of a clearing was a large, thin rock that had the entire elaborate design etched onto it.  On the four corners of the stones four dragons were engraved.

Although she wanted to explore, it was getting dark so Samantha began to help unpack the cart for the camp when she noticed a strange fog rising from the ground.  She stood up on the cart and looked around.  It was suddenly getting very dark, as if the sun was setting at triple the speed.  The fog was thick and dark, and spread up around her very quickly.  She spun around and began to call for her parents.  They began to call back to her, sounding just as frightened as she was.  Samantha couldn’t see more than a few inches in front of her by this point.  The fear began to wash over her as she stood on the cart and screamed for her parents, too afraid to move.  She heard them coming closer, calling for her, but she didn’t know where to go.  The fog got thicker and thicker until she couldn’t see at all, it almost seemed tangible it was so thick.  A noise crept through the fog, it seemed to be very close yet very far away.  Sam couldn’t make out what it was saying, or if it was saying anything, but the wispy, raspy whispers seemed to come from every direction.  Suddenly, it felt as if something hit the cart she was standing on with great force.  Sam fell hard on the ground as she was knocked off.  The cart came crashing down, missing her by only a few feet.  Iron and fabric fell about her as she ducked and covered her head.  Terrified, she crawled in the dark until she found the overturned cart and hid under it, squeezing herself between the spilled contents and the ground.

Crying, she screamed for her parents, who didn’t respond at first.  After a few minutes, they began to scream again, however, this time, they weren’t calling for Samantha, they were screaming in pain.  Samantha sobbed under the cart, trying to cover her ears, but to no avail.  She lay there for what seemed like hours, hearing the tortured screams of her parents.  At one point, as the screams seemed to be getting more distant, more sorrowful, she felt… a presence about her.  There was a quick blast of light and for a split second she felt an intense pain on the back of her neck.  As quick as it came, the feeling and light were gone.  A few moments later, the screams of her parents faded away, but the dark, thick fog lingered about the cart.  Samantha didn’t move, just lied there.  For hours the fog swirled around the cart, the whispers harsh in her ears.  As the night passed on, sheer exhaustion caused Samantha to fall into a troubled sleep.

She was haunted by nightmares all night, however they never seemed to wake up her up.  They went from one to the next, stringing together continuously.  Finally, she was awoken by a cold, wet sensation on her cheek.  

As she opened her eyes, she was staring into the sparkling green eyes of a –large- white wolf.  She immediately jumped up, hitting her head on the cart.  She was shocked, but surprisingly felt the wolf to be a calming presence.  Then the most remarkable thing happed:  it talked to her.

The wolf’s mouth didn’t move, but she could hear his voice in her head.  He spoke calming words of hope, of protection, and many things in a language she had never heard before.  The wolf told her to follow him out of the woods.  The thick fog seemed to be gone, but it was pitch-black night outside.  Samantha, seeing no other hope, did so.  She crawled out from under the cart and clung to the wolf.  She was surprised at the size; it was much bigger than she ever imagined a wolf being (wolves were sadly extinct from this area by this time), and its fur was a silvery white.  For days it seemed to Samantha they traveled through the woods; never tiring and never meeting any kind of danger.  Sam clung the wolf’s fur, crying into it, trying to forget what she had experienced.  The wolf continued to speak to her, sometimes in English and sometimes in Gaelic (the language of the druids).  

Finally, the white wolf led Samantha into the town square of Chesmire.  The town goers were shocked, screaming and running to get their guns.  Samantha, tired and barely conscious at this point, slid down off the wolf and crumbled to the ground.  The white wolf turned and fled away, before anyone could so much as fire a shot.  The people’s attention immediately turned to Samantha, who was now unconscious in the middle of town square.  

When Samantha awoke, she was in bed at her grandmother’s house.  Samantha’s grandmother, Theresa, was an old widow-women who lived only a few houses down from her old house in Chesmire.  Already, Sam’s memory of what exactly had blurred significantly, though she still remembered a great deal of what happened.  However, she refused to speak of what happened, afraid to remember and afraid of what people would think.  All she would say is that they were dead…

For weeks Sam stayed mostly indoor, mourning.  She refused to speak to anyone about the events that happened.  Samantha’s grandmother immediately was worried about her granddaughter.  Theresa was very religious, and very suppositious at that.  She was the first to notice the change in Samantha’s eye color.  She was born with deep hazel eyes, but now were an amazing shade of green.  There was also a brownish mark on the back of her neck that the doctors had assured Theresa was nothing more than an overlooked birthmark. 

In a few weeks, Samantha began to live her life again; to go outside and play, read books, do more than sleep and cry in her bed.  However, just as it seemed things were getting back to normal, strange things began to happen.  The first major incident was when she wandered outside to see all of the town’s children and many of the women gathered in a circle near the woods.  They were all screaming or laughing…making quite a racket.  Samantha rushed over to see what the fuss was about.  In the middle of the circle of people was a common Viper, curled in a tight coil, trapped.  All the kids were throwing rocks at it, and the women were reprimanding them; screaming for the men to come and kill it.

Samantha’s eyes went wide as she released something was happening.  She could hear the snake.  It wasn’t talking…it wasn’t making any noise… but Sam could feel it.  She could feel its panic; she felt its fear.  The feelings washed over her instantly and she began to cry.  She looked around the crowd nervously, desperately, screaming at them to stop hurting it.  She saw one of the men of the town push through the crowd, a shovel in hand.  Sam’s eyes went wide as she saw the man lift the shovel, ready to cut the snake under him.  The viper’s fear increased and before Samantha even fully realized what she was doing, she dove in the middle, grabbing the serpent and clutching to her.

The collective gasp of everyone watching was ear piercing.  The shovel stopped several inches above her head.  Shaking, Sam ventured to open her eyes and look down in her arms.  The snake lay circled within her hands, placid and docile.  She stood slowly, meeting the collective eyes of shock that were watching.  No one said anything… it was silent.  Everyone’s shock and fear could be read plainly from their faces.  Crying and confused, Sam ran off into the woods were she threw the snake on the ground and then ran home, locking herself up in her room.  

Samantha’s grandmother was absolutely horrified when she heard the stories.  Stories about what happened to Samantha in the woods spread like wildfire in the town.  Many of the older adults, including Theresa, swore Sam must have been possessed by demons in the woods.  

Within the next few weeks, even stranger things began to happen.  Not only could Sam approach and calm any animal, when she would get emotionally   upset (laughed at by other children, hurt, or accused of devil worship by some old holly-rollers) doors would slam shut, glass would break, or the wind would blow violently around her.  Within a few weeks Theresa was so scared of her own granddaughter she basically locked her inside the house, too afraid to let her out in public because of the rumors that surrounded her.  

Sam resisted this, of course, because she missed exploring the woods and playing with the other children.  Her grandmother constantly told her stories of which hunters… telling Sam that if she went in public too much, or people saw her special “abilities” she would hunted down like a fox and burned alive.  Sam cried herself to sleep night after night, hating herself for what happened to her; fearing her grandmother’s words were true: that she was possessed.

Theresa spent most of her days training Samantha how to be the perfect little housewife; hoping that Samantha would grow out of her situation and she would be able to marry her off before she passed away.  She taught Sam how to cook, clean, embroider, knit, and the like.  In her free time, since Sam was now too afraid and not allowed to go outside and play with the children, she would spend hours in her room, reading books or typing on her grandmother’s typewriter.  Her grandmother disapproved of her writing her “stories,” but seeing it kept her indoors and out of the public eye, she allowed it.

The stories never died about Samantha and her  “witchcraft.”  The neighborhood kids, most younger but many of her old friends, would sneak into her grandmother’s yard and peek in Sam’s window; all wanting to get a glimpse of the “witch.”  As the years passed on, Sam got fairly used to her lifestyle, but often she would daydream to herself… spinning stories of being a princess locked away in her tower, waiting for her prince to come.  

For seven years she lived like this… giving up on ever having the life of adventure she wanted when she was a child.  Her magic seemed to have pretty much receded, but the markings on her neck seemed to grow down her back.  From the time puberty hit until she was sixteen or so the markings grew into an elaborate pattern down her back; which Sam hid from her grandmother the best she could.  Once the markings on her back stopped, four small dots (similar to the one that was on her neck originally) appeared on her two ankles and two wrists.  

On the “bright” side, as Samantha got older her grandmother did give her alittle more freedom, especially since she seemed to think Sam was growing out of her little “stage.”  Having no friends, and still being regarded as a witch by many of the older members or her town, Sam found herself spending many of her evenings in bars.  Besides a few incidents with local drunks trying to buy her as a prostitute, she found the atmosphere pretty enjoyable.  The inn/tavern was the place that every traveler passing trough the town was; and Sam loved to sit and listen to them talk.  No one can deny Sam is a pretty girl, and a few smiles and eyelash bats could get any tipsy traveler to talk to her for hours on end…and she loved every second of it.  But at the end of the night, they would retire to their rooms and Sam would return to her room, having nowhere else to go.  

In June of 1871 Theresa grew sick from pneumonia and died shortly after.  For a few month’s Samantha was forced to live alone in her grandmother’s old house, doing several jobs (cleaning at the inn and sewing at a dressmaker) to make ends meet.  However, she soon learned of her last living relative: her uncle William Browne.  William was her mother’s brother, who left home when he was only fifteen to seek his fortune.  A brilliant man, he was able to obtain quite a wealth and found himself a member of London’s upper-class society by the time he was thirty.  Now almost 50, and Samantha’s only relative, he extended her an invitation to come live with him in London.  

Samantha was enthralled to finally be able to leave the town of Chesmire, which she now despised.  Upon reaching London, Samantha found herself haphazardly thrown into a society she had never experienced before.  She was forced to take weeks of classes in charm and etiquette school before she was so much as allowed out of her uncle’s estate.  When saw was “ready” she was thrown a debutante ball in her honor, just like any other rich lady was allowed at that time.

Samantha’s first predictions of upper-class society were far off from the truth.  Before she arrived she thought this new lifestyle would be just as romanticized as her stories portrayed it:  parties, romance, and chivalry.  What she found, however, was hardly that.  Although Samantha knew all her etiquette and all the “rules” of parties, she still managed to get quite an outcast reputation.  She would speak of topics considered “inappropriate” for a lady to speak of, or would express her opinions on matters where a woman should stay quiet.  She found the talk and the “chivalry” of everyone very fake.  It was nothing like she had hoped, and between chaperones and social rules, she found herself with just as little freedom than when she was with her grandmother.  

Samantha was particularly disgusted at the way woman were auctioned off as if they were cattle.  Being attractive and a relative of a nobleman, Samantha has many suitors.   However, they soon grew tired of her opinionated speak, silly stories, and general assertiveness that was considered undesirable for a woman.  During many of the parties, Samantha would grow terribly bored and sneak out to  got o the local taverns, just as she did when she lived in Chesmire.  She was quite known around the bars, for it wasn’t often a lady was seen in such establishments.  She was treated much better than she had been at the bars at home, mostly because most of the men were afraid of the repercussions associated with insulting a lady.  Although she was rarely caught sneaking out, it happened enough to tarnish her name further.  She soon had another reputation just as prevalent as her one in Chesmire, just not the same kind.  

A few months after Samantha turned 19, she met a young gentleman named Edmund Martindale.  He seemed to take a quick liking to Samantha and began to formally court her.  He was kind, chivalrous, older, handsome, and wealthy…everything she was told was desirable in a husband.  They courted for many weeks.  In order to please him, Uncle William absolutely demanded she quit sneaking out and behave properly.  She reluctantly agreed, knowing full well Edmund was probably the only chance at a husband she would really get.  

In the meantime, he uncle was invited to India as a speaker and guest of honor.  Samantha begged and begged to go, and her uncle knew that without a legitimate chaperone he wouldn’t be allowed to leave a young lady alone in London for months.  He encouraged Edmund to propose.

He did just that a few days later, and Samantha accepted.  After all…he was she was supposed to love about man, and she knew her future prospects were dim.  They threw a large engagement celebration in London a week later.  Now with a fiancé, William had a reason to leave Samantha in London for his stay in India.  However, just a few days before he left, she heard Edmund and her uncle arguing about something.  What she heard would crush her.

Edmund was demanding for a better dowry than the impressive amount William was already offering.  Her uncle was reluctant, but Edmund pointed how much a favor he was doing to him by taking Samantha “off his hands” and keeping her “out of his hair” while he was India.  Samantha sat behind the doorway, stunned, as Edmund made it so very clear that the only reason he was interested in Samantha at all was her money and her name (which wasn’t really that uncommon for that day and age, but Sam was an idealist and honestly fooled herself into believing Edmund really loved her).

Samantha was heartbroken and locked herself away in her room.  Edmund did is best to explain the “politics of marriage” but Sam refused to listen.  Her Uncle did his best to apologize as well, but left for India only a few days later.  Being a young woman alone in a house, she was forced to stay there until Edmund would come by to escort her (for it was very inappropriate for a lady to be seen in public alone).  

About a week into her house arrest, Samantha couldn’t stand it anymore.  The more she thought about her situation with Edmund, and how cheap the whole thing made her feel, Samantha decided to take the biggest risk of her life.  Facing one of the worst shames a lady of her age could manage, she removed her wedding ring and snuck away to the bars one night, desperate to find a sympathetic ear and anxious to hear a tale or two of adventure.  Although she didn’t really want to get caught, per se, if she shamed herself enough to where Edmund broke the engagement, she would be free.  Being an old maid for her uncle seemed like a better prospect than marrying Edmund at this point in time.

So she left the house that night, wandering to one of her favorite bars she hadn’t been to in quite some time: The Wolvesbane. 

And so the tale begins, as they say…

Traits:  Samantha has an empathic connection with animals.  It’s not really like “talking” 

to them, since animals to not share a language like people do, but its as close as they can get.  She can feel what they feel, and vise versa.  She’s able to express emotions and even send vision-like empathies to the animals in order to communicate with her.  Animals can sense her magic and will not attack her under any circumstance.  Many seek her out.

Languages:  


English (native)



French



Latin (feeble)

Current Spells:

Summon Flora (stage 3):  Samantha can summon, with no reagents, small to 

medium plants.  The plants have all nutritional and medicinal properties as the natural plants, and taste the same as well.  She can only summon a plant she has been in person, preferably handled or eaten.   

Summon Fauna (stage 3):  Using blood or other reagents (fur, feathers, bones) 

Samantha can summon small to medium animals for up to three hours.  They will follow her basic commands, but they do have “mind of their own.”  They cannot reproduce, and when they “die” they return to the form they where summoned from.  


Taking a reagent from another source makes it easier for her summon that animals.  For example, it would be easier for Samantha to summon a cat from cats blood.  If she creates any animal from human blood, that animal will have a connection to that person.  If she summoned a bird from Tavis’s blood, the bird (if commanded to by Sam) would be able to find Tavis no matter where he was in the world (whether or not the animal would be able to survive long enough to is another issue).   Also, the animal she summons will have characteristics (physical and mental) of the person/creature that “donated” the original sample it was summoned from.



It is easier for Samantha to control animals she summons than 

natural animals.  In turn, it’s also much easier for her to control animals summoned from her own blood as opposed to the blood of someone (or something) else. 

Force Wind (medium level):  By concentrating, Samantha can cause a blast of 

natural force.  A strong gust of wind will push a person, knocking them 

back.  By concentrating on a piece of glass, she is able to shatter it.

Ensnare (basic):  Samantha can summon vines from the ground to wind around a 

target’s feet and legs.  They are thick, but a strong person would be able to break free with some struggle.  They can be easily cut with a knife.  In order to use this ability, she has to summon these vines from either soil or another plant- she cannot have them spring from concrete for example.                    

Control Animal (instant):  Samantha can focus on an animal within a 20-foot 

radius and make it follow a simple command (the command she can 

project mentally, she doesn’t need to say it).  Attack, stop, run, come, 

vocalize, are a few examples. 

Thorn Coat (instant): If someone touches Samantha non-consensually she can reactionary summon a small vine with sharp thorns between her and her attacker.

Link Minds (via touch): By touching an animal and a target, she can essentially convey her ability to communicate with the specific animal she’s touching to the other person she touches.  She is not aware of what is spoken between them, though as she is in a deep concentration.

Form Bond: By taking a physical sample from a person (blood, hair, etc) and attaching it to an animal, she can form a psychic link between them.  They will always know where the other is and basic empathic emotions/communication.  This contact remains as long as the sample is in contact with the animal.

Life Energy Transfer (touch):  By placing her hands over a wound, she can use her own life energy to replace the target’s lost energy, healing the wound.  But, the amount that the target heals will proportionally carry over to damage to her, though not manifesting physically.  Though it would still take her just as long to heal it as a normal wound of that nature would cause, just without associated risks of complication.  She can also use this ability in reverse, draining anothers’ life energy to heal her own wounds.  This can be done between her and animals as well, but if the animal is less complicated of an organism, it will have less life energy, and thus the exchange might be more damaging to a less complicated being.  

Familiar (Special): Upon the “death” of the spirit in the forest, it lived on through both Samantha and this familiar.  Samantha received the remainder of  its energy, and the familiar received many of its memories.  The first summon fauna spell Samantha used after being imbued with its energy summoned him, a silver-colored fox (later named “Simon”), with extraordinary reflexes and intelligence.  She has a constant mental link with him, and can understand him perfectly- and his speech to her is as understandable as humans’.  He is indeed quite intelligent and generally frustrated by other humans who cannot understand him.  He has many, though sometimes vague, recollections from the spirit- and is a mentor and guide to Samantha, helping her develop her potential.  He is frequently used as a trial for the awakening of her animal abilities- such as bindsight and link minds.  His life is also irrevocably tied to hers- if she were to ever die before him, he would shortly thereafter cease to be.  He has a constant emotional link to her (emotions one feels will carry over to the other) and can always find her.

Potential, but unlocked, Abilities:

Bind Sight (via touch):  Samantha can touch an animal and then see through its eyes for a period up to about an hour.

Minor Weather Control

Larger Summonings

Contact Summoro: Very similar to Summon Fauna, except that Samantha is able to quickly conjure an animal  from the bloody of any still living creature as long as the blood is within a 20 foot radius.  She does not have to touch the blood.  These summons rarely last longer than a few minutes.  (ie she could summon a wolf from the blood of a man standing nearby- it would burst from his body, causing massive damage.)  

Form Spirit Animal – Like Summon Fauna, but don’t predetermine the sort of animal, letting the nature of the person shape the animal formed.  Same duration as normal summon fauna spell.

Eventual Abilities:

Weather Control: Samantha is able to change cloud formation to control rain and lightning.  She can also control wind.  She cannot directly affect temperature.

Shapeshifting:  Samantha can turn herself into the body of relatively (medium-large) human sized animals.

Major Summonings (Large -> Magical Creatures)

Summon Monster: Samantha can summon animal-like mystical creatures such as: Dragons, Unicorns, Griffins, etc.  
