\Born in LA, Sybil Rose was the only child of a lower middle class couple, that struggled to provide a home and life for their young daughter and themselves. Living on the outskirts of town in a rundown little house, her father worked long hours in the slaughter house, while her mother worked equally long hours as a cleaning lady at a number of homes and businesses around the city. Though loved, Sybil found herself often alone with a sleeping parent. Having to be quiet, she found a world of imagination and began drawing and creating assorted paper garmets for her dolls, paper being of course cheaper then accual store bought doll clothes. When it came to school, Sybil proved to be quiet an artist, though had some difficulty with maths and sciences. And artistic creature, she would spend her time drawing and looking over fashion books instead of keeping to her studies. Well liked in school, she started hanging out on the streets at the early age of 12, prodominatly due to her parents often working long hours. Her clothing style changed as she matured, growing more unique, and individualized, becoming avant gard, and punkish, making her rather more popular. A wild child, she roamed the streets, one freind still living in the city being Mark Evans, whom she secretly had a crush. So life continued in a series of school and parties, til one night when her life would take a sudden change. \After being out late, at her 16th birthday party, she came home to find the house hushed and dark. This in itself wasnt really strange, it was after all almost 4am and so as usual, Sybil slipped into the house by the backdoor. As she entered the house, she noticed almost instantly that something was indeed very different. Throughout the house, papers and drawers had been pulled out as if in a mad search for something, or somethings, and as she climbed the stairs to seek out her mother and father, the smell of blood came to her dulled sences. Suddenly she bolted up the stairs, racing into her parents room to find both gruesomely gunned down. Stunned she called the police, whom in their usual slow fashion took almost an hour to arrive. Threw that hour, Sybil sat at in the doorway of her parent's room, staring in shock at the blood splatted walls and the lifeless corpses of her parents. With scetchpad in hand, she drew the scene.. why? unknown.. her mind having slipped at that time being. When the police finally arrived, they ushered the tramatized teen out, social services wisking her away. It was another two days, after being grilled for hours as to what she had seen and what she thought had happened, her Aunt arrived from San Fransco. The furneral was the week later, the police having come to the conclusion that is was a random break and enter, the criminals having been surprised to find Sybil's parents there, had shot them both to death. \Depression hit her hard as she left LA to live with her Aunt. Loosing her freinds and the only family she really knew, pulled the creative soul down deep into darkness. The first year was a struggle for Sybil, as she tried to move threw her darkness, to find the joy and colors the world once held for her. If it wasnt for Mark's phone calls to her, and her's to him, perhaps she would have been lost for ever.. but being able to keep contact with at least one person from her home, she found solice and moved on.. growing toward the light. Graduating Highschool, Sybil went on to design school, specializing in fashion design and creation, having caught the attention of local designers whom assisted with her tuiton. While she was in her last year of School, her Aunt told her that to both her and Sybil's surprise, her parents had set aside some money for their daughter. Though not a huge inheritance, she would resieve a goodly sum after her 20th birthday. The money had been earmarked for the young woman's education, and to assist her in making her own life, it didnt take Sybil long to figure out what she wished to use the money for. \After being away for 4 years, Sybil is returning to LA. With her inheritance, Sybil plans on rebuilding one of  the many small shops that have been destroyed, a place where she might live, and create her fashion designs. She hopes to bring her own style and color back to the city that is her home, including with this her own flavour of body art and perhaps even, let her wild child loose once again, adding sexual aids to her shop. So much to do..

Born in LA, Sybil Rose was the only child of a lower middle class couple that struggled to provide a home and life for their young daughter and themselves. Living on the outskirts of town in a rundown little house, her father worked long hours in the slaughter house, while her mother worked equally long hours as a cleaning lady at a number of homes and businesses around the city. Though loved, Sybil found herself often alone with a sleeping parent. Having to be quiet, she found a world of imagination and began drawing and creating assorted paper garments for her dolls, paper being of course cheaper then actual store bought doll clothes. When it came to school Sybil proved to be quiet an artist though had some difficulty with math's and sciences. And artistic creature, she would spend her time drawing and looking over fashion books instead of keeping to her studies. Well liked in school, she started hanging out on the streets at the early age of 12, predominately due to her parents often working long hours. Her clothing style changed as she matured, growing more unique, and individualized, becoming avant gard, and punkish, making her rather more popular. A wild child, she roamed the streets, one friend still living in the city being Mark Evans, whom she secretly had a crush. So life continued in a series of school and parties, 'til one night when her life would take a sudden change. \After being out late, at her 16th birthday party, she came home to find the house hushed and dark. This in itself wasn't really strange, it was after all almost 4am and so as usual, and Sybil slipped into the house by the backdoor. As she entered the house, she noticed almost instantly that something was indeed very different. Throughout the house, papers and drawers had been pulled out as if in a mad search for something, or something's, and as she climbed the stairs to seek out her mother and father, the smell of blood came to her dulled senses. Suddenly she bolted up the stairs; racing into her parent's room to find both gruesomely gunned down. Stunned she called the police, whom in their usual slow fashion took almost an hour to arrive. Threw that hour, Sybil sat at in the doorway of her parent's room, staring in shock at the blood splatter walls and the lifeless corpses of her parents. With sketchpad in hand, she drew the scene. Why? Unknown. Her mind having slipped at that time being. When the police finally arrived, they ushered the traumatized teen out, social services whisking her away. It was another two days, after being grilled for hours as to what she had seen and what she thought had happened; her Aunt arrived from San Francisco. The funeral was the week later, the police having come to the conclusion that is was a random break and enter, the criminals having been surprised to find Sybil's parents there, had shot them both to death. Depression hit her hard as she left LA to live with her Aunt. Loosing her friends and the only family she really knew pulled the creative soul down deep into darkness. The first year was a struggle for Sybil, as she tried to move threw her darkness, to find the joy and colors the world once held for her. If it wasn't for Mark's phone calls to her, and her's to him, perhaps she would have been lost for ever.. but being able to keep contact with at least one person from her home, she found solace and moved on.. growing toward the light. Graduating Highschool, Sybil went on to design school, specializing in fashion design and creation, having caught the attention of local designers whom assisted with her tuition. While she was in her last year of School, her Aunt told her that to both her and Sybil's surprise, her parents had set aside some money for their daughter. Though not a huge inheritance, she would receive a goodly sum after her 20th birthday.

 The money had been earmarked for the young woman's education, and to assist her in making her own life, it didn't take Sybil long to figure out what she wished to use the money for. After being away for 4 years, Sybil returned to LA. With her inheritance, Sybil refurbished one of the many small shops that have been destroyed, creating a home for herself as well as a place to display and sell her fashion designs. With this though, came a small amount of fame, and eyes turned toward the creative young woman, one being a rather unique man. 

Paris, 1871...a miserable, starving capital, ravaged first by siege and then by revolution. During that terrible year, a young Etienne Francois-Christien DuPuy was born to a wealthy bourgeoisie family. But even though his father had been a government minister under the regime of the recently deposed Emperor Napoleon III, the infant Etienne suffered along with the rest of the family--the rest of Paris.

Paris, 1896...a thriving, cosmopolitan capital, seat of government for the Third Republic. Well on its way to becoming the 'city of lights' Gay Paris would be famous as, the city's fortunes had completely rebounded from the horrors of 1871, mirroring the rebounding fortunes of the DuPuy family. His father now a rich elected national representative, as a young man Etienne had everything he could want--liberal education abroad, stipends for world travel, wine, and women. Despite the deprivations of his earliest years, Etienne had been raised in comfort and he had grown to like it. With a taste for expensive things, Etienne quickly gained the reputation as one of Paris' leading diletantes. As such, he attracted the attentions of one of the leading Toreador Elders of Paris, the fearsome harpy Clovis Dupre. Dazzled by the presence of Dupre and the glamorous Camarilla to which he belonged, Etienne was an easy recruit. From his new childe Dupre gained a new source of wealth, new avenues of influence, and more social prestige; from his sire Etienne gained rapid status and a fullsome education in the intracies of prestation and Camarilla politics. A match made in heaven...or hell. As Etienne quickly proved himself a viciously worthy protege, together Dupre and his childe manipulated the status hierarchy of Paris for more than four decades. Paris, 1940...a conquered city. The Nazi victory over France shook the traditional Camarilla power structure to its core, sending Elders and childer alike scrambling to get out of the country. Throughout the next year war raged across Europe, modern mechanized warfare that not even a powerful Elder could survive. Dupre, master of status, met the Final Death when one of his secret havens was firebombed. Etienne, hidden at another safe house, continued with their plan. Smuggling their vast combined collection of expensive artwork out of France, Etienne made his way to America.

Etienne has stayed in America ever since, running around with what's left of his expensive gallery, putting on a perpetual show of being a high-culture French art dealer. One of many European emigres forced to habitate American shores, Etienne has never assimiliated into the American branches of the Camarilla. A European snob, he stubbornly refuses to change his name, simply reincarnating a new, younger version of himself in some other city whenever time requires. He is a stickler for the hardcore customs of status and prestation, showing little tolerance for 20th century modernizations or the pragmatic compromises of American 'princes'. As a result of his supercilious attitude, he has made himself a detested (if still greatly featured) outcast from American city after American city. Recently ousted from Chicago by the Prince there, this tenacious harpy had been 'invited' to come to LA. It is hoped that he can put his mean-spirited talents to work in this cursed domain as Keeper of Elysium, a position for which he is uniquely qualified. Or better yet, hope many Princes around the country, LA will put at end to him. 

As the world surged around him, he found a bloom amongst the rubble, or so he called Sybil, and made short work of embracing and bonding her to him. Though he should have known better perhaps, he did so without the Prince's permission, and so Sybil was never presented. Though he taught her all he could, their time together was to be short lived, he was not a well liked man. It was not 5 months later Etienne went missing, and Sybil, was left on her own to fend.

She did not find herself alone to long though, because as her renown for her designs grew, she became known to some of the Anarchs that inhabited the city. One inparticular, a Brujah who believed in the power of the mind over brawn, became close to the young Toreador. The two sat for hours on end, talking about how equality must be found for all within the Camarilla, and that the antiquated medieval ways that the sect lives in must change and grow as all things must, or die to be reborn. Another year passed, the two assisting the neonates of both the Camarilla and Anarch sects in finding ways other then violence to overcome the power structure many lived within. Through support and dialogue, and on occasion Sybil's shop becoming a safe house, she was able help those that she learned about, or who had learned about her, to find and gain a greater self worth and understanding of the world they now lived within. She believes that all are of importance, all valuable, and hopes that slowly, with time the structures that have been so stifled will open and embrace the equality of all. As for the Brujah who taught her so much, one night, as he slipped though darkened alley's to her home, he was attacked, and killed, leaving her alone to pick up the reins he dropped in her delicate hands.

2006 Upon hearing of vampiric upheaval in Walker County, one of the few still inhabitable spots in the world. She has recently arrived to add her own form of corruption to this, one of the last corners of the world.

New Discipline: Ekstasis
A Discipline developed by adherents to the Path of Ecstasy, the secrets of Ekstasis are well kept by the Setites, who fear the backlash from the other Kindred clans should the truth about this Discipline become widely known. Neonates will never be taught these secrets until they have proven themselves; few that do not follow the Path of Ecstasy ever learn of these powers.
Those who have attained high levels in Ekstasis tend to forever have a smile lingering on their face, and a bight, glazed look to their eyes. 

1. Kiss of Bast: The vampire may cause intense pleasure with but a touch. Whilst the vampire continues to maintain contact, the individual held is in throes of pleasure and will find it difficult to tear himself away. It has been known for mortals and Kindred alike to become addicted to this unique sensation. Some followers of the Path of Ecstasy use this power whilst feeding.
System: The Setite may use the Kiss of Bast whilst maintaining physical contact. The victim must succeed in a Willpower roll vs a difficulty of the Setite's Path rating to act each round; if she fails, she must roll Stamina + Fortitude (if any) or pass out. A botch on this roll indicates that the character has formed an addiction to the sensation. 

2. Dark Consumption: The Setite can implant a suggestion in the minds of mortals, to the effect that the next time the situation presents itself where the subject has an opportunity to indulge in an activity that is considered repulsive (Storyteller's discretion), he will participate in this activity with an unnatural passion. Naturally, most people will feel quite sick and disgusted with themselves afterwards. Especially manipulative Setites will be sure to obtain evidence of the act...
System: The vampire must communicate (usually in an upsetting though vague way) to the victim - for example, whispering "You know you want to do it..." or "I know what you're thinking, you poor filthy man". The victim can attempt to resist by rolling self-control or Rage vs difficulty 9; a botch indicates that the compulsion rescues every one to ten weeks until a magical cure is found.
Note: Using this power upon one of the Kindred usually has no effect, but those of particularly high Humanity (9 or 10) have been known to go into Rotschreck. 

3. Eye of Pleasure: By making eye contact, the vampire causes the target's body to throb with pleasure. This has the same effect as Ekstasis 1 for as long as eye contact is held.
System: Similar to Ekstasis 1, but the Setite may take simple actions whilst maintaining the gaze. If the subject succeeds in the Willpower roll, the eye contact has been broken.

4. Blissful Pain: The vampire's body reacts with pleasure when subjected to physical pain. It is common for Setites of the Path of Ecstasy to use this power when torturing others, so as to "share the experience". After using this power the Setite will often feel weak and exhausted.
System: For the duration of one scene the vampire ignores all dice pool penalties and adds one die to soak rolls. This power is immediately negated by sunlight, acid, or fire, and costs one blood point to use.
After using this power, the vampire must roll Stamina + Fortitude or suffer +2 difficulty to all rolls until the next sunset (to a maximum of 10). A botch indicates that the Setite can use none of her Disciplines until she feeds again.

5. Exquisite Agony: With an embrace, the Follower of Set creates such havoc within the victim's nervous system that a mortal may well die from the experience. Many of the Path of Ecstasy use this power during sexual intercourse; it is considered the ultimate method of destroying an infector of impurity (priests, nuns, rabbis, etc) especially if the victim can be seduced without use of other vampiric Disciplines. Some Followers of Set consider death by Ekstasis the truest gift a mortal can be given; a few maintain that the blood drawn from a virgin killed this way is possessed of a superior flavour.
System: The vampire rolls Ekstasis + Dexterity vs difficulty 6; each success translates into a Health level of damage, which may be soaked normally. The victim must already be held for this power to be used; those addicted to Ekstasis must roll Willpower vs difficulty 8 to be able to resist. 

&cmd_desc1 me=$desc1 : @desc me=%r%tExsotic and intoxicatingly beautiful, this woman seems to draw attention to her like a magnet, her curvaceous hour glass figure moving with sensual grace and fluidity.%r%tWithin the dim light, flawless golden flesh gleams with an ethereal amber sheen. Her countenance is truly exquisite, goddess like in its perfection. From beneath slender arching brows, long thick dark lashes fan over glittering almond shaped bedroom eyes of deepest brown. Those dark eyes glitter with smoldering passion and intensity as she gazes upon that which has captured her attention. Elegant and sultry dark eye shadow has been artfully applied, as has a slender weep of black liner, which serves to accent the natural upward tilt of the outer corner of her eyes. Centered between high refined cheekbones is set a diminutive slender nose, its left nostril pierced with a small glittering diamond stud. Full soft lips of deepest crimson glisten moistly with a petite seductive grin as they rest above the gentle curve of her jaw. Silken ebony tresses gleam with dark blood red highlights as the muted light catches within their intricate coils. Her hair has been delicately drawn back from her face leaving two slender tentacles that caress her fine high cheekbones, and brush softly against her long shapely neck. The rest has been loosely caught up upon the crown of her head then left to fall freely. Wide soft curls cascade at different lengths down to the center of her back and about the alluring golden flesh of her bare shoulders.%r%tHer voluptuous sensual figure is swathed in an elegant form fitting sleeveless full length evening dress of luxurious black velvet. The snuggly fitted heart shaped bodice of the gown accents the deep arching cleavage of her firm ample breasts, before it tapers down to her narrow waist. From there the rich velvet hugs the fan of her hips and sensual curve of her bottom, remaining taunt across her flat abdomen. The dresses skirt glides smoothly down her long shapely legs, narrowing until it reaches's the floor. A long slender slit runs up the right side of the skirt, ending high on her upper thigh. As she moves, a flash of the skirts shimmering dark crimson satin can be seen as the slit flickers open enticingly. Her delicate narrow feet have been slipped into a pair of black velvet stilettos that make the gown exactly, her legs remaining bare as they glisten with a golden tan. %r%tHer beautiful smooth hands have had each long fingernail adorned with the same blood red crimson of her lips, and on her slender left pinkie finger a delicate golden serpent ring coils to her first knuckle, a small glittering ruby in the serpents eye. The only other jewelry she wears are a pair of long elaborately created golden earrings that almost reach to her lovely shoulders, each earring holding a large ruby teardrop in its coils.%r

@Sex me=Female

@lock/EnterLock me=*Sybil

@lock/UseLock me=*Sybil

@Fail me=You cannot pick up %N.

@Ofail me=tries to pick up %N, but fails.

@Adesc me=think ** %ch%cm%N ([strtrunc(get(%#/sex),1)])%cn looked at you. **

&AFINGER me=think ** %ch%cm%N ([strtrunc(get(%#/sex),1)])%cn +fingered you. **

&EXPLAIN_RESOURCES me=She resieved considerable savings her father and mother had been keeping as their retirement and her schooling funds when they died

@lock me/EXPLAIN_RESOURCES

&EXPLAIN_CONTACTS me=From growing up in the city, she knows a few people and they have assisted her in gaining further contacts to start up her store and help her out when needed

@lock me/EXPLAIN_CONTACTS

&EXPLAIN_CURIOSITY me=curiosity

@lock me/EXPLAIN_CURIOSITY

&EXPLAIN_MILD_PHOBIA me=Police officers

@lock me/EXPLAIN_MILD_PHOBIA

&EXPLAIN_ANIMAL_MAGNETISM me=animal magnetism

@lock me/EXPLAIN_ANIMAL_MAGNETISM

&EXPLAIN_FAST_LEARNER me=fast learner

@lock me/EXPLAIN_FAST_LEARNER

&EXPLAIN_DOUBLE_JOINTED me=double jointed

@lockess that shows in her piercings and colored hair. Quite avant gaurd, she owns a local shop, Sybil's, which has not only designer garments, but tattooing and piercing, as well as an adult toy section, something for everyone.. well almost everyone. She's a local girl done good, with a free spirited nature, and a warm and happy dispostion. %r%r%cn%cr@%cn%cg~%cn%cy<%cn%cy<%cn Sybil Rose - Fashion Designer/Professional Piercer %cn%cy>%cn%cy>%cn%cg~%cn%cr@%cn

&DESC-NAKED me=

@~ She's a wyld chyld, hot as molten&DESC-GOWN me=

        Exotic and intoxicatingly beautiful, this woman seems to draw attention to her like a magnet, her curvaceous hourglass figure moving with sensual grace and fluidity.

        Silken milk white flesh is adorned with piercing and ebony tattoos, two silver hoops embracing the descent of her brows to her temples, dainty ears surrounded by an array descending silver hoops that match those within her brows. Curving over one pale slender brow, and curling around her temple, the intricate spirals of a Maori tattoo pattern coil across one fair cheekbone and into the shadow of her cheek. Her short white blonde hair has been slicked back close about her regally held head, shaved short on the sides while the longer hair on top has been sleekly styled back. Two icy pale locks have been left to adorn her brow, sweeping in a gentle curve brush against her untattooed cheek, accenting her stunningly brilliant sky blue eyes. Her almond shaped eyes are artfully adorned with graceful sweeps of ebony eyeliner, inky black mascara thickening and elongating her already lengthy lashes. High cheekbones and a delicate jawline frame her lovely countenance, appointed with a slender slightly turned up nose. Her lips are full and luscious, the lower slightly pouted their color a deep, rich, inviting plum.

        Her voluptuous sensual figure is swathed in an elegant form fitting sleeveless full-length evening dress of luxurious steel gray satin. The snuggly fitted heart shaped bodice of the gown accents the deep arching cleavage of her firm ample breasts, before it tapers down to her narrow waist. Delicate fabric shimmers with shadow and light, gleaming as it hugs the fan of her hips and sensual curve of her bottom, perfectly fitted over her flat abdomen. The dress's skirt glides smoothly down her long shapely legs, narrowing as it nears the floor. A long slender slit runs up the right side of the skirt, ending high on her upper thigh. As she moves, the slit flickers open, flashing an inciting view of her shapely, sleekly muscled legs. Left bare, her glorious legs are as fine alabaster upon a shimmering field of satin, her firm calves narrowing to delicate ankles. On her feet is a pair of gray satin stilettos that match the fabric of the dress to exacting detail, the shoe's heels cast in silver steel.

        Her beautiful smooth hands have had each long fingernail adorned with the same rich plum of her lips, slender graceful arms are decorated with tattoos. An artful, swirling Polynesian tribal tattoo, spirals down to her dainty elbow upon one upper arm, and with the open back of the dress, you can see it spreads over her back, narrowing and ebbing at the small of her back. Around the wrist upon the opposite arm, a bracelet of thorny roses has been intricately inked into her smooth flesh.

                        *~ << +View >> ~*

&DESC-SPIDER me=

        A sensual form, striking and arousing, she moves with an easy grace. Fair silken flesh is adorned with piercing, two silver hoops embracing the descent of her brows to her temples\; dainty earlobes are surrounded by an array descending silver hoops that match those within her brows. White blonde hair is shaved short on the sides and back, yet left with longer uneven messed spikes to crown her exquisite features. An uneven fringe of pale blonde dangle over her brow, lightly shadowing her stunningly brilliant sky blue eyes. Almond shaped eyes are artfully adorned with graceful sweeps of ebony eyeliner, inky black mascara thickening and elongating her already lengthy lashes. High cheekbones and a delicate jawline frame her lovely countenance, appointed with a slender slightly turned up nose. Curving over one graceful slender brow, and curling around her temple, the intricate spirals of a Mauari tattoo pattern coil across one fair cheekbone and into the shadow of her cheek. Her lips are full and luscious\; the lower slightly pouted their color a deep blood red crimson.

        Her pale silken flesh seems almost luminescent like a beacon of sexuality that tugs upon your very soul, pleading for your touch. Potent in her sensuality, her body ripe and enticing, even the smallest move she makes seems to beg for you to reach out and touch, who's stopping you?

        The graceful sweep over her firm and ample breasts capture the eye for a long moment, clothed only in a translucent airy ivory gauze over which delicate strands of ebony silk have been woven in a spider web fashion. Her gown embraces her luscious form as a glove does a hand, clinging to each intoxicating curve. The gown's design is a work of sheer magic, creating a coiling effect about her figure while displaying a generous amount of alabaster flesh. Wrapping about her long slender throat partially, the gown's fabric coils over her breasts and downward, fanning wider as it descends. Exposed creamy flesh gleams enticingly as lower rib cage curves to a slender waist before giving way to the glorious expanse of her curvaceous hips, her delicate navel having been tattooed with a tribal sunburst design. The sweep over he hips lends itself to a delicious sway that catches the eye, as the fabric of her gown spirals and sweeps downward over her hips. A low slung angular waistline rests upon the swell of her hips, the fabric of her gown flowing unimpeded to the floor upon which it pools. At the lowest side of the angular waistline, at the very apex of her thigh and hip, the delicate fabric parts and gives way to a full length slit, which fully displays one of her sleekly muscles legs. Sheer black stockings shadow and add to the definition of her exquisite legs, shapely thighs, giving way to firm calves that narrow to delicate ankles. On her dainty feet are a pair of spider webbed stilettos, their slender heels cast in gleaming silver toned steel.

        Slender graceful arms are decorated with tattoos, her delicate fingers adorned with a variety of silver rings that take up every finger. An artful, swirling Polynesian tribal tattoo, spirals down to her dainty elbow upon one upper arm, and with her back fully bare, you can see it spreads over her back, narrowing and ebbing in a final elegant swirl at the small of her back. Around the wrist upon the opposite arm, a bracelet of thorny roses has been intricately inked into her smooth flesh.

        If it were -just- a matter of physical form she would be stunning, but there is a rich primal air about her. Perhaps it is the way she moves in graceful unerring steps, perhaps the sultry almost predatory gaze, but whatever it is, she is an erotic, stirring dream that could wake the dead.

                        @~<< +Views >>~@

&DESC-CASUAL me=

*~She's a wyld chyld, hot as molten steel, a pale beauty, an alluring drug.~*

        A sensual form, displayed in leather and tie-die, striking and arousing, as she moves with an easy grace. Fair silken flesh is adorned with piercing, two silver hoops embracing the descent of her brows to her temples\; dainty earlobes are surrounded by an array descending silver hoops that match those within her brows. White blonde hair is shaved short on the sides and back, yet left with longer uneven messed spikes to crown her exquisite features. Here and there throughout the spikes, longer locks are dyed rich purple or blue, a couple dangling over her brow just before her stunningly brilliant sky blue eyes. Almond shaped eyes are artfully adorned with graceful sweeps of ebony eyeliner, inky black mascara thickening and elongating her already lengthy lashes. High cheekbones and a delicate jawline frame her lovely countenance, appointed with a slender slightly turned up nose. Curving over one graceful slender brow, and curling around her temple, the intricate spirals of a Mauari tattoo pattern coil across one fair cheekbone and into the shadow of her cheek. Her lips are full and luscious\; the lower slightly pouted, their color a pale frosted plum.

        A pale blue tube top hugs her round generous breasts and the soft curves of sensual cleavage, leaving her firm flat belly exposed. The smooth enticing flesh moves over seductive curves, every swell of her pleasing flesh arousal anew. A slender waist gives way to the glorious expanse of her curvaceous hips, while adorning her delicate navel has been tattooed a tribal sunburst. Resting low on her hips is a pair of plaid flare slacks of navy, violet, and pale blue. The slacks fit snugly yet comfortably upon her hips and the curve of her shapely thighs, before they flare fuller from her knees to the ground. A pair of chunky black leather boots that are laced with a purple braid protects diminutive feet\; these moving up her leg their ending concealed by the low hem of her pants. She wears a soft brown buckskin jacket upon her shoulders, the casual jacket reaching to just bellow the curve of her bottom. A three inch fringe of leather adorns the bottom, sleeves, and back and front of the jacket in the Indian style.

        Slender graceful arms are decorated with tattoos, her delicate fingers adorned with a variety of silver rings that take up every finger. A tribal tattoo encircles one upper arm, while around the opposite wrist a bracelet of thorny roses has been intricately inked into her smooth flesh.

                                ~*<Views>*~

&DESC-KRYSTAL me=

                                A luminescent angel,

                gleaming and pale as a full moon in a winter's sky.

                                ~*~Silver Sensuality~*~

        Platinum blonde hair crowns her lovely countenance, parted at the side in a simple yet elegant style. Swept across her ivory brow in a gentle bow, her tresses are clasped to one side in a delicate silver spiral shaped barrette. Silken waves and silver curls cascade over her shapely shoulders, shimmering as they fall to the middle of her slender back. Her heart shape countenance is bejeweled with a glittering gaze of pale ice blue\; widely spaced about a slender up turned nose, and adorned by long thick lashes. Flesh of purest porcelain gives way to the soft rose of blush that rests upon her fine high cheekbones, and full soft kissable strawberry lips.

                Her form is that of man's greatest desires.

                Arousing and alluring, she is a dream, come to life.

        A sensual hourglass figure is clothed in simplicity, a scant silvery blue mini dress clings jealously to her generous womanly curves. Spaghetti straps reveal her milky shoulders, the slender straps crossing over the open back of the dress. The V neckline of the grown is pulled tight and spread to a wide sweetheart shape, in an almost vain attempt to cover her copious firm breasts, displaying the glorious curves of the ample cleavage of her unbound large soft mounds. Tapering down to an almost impossibly narrow waistline, the dress holds fast to her form as if it was painted upon her beautiful flesh. At the erotically appealing curve of her hips and rounded bottom, once again the gown's material is strained taunt over her form, the hem of the skirt, hugging her sensuous upper thighs. After barely covering her wondrous buttock, the dress gives way to the glide of shapely sultry legs. Curvaceous calves turn to delicate ankles, one adorned by a slender silver anklet, her small feet are tucked in silvery blue stiletto's that match her dress.

                                ~*~ +View ~*~

@set me=ANSI

@set me=OPAQUE

@set me=FIXED

@set me=NO_COMMAND

@set me=ENTER_OK

Race: Vampire            Nature: Visionary        Vampire Generation: 10   

 Concept: Shop Owner      Demeanor: Bon Vivant     Sects: Camarilla         

 Clan: Toreador           Path: Humanity           

>>+-------------(=)----<+>----%-( Attributes )-%----<+>----(=)--------------+<<

 Dexterity         3      Appearance        4      Intelligence      2      

 Stamina           2      Charisma          3      Perception        3      

 Strength          2      Manipulation      2      Wits              2     

>>+-------------(=)----<+>----%-( Abilities )-%----<+>----(=)---------------+<<

 Acting            2      Crafts            3      Finance           1      

 Brawl             2      Drive             2      Investigation     1      

 Dodge             3      Firearms          3      Occult            2      

 Empathy           2      Melee             1      Accounting        1      

 Streetwise        3      Stealth           2      Area Knowledge    2      

 Artistic Expressio3      Survival          1      Art History       2      

 Scrounging        2      Body Alteration   3      Biology           1      

 Seduction         2      Leatherworking    3                               

 Style             3      Pickpocket        2                               

 Throwing          2                                                       

>>+-------------(=)----<+>----%-( Advantages )-%----<+>----(=)--------------+<<

 Contacts          2      Conscience        3      Blood Pool     5/13      

 Generation        3      Courage           4      Willpower       6/6      

 Resources         3      Humanity          6                               

                          Self Control      3                              

>>+------------(=)----<+>----%-( Merits/Flaws )-%----<+>----(=)-------------+<<

 Animal Magnetism              1      Curiosity                     2      

 Babyface                      2      Mild Phobia                   1      

 Double Jointed                1                                           

 Fast Learner                  3                                          

>>+---------------(=)----<+>----%-( Powers )-%----<+>----(=)----------------+<<

>>+---------------(=)----<+>----%-( Sybil )-%----<+>----(=)-----------------+<<

 Race: Mortal             Nature: Visionary                                 

 Concept: Shop Owner      Demeanor: Bon Vivant                              

>>+-------------(=)----<+>----%-( Attributes )-%----<+>----(=)--------------+<<

 Dexterity         3      Appearance        4      Intelligence      2      

 Stamina           2      Charisma          3      Perception        3      

 Strength          2      Manipulation      2      Wits              2     

>>+-------------(=)----<+>----%-( Abilities )-%----<+>----(=)---------------+<<

 Brawl             2      Crafts            3      Finance           1      

 Dodge             2      Drive             2      Investigation     1      

 Streetwise        3      Melee             1      Occult            2      

 Artistic Expressio3      Stealth           2      Accounting        1      

 Scrounging        2      Survival          1      Area Knowledge    2      

 Seduction         2      Leatherworking    3      Art History       2      

 Style             3      Pickpocket        2      Biology           1      

 Throwing          2                                                       

>>+-------------(=)----<+>----%-( Advantages )-%----<+>----(=)--------------+<<

 Contacts          2      Conscience        3      Humanity        6/6      

 Resources         3      Courage           4      Willpower       5/5      

                          Self Control      3                              

>>+------------(=)----<+>----%-( Merits/Flaws )-%----<+>----(=)-------------+<<

 Animal Magnetism              1      Curiosity                     2      

 Double Jointed                1      Mild Phobia                   1      

 Fast Learner                  3                                          

>>+---------------(=)----<+>----%-( Powers )-%----<+>----(=)----------------+<<

>>+---------------(=)----<+>----%-( Lores )-%----<+>----(=)-----------------+<<

>>+---------(=)----------<+>--( %-----<+>-----% )--<+>----------(=)---------+<<

Sybil(#3634PXOfnce)

Type: PLAYER Flags: ANSI OPAQUE FIXED NO_COMMAND CONNECTED ENTER_OK

Desc [#13]: 

*~She's a wyld chyld, hot as molten steel, a pale beauty, an alluring drug.~*

        A sensual form displayed in gleaming black leather, striking and arousing, she moves with an easy grace. Fair silken flesh is adorned with piercing, two silver hoops embracing the descent of her brows to her temples\; dainty earlobes are surrounded by an array descending silver hoops that match those within her brows. White blonde hair is shaved short on the sides and back, yet left with longer uneven messed spikes to crown her exquisite features. Here and there throughout the spikes, longer locks are dyed a blood red crimson while others are an inky midnight black. A couple longer strands dangle over her brow before her stunningly brilliant sky blue eyes. High cheekbones and a delicate jawline frame her lovely countenance, appointed with a slender slightly turned up nose. Curving over one graceful slender brow, and curling around her temple, the intricate spirals of a Maori tattoo pattern coil across one fair cheekbone and into the shadow of her cheek. Her lips are full and luscious; the lower slightly pouted their color a deep inviting bloody crimson.

        Pale silken flesh is wrapped in gleaming ebony leather, a stylish tailor made black leather suit. The jacket is a short bolero jacket, double rows of glittering golden buttons lining the front. The slim lapel and cuffs of the jacket have been adorned with an intricately embroidered blaze of crimson, orange, and gold flames. Sparsely concealed beneath the short jacket, she seems to be poured into an inky black leather dress. The dress hugs tightly to her sultry hour glass curves, its heart shaped bodice pushing up her generous breasts creating a magnificent display of ample silken cleavage. Nipping tightly about her narrow waist then clinging tightly over her curvaceous hips and shapely buttocks, the dresses hem then tapers about her mid-thighs. The shapely, sleek muscles of her legs are added definition by sheer black stockings. Firm calves narrowing to delicate ankles. On her feet are a pair of black leather stilettos, their slender heels cast in gleaming gold.

        Slender graceful arms are decorated with tattoos, her delicate fingers adorned with a variety of silver rings that take up every finger. An artful, swirling Polynesian tribal tattoo, spirals down to her dainty elbow upon one upper arm, and with the open back of the dress, you can see it spreads over her back, narrowing and ebbing at the small of her back. Around the wrist upon the opposite arm, a bracelet of thorny roses has been intricately inked into her smooth flesh.

                        *~ << +View >> ~*

 %r%r%cn%cr@%cn%cg~%cn%cy<%cn%cy<%cn Sybil Rose - Fashion Designer/Professional Piercer %cn%cy>%cn%cy>%cn%cg~%cn%cr@%cn

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-> Description: Daily <-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=

                                Name: Sybil                                

---------------------------------------------------------------------------

*~She's a wyld chyld, hot as molten steel, a pale beauty, an alluring drug.~*

        A sensual form, displayed in leather and tie-die, striking and arousing, as she moves with an easy grace. Fair silken flesh is adorned with piercing, two silver hoops embracing the descent of her brows to her temples; dainty earlobes are surrounded by an array descending silver hoops that match those within her brows. White blonde hair is shaved short on the sides and back, yet left with longer uneven messed spikes to crown her exquisite features. Here and there throughout the spikes, longer locks are dyed rich purple or blue, a couple dangling over her brow just before her stunningly brilliant sky blue eyes. High cheekbones and a delicate jawline frame her lovely countenance, appointed with a slender slightly turned up nose. Curving over one graceful slender brow, and curling around her temple, the intricate spirals of a Mauari tattoo pattern coil across one fair cheekbone and into the shadow of her cheek. Her lips are full and luscious; the lower slightly pouted, their color a rich inviting frosted plum.

        Pale silken flesh is sparsely concealed within a small leather vest, the vest serving to push up her generous breasts creating a magnificent display of ample cleavage underwhich a gleaming metal chain laces, holding the garment closed. The smooth enticing flesh moves over seductive curves, every swell of her pleasing flesh is an arousal anew. A slender waist gives way to the glorious expanse of her curvaceous hips, while adorning her delicate navel has been tattooed a tribal sunburst. Resting low on her hips is a silky tie-dyed slip skirt, a wide leather hip belt draped overtop. The tight full-length skirt hugs jealously to her shapely upper thighs before loosening a little as it swirls and sunbursts over her lower legs in colors of inky black, indigo, violet, and pale shades of blue. A pair of chunky black leather boots that are laced with a purple braid protects diminutive feet; these moving up her leg their ending concealed by the low hem of her skirt.

        Slender graceful arms are decorated with tattoos, her delicate fingers adorned with a variety of silver rings that take up every finger. A tribal tattoo encircles one upper arm, while around the opposite wrist a bracelet of thorny roses has been intricately inked into her smooth flesh

                        ~*<+Views>*~

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-> End Description: Daily <-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=

DESC-NAKED [#13]: 

@~ She's a wyld chyld, hot as molten steel, a pale beauty, an alluring drug ~@

        A sensual form, striking and arousing, she moves with an easy grace. Fair silken flesh is adorned with piercing, two silver hoops embracing the descent of her brows to her temples\; dainty earlobes are surrounded by an array descending silver hoops that match those within her brows. White blonde hair is shaved short on the sides and back, yet left with longer uneven messed spikes to crown her exquisite features. Here and there, throughout the spikes longer locks are dyed rich purple or blue, a couple dangling over her brow just before her stunningly brilliant sky blue eyes. High cheekbones and a delicate jawline frame her lovely countenance, appointed with a slender slightly turned up nose. Curving over one graceful slender brow, and curling around her temple, the intricate spirals of a Mauari tattoo pattern coil across one fair cheekbone and into the shadow of her cheek. Her lips are full and luscious; the lower slightly pouted their color a rich inviting frosted plum.

        Her pale silken flesh seems almost luminescent as she stands before you naked, a beacon of sexuality that tugs upon your very soul, pleading for your touch. Potent in her sensuality, her body ripe and enticing, even the smallest move she makes seems to beg for you to reach out and touch, who's stopping you?

        The graceful sweep over her firm and ample breasts capture the eye for a long moment, making one yearn to touch and taste them every way. Each breathe a call for you to reach towards them and take them into hand. The lovely flesh surrounding each nipple appears to be of finest marble, each gemlike nipple pierced with a silver toned ring, offering up her nipples like fresh sweet berries, awaiting your lips. Every inch of her luscious pale flesh is absolutely free of blemish, smooth and lustrous; not a boney woman, no, there is a wondrous fleshy sensuality to her. Her slender waist gives way to the glorious expanse of her curvaceous hips, adorning her delicate navel has been tattooed a tribal sunburst. The sweep over he hips lends itself to a delicious sway that catches the eye, and the graceful slide of flesh between her legs is utterly sleek. Completely hairless, her sex is a smooth touchable, her divide a soft pink, like that of a sweet fresh rose, adorned with a silver ring that glints enticingly, hinting at a wild side to be sure.

        Slender graceful arms are decorated with tattoos, her delicate fingers adorned with a variety of silver rings that take up every finger. An artful, swirling Polynesian tribal tattoo, spirals down to her dainty elbow upon one upper arm, and with her back fully bare, you can see it spreads over her back, narrowing and ebbing in a final elegant swirl at the small of her back. Around the wrist upon the opposite arm, a bracelet of thorny roses has been intricately inked into her smooth flesh.

        If it were -just- a matter of physical form she would be stunning, but there is a rich primal air about her. Perhaps it is the light sweet musk of her sex, or perhaps it is the way she moves in graceful unerring steps. Yet it is for certain, whatever it is, she is an erotic, stirring dream that could wake the dead.

                        @~<< +Views >>~@

SONG: Safe in the arms of love

KEY_LIST [#13]:  #3525

HISTORY_933488733 [#13]: 1|#3634|Learned about vampires and werewolves today. Jak told her about them and that he was a werewolf and that he hunted and has killed vampires. Sebastian and Rock talked about vampires as well. Sebastian said he is a hunter and Rock wants to be a superhero.

HISTORY_933634979 [#13]: 2|#3634|Jak nods some as he slips into the Jacuzzi, "Yes... I am Nuwisha.. a race apart from Garou. Nuwisha share lineage with the Coyotte, not the Wolf like the Garou. If you were to put it in terms of were's I would be a were-coyotte.. not a wolf. There is a chance that if we were to have a child it would be a shapechanger, Nuwisha are rather lucky when it comes to that. While the chance of a Garou having a shapeshifting child with a non-kinfolk is around 25 percent.. that chance goes up with Nuwisha to around 50-60 percent."Sybil slips slowly into the jacuzzi, one slender hand idly brushing the hot water over her breasts as she listens to you, her blue eyes bright with curiousity and wonder. "A.. Nuwisha?..."she chuckles softly, almost a nervous chuckle, "ahh.. oh.. so you turn into a coyote not a wolf.. " she murmers softly looking downward to the water then back to you after a few moments. "What would the baby look like?" she asks curiously, "I mean.. would it be born like a human or a coyote?" she asks, leaning forward a little after flicking the switch to begin the jets. Jak nods some as he dips his head under the water, coming back up after soaking for a few seconds. "Yeah... If I were to shift into my 'lupine' form, which to us is called Latrani, I would resembe a coyote. And in my 'war' or Manabozho form, I'm much smaller than a Crinos Garou.. maybe a few inches taller than I am now.."ybil's lashs flutter slightly as she leans back into the water, submerging all of her form from the neck down, the neck that still holds your bite marks from the night before. "Why.. .ahh.. " she pauses trying to think how to phrase her question. Looking again to you she asks, "Jak, why are their werewolves and ann Nuwisha?

POS: Shop Owner

DESC-COAT [#13]: 

*~She's a wyld chyld, hot as molten steel, a pale beauty, an alluring drug.~*

        A sensual form displayed in gleaming leather, striking and arousing, she moves with an easy grace. Fair silken flesh is adorned with piercing, two silver hoops embracing the descent of her brows to her temples\; dainty earlobes are surrounded by an array descending silver hoops that match those within her brows. White blonde hair is shaved short on the sides and back, yet left with longer uneven messed spikes to crown her exquisite features. Here and there throughout the spikes, longer locks are dyed a blood red crimson while others are an inky midnight black. A couple longer strands dangle over her brow before her stunningly brilliant sky blue eyes. High cheekbones and a delicate jawline frame her lovely countenance, appointed with a slender slightly turned up nose. Curving over one graceful slender brow, and curling around her temple, the intricate spirals of a Maori tattoo pattern coil across one fair cheekbone and into the shadow of her cheek. Her lips are full and luscious\; the lower slightly pouted their color a deep inviting bloody crimson.

        Her alluring form is sparsely concealed within red-hot, and inky-black leather. Pale silken flesh is captured within a gleaming red leather crop top that serves to push up her generous breasts creating a magnificent display of ample cleavage. Sleeveless, the top cinches tight partially over her rib cage, with four chunky, glistening, silver toned buckles, the top buckle having been left undone to expose her milky flesh. Her smooth enticing flesh moves over seductive curves, every swell of her pleasing flesh an arousal anew. A bare slender mid-drift gives way to the glorious expanse of her curvaceous hips, while adorning her delicate navel has been tattooed a tribal sunburst. Resting low on her hips, a loosely fastened silver toned chain belt loops, its ends dangling down about one thigh over a pair of snuggly fitted black leather pants that hold fast to her form. The soft supple leather of the pants molds to each sultry curve of her shapely legs like a second skin\; these not having the crisp gleam of her other leather attire. Upon her small and delicate feet she wears a pair glistening red leather boots, that fit close over her legs, until they flare slightly at her mid thigh. Along the outer seam of the boots a series of silver toned buckles match those of her top.

        Slender graceful arms are decorated with tattoos, her delicate fingers adorned with a variety of silver rings that take up every finger. An artful, swirling, Polynesian tribal tattoo, spirals down to her dainty elbow upon one upper arm, and with her partially exposed back, you can see it spreads over her back, narrowing and ebbing as it nears the small of her back. Around the wrist upon the opposite arm, a bracelet of thorny roses has been intricately inked into her smooth flesh.

        Over her attire, she often wears a beautiful inky black full-length frock coat. A fine sheen shimmers as the inky material flows and billows about her leather-clad legs, the torso of the coat tailored to fit perfectly about her enticing form.

                        *~ << +View >> ~*

DESC-DEVIL [#13]: 

*~She's a wyld chyld, hot as molten steel, a pale beauty, an alluring drug.~*

        A sensual form displayed in gleaming red-hot patent leather, striking and arousing, she moves with an easy grace. Fair silken flesh is adorned with piercing, two silver hoops embracing the descent of her brows to her temples\; dainty earlobes are surrounded by an array descending silver hoops that match those within her brows, though at the bottom hole, silver skeletons dance. White blonde hair is shaved short on the sides and back, yet left with longer uneven messed spikes to crown her exquisite features. Here and there throughout the spikes, longer locks are dyed a blood red crimson while others are an inky midnight black, and set within the mismatched spikes, are a pair of glittering red devil horns. A couple longer strands dangle over her brow before her stunningly brilliant sky blue eyes. High cheekbones and a delicate jawline frame her lovely countenance, appointed with a slender slightly turned up nose. Curving over one graceful slender brow, and curling around her temple, the intricate spirals of a Maori tattoo pattern coil across one fair cheekbone and into the shadow of her cheek. Her lips are full and luscious\; the lower slightly pouted their color a deep inviting bloody crimson.

        Her pale silken flesh seems almost luminescent as she stands before you, a beacon of sexuality that tugs upon your very soul, pleading for your touch. Potent in her sensuality, her body ripe and enticing, even the smallest move she makes seems to beg for you to reach out and touch.

        The graceful sweep over her firm and ample breasts is captured within a skintight corset, of sizzling hot red patent leather. Laced with black bindings, and pushing up her milky mounds, the merry widow corset creates an abundance of eye-catching cleavage. Suction tight as the gleaming garment hugs close to her slender waist before giving way to the glorious expanse of her curvaceous hips and barely concealing her shapely buttocks\; her costume this hallows eve is sure to catch the eye for a long moment. Every inch of her luscious pale flesh is absolutely smooth and lustrous\; not a boney woman, no, there is a wondrous fleshy sensuality to her. The sweep over he hips lends itself to a delicious sway that catches the eye, as the red garters that are attached to the corset stretch over her sleek thighs, there catching up a pair of black fishnet stockings. The stockings glide over her sensually legs, firm calves narrowing to delicate ankles. On her feet are a pair of red-hot patent leather stilettos\; serious ~Come fuck me pumps~, their spike heels impossibly thin. Affixed to the back of the corset is a long slender crimson tail, the end forked, as every good little devil's is.

        Slender graceful arms are decorated with tattoos, her delicate fingers adorned with a variety of silver rings that take up every finger. An artful, swirling Polynesian tribal tattoo, spirals down to her dainty elbow upon one upper arm, and with her back fully bare, you can see it spreads over her back, narrowing and ebbing in a final elegant swirl at the small of her back. Around the wrist upon the opposite arm, a bracelet of thorny roses has been intricately inked into her smooth flesh.

        Draped over her shoulders, or tossed coquettishly about her slender throat, is a inky black feather boa that seems to finish off this Halloween treat with a sensually playful aire.

                        *~ << +views >> ~*

HAVEN: Above Sybil's Boutique

INFO_CAMARILLA: A new Toreador

INFO_TOREADOR: The childe of Etienne Dupre, Primogin of the Toreador Clan.

HUNTSTAMP [#13]: 943580688|mul(5,1800)]

+sheet

>>+---------------(=)----<+>----%-( Sybil )-%----<+>----(=)-----------------+<<

 Race: Vampire            Nature: Visionary        Vampire Generation: 10   

 Concept: Shop Owner      Demeanor: Bon Vivant     Sects: Camarilla         

 Clan: Toreador           Path: Humanity           

>>+-------------(=)----<+>----%-( Attributes )-%----<+>----(=)--------------+<<

 Dexterity         3      Appearance        4      Intelligence      2      

 Stamina           2      Charisma          3      Perception        3      

 Strength          2      Manipulation      2      Wits              2     

>>+-------------(=)----<+>----%-( Abilities )-%----<+>----(=)---------------+<<

 Brawl             2      Crafts            3      Finance           1      

 Dodge             3      Drive             2      Investigation     1      

 Empathy           2      Firearms          3      Occult            2      

 Streetwise        3      Melee             1      Accounting        1      

 Artistic Expressio3      Stealth           2      Area Knowledge    2      

 Scrounging        2      Survival          1      Art History       2      

 Seduction         2      Body Alteration   3      Biology           1      

 Style             3      Leatherworking    3                               

 Throwing          2      Pickpocket        2                              

>>+-------------(=)----<+>----%-( Advantages )-%----<+>----(=)--------------+<<

 Contacts          2      Conscience        3      Blood Pool    10/13      

 Resources         3      Courage           4      Willpower       6/6      

                          Humanity          6                               

                          Self Control      3                              

>>+------------(=)----<+>----%-( Merits/Flaws )-%----<+>----(=)-------------+<<

 Animal Magnetism              1      Curiosity                     2      

 Babyface                      2      Mild Phobia                   1      

 Double Jointed                1                                           

 Fast Learner                  3                                          

>>+---------------(=)----<+>----%-( Powers )-%----<+>----(=)----------------+<<

>>+---------------(=)----<+>----%-( Lores )-%----<+>----(=)-----------------+<<

>>+---------(=)----------<+>--( %-----<+>-----% )--<+>----------(=)---------+<<

>>+---------------(=)----<+>----%-( Sybil )-%----<+>----(=)-----------------+<<

                                  Shop Owner                                  

Sybil Rose                              Alias: sy                    

Small Shop in Unknown District          Mail: No unread mail.                 

Gender: Female                          Status: Online                        

Date of Birth: 12/01/79                 Idle: 0s                              

Description: 

        Avant-gaurd/Punkish/tattooed/app4/+view                       

Info: 

        This woman has a definate flare and style about her, set off by a wildness that shows in her piercings and colored hair. Quite avant gaurd, she owns a local shop, Sybil's, which has not only designer garments, but tattooing and piercing, as well as an adult toy section, something for everyone.. well almost everyone. She's a local girl done good, with a free spirited nature, and a warm and happy dispostion. 

@>-,-`<< Sybil Rose - Fashion Designer/Professional Piercer >>`-,-<@

Location: The Demon Fire -- Main Club                                         

Status: Approved

>>+------------(=)----<+>----%-( -=- -=- -=- )-%----<+>----(=)--------------+<<

SPEC_APPEARANCE: Alluring

WPNS: 5:2-6|23:17-1:17-1:17-1|16:3-9+2:.38:19|2:.38:25|17:12g:22|17:12g:25|2:.357:25|3:.357:16|16:12g:25+

JNOTES: ^Learning Times|Note set by Moirae at Sat Nov 20 13:31:11 1999 This character takes the half the time to learn anything. XP costs are the same.^

>>+-------(=)----<+>----%-( Santo Domini RP Prefs )-%----<+>----(=)---------+<<

                -20                   0                    +20

        Comedy                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

      Conflict                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

         Crime                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

         Death                       <->                       Value:   0 

      Flirting                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

       IC-Chat                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

    Kidnapping                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

      OOC-Chat                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

          Rape                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

     Strangers                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

     Timestops                       <->                       Value:   0 

       TinySex  <-------------------->                         Value: -20 

       Torture                         <-------------------->  Value:  20 

    Victimhood                         <-------------------->  Value:  20

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------

NOTES: 

Player Comments: Im up for anything but I like my World of Darkness, DARK, the darker and more twisted the better, that to me is what the game is about. I believe that PKing is a waste of a char in most situations, but IC actions gain IC reactions. As noted on my rpprefs, this char is a heavy flirt and yes may have a sex life, BUT, when it comes to the matter of TS, I will ask for a FTB. Im easy going in most cases, but get twinky or oocly pissed about something that happens and I will get annoyed. Please keep your OOC and IC seperate! Also, my desc's tend to be long and very discriptive. If you dont want to be spammed for a moment I suggest you just +glance.

>>+---------------(=)----<+>----%-( Sybil )-%----<+>----(=)-----------------+<<

Sybil's Boutique <SB>;sybil's boutique;sybil's;sb;northeast;ne(#3509Es)

Type: EXIT Flags: SAFE

%r%tA small older two story red brick building. The building itself is rather narrow, but makes up for its slim form by reaching back fairly far. On the upper level, the building has a few older looking windows, while in the middle of the lower level a doorway greets you. %r%tUpon the central door, which has been recently painted a glossy black, is an artful depiction of the shop's emblem and name: Three budding purple roses spray in a gentle arch, bound together along their long slender thorny stems by a string of gleaming razor wire. At the bottom written in a stylized script is the shops name, Sybil's.%r

Owner: Santo Domini  Key: Sybil's Boutique <SB>;sybil's boutique;sybil's;sb;northeast;ne(#3509Es) Nightmares: 0

Zone: *NOTHING*

Powers:

Succ: You open the door to the sound of a jingling of bells and step into Sybil's.

Osucc: opens the door to the sound of jingling bells and steps into Sybil's.

Odrop: opens the door to the sound of jingling bells and steps into Sybil's.

Fail: You try to open the door leading into the small shop but find it locked.

Ofail: tries to open the door leading into the small shop but finds it locked.

Source: 2000 East Salem Avenue(#6313Rs)

Destination: Small Shop(#3525RMs)

Small Shop(#3525RMs)

        The moment you step through the front door you know this is a very unique shop. A faint scent of patchouli greets you at the door, drawing you further into the long narrow U shaped room. Open and airy; the high ceilings are stripped to display the multi-colored plumbing over head, lending to the room's odd blend of retro and gothica. Inky black accents rich purple, these tones lightened by a warm cream and the occasional splashes of lime green; a strange combination perhaps, but one that works, giving the area a funky youthful style.

        Polished blonde hardwood floors lead downward through groups of faceless mannequins, upon which are displayed a selection of the male and female fashions that are for sale. Passing between two lime colored loveseats covered in crushed velvet, you stand before a large gleaming black cashier's counter that is flanked on either side by deep purple screens.

        The two dividing screens stand perhaps six feet tall, and section off the area on either side of the cashier's counter. Both screens fall short of the parallel walls, just enough for a doorway that leads further on into each section. Behind the counter you can see a lime colored door, where it leads to is unknown.

        On one side is arranged a neat and clean tattoo studio, a comfortable reclining chair set in the middle for the tattoo artist to work around. The other sectioned off area contains a wide variety of adult sexual devices and toys; everything from electrics to oils, bondage gear, to love lotions.

                  <There are places here. '+help places'>                  

                   <There are +views here. '+help view'>                   

Obvious exits:

Stairs <U>  Out <O>

ex here

Small Shop(#3525RMs)

Type: ROOM Flags: MONITOR SAFE

Owner: Santo Domini  Key: *UNLOCKED* Nightmares: 0

Zone: *NOTHING*

Parent: Indoor Parent Room(#2088RFVYs)

Powers:

PLACESMAX: 7

PLACESCLEANUP1: ^* has left.:placescleanup(%#)

PLACESCLEANUP2: ^* has disconnected.:placescleanup(%#)

PLACENUMS: |||||||

PLACE1: Cashier Counter|3|3||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You move behind the|moves behind the cashier counter|You leave the|stands and leaves|Around the cashier counter

PLACE2: Tattoo Studio|5|5||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You walk into the|walks into the|You walk out of the|walks out of the|Within the tattoo studio

PLACE3: Adult Toy Section|7|7||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You walk into the|walks into the|You walk out of the|walks out of the|Amidst the sextoys

PLACE4: Change Room|2|2||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You open the door and step into the|opens the door and steps into the|You open the door and step out of|opens the door, stepping out of the|Within the Change Room

PLACE5: Change Room|2|2||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You walk into the|walks into the|You walk out of the|walks out of the|Within the Change Room

PLACE6: Love Seat|3|3||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You sit down on the|sits down on the|You stand up and leave the|stands up and leaves the|On the Love seat

PLACE7: Love Seat|3|3||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You sit down on the|sits down on the|You stand up and leave the|stands up and leaves the|On the Love seat

PERM-DESC: 

        The moment you step through the front door you know this is a very unique shop. A faint scent of patchouli greets you at the door, drawing you further into the long narrow U shaped room. Open and airy; the high ceilings are stripped to display the multi-colored plumbing over head, lending to the room's odd blend of retro and gothica. Inky black accents rich purple, these tones lightened by a warm cream and the occasional splashes of lime green; a strange combination perhaps, but one that works, giving the area a funky youthful style.

        Polished blonde hardwood floors lead downward through groups of faceless mannequins, upon which are displayed a selection of the male and female fashions that are for sale. Passing between two lime colored loveseats covered in crushed velvet, you stand before a large gleaming black cashier's counter that is flanked on either side by deep purple screens.

        The two dividing screens stand perhaps six feet tall, and section off the area on either side of the cashier's counter. Both screens fall short of the parallel walls, just enough for a doorway that leads further on into each section. Behind the counter you can see a lime colored door, where it leads to is unknown.

        On one side is arranged a neat and clean tattoo studio, a comfortable reclining chair set in the middle for the tattoo artist to work around. The other sectioned off area contains a wide variety of adult sexual devices and toys; everything from electrics to oils, bondage gear, to love lotions.

YANGDESC: [u(weaver)]

OWNER: #3634 #4023 #5292 #4003

VIEW_CAMERA: %R%TAbove the counter in the back center of the shop, there is a small camera set amongst the pipes and such on the ceiling. Although difficult to see, the camera pans over the shop, leaving little that can go unseen as it scans over the entrance and shop that lays before it. The only three areas in the shop that the camera's ever watching eye may not see, are the tattoo studio, the change rooms, and the "Adult Section" of the shop.

VIEW_STAFF: 

        While Sybil may not be in the store at all times, she has a store clerk that is here if she is not. The young woman's name is Lori, and is your average NPC mortal. If anything happens in the store, such as a dispute or fight, she will initially ask the people to leave, but if that doesnt work, call the police at once.

        This is a trendy clothing store and tattoo emporium, please, no fights, use the street for that or an alley. If any fights break out in the shop, please page staff imediately, and heed this +view. 

VIEW_GETTING_A_TATTOO: 

        In the tattooing area of the shop, there are 5 binders with flash depicted within. These tattoos are available, but the shop specializes in individualistic tattoos and the tattoo artists will suggest such.

        As stated in the BuyingClothing view, Sybil's player will write a +view for your character's new tattoo. To have her do so, please +mail her with an explaination of what you would like, including color, style and design of the tattoo you would like. Yes, there is a cost for such services, just like in any shop. Sybil's player and you can work out what is resonable, and when the +view is done, you will have to +give Sybil=Cash.

        Once there are other player characters that will be working in the shop as tattoo artists, the same proceedure will be directed to them, though please cc a copy of your mail to Sybil as well she will have knowledge of all work coming out of her shop.

VIEW_BUYING_CLOTHING: 

        All clothing in this shop is exclusively made by Sybil Rose and afixed with tags that say so. If your character is purchasing a garment or outfit, please take into considerable that the clothing sold here is not like Kmart, it is designer/Avant Gaurd clothing with flare and style.

        Sybil's player will write your desc for the new clothing if you wish. To have her do so, please +mail her with an explaination of what you would like, including color, style, and a desc of your char. Yes, there is a cost for such services, just like in any shop. Sybil's player and you can work out what is resonable, and when the desc is done, you will have to +give Sybil=Cash.

VIEW_CLOTHING_EXAMPLES_#1_WOMAN'S: 

        Wrapped in wildness, this woman's attire at first glance seems to be a distinct contrast to her demeanor. A skin tight bodysuit swirls around her athletically sensual form with a mixture of inky midnight blue that intensifies her eyes, and an almost transparent tiger print that is pale as moonbeams.

        Beginning by wrapping about one fair shoulder while leaving the other bare, the pale creamy tiger stripe material, spirals downward while hugging the contours of her form. Moving over one breast, the almost transparent fabric is shadowed by the luscious curve of her bosom, hinting at a nipple ring that rests just beneath the fine fabric. Picking up midway across her back, the soft leather spirals over her other breast; the two fabrics's coiling around her form in uneven strips that just barely stay within the range of decency. Tight, yet moveable, the leather and pale tiger print fabric twist over her sensual form, corkscrewing down one leg, while the other remains swathed in the inky midnight blue leather.

        Upon her feet she wears pair of thigh high boots made of in tiger striped leather, there flat soles making them easy to walk in, and quiet. As the leather of the boots hugs over her lower leg, lacing up the back, they flare slightly about her shapely mid thigh.

                        500.00 Dollars

VIEW_CLOTHING_EXAMPLE_#1_MEN'S: 

        The clothing adds to the man's mystique, his impressive physique clothed in shades of night, inky black and deep indigo blue. A finely tailored silk shirt drapes over his broad shoulders, shimmering as it brushes over his substantial and well-formed arms before cuffing neatly at his wrists. Buttoning up a powerfully defined chest and hard rippling abdomen, the thin material gleams mutely with every movement he makes. The shirt is tucked loosely into a pair of inky leather pants that embrace to his hips attractively. Tapering down his firmly muscled legs the leathers crinkle slightly about tops of his heavy black boots.

                        400.00 Dollars

PHONE: Phone setup in this location on Fri Oct 29 01:49:24 1999 by Sybil.

Upper Floor(#3507RMs)

Type: ROOM Flags: MONITOR SAFE

Owner: Santo Domini  Key: *UNLOCKED* Nightmares: 0

Zone: *NOTHING*

Parent: Indoor Parent Room(#2088RFVYs)

Powers:

PLACESMAX: 5

PLACESCLEANUP1: ^* has left.:placescleanup(%#)

PLACESCLEANUP2: ^* has disconnected.:placescleanup(%#)

PLACENUMS: |||||

PLACE1: Sectional Couch|8|8||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You sit down on the|sits down on the|You get up and leave the|gets up and leaves the|Upon the sectional couch

PLACE2: Kitchen|6|6||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You walk into the|walks into the|You walk out of the|walks out of the|From inside the kitchen

PLACE3: Bedroom|3|4||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You open the door and enter the|opens the door and enters the|You open the door and walk out of the|opens the door and walks out of the|From within the bedroom

PLACE4: Bathroom|4|4||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You open the door and enter the|opens the door and enters the|You open the door and enters the|opens the door and walks out of the|From within the bedroom

PLACE5: Fire Escape|4|4||I'm sorry, there's no room to add a place there.|I'm sorry, there's on place to move there.|You climb out the window and sits down on the|climbs out the window and sits down on the|You climb in through the window, leaving the|climbs in through the window, leaving the|Out on the Fire Escape

PERM-DESC: As you step into the loft apartment above the store, you find that the small space has been well used. High vaulted ceilings give the room a spacious appearance, as does the spacing of the contents within. The outer walls of the apartment have been left in a raw red brick, while the newer dividing walls have been painted a glossy black. The hardwood floors have been left bare for the most part, displaying the warm luster upon them.%r%tSet in the corner near where the stairs enter into the loft, a well-appointed kitchen looks out over the main room, a curved black lacquered counter separates, acting as a divider as well as serving as an eating area. Along the serpentine counter, four black and red barstools are placed, their backs to the main room, as they look into the kitchen area.%r%tLining the wall opposite the kitchen, are an array of cabinets that hold a variety of household goods, as well as an impressive sound, and video system. The cabinets are painted the same gloss black, but with a rough overcoat of gold, giving them an attractive aged look. Positioned toward the cabinets, and placed centrally in the main room, a crimson corduroy sectional couch is set upon an older Chinese rug. In the center of the L shaped couch, an aged black trunk has been set for use as a coffee table, its brass edges gleaming in the light. Off to one side of the main room, a set of double windows lead out to the fire escape that looks to be used as a balcony, a garden chair set up as well as a small table.%r%tSeparated by the cabinets are two crimson doors, each set on either end of the wall. These doors lead to a spacious bedroom with a king-sized bed, and bathroom, that appears to have a Jacuzzi installed upon the far wall beneath a frosted window.

YANGDESC: [u(weaver)]

VIEW_CAMERA: %R%TAbove the staircase, a small camera set securely into the ceiling. The camera scans over the stairwell, panning over the kitchen area to the fire escape. As the camera's unblinking eye pauses at the window and fire escape, it catches a glimpse of the goings on in the alley before turning back in the same arching track.

JNOTES: ^Security Camera|Note set by Tiamat at Thu Sep 23 21:29:14 1999

        Attached to an arch in a far corner of the room  a small orb forms into the connecting walls themselves. On it  a shiny glass eye peers out    catching everything in the radius of the room. One and a half inches below  a blinking red dot contrasts against the glossy black tint of the circular camera  indicating power. Spirals of digitally interfaced wires contract inside the wall    almost a hidden reality within this reality  focusing into a main network of information; allowing a monitor to review the data while it's being processed  or at a later date. Recent technology allows the camera to have an auto zoom feature  noticing something upon a mili inch of motion within the camera's corrospondant grasp.

Contents:

Lilith(#4032PXwZfnce)

Exits:

Fire Escape <FE>;fire escape;fe(#3504Ehs)

Stairs <D>;down;dn;d;out;o(#3505Es)

You climb out the window and clang your way down the fire escape to the street below.

Alley Salem Avenue(#6194RDUs)

        The shadows of the alleyway threaten to swallow up all those who venture within. Not a place for the weak, the realm of Santo Domini's sidestreets and alleys is akin to a spiritual gate to another dimension. Eerie, there is the sensation of being watched, and those that use the narrow passageways that riddle the heart of the Dark City often emerge trembling. Without a source of illumination, they may never find their way out again, ever.

         The remains of human bodies have been discovered in these dark, silent corners, pale and drained of life essence. Transients and street people rarely try to take the route through the alleyways, unless insane, gibbering in some mad language only they know. Old newspapers and moldering refuse litter the ground, sending up foul odors, while a dull, rhythmic throb, the pulse of the city, seems more powerful here, and more seductive.

In order to keep from getting lost in the alleyways you must type the first letter of the name of the street you just left. S for Salem - M for Main - W for Warwick and so on.

ex here

Alley Salem Avenue(#6194RDUs)

Type: ROOM Flags: DARK UNFINDABLE SAFE

Owner: Santo Domini  Key: *UNLOCKED* Nightmares: 0

Zone: *NOTHING*

Parent: Alley Parent(#6212RDFIs)

Powers:

WALL: 5

Contents:

Lilith(#4032PXwZfnce)

Jazan(#2812PXfnek)

Exits:

Fire Escape <FE>;fire escape;fe;up;u(#3503Es)

Alley <A>;alley;a;west;w(#6190Es)

Salem <S>;salem;south;s(#6192Es)

