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Darkness swirls around her like a tempest

Anguish and pain

Ripping apart her battered psyche

The specter baring down upon her

Reaching out with gore incrusted talons

Tearing her asunder

From happy days, did not come happy nights
Born to the streets as her mother and Grandmother before her, the child knew nothing of the treasures life could bestow. Such treasures were only blessed upon those of means; those that rode in carriages or occasionally wandered the market place. Those that spit into her small upturned hand and called her filth or worse.

Quickly the orphaned child learned to become unseen, the shadows concealing her, protecting her, until the moment was right. Then, strike hard and fast like the cobra, taking that which she needed and in time that which she desired.

Cairo's crime and plague infested streets were no place for innocence's no place for the weak or foolish. There was no mother, no father, to protect her, to hide her eyes or sing softly in her ear. Nothing to drown out the wretched life that held her firmly in its lecherous grasp. Yet in fitful dreams she could see her mother's pale and beautiful face and hear her gently whispered voice. The voice, caressing her senses, would speak of a moment of joy even the child might someday possess. A dream, yes, just a dream, broken by the sound of death, a scream reverberating through the darkness.

Raped of her childhood by these bitter streets, she stood still in the darkness, her home, her sanctuary, her God. 

He that protected her, 

He that nourished her, 

He that caressed her.

To be seen was to be vonerable

To be heard was to be foolish

The serpent only raises her head to strike, 

and then once more recoiled to ingest her prey, 

back to the solitude of her burrow, 

back to the dark embrace of the earth

Watch and learn

Listen and know

Speak not and live

Onward moved both days and nights

Bitter hateful sun

And rancorous wretched rains

Yet all gave way to the darkness,

 all gave way to the night

No longer a child

Woman born anew

Through the shadows and into obscurity

A woman's guile is subtle




As the sinuous coils of the viper








A woman's gifts intices

Standing in the ruddy streetlights,

rouged cheeks and crimson lips,

ebony eyes glitter with darkest thoughts.

Her prey wanders toward her inticing form

Touch me with your filth,

I revel in it

Feed me you depravities

It is my sustenance

She whispered softly upon their twisted minds

"Watch her"

he whispered from the darkness

Ah how they came,

Her flock

Reaching out with unclean and gnarled hands

Desiring to touch her sensual coils

Pleading for release in her dark waters

And she gave it to them

Their stench dripping down upon her

Glistening forms

Becoming Gods for that moment

She made them clean

Yet as amber met the fading night

She stripped them

Extracting her payment

For that moment of glory

And still they came...

Rings of gold sparkled

 upon her fingers and within her ears

Her clothing 

Rags no more

Now fine silk and velvet

"Stay close to her"

He spoke within the gloom

She was their temple

She was their priestess

 She was their Goddess

Night upon night the devotes came

Kneeling down before her

Giving all she craved

Prostrating themselves before her

Yielding to any price she would command

Donating anything to their divinity

For that moments touch of her purifying flesh

No longer did the woman's sweet voice 

whisper against her ear

Or is she did

Those ears now deaf to such gentle words

Such words were folly

She wore her gold as a mantle

Her true feelings

Now battered and broken

Resided forgotten and caged

Within a distant minds oubliette
False smiles

Lovely

Sensual laughter

Intoxicating

"Capture her!"

he bellowed in the night

A new one

Sweet and succulent as a ripe pomegranate

Stepped lightly into her darkness

Come here

Come with me she beckoned

I will cleanse your body

 I can give you life anew

Blindly did he step into her lair

Willingly did he let her webs enfold about him

Wantonly did he bow down before her

She coiled about his chill fair form

Smooth flesh gliding over smooth flesh

Such riches he proclaimed to her

Payment for her gifts

Bringing dark eyes to smolder in dark night

Heated kisses soft and depraved caressing spiced skin

Pain

Searing, Burning

Slicing, 

Undaunted

As the Goddess's gaze opened wide into the inky shadows

A muffled cry

The Viper kisses her deep

Bliss

Ecstasy, Rapture

Passion 

Unending

As the child's soul is sucked into the darkness

A bitter chill

The serpent rises above her 

"Now you shall know your God"

He whispered in her ear

"Now you shall bow before him"

He murmured cold against her flesh
And the abyss opened before her

Swallowing her whole

The sound of water flowing was first to permeate the darkness that held her motionless in its grasp

Then the sent of frankincense and blood 

came sweet and thick to her nostrils

Slowly she opened her pain and fear filled eyes,

 though it seemed she had not,

 for darkness, black as pitch, still surrounded her

There slowly her vision cleared

Slowly the room took shape

A small muted globe glowing behind a glistening onyx altar, casting its reluctant light upon the muraled chamber walls

Two dark forms glided toward her,

were they real or specters,

she knew not

 as she remained near death upon the cool sand floor

Grasping her at either side,

they hoisted her to her feet and placed her upon the altar

Stripping her of what clothing she still wore, 

not a word was spoken, 

only her ragged breath and the sound of distant water lingered upon the stale thick air

As she lay upon the cold stone

her mouth and lips to dry to cry out,

she watched the dark figured with near lifeless eyes

Then as the forms to their stance at her head and toe a third came to stand at her side

Bending low he whispered in her ear,

"Your God awaits"

For a moment her eyes grew wide with fear as the third gently smoothing back her hair from her face while gazing down upon her.

A savage smile blooming within the darkness

"Who is it who has protected you throughout your life child?"

he asked

"Who is it who cloaked you with his darkness, concealing you from those who would have carelessly annihilated you?"

Again the deadly smile, his fangs gleaming in the darkness

"It is time child

time for you to give thanks

time for you to die for your God.

He that has been with you always,

Watching over you, caring for you, giving you all.

You have proven worthy of his greatest gift

You shall be born again into the endless night"

As these whispered words echoed in her mind the third raised the gleaming blade and lightly drew it over her throat.

A torrent of crimson sprung from her veins

Pouring down over the altar and seeping into the dry sands

Once again the abyss grasped her

Her senses dulling

Without a word eternal darkness embraced her

Sweet and Thick

Ambrosia

Hotter then the searing sun

A raging fire

Precious life flowed over her still lips

Slowly at first but as her hunger arose faster

Like a starved animal she fed upon the rich drink
And then it was gone

Leaving only the hunger that raged within her

Violent hands grabbed her

Tossing her still weak body into complete darkness

Heavy door closed behind her with a deafening crash

Then silence surrounded her

Only the beast within and the whispering voice in her head to keep her company

Softly her God whispered to her as she lingered in his darkness

Softly she pledged herself to him

Taking him into herself as he did her
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Timeline

1505 Worked and learned under Temple Priest in Egypt

Whoring and corrupting her wealthy male clients

1600
Banded together with fellow women Setites becoming one of the founding members of the Cult of Sekhmet

Assisted in creating distrust in the male hierarchy and therefore making way for female members to ascend the hierarchy

1736 Became hunted as a member and founder within the cult of Sekhmet

1737 Escaped into the desert to hide and regroup

While in hiding the group was fell upon and in the insueing batter the walls of the cave where the women were hiding collapsed killing and burying all.

Fell into Torpor for the next 53 years

1798 Awakening, she fought her way out of the collapsed cave and began to make her way through the desert with one other surviving woman. The two fell across an archeological dg and hid within the crevices of the tomb (Snake Form) The two women vampires took to feeding upon the workers to regain their strength, this creating the myth within the populous that the dig was cursed

1800
Met with Augusta Halford a Setite embraced in the year 1305 whom had come to the area to investigate the myth of the tomb while on her returning trip from the orient where she had been procuring an efficient route for her opium trade in Paris. After a month all 3 woman returned to Paris. During her stay and association with Augusta she was taught etiquette and became involved in the vampiric politics in the area under Augusta's guiding hand. She was also taught the disciples Augusta had learned from her years of involvement with both Toreador and Ventrue clans, acquiring considerable knowledge from the woman about the Camarilla and Masquerade. 

1870 Set up and ran a fine and elegant brothel and opium den with ghouled whores

1890
Leaving her fellow Setite from Egypt to continue the running of the Brothel, she moved to New Orleans and again opened an elegant brothel and opium den, becoming one of the major opium suppliers with a flawlessly efficient pipeline of the drug with her contacts in Paris. As well as shipping the drug she also, for a price, began concealing vampires that wished passage to the New World in her shipments. Due to this she created contacts within the Sabbat, Independent, and Camarilla sects. 

1920
Within the time of prohibition her brothels and opium dens took on further aspects, becoming speakeasy. She also took to promoting Jazz and Blues stingers, keeping them supplied with heroin as well as ghouling many. Whilst living in the New Orleans area, she kept careful watch over the Voodoan practitioners for likely recruits into the Followers of Set. This brought her into the situation of meeting with Ghede whom often visited the area to keep watch over his flocks; often she assisted him in this endeavor, sending messages to him when he remained in Haiti. 

1960
Moved to New York and opened up her supple of heroin to both the streets and rising singers that resided in the area. Often she made use of the addicted street folk putting them to use in the sex trade, and using her addicted ghouled musicians as pawns against the Toreadors in the area. This was often done by having the Toreador become addicted to the ghouls blood then extracting favors and information from them when the cravings for the drug laced blood became to hard. From this she continued to learn new information about the Camarilla. 

1990 War in the Middle East. Sold protection to powerful/wealthy and parinoid vampires. Promising them safe haven from the world destruction around them. Payment for this took the forms of Boons, Blood Bonds, Money, and Weapons. Should the vampire not fulfill his part of the bargain she would kill them once they had placed themselves in torpor, this way eliminating any concern about them in the future. This lead to a number of powerful vampires being bonded to her and owing her boons. 
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Zaree'

Follower of Set

Nature-Conniver/Survivor 


Sire-Temple High Priest

Demeanor-Bon Vivant




 Gen-8th
Willpower-8 


   Age-504 yrs/Apparent Age-21yrs

Haven-Hidden Catacombs Beneath Brothel

Path of Ecstasy-8
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 Man4
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Act4 



 Drive2

        Bur2

Alert3
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   Ling5

Dodge3 



 Firearms2

   Occ5

Brawl2



 Stealth4
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Intim4



 Sec2


   Invest3

Leadership2


 Dance4
 

   Politics2

Subt4



 Throwing4
    
   CamLore2

Street3



 Disqu3

Seduct5



 Survival2

Empathy4



 Style4

Virtues

SelfCon-3  Consc-1  Cour-4

BackGrounds

Retainers-4  ClanStat-3  Resourses-4  Herd-4  Influe-3

Disciplines

Presence-3 




Dominate-3

Obfuscate-4




Auspex-2

Serpentus-4




Corruption-3

Merits 






Flaws

Addictive Blood 



    Scales

Unbondable



         Dark Secret

Enchanting Voice                       Intolerance

Underworld Ties

 Boon

Notes and Discriptions of Merits and Boons

Scales-1 Point in flaw, easily concealable

Dark Secret-She killed her Sire before retreating into the desert to hide with the other founding members of the Cult of Sekhmet

Intolerance-Her intolerance is chauvinistic men who believe women to be less able then men

Underworld Ties-Throughout her life she has had involvement in the Drug Trade and Sex Trade, this had given her a number of ties in these areas 
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