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Prologue:

Since the Dawn of Time

From the moment she was created it was said no entity could control or contain her. The first feminist, by all true accounts, she was the woman originally created as the consort of God’s most perfect creation; Adam. And within the Garden of Eden, many would have imagined her existence to have been a perfect one but subservience did not bode well with the beautiful and contemptuous Lilith, for, how could it? She who had been created of her own, as opposed to her successor, the ever-tempted Eve. In truth, Lilith had not been a bad or unscrupulous wife, she merely desired not be submissive and forced to lie upon her back in the act of lovemaking and truly, what woman would? For was it not true that women held more control on top than they ever could on bottom? The notion was pure madness and ever astounding to Lilith, she would never bow down to obeying the likes of any man for God had created her in equal measure and she had a brain filled with ambitious thoughts, of power and strength, things Adam never could have imagined and so she balked and disobeyed in favor of finding her own way but God found her cattiness and attitude to be in disliking. She had not been created to be Queen of Eden, but instead to be a fair steward and do what was needed to make her husband happy. Disgusted with her Creator’s stance, Lilith defended herself, speaking in her own favor against the unfair and oppressing injustice that her obedience suggested. How could God call himself a fair being if he commanded women do as bid and never think for themselves? Better yet, how could women bear children and raise and protect them if they had no voice in their very homes? Such things infuriated the beautiful woman, whose golden tresses reached far past the round swell of her ample derriere. Crystal blue eyes so bright they appeared to be sapphires sat within her heart-shaped face lit up with a tinge of darkness unlike anything ever before seen. A purplish hue overtook the entirety of her pupil as her rage boiled within her veins and she bellowed her anger at what God expected her and all other women in creation to do. It would not happen, not on Lilith’s watch. In her hastiness and anger, however, she failed to see that she was making an argument without maintaining her patience and due to her wrath God found the need to teach her a lesson that would surpass all time but because Lilith had a strong point in her statements, God granted her the power to shift between planes, to change her gender at will, and to be the first independent woman in created history. Her metamorphosis, though it granted immortality, was not all she thought it be, however. And as humanity expanded so did their legends and Lilith was soon painted as a monster rolling through the night, devouring all she could get her hands on, and some rumors even held that she ate children, particularly babes. It was this notion which vilified Lilith and personified her as the demon queen of the night with only one mission: to rid the world of all men and their oppressing and vile manners. But soon, Lilith discovered that she was unable to bear children as mortal women were for God had cursed her and removed her very soul making her barren in but the blink of an eye. Being the resourceful female she had always been, however, made Lilith a crafty and intelligent being and since she could change form to anything she wished, becoming a man was as easy as thinking it into existence and since she already utilized lust as her main ingredient for entrapping them, Lilith used this skill to her advantage. First, to extract semen from men, she had to sleep with them and collect the biological fluid needed but that would only work in transport and not in conception. For conception, Lilith chose to take on the form of a handsome man and find a willing and useful human vessel by which to incubate her children; the cambions, the half-breed demonic offspring of a succubus and a human woman. For thousands of years Lilith went about creating as many daughters as she could and each soon coming to accept the gift of their heritage rose to stand aside their mother as the succubi queen and nothing had ever stood in their way. Not God, not beast and most certainly not a man. In the time since, Lilith had acquired herself a standing army and her plans to unleash darkness upon the unsuspecting populace of the world were going exactly as she wanted. Who could stop her? Better yet, who would?
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Chapter One:
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Coaxed from the Shell

Let me just start of by telling you that you will probably think I am a delusional, manic-depressive, lunatic by the time you finish my story. The truth, however, is much more sinister than you could ever imagine. My life consisted of what every other normal college student’s life consisted of; classes, lectures, tests, and endless hours spent studying in between them. I had few friends, no boyfriend, and what some people would call ‘having your shit’ together. Or so I thought. I was an English major at Vanderbilt University. In all actuality, I was doing very well academically. I maintained an A-B average, and a steady 3.5 GPA. I probably would have continued to do well, had it not been for that one fateful October night.

As usual I was in my dormitory studying when my roommate came bounding in. She reminded me of a young deer in a meadow when she moved, like a gunshot had been fired into the herd. Suddenly that scene from ′Bambi′ popped into my head, and I pictured her frantically searching for Mother. Her arms were completely weighted down by several shopping bags as she slammed the door behind her. I could tell the various purchases were from the local Halloween store. “Araceli, you have to come with me tonight!” she exclaimed. I immediately cringed. What wild party did she want me to attend now? I thought this to myself, but being the uber-nice girl that I was simply replied, “Where are you going, Michele?” She dumped the bag onto her bed, and as the contents spilled out I noticed they were various items that would be paired up to create quite the risqué costume. She then began to shuffle through the purchases pulling out different pieces. Turning around in a spin not unlike a pirouette her flaming red locks whirled about her. She held up both of her hands while her face was emblazoned with a very petrifying grin.

At least it petrified me. In one hand, she held up an extra-short, clingy black dress with a deep cut v-shaped neckline. Here you wear this one. I would so rather be the Catholic schoolgirl zombie,” she said tossing the dress towards me. I had been sitting on my bed with my laptop nestled within my lap, sitting in the classic Indian-style. The dress hit me in the face before falling in a limp mass of inky fabric on top of my laptop keyboard. Then she tossed a few more items onto my bed. They were all the needed accessories to turn me into the sex-me-up Vampire Mistress. “Um, and where will I be wearing this?” I furrowed my eyebrows as my gaze ran over the fishnet tights lying beside me. “Oh, come on, Ara! Don’t tell me you do not know about Brett Mathew’s Halloween party! It’s legendary here.” She pushed out her bottom lip to mock frown at me. “I don’t think I’m interested, Michele.

I’m really tired, and I have a term paper to write.” “Araceli, you promised me you would go with me to the next party, and this is it. I even bought you a costume so you would have no excuse. I will help you if you need makeup advice. Besides, if you don’t ever go to a social function you’re going to remain a virgin forever. You don’t want that, trust me.” She seemed to be treating me like a charity case, as if I needed her aid to have a social life. In her eyes, I must have seemed like a complete hermit who had been sheltered all her life. I wasn’t sure if it would be help or a hindrance, and I wondered if it had not been a diss.

I pursed my lips before answering, “Being a virgin isn’t something I am ready to give up just yet but, okay, I guess I’ll go with you.” I knew I would regret it more if I didn’t go. This way it would be done and over, then she would get off my case. At least for a little while. Her excitement shot through the roof like a kid in a candy store. I was suddenly afraid of what I had gotten myself into. “This will be so much fun, and to top it off your crush will be there!” She winked as she said it. “My crush?” This was headline news to me. I had no crushes here. The only guy I found somewhat attractive was Michael Somers, and he did not attend our school. “You know, Michael. You told me you thought he was sweet, remember?” “Um, yeah, but does sweet qualify as a crush?” I muttered. “Of course, I have to work with what I can get in your situation.” She replied. I wondered what my situation meant to her. Was I going to be her next matchmaker project? I truly hoped not. “Well, go take a shower so we can get started! I need a clean canvas to produce my art.” Her smile is what allowed this torture to continue, and I was relieved at the invitation because it would at least give me a few minutes away from her. I grabbed a towel, and my underwear, but Michele quickly snatched them out of my hand, “Uh, no panties you have to wear the fishnets. Trust me it will be really uncomfortable.” She said. “Okay.” I said the only thing that came to my mind, and then walked into the bathroom. As I turned on the faucet I sat myself atop the toilet, and began to remove my clothes. This was going to be a long night. When the water was warm enough I stepped into the stream. I let my nervousness wash away as the water ran over my body. Maybe this would not be so bad after all. This could be a nice change to throw my inhibitions to the wind. I decided I would not hold back. Tonight, I was not Araceli Nativa, the collegiate. Tonight, I was Araceli, dark vampire temptress.

***
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“Ara, hurry up!” Michele yelled at the door, “Its seven-thirty, and we’ve got to be there at nine! I still have to get you ready.” “Okay, Michele, I’m ready hand me the costume.” I said as I opened the door. She quickly shoved it into my hands before pushing her way through the doorway. It was fine with me. I was used to such behaviors by her. As it met my grasp I quickly pulled it over my head, and began to shimmy my body into the rest of the tight-fitting fabric. Then I began to roll on the pantyhose. To finish it off I had been given a pair of three inch spiked black heels, and it was paired with a black lacy gothic cameo choker. The stilettos would be a slight bit uncomfortable, but I dismissed that thought quickly. A curiosity had overtaken me. In my moment of resistance, I dared to think, 'How can I judge what I know not of?' Strangely enough I had a moment of realization, which gave me a cause; to simply observe a social function without reserve just once. Some would call this peer pressure. Others call it the naiveté of being young, but either way it was very liberating for me. As if all inhibitions were melting off me like some transparent slip, sliding down to the ground to puddle all around my feet. “Okay, Michele, I am ready for my makeup.” I said standing before her awaiting her approval or not wink. She gave it while saying, “Wow, you have a killer ass if you would sex up your wardrobe a little bit more.” I blushed upon hearing this, and not only that I had to admit it did look nice. The way the dress hugged my curves in all the right places. The sway of my hips, rounding my breasts, and leaving a deep ‘v’ that exposed the creaminess of my skin. “Thank you,” I said. She needed me to sit down so I walked the short distance to her vanity.

She quickly started her tedious work. Lifting strands of my hair to wind about curling rods, and rollers, and even the curling iron. She sculpted the style into a lustrous mane of red curls. Then she began the true project, foundation to my face. On the vanity, I spotted a makeup palette with colors appropriate to the smoky eye effect. Finishing her masterpiece off she applied a layer of pale pink lip gloss, and then gave me my fake fangs, “There. Damn, you look hot.” She grinned happy with her own work. I turned to look myself over in the mirror on the opposing wall. She was right. I was a siren. I could not believe it was I. My green eyes popped due to the eyeliner, and fake lashes. I looked like a gothic goddess. I could feel the virginal Araceli fly out the window, and I was kind of happy to let her go.
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Chapter Two:
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Sex, Drugs and Rock N’ Roll

––––––––
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We arrived at the party a little past nine. Michele being a pro at making herself up looked perfect, in a zombie way. I was a little nervous wondering who she would want to hook me up with, and if they would even recognize me. The first person to greet us was the host,

Brett Mathews,

“Hey, Chely! Who’s your friend?” He asked her a little over enthusiastic

“This is Ara; you’ve met her before. Don’t tell me you don’t remember?” Michele replied.

“Ara, Araceli?” He asked. I could already see from his demeanor that he was shocked at my costume. I couldn’t help it, but chuckle a bit,

“Yeah, Brett. Are you going to give me a beer?” I asked.

“Yeah, yeah, follow me.” He replied. I had to admit I was enjoying this reaction, and maybe too much. I was never interested in him before, but following him into the kitchen I noticed he was sexy. He was about six feet one, and had light brown hair. His eyes were hazel, and he had broad shoulders. Then I noticed his ass. That was an ass any woman would fantasize about. I could see myself squeezing, and digging my nails into that.’ Stop it, Ara. What’s wrong with you? What happened to no sex until marriage?’ I scolded myself it was so unlike me to think that way. A super religious mother, who could never allow

her only child to repeat her mistakes by falling for Mr. Chippendale beefcake, had raised me. My thoughts were brought to the present when Brett asked me, “So, Ara, what’s your poison?” He smiled at me with a wink. I had never drunk before. I thought frantically of beer names, and finally uttered,

“Heineken.” I glanced at Michele questioningly.

“Yeah, me too.” She said. He pulled two green bottles from the fridge, and as he handed me one he asked, “So, do you dance?” I could feel Michele’s eyes boring into me, but I wanted to dance with him. I didn’t even hesitate to open the beer, and immediately took his hand. He smiled with a nod, and led me out onto the dance floor. I heard the

deejay announce it was a band I had never heard of before called Obaxia, “I love this band!” He screamed,

“What?” I asked.

“I said I love this band, Obaxia.” He replied. I nodded, and cracked a

half smile,

“Oh, yeah they’re good. Obaxia?” I asked, intrigued by the name.

“Yeah, Obaxia. It took some stunts to get them here.” He held me close to him. It wasn’t appropriate for the music, but I didn’t mind it because it felt good to finally be in close proximity to someone else. I didn’t move away, and I could feel his breath on my neck. In a whisper, he spoke into my ear, “You want to go upstairs with me?” My sense betrayed me, and in a normal mind I would have ran away, but something in me hungered for him. Lusting for the chance to run my tongue down his body. My fingers sliding along his chest, “Yes.” I muttered. He lowered his left hand to grasp my right, and lead me off

the dance floor towards the stairs leading to his room. His house was massive. I was shocked it was a 3-story, and it even had an elevator, “What do your parents do?” I asked. He grinned as if he had anticipated my question, “Dad’s a lawyer, and my mother is a doctor. A psychologist actually.” He responded. He continued to lead me down the

long hall past two bathrooms, and three bedrooms till we came to the very end then he stopped, “This is my room.” He said pulling out a key, and unlocking the door. He quickly flipped a switch to illuminate the chamber, and that was certainly what it appeared to be. He had a massive king-size bed accompanied by black and navy-blue satin sheets.

It was a beautiful room. I felt like a princess in a fairy tale. If I was going to lose my virginity this was the perfect place for it! I sat on the edge of his bed, and looked up at him while he locked the door. He was handsome like a Greek god, so beautiful, and horny. I

could smell his lust. It was a strong masculine scent like woods, and

pine mixed with ocean breeze. Yet, under the surface I smelt carnality. It reminded me of the scent of blood boiling as it hit my nostrils in a heated wave of air. Desire poured forth from his every pore, and even in my innocence I could not deny it. This ancient beast

before me, which resided in the core of every true man meant to own my entire form. It propelled me to act. I wanted to feel his hands upon my body, running every inch with the tips of his fingers. Like silken feathers barely caressing my nude skin. Where were all these vivid pictures coming from? Why was I suddenly so quick to accept that I was undeniably female in this situation, and why did I crave the attention that came along with it? He suddenly advanced, and pushed me slowly back against the mattress sliding his right hand up the inner flesh of my left thigh. He leant in, and kissed me hard his tongue exploring

every inch of my mouth with a fiery intensity. It was the most exotic thing I had ever experienced. He shifted his hand slightly to gently push the dress up, and then lowering his lips he began to kiss his way down my taut stomach. I could feel the warm trickle of fluid start to drip between my thighs. With a swift movement, he ripped my nylons

completely off, and quickly shoved my legs apart before sliding one long finger deep inside. I writhed with both pleasure, and pain, “Mm,” I moaned which only served to heighten his need. Stripping the rest of my clothing off my body he grabbed a jar from the nightstand beside the bed, and pulled out a brightly colored neon package, which

appeared to be a condom. He no longer held control of himself. He wanted me, and he was going to have me. There was no escaping it. He shifted his body to place the condom in appropriate positioning before he quickly plunged the length of his throbbing shaft deep inside my aching warmth. I screamed in anguish as my maidenhead ripped apart in

one sudden thrust, but as he moved within me the pain resided slowly working itself into a rhythm that I could just not get enough of, “You like that, don’t you? You whore. Yeah, I knew you were a slut.” He said, slamming his body into mine harder, and harder with each pounding movement. His words stung, and hurt, but as he started to come more to life so did I. A strange sensation began to burn within the root of my gums, and I suddenly had the strong urge to bite him. Yes, I wanted to bite him, and sink my teeth completely into the veins of his protruding, muscly neck. A power surged within my blood; I felt fire in my veins. My heart felt as if it were going to beat right out of my chest, and suddenly he lowered his eyes to peer into mine, “What the fuck?” he gasped, “Your eyes, what the hell is wrong with them?” 

But that was the very last thing Brett Mathews ever said, or even heard.
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Chapter Three:
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Snuffed Spotlight

––––––––
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The following morning, I found myself awoken by the television in our room playing a special report about a murder of a local football player,” The body of young Brettley Mathews, the star quarterback of the Vanderbilt Commodores, was found early this morning. His mother just returning from a recent convention found her son deceased in his room.

At this time, the police have no evidence of foul play, and are suspecting alcohol poisoning to be the cause of death. If you have any further information about this case, please contact the local authorities.” The newscaster stated in her unchanging neutral tone, “I don’t get it, Ara. He didn’t do any drugs with you, did he?” Chely asked me.

“No, but I left early remember?” I replied quietly.

“Yeah, I know, but they said someone saw him go upstairs with a girl. It should have been you, Araceli.” She scolded.

“Look, Chely I don’t randomly screw people like you do, okay?” I retorted, “You should really stop being such a whore. You’re giving yourself a bad rep.” I finished. She just continued to stare at me; her facial expression was that of pure surprise like a young doe caught in the headlights with nowhere to go, but across the highway risking her life in the process. After what seemed like an eternity of minutes had passed she finally spoke up in a very soft, and low voice, “I am sorry you feel that way
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