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      “IN all the darkest pages of the malign supernatural there is no more terrible tradition than that of the Vampire, a pariah even among demons. Foul are his ravages; gruesome and seemingly barbaric are the ancient and approved methods by which folk must rid themselves of this hideous pest. Even to-day in certain quarters of the world, in remoter districts of Europe itself, Transylvania, Slavonia, the isles and mountains of Greece, the peasant will take the law into his own hands and utterly destroy the carrion who--as it is yet firmly believed--at night will issue from his unhallowed grave to spread the infection of vampirism throughout the countryside”

      

      ~Montague Summers~
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      It started in 5000 B.C., the time that historians call “the time before the pharaoh,” when in reality there had been kings of Egypt longer ago than anybody could have believed.

      There was a king called Ashman the Great, son of Atares. He was to wed a woman of royal blood.

      Ashman had no sisters or cousins to continue his bloodline. He married his brother’s daughter, Lanara. There was love between the two, which led to strength and peace in their rule. Lanara was a strikingly beautiful woman with black hair that reached her knees, and her eyes were so deep you could become lost simply by gazing at her.

      Ashman wanted an heir to the throne of Egypt and asked the gods for a son. When Queen Lanara gave birth, it was not the son they had hoped for, but a daughter.

      With tears and pain, they looked at their child, and Lanara stared into the eyes of her king.

      “What has happened?”

      The baby princess was small, weak, and it did not appear she would long survive.

      The pharaoh knew the people of Egypt could not have a weak woman take the throne. For months they prayed to the gods, begging for the strength of the great kings of old to pass into the weak body of their daughter, but nothing had helped. The life of the princess was fading. The people of Egypt could not know, so the pharaoh and his queen sought care in secret. They set out in the black dead of night to seek a cure for their sick child.

      In the times before Ashman, when his father had ruled Egypt, Atares had cast away his advisor Zulous and his wife Deleona from the Kingdom and left them with the fate to dwell forever in the hillsides. They were believed to be sorcerers of great evil and power. Atares feared they would overthrow the Egyptian royal family, so in turn, they were exiled. Ashman felt, however, he had no other choice than to beg for their power. Ashman and Lanara both knew—the payment would not be trivial.

      Find the miracle workers they did in the hillsides they had called “the nameless caverns.” The people stared silently for a moment at the royalty, wondering why they had come into contact after so many long years. There was a fair-faced man and a lovely black-eyed woman who were both gray in the hair and seemed tired and lonely. The royal ones had even bowed to these strangers, begging for their help.

      “Please,” Lanara wept. “Can you see she is ill? We’ve tried everything. We gave to the gods all the offerings that we could.”

      Lanara sought comfort in her king’s embrace as the woman known as Deleona took the baby from her arms. The sorceress set the squirming infant on a wooden table and stared at her almost in disgust.

      “We will offer you any kind of payment you desire. Just please help our child.”

      Deleona looked into Ashman’s eyes and asked quietly. “Anything?”

      Ashman nodded. “Anything you ask for.”

      Deleona and the man known as Zulous had discussed quietly the payment for the child’s care. Lanara and Ashman feared what these people sought—whether they would try to take over the throne of Egypt or even harm their princess. Lanara wept again in the arms of Ashman.

      The man disappeared for a moment then returned with a bowl of red liquid. He set it beside the baby.

      “For the strength we deliver your child, we ask something of you in return,” the man started. “Your Majesty, lovely queen, blessed by the gods, if we can make your child fit to rule Egypt, we ask of you a place back in the palace.”

      “The palace?”

      Deleona smiled. “That is what we ask in exchange for this potion of strength we offer your child.”

      Lanara didn’t respond, just looked to Ashman. And so it was that Ashman the Great, the powerful pharaoh dropped his gaze to the floor and fell weak against the strength of his lover’s will.

      “If it is what you ask for, then your place in our kingdom will be returned, and you will as well be honored with the place of serving our princess as she grows.”

      “Our thanks to you,” Zulous replied, finally bowing to his king and queen.

      “We must caution you, however,” Deleona started, “that this spell will give Sekhmet intense strength that may cause your people to ask questions.”

      “But she will live?” Lanara asked.

      “She will.”

      “Then it is worth it. Our departure must be quick. Our people may need us.”

      Deleona nodded.

      They departed back home after baby Sekhmet’s ritual, and all they could do was wait for what they hoped would be joyous results.

      As time passed, the once dark coal eyes of the princess began to change, and even in shadow, her eyes shone lucent and sparkling amber.

      Deleona and Zulous served Sekhmet and grew to love her as their own. She grew into a very beautiful child. In the years to come, the people of Egypt began to talk; even the laboring workers and slaves spoke of Sekhmet, saying she was a powerful sorceress or that she had been blessed by the gods. Some said even—that she herself was divine. Her strength and power could be felt emanating from her very bones.

      As Ashman and Lanara grew older, they became desperate to wed their daughter. They arranged a marriage to her cousin, Arole, which was appropriate since he was of royal blood.

      Although, if it had been the choice of the princess, a marriage to Arole would not have been the one she would have made. For in secret, there was another, one who shared her strength—a man who called himself Ké Hé Zule, who Sekhmet had met at night when he came to her bedchamber, telling her he had known her his entire life and that it was the will of the gods they be together.

      Something more was taking place in the land. Queen Lanara had mysteriously vanished before the very eyes of Ashman. Everywhere, the people talked, they searched, and they mourned. Screams rang through the city night and day. Everywhere people were dying.

      “The gods are angry!” Sekhmet said. “They have taken our queen and cursed our lands.”

      Talk of monsters deep in the sands came to the people of Egypt, and soon they came to believe that Ashman was responsible for this—Ashman, in whose blood ran the power of the gods. Ashman was a cursed man, they said. Only weeks after the disappearance of Lanara, Ashman began to completely ignore the cries of his people and began his life as a nightwalker.

      Strange things were happening. The sands of the Sahara were soiled with the corpses of their people, blood stained the golden grounds, and the screams of rage and pain through the lands did not stop.

      The once exiled couple who dwelled in the hillsides had taken the princess to her father’s bedchamber in the day while he rested.

      “Sweet Majesty, do you not see?”

      She dropped to her knees to look closer at her sleeping father.

      “I do not.”

      “An accursed man is Ashman,” Zulous answered. “A cursed soul he has. The screams at night, Majesty…”

      She was instantly horror stricken but could not believe what he was saying. She looked up at Zulous with her striking gold eyes. She looked back down at Ashman and touched his face to smooth his hair upon his forehead.

      Deleona covered Sekhmet’s mouth before her screams disturbed the pharaoh. They shut the doors of his chambers, and Sekhmet struggled in Zulous’s grasp.

      “He’s cold,” she whispered, “frozen cold.”

      “Cursed,” Deleona answered back.

      “Dead!” the princess screamed. “Don’t you understand? He’s dead. The gods have taken my beloved father.”

      She sank to her knees, covering her face with her hands, choking out her words. “Take him.”

      “Please, Princess,” Zulous begged. “Please listen to us. Your father is not dead. He is cursed. Possessed by our beloved Horus or Osiris sent earthbound to punish us.”

      “What did he do so terribly wrong?” she wept.

      “I only wish I knew,” he said. “The gods are angry. They have taken the queen and possessed the body of the pharaoh.”

      She stared blankly.

      As time passed on, the people knew of Ashman’s curse but spoke seldom of it.

      Sekhmet’s marriage to Arole was to become, and on the eve of her unwanted ceremony, something dreadful had happened. The beautiful Princess Sekhmet and the beloved Ashman had vanished from the land, and deep in the sands of Egypt was where Sekhmet dwelled.

      “Now, my love,” said a soothing voice. “Your cousin Arole will rule Egypt, and you will be my queen, the queen of my world.”

      “Yes, Ké Hé Zule,” she said. “Yes, my love. I
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