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Jeremiah~The Legend

Part One

With his left eye open no more than a slit he shaded it until it adjusted to the light in the alley.  It was starting to get brighter and with the light came danger.  He had no idea what had happened to him but the terrible hunger he felt told him he needed something though he sensed that it wasn't food.  At least not food in the form he had ingested earlier the day before.

Seeing someone lying near him he wondered if this was the man who had done this to him.  "What is wrong with me-" as he said it aloud he suddenly saw a flash from the night before and when he came near to the man that had collapsed between the buildings he knew that it wasn't him but he knew instinctively that he was somehow involved in it.  "Why do I see the blood in his veins?"  He backed away not feeling comfortable with the urges coursing through his own veins.

Just as he was about to venture forth into the dirt road and into the sunlight, a cloaked figure loomed up in front of him.  The figure looked to be about six and a half feet to seven feet tall.  The man himself was less than six feet so the specter before him was a bit intimidating.  He opened his mouth to speak and demand who the cloaked figure was and to ask what was happening to him but nothing came out of his mouth.  Instead his weakened state caused him to stagger backward and lose consciousness when his head hit the stone wall of one of the buildings he was standing between.

"Ohhhhh, my head," he moaned.  Reaching behind his head to the spot that ached the worst the man felt a dried mass of hair laced with blood.

"It will heal," said the man in the cloak.  This was the first time Jeremiah had heard such a voice.  He shuddered hearing what sounded like a knife blade scraping a blunt object in that voice and he cowered in fear for the first time in his life.

"Who-who are-"

"My name is unimportant now.  In time, if you accept this change you will be told my name."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Shaking his long blond luxurious locks so that they fell freely on his cobalt waste coat the prince in waiting smirked at the memory of that terrible morning.  "He taught me well and now I am stepping up to take his place."  The smirk was quietly replaced by a thoughtful expression as he looked upon his reflection in the ornate mirror in his suite.  "But why couldn't you have turned me before I lost my right eye."

"Hmm, what is this?"  Surveying the dressing table Jeremiah looked closely at the Victorian flask he had not seen before.

"B-be careful, sire."

Jeremiah knew the voice and nodded without turning around to see his ward, Christianna standing behind him ready to keep her savior from possibly being poisoned by the hotel staff.  He had a reputation that preceded him.  The legend of Jeremiah had been built up by those who feared his kind though in his heart and to those who served him or befriended him, he was a kinder man.  Jeremiah only took what he needed to stay alive when others before and since took lives needlessly.  His sire's servants had taught him the difference, to only take what blood would keep him alive and not kill the poor soul who provided it.  It was all that was necessary and it would help to preserve their nation.  If humans didn't know what they were they could live alongside them and survive in a more civil society.

"Thank you, my-" he hesitated.  He often called her by names of affection in his mind but never to her face.  "Thank you, 'tianna, I will be careful," Jeremiah assured her.

She started to reach for the flask fearing that he would accidentally knock it over being that it was on his blind side and Jeremiah grabbed her hand just in time to stop her.

"I said I would be careful!  Do not ever try to protect me that way again!"

Christianna shrank from him never before having seen his eye blaze that way, so fierce and menacing.  She nodded for a lack of being able to speak.  Jeremiah wasn't a large man but he was very strong.  She was strong too but was not able to match his strength and she backed away from him.  Knowing he had turned in an instant and that he had frightened his childe Jeremiah calmed himself and held out his hand to her.  A little shaken, Christianna tentatively let him take her by the hand as he sat down in his overstuffed chair.  He gently pulled her down and she sat on the matching ottoman with dark cherry claw legs supported by a crystal sphere at the base of each leg.

Massaging her wrist with his left hand Jeremiah lifted her chin with his right and saw misgivings in her eyes.  "My little princess," he whispered, throwing his own rule out the window, "no one would keep me from harm as you would but do not you realize that it is I who must protect you?  No harm must come to you."

"Why me?  Who am I to receive your protection?" Christianna asked this as if she were distressed at his admission when really she knew that he meant to make her his consort that evening.  It was just in her nature to throw herself in harms way if her future prince and her sire faced any danger-and she felt so undeserving to reign at his side.  There had been others, more mature and more striking than she but after discarding these selfish and self-absorbed paramours Jeremiah turned one night to Christianna.  Only one other had captured his heart but she was taken from him and having been of a practical nature before being turned he recovered from his loss.

Christianna knew that he meant to make her his own when the time was right but for now she felt her place was to be more like a servant than a beloved bride.  Jeremiah shook his head in astonishment each time she responded to him this way.  Other women had played him and sought his affections in order to be his but this selfless young woman did neither and at times it made him wonder.

"Do you not wish to be my other half?  My best self?"

Christianna heard disbelief, hurt and regret in his question.  Peering up into his tender expression she saw these emotions and immediately wished she had just kept quiet.

"Sire," she began softly, "I do wish to be that to you and more, if I am able.  Please do not regret what you have done."  She gulped hard seeing the look in his eyes change slightly from a future prince to a tender future mate.  She pulled her hand away from his and struggled to find a way to express her feelings.

"Do not try to say it, just feel it,” he requested in a soothing voice.

Christianna looked up again to see her sire begin to read her.  She was accustomed to this method of communication so she easily gave in to his intrusion.  They had no secrets and she knew he had learned of her love for him long ago after he turned her at the tender age of 17 so this reading was actually welcome.  She didn't have to find words to express herself.  As he read her he began to see a familiar scenario of two lovers making their union complete.  As they consummated their union Jeremiah closed his eyes smiling and feeling satisfied when something else crept into that vision.  His smile deepened with each pass of her gentle fingertips.

"Ahhh," he murmured.  "You have more in store for you husbandly owner."  His eyes remained closed as lips and hands roamed two bodies that had been aflame with passion.  He had thought it would abate and yet her desire was to keep the flame alive bringing her husband more pleasure than any other lover had.  With his own urges taking control of his body Jeremiah slowly pulled Christianna off of the ottoman and into his lap feeling her straddle his hips with her knees and pressed hard into his groin.

"My prince!" she cried aloud.

Jeremiah slid his hands up her sides from her waist to her swelling breasts that were nearly coming out of her bodice.  The laces on her midriff were starting to stretch with each pass of his thumbs over her tender nipples.  He wanted to tear the laces to let the object of his desire fall free so that he could gorge on them but seeing a moment in their future, possibly only minutes later, he pulled back and almost roughly pushed her off of him.

"No!" Christianna cried out in anguish feeling rejected and possibly found wanting.  She couldn't tell what Jeremiah was thinking but she knew that he had enjoyed their reading to the point that he took it passed the ethereal level.

Seeing long raven curls coming out of their clasp falling down across her shoulders Jeremiah had no answer for her but he knew he had hurt her.  Standing up he walked away from her and bade her leave until he was ready for his ascension to his rightful station later that evening.  He could do no more for his princess then but later he would make it all up to her in his own way.

Christianna had seen what he was like with other lovers before he chose her but she had seen only the preliminaries and the finale.  What was in store for her after his right of passage from future prince to the Prince of his nation was beyond anything she had witnessed as his little servant while he attended to other lovers not worthy of his selection.  She had seen the way Jeremiah seductively brought them to a threshold she had no knowledge of and yet as she passed adolescence and entered her teenage years it excited her more and more.  He began to realize that her desires and her senses were heightened and that was when he took her aside one night and only stopped short of invading virgin territory.  It was the night he knew he wanted her and he turned her but he did so with loving hands, lips and the grace that he had been denied when his time had come.

Part Two

Christianna returned to her own little chamber with one small bed and a little dresser and plain mirror.  There was an ornament that she was to wear that evening lying next to the cellulite hair brush with a comb and hand mirror to match.  It was a gift from her sire's last mistress, Claudine.  Christianna picked up the mirror turning it in her hand thinking of the great lady who gave it to her and sadly felt that it should have been her that would have been her standing at Jeremiah's side that evening but for a wicked and jealous suitor.

"Etienne', how could you have taken her that way?  She was meant for this great moment.  You are so handsome, you could have had anyone you wanted.  Why did it have to be my beautiful lady?"

Wiping her tears she felt a presence behind her.  Turning, she expected to see the lady Claudine.  It had happened before and though it unnerved her somewhat it would have given her some comfort at this moment.  She instead saw the shadow of one who would have taken her into his sheltering arms to give her the comfort she needed if not for the concern that he would do more than comfort her.  He said nothing but she knew he had heard her lament and that he would  not want her to mourn Claudine.  His own mourning had not been all that brief but he knew that Christianna felt she never measured up to so great a woman.  It grieved him that she still shed tears for Claudine and perhaps she always would.  He accepted this and let it pass in deference to his future bride.

Leaving her doorway Jeremiah passed a young girl on her way to assist Christianna in getting ready for the event later that evening that would forever change her existence.  He stopped the young child and pressed something into her hand.

"Make sure she is wearing it," he told her the way a father would instruct his child in a very important matter.  She was not his childe but only because she was too young.  He was not that concerned with increasing his line but it was his right to do so whenever he chose now that he would become Prince, still he believed it was wrong to turn young children.

"Mistress 'tianna, Pappa asked me to assist," little Ami said in her childlike voice.  Approaching Christianna a little uncertain she handed her the Ruby and Diamond ring to wear on her right index finger.  The band was of the finest gold and the setting sparkled so in the soft light of her chamber that Christianna almost dropped it.

She quickly placed it on her right index finger while Ami unlaced her bodice so that she could put on her finest ivory undergarments.  Despite the fact that she shared a guarded level of intimacy with Jeremiah that afternoon while he read her, he was still going to take her as his virgin bride that night.  Jeremiah watched her from a distance feeling a great need as she allowed little innocent Ami to unlace and lace up her fresh bodice.  Not hearing someone approach him he secretly wished to be the one unlacing her undergarments.

"Is she ready for it?"  Juanita asked him catching him off guard.  She raised an eyebrow because he was always aware when someone approached him.

"She is ready for what she knows but…"

"I thought so.  You be kind to her Jeremiah," Juanita insisted, almost scolding him.

"Have you ever known me to be unkind to any of the others?"  He didn't appreciate her tone but he understood that Christianna was a favorite of hers so he took no real offense.  He just wanted her to know that he would treat his bride in accord with her needs and the limited knowledge she possessed.

"I am sorry my son.  Please forgive an old woman who has seen other princes who have come before you."

Jeremiah hung his head.  Other princes had indeed come before him and his own sire had been one of the more brutal ones.  One that had ravaged this caring elderly woman standing beside him after his princehood was cemented by overthrowing his own predecessor.

"I know that you have suffered.  Nabal was as wicked to you as his namesake had been to Abigail; however, you never lived the life of a queen of your people as she did with David.  For that I am sorry, mother."

"It was not your fault or your place to rescue me," the old woman said.  "Yet you gave me comfort when others shunned me for only being his ghoul and not his mistress."

Jeremiah laid his hand on her shoulder and kissed her crown.  She had been like a mother to him though she had not been his natural mother and he repaid her with the kindness he had extended to others before he had been turned by Nabal.  He too had suffered much from Nabal’s wickedness but being his childe, Jeremiah learned many things from him and even respect, though it was beat into him.  "After tonight you will share my home and you will not be my ghoul."

The older woman thanked him for his great kindness to her and then took her leave to ensure that his intended was ready when he ascended to his new position.

All knew that Jeremiah was going to be a different kind of prince than Nabal had been.  Some welcomed the change while others insisted that he would be a weak prince.  When Nabal knew he was ready to pass the torch to Jeremiah the younger man began to forge better relations with the other clans.  Coming from the Gangrel clan Jeremiah had wild Gypsy blood running through his veins making it harder to control his temper and yet giving him a sense of justice that some of the other clans failed to respect about him.  This would be his single greatest challenge and he would face it first thing later that evening.

Putting on the signet ring his sire had worn for over two hundred years Jeremiah finally descended the long mahogany staircase to the carriage waiting for them.  He walked around the veranda lost in his own thoughts until Christianna appeared in the doorway to their mansion and when he looked up to see her almost retreat he walked toward her and bowed.

“No, my lovely one you must come with me this night,” Jeremiah reminded her as he took her hand leading her to her ride.

The footman waiting at their carriage opened the door and offered his hand to help Christianna inside but Jeremiah reached across him to help her up into the coach.  Giving the footman a look to let him know that she was his special property the footman retreated and stepped aside as the carriage took off.

“Sire, he was only-”

“I know.  He needs to ask your permission when he does next time,” he snapped and then softened a little.  “It is alright dear one.  He will learn.”  Jeremiah reached over and took her hand in his.  “You’re cold.  I will warm you before the night is over.”  He stole a glance at Christianna giving her a furtive smile.

Not wishing to be read she merely nodded and kept her mind free of what he was referring to.  Soon he dropped her hand and just rode the rest of the way to the banquet hall looking out of his window immersed in his own thoughts.

Christianna wanted his advances earlier but now that the moment was nearly upon her she felt afraid and inadequate as though somehow she would disappoint Jeremiah.  Little did she know he expected her to be less than a perfect lover at first and he was ready to be her patient tutor, enjoying with her each new thing she would learn.

As the carriage pulled up to the banquet hall Christianna looked around nervously hoping someone would be there to whisk her away from the limelight she and her husband-to-be would be in all evening.  Then she recalled his reaction to the footman and knew that even in the most elevated company that he would not let her leave his side unless he decided it nor would he let anyone close enough to her, with the exception of Juanita, to move into her space.  So when he stepped out of the coach he reached for her hand and assisted her in stepping down.  At that moment her eyes met his and he could surmise what she had hidden from him during their ride.

Jeremiah shook his head and smiled.  He wasn’t going to tell her that it would be fine, he would wait until they were alone and show her.

Part 3

"Do you know what you are to do?"

"Y-yes…sire," Christianna replied barely breathing.

Jeremiah knew he needed to keep his mind clear with others ready to oppose or challenge his ascension.  He was the rightful heir but whether or not he was qualified to be their prince would be the issue that night.  Just being the Gangrel primogen did not necessarily mean he could step right into the job.

He needed to put away all distractions so he took a moment to make sure that Christianna knew he would only love her and that if she faltered in the ceremony that it was not fatal.  Doing so, not with words but by embracing her tight in his cloak, he helped her to calm her pounding heart that only beat now when she fed.

"Stay here.  You cannot step up with me until I have passed this test," Jeremiah warned as he walked through a heavy curtain not looking behind.  He sensed that Juanita was there with her as he left her side and knew that if any harm came their way that Juanita would take the blow to preserve his beloved.  He allowed himself one last sentimental thought of the woman  and the childe who would become a woman that night and then stepped up to the crowd to hear his critics and his allies.

No real challenger would step forward, however their henchmen would do their bidding for them.  Jeremiah stood before them, not the biggest man in the mixed company of would-be princes but he was one of the more confident.  He knew what he had been capable of before Nabal took away his innocence and nearly took away his humanity and being turned by the prince himself Jeremiah possessed more than just physical prowess.  The first prince to Nabal also had the pure line of the Gangrel flowing through his veins and that would help him to hold his head up when bigger and stronger men challenged him.

"Jeremiah Charboneau we know what power you come to us with and we know that you expect to ascend the proverbial throne this eve.  We however do not expect to sit by idly and let you!"

"And just what is it you intend to do about it Hector?" Jeremiah asked the one speaking for a man he hated more than all others.  He narrowed his uncovered eye as he saw Etienne' of the Toreador clan come into focus and he sneered at him with nothing short of contempt.  "I should fear selection over a murderer?  You have less right to wear this," he growled holding up his hand with the signet ring adorning his right index finger.

Etienne' bristled at Jeremiah reminding everyone of how he viciously murdered the woman who would have been his if not for the luck of the first prince.  He felt that she went to Jeremiah out of sympathy for his unfortunate visage and at first Jeremiah had his doubts too.  It was only after she gained his trust and one day in his despair over the rivalry that developed between he and his best friend did he allow her to show him that she loved him for the man he was.  The moment happened so long ago but the memory was one that tormented him when he thought of coming to her bed chamber and saw her for the last time.  The moment when he was coming to ask her to be his mate for life was the same moment that he heard her breathe her last.

"Do not try to make the waters murky!  That incident has nothing to do-"

"Incident?!  Is that what you call it?"  Jeremiah was incredulous at Etienne's cavalier attitude.  He seldom allowed himself to think back on that 'incident' but with his former rival openly showing no regard for his feelings or for the life of a beautiful woman who chose him over the handsomer rouge he was incensed.

Jeremiah, often cordial, even pleasant was this night a fear-inspiring specter standing tall though not with the same stature as the handsome and artistic man Etienne', still he was a gifted individual.  He had been a man with considerable strength and agility in his human life and had built up his endurance from his youth on.  Plus the weathered and rugged look he earned from his years of competing and working in the elements as a trainer to the fencing champions of the French elite.  It was his preference to work out in the elements knowing that if his young students could withstand the harsh weather they would become stronger opponents as he had.  Jeremiah himself having been a champion in the sport.  It was during his early days fencing that he met and befriended the man he now hated more than all others.

It was their last competition that cost Jeremiah his right eye.  A terrible accident that was as much of a fluke as it was painful and tragic and it ended the illustrious career of Jeremiah Raphael Charboneau.  It took him almost five difficult years filled with self doubt and insecurity before he was able to come to terms with his loss.  He had left the society of others while he reinvented himself and emerged again with a scarred psyche' and a patch over his eye.

When Etienne' learned of his friend's re-entrance into society he assisted him in finding gainful employment as a trainer to future fencing champions.  In time the patch and the rugged façade helped to build his image as the master and his athletic ability and build made the legend come to life.  It was the legend that caught the attention of the Gangrel prince and eventually led to their fatal meeting conveniently set up by his trusted friend.  Jeremiah didn't know it at first but he later learned from Juanita that when he overcame the odds and excelled despite his injury that he became Nabal's obsession.

"Our prince offered Etienne' more than he ever hoped to earn if he brought you to him."

"Mother do you know what you risk telling me this?"  Jeremiah feared reprisals by Nabal for her sharing this with him.

"He has already done unspeakable things to me.  What more can he do?"  She was glib then but in the blink of an eye she was whisked away from Jeremiah and his greatest fear was realized when he heard the screams and the growl coming from Juanita and Nabal.  She learned that day that crossing the prince, or more precisely, Nabal would cost her dearly.  When he was through savaging her she lay half naked and nearly dead.  She had been his mistress but after that she became his housekeeper and ghoul.  It was so shameful coming down in rank that way and Juanita never recovered her self-esteem or her respect for the prince.

So many things came to mind this night as Jeremiah faced Etienne'.  Things that he never wanted to call to mind again but these things had defined who he was so that he was forced to.  In a matter of seconds Jeremiah's past flashed before him and brought him to the point where he was ready to square off with his greatest foe.

"You want me?"  Jeremiah growled menacingly, putting the challenge before Etienne'.  Etienne' hadn't expected a direct challenge from Jeremiah and for an uncomfortable moment he shifted uncertainly in his chair.  To save face he had to go on the offensive.

"Just because you were the master once doesn't mean you could take me now."  He felt decidedly disadvantaged but he had to keep up appearances so he dared not back down if he wanted to keep his position as the leader of an equally powerful and ancient people and try to take the princehood.  Making a move for the sword at his side Etienne' waited for his response.

"Perhaps not Etienne' but I will honor my clan trying and we will not use swords," Jeremiah informed him holding up a machete that belonged to his prince.  "The most you could hope to do with your sword would be to put out my other eye," he spat disdainfully at Etienne'.

This was the last straw.  Etienne' jumped to his feet and took the knife his fellow clansman handed him.  "Very well Jeremiah, it will be your other eye at any rate because I will separate it along with your head from the rest of your body!"

"If this is the only way you can put me out of existence and your conscience to rest for setting me up so many years ago…" Jeremiah snarled walking toward his foe.

After the men stared each other down for a moment they began circling one another with knives at their sides.  For a split second Jeremiah felt a lump start to form in his throat at the prospect of sending his former comrade to his final death.  They had shared so much that was good and had spent so many years being close but the friendship officially ended when he learned of the way Etienne' orchestrated his human death.  If it had come at the hands of someone who would treat him kinder or gentler Jeremiah might have been able to forgive but Nabal was brutal.  His infatuation with Jeremiah overshadowed just about everything else in his life to the point where he almost lost all reason.

Jeremiah's physique and the fact that he found the patch a sensual touch, Nabal couldn't be reasoned with.  Jeremiah tried taking off the patch but instead of making love Nabal would rape him.  Eventually the emotional pain of the rape became his refuge.  He knew that Nabal did it out of anger and didn't enjoy his act and in time the prince turned to Juanita.  This was not the way Jeremiah would have wanted it but at the same time he knew that Juanita would be treated better than he had been…that is until the day she betrayed Nabal and told Jeremiah of his former friend's faithless act.

"You have caused so much pain for everyone I loved and now your jealousy will end your life," Jeremiah hissed as he appeared to let his guard down bowing slightly to Etienne' as if he were playing by some rule of the game.  Etienne' showed no such honor or politeness, rather, lunging to shove the knife into Jeremiah's shoulder he found his opponent's knife sliding deep into his chest.  When Etienne' staggered backward Jeremiah grabbed the knife out of his hand and lopped off his head with his own knife.

The still headless body lay before Jeremiah sending a pall over the entire assembly.  Slowly looking up at the others he glared at the rest and his unspoken question was answered by each primogen approaching him and kissing his ring.  There were others who were bigger than Jeremiah but his ability to get inside of the heads of his opponents gave him the decided advantage and none felt they were able to withstand his cunning mind.

Jeremiah wasn't interested in squaring off with anyone else but if need be he would die trying.

Part 4

Behind the scenes and out of harm's way Christianna and Juanita waited fearfully, trying to have faith that Jeremiah would succeed and knowing he was confident but also knowing that Etienne' was the stronger, younger man.  He had been turned before Jeremiah but his jealousy of his old friend began to develop before that so his hatred had longer to fester.

After hearing what had transpired they peered between the curtain panels and to their relief and joy saw Jeremiah still standing and receiving the respect and support of the other clans.

Juanita turned to her darling telling her that she had nothing else to fear now.  "Jeremiah will love and cherish you.  He is a masculine protector and a generous provider so you only have your own insecurity to fear child.  When he comes to you tonight it will be as a lovesick husband who has held back only for your sake."

Christianna stared at the elderly woman hearing her words but not fully understanding what she was saying.  "Lovesick?"

"Our new prince has longed for you since the night he embraced you making you one of his kind long ago but he did not violate your temple."

The young woman wondered how much Juanita knew of that night and looked away.

"I know he laid his hands on you and his kisses turned your virgin skin to fire but he would never do what Etienne' had done to your mistress.  If he had he would have been no better than that cad!"

Christianna turned quickly feeling the older woman was somehow thinking she would have wanted that when Juanita placed a hand on her arm.  "I misunderstand nothing dear heart and I know that your expectant bridegroom held back only because a prince that cares as deeply as he does for his people would also defer to the desires of his future bride."

Smiling shyly for the first time Christianna glanced up at Juanita and asked what she must do to please her husband.  Juanita smiled back at the young woman and answered her.

"Do not try to anticipate what he wants.  Only respond to his touch and his kiss and Jeremiah will be pleased.  He is a patient man who will teach you all that you need to know.  If you pay close attention and seek to bring him pleasure before your own you will find as much enjoyment from making love to him as he will find from giving to you."

This was a new concept for Christianna but whether or not she fully understood at that moment she decided that the elderly woman did and she was only telling her these things to make her way a little easier.  As she tried to assimilate these new thoughts the curtain was pulled back and they saw a man who suddenly seemed to stand taller and looked younger than they had remembered.  They didn't even notice the eye patch and when he beckoned to Christianna she approached him pulling his face down to hers and caressed his right cheek.

Jeremiah pulled back cautiously seeing for the first time the love of a young woman, not a child and tender devotion in the eyes of that woman who adored him.

"My bride, I presume?"  He murmured looking down at her with an interested smile that she returned and took his hand following him through the curtain.

All present expected him to take another great lady the likes of Claudine but when he came out with Christianna at his side a hush went through the crowd.  She shrank behind him but he reached behind him and when she wouldn't budge he stepped aside and turned around with his back to the others.  "Stand tall and never let them see you shrink from them again," he whispered squeezing her hand.  She glanced nervously at him seeing what he hid from the others.

Gathering her courage from his expression and his words the young bride slowly turned toward the crowded room and accepted his hand once more.   Removing the Ruby and Diamond ring on her left index finger and replacing it to the same finger on her right hand the same as the signet ring on his own he indicated that he was taking Christianna as his mate.  No one dared question his choice so it was all that was needed.  Jeremiah led his new bride to the seat next to his at the head of the dining table and the celebration began.

Toasts were offered and many lifetimes of happiness wished upon the happy couple.  When all glasses were refilled Jeremiah stood taking Christianna's hand and expressed their thanks to all of their friends and their good wishes for their future happiness.  He promised to lead his people far and to try his best to be a prince they could believe in and who would protect their interests better than his predecessors.  Then looking at his bride and seeing her restlessness he sought Juanita's eye and nodded discreetly.  She understood and when conversation ensued between Jeremiah and his primogens she came to Christianna's side, whispered something in her ear and the two slipped away unnoticed.  An hour later Christianna lay waiting, not seeing him place his dinner coat on the chair in her boudoir or hearing him drop his boots at her bedside.  So quiet was he that when Jeremiah pulled back the sheer curtains to her four-poster bed it took him carefully sitting on the edge of the bed and moving the mattress for her to know that he was there.

Trying to hide the butterflies in her stomach Christianna let him take her hand in his and smiled though her inclination was to bolt.  While she waited for him she kept going over in her mind the things Juanita had said to her but at the moment that he came to her all of the advice flew out of her window.  Smiling to himself Jeremiah knew.  She would know how to start and she had seen the finish but she did not know what rushes her heart would feel from the light pass of his fingers over her nude form.  She did not know how she would erupt deep inside like a volcano of passion with his soft lips clinging to hers, gentle and longing.  Looking down at his hands and then glancing back up at her through his brow his gentle nature took over and he carefully pulled her onto his lap encircling her with his strong arms.  “Mmm, Cherie,” he whispered in his most loving, romantic tones.

Christianna leaned into his shoulder with his dress shirt half undone.  He had started to undo the clasps when he was distracted by the vision of her half reclining and loosely wrapped in silky sheets worthy of a prince.  She had let Juanita remove her undergarments though she wasn't sure she wanted to.

"I-I thought he wou-would-"

"He would," Juanita tried not to smile at her nerves, "but he will be even more captivated when he sees you wrapped in these."  She picked up the edge of the sheets and held them back for Christianna to slide in and then wrapped them around her.  Dispensing some personal information to her along with a dab here and there of Jeremiah's favorite scent, Juanita sensed that the time was near.  "Alright young lady, let me stand back and look at you."  Christianna sat against the luxurious bed pillows with the sheets around her and Juanita frowned.

"What?  What is it?!" Christianna cried out assuming that she looked awful and indeed she felt pathetic.

"That will never do!"

Christianna sat straight up ready to jump out of the bed when Juanita clicked her tongue on the roof of her mouth.  Her young lady knew what that meant but she suddenly felt panic set in.

"Now dear you'll frighten the man with that expression.  Just try to smile a little."

"Smile?"  Christianna looked astonished.  "I was smiling."

Juanita softened her expression and continued.

"Darling, think of what it is that you love most about Jeremiah."

Christianna wasn't sure what she was getting at but she said that was simple.

"It is the way he-"

"No, dear one, do not tell me, just think about it."  Juanita watched her for a few seconds and finally saw a gentle, loving smile grace her lips.  "Ahh, that is the loveliest smile and it will fill his heart so much when sees it," she said as she backed away from her and out of the bridal suite.  As she did she felt him brush passed her.  Knowing his mind was not on her, Juanita just made haste to leave them alone.  He never looked over his shoulder but she heard him hiss as he passed her that he'd appreciate some time alone with his bride.  Juanita only smiled and left them alone.

Christianna did not hear his approach but it was the smile Juanita encouraged that she shared with him just before he pulled her onto his lap and offered her his shoulder.

Dipping his head he placed his lips on her cheek tenderly tracing his fingers down her neck to her shoulder.  "Beautiful," he whispered with deep emotion.  He'd told her before but this time it sounded so different.  He'd told her that she looked beautiful in a new frock or when she smiled bright in the light of a candle but he'd never expressed what was in his heart.

Turning in his arms Christianna stroked his firm jaw and heard his exhalation come from deep in his chest.  She felt his cheek when he leaned it into her forehead.  The warmth that enveloped her as he kissed her temple came from not having shared this kind of love with a woman for a long time.  It seemed like a long time since he'd been with Claudine and he did love her but this feeling in his heart for Christianna that he'd tried to keep muted now needed an outlet.

"Not too fast…not too rough."  It replayed frequently in his head and he did his best to take his time with her but the passion that came to life as she slid his sleeves down his chiseled arms made it nearly impossible to control his drive.  "Come now man, you have forever with her.  Just take it slow and-" his thought was interrupted when he felt the patch slowly slide away from his scarred flesh.  He'd worried that it would repulse her.  He turned away knowing that she would someday see it but he felt he needed time to prepare her.  This was something that Juanita could not have prepared her for.

"Please do not turn away," she said softly running her fingers through the ends of his shoulder length hair.  He wouldn't look at her.  "Jeremiah?"  He heard sorrow in her plea.

"Can it be that she feels hurt that I will not show her?"  He wondered and then he wondered if she could deal with it.  "I…I wanted to give you time.  I did not want to just," he exhaled loudly.

"I will love you no matter."

"No matter?"

There was hope mixed with doubt in his voice.

"Maybe this is not the time you planned it but…"

"But-"  Jeremiah nodded his head resolutely and slowly let her turn his face to hers.  Holding his breath he waited for the reaction he expected but hoped he wouldn't see.

Christianna had tried to imagine what he hid behind that patch and she did feel her stomach flinch a little but not out of horror from seeing the scar, rather from seeing the damage done by Etienne' long ago.  She could only imagine what the pain must have been like thinking about the cold steel blade of a sword piercing warm flesh and putting out the bright light that had only partially shown from him since.

Getting to her knees Christianna was on eye level with Jeremiah.  Kissing his jaw, she smiled and worked her way to his lips, his cheek and finally, she tenderly kissed his scar.  He never expected it.  He pulled back a little to study her face, to look into her eyes to see whether or not she truly accepted him this way.  When she still did not turn away he pulled her close again for a long minute, silently thanking her in his heart and slowly lowered her to the bed.

Part 5

When Christianna awoke hours later she recalled the events of the evening and the way Jeremiah had made love to her afterward.  The memory of the way he turned away from her when she wanted to see his scar came back to her and a bloody tear escaped her thinking of the torment he’d gone through for years because of it.  Then too, having the pain of that experience brought back by Etienne’ and the wound reopened that evening made her wonder if she would have survived such a monumental event as bringing his former friend to his final death.  Thinking back now she closed her eyes and relived the sweetness of her loving husband and what he shared with her just hours before.

Jeremiah slowly laid her back on the bed, his hair falling forward teasing her neck and shoulders.  He gently pulled the sheet away from her and hovered over her so that she saw how excited he was becoming at the site of her.  He reached for her hand and she instinctively placed it on the bulge that was prominent in his tight pants.  She skimmed her fingertips over it hearing an exclamation come from him.  A second later she was pulling them off and straddling his hips.  He wanted to enter her then and there but that would have been tantamount to the rape he’d suffered at the hands of Nabal and that was something he’d tried to erase from his mind.  Never did he want to visit that pain on his beloved so instead he waited in pain, lowering himself at times, touching her burning flesh where he wanted to enter and hearing her cry out in desperation each time.

“No my love, you are not yet ready for me.  Patience,” he whispered knowing that he was the one who needed to exercise restraint.  Sure she wouldn’t feel the physical pain a human would but the psychological pain that scarred him would make her turn away from him so it was almost as much for his sake as for hers that he held back.

“But-but I am,” she cried almost in tears.

Jeremiah knew she wasn’t but he had a need too.  He gently skimmed her erect nipples with his fingers, flicking his thumbs rapidly just teasing the tips of them.  Seeing her react the way he’d hoped she would he caressed her breasts as he did and kissed down her chest to her tummy and when he dipped below her abdomen she bucked involuntarily.

“Yes!  That is it.  Now you want me as much as I want you.”

He stroked her just a little longer and left her burning from his kisses and then seeing her agony he started to gently nudge inside of her until she adjusted to his size.  Christianna had never felt anything like this before.  Unsure of herself she finally recalled what Juanita had told her earlier.  “Do not try to anticipate what he wants.  Only respond to his touch and his kiss and Jeremiah will be pleased.  He is a patient man who will teach you all that you need to know.”
She hoped that Juanita was right and responded to his touch, knowing what others had done but not knowing how fulfilled and sated she would feel afterward.  Now, hours later she knew.

Lying in Christianna’s arms Jeremiah came to feeling her lips on his.  She had only meant to make his sleep sweeter yet when he looked up at her she thought she’d never seen a man look so happy or so much in love.  His generous smile told her that he was grateful beyond words.  It defined the way she responded to him in the future and erased all of her insecurities.

Over the years Jeremiah and Christianna shared many loving moments as well as painful times.  Losing their beloved Juanita was one of the hardest they would have to go through.  Also seeing the passing of their own human family members, albeit hidden from human site, was equally hard.

One constant remained, besides their enduring love, and that was seeing their clans survive and become stronger.  After two centuries they had stepped into every walk of life and one that Jeremiah particularly enjoyed was joining the ranks of a new kind of super man.  This gave him the opportunity to use his agility and prowess to bring excitement to their lives and fame while still keeping anonymity as a secret nation that lived alongside humans.

"You should be the champion," Jay exclaimed in loyalty to his prince.

"Jay, you know that can't be.  If I were it could endanger our existence," Jeremiah told his first prince.

"But you've been the X-Division champion so why not the world champion?"

"No, it's better that I accept the way things are now and see you, 'tiann's namesake, become the next champion."

Jay looked at him and then at Christianna in consternation.

"No, really my friend, it’s enough that they’ve recognized my work.  I'm happy with that.  I don't need more accolades."

Jay looked at the award and then at Jeremiah.  "But it says Jerry Lynn, it should say Jeremiah Charboneau."

Jeremiah put his hand on Jay's shoulder.  "No, that's the name of your prince.  This is the name of the champion the people have chosen and I’m satisfied with that."

"You’re so much more to all of us than that.  You’re a legend and you’ve taught us well and trained us so that some of us are legends in our own right.  Sire, you've given us all the benefit of your knowledge and experience and then stepped back to let us shine in your place," Jay said and then kissed the ring that Jeremiah held out to him expressing his gratitude and his support.

"Now it's time for you to shine.  Go and take that strap away from Jeff at Against All Odds and hold your head high," he said with pride and love for Jay.

"Well, alright then.  If it's up to me to carry on the legend…I'll do my best."  He smiled at Jeremiah with great respect.  "I'll do it proudly, sire."
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