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Christianna's Fate~Jeremiah’s Challenge

The night that Jeremiah came to Christianna's room he came to her with a heart that was healed.  After Etienne' took the life of the woman he thought he would take as a mate it took some years before he could think of another but being a practical man and not being one to dwell on the past, he finally went on with his life.

Not allowing himself to think about Claudine often, it was painful when he did but he felt he needed to move on and the only way was to excise the memory of her dying breath from his heart.  Sitting back in his overstuffed chair wearing his evening robe and thin cotton leggings he closed his eyes and let the past creep into his consciousness.

Jeremiah reveled in the warmth he felt lying in Claudine's arms and in her bed.  Raising himself up to rest on one arm he playfully let his long loose hair tickle her neck as he slowly lowered his head to kiss the tip of her nose.  Claudine smiled up at him and fingered the tie to his eye patch.  Having come to trust her he let her remove it knowing that they were alone.  Tracing the outline of his scar she told him how much she loved him and received his tender kiss in exchange.

"Is there a sweeter lover in all of France?"  Claudine cried softly feeling his lips softly nuzzle her breasts.  His kisses were the softest she had ever felt, gentle and light.  He made her feel weightless in his arms as he caressed every part of her body with the passion and drive of a young man and the love and patience of a seasoned, experienced lover.

This memory invaded his mind first and then the last memory clouded over his heart.  He came to her after his last confrontation with Etienne' and after discovering that Nabal was passing the torch to him.

"At last I will be able to ask Claudia," as he called her, "to stand by my side when I take my rightful place as prince!" he said smiling looking at his reflection in his mirror.  Unknown to him one of Etienne's minions was listening at his door after following him from Nabal's conclave.  Etienne' had instructed him to gather whatever information he could and report back to him immediately.  Once the lackey heard this he hastened to his primogen's suite and divulged it to him.

"So, he thinks he will be the next prince just like that,” he spat snapping his fingers, “and that he will have the beautiful Claudine at his side does he?  We will see," he said passing his servant and then pausing in the doorway before going to take care of business.  He looked back at the little man and nodded to him in thanks for his effort.  "You know what you need to do next?" he asked the elderly man.  Receiving this rare thanks from his sire gave him courage and the servant nodded and took flight to his prince's suite.

Flying to Claudine's bed chamber Etienne' slipped into the room unnoticed at first.  Stealth was his only hope so he waited for her to go to bed and when he heard her breathing softly indicating that she was asleep he came to her bedside and pulled out the knife that he carried at his hip.

"Ah you are beautiful my dear lady.  It is a pity that you have wasted it all on that fool!"  Saying it almost sent him into a rage that nearly caused him to wake her.  Calming himself he found the grace to keep from savaging her body and instead slit her throat.

Claudine opened her eyes as the knife sliced the flesh of her throat and when Jeremiah found her she tried to say his name but it was too late and she merely slipped away from the severity of her mortal wound and the immense loss of blood.  When Jeremiah had found her he saw the bloodied knife and massive amounts of her blood all over the bed and floor beside it.

Now in the moments before he went to Christianna he remembered the way he stole to Claudine's chamber ready to make his proposal feeling almost certain that she would accept.  Wrapping on her door he waited for a response but when none came he began to sense that something was terribly wrong.  Opening the door he felt queasy in the pit of his stomach smelling the stench of death.  Rushing to her bedside he stopped abruptly at the specter of her body covered in blood and then came to her side to see the knife that was obviously left for him to find.

At first Jeremiah didn't think to identify who the knife belonged to with his mind in a state of frenzy but when his wits returned to him he picked it up and examined the handle.  It was clearly the knife of the Toreador primogen and his greatest foe.

"He will die for this!" he exclaimed looking at Claudine as though she could hear what he was saying.

Jeremiah had called for Juanita to take care of Claudine's remains while he went to Nabal's suite to demand the right to avenge her death.  It had to be at the prince's discretion and it had to be for a just reason or chances were Nabal would merely laugh at him and send him away dissatisfied.

The meeting did not go well with Nabal because he was already in a foul mood after hearing the lie that Etienne's servant had told him while his primogen did the deed.

"You can not really believe what that fellow said.  Etienne’ will do anything to put me out of favor with you," Jeremiah cried out as Nabal turned his back to him.  "When did I lie to you last?  I have been loyal to you all these years and that man has tried everything in his power to destroy everything I have loved.  He even orchestrated my human death did he not?!"

This was the wrong approach to use as Etienne' had received great wealth for his part in this and he received it at Nabal's hand.  Reminding Nabal of this put him into a rage flying at Jeremiah and all but snuffing out his life.  He was actually stronger than Jeremiah but he still held some sentiment for him remembering times in the past when he had responded to his tender advances so he stopped short of sending him to his final death.  Jeremiah finally left Nabal's presence barely alive and accepting the decision that Etienne' would live.

Thinking back Jeremiah knew that there was a greater love in his future than Claudine's and if not for the foul deed perpetrated by Etienne' and sanctioned by Nabal he would not be visiting Christianna's chamber.

Shaking his head as if he were shaking out the cobwebs Jeremiah slowly got out of his chair and quietly crept down the corridor to the room of his young ward.  She had been his lady's servant girl and favorite attendant and now if she was willing she would become his future mate but first she must go through the change.  If she was willing it would be an answer to his prayers but if she was not willing he would live out his life alone and unloved.  The thought of it hurt him more than the loss of his dear lady.

"I know that she loves me or at least desires me.  I have sensed that much when she would come and go while I was with her lady," he whispered in his heart, smiling to think of the little servant girl who would bring her mistress fine oil to massage Jeremiah's muscular torso.  He would lie naked on her bed and the little girl would watch Claudine minister to him in such a way as to make her want to help but she was never allowed to lay a finger on him.  The older she got the more Christianna wanted to touch him the way Claudine had.  She never did for fear that her mistress would slap her though Claudine adored her and would never do that, still it was not her place and she was a dutiful child.

By the time Christianna was 15 years old Jeremiah knew that she desired him but she was too young to be turned and he was still not fully over his loss.  He was still in line for the princehood and by then the truth had come to light so that Nabal knew he had been lied to but the only one to suffer punishment was the elderly servant who told the lie.  Etienne' feigned ignorance of his servant's lie and he insisted that when he came to Claudine's chamber that she was the one to slit her own throat.  He said it grieved him to no end but he had tried to woo her not knowing that Jeremiah had planned to ask for her hand that night.  He wove a magnificent tale and made Nabal half believe him.

"When I came to her she was asleep so I knelt at her bedside and stroked her hand to waken her.  I did gently so as not to frighten her yet when she opened her eyes she began kissing me and saying Jeremiah's name.  I backed away in dismay at being called another man's name."  He said this with downcast eyes indicating his embarrassment in telling the tale and in hopes that Nabal and Jeremiah would believe him.

"She began carrying on so when she realized that I was not her lover and demanded to know what I was doing in her private chambers.  I could scarcely speak from knowing that I had distressed so lovely a lady and when I came near again to calm her and tell her why I was there she took hold of my sheath and quickly removed my knife.  Gentlemen, I thought she meant to use it on me.  I backed away pleading with her to use reason and not try to inflict harm on me.  I knew that I could take her easily but I would never harm her-I could never!"  Etienne' paused for a few seconds for effect and then told them the terrible scene he witnessed next.

"I swear that this is the truth!  As I backed away from her she hissed at me that the thought of giving herself to me when she had been in the arms of a better man sickened her and she would rather die than to be touched by someone as foul as myself."  Again Etienne' paused knowing that debasing himself even though it was supposedly in the words of Jeremiah's lover would make his story seem more like the truth.  "That was when she did the unthinkable.  She raised the knife to her own throat and to my shock and horror slit it with my knife."

At this point Jeremiah interrupted him.  Truthfully he had tried to many times but Nabal had only to give him a look that told him to be silent.  Once the tale had been told however Jeremiah was in Etienne's face demanding to know why he didn't seek help to save Claudine's life.

"If she had done that in my presence I would have moved heaven and earth to save her.  You say you love her and yet you allowed her to die.  Why?!"

Nabal was not usually interested in affairs of the heart unless they involved his but after learning that he had been lied to by Etienne's servant and had almost killed his own childe he too wanted to know the answer to that question.

Seeing the same inquiry in his prince's eyes that were in Jeremiah's Etienne' came forth with his prepared reply.  "I-I" he staggered a little and steadied himself by resting his hand on Jeremiah's arm knowing that his former friend would not let him falter.  It was he felt a flaw in Jeremiah's character and it worked well to sell the rest of his tale.  "Think of the terrible scene and knowing that it was my own knife that she used as she took her life.  I came to her with my heart in my hand and she responded by committing such a faithless act and the last thing I heard was your name on her lips."

Jeremiah looked deep into Etienne's eyes not knowing for sure at that moment whether or not he was hearing the truth but later when alone with his thoughts he realized that Claudine would never have spoken to anyone that way.  He knew at that moment that the lie told to Nabal, that his own childe was planning to kill him before he stepped aside, and the murder of Claudine had all been Etienne's plan.  Now it was too late because Nabal had believed another lie and had pronounced Etienne's innocence.  "Very clever of you man.  You even left your knife for me to find."

Remembering that detail and the explanation Etienne' gave he understood why they had both been fooled by him.

"If I had killed her with it do you think I would have left it behind…as evidence?  I must have been in shock.  I only missed it later when-" he stopped, pretending to be sickened by the horror of that night.

Rubbing his eyes Jeremiah admitted to himself that initially even he believed Etienne' but he also knew that he would have to move on and let his heart heal.

Thinking back on these events Jeremiah knew that his heart had healed and that he was ready to accept a new love in his life.  One that he trusted and who would never betray him.  So far the only ones who hadn't were the three women in his life and one he was about to lay claim to.

Part 2

 Tying his robe around him wearing only his thin leggings Jeremiah peered into Christianna's little room.  Seeing that she was fast asleep he came near to her bed and saw that she was sweet to look upon in her gingham nightgown.  A tender smile, almost like a father's smile crossed his lips but there was not a father's love in his heart.  He knew that he would still have to restrain his desires but if she were willing he would make her his Gangrel childe and in time she would be his.

With covers pulled up to her chin she was lifted in his strong arms and carried to his bed.  When he laid her on the bed she stirred and opened her eyes.  At first she was confused while her eyes adjusted to the dimly candle lit room and feeling that the bed she was in was different from her own.  She knew that someone was near and when she clearly saw that it was her master she smiled up at him.

Taking his cue from her expression Jeremiah took her tiny hand in his and gently ran his thumb over the back of it.  "I am sorry to wake you my sweetest one," he paused feeling real emotion referring to her and thinking of her in such cherished terms.  The love that flowed from his heart to hers was almost overwhelming, thinking of the way she had loyally stayed with him after the death of her mistress, "but the time has come and I believe you are the one."

Christianna knew nothing of these clandestine feelings Jeremiah harbored for her so she was unsure of his meaning.  Trying to tell him that she always wanted to be there for him she began to form the words but he placed gentle fingertips over her lips and read her for the first time.  It was an intrusion of privacy that even a humble servant girl was entitled to protect herself from but when she felt his presence in her mind, sifting through adult thoughts mingled with her childish fears she yielded, reluctantly at first.  In her mind she heard his lonely, loving, soft voice beckoning and all of her fears gradually melted as she allowed herself to be drawn into the deepest part of his mind where she saw that his treasure lay in her love for him.  Christianna responded with thoughts of loving only him and it made his heart swell.

"Ahh Cherie, it is as I had hoped.  Do you know that I have loved you too?  Please do not turn from me.  I will fill your days with laughter and make your nights legendary.  You have only to accept what I offer…for now."

Christianna felt his hands slide the sleeves of her nightgown up her arms and his lips lay a sweet kiss at her elbow.  He moved so slow that she felt the wisps of his hair linger on her arm as he kissed his way up to her shoulder.  He stopped, looking at her breasts and then into her eyes.  It was nearly more than he could stand to hold back but for her sake he would rally all of his strength knowing she was still a young virgin.  She would remain young for the rest of her life if she allowed him to turn her and she would remain a virgin until they wed if he could control his urges.

It wasn't vital that she be one but he wanted her wedding night to be her first time so that she would never look back on this particular night with regrets.  If he held off she would come to him on their first night as his wife and give him all her love for the first time.  After all the trysts he'd had with other women it almost seemed absurd to him but she was from a Christian background and her frame of mind would be the most important thing.  Having just read her he knew she had some carnal knowledge and that when the time was right she would be ready to give him her body.

Still not fully understanding but being caught up in his caresses Christianna's hands were on his bared chest.  Hearing a hiss every time her fingers grazed his nipples she knew from years of watching him with Claudine that this was a pleasing thing-that it excited him.  She now knew that it excited her too.

Waiting for Jeremiah to make further advances but none were coming Christianna began to feel as though he wasn't as interested in her as she had first thought.  Turning away from him tears started to fall as a heavy breath escaped her and Jeremiah knew she was upset about it.  It was humiliating to feel more for him than he felt for her but what was even worse was that she was in his bed with him right there seeing and knowing all.  That was when Jeremiah began reading her again to let her see that he desired much more than he dared take from her.

She saw in his mind that in his heart he had already consummated their union.  Holding her in his strong arms Jeremiah let her see the vision that was his most closely guarded secret-his great love for her.  With roaming hands that lit a fire everywhere he touched her and lips that scorched a path from the crown of her head down the front of her Jeremiah helped Christianna to see that only one thing lay between them.  In their vision he stopped short of penetration and instead bared his canines on her throat.  He did it very slowly and deliberately so that she would know what his intent was.  Christianna suddenly pulled away from his embrace with frightened eyes, trembling and now knowing what he meant to do to her.

"It will be alright 'tianna.  Please do not shrink from me!" he pleaded with her asking only a moment to explain himself.

It was not what she expected and after all of her years of loyally serving him and her mistress she was distressed that he meant to kill her.

Jeremiah grabbed for her arm but she scampered off of his bed and would have made it out of the door if he had not the ability to get there first.  Not blocking her way but kneeling before her he seemed somehow vulnerable to her and she stopped, almost tripping over him.  He helped her steady herself and then released her.  "I mean you no harm."

"You mean to kill me," she cried, trembling still.

"It is only momentary death.  You will pass from this human life to a life at my side.  It is the only way for us; however if you do not wish it, I will not force it upon you.  You needed to know so that is why I showed you."

Christianna wasn't sure about this.  She wanted Jeremiah more than anything but in spite of the adult viewing she'd done in Claudine's bed chamber nothing she'd seen could have prepared her for this.  "W-was my mistress this way?"  She wasn't sure what to call his kind of being and this was the first time it occurred to her that maybe her mistress had also been the way Jeremiah was.

Jeremiah looked down and away for a few seconds and when he heard Christianna whimper he turned back to her.  Leaning in wanting to see what was making her cry he wasn't sure what it was so she explained.

"I am sorry to make your heart hurt after she has been gone so long."  She put her hands up to her face and wept outright knowing it must be torture for him to relive it.  She had no idea that he'd relived it just before he entered her room and that he had turned away because he realized that she was more innocent than he'd thought.  He was facing his toughest challenge.  Holding out his arms he asked if she would let him hold her.

"He asks me as if we are equals.  I am his servant and he asks to comfort me.  Perhaps he is the one in need of comfort," she thought as she nodded through tears and was kindly pulled into his gentle embrace.

"Oh, 'tiann," he whispered with a husky voice.  Cradling her in his arms he leaned back into the door frame holding her until her tears abated and she was calmer.  With a kiss on her cheek he asked if he could take her back to his bed.

"Again, he asks."  Christianna didn't know how to respond so she didn't.  She only looked up seeing patience and knowing in her heart that he would not let her die.  He would make sure that she would go on to love him.  That much was becoming clearer to her.  He waited longer and finally she nodded and laid her head on his chest.

Jeremiah used the door frame to help him stand up keeping Christianna in his arms.  When he placed her back on his bed he released his hold on her and only took her hand again.  It hurt to be out of his arms even knowing that when in his arms she was dangerously close to transcending the earthly human life she knew to the only one she could exist in as Jeremiah's lover.

"You asked about Claudine."  He stopped briefly when she turned and looked away.  Resting his hand on her shoulder he resumed.  "The answer is yes she was as I am.  We are embraced by members of a secret people and it gives us immortality…for a while."

Christianna looked back at him in wonder.  "It means that we can die as you know now, but it also means that we are not bound by human laws or conventions.  We may live for hundreds or even thousands of years and never change our appearance but we are bound by our own laws and at times they can be harsh and difficult to live by."

Shifting on the edge of the bed Jeremiah told her what life was like for him.  He did not sugar-coat it so that she did not think it was a glorious life.  It was no harder than her own existence but it was no easier either.  The primary difference would be that instead of being Jeremiah's servant girl she would become his mate.  He had always treated her well and in the years since Claudine's death he had become even kinder to her.

Thinking these things over Christianna realized that this was just the first step in accepting his love and turned her head to one side, baring her throat to him.  He knew what she was telling him so he leaned into her and took her in his arms again but feeling her trembling worse than before he backed away and held her soothing her with his low voice and his cheek resting on her forehead.  A while passed when he again kissed her cheek and then her lips working down to her throat and stopped.  Expecting some resistance he waited but when none came and she seemed calm he bared his canine teeth again, licking her throat and kissing as he did until the sharp tips quickly pierced her tender flesh.

Christianna flinched crying out in mortal pain but as quickly as the pain came, darkness surrounded her.

Part 3

Waking in the morning with the taste of blood in her throat Christianna felt bewildered.  "Am I in Heaven?"

She had not stirred in his arms for hours and when she spoke it startled him.  "My Cherie!  You are awake?"

She peered up to see him gazing at her.  Then looking around she remembered being in his bed and in that instant the horror of the night before came back to and she clung to him tighter.

"What will become of me?"  Fearing the consequence of allowing him to turn her she buried her face in his robe and began to sob.  "Have we been wicked?"

"No my love, we have not.  We are both the same now and we will go on together," he said trying to reason with her.  "Do you believe me, 'tiann?"

Seeing hope in his face she was about to say that she did when the hunger in her gripped her and she started writhing in pain.  "Oh!  Why does it hurt so bad?!" she cried out wishing it would stop.  "I am so cold!"  Shivering and crying Christianna wanted to die at that very moment but Jeremiah wouldn't let her go.

Taking his knife Jeremiah slit the flesh on his forearm and held it over her mouth.  As the red dripped onto her lips she turned away crying that she would never do it.

"You must or you will die!  Now!" he admonished.  Holding his wound directly over her mouth and holding her head still so that she couldn't turn it again he forced her to drink his blood.  She sputtered and fussed and then feeling the pain subside she grasped his arm to drink more.  He let her be for a few moments longer and then had to pry her fingers off of him.  His uncovered eye blazed at her.  "Take only what you need!" he hissed.

Christianna blinked hard as tears sprang to her eyes again.  She hid her face but he made her look at him.  Then tightening his arms around her he tried to comfort her.

"I am sorry," he whispered.  "If you take more you could kill me."

This change was all new to her so she didn't know but she had to learn.  "I-I am sorry…I do not wish it…I will remember."

"Shhh, it is alright," he said quietly, rocking her in his arms and humming something sweet and low to let her know that he wasn't angry with her and wrapped his robe and the covers on his bed around her to warm her.

Christianna fell asleep again and when she awoke she was alone in the bed.  Never before had she felt such a terrible loneliness as she did at that moment.  She had gone through such fearsome changes and her savior was no where in sight!

Hearing her cries he hurried back to her to see her in tears.  "What is it little one?"

"You left me!" came her heartrending response.

"Only to feed.  I must or we will both perish," he smiled taking her in his arms stroking her hair.

"Never leave me," she cried almost inconsolably.

"Here, you need this," he said offering his life force and this time she accepted it willingly.  She had not forgotten his warning and when she was satisfied he wiped at her lips and leaned over to kiss them.

Feeling so much stronger and just a bit willful, perhaps from having his Gangrel blood in her veins, Christianna reached up pulling him down to her, kissing him.  Having his childe take control for the first time was both exciting and just a little unnerving.  He pulled up a little gazing down at her wondering what he had created.

Christianna looked up into his wondrous gaze with the sun light filtering in through the curtains and framing his face, his long flowing mane in tangled waves enticing her to reach up and run her fingers through, them which she did.

“What have I done?” he asked half teasing and smiling at her seeing something new in her expression.

“I am still your ‘tiann…," to him.   In her heart whispering, "I love you.”
