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JEREMIAH~the Watcher

Being the watcher of a great people meant accepting privileges as well as responsibility.  Jeremiah wondered at times whether or not he was up to it but he had been appointed this role by his sire and never one to disappoint, Jeremiah lit on his perch each night and watched over his people.  At first he accepted this assignment to escape what had become nearly intolerable advances from his sire but after a while it became his repose.  He remained alert while he protected his own and gained great satisfaction knowing he was the one they looked to, to watch over them.

Jeremiah was a member of a secret nation that lived alongside of humans.  They had been human once but each one was plucked from the life they led and the families and acquaintances that defined who they were as individuals.  Jeremiah was no different but he was honored in the respect that he was the first human sired and groomed by Nabal the Prince of their domain and being Gangrel he could live more the life he was accustomed to.  Gangrels came from gypsy blood.  They had a roaming nature that was wild and romantic but they could also be a force to be reckoned with.  Many learned the hard way not to cross them and yet they were more just in their judgments than other clans.

Once, coming back to his chambers just before dawn Jeremiah had a need that hadn't been filled for a couple of days.  His prince kept him occupied from dusk till dawn so he needed to find an unwitting victim to satisfy his need.  Jeremiah was not the type to embrace anyone needlessly nor did he kill out of want.  He took what he needed and nothing more so when the pour soul regained consciousness he or she had no recollection of what had happened and Jeremiah protected his people from discovery.  It wasn't kindred law but it was his prince's law so all respected and obeyed it at the risk of their own life.

Approaching a man going to his shop just before sunup Jeremiah used his ability to dominate the man's thoughts and lured him to an alley.  Before the man knew what was happening needle-sharp canines sunk into the flesh on his neck.  Not wanting him to cry out Jeremiah passed his hand over the man's eyes rendering him unconscious.  It was easier to handle the man if he didn't struggle and it was easier on the man not to have any memory of the event that had just passed.

"Thank you neighbor," Jeremiah said under his breath and using his saliva he closed the wounds he had made on the man's neck.  "You will be better off for your slumber."

Jeremiah glanced around to make sure that no one saw and then took an old key out of the man's waistcoat pocket and lifted the man over his shoulder.  "We will just get you inside and no one will be the wiser."  Carrying him to the shop door and unlocking it Jeremiah left him in the back of the shop and put the key back where he had retrieved it.  Just as the man was coming to he saw a shadowy figure walk past the shop window and he shivered.

"What was that?"  Then not remembering how he happened to be in the back of his shop he felt the hair on the back of his neck prickle and stand on end.  Looking around and seeing nothing out of place or stolen, he felt fine and finally decided that he must have had a moment of absentmindedness.  He didn't know that Jeremiah again dominated his thoughts giving him a reasonable explanation for what had occurred.  The man simply put it all out of his mind and went about his business readying his shop for the next business day.

Quietly gliding into his chambers Jeremiah was glad that the night was over and he was ready for sleep but approaching the ornate four-poster bed that he enjoyed as first prince he saw a drop of red and then another.  Cautiously he crept up to the edge and saw that they were not drops of blood but rather petals fallen from or perhaps plucked from a rose and randomly scattered here and there.  Not wanting to give his presence away he smiled tenderly but made no sound.  He had to calm his heart that thanks to having just fed began to beat fast and hard with anticipation at finding his beloved Claudine lying in peaceful slumber waiting for her gentle lover to come off of his watch.

Not bothering to remove his all of his clothing Jeremiah levitated above his bed.  It didn't startle her but when she awoke seeing him with his shirt open to the waist and tucked into his tightly fitting trousers they rose, nearly touching the ceiling.  She never looked down.  Her focus was on the face she loved most in life and though it was weathered and worn a bit from his human life Claudine never found another that made her heart feel as though it beat when she had not fed.  Jeremiah was the object of her desire and the man who lit the fire in her soul.

"Love me," she whispered longingly, closing her eyes, arching her back and extending her long graceful arms over her head and feeling Jeremiah's soft lips on her skin between her breasts.  Hearing her say it he knew what she meant.  She wasn't asking for just a sexual encounter, she wanted him to express his deepest love for her which he did.  Having sat watch all night he was ready to retire but he never tired of showing his lovely Claudine how much he cared for her.

"Claudia, my lovely one," he whispered to her in his mind.  He never read her but he allowed her to read him and what she read deepened her desire for him.  He filtered out all of the mundane thoughts that he was forced to deal with daily and shared the part that was meant for her only.  It started that way and culminated in the physical manifestation of their love for each other as they slowly descended to the welcoming down mattress and silky sheets below.

"You have never before loved me this way," Claudine cooed as she ran her fingers through his long silky blonde locks.

Looking away he told her, "I love you and I am blessed to have you in my bed.  If I did not love you this way you might never return."  Jeremiah hung his head feeling that it was true.  If he kept her happy she might keep coming back but in her heart there lay another response.

Hearing possibly despair and doubt in his voice Claudine stroked his cheek and then pulled his face to her breast wrapping her body around his like a blanket that comforted and protected.  "If you abused me I would still cling to you."

"No," came his quiet, humble reply.

"If you hated me I would come to the fringe of your society and pray for a crumb of affection."

"Claudia…no."  She heard distress along with a resolve in his voice.

"If you turned to another I would die loving you."

Jeremiah lifted himself on one elbow and peering into loving eyes finally began to believe her.  She reached behind him to remove the eye patch and at first he jerked his head back but her constant gaze held him so that he did let her untie the strings and expose the scar hidden from all others except his sire and Juanita.

He began to look away when he felt her palm cupping his jaw and turn his face back to her.  "I am…hideous?" he asked feeling an ache in his heart fearing that she would shudder and turn away.

"It is a pity to see but you are not hideous."

Jeremiah understood from her tone that she meant what she said.  She felt that the wound was frightful and the resulting scar needed to be covered but that it was not the part of him that she loved.  Even with the scar he was a handsome man but it was Jeremiah the man she loved and he was starting to realize that.  With these loving thoughts in his heart he drifted off to sleep with Claudine stroking his hair and kissing his scar.

She had heard of the way Etienne' had thrust his sword into Jeremiah's eye socket putting out her beloved's eye.  Each time she thought of it her stomach lurched.  Imagining the great pain he must have felt and having also heard of his self-imposed exile from polite society Claudine felt more than pain for him.  She felt sorrow as well as great love swell in her heart making her tighten her arms around his shoulders holding his head to her heart.  She awoke that evening with a pillow in her arms instead of Jeremiah giving her a gnawing feeling in her chest.  Jeremiah never knew that she ached to hold him so.  She always hoped the day would come when he would not have to leave her first.

Earlier:

Hearing loud voices on the street below Jeremiah had slipped out of her arms and out of his bed throwing his robe on to first see what was going on and then to shut the window shutters to try to block out the angry sound.  Sticking his head out of the window between the gables Jeremiah saw two figures struggling.  Hurriedly getting dressed Jeremiah was down on the cobbled street below his bed chamber in a minute and jumping in the midst of the fray.  The two fighters had not seen where Jeremiah came from but they were not pleased that he tried to intervene. Leaping into the midst of them he leveled one (one that he'd remembered from earlier that day) with a fierce kick to the jaw.  The other fell back a bit but landed on his feet only staggering a little and ran at him from behind.

One man sprawling faced down while the other, not knowing of his kind and not having fully seen his scar, dared to take Jeremiah on.  Jeremiah was thrown forward hitting the abutment of the building he had just emerged from and was split open above his scar.  Being stronger than mortal men and possessing a quickness that enabled him to merely glance off of the immovable object Jeremiah whirled around startling the man.  Seeing blood flowing from his wound and trickling down over the scar the man backed away and shuddered but then he came at Jeremiah again.  It was when he saw Jeremiah's other eye turn from Hazel to yellow that the fellow cried out and shrank from him.

"Y-you must be-be the devil himself!"

Jeremiah normally avoided skirmishes being of more polite society than this rabble rouser but having been awakened abruptly and angrily and then thrown into the stone wall he was in a foul mood.  Not knowing his eye had turned color and that he had taken on less human features he lunged at the man and in the struggle in the wink of an eye he with both hands on the mans head snapped his neck.  It happened so quickly that Jeremiah didn't have time to think about it and when he heard a faint sound behind him he realized the other man was regaining consciousness.

Blinking and looking around him, hearing what sounded like howling, the man saw a white wolf running off down the alley.  He'd heard of these creatures but he never thought he would ever fall prey to one.  Watching in shock and horror he saw it disappear into the fading light and into the dark.  Scrambling to his feet he saw his opponent in a disheveled heap with his eyes half open and not breathing.  Gasping he shrank in horror and fled on foot as fast as he could to his home.

It was becoming about the time that Jeremiah would have to resume his vigil atop his perch on the high mountain top but before he would, he returned to Claudine.  Upon seeing her lover she turned to her beautiful canine form and with her tongue licked away the blood from his wound and bade him goodnight.  He sensed deep sorrow in her bearing but did not have the time to address it.  His first inclination was to invite her to join him but he knew he would falter in his mission with her close by so he took off in winged flight to fulfill his duty as watcher.

Claudine returned to her boudoir finding Christianna and her childish companion, Ami.  They did not hear her or sense her presence but she knew they were there before she entered.  Her senses were keen after tasting her lover's blood and their childish prattle amused and warmed her heart.

"Oh to be an innocent again," she thought as she watched them in her mind.  "They play and sing with no more than their daily chores to weigh them down."  She hung her head slightly.  "My love, if you only knew how it hurts each time you leave me slumbering and I wake to an empty bed.  It is not your pillow I wish to awaken to, it is your loving embrace and your tender kisses that I pray for each time we are together."

Claudine knew he had a great responsibility to carry out each night and she was privileged to share his intimacy so with a heavy heart and a grateful soul she would find him again the next dawn and express her deepest love to him.

Christianna had shared fleeting moments with her lady and Jeremiah and at times it bothered Claudine a little to expose such a young girl to the clandestine side of life but Christianna handled it well.  At first she was oblivious to what her lady and Jeremiah did but in time she began to feel new desires stirring in her breast.  She had no idea that Claudine knew but out of respect and love for her lady Christianna never acted on them.

"'tiann, it is time to assist.  Send Ami to bed now."

Christianna looked up startled to hear her lady and then took her little friend to her own chamber to sleep in a little cot that was beside her own bed.  It was soft and warm and the moment Ami's head hit her pillow she was asleep so Christianna quietly and quickly traversed the corridor to her mistress and found her waiting and smiling.

"I am sorry to make you wait," Christianna told her more out of affection than out of fear of displeasing her.

Holding out her hand to her darling, Claudine pulled her to her stroking her hair and kissing her brow.  Christianna hugged her neck and then was released to carry out her duties.

Having reached adolescence Christianna was now beginning to realize what Claudine's relationship was with Jeremiah and as her own feelings for him began to develop she secretly shared this with him in her heart and mind, not aware that they knew.

Still harboring some human, fatherly feelings Jeremiah expressed his concern to Claudine.

"This child has no place in our conjugal relationship.  It disturbs me each time she is present.  She is also growing in her attachment to me which only makes it more likely that we will bring her pain when she is old enough to realize that she will never have a place in my bed."

Claudine heard his heartfelt plea and she knew what he meant but her own upbringing had been the same as Christianna's and in time she came to know how to be the lover he cherished so she did not send Christianna away.

"She is being instructed and she will never try to take my place.  You must have faith that I know what I am doing, my love."

Jeremiah knew in his heart that Claudine would never hurt her little helper so he yielded to her wishes and in time he became less concerned with her presence.  In time it did indeed teach her to become and surpass the woman and lover her dear lady had been.

Part 2

Ascending the height Jeremiah settled on the highest point with the moon behind him.  Surveying all below with just his one eye he saw clearly that all was not well.  He heard the plaintiff cry of a widow and her children.  It saddened him to know that some poor soul had lost it's way and had left loved ones behind.  While he reflected on what his own family and friends went through it dawned on him what he had done earlier before the moon rose.  He nearly fell from his perch when he understood that he had taken a man's life.  Then the other man's face loomed up before him.

"He was the one I fed from earlier," he said aloud knowing no one heard.  A sickening feeling washed over Jeremiah as he steadied himself and hung his head.  He wondered what he could do to make things right.  "Serve the needs of the family?"  He thought about it a minute.  "I could but…but I cannot bring back the husband and father."  Jeremiah knew what it would be like to lose his one and only and it made him shudder.  He put his hands over his face and rocked back and forth feeling sympathy for the orphans and the widow but also feeling something deep inside that was foreign to him.  He felt a darker inner sense of power that came from having taken a life and knowing he would probably get away with it if he didn't confess.

He knew that the other man saw only the wolf.  "Would anyone believe that a wolf could do such a thing?  A wolf would tear it's victim to shreds but snap it's victim's neck?"  It was something to ponder as the hours went by and when the night sky began to turn gray Jeremiah knew he must find his way back home.

Finding his bed empty for the first time he didn't seek out Claudine.  Instead he fell into a fitful sleep, one that was wracked by shadows of the events of the day before.  He found himself fighting off wicked wild animals that circled and came closer with each turn, tightening that circle leaving him with no way to escape.  As he came to he chided himself that he could have simply risen above them all and flown away but then it occurred to him that he could but the man whose life he had taken the day before couldn't.

"The fellow attacked me.  He was the aggressor and yet if I had not turned then he would not have known.  He would have had to die at any rate so his own wickedness brought forth the end of his life.  If it were not a broken neck it would have been through being embraced so either way he would die.  It is better that he does not know and given his nature he would have been harder to control.  In time his life would have been ended so this was merciful."  All this he recounted to his prince who had heard the other man's account of a white wolf running off with blood pouring out of his wound above what looked like a scar.

Nabal nodded in agreement.  "It would have been better if you had come to me with this first.  I had to put off the official guard when he came to question me since the fracas happened outside of my home."

Jeremiah knew that it was true and he was ready to face whatever Nabal had in store for him.  With a sickening feeling coming over him knowing what Nabal considered punishment Jeremiah braced himself for either a beating or a brutal rape.  When neither came he kissed the ring his prince held out to him and was dismissed while Nabal prepared for business he had that day.  It wasn't until later that Nabal came to Jeremiah knowing he would not refuse him or he would be turned over to the authorities.

Hearing a knock at his chamber door Jeremiah assumed it was Claudine wanting to send him off to his nightly watch with a kiss and her promise to be there for him when he returned at dawn.  Opening the door he stepped back seeing his sire wearing only his trousers and his robe.  At first Jeremiah misunderstood Nabal's reason for being there but when his prince stepped into the room and closed the door locking it Jeremiah knew.

"Do not shrink from me or it will end up worse for you than before.  I do not wish to humiliate you," Nabal informed him advancing to his handsome first prince.

Jeremiah was wearing only his trousers and the sight of his bare chest always excited Nabal.  Sliding his thumb and forefinger down Jeremiah's masculine jaw line he stopped at his chin, stroking his trimmed beard making Jeremiah flinch.

"Do not turn away from me.  You knew I would be coming sooner or later so there will be no visit from your beautiful lady this night.  You are all mine."  As he said this he lowered his head to kiss him when instead he licked his neck and sank his teeth into Jeremiah's flesh, only to taste him.  Pulling back a little Nabal laughed at seeing the look of relief on his would-be paramour's face.

Jeremiah stood before him with his hair still wet from bathing, his chest fragrant obviously from preparing to share a different kind of interlude with his real lover.  Now he felt filthy and in need of bathing again as he felt his prince run his hand down his chest and stop to linger at his nipple, making it hard.  With one hand resting on Jeremiah's chest and the other reaching behind his neck, Nabal forcefully pulled Jeremiah to him and kissed him.  At this a struggle nearly ensued but being the prince Nabal had superior power and grabbing Jeremiah by the neck he levitated pulling his childe with him and together they flew against the wall.  Jeremiah's head hit the wall with such force that his eye closed for a moment and in that moment Nabal took what he wanted and dropped Jeremiah to the floor in a heap.

"Now go to your perch and fulfill your other duty to me," Nabal hissed and stalked out of Jeremiah's chamber.

Jeremiah slowly made it to his feet and pulled his trousers back on wishing to die rather than to spend the night trying to put this last event out of his mind.  He had no answer for his prince other than to do his bidding.  It was over quickly and for that Jeremiah took solace.  It wasn't the way it had been when he first came to live in Nabal's mansion.  Nabal was so infatuated with his new childe that he made more romantic advances and showed slightly more patience.  Now he simply took what he wanted by force.

Hoping that Claudine was not outside his chamber waiting or hearing what had taken place between he and Nabal, Jeremiah stole quietly from his window and carefully made his way to his mountain perch.  For a few hours he was able to ignore the gnawing inside that came from Nabal's touch; however, a little before dawn he allowed his mind to wander and that was when his first encounter with his prince came back to him.  He was afraid of Nabal then and he had no way of fending him off so he had reluctantly submitted but now it was different.  Still the image in his mind was as fresh as the night it happened.

Nabal held a banquet for his primogens and their ladies.  He had none so he brought Jeremiah to introduce him to his conclave.  He was a man of about forty and Nabal was younger but that seemed to add to the mystery and mystique of the rugged champion who had excelled at swords play and at teaching the elite youth of France.

"I have a new 'consort'" he said getting a roar of laughter from his primogens.  "This is Jeremiah Charboneau and he is going to serve my needs for the first time this night."

Jeremiah felt uneasy because he wasn't sure just what Nabal had in mind.  He knew what a consort was in human terms but since they were both men it didn't have the same meaning to him that it did in human society so he ignored the comment.  He knew that he was Nabal's first childe so he thought that perhaps in this secret nation the role of consort meant something else entirely.  How very sad for Jeremiah that he misunderstood.  He didn't for long for when Nabal furiously spread his arms wide Jeremiah's shirt was torn away exposing his masculine chest.  Shocked, Jeremiah staggered backwards stumbling over a hassock and in that instant Nabal was upon him.

Never in his life had Jeremiah felt another man's lips on his nor hands groping him through his trousers.  It was such a horrific experience for him that he lost all reason for a moment and before he regained his senses the deed had been done and in front of the other guests.  It wasn't a rape per se’ because Jeremiah didn't resist him.  It was almost as if he was unconscious and yet he knew it was happening to him.  He didn't feel the physical pain he would have if he had been human but he suffered much from the emotional torment.  Not even hearing the cheers and the leering from the others, Jeremiah somehow got to his feet, pulling up his trousers and fled down the corridor to his own chambers.  After that first attack Jeremiah made it a point to always be on guard whenever Nabal was around him and he did his best to never displease his sire though there were other times when Nabal visited his chambers and repeated the act with more tender advances.

Nearly lost in that memory Jeremiah came out of his reverie hearing again the cries of a family that was without it's provider and knowing he was responsible it wrung bloody tears from him.  Clutching his chest and knowing he had paid a heavy price for it Jeremiah somehow felt that he had paid for his crime and yet the need to compensate those left behind weighed heavily on him.

"There is a way that I may provide for these mourning lost souls.  I will take care of it at dawn.  The only thing is that I must be careful not to give them reason to suspect that I was the one who caused their grief."

Jeremiah found this new preoccupation more to his liking.  He didn't like the feeling of being responsible for the death of another but this new diversion took his mind off of the events that took place just prior to his watch.  That sort of thing happened so rarely anymore and yet each time it felt less like punishment and more like something he endured.  If he'd been human he would have been ruined for anyone else and probably would have taken his own life.  Now, after years of abuse at the hand of his sire and less so in recent years, Jeremiah almost took it in stride.  It was usually over in a matter of seconds and it was usually in private so that others need not see his humiliation.

"I know I should have told him.  For once it was my own fault."  Jeremiah found some comfort in admitting that to himself.  He was punished for something he actually caused though it disturbed him that it was punishment for not coming forward and confessing.  It was not for the murder of another individual.  He did have a hard time reconciling that in his heart and mind but it was done now and he moved on making plans to compensate the grieving family.  With his plan set in motion Jeremiah saw the first gray light knowing his watch was over and flew to the home of the grieving family with enough silver to keep them for a long time and then on to his own home before the sun came up.

Alighting on his window ledge the familiar aroma of his beloved reached him bringing him relief along with the hope that her comfort would erase the heinous act of Nabal from his mind.  If she read him he didn't want her to see his shame or the reason for it.  The fewer individuals who knew of his deed the better and the last one he wanted to share this with was Claudine.  Entering behind the sheer window dressings Jeremiah stood looking at the lovely vision lying in his bed.

She lay with his sheet loosely wrapped around her nude body with soft Auburn tresses framing her shoulders.  Easily discerning her outline Jeremiah’s chest heaved with his desire for her and this time undressing first he slipped into the bed and gathered her to him.  Caressing her long graceful neck he sparked her arousal bringing her fully awake and smiling into his Hazel eyes.  He had removed the eye patch now that she had seen the scar.  It made no difference to Claudine.  Her heart belonged to him whether or not he covered his hideous scar.

“It was a long night without you,” Jeremiah whispered in her ear, as she slipped her arms around his neck, kissing his cheek below his scar.

Wanting to tell him she longed for the day he would not have to leave at night but knowing it was no use Claudine only cuddled close to him, as close as she could.

“It was a long night and I need you now, Jeremiah,” she responded with longing in her eyes and tenderness in her kiss.

If Jeremiah felt shame upon returning home all of that fled with a kiss from his beloved.  Neither Nabal nor the man Jeremiah had murdered was of any concern to him.  He had made monetary restitution to the grieving family as he made his way home and felt better about it in his heart though he could never replace the life that was taken.  It was done and he’d paid for his deed twice and there was nothing left to be done.

Part 3

Reclining in his bed as daylight started to filter through his window Jeremiah held Claudine.  He knew she had not fed in a day or two so he sheltered her from that light.  It was welcome as far as he was concerned because he missed it.  He had been turned centuries after she was and he still enjoyed the warmth and the glow.  It also gave him time to sort out his thoughts and feelings.  This time was precious to him because Nabal was asleep and not needing his services and though he would gladly reprise his role as Claudine’s lover, had she been awake, he let her alone to dream of his loving touch and his sweet kisses.

Jeremiah gazed at his beauty assured of her great love and then focused on the trip he was to take in a few days but whilst he thought of Spain images came back to him that eventually claimed his attention and stirred fire in his breast.  Running his hand down her back, Jeremiah realized he couldn’t get his lovely lady out of his mind for long.  Smiling, he carefully released her, going to the window to close the heavy drapes and came back to her.  He’d never guessed but he soon learned how much it meant to her to wake up to his kind smile and his gentle loving ways.

“You are still here,” Claudine murmured and then tightened her arms around him, pressing into his body firmly, clinging to him letting him know she couldn’t get close enough to him.  It surprised him but he welcomed the physical contact almost as much as the emotional release he felt from her need to be near him.

"I am always here Claudia," he said overwhelmed at her demonstration of passion and her depth of pain as if he abandoned her each night.

"I wake with your pillow and your bedding but you are always gone," she cried softly knowing these words would sting a little but cherishing the man she lived and died for.

Jeremiah knew it was true.  He hadn't thought about it before but he began to understand her need and how much it meant for her to see his face when she woke up each night.  Hanging his head he uttered, silently in his heart, a prayer of thanks for the selfless passionate lover he felt so undeserving of.  She chose him over his rival Etienne' and it was finally sinking in that without him she would cease to want to live.

Sensing that he should tell her of his departure he searched for the words that would ease her into it but there were none.  He wanted to take her with him but knowing she would be leaving innocent children in a home owned by a lecherous prince he knew she would never go.  The only thing to do was to tell her straight up and deal with her tears.

"I have two days before I leave.  I will tell her tomorrow when she is calmer."

He did as he proposed in his heart and as he anticipated she gave way to tears running from his chamber.  He told her he would be gone a fortnight but it was the longest they had been separated since they had become romantically involved.  It was like torture seeing her in such a state but Jeremiah was taking care of business for his clan and though it was more appropriate for Nabal to go it was also more dangerous.  If he left the land others might and probably would try to usurp his princehood and that he could never reconcile with his clansmen.  It would also leave Jeremiah with no claim on the right to rule their people so Jeremiah must be the one to go.  Even if Nabal had no intention of passing his rule on to Jeremiah any time soon he still would not hazard losing all by leaving.

The day Jeremiah was to leave he saw very little of Claudine which troubled him but he had to concentrate on the politics of the situation he was handling so they had only his last night.  He arranged for another of his clan to fill in for him as watcher.  Taking him along the night before he left, Jeremiah instructed and explained the sacred duty he was being entrusted with.  This one was not just a newly embraced individual, he had been turned by Jeremiah himself and had been groomed by and received infinitely better treatment by his sire than Jeremiah had.  This in itself made him respect him as a sire and as a brother.  Christoff was always at his sire's beck and call so when offered this opportunity, he jumped at the chance to earn his sire's respect.

Having watched Christoff take to flight Jeremiah turned his attention to his last detail before traveling to Spain.  He visited his precious Claudine.

"I was not sure you would see me," Jeremiah said from her doorway.

Knowing he was there before he spoke Claudine didn't turn around immediately.  With her head down and her eyes closed she responded with her back to him letting him know that she was still a little hurt that he was leaving for so long.

"I am very fortunate that you still had time to visit my chamber the night you leave.  How could I not see you?"

Hearing emotion along with deep respect for him in her quiet voice words caught in his throat.  He wanted to tell her that he would think of her every day and that it would be as hard for him as it was for her but it was not possible to speak.  Going to her Jeremiah took her hand leading her out of their home and into the forest.  Finding the place he intended to make love to her he took back his manly form as they touched down leaving their winged flight and walking toward the little abandoned cottage.  Extending his hand to Claudine he led her inside and closed and latched the door behind them shutting out the outside world for one night.

Jeremiah closed his eyes willing Claudine to be in his arms and for the first time dominating her thoughts.  She had dominated his for so long though it was not against his will nor was it her will to do so.  He simply could not find a way to keep her from crossing his mind almost every waking moment.  Now that they had only hours left before his departure he needed her so he claimed what he hoped was truly his and his alone.  Holding her in the shelter of his embrace Jeremiah spoke to her softly.

"Upon my return I will seek an audience with my sire and beseech his favor."

Knowing that Nabal had at times treated Jeremiah disrespectfully Claudine expressed her concern.

"He has been ruthless with you.  How do you know that he will not heap abuse upon you in payment for the favor?"

This was a question Jeremiah had asked himself over and over.  He didn't really have the answer but he knew that he wanted to wed Claudine and the only way he would do that would be if he could relinquish his duty as watcher.  For this he had groomed and prepared Christoff but it was without his sire's knowledge so he would have to approach Nabal cautiously.

"He has treated me this way, it is true but he will never do so again."

Wishing that she could be as certain as Jeremiah was she put her arms around his neck kissing it while she really feared for his life.  Nabal was a very strong man and prince.  She wondered if her lover would be able to withstand a beating or worse.  He seemed to her a man who had lost all reason, saying he would stand up to Nabal.  She thought that perhaps if she knew what Jeremiah would ask of Nabal she could help him to find a way or even talk him out of it.

"What favor will you ask of him?"

"I will ask that he allow Christoff to continue as watcher after I return from Spain.  He is a very capable youth and one that carries out any assignment given him with passion and a desire to please.  He will serve our people well."

Claudine knew instantly why this would be a touchy subject with Nabal.  It was his decision to make although he had given Jeremiah his consent to choose a suitable substitute for the two weeks he was gone.  She understood that it was a great responsibility and that Christoff would have to pass the test or Jeremiah would pay a high price.

"Is Christoff willing to replace you as watcher?"

"I believe he would be if I ask him.  He is eager to please and to assist me."

She was about to ask him more but he gently placed his index finger over her lips and then replaced it with his kiss.  Slowly allowing her to delve into the recesses of his mind Jeremiah let her see what his motivation was for wanting his nights free.  She was the center of his universe and he would face any consequence to be her mate.

Struggling with this Claudine tried to reason with him that they had been lovers for a long time and they would continue to be if he would just leave it alone.  She knew the heinous deed Nabal had perpetrated upon him with Etienne's assistance and now she saw what Jeremiah had tried to hide from her making her break the kiss and jump back from him.  He never meant for her to see the murder nor the way that Nabal had punished him but in his desire to assuage her fears he recklessly shared more than he should have.  She recalled licking clean his wound and later even wondered what had caused it but he had not the time then to explain and she put it out of her mind until that very moment.

Seeing the horror in her eyes he knew she was not afraid of him but of the horrific deed he had committed against his fellow man.  It didn't matter that the fellow was of a bad sort or that he had attacked Jeremiah first.  He had killed a man in the heat of the moment.  Having also seen how he was punished and that he had tried in the only way he could to help that man's family she softened a little toward him.  It was so sudden that all of these images came to her at once making it more difficult to sort it all out but seeing the man she loved stand before her humbly admitting all to her she knew that it bothered him too.  Slowly coming to him she took his hands in hers telling him that she believed him and she also knew that it was not intentional on his part.  For that she forgave him.  He was nothing like his sire though Nabal's rich pure blood ran though his veins and yet he found solace in loving things rather than being a brute like Nabal.  It was the loving things that helped them pass the night.

Returning to the estate in the wee hours before dawn Jeremiah and Claudine both checked in on the children and found them asleep as if they had not a care in the world.  They felt certain that with Juanita there that no harm would come to Christianna and Ami but it still gave them some comfort to see that they were sleeping peacefully.

Turning to say his last farewell to Claudine, Jeremiah looked down.  Not daring to look into her eyes he quietly told her that he would see her upon his return and he would carry out his word to speak with Nabal.  Claudine said nothing, she merely nodded and wiped a bloody tear as he walked down the corridor to his own room to retrieve his baggage and took off for the waiting coach which had arrived only a minute ahead of him.  Handing his bag to the driver Jeremiah stepped up into the carriage and was whisked away to meet the ship he would take to Spain.

“It would take much less time if I took flight,” he muttered under his breath as he road to the landing.

Jeremiah was willing to take the slow route in order to keep his arrival and his presence secret.  The other clans knew nothing about the reason for his sojourn but Nabal had sent Jeremiah to secure evidence that would ensure his right to rule over his domain.  Nabal had heard rumblings ever since he had taken over this office and he feared the other clans so it would be up to Jeremiah.

"His own wickedness will be his undoing, still if I am to become prince one day I must find the way to bring him what he needs," Jeremiah mused honestly believing he would find what Nabal told him was waiting for him at the end of his journey.  What he found when he arrived in Spain was a shock to say the least until he'd had time to sort it all out.

Pt. 4

"Does he not understand that I will use this against him?  Is it possible that this was unknown to Nabal?"  Jeremiah had learned a secret that only another prince of his clan would know.  The information came from one who hated Nabal more than Jeremiah and was all too willing to arm him with information that could make Nabal step aside.  Thinking back on it as Jeremiah made his way back to Paris he knew he must use extreme caution.

"This is what Nabal sent you to find and you will take it to him; however, when the time is right you will present him with this other little bit of information and he will step down."

"How can you be certain of this, Phillippe?"  Jeremiah wanted to believe it was so but he needed assurance from the Spanish prince.

"He does not know that I have this information and yet when it is presented to him when he least expects it you will see that he will not be able to deny it.  Keep your thoughts mute on the subject as you approach him.  Never think of it when you are around him or he will be forewarned and you will never ascend the princehood," Phillippe warned him.  "Not only will you never become prince Jeremiah, he will know with whom you have been cavorting and still being prince he will have more power over you than before."

This was grim news for Jeremiah.  Not only the information itself but the outcome should he falter in his mission to surprise Nabal and succeed him while he was still alive.

"I cannot just draw my sword and run him through.  How will I find the appropriate time to carry this out and not expose my thoughts to him?  He is a master at reading so I will have to do this at a time when I am alone and far away from him."  As Jeremiah pondered this it came to him that he could do it when he was alone, watching over his people.  "But wait, Christoff is carrying out that duty.  It has been my intent to hand that responsibility over to him.  I have groomed him for this and I believe he is very well suited to the task so I will have to find another way."

Bemused by his dilemma Jeremiah found his thoughts going back to Claudine and the children.  In reality, Christianna wasn't so much a child anymore and she was approaching that time in her life when she began to desire that which was forbidden.  Jeremiah was like forbidden fruit to her and though she never touched him with her fingers, she did in her mind.  Jeremiah and Claudine knew this so they believed the time was nearly upon them when they must find her a mate.  She was now fourteen years old and would not be single much longer so they would seek one that was suitable and who would treat her like a lady, not the way Juanita was treated by Nabal.  He used her, and then kicked her out of his bed.  He did not rape her but he was selfish and took what he wanted and when he was through with her he would cast her out until he chose to satisfy his own needs again.  This would never do for their little one.

"I will see him dead before he abuses our little 'tiann," he said as he road along the cobbled path leading back to Nabal's mansion.  He felt a lump in his throat thinking of her and knowing that when they cut her loose that it would hurt her but it surprised him to find that thinking of it hurt him too.  Needing to find another topic to occupy his mind Jeremiah thought again of what Nabal had done to Phillippe.
Nabal used a lie to take over the princehood.  He cheated Phillippe out of becoming Prince in Paris making his adversary flee to Spain.  With no other opponent strong enough to challenge him Nabal became the prince and began his reign.  Jeremiah discerned from the document now entrusted in his care that Nabal lied to gain the advantage over Phillippe.  Upon his return to France Jeremiah had finally sorted out enough to know that he had Nabal over a barrel but he had to choose his time wisely.

In the weeks after his return he had to guard his one thought while seemingly letting Nabal intrude whenever he felt like it.  It was at one such moment that Nabal learned that Jeremiah wanted him to replace him as Watcher and that he intended to take Claudine as his mate.  He found to his relief that his sire did not object strenuously to the suggestion that Christoff become his successor and since there seemed to be no time like the present he handed over the document that he had received from Phillippe.  As Phillippe warned, Nabal was livid and flew at Jeremiah but his childe was prepared and escaped harm…but just barely.

"You think this means anything to me?  Who did you receive this from?!"  His eyes blazed a dangerous yellow until Jeremiah held up the miniature scepter of Phillippe stopping Nabal in his tracks.  Phillippe was right, Nabal didn't know that he had any knowledge of his treachery.

Jeremiah watched silently, the two men staring each other down, one knowing that his childe could have exposed him before all his people and the other knowing that if his confidante didn't know of this and sent him to disarm Nabal that he would be a dead man by now.  If Jeremiah had stumbled upon this information with no other witness to corroborate it that Phillippe was right in that Nabal would have even more power over him than before.

"I make you my first prince, heir to my station and this is how you repay me!" Nabal spat it out like it was a sour taste in his mouth.

"No, I am repaying a debt you have owed Phillippe all these years.  If not for him I would never have known of your deceit!  Now you will either face the public humiliation of being exposed or you will step aside and hand over the princehood to me."

Nabal stood shaking a moment and when the moment had passed he merely nodded and handed the document back to Jeremiah.

"It will be as you say and at the next conclave.  You will have my signet ring then and only then and if you choose to wed Claudine then it will be within your right.  If you choose to make Christoff your successor that too will be your right."

"You will not renege on it?  You will keep your word?"

Jeremiah had more reason than one to mistrust his sire and if it angered Nabal he didn't let it show.  Feeling confident now and ready to disclose his good fortune to his intended Jeremiah returned to his suite not sensing that Etienne's servant was outside his door listening as he prepared to make his proposal to his beloved.

Standing at his dressing table, it seemed to Jeremiah that he and Etienne' squared off more in the recent weeks since his return from Spain though he never took the time to analyze things.  His first concern was hiding his secret from his sire but this jealousy of his former colleague and friend was becoming harder to sidestep and finally they had it out just moments before his meeting with Nabal.

Thinking back on it Jeremiah felt confident now that he would have no more real trouble from his foe.  "He will either submit or pay the supreme sacrifice.  No one will be able to challenge me now."  As these thoughts tumbled over his lips a little elderly man flew to Etienne' and repeated all to him making him feel more contempt for his former friend than even he'd thought possible.  Just hours later that servant was put to death for carrying out Etienne's orders and blindly taking the blame for the lovely Claudine's final death.

In the weeks that ensued Jeremiah had no interest in taking the princehood in the wake of Claudine's death.  Nabal took note of this and though he would have turned the signet ring and his full authority over to his childe he first had to deal with the lies that Etienne' threw at them.  He would normally not have cared and in truth he was angrier at Jeremiah for involving him and for reminding him that he'd been in collusion with Etienne' when Jeremiah was embraced.  Nearly ending Jeremiah's life he stopped short remembering that his own existence lay in another's hands should anything happen to this first prince.  Knowing that Phillippe would find him and expose him publicly, unlike Jeremiah, Nabal backed down.

Etienne' had been a convincing liar.  It was only after enough time had passed and Jeremiah had the time to mourn his great loss that he began putting two and two together.  He shared his conclusion with Nabal but it was by then too late.  Nabal as prince had believed Etienne's lie and another had paid the price so it was over and done with as far as he was concerned.  In light of Nabal's abandonment of this issue Jeremiah knew that it was pointless to pursue that so he chose another issue to pursue-his pending principality.

At the next conclave Nabal made very little ceremony out of passing the torch to Jeremiah and informed his primogens that he handed such over to his childe freely and with his blessing.  Of course Jeremiah knew this wasn't the truth but he let the lie stand.  Nabal took over the princehood through a lie and he handed it over to his successor asserting another lie so his rule as prince was a miserable example.  Jeremiah was determined not to follow in his sire's footsteps and promised, as he stepped passed the other primogens, including Etienne', to the head of the table, that he would rule justly and with the needs of the people uppermost in his heart and mind.

This revelation was not a real shock to most of the primogens and for Etienne' it was less of a shock as it was news that angered him.  Though Jeremiah was Nabal's first prince and childe Etienne' thought that he and Nabal had an agreement.  Unknown to Jeremiah, his sire had offered Etienne' more than gold for his part in Jeremiah's human death, he had also promised the Toreador primogen sovereignty if or when Nabal's time came to pass it on or face his final death.

"You gave me your oath!  You are a cad and a liar and now you will pay dearly for your deed!"

Nabal expected the reprisal though he never feared Etienne'.  It was beyond his control at that point to take back what he had done so he gave his accuser a dark look and merely bowed slightly turning his back to walk down the dark corridor to his suite.  He made it that far but no farther.  As he entered the candle-lit chambers his murderer's reflection was the last image he saw and a split second later his lifeless headless body lay sprawled across the threshold.

Jeremiah took great pains to learn who had committed this heinous deed and though he had his suspicions he had no irrefutable proof.  He was less concerned that Nabal was dead but there was still danger lurking in his midst.  Danger to him and to any who would support him.  Being the new prince in waiting he had less time to deal with the investigation than he would have while still under Nabal's thumb and unlike his sire, he put the needs of others ahead of his own.  Doing so and having left no stone unturned (any that he found) he finally felt that he must move on but he swore to his primogens as well as to Phillippe that if the day came that he was apprised of the identity of Nabal's killer he would bring that one to justice.

More than once Jeremiah thought about the treachery of Nabal before he became the prince of Paris.  Murdering his own sire and letting the blame fall to Phillippe was bad enough but to join himself to Phillippe's jealous brother to bring this ostracism upon him was beyond Jeremiah's ability to reason.  To Nabal the end justified the means but later it proved to be the end of his reign.

"How could he be so shortsighted?  Then to use Etienne', my own true friend, to commit the act and turn him against Phillippe was unthinkable!"

Thinking back to his interview with Phillippe he understood the reason but being an honest man of a true character Jeremiah saw it only as folly and wickedness.  His own human death was proof of that and the shame meted out to him by his sire over the years brought this home to him so that he finally had no choice but to excise it from his consciousness or go insane.

"You have been warned Etienne'!  I should have exposed both of you when the opportunity presented; however, that was not Phillippe's purpose in handing over the document and the scepter to me.  You will live for now though you will be under my watchful eye henceforth.  I and my primogen Christoff will know if you step over the boundary again!"

It was the evening of the feast before Jeremiah took his new bride that he learned that Etienne' had committed more than one murder.  It was bad enough that he had plotted with Nabal to kill Nabal's sire and prince, and that he had orchestrated Jeremiah's human death at Nabal's hand.  Add to that the death of the lady Jeremiah held dearer than all others up till his love for Christianna took hold in his heart but thanks to Christoff he had also learned that Etienne' was responsible for Nabal's death.

"Does the man not know how to draw his mighty sword?  Is it possible for him to exist only in the death of others?"  These words tumbled over Christoff's lips as Jeremiah assimilated the news he had been presented, only half hearing what his primogen and friend had said.

"He will pay this night," Jeremiah assured his young friend.  He will no doubt challenge my right to reign as his prince and the time will come for me to bring justice."

"Please sire, permit me to do the bidding.  This will be a joyous evening for you and your new lady.  Do not give him an opportunity for more treachery."

Jeremiah was now fully listening to his young protégé and considering his offer.  After a moment he yielded feeling that his trust in the younger man would be justified and yet a moment after he did so he regretted his decision.  As they prepared for Etienne's final moments on earth two of Christoff's companions happened upon them.  It was only a momentary lapse in the young man's life and yet it was enough to make Jeremiah see that he was the only one who could take down his adversary.

Viewing the exuberance of youth and the cocky influence that these younger companions had over Christoff, Jeremiah changed his mind in an instant.  He had seen it before but when he handed over the privilege of watcher to his young friend he knew that his time with these two would be more limited.  If Christoff was to step up and carry out this new responsibility well he would have to focus on the more serious aspects in life and that would be hindered by these two jesters.  So having had an eyeful he took Christoff aside and told him that he had a more serious occupation for him that evening.  At first Christoff balked but when Jeremiah read him and planted the idea in his head Christoff never argued.  It seemed to him that the idea had come from him and when he came out of his thrall he told Jeremiah what he felt was his true responsibility that night.

"Do you realize that you will not be present when the man whose deceit and deadly deed you have uncovered will be brought to justice?"

"I do sire.  It is enough that he will be brought low.  My only regret will be that I will not be able to witness your nuptials this night.  I am grateful to have a prince who knows wisdom and understanding and who has given me the benefit of his experience," Christoff replied kissing the ring that Jeremiah held out to him.

"It will carry you far my friend," Jeremiah told him kindly, receiving the kiss and watching him fly off to his mountain perch.

The events that followed were more difficult for Jeremiah than for Etienne'.  Though his foe deserved this final death a part of him still lived in the large heart of his prince because of the time before their embrace when they shared life and laughter.  They had cared for the welfare and well being of each other and when Jeremiah returned to human society a wounded yet recovering man, albeit wounded by Etienne', his friend helped him immeasurably.  So when the time came to send his former comrade to his final death Jeremiah faced it.  He had never known or faced death like this, having regrets yet knowing it was just, but as the moment was upon him he would have faltered except for the memory of the dagger that pierced his own heart upon finding Claudine dead and discovering that Etienne' was the cause.  This knowledge, though tucked away most of the time, came to the fore and gave him the strength to square off with this fiend and honor the passing of a selfless and worthy woman who gave her life because of her great love for him.

Once justice was carried out and Jeremiah prepared to go to his new bride he flew to Christoff informing him by his mere presence that Etienne' was no more and that he had no other challengers to the princehood.  It was also his time to show Christoff that he was proud of him.  Tarrying only a moment Jeremiah finally flew to his waiting bride leaving the welfare of their people in the capable hands of his successor, Christoff.  Never looking back, Jeremiah knew that Christoff would someday succeed him and unlike Nabal he would welcome it when the time came.  Unlike Nabal, he became prince of Paris by honorable means and his rule would be an exemplary one for his young friend to follow.  His would be a very long reign of honor, truth and loyalty to the people that would continue down to the title reign of the greatest X Division champion in TNA history, Jerry Lynn.
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