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Viviane: First Lady


Chapter 1

Settling into her role as First Lady,
Viviane delighted in making her own place in Jareth’s household.
Having been in his house for a year before their marriage, she was
already comfortable in her role in the ruling house. She also kept
her ears open in the village for any problems or complaints Jareth
might need to know about. Sometimes the villagers, especially the
ladies, felt more comfortable approaching her with concerns rather
than their First Lord. While she was First Lady, she wasn’t as
formidable as Jareth.

Looking back at the previous year,
Viviane remained confused over her hesitation in accepting Jareth’s
proposal. He’s such a kind and generous man, not to mention being
an accomplished and exciting lover.

One evening after dinner, about a
month after their wedding, Jareth gazed at Viviane over a cup of
tea. She felt he had something on his mind, but wasn’t sure how to
start.

“Okay, what is it?” she
asked. “It couldn’t be anything too awful or you wouldn’t have to
think so much about it.”

“It’s something your
father and I talked about when he was here for the wedding,” Jareth
answered. “He noticed something about you which hadn’t been obvious
to him before. He felt it was important enough to speak with me
privately.”

“Something about me?” She
wasn’t sure whether to be angry, insulted, or amused by this. “What
could he possibly have noticed after all this time?”

“Let me begin from a
different angle.” Jareth began. “What do you know about the
specialties of First Lords and the ruling houses that sets them
apart?”

Viviane thoughtfully sipped her tea.
She’d never given it much thought. The First Lords were just First
Lords. The leadership was hereditary, descending from father to
firstborn son, or on rare occasions, daughter.

“I know we were brought
out of the Times of Confusion by the ancestors of our current First
Lords. They were the strongest families and leaders of the time and
were able to unite those around them to form the clans. The clans
bear the names of the first families and the lineage is traceable
back to the very first lords.”

“Yes, but what gave them
their strength?” he asked. “How, after all that time in confusion
and anarchy, were they able to bring the people together and
enforce some order?

Viviane pondered the question for a
minute before answering.

“Well, I’ve heard rumors
about some sort of telepathic ability they’re supposed to have, but
I always believed it to be a myth. Some of us used to make fun of
it when we were children, pretending we could influence people with
the power of the mind. I honestly never thought there was anything
to it. I kind of figured if they had some kind of ability, my
father and Carl wouldn’t have so much trouble keeping up with me. I
could get by with nearly anything I wanted to. I would disappear
for hours, hiding until I wanted to be found. It drove my father
insane.”

Jareth laughed at this picture.
Viviane supposed it was rather humorous, making fun of the First
Lord and doing her best to mock the traditions of the family. It
would probably come back to haunt her.

“I can see where you’d get
the idea it was just a myth. Usually the younger children in the
house are discouraged from the idea of any special gifts,” Jareth
told her. “On the other hand, the heir begins to train his
abilities as soon as they manifest.”

“Well, if all of the
children have the ability, why do they lose it?” Viviane
asked.

“If the ability, called
talent, is not trained and any signs of it repressed, the talent
fades away by the time they reach eight or nine years old. Once the
ability is lost, no longer able to be accessed it’s gone
forever.”

“Why is it only the First
Families have the talents?” Viviane asked.

“Nobody is sure. We think
when mankind first came to Esperance there were some people who had
abilities which were lost and resurfaced during the stress of the
Confusion. Maybe something happened during the Confusion which
caused the ability to be born. There are all kinds of theories
about it.”

“So nobody else has
it?”

“It doesn’t run in any
other families, as a general rule,” Jareth replied. “Sometimes a
child will be born with a wild talent. If the talent is strong and
goes unchecked, he or she is brought into the care of the ruling
house and trained for a specific service there. Wild talent
misdirected can become a dangerous threat. Sometimes a younger
child of the house manages to hold on to some of the abilities and
is trained as a wild talent.”

“I still don’t see what
this has to do with me,” Viviane insisted. “I have no talent beyond
music. I can’t see where music would harm anyone.”

“Part of the reason your
music affects others so much is because of your talent. When you
play, you shape the music’s emotional effect with your mind. People
hear the music the way you project it. Your emotional response
becomes theirs.”

He was looking at her intently as he
said this, as if judging her reaction. Surely he must be joking.
Music was just music. Some musicians were better than others, but
this could be explained by practice and tutoring. Anybody could
play well if they put in enough time and effort. And as for
feeling, you simply had to know what emotion was to be invoked and
then feel that way while you played. That’s how she’d always
played.

“That’s just a combination
of ability and practice,” she told Jareth. “There’s nothing
mystical or magical about it. It’s all in the phrasing and dynamics
of the piece, shaping the sound to the emotion.”

“If it weren’t for the
other things you do, I might agree with you,” Jareth concurred.
“But it takes quite a bit of talent to influence a First Lord, let
alone two First Lords and an heir.”

“What are you talking
about?” Viviane asked, now openly exasperated.

“While you were growing
up, I would guess it was your father’s age and four other children
to deal with which kept him from recognizing your talent,” Jareth
explained. “Since you were never trained, you don’t consciously use
your abilities, but you use them automatically when you feel
extreme emotions--very angry, very sad, or elated. They also come
out when you’re trying to wheedle a favor out of someone or when
you’re putting on airs,” he said grinning impishly.

“Okay, say I believe all
this. What does this have to do with anything now? If I’ve had and
used this ability all my life, what difference does it make? How
did it show up?”

“Your father admits you’ve
always wrapped him around your finger. He thought it was because
you were his baby girl. Looking back, he believes you had learned
to use your abilities without conscious effort, but so subtly they
weren’t clearly apparent. At the same time, you seem to be able to
block the influence of talent. When he came here with your
brothers, before the wedding announcement, you became furious at
what Carl had done. In your anger you had Carl, Belfort’s heir,
cowering in front of you like a frightened child. You should not be
able to produce this effect on an heir to the house who has trained
ability.”

“Carl always was a
sniveling, arrogant coward,” Viviane replied.

“What this all boils down
to is that you are a wild talent. You should have lost the ability
years ago, but you didn’t. And the talent of Brannach is very
strong in me, partly because my maternal grandmother was related to
the house. My ability was inherited from both sides.”

“I still don’t see a
problem,” Viviane insisted. “You’ve got the talent. I’ve got the
talent. Big deal.”

“What do you think our
children will be like?” Jareth asked quietly. “And how much trouble
will we have raising them unless you learn more about talent and
how to control it? Do you want our children to use their influence
around you if you can’t see it coming?”

“You’re serious, aren’t
you?” Viviane asked in amazement. “Is it really that serious? What
about mothers without talent? How do they cope?”

“First Ladies without
talents have talented nannies to keep a watch on everything. But
I’m not sure, with the amount of talent involved here, that this
would be enough. All I know is you have managed to manipulate me
once or twice. I caught on and blocked the rest, but I’ve felt the
nudge several times. Your father picked up on it when you were
dealing with Carl. Once he noticed it, he began to look for it and
then got worried.”

She sat and stared at him in amazement
for a moment or two, and then shook her head. How could she have
this ability and not know it? It didn’t make sense to her. She
could kind of see what it meant, if it were true, but what could
they do about it?

“You begin training so you
can feel when talent is being used around you, and so you have your
abilities under conscious control. This will make them stronger and
make it easier to detect any attempts at mental
manipulation.”

“How hard is this going to
be?” she asked.

“We won’t know until we
try. But since you broadcast so wildly, we’ll begin with some very
easy exercises in control. When we start to train you to use the
talent, we’ll go someplace private, so you don’t give everyone
around the house a headache,” Jareth chuckled.

In response, she threw a small pillow
at him, which led to a full-fledged grappling match and then into
some serious foreplay in front of the fireplace.

“Come on wench, time for
bed,” Jareth growled, pulling her up from the floor and into his
arms.

Playfully struggling in response to
the insult she answered, “Wench? I’ll give you wench, milord!”
Breaking free, she turned and ran shrieking for the stairs as
Jareth chased her into their suite, door slamming shut behind
them.












Chapter 2

Jareth himself would teach her to
begin with. His schedule was rearranged so he could work with
Viviane on her control exercises each day. The first day they
worked together in the study, he sensed Viviane was nervous, but he
wasn’t sure why.

“I guess it’s because I’m
not sure what we’re going to find out,” she admitted. “You and
Daddy seem to think I have this mysterious talent, but I don’t even
know what it is, let alone whether or not I’ll be able to learn to
control it. What if I’m too old to learn?”

“Since you’ve kept the
talent alive and I’ve felt you using it, I know you’re able to
learn how to utilize it,” Jareth explained. “It’s a matter of being
aware that you’re using it, instead of letting it happen with no
control.

“If you say so, I’ll try,”
she grudgingly agreed.

“First things first. Get
comfortable on the sofa. I need to teach you how to relax your
mind, so you can feel the talent more easily,” he told
her.

She looked at him quizzically and he
could tell she thought he was crazy. He supposed, as an adult, it
seemed backwards to relax to learn something, rather than
concentrate and focus.

“Comfy? Now close your
eyes and follow my instructions as we go along. To relax the mind,
the body has to be relaxed first. Take a deep breath in and imagine
the color red in your mind. As you release your breath, let the
color fade to black. Ready? Inhale, pause and release.”

At least she had followed this far
without questioning his sanity. Moving on, he led her through a
progressive relaxation series, starting with the top of her head
and going all the way to her feet. This was always the best part of
the practice, Jareth thought. When you were done, you were so
relaxed you felt as if you were floating in the air.

“From here, I want you to
take another deep breath and imagine the color yellow, letting it
fade as you exhale. Go ahead.”

He helped guide her into relaxing-
flooding her mind with calm images, causing her to picture herself
calm and confident in the scenes. He gave her plenty of time and
encouraged her to stay relaxed.

“Now, with your body and
mind relaxed, inhale and imagine the color green, the color of
springtime. Again, as you exhale let the color fade to black. Feel
yourself relax more deeply and feel your mind free of any stress or
worries. Let any stress go and remain calm.”

He mentally reached out to see how she
was doing, and for a first try, he had to give her credit. Though
he sensed some tension and apprehension, there wasn’t enough of a
problem to stop the exercise.

“Viviane, I’m going to
count backwards from ten to one. As you hear each number, your
relaxation becomes deeper and deeper all the way to one. When I
reach one, you will be more relaxed than you have ever been, and
you’ll be ready to begin your lesson for today. When you are ready,
tell me and we will begin.”

Viviane sat still for a few seconds,
frowned slightly and then said, “Okay, I’m ready. Let’s
begin.”

Jareth was impressed so far. Because
she was an adult she was better able to keep relaxed and focused at
the same time. Children had a much shorter attention span and a
tendency to bounce from thought to thought.

He counted down to one and she was
visibly more relaxed. He could sense her mind was relaxed as well,
almost to the point of sleep. That was good, and before she either
went to sleep or lost that state, he began.

“I’m thinking of a color,
concentrating on the color in my mind. With your mind relaxed,
reach out to me and see the color I’m thinking of.”

They worked for some time before he
brought her back out of her meditative state. She yawned and
stretched before she smiled up at him.

“That didn’t take long. Is
this all there is to it?” she asked.

“How long do you think
we’ve been here?” Jareth asked in return. From experience he knew
time flew by in the meditative state and hours seemed like
minutes.

“I don’t know. Ten or
fifteen minutes? Maybe twenty.”

Jareth chuckled. “That’s another thing
you need to learn eventually. Time travels differently when you’re
working in deep relaxation. We’ve actually been here nearly an
hour.”

“What? No wonder I’m so
stiff! Are you sure?”

“Afraid so. And it’s
almost time for lunch. I’ll bet you’re hungry.”

“As a matter of fact, I
am,” Viviane replied. “How did I do?”

They discussed the concepts they’d
gone over while they waited for lunch to arrive. He explained how
necessary it was to go through the entire relaxation sequence, so
her mind could be receptive.

“Now, at some point today
and tomorrow, I want you to go through the relaxation techniques
all the way through the ten to one count down. You need to do it at
least twice each day. Just like your music, you need practice.
Okay?”

“I promise,” she said
solemnly, then giggled. “This has got to be the easiest practicing
I’ve ever done.”

“Don’t worry. The further
you go, the more complex it gets. So far we’re simply trying to get
you in control, and to control your talent, you have to control
your emotions. That’s where we start.”

“Really? Well I can think
of a few other things which improve with practice, too, but they
don’t require a whole lot of control,” she said with a come hither
look on her face.

“Hmm… I suppose I could
fit you into my schedule, let’s see, about a week and half from
now. Is that good for you?”

He dodged the cushion and caught the
girl. Eventually Gerard, his butler, would get over the shock of it
all. The tone with which he announced lunch said a lot about his
opinion of the non-studious activities in the study.

****

Viviane was still trying to get her
mind around the idea of a special talent affiliated with the ruling
families, let alone finding she had this ability. She remembered
some of Jareth’s men talking about it with her, but she had put it
off to a myth. They had assured her, when she and Jareth had danced
the Suitor’s Dance in the fall, they could sense the mental battle
between the two of them. Jareth compelled her to finish the sets
and she resisted his influence.

“Annie,” she asked as her
companion entered the room. “You’ve been around talented people for
a long time. What does it feel like when talent is used around you?
Do you feel anything at all if you aren’t talented?”

“What does it feel like?”
Annie asked her. “Well, most people never feel it, unless for some
reason it’s directed strongly right at them. Even then, most don’t
know what it is.”

“Have you ever felt it,
Annie?”

Annie chuckled and then answered her.
“Aye, that I have. I’ve worked here in the house for the better
portion of my life. What with Jareth growing up here and learning
to control his talent, and having his father using it when it was
needed, aye, I’ve known the talent. And when Lord Jareth and his
father, Lord Phillip, would get into it, the whole staff would have
a headache!”

“Jareth and his father
used to argue?” Viviane asked, hoping for a little insight into the
family.

“Argue? It sometimes fell
just short of a full-fledged brawl around here. Your Jareth was
quite a terror when he was a boy. How Lady Anne managed to deal
with him, I’ll never know.”

“You said they sometimes
gave the staff a headache. Was it from using the talent?” Viviane
asked.

“Not just from using it,
more like letting it use them. Normally when the talent is used
around you, you feel a little bit of pressure in your head, if you
feel anything at all. But when the two of them would get at it and
let their control slip, boy oh boy, yes! Those of us who were more
sensitive to it would get headaches for hours after.”

“So, some people are more
sensitive than others?”

“Oh sure, like anything
else, really. And the more you’re around it, the more you can sense
it.”

Viviane thought for a moment. “Have
you ever felt me use the talent, Annie?”

There was her chuckle again. “Just
about any time you get upset. Elated, depressed, angry, times like
those. It’s tied to your emotions. Why all the
questions?”

“Jareth and my father are
apparently worried about me being a wild talent and what this means
when our children are born. They feel our children will have
extremely strong talents, and since I seem to have it, too, I
should be trained.”

“That makes sense to me,
but since you grew up in one of the houses, weren’t you aware of
the gift?” Annie asked her.

“I guess I learned to
block it out early on. And when the abilities should have faded
away, I hid them instead, not knowing I had any to start with.
Jareth said they became automatic and very subtle.”

“Ah!” Annie remarked,
obviously having had a revelation of some sort. “If you
automatically block the influence, you don’t know when it’s being
used around you. I’d say you will need to know at least that much
when the wee ones arrive. Untalented children can be enough trouble
when they throw tantrums. Talented children? There will be
headaches all around!”

Since Jareth had instructed Viviane to
practice the relaxation techniques before they worked together
again, she went over them that afternoon, after she’d talked with
Annie, and once more later in the evening, while she waited for
Jareth before dinner. It was a little harder without someone to
guide her through it, but she managed to get down to the relaxed
state twice.

The next morning, after Jareth had
gone to his morning rounds, she tried again. Jareth would be back
about an hour before lunch to work with her, and she wanted to have
made progress.

Counting down from ten to one, she
felt her mind relax into the state she had felt with Jareth’s
guidance. Not knowing what else to do, she let her mind wander, as
if in a daydream. Initially she seemed to be in the warm sunshine,
with kind of golden glow around her. Then she started to hear
snippets of conversation from various people around the
house.

There was Annie talking to one of the
younger girls about the linens to bring upstairs. Gerard was
talking to one of his lads about a delivery arriving today. At
first she didn’t know what was happening, but once she did, she
thought she’d see if she could reach Jareth, just to see what he
was doing.

As she thought about him, she saw him
standing in front of his men. He was unhappy with this particular
patrol over a matter from the day before. She was just beginning to
get the drift of the scene when she heard quite loudly and
distinctly, “Go away, Viviane! We’ll discuss this
later!”

The next effect was like having a door
slammed in your face, or being roughly shoved away from someone.
She gasped and jerked out of her relaxed state without the benefit
of counting out calmly. For a moment she felt a little dazed while
her mind settled back into where she was.

Now Jareth was going to be angry with
her. She just knew he would. But she hadn’t intended any harm and
she hadn’t given it much thought. She just wanted to be near Jareth
and see what he was doing. Barging into a disciplinary meeting
wasn’t high on her list of things to do today.

This set her to thinking about talent
in general. She was beginning to understand why wild talents could
be a threat. If she could do this without meaning to, what could
someone who understood their talent do with practice? What were all
the different ramifications of the talent anyway? She had a lot to
learn.

Deciding it was probably wise to quit
experimenting until she knew a little more, she got down her flute
and began to play. Her mind wandered like it always did, taking her
to scenes which fit the music she was playing. Today her music was
happy and carefree when she started, then evolved into something
wilder and more exciting, like the exotic dances performed by the
wanderers around the evening campfires. In her mind she could see
the swirl of the skirt, the firelight reflected off of the beadwork
patterns, and smell the smoke from the fire. She became the dancer,
twirling and dancing for the crowd. Emotions flowed in waves from
her mind and through the dance to those who watched.

The tray crashing outside her door
brought her out of her reverie. She heard the girls giggling in the
hallway as they rushed to clean up what had fallen. Opening the
door, she saw the girls, tray and pitcher in hand, merrily twirling
down the hallway, laughing as they went.

“Milady,” she heard
Annie’s voice floating from down the corridor somewhere. “I do hate
to say anything, because the music is so beautiful. But if you
could pull in your talent a little when you play, it would be
easier to get the work finished. All the girls think they’re
dancers at the moment and I can’t get anything done.” Vivian,
dazed, drifted back into the suite and settled onto the sofa, lost
in thought.

Jareth would arrive back at the house
soon, so she decided it would be better all-around if she quit
trying to do anything and waited for him in the study instead. She
got comfortable on the sofa and watched the fire, making doubly
sure not to daydream.

She had been there only a few minutes
when Jareth came through the door. As he opened his mouth, she
jumped ahead to apologize.

“Jareth, I’m so sorry I
intruded today. I didn’t mean to. Really I didn’t. It just sort of
happened when I thought of you and wondered what you were
doing.”

“I know, Viviane,” he told
her, then pulled her close for a kiss. Holding her tightly he
asked, “So what else have you gotten into today?” The twinkle in
his eyes said he knew he wasn’t alone on the receiving end of her
emotions.

As she told him what had happened, he
nodded, chuckled slightly, and then turned serious.

“I had guessed working
with your talent would strengthen it, but I hadn’t realized it
would be this strong this soon, or so out of control.”

“What am I supposed to do,
Jareth?” she asked him. “It seems any time my mind begins to
wander, I either influence everybody around me or go snooping where
I don’t belong.”

“First, avoid music
completely. Music amplifies emotional impact, and when you
broadcast your talent, it becomes reality.”

“Second, we work on
control. While you were having fun today, did you notice anything
in particular about the way you felt or what you thought before
your began to reach out?” Jareth asked her, eyes
twinkling.

“Not at first. I was just
practicing, like you told me to do, and it felt like I was
daydreaming. Only I was hearing conversations in other parts of the
house.”

“Then I thought about you
and what you were doing. I remember thinking I’d like to be with
you, and then I was, sort of. Right before you noticed me and
slammed the door.” She pouted at him. He could have been more
polite when he’d sent her away.

“It is fairly rude to
listen in when I’m working with the troops,” he retaliated. “In
troubled times, that sort
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