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Part I

"Though lovers be lost... love shall not... and death shall have no dominion." The words led to 
darkness and the darkness consumed all.

Horrible images followed. Pain, grief, rage, turmoil, danger, and violence all pounded the 
darkness in angry waves. It seemed as if nothing could prevent their disjointed progression as
they tried to push back the void. But the darkness would not be overrun. The darkness 
brought peace. Peace brought rest. Physical movement began then. A tensing of a leg muscle
was followed by a sudden jerk. The leg became rigid and would no longer be manipulated. 
Breathing became fast and erratic.

Finally, sound emerged from a dry throat. "Death shall have no dominion."

The golden halo of hair shook when he turned abruptly at the sound. He didn't breathe, he 
didn't move. He had been fooled before. He had to be sure so he focused on her face and 
waited. Another movement provoked a plea from him. A plea born of hope and desperation.

"Catherine?"

The few seconds before she responded seemed frozen in time. "Vincent..."

Quickly, he moved from his position at the foot of his bed to her side. At the moment the 
movements began, he had been exercising her inactive legs to maintain some muscle tone.

"Catherine - open your eyes. Come back to me, Catherine." Desperately, he began reciting 
the long remembered line. "Though they sink through the sea," he repeated. "They shall rise 
again. Catherine, rise from it! Come back to me'"

At first, her response was tentative. She moved as if in slow motion. Her eyelids fluttered 
slightly then, with excruciating hesitancy, they opened. Vincent's heart skipped several beats 
then began to thud so rapidly he thought his chest would explode. Tears burned his eyes. Her
eyes began to focus as she continued to blink the lids. The voice had finally penetrated the 
darkness and led her through the veil. Now she desperately fought to clear her vision. The 
golden blur in front of her slowly came into focus and she found herself staring into the blue 
eyes she had bid farewell to only - only when?

"Vincent?"

That one word was heaven to Vincent. "Yes," he responded in a cracked voice that betrayed 
his emotions. Eagerly, he reached for her all too long-stilled hand and brought it to his face. 
He placed her cool palm against his cheek. "Yes, Catherine, it's Vincent. I'm here."

"It's really you?" she asked in a weak voice.

"Yes - yes," he assured her excitedly.

"How can it be? I - died, didn't I?"

"No, Catherine. You went into a deep coma," he patiently explained.



"Where am I?"

"You're home. You're safe."

For a moment, she let those words wash over her - comfort her. It had all been a horrible 
nightmare, one that had finally ended. The moment passed quickly as muddled memories 
became clearer and terror gripped her. 

"The baby!" Frantically, she grabbed Vincent's vest and pulled herself upright. "Our baby! 
Where's our baby?" she desperately pleaded.

"You must rest, Catherine."

"He took our baby! We have to find him!"

"We will - I promise you."

That wasn't what she wanted to hear. They should be doing something, anything! Angrily, she 
tossed the quilt aside and struggled to get out of bed.

"Catherine - NO!"

"I have to go!"

"No!" With a gentle, but firm, grip, he grabbed her shoulders and held her tightly. "You are too 
weak. You need more time."

"Vincent! That man has our baby! We have to get him back!"

His eyes grew dark and forbidding as his gaze bore into her. "I swear to you with all that I am 
that our child will be brought home. I will not relent until it is done or I am dead. I vow this to 
you, Catherine!"

The conviction in his voice reached her panic-stricken and confused mind. She allowed him to
ease her back onto the pillows.

"How long have I..."

"You've been home for almost three weeks."

"Three weeks! I've lost three weeks!"

"The morphine you were injected with almost killed you, Catherine. It took some time for your 
body to break it down and dispose of it."

"Oh God, that monster's had my baby for three weeks. Vincent?"

"Try to calm yourself, Catherine. We have all our helpers constantly searching for leads. I 
search in the darkness every night for some clue. I have contacted Elliot as well."

"Elliot? Elliot saw you?"

"Yes. I went to him for help and our mutual love for you has forged a bond of friendship and 
trust. He is as determined to find our child as I am. He has put his vast resources at our 
disposal in the search."

"That sounds like Elliot. What about Joe? Does he know?"

"He is conducting his own investigation..."

"Moreno! He has to be warned about Moreno!"

"The District Attorney?"

"He's the one who arranged my kidnapping."

"He betrayed you!"



"Yes. Joe has to be warned not to trust him. Vincent, Moreno might know where our child is."

Vincent found himself on the verge of that red, swirling vortex of rage. The anger quickly built 
inside him to an almost uncontrollable pitch. 

"I will find him and I will force him to tell me what he knows before I rip him apart!"

"Vincent!" She could see the rage taking control of him.

Her cry brought him back from the edge. She needed him. He had to be in control for her.

"We have to handle this carefully. I must speak to Joe. Can you arrange it safely and quickly?"

"Yes, it can be done. I will see to it myself. Catherine, our son will be home soon. I promise 
you. He will spend as little time with that...as possible."

It wasn't so much what he said as the way he said it. Her fear and panic subsided to a 
manageable level as she felt his strength surge into her. It was then she began to allow other 
emotions to surface and tentatively touched his face. "You are real!"

"Yes."

"Oh, Vincent..."

Her eyes filled with tears as she fought to sort out the confused state of her emotions. She 
could see the tears of joy that streaked down Vincent's cheeks. All those months of loneliness
crashed down around her heart like a tidal wave. The futility of it all would have carried her 
away in painful agony if not for Vincent's arms. She sought them instinctively. 

"Vincent. I've missed you so. Hold me tight!"

He willingly obeyed her plea as much for himself as for her. He needed to feel her in his arms.
She cried into his shoulder and, for the first time in months, he truly felt her pain. The horrible 
emptiness within him began to feel her warmth once again and somehow he found the 
strength to speak his heart. "I love you. Catherine."

The tears continued until Catherine pulled herself back to look into his tear-filled eyes. "I love 
you too."

Their eyes and hearts joined in celebration of their reunion. The distance between them 
became unbearable as they gave in to the longing for a more physical joining. Vincent leaned 
forward by centimeters until their lips were almost touching then closed his eyes and pressed 
his mouth gently and firmly against hers. He pulled back quickly and looked at her reverently.

Her hand was still resting on his shoulder. Without hesitation, she gripped him around the 
neck and pulled him to her for a deep, passionate kiss. As his startled resistance faded, she 
pulled them both back against the pillows and stroked his hair.

When she relinquished his lips, he lingered close, fighting to control the maelstrom of 
sensations within him. Slowly, he opened his eyes and looked into hers. "Catherine..." he 
whispered breathlessly.

"No more holding back, Vincent. Too much has happened to go back." With one finger, she 
traced the soft down covering his nose. "We have a son. Can you believe that? You and I had 
a baby!" She couldn't hide the wonder and sadness that crept into her voice.

Vincent watched the display of emotion on her face while her words filled him with joy. "Yes. 
Tell me about him. Tell me about - our son."

"Yes. Vincent. There is so much we need to talk about. So much has happened!"

"I know. Everything we were before has been shattered and I don't know how to pick up the 



pieces." Vincent painfully admitted.

She gripped his hand tightly. "We'll do it together. No matter what fate has handed us, our 
love has survived - and grown. We have a child now. A tiny miracle created by our love."

Vincent contemplated her words for a moment, then lowered his eyes to their still entwined 
hands.

"Catherine, I have to know about our son's conception. I ... still cannot remember that night in 
the catacombs."

"Catacombs? Vincent, that wasn't where it happened."

"But... I don't understand. Where?"

"That last night in my apartment."

He was really confused now. "Then - what happened in the catacombs?" he asked.

"Vincent, you were barely alive. I kissed you and - you tried to - respond but you passed out. I
just held you and kept you warm - that's all. Why did you think it happened there?"

"I have no memory of that time. I just assumed... I feared..."

"You feared what?"

He was still unable to meet her eyes. "I feared I had - forced you."

"Forced me? Vincent - you would never do that!"

"Catherine. I was lost in that darkness. I had no control."

"It doesn't make any difference. You could never hurt me!" She studied his still confused 
expression. "I think it's time you heard the truth."

"Catherine, you're tired," Vincent argued.

"No. You need to hear this. There's no need for you to carry this doubt around with you any 
longer."

The memory of that time had been the precious lifeline she clung to during those long days 
and nights of her captivity. Bringing it to mind now to share with him rekindled the fire she felt 
that night.'

"You crashed through my bedroom doors in pursuit of - some imagined demon. I managed to 
get you onto my bed and you slept for almost twelve hours. You called out for me in the midst 
of some nightmare and I lay down beside you to comfort you."

Vincent listened with dread.

"A few hours later, I changed into my gown and went to sleep beside you. I wanted you to 
reach out for me so badly and when you did - I..."

"I reached for you?" Vincent asked in disbelief.

"Yes. You rolled over and pulled me into your arms. I stroked your hair and you began to 
move closer until you were almost - on top of me. You rested your head on my - breast like a 
child seeking comfort."

"You don't have to go into detail," Vincent remarked as he turned his head away from her.

"Yes, I do," she countered. "I have savored and cherished the memory of that night since it 
happened. You need to hear all of it."

He steeled himself to hear the worst.

Catherine's eyes closed and her gaunt face assumed a reverent expression. "You were so 



sweet and gentle. Every touch was filled with tenderness and respect."

There was no fear in her heart and her words were filled with love. If he had forced her, there 
would be pain, anguish - wouldn't there?

"You began to nuzzle my neck and to - touch me and pull me closer. Vincent, I wanted you so 
badly. I prayed you'd wake up and make love to me. I wanted to take away your pain. I 
wanted to take away your doubts."

"I don't understand," Vincent sadly commented. "How could I...we... without me realizing it?"

"I wondered about that myself. Then I realized that it was the only way you'd ever cross that 
boundary. Besides, I wasn't thinking too clearly myself at the time." A slight blush brightened 
her face as she lowered her gaze. "I couldn't deny you or myself any longer," she continued. 
"I took the next step and began to encourage your touches and caresses. Then I pushed you 
onto your back and hesitated for a minute."

"Out of fear?"

"In a way. I was afraid of what you'd think of me later. If I took advantage of the situation, 
would our love be destroyed? I was about to betray your trust."

"Catherine..."

"No, listen. They were valid arguments. Anyway, I decided that what you needed was to be 
reassured of your humanity. You needed to be accepted and loved as a man and I was the 
only woman who could do that. I could give you the gift of your manhood and that was 
something you desperately needed."

"At what cost to you?"

"Vincent," Catherine responded sternly. "There is nothing I wouldn't give you. I have wanted to
share that with you for so long. What happened between us that night was beautiful and I will 
always cherish the memory. Never doubt that."

She studied him for a moment, waiting to feel his reaction. Once assured of acceptance, she 
continued. "I undressed myself and unfastened your shirt and pants. The whole time we were 
apart, you kept calling my name and reaching for me. The longing in your voice nearly broke 
my heart."

"You ... undressed me?"

"It took a while but you finally responded to my instructions and helped me remove your 
clothing."

He couldn't look at her any longer. She had seen him naked and, so far, was not repulsed. "I 
don't need to hear any more."

"Yes, you do. You're going to hear every detail of that night. I guided your hands to - caress 
me. I kissed and touched you everywhere." She noticed his pained response to the word 
"everywhere". "Yes, Vincent. I touched you everywhere I always longed to - everywhere I 
knew you longed for my touch. We loved passionately and completely. That first time was..."

"First time? You mean..."

"Yes. We loved twice that night. The first time was for you. I guided you. The second time - oh
Vincent, the second time, you reached for me and truly pleased me. I never felt so fulfilled in 
my life."

Vincent sat for a moment considering her words. "What happened then?"

"We both fell asleep. You slept into the next afternoon. After talking with Peter on the phone, I 



returned to the bedroom and found that you had dressed and were standing in front of the 
French doors. Don't you remember that?"

"I don't remember dressing. I just remember standing there looking out into the city. How 
could I lose that memory?" he asked. The anguish filled his voice.

"I don't know. Perhaps it was the illness or perhaps you felt guilty about it and pushed it from 
your mind."

"But Catherine, how could I want to forget making love to you? I've dreamed of it for so long!" 
He immediately regretted his admission.

"I'm glad to hear that. I always wanted you to admit your desires."

"How could I? To admit them would give them even more power. How could I torture us both 
like that?"

"Maybe all of this could have been avoided if we had admitted and dealt with our desires 
before they became so overpowering."

"That is a terrible burden."

"I know and right now it's a useless argument. We need to be concentrating on getting our 
baby back."

"You're right. You must tell me all you remember of this man and his organization. Even the 
most minute detail could tell us something."

The loving expression of only moments ago vanished quickly. Her face grew taut and pale 
with strain. Passionate, bright green eyes became dull and cold. He could never remember 
Catherine ever being so full of hatred and fear.

"Catherine...Catherine?" Her frail body began to shiver and Vincent pulled her into his arms. 
She clutched at him desperately.

"It was horrible, Vincent. They tortured me with drugs until I thought I would lose the baby. I 
was so sick and weak I couldn't fight back. Then, after he saw you, he figured out that you 
were the baby's father. That's when he decided he wanted our child."

Anger was seething just within Vincent's control. What they did to her was horrible enough on 
its own. To cruelly take their child was worse. For her sake, he managed to turn back his rage.

"Everything changed then," she continued as her body trembled. "They took care of me as if I 
were some prize brood mare about to foal. The baby was all they wanted. I prayed you would 
find me or I would think of some way out before the baby came. It killed me inside to think of 
that man taking your child. I even tried to fight the labor, but I just couldn't. Finally, he 
threatened to cut the baby out so I all but forced the birth."

Tears filled Vincent's eyes. "Catherine..." he moaned.

"The pain was horrible and I was so scared for both of us. When I felt him come out and I 
heard him cry, all I wanted was to hold him but they wouldn't let me. He was there waiting to 
take him away. They did let me look at him for a few seconds, though. Oh God! Vincent, he 
was the most beautiful baby I've ever seen!"

A wondrous change took place in her eyes when she talked about the baby. They were now 
bright and filled with love and he couldn't help being swept away by the strong current of 
maternal love pouring from her. "Tell me," he begged.

"Oh, Vincent," she sighed. "He was perfect in every way. He had light hair like yours and big 
blue eyes. His little body was all red and he was crying at the top of his lungs. I just wanted to 



- I just wanted..." The tears began to flow and, again, she found Vincent's arms around her.

"This man must be Satan himself. How could anyone be so cruel?" Vincent wondered.

The sudden rush of uncontrollable pain and anguish annoyed Catherine. While locked away 
in Gabriel's monolith, she worked very hard at feeling and expressing no emotion. It was how 
she survived. She took a deep breath and pulled back from him, once again in control. "After 
they took him away, the doctor injected me with something."

"Morphine," Vincent added.

"I asked him what it was and he just said I wouldn't suffer. It dawned on me then what he had 
done. As the drug took effect, all I could think about was you and the life we'd never have."

"You made it to the roof - how?"

"I can't explain it. As I was lying there, waiting to die, I felt you. I knew you were there and I 
knew I had to tell you about the baby. I knew you would get him back if I told you. I don't know
where the strength came from, but I made it.

"Vincent, when I fell into your arms, there was so much I wanted to say. I wanted to tell you 
about the baby, how much I loved you, and how I felt about making love that night - I didn't 
have the strength. After that, everything went black... Vincent, what happened then?"

Vincent reluctantly visualized the events of that night. "Catherine, the anguish I felt was - 
beyond any pain I had ever felt before. Everything inside of me shattered. I couldn't even 
comprehend what you'd said about the baby. I thought you were dead, but I hoped, beyond 
reason, that I was wrong. I carried you to Father and he found a weak pulse."

"You carried me all the way back here? You didn't take me to my apartment?"

"No. Why?"

"I thought...never mind. Go on."

"Father summoned Peter and they worked with you for some time trying to get you stabilized. 
Catherine, I was scared to death. Losing you was... I just couldn't bear it."

She gathered his trembling hand to her chest.

"You've been in a coma since then."

"And you've been taking care of me?"

"During the day, I did. At night, I would search for some clue of our child."

"Vincent - I don't know if this means anything or not, but I would like you to have someone 
check out an estate. While in the coma, I had these - dreams, or visions. They're all so 
confusing. I don't know what is reality and what is nightmare. I'd just feel better if I could talk 
to Elliot. I think he can help us in ways Joe can't. Joe's life is in danger as long as Moreno is 
around. The less we involve him, the better."

"Then you don't want me to arrange a meeting with Joe?" he asked.

"No, not yet. I want to see Elliot first." Catherine stated thoughtfully.

The emotional strain and physical exertion were taking their toll. Catherine leaned back into 
the pillows and became aware of her body's weaknesses. She also became aware of the 
heaviness and tenderness in her breasts. At first, it wasn't all that bad, but it was getting 
worse by the minute. She turned uncomfortably. "Vincent, could you get Father for me? I need
to -talk to him."

Vincent was more than a little hesitant to leave her but, apparently, she had questions only a 



physician could answer. "Of course, I'll go get him. Is there anything else you need?"

"I'd love some tea and some privacy with Father."

"As you wish. I'll be back soon."

As he began to rise from his position on the bed, Catherine grabbed his arm. "Vincent..."

His head tilted as he searched her emotions.

"From now on, I'd like a hello or good-bye kiss. If you don't mind, that is? I think it's time we 
acted like lovers."

Her request shocked him a little. "I don't mind. It's just that I don't quite know what is 
expected. I've never been someone's - lover before."

"I know. I hope you're not offended by my - demands."

"I look forward to fulfilling all of them I can. I will be relying on your insights to guide me."

Her smile was radiant and loving but there was a spark of much more. The desire that had 
always been tempered and veiled by her iron control shone completely unchecked. It both 
stunned and frightened him. Obeying her request, he again sought the pleasure of her lips. 
The kiss was simple but said so much. He pulled himself away but not without one last 
lingering look at her.

* * * * * *

Catherine waited patiently until Father finished his preliminary examination. When, at last he 
seemed satisfied, she got her opportunity to get some answers.

"Father, I want to know exactly what happened to me and when I'll be strong enough to go 
after my baby."

It was an honest question and one so like Catherine. "Physically and emotionally, you've been
subjected to a great deal. You'll suffer the consequences of it for some time. In a nutshell, 
though, here it is. You're suffering from deep emotional and physical shock. You were given 
an overdose of morphine that weakened your body terribly. It took some time for it to clear 
your system and you gave birth with no post - natal procedures being done. As far as 
recovery is concerned, you've progressed beyond our hopes. You're terribly weak and it will 
take some time for your body to heal and you must allow that. You are lucky to be alive."

"What I must do is find my baby!"

"You are no longer in this alone. All of your friends will do whatever it takes to bring that 
about."

"I'm sorry. I've been so alone for so long," she explained.

"I know. I'm so sorry."

"Father, there's some other things I need to know," Catherine said in a tired voice.

"You can ask me anything."

"Vincent. He's been caring for me, hasn't he?"

"Yes. He has been sleeping, if you can call it that, in this chair during the day and going out at 
night. I've been very worried about him. He insists upon feeding you and attending to..."

"To what?" she asked when she noticed Father's face flush.



"Your personal needs," he answered. "He bathes you and washes your hair."

"Really? I can't imagine him ever being so bold."

"I suppose his near loss of you destroyed his sense of modesty. Frankly, he does not want to 
entrust your care to anyone."

Catherine smiled to herself as she pictured Vincent trying to bathe her more personal areas. 
"There's one more thing I have to know about. I don't know very much about childbirth so I 
don't know what to expect. How long will it take for me to heal?"

"From giving birth - normally about six weeks. In your case, however, I'd say about eight 
weeks at least. I'll examine you from time to time to check on your progress. You should be 
able to resume all activities by then."

"All?"

He knew what she was asking. "I'd give intercourse at least two months, Catherine."

"Another question. My - breasts are very tender and I discovered that I'm producing milk. After
three weeks without nursing a child, shouldn't I have stopped?"

Father debated the rightness of discussing his theories about something so personal with her,
but she had a right to know.

"You're right. A woman's breasts are made to feed her child. They prepare for that during 
pregnancy. After the birth, the production begins. If the breasts are not suckled, the production
slowly ceases. If a woman chooses not to breast feed, there is medication to help dry up the 
glands."

"Then why do I still have milk?"

"What I'm about to tell you is strictly my suspicion and nothing more."

"I want to hear it."

"Several hours after Vincent brought you back, we noticed the leakage had begun. You were 
also swollen and irritated. I suggested the medication but Vincent vehemently objected."

"Why?" she asked in confusion.

"He didn't say but I think, in his mind, he knew you'd want to breastfeed your child. He saw 
giving up on that as giving up on finding him."

"But - how?"

"The only way to continue production was for the breasts to be suckled - the old supply and 
demand theory. The best option is wet nursing another child. Another less effective method is 
the breast pump. The chances for breast infections are higher with the pump over a longer 
time because of the milk not all being drained from the breast. Since there are no infants in 
the tunnels and we have no pump, I surmised..."

"What? What are you saying?"

"I don't know for sure, but that night Vincent put the blanket up over the door and the next 
morning, your condition had improved. I examined you and you showed all the signs of having
nursed a child."

"Are you implying that Vincent..."

"I can't say for sure, but I'm at a loss for another explanation."

Catherine allowed a moment for that bit of information to register. The implication that Vincent 
had actually suckled her to keep her breasts producing milk left her totally shocked.



"Now that you are conscious, you must decide how best to handle this. I'll give you the 
medication if you like or you may use the pump."

"Let me think about it," she answered in a stunned voice.

"Of course. Catherine, I must remind you that your recovery will be slow. Don't expect too 
much too soon. You can't push yourself."

"I'll try, but I won't promise. I'll do what I have to get my baby back."

"I'm sure you will. Just don't try to do it all by yourself."

"I'll try," she promised.

"Thank you," Father smiled as he stood up and kissed her gently on the forehead. "I'll send 
Vincent in. I'm sure he's pacing the passageway."

"Thank you, Father."

A few minutes later, when Vincent walked in, he was startled to see Catherine unbuttoning her
gown.

"I've got a problem I hope you can help me with," she said as she glanced down at her 
swollen and leaking breasts.

He could feel his face turning a deep crimson as the heat of embarrassment inflamed him. 
How could he explain this to her? Would she be disgusted with him? Why had he been so 
foolish?

"Please," Catherine pleaded.

She knew, but how? He stepped forward but couldn't quite meet her eyes. "Catherine, I..."

"You don't have to justify what you did out of love. I can't give up either. I understand and I 
agree with your decision."

Her words bolstered his wavering courage. "You do?"

"Yes. Now - would you please get over here. This is awfully uncomfortable."

Vincent was not prepared for her almost eager acceptance of his actions. What he expected 
was disgust and anger. He swayed unsteadily for a moment as the reality of what he was 
about to do made him a little weak in the knees. With shaking hands and a pounding heart, he
hooked the blanket over the chamber entrance and again turned to an expectant Catherine.

They stared at each other awkwardly as they realized how, what they were about to do, would
change their relationship. He wasn't aware of the night they made love or of her ensuing 
pregnancy just as she had not been aware of his very personal care of her. It seemed that 
during their various stages of intimacy, one or the other was not aware of what was 
happening. This would be one of their first shared intimacies.

With short, uncertain steps, Vincent approached the bed. As he did, he thought about what 
had happened the night of her return.

* * * * *

After Father left, Vincent paced the floor trying to make a decision. His refusal to allow him to 
give Catherine medication to stop her milk production was purely instinctive. Why? He knew 
something had to be done for her condition soon, but it all boiled down to one question. What 
would she want? The answer was simple. Catherine would want to be able to breastfeed her 



child when they found him. To do that, her milk production could not be interfered with and the
only way to assure that was the pump or the nursing of another child. As there were no infants
in need of such care Below and the pump seemed cold and clinical, there was only one 
possibility they both could accept - he must do it himself.

He remembered his frantic search for some reference material on the subject and how 
nervous he was when the time came to carry out his plan. His hands trembled as he opened 
her gown. His breath caught in his throat at the sight of her soft, delicate breasts tipped with 
their rose colored nipples. It seemed so wrong yet so right.

Taking a deep breath, he concentrated on what he'd read. He tenderly drew the entire nipple 
into his mouth and began a deep sucking motion. His efforts were quickly rewarded as he 
tasted the sweet nectar.

His hand gently massaged and kneaded the breast as he closed his eyes and tried to push 
aside his erratic thoughts. What if she awakened and was truly disgusted by what he was 
doing? What would he say or do? He also thought about how much he longed to feel her 
hands stroking him as she held him to her breast like a child. His longings were stirring him to 
the edge of the abyss of his desires.

After finishing her left breast, he repeated the procedure on the right one. Upon completing 
that task, he lifted his head and studied her closely. The swelling was gone and she seemed 
to be resting more comfortably. A sigh escaped him as he relished the sight of her bared 
breasts and savored the memory of his intimate contact.

The longer he looked, the more aroused he became so he quickly refastened her gown and 
left the chamber. Once he found a safe place, he did what he always did when his passions 
became uncontrollable. Under the protection of his cloak, he unzipped his pants and slid his 
hand inside to seek relief.

* * * * * *

Looking at her now, lying there waiting for him, wanting him to ease her discomfort, Vincent 
felt his control slipping. While she was unconscious, it was easy to do what was needed, but 
now, she was fully aware.

"Catherine - are you sure?"

"Yes," she answered with certainty. "When our son comes home, I want to feed him. I'd rather 
you continue to... Somehow it just seems right."

Her eyes told him she meant it so he sat down on the bed and watched as she worked the 
gown off her shoulder. She looked up at him shyly. "What...How...I don't know how to do this."

"You just lie back a little and relax. Tell me if I hurt you in any way or if you want me to stop. I 
usually keep - nursing until the milk stops. Catherine - if this bothers you, I'll get the pump."

"No. I want you to do this."

He nodded slowly then leaned over until his mouth was only centimeters from her nipple. 
Cautiously, he reached up to support the breast then licked the tip to moisten it. When he took
it into his mouth, he heard her sharp intake of air and the moan that followed. Slowly her body
began to relax and then his fantasy came true. He felt her arms move around his shoulders 
and her fingers entwine themselves in his hair. Gently, she stroked him and held him close to 
her.



He would always remember the almost spiritual awakening he experienced in her arms that 
night. Her acceptance of him in such an intimate way, along with the knowledge that he had 
fathered her child, pushed his control to the limits. How could he doubt his place in her life 
after this? No - after almost losing her and knowing what she had endured, he would never 
doubt her love again.

Feeling his insistent tugging at her breast sent delicious shivers of delight all through 
Catherine's body. It reminded her of the second time they made love that night in her 
apartment. That second time, he seemed so obsessed with her breasts, it made her wonder if
he wasn't subconsciously seeking the acceptance he never got as an infant. Could it be that, 
in his delirium, he had retreated to that time and was trying to ease his feelings of 
abandonment? However it began, Vincent quickly became an ardent lover determined to 
please his partner. Whatever he lacked in experience and technique, he more than made up 
for in his eagerness and uninhibited enthusiasm. He may have forgotten it, but she would 
always remember it.

The enjoyable task ended much too soon for both of them. Vincent looked up into eyes that 
were loving and filled with a longing that matched his own. Whether it was an hour or a few 
seconds, it didn't matter. Time stood still as they gazed into each other's eyes and felt the 
rush of new, unleashed desires.

Catherine's hands were still in his hair and she used them to pull his mouth to hers in a deep, 
passionate kiss. When it ended, she pleaded, "Vincent - sleep with me tonight."

"Catherine - I can't... You're not..."

"That's not what I meant. I know we can't make love for a while but I can't bear to sleep alone 
anymore. I've been alone too long. I need you! I need your arms around me! Please!"

"Catherine, I don't know if I can - lie beside you and not...not after..."

"I know it will be difficult for you, but I don't think I can stand another night without you by my 
side where you belong. After we loved, it took all my strength to keep my distance, but I did - 
for you. I knew that night we belonged together and that beside me is where you were meant 
to be. Your touch, your kisses were destined for me only, as mine for you. Nothing in my life 
has ever felt so right. Nothing is as important to me as you and our child. Damn convention! 
Damn society! I love you as a woman loves a man and I want to share all that means with 
you. Vincent, you either move toward love or away from it. It's time you made a move!"

She was right and he knew it in the very depths of his soul. The time had come for him to 
reach out and claim their destiny. His hands trembled as he unfastened the ties of his vest 
and slipped it off his shoulders. Next, he removed his leather belt then pulled off his sweater 
and tossed them both onto the table. He followed that by removing his boots. Now the tough 
part, he thought. Nervously, he fumbled with the button and zipper of his pants. Then in one 
swift motion, he lowered them and stepped out. He faced her now wearing only his light, 
cotton underwear. To Catherine, he may have been simply removing his clothes, but it 
symbolized much more. He was finally trusting her with all that he was. Little did he know just 
what affect his all had on her.

He slid under the covers and allowed her to settle into his arms. Feeling her body nestled so 
close to him comforted him as much as it did her. They needed this time alone together. The 
healing had begun.

Late into the night, Vincent lay staring at the ceiling. Catherine slept peacefully at his side. His
thoughts were of their child and the hideous man he'd seen staring back at him from the 
helicopter. The eyes he remembered as being cold and hard as they stared at him with mild 



interest then dismissed him with an air of arrogance. Those eyes haunted him. Those eyes 
had watched as Catherine suffered at his hands. He would find great pleasure in staring 
defiantly into those eyes as he reclaimed their child then avenged his abuse of the woman he 
loved.

He looked over at Catherine's child-like face as she slept and wondered what their child 
looked like. Catherine said he was beautiful but then again, she thought he was. For a 
moment, he allowed the wonder of it all to wash over him. He had a son! Despite everything 
he had been led to believe about himself, he was a man. The child proved it! He could not 
have fathered a child with a completely human woman if he had not been mostly human 
himself.

Then he marveled at the act itself. He had made love to Catherine as a man! She had not 
been injured by his deadly claws or fangs. The other in him had not harmed her. She had 
touched him! She had kissed him and seen his body! She had surrendered herself to his 
passion and allowed him to enter her. How wonderful it must have been and how he ached for
the memory of his possession. He ached to experience it fully aware as he was now.

Somewhere deep in the recesses of his mysterious senses, he felt a tiny, barely perceptible 
quickening. Searching it, he was overcome by feelings of loneliness and abandonment. 
Feelings he had known all his life. There was an endless abyss of need and grief. At first, he 
thought the feelings came from Catherine, but she was sleeping peacefully. No, they were - 
their child! He was sensing his son!

Just as he reached for Catherine to tell her what he had sensed, she moaned and rolled over.
He watched as she grimaced in pain and tears rolled down her checks. "Catherine..." he 
called softly, "Catherine, wake up."

She continued to thrash about as if striking out at some evil. Vincent held her and talked to 
her until she calmed down and slowly opened her eyes. "Vincent?"

'"I'm here," he whispered softly. "It's all right, you're home."

She sighed and rolled deeper into his embrace.

"Was it another bad dream?" he asked.

"No. It's just the same one over and over again."

"You didn't tell me that much about it. Perhaps talking about it will destroy its power."

Catherine tried to put the senseless, horrible images into perspective. "I died on that rooftop 
and you took me back to my apartment. There was a funeral."

"Catherine..." It pained him deeply to hear such words.

"It was the strangest thing. It was as if I were - looking on somehow. I could see the anguish 
you suffered. I could see Joe and Elliot's struggles to find my killer. Elliot was killed in an 
attempt to betray you. Some detective named Diana found out about us and protected you. 
She - fell in love with you."

"Catherine! I could love no other. You know that!"

"Remember, I was dead in this dream."

"But still!" he argued.

"It's all right, it was just a dream," she tried to reassure him.

"How does it end?" he asked cautiously.

"Sometimes it ends with you holding our son at his naming ceremony and sometimes it gets 



into something about someone killing our helpers and Father leaving the community."

"Father would never leave this world. It doesn't make sense," Vincent commented.

"Dreams rarely do. The other parts didn't either. I think what really frightened me was what he 
tried to do to our baby and the torture he put you through."

"Catherine - it didn't happen. You are alive and together we will get our child back."

"Yes, we will," she said with determination. "We will begin tomorrow. I want you to set up a 
meeting with Elliot as soon as possible. Be careful, though. He is being watched, I'm sure of 
it. We'll need a neutral place to meet."

"You can't go Above. It's too dangerous and you're too weak. Perhaps we could bring him into
one of the tunnels?"

"Yes." An image from her dream flashed through her mind. "The carousel!"

"What?"

"Don't take him near the carousel. Moreno will be waiting. He must simply disappear. It's 
important, Vincent. You must not go near the carousel!"

"I won't. I'll work something out, I promise." He gave her a moment to calm down then 
reconsidered telling her about sensing their son. To burden her with something she could do 
nothing about could possibly be more than she could handle. No, he would bear it alone.

Part II

Elliot Burch sat in his plush, penthouse office. He could almost swear he had been there for 
days. Maybe he had. Since Catherine Chandler's disappearance, he had practically been 
living in his office.

He leaned back in his chair to ease the stiffness in his lower back. After a good stretch, he 
pushed himself to his feet and walked over to the window. The sunlight hurt his tired, 
bloodshot eyes as he looked out over the city. God! he was tired. The sleeves of his rumpled 
white shirt were rolled up and his tie hung limply around his neck. He needed a quick shower 
and a change of clothes but that would have to wait.

A yawn escaped him as he rubbed his eyes and thought about the task ahead. Now that he 
knew Cathy was safe, he was faced with the monumental job of finding her child. Cathy's 
child. It should have been his.

He thought of the child's real father and remembered the night they finally met.

* * * * * *

Cathy had been missing for six months. There was no word, no clues, nothing to explain her 
disappearance. Elliot knew, however, it had something to do with that damned black book she
showed him. Cleon had turned up nothing, but things were beginning to happen that could not
be explained. Cathy's disappearance was directly related to her investigation, he knew that. 
Proving it was fast becoming an obsession.

That night, he sat in his office, alone, thinking about Cathy. He was agonizing over what he 
feared had happened to her. There was a noise - or was it? Perhaps his own fear was making



him hear things in the dark. "Who's there?" he asked.

"Do not be afraid. I mean you no harm."

The words were spoken in a hauntingly compelling voice that frightened Elliot. "Who is it? I've 
got a gun!"

"There is no need for violence. I'm here about - Catherine."

Elliot froze at the mention of her name. "What do you know about Cathy?" he managed to ask
as his eyes searched the darkness.

"Catherine - is with me."

"What have you done to her?"

"She is alive but very ill."

"Where is she?" Elliot demanded.

"She is safe with people who love her."

"How do I know that?"

"You must trust me. When Catherine led you through the drainage pipes that night, she told 
you of someone. I am that someone."

"You're the man she's in love with?" Elliot asked with a mixture of disbelief and jealousy.

"My name is Vincent. Catherine and I met during the time of her attack several years ago. We
have been - involved ever since."

"But - she became involved with me during that time."

"There was a time we denied our feelings. We were both confused and frightened. Soon after 
she broke off with you, we committed to our relationship. We love each other deeply."

"Why are you here?" Elliot asked bitterly.

"First to let you know that she is safe and with people who love her - and to ask your help."

"Thank you for letting me know she is safe but I don't know how I can help you."

"The man who kidnapped her must be found. Elliot, this man kept her captive to get her child. 
He has her son."

"Son! Cathy was pregnant?"

"Yes."

Elliot thought about the last time he saw her. He remembered thinking that there was 
something different about her but he couldn't put his finger on it. "A child," he repeated to 
himself as he moved closer to the voice. "The child is yours, isn't it?"

"It is Catherine's and mine."

"Let me get this straight. You want me to help you find the child Cathy bore you? She dumped
me for you. Why would I help you?"

"Because you still love her," came the simple reply.

It was simple and it was true. Elliot moved toward the window as the battle of heart and mind 
began anew. "I could have given her the world."

"Catherine never wanted the world. She wanted complete love and trust. You couldn't give her
that. I could. I gave her my heart. I gave her my trust and support. She gave me the world. 
The world that exists in her eyes and in her heart."



"Not to mention her body," Elliot sarcastically remarked.

The comment hurt Vincent as he was sure it was intended but he knew the source. Elliot was 
hurting. He had lost Catherine and he, of all people, understood the kind of pain he was in.

"Elliot, if you ever truly loved Catherine, you would understand what finding her child means to
her."

How well he knew. How many times had he visualized Cathy as the mother of his children? 
Until tonight, he still harbored some bit of hope in the depths of his heart. Now - it shattered.

"Before I agree to anything, I have to see you. I have to face you man to man."

Vincent cringed. He wanted to avoid a confrontation but Elliot needed to know. Reluctantly, he
lowered his hood and silently prayed for Elliot's acceptance.

"Before I do, please know that I will not harm you. Please understand that I am different and 
that is why Catherine kept our secret. It is why she could not tell you about me."

Those words really made Elliot wonder. How different could he be?

Silently, the dark, imposing figure stepped from the shadows. The moonlight reflected in the 
golden halo of mane as the face became clearer. The face!

Vincent lowered his eyes as the expected expression appeared on Elliot's face. All too often 
he had seen that look of fear and it had never gotten any easier.

"What the hell..." Elliot gasped. "What - are you?"

"I don't know exactly. I was abandoned as a child. I only know that Catherine loves me as a 
man and she bore my child. Now - we have to find him. Elliot, please help us. Not for my 
sake, but for Catherine's."

Elliot was still reeling from the shock of what he had seen. Cathy loved this - man. She had 
his child. She actually preferred going to bed with this - Vincent, than him. That was 
something she denied him throughout their relationship. Do it for Cathy, his heart told him. For
once, he gave into it.

"All right - all right. I'll do what I can."

Vincent let out the breath he had been holding. "Thank you."

"Don't thank me. I owe Cathy." An awkward moment of mutual understanding passed 
between them. "What can you tell me about this man?"

* * * * * *

Elliot remembered the many hours they had talked since then. The mysterious Vincent would 
appear from time to time to exchange information and to keep him informed of Cathy's 
condition. Now, with the involvement of Diana Bennett and Joe Maxwell, he was forced to 
walk a tightrope between the three.

A knock on the door interrupted his thoughts. "Come in," he responded.

"Mr. Burch, this note just arrived for you."

"Thank you," he replied as his secretary brought it to him. He waited for her to leave, then 
opened it.



"Elliot,

At midnight, get in your elevator alone. Press the lobby button. I will come for you.

V"

It sounded a little strange, but considering the mess they were in, he didn't question it. 
Wearily, he walked back over to his desk and carefully burned the note in his ashtray.

* * * * * *

Catherine pulled her legs out from under the covers and shivered as her bare feet touched 
the old worn rug. She was determined to get up and start caring for herself. The sooner she 
could do that, the sooner she could go after her baby. Her weak legs trembled as she tested 
their strength. 

"Damn!" she muttered.

"Catherine!" Vincent exclaimed as he hurried to her side. "What are you doing?"

"I need to go to the bathroom," she explained shyly but with an edge to her voice.

"I'll bring you the bedpan."

"No you won't! I refuse to use that thing any more."

"Catherine... "

"Don't use that tone with me. Vincent - I need a bath, I need to wash my hair. I need to 
change my gown and use the bathroom. Most of all, I need to do it myself."

"I understand that. I'm also glad to hear it because it means you're getting better, but you 
must go slowly. If you were to fall and hurt yourself, your recovery would take even longer. 
Let's compromise. I'll help you."

Although she was disappointed in her body's frailties, at least she was moving and that was 
progress. "All right, you win."

Vincent kissed her forehead gently then began searching his dresser for a suitable gown. 
Upon finding something soft and loose, he placed it and some towels in her arms. After 
obtaining the soap and a few other necessities, he studied her for a moment then lifted her 
into his arms.

"Vincent!"

"I assumed you would like a nice, comfortable soak in the hot springs."

"Now - that sounds lovely," she responded.

* * * * * *

At the springs, Vincent lowered Catherine to her feet and watched with amazement as she 
immodestly stripped her gown off and waited for him to help her into the water. Before she 
regained consciousness, her baths were strictly a necessary procedure in her care. Now - he 
found it difficult to be so detached.

"Vincent, why don't you join me? I don't think I can manage it alone."



"I - don't know," he answered. He was suddenly feeling very shy.

"You will have to get out of those clothes," she observed.

He could feel his face turning a heated crimson color and his eyes immediately lowered in 
embarrassment.

"Vincent, think about it. I've seen you naked before. We made love, remember?"

"Frankly, Catherine, I don't."

"Touché," she laughed for the first time in days.

Her easy manner and laughter dispelled his misgivings. To bathe in the glow of that smile 
again was worth any price he had to pay, even his modesty.

"I'll turn around if you like?" she offered.

"Perhaps that would help."

A gentle smile teased the corners of her mouth as she turned away from him. With trembling 
hands, Vincent hurriedly began shedding his many layers of clothing.

"Did you contact Elliot?" she asked as she tried to distract him.

"Yes. I will bring him to you tonight."

"Great! I want to get moving on this right away. Everyday our child is away is agony for me."

"Yes, I know. He will help us, I'm sure."

The task done, Vincent stepped up behind Catherine then hesitated. Why was this so 
difficult? She had accepted his body without revulsion. Why was he having such a hard time?

"I'm getting a little weak. We'd better get into the water," Catherine suggested.

"Uh - yes, of course." Carefully, he again picked her up then eased both of them into the 
soothing warmth of the springs.

"Oh, yes. That feels so good," she moaned as he positioned her comfortably in front of him. 
They talked at length as he helped her wash her pitifully weak body. He held her as she 
washed her hair then he massaged her stiff muscles.

"You have great hands," she commented. "I remember how wonderful they felt the night we..."

"I wish I could remember," he answered sadly.

"We'll have other memories, I promise. A lifetime filled with them."

"A lifetime," he repeated then nuzzled the softness of her shoulder.

"Vincent, I think I need you to - nurse again. I don't want to allow it to stop," Catherine said in 
a very matter of fact tone of voice.

He really didn't know if he could restrain his desires under these circumstances. They were 
both nude and very relaxed in an erotic setting and that, in itself, was testing his control.

She turned to him then. "Please, it's very uncomfortable and we can't give up."

An instinct, rooted deep within him, agreed. They could not give up hope.

"Where?" he asked simply.

"How about right here? The spring is warm."

"Are you sure? I wouldn't want you to catch a cold. You're still very weak."

"I won't break."



His look was one of a child who had just been told there was no Santa Claus and refused to 
believe it. "Yes, you can, Catherine."

That look took her breath away. "I'll take care, Vincent. I've got too much to fight for now. I 
have you and I have to be well for our son's homecoming. Speaking of which, let's get 
started."

It had become a routine of sorts, this unusual intimacy of theirs. They both tried desperately to
remain detached but yet enjoy the only carnal pleasure they could share right now. Vincent 
would support, massage, and suckle each breast and Catherine would stroke his head and 
hold him close. It always ended with Catherine lifting his chin and kissing him deeply.

They indulged themselves for a while just talking and cuddling in the solitude they had found 
until Catherine's stomach growled. They exited the warm water of the spring and dressed. 
After reluctantly leaving their haven, they sought breakfast and a quiet day of rest and 
recuperation.

* * * * * *

Later, as their meeting with Elliot approached, Catherine's feelings of anticipation grew. He 
was their best hope of getting their child back. Every moment he was away from her was 
tearing her apart. There was an incredible emptiness in her that only holding him in her arms 
could fill.

With painstaking care, Vincent carried his precious bundle to the appointed meeting place 
then gently lowered her to her feet. She clutched a blanket and a large pillow in her arms. 
"Wait here in the shadows. I'll bring Elliot to you."

"Vincent," she responded as she dropped the pillow and grabbed his sleeve. "You must be 
extremely careful. This man called Gabriel is a genius and there is nothing he won't do to get 
what he wants. You and Elliot are in danger."

"I will be careful. I love you," he said just before kissing her.

"I love you, Vincent. Come back to me safe and strong."

He couldn't resist one more kiss before beginning his journey. Catherine watched him go, 
wishing desperately she could be making the trip with him. She cursed her weak body for 
failing her. Silently, she prayed for his and their baby's safety. Vincent had to see his son. That
was all there was to it, she swore adamantly. Hadn't her dream already been altered by her 
survival? She sat there firmly believing that all things were indeed possible.

* * * * * *

Elliot glanced at his watch one more time. It was 11:55, only two minutes later than his last 
check. As exhausted as he was, he was excited about his midnight rendezvous. The thought 
that he might see Cathy had lifted his spirits immensely.

Cautiously, he pressed the button at exactly midnight and stepped into the empty elevator. 
How was Vincent going to pull this off? he wondered as he pressed the lobby button. He 
didn't have to wait long for his answer. As soon as the doors slid shut, he heard the door on 
the top of the elevator creak open. Elliot looked up into the darkness of the elevator shaft.



"Elliot," a deep voice whispered from the shadows.

He knew the voice immediately. "Vincent."

A deadly, fur-covered hand reached down into the car. "Come with me," Vincent instructed.

For just a moment, Elliot hesitated. Climbing on top of a moving elevator car wasn't his idea of
safe transport but for some reason, he trusted the owner of that hand. With great trepidation, 
he reached up and tightly grasped the offered hand. He found himself being lifted into the air 
and pulled through the small door.

Once on top of the moving car, Vincent steadied his companion. "Hold onto this cable," he 
ordered as he closed the door. When he straightened up again, he looked into Elliot's fear-
filled eyes. "We've got some climbing to do."

Elliot looked up the dark shaft again. "Are you crazy?" he asked incredulously.

"Perhaps," Vincent admitted then smiled slightly. "I've been traveling like this for years. It's 
really very simple."

"Yeah - right."

"I'll help you," Vincent offered as he pushed the cable toward him. "You go first."

Elliot studied the cable for a second then took a deep breath. For Cathy, he convinced himself
then began pulling himself upward.

It was a long, excruciating climb and Elliot was glad that he was in fairly good condition. 
Vincent, however, amazed him. He didn't seem the least bit winded by their ascent. When 
they finally reached the rooftop, Elliot looked around, nervously. "Now what?"

"Follow me," Vincent replied as he turned and began walking.

Elliot just stared after him in disbelief.

* * * * * *

Down in the lobby, a very discreet, average looking man watched the car descend with 
interest. It was the private elevator from the penthouse office of Elliot Burch and his orders 
were to follow him. When the doors opened and no one stepped out, he was more than a bit 
suspicious. Quickly, he walked over and examined the car. Had Burch outwitted him or was 
this a simple malfunction of the car? All he knew was that he had better be sure before 
reporting this to his boss.

* * * * * *

Catherine's patience was growing thin. Vincent had been gone for what seemed like hours. 
Where was he? Had Gabriel caught him? Those questions were paramount in her mind when
the familiar sound of an iron gate being swung open distracted her. She waited until the sound
of footsteps was heard, and then shadows approached.

"Catherine?" called Vincent.

"I'm here, Vincent," she responded.

At the sound of her voice, Elliot's heart leapt in excitement. She could always do that to him 
no matter what the circumstances. When he turned the corner and saw her sitting on a pillow 



on the tunnel floor, he burst into tears. Without shame or embarrassment, he ran to her and 
fell to his knees. 

"Cathy!" he exclaimed.

Elliot's emotional response both surprised and touched her. Never in their relationship had he 
displayed such strong feelings for anything other than one of his buildings.

"Reports of my death have been greatly exaggerated," she responded with a tearful smile.

"How are you? Are you all right? What can I do to help?" Elliot blurted out in one continuous 
breath.

"One question at a time, please?"

Elliot really looked at her then and noticed how thin and frail she looked. There were dark 
circles under her eyes and she seemed to have lost that healthy vibrancy he had always 
loved about her. 

"Cathy - talk to me."

She took his hand and cradled it in hers. "I'm sure Vincent's told you about the kidnapping 
and the baby." When he nodded, she continued. "I want my baby back, Elliot, and we can't do
it without your help."

"I don't know what I can do, but everything I have is at your disposal."

"Thank you, Elliot. I knew I could count on you."

Elliot settled down on the hard tunnel floor in front of her. He watched as Vincent assumed a 
position close by her side.

"Elliot," Catherine began. "This man, Gabriel, took my baby. He kept me alive to give birth 
then tried to kill me. Vincent found me and brought me to his home. That - monster - has our 
child."

Grief and pain shone in the depths of her green eyes. How could anyone do such a thing to 
her? 

"Cathy, I'm sorry about your baby. What can I do?"

"First of all, I want you to warn Joe about Moreno, but you have to be careful. You can trust no
one! Tell Joe only that."

"Should I tell him about you?"

"Just tell him Radcliffe is safe. Tell him nothing more or we'll be putting him in danger too. 
Right now, Moreno and Gabriel think I'm dead and that's what I want them to think."

"He won't be satisfied with that and neither will Bennett."

"Bennett?" Catherine asked.

"Diana Bennett. She's some sort of special detective they've put on your case." A strange look
of stunned recognition clouded Catherine's face.

"Are you sure about the name?"

"Yeah - why?"

"It's just that...Never mind. Be careful what you tell her. She's good and she can help us."

Vincent could sense through their bond that Catherine's stunned reaction had something to 
do with her dream and the role this Diana Bennett played in it.

"Vincent, could I speak with Elliot alone for a minute?"



Her sudden need of privacy surprised him. "Of course, Catherine. Anything you wish."

Elliot watched as Vincent rose immediately and disappeared down the tunnel without 
question.

"Does he always obey you without question?"

"He doesn't obey me, Elliot. He simply trusts me. He is the most considerate, understanding 
man I've ever known."

When he turned to her once again, the feelings reflected in those expressive eyes told him of 
her deep, abiding love for the unique creature known only as Vincent. He had won her heart, 
her soul, and her body. Whatever hope he harbored about a future with her died in the 
brilliance of the love shinning in her eyes.

"Elliot, I know you don't understand about Vincent, but..."

"I do understand, Cathy. More than you know."

"You do?" she asked with astonishment.

"You love him. That's easy to see. He loves you, too. Why else would he risk being seen by 
me? Why else would you have his kid?"

"I can see you two have talked a great deal."

"Yes."

"Elliot, I do love him. More than my own life. More than - almost anything."

"Almost?"

Tears filled her eyes. "You haven't seen my little boy."

Elliot saw the adoration mix with pain in her eyes. "I'm sorry, Cathy. I'll help you any way I 
can," he offered as he moved over and gathered her into his arms.

"Promise me, you'll keep our secret. Swear to me you'll tell no one about Vincent. If anyone 
found out..."

"I can imagine. You have my word."

"Thank you," Catherine replied.

He gave them both a few minutes to regain control of their emotions then decided on a plan of
action. 

"I'll get together people I know I can trust. We'll work on finding where he's keeping the baby. 
I'll keep you and Vincent informed on what I turn up. I'll get with Joe as soon as I can. Can 
you tell me anything more about where he kept you?"

Catherine winced with pain at the memory. "He kept me here in the city. He's keeping my son 
on an estate close by."

"How do you know that?"

"I can't explain it. Concentrate on the biggest estate you can find. He is called Gabriel but I 
doubt the house is in that name. And - there's something unique about the floor tile."

"The floor tile?"

"It's a one of a kind design - very expensive."

"Cathy, how..."

"Don't ask, just trust me."



Trust. It had always been the main issue between them. "All right, Cathy. I'll get on it right 
away." He rose to his feet.

"Elliot, please hurry. I don't know what that monster might do to my baby," she pleaded.

Once again, Elliot knelt down and took her hand. "Cathy, I promise you I won't let you down 
again. If this guy can be found, I'll find him." With great reverence, he kissed her hand. "You 
take care of yourself."

"I will. You be careful."

"I'll show you out," Vincent stated from the entranceway.

Elliot turned to the imposing figure walking toward him. "Yes." Turning back to Catherine, he 
smiled reassuringly. "I'll be in touch soon. Don't worry, Cathy. All this will be over soon. I look 
forward to meeting that boy of yours."

"Thank you, Elliot. Thank you for everything."

"Catherine, I will return soon. Please wait here for me," Vincent instructed in a loving voice.

Elliot watched shyly as the man/beast leaned over and kissed Catherine affectionately on the 
top of her head. Even with that most innocent physical expression, he could feel the full force 
of what they shared. It was genuine and overpowering in its intensity.

A little later, Elliot found himself standing at the Central Park threshold awaiting Vincent's all 
clear signal. Their trip back had been one of silent contemplation and shared fear. The time 
had come for their parting.

"Elliot, I hope you understand what this means to Catherine - to us."

Elliot saw clearly the pain this was causing Catherine's extraordinary lover. In that moment, a 
very gut-level bonding took place. Jealousy was gone, replaced by a genuine respect and 
empathy for their difficult situation.

"I do," Elliot said as he battled the image of Cathy's fragile appearance. "She looked so frail, 
so weak."

"She's endured much. Her will to live is strong."

"I think her determination to get the baby back is what's driving her. Along with her love for 
you, that is."

Elliot watched as Vincent lowered his head in an effort to hide his anguish. "At least with you, 
I know she'll be protected and cared for. If I couldn't have her, I'm glad she found someone 
who loves her like you do - like I should have."

"You do love her. You wouldn't be here now if you didn't," Vincent added.

"You're right. I guess I do. Hell - I guess I always will."

"That is not a fault, Elliot. It is perhaps your greatest strength."

Elliot considered it for a moment then took a deep breath of determination. "How will I contact 
you?"

"There is a street musician near Catherine's office building."

"The black sax player? I remember him."

"Just drop your message in with the money. I will contact you at your office as before."

"Fine."

"Elliot - we must not fail her. Go with great care. Know your enemies and their weaknesses. 



This demon's weakness is his obsession with the child - use it! Make it the weapon by which 
he meets his destruction!"

The passion burning in those blue eyes bordered on rage and Elliot stood transfixed. He had 
no desire to be the recipient of his unleashed fury. "Those are rules I've played by all my life. I
know the game."

"This is no game. This is my child's life!" Vincent countered.

"I know. I'll be in touch as soon as I talk with Maxwell."

Vincent sighed. "Thank you, Elliot."

"I owe you and Cathy. She's been the only conscience I've ever had and taking down this - 
bastard has suddenly become very important to me."

With a handshake, they parted.

* * * * * *

When Vincent returned to Catherine, she was leaning against the wall and looking very weary.
"Catherine, are you ill?"

Her eyes opened slowly. "No, just tired..." she began as she straightened up awkwardly... 
"and in need of relief." She was looking down at her breasts as she spoke.

Vincent dropped to his knees. "Catherine, if this has become a chore for you, we could stop or
you could take the medication."

Catherine stared up at him with concern. "Are you telling me you don't want to do this 
anymore?"

"No, that is not what I'm saying." He blushed furiously at the thought of sharing such deep 
feelings with her. "Although some would not understand, what we share means a great deal 
to me. It is an expression of hope that our child will return soon and it has - granted me 
fulfillment in a way I never imagined. Catherine, when you hold me and - accept me in such a 
nurturing way, I feel an unconditional, almost maternal love."

"Vincent - I don't want to be your mother," Catherine laughed.

"I don't want you to be," he replied as he returned her smile. "Knowing that we loved 
physically and I did not harm you, having you trust me enough to allow someone such as I to -
nurse at your breast to ensure that you can feed our child, and feeling no fear or disgust in 
you, has helped me overcome my fears. Catherine, I no longer fear the path our love was 
meant to take. I find myself - needing it, wanting it for myself -for us."

"I'm glad. I tried so many times to tell you that my place was with you, that I wanted to share 
all of what life offers with you. If it took the simple act of allowing you to nurse, I only regret we
had to endure the rest of this horror."

"I love you, Catherine. The words are easy to say now because I have, at last, accepted them
in my heart. Finally, I have accepted that I am part of you as you are part of me."

Tenderly, she lifted her hand to his face and pressed her palm against his cheek.

"When we have our child back and I have healed, I want us to be a real family. I want us to 
share as much of our dream as we possibly can."

He pressed her hand more firmly against his cheek and reveled in its warmth. "Are you saying



you want to live Below?"

"I don't want to make any promises right now. What may or may not be two or three months 
from now is not something I want to give a lot of thought to at the moment. All I can think of 
now is getting our son back and enjoying some time getting to know him."

"I understand. Shall I carry you back now?"

"I think so."

Again that night, Catherine held Vincent in her arms as he suckled her heavy breasts. As he 
did, tears fell down her cheeks unchecked and she prayed their son would be home soon.

Hours later, Vincent fondly stared at Catherine's sleeping form in his bed. He pulled the 
covers up over her shoulders then pulled his cloak tighter around him. Lying beside her is 
where he wanted to be but he felt a need to do something to find their child.

That need led him to Catherine's balcony, then inside her bedroom. Once there, he stared 
transfixed at her bed. They had made love there in the darkness almost eight months ago. Try
as he might, he simply could not call that memory to mind so he imagined what it must have 
been like to touch her smooth, warm skin. The feel of her moist lips and gentle hands 
exploring his body was an imagined sensation so strong, he swayed unsteadily.

Those thoughts so overwhelmed him, he was totally unaware of the presence of a tall, thin, 
red-haired woman watching him from the dark recesses of the living room. When his senses 
finally signaled a warning, he turned sharply toward her as panic overtook him.

"Wait - don't go! Don't be afraid. I'm trying to find Catherine Chandler. Maybe you can help."

Normally, he would have fled into the night before she had a chance to really look at him, but 
inexplicably, he couldn't. He seemed frozen to the spot. 

Still hidden by his hood for the moment, he asked, "Who are you?"

"I am Diana Bennett. I'm a police officer investigating the disappearance of Ms. Chandler. 
Anything you can tell me might help. Are you a - friend of hers?" she asked cautiously.

"I am - her - lover," he answered with a surprising amount of pride.

"Really? No one knew she was involved with anyone."

"My existence had to be kept a secret to protect me from..."

"Society?" she finished.

"Yes. Her world - your world - would not understand."

"Why?"

"I am - different. I must go," he said nervously.

"No! Please, I won't jeopardize you. I am not here to judge. My job is to find Catherine 
Chandler."

"Do you work with Joe Maxwell?"

"Yes, I do."

Vincent leaned back into the shadows and questioned his own sanity at staying and trusting 
this woman. "Be warned. Moreno is not to be trusted. He betrayed Catherine."

"I don't understand."

"She discovered his corruption and he arranged her kidnapping. He knew where she was all 
along."



"Are you sure?"

"Yes. Catherine told me."

"She told you! How?"

"I found Catherine. She had just given birth to our son. Her captors injected her with morphine
and left her to die as they took our child. Thankfully, the dosage wasn't enough to kill her. She 
is safe with me and my family."

"Where?"

"I cannot tell you."

"I need to know more."

"No. That is all I can tell you except to warn you of the danger. This man is powerful. You can 
trust only those who love Catherine."

"Joe Maxwell?"

"And Elliot Burch. Seek him out and help him but don't ask too many questions. There are 
things he cannot reveal."

"What about you?"

"Forget you ever saw me. It is best for you and Catherine."

"I don't think I can."

"You must," he answered as he turned and departed from the balcony. 

Diana Bennett stood there trying desperately to understand what had just happened. Who 
was Cathy's mysterious lover? What secret was he hiding? What did Burch have to do with all
this? And why the hell did she feel so compelled by a man who hid in the darkness and left by
an eighteenth story balcony?

* * * * * *

Catherine stirred slightly as Vincent slipped under the covers beside her. Moaning softly, she 
turned to him and snuggled closer. "Vincent, where have you been?" she asked in a sleepy 
voice.

"I went back to your apartment." Catherine opened her eyes and turned to look into Vincent's.

"Why?"

"I thought perhaps there would be some clue and I needed to confront a memory."

"Of the night we made love?"

He nodded slightly, "I hoped I would remember."

"Did you?"

"No," he answered simply.

"Don't worry about it," she assured him as she rubbed her open hand over his chest. "If you 
never remember that night, I do and it was beautiful. Vincent, just remember that we have a 
future together now. Whatever happens, whatever comes, we have made the sacrifices and 
overcome the fears. Our happy life is within reach."

He took her soft, feminine hand and pressed it firmly over his heart. "I love you. Catherine. I 



just wish..."

"I know," she whispered. "I do too."

The fathomless longing she saw on his face nearly broke her heart and again she cursed her 
body's slow recovery. There must be something they could share, she silently wondered. It 
occurred to her that there were other forms of intimacy that did not involve actual intercourse. 
They needed to be close. Vincent needed some sort of affirmation.

With a determined sigh, she gently pulled her hand from his and sought the bottom of his 
nightshirt. Once she found it, she slipped her hand beneath it until she made contact with his 
very hairy stomach.

"Catherine?" Vincent responded in a surprised voice.

"Ssh. If I cannot make love to you completely, at least I can give you pleasure."

That ever-present voice, born from years of fear and self-denial, screamed in his brain. This 
time, however, his need for her touch fought back strongly. This time, he finally shut that door 
and allowed himself what had been denied him all his life.

Catherine quietly watched his expression of longing melt into one of sheer pleasure. She 
continued her caresses and began to whisper words of encouragement and reassurance. By 
carefully gauging his responses, she felt it was time to take the next step. Slowly, she 
maneuvered her hand under the waistband of his pants.

"Vincent," she softly whispered. "Close your eyes and clear your mind. Let that night come 
back to you. Don't fight it. Concentrate on my touch. Let the memory of my hands on your skin
surface through the darkness."

"Catherine, I..."

"Ssh," she silenced him. "Reach out for the memory. Remember what it felt like to hold me. 
Remember the feel of my skin. Remember the warmth - the need."

Her words and soothing touch sent Vincent reeling into a world of pure sensation. From the 
darkness of his hidden memories came an image. He and Catherine were in her bed. She 
was touching him and allowing him to touch her in ways they had always denied themselves. 
From the depths of his soul, he felt desire and passion rising with every breath.

Carefully, Catherine slipped her hand down further and tentatively began stoking his already 
stirring penis. His response was a sharp intake of air followed by a gradual, agonizing 
release.

"Catherine," he moaned.

"Do you want me to stop?" she asked. For a long moment, she watched him struggle with his 
desires.

The battle ended as Vincent relaxed and answered, "No. I need...I want..."

"I know;" she answered. "It's all right. We all need to be touched, to feel loved. I love you, 
Vincent. It's time you accepted your right to want it, to need it. Just let it happen."

Vincent found himself floating back to the image he had seen earlier. This time, he allowed 
himself to stay and to become part of the scene. He allowed passion to soar as the memory 
and reality merged.

Catherine brought him to climax, then watched as he fought to regain control. "Vincent, are 
you all right?"



Slowly, he opened his eyes and looked at her with wonder and great joy. With tears filling his 
eyes, he managed to say in an emotion-filled voice, "I remember, Catherine - I remember!"

Tears quickly filled her own eyes and a smile came spontaneously to her face. "Really? You 
really remember?""

He nodded, then reached out to pull her into a warm, joyous embrace. "It was beautiful 
Catherine."

She settled into his arms feeling both joy and excitement at his revelation. Although they both 
reveled in the joy of the moment, sadness lingered just beyond their happiness. Their son 
was still missing and their lives would not be complete until he was safely returned. A silent, 
mutual prayer filled their hearts.

Part III

Vincent paced back and forth nervously at the Central Park threshold. Elliot's message had 
been urgent and he and Catherine were anxious for any word about their son. A week had 
passed since the three of them met and every second of it had been pure agony. Elliot's 
message bolstered his sagging hopes. His thoughts were interrupted by a message being 
tapped out on the pipes just beyond the heavy steel door.

When the heavy door slid open, Elliot quickly stepped inside. He fought the urge to blurt out 
what he had discovered until the door closed. Vincent beat him to the point. "What have you 
discovered?" he asked anxiously.

"Where's Cathy?"

"She is still too weak to make the trip. She made me swear to immediately relay your 
information to her."

Elliot nodded. "Look, I told Maxwell about Cathy and Moreno. We got together with Bennett 
who, by the way, said she had met you recently, and came up with a plan."

"Tell me," Vincent prompted eagerly.

"Maxwell put a tail on Moreno and he's been leading us to some interesting places. He has no
idea Joe is on to him. Anyway - only the three of us know what's going on. I've also had my 
own men checking out Moreno's contacts. Cathy would be amazed at what we dug up once 
we knew where to dig."

"What does that mean for our son?"

"I was getting to that. We think we've made contact with Gabriel. From what we've 
discovered, we have a line on where he's keeping your son."

"Where?" Vincent asked excitedly. He was prepared to do battle right there on the spot if 
necessary. "Where is he? I must bring him home to Catherine!"

"Take it easy. I understand what you're feeling, but you can't do this alone. This guy's house 
will be a fortress. One man alone won't stand a chance."

"You don't understand! This is my son we're talking about!"

"Yours and Cathy's. The one thing Cathy could not survive would be the loss of her son and 
you. Let us handle this. We've learned enough about the son-of-a-bitch to get to him. We did 
exactly what you said. We studied our enemy and learned his weaknesses. Our plan is to use
it."



"I have to do something!"

"I'll let you know the night we decide to move in. I'll give you the address and you can be there
when we get that - bastard."

"I want to help," Vincent pleaded.

"You can't risk being seen by the others. I'll have to bring the child to you. You'll have to tell 
me where."

"Elliot..."

Elliot could see the anguish in Vincent's eyes. Impotence was never an easy thing to deal with
under any circumstance. 

"I know what you're saying. I'd feel the same way, but it has to be done this way. We have to 
think about what's best for the child. His safety must come first. A clean-cut, well organized 
operation is that kid's only hope."

"Yes, I suppose you're right," Vincent painfully admitted. "Tell me what I must do."

A deep sigh of relief escaped Elliot. "I'll let you know when our plans are finalized. We'll agree 
on a meeting place. And - I don't think we should tell Cathy exactly what we're doing. As 
stubborn as she is, she'd insist on being there if she had to crawl. Besides, I couldn't bear to 
see her face if we failed."

"We must not fail, Elliot!"

That look of fierce determination sent chills up Elliot's spine as well as reinforced his sense of 
purpose. 

"We won't!"

The two men stood silently and stared into each other's eyes. They were from different worlds
but now shared a common bond - the love of Catherine Chandler and the determination to 
save her child.

"Elliot - how can I thank you?"

"You can't, so don't try. Cathy wouldn't let me give her my world. This is all can give her."

Vincent understood and nodded. Then, without hesitation, he embraced his new friend. "Good
luck, Elliot."

The hug momentarily caught Elliot off guard. "Thanks."

After an awkward silence, the two bid each other farewell.

* * * * * *

It was difficult to keep the full context of Elliot's visit from Catherine. She was no slouch at 
reading his emotions of late and Vincent found himself once again hiding his feelings as best 
he could.

She was getting stronger every day, much to her delight, but it still wasn't fast enough. Her 
daily walks with Vincent had, at first, been measured in steps. Now, they were measured in 
miles. Today's walk ended in Father's medical chamber.

"Hello, dear. How are you feeling today?" Father asked as he studied his patient with clinical 
eyes.



"Good. I still don't have much strength though," she admitted.

"It will come in time. You must be patient."

"Was that a deliberate play on words?" she asked with a smile.

"No," Father laughed. Her glowing smile could always brighten his day no matter how hard he
fought it. Behind that smile, he realized, was a deep sadness that she tried valiantly to hide.

"Are you having any - problems you want to talk about?" he inquired hesitantly.

The smile faded somewhat as she answered. "Nothing that getting my baby back wouldn't 
cure."

"I know, dear. I pray for that every night." He watched as she gritted her teeth, to fight the 
tears.

"He will come home. He will!" she declared adamantly.

Father smiled and offered a reassuring hug. In his heart, hope struggled to survive even 
though every fiber of his common sense told him it was an impossible dream. Soon, her hope 
would crumble. Soon, the bravado would fail her.

Catherine managed to regain control of her raging emotions. "I'm feeling almost completely 
well."

"That's a sign of healing. I warn you, just because you're feeling well doesn't mean you are."

"I know."

"It also doesn't mean that you should resume sexual activity. Because of what you endured, I 
still want you to refrain from intercourse for another couple of weeks."

"I understand."

"Cathy - everything's going to be all right. Keep hope in your heart and let your faith sustain 
you."

"Hope and faith are all I've been living on since I woke up from the coma. I believe in 
miracles, Father. And I think Vincent and I are due a few."

* * * * * *

Vincent hurried to the penthouse office of Elliot Burch. The message he had received earlier 
had his hopes soaring. When he entered the darkened office via a deliberately unlocked door,
he could see Elliot leaning over his desk studying what looked like several maps and 
blueprints. He paused a moment to determine if they were alone. Once assured of that, he 
stepped into the soft glow of the desk lamp.

"Elliot?" he called softly as he watched his friend straighten up painfully. He could see the 
exhaustion in his bloodshot eyes.

"We've got him, Vincent!" Elliot exclaimed with great pride.

The words took a while to reach Vincent's weary brain. "We do?"

"Yes. Tomorrow night Gabriel will get what he deserves and Cathy will have her baby back."

Vincent swayed unsteadily as the reality of Elliot's words sank in.

"Are you all right?" Elliot asked.

"Yes - yes. How? Where?"



"Come over here, I'll show you," he instructed then began smoothing out the blueprints. "Not 
only did we discover where he lives, we got the blueprints to his house. My men and I have 
mapped out the vulnerable spots and analyzed the security system. All I have to do is get in 
and find out which room he's keeping the kid in."

After examining the blueprints, Vincent commented. "This is very dangerous, Elliot. Gabriel 
has an army."

"So do I."

Vincent looked up with a questioning expression.

"Don't ask any questions. It's best you don't know all the details."

"If there's a battle, the child will be in danger," Vincent commented.

"We won't do anything until I'm in the room with the baby. That way, I can protect him."

"How do you propose to get into that room?"

"You said to use his obsession about the baby - well, that's exactly what I plan to do. He'll 
want to show off his latest acquisition as well as rub my nose in the fact that it's Catherine's 
and he knows our history. His own pride will bring him down."

"Elliot - our child's life hangs in the balance. Catherine could not bear to lose him and - neither
could I."

"I realize what's at stake, Vincent. We've planned this carefully. We've examined every 
possibility. I wouldn't risk Cathy's baby unless I was certain the plan would work."

Vincent thought it over carefully. It all came down to trust. Did he trust Elliot with his child's 
life? Would Catherine? The answer was simple. "I know. You're right, Elliot. Is there anything I
can do?"

"Look at these maps and tell me where you can wait for us."

Vincent studied the maps then correlated them to his knowledge of the tunnels. "Here," he 
pointed to an area on the map.

"Great," Elliot responded as he jotted down the location. "Okay. You stay hidden there. I'll 
bring the child out to you." Elliot straightened up again. "We'll begin around nine o'clock 
tomorrow night. You be there before that. I don't know how long it will take so be prepared for 
a long wait."

"I'll wait for as long as it takes."

Elliot instinctively put his hand on Vincent's shoulder. "It will all be over soon - I promise."

"Perhaps, but it is the results that matter."

Elliot nodded.

"Take care, Elliot. What you are about to undertake could result in your death if you fail."

An all too easy laugh escaped Elliot. "The only time I ever failed to get what I wanted was 
when I lost Cathy."

"The stakes are much higher now."

"I know and so is my determination."

"My prayers go with you, my friend."

"I'll need them."

"What about Catherine?" Vincent asked.



"I'll let you decide the best way to handle that," Elliot answered.

Vincent nodded then took a deep breath and hugged his one time rival. "May God be with 
you."

"And you too, my friend."

* * * * * *

Vincent stepped out into the darkness of the cold January night. As he stood there waiting, he
couldn't help remembering Father's story about the night he had been found outside St. 
Vincent's hospital. It must have been a night much like this one. The chill permeated his 
layers of clothes. He hoped the chill would not be too much for the baby. The baby! If all went 
well, Elliot would soon be bringing him. Vincent noticed that, despite the cold, his palms were 
sweating.

Gunshots rang out and Vincent jumped. His first instinct was to run toward the lights he saw 
in the distance, but he couldn't. Elliot would be expecting him to be waiting here. One slip 
could cost Elliot and his son their lives.

Impatiently, he paced back and forth. Putting his child's life in the hands of others was almost 
more than he could bear. Just as his controlled restraint was nearing an end, he heard 
someone approach. Quickly, he ducked back into the darkness.

"Vincent?" Elliot called out breathlessly. "Where are you?"

After recognizing the voice, Vincent stepped into the moonlight. "I'm here."

Elliot turned to him then and Vincent saw the small bundle in his arms. His breath caught in 
his throat and his heart pounded in his chest. His arms and legs refused to move.

"Here - take him. I don't have much time." Elliot added as his eyes continued to search the 
night. "Come on!"

Elliot's sharp tone snapped Vincent back to reality. His mind willed his body to move and his 
arms reached unsteadily toward the precious bundle. Elliot virtually thrust the child into his 
trembling arms.

Gunshots again rang out and Vincent instinctively gathered the child to his chest in a 
protective gesture.

"Get out of here!" Elliot commanded.

"What's happening in there?"

"World War III. Look, I don't have time to explain right now. Get the kid to Cathy as soon as 
possible. Vincent, he doesn't look too good. I think he's sick."

"What?"

"Just get him to Cathy as quickly as you can."

When Elliot stepped out into the brighter moonlight, Vincent saw, as well as smelled, the 
blood. "You're hurt!"

"It's nothing."

"No, you're bleeding! I can take you back..."

"No! I've got help coming. You just get that kid some help. I can take care of myself."



"Elliot..."

"Save it. Now go!"

With great appreciation, Vincent touched Elliot's arm. "Thank you." When Elliot nodded, 
Vincent turned and disappeared quietly into the darkness.

Elliot watched him go and smiled warmly. Despite the pain, he had never felt better in his life. 
For the first time in years, he felt clean. Pain flared through his shoulder and he grimaced as 
he felt the fresh blood draining from the wound. Silently, he prayed that Cathy could save her 
son.

* * * * * *

As soon as Vincent entered the drainage pipes leading home, he began to run. He took no 
time to look at the child he carried because he felt an urgent need to get him home to his 
mother.

Upon reaching the first set of pipes, Vincent stopped to tap out a message. He took a moment
to pull the blanket back from his son's face. What he saw sent a surge of fear and anger 
through him.

He stared down at a pale, motionless shell of a child. "No - NO - NO!" he screamed as tears 
fell from his eyes. "No - please," he cried. His hands sought desperately to find a pulse or 
some other, sign of life. He held his own breath as he waited. Was that...yes, he could feel a 
heartbeat! He wrapped the baby warmly in the blanket and began running for all he was 
worth.

* * * * * *

Pascal came running into Vincent's chamber at full speed and startled Catherine who was 
quietly reading.

"Catherine - hurry - Vincent - needs you..."

"Calm down, Pascal. You're not making any sense," she said as she put the book aside and 
stood up. "What's this about Vincent?"

The small man took a deep breath and tried to concentrate. "He sent a message for you and 
Father to meet him in the hospital chamber. He said it was an emergency. He used the 
extremely urgent code."

Fear gripped her heart in its icy hands. "Has he been hurt?"

"He didn't say."

Catherine pushed past Pascal and hurried toward the chamber. Every step was pure agony 
as she fought the rising tide of panic. She knew he was alive and coming to her but what 
disaster would cause him to send such an urgent message?

* * * * * *

Although residents of the community lined the passageways, Vincent saw no one. His sole 



purpose was to get the child in his arms to Catherine and Father. Anyone barring his path 
would pay the price.

As he reached his goal, he slowed his pace and burst breathlessly into the chamber. There he
found himself facing a very confused and frightened Catherine.

Catherine felt, as well as heard, Vincent's arrival and turned toward the chamber's entrance. 
Expecting to see him badly hurt, she was shocked into silence when her eyes focused on the 
bundle in his arms. Something inside of her awakened and roared to life. She knew in an 
instant, what Vincent carried, and instinctively, she reached out.

The avalanche of Catherine's emotions nearly overwhelmed him. The longing in her grew to a
burning hot intensity and he responded by walking over to her and carefully placing the infant 
in her arms. The look in her eyes as she gazed up at him expressed such joy and love he had
to force himself to tell her of the child's condition. "Catherine - he's very ill."

Her expression of happiness was briefly altered by concern but her adoring gaze did not 
falter. With shaking hands, she lifted the blanket from the child and scrutinized the tiny face 
she had only seen once before. Then, without panic, she called out for help, "Father - we 
need you."

Vincent watched helplessly as Father seated Catherine and began to examine the infant. She
was reluctant to hand the child to him but she sacrificed her own need for her baby's welfare.

The following minutes were agony for them both as they watched Father thoroughly examine 
their child. When the examination ended, he sat back and angrily tore his glasses from his 
face.

"What is it, Father? What's wrong with him?" Vincent asked.

"A lot of things, I'm afraid. He has a low grade fever, signifying an infection. He's suffering 
from malnutrition, gross neglect and, judging from his lethargy, something called touch 
deprivation."

Anger swelled inside of Vincent and threatened to choke the life from him. Catherine's voice 
refocused his rage.

"He'll be all right!" she stated defiantly. "You'll see." She gathered the unresponsive child back
into her arms.

"Catherine, he's in serious condition!" Father responded in an attempt to reason with her.

"Just tell me what to do."

Father studied her for a moment and caved in. How could he deny her hope? 

"All right. He needs nourishment. If he's like Vincent, he cannot tolerate the standard 
formulas."

Father's look told her he knew of Vincent's continued nursing but was seeking an affirmation.

"He won't have to," she assured him.

"Good. I want you to try to get milk down him even if you have to do it by a few drops at a 
time. He's probably not going to nurse so you'll have to squeeze it into his mouth and stroke 
his throat until he swallows. Do this every fifteen or twenty minutes. As soon as I get the 
results of the blood test, I'll try some antibiotics on him for his fever.

"Now," Father continued. "This is very important. An infant needs to be stimulated by touch. 
That touch activates the instinct to nurse. It stimulates their growth and development. The 
lack of it produces lethargy, unresponsiveness, and growth and development problems. This 



is what I want you to do. Lie down on your back in bed. Open your gown and remove the 
child's shirt. Lay him down on your chest so that he can hear your heartbeat and share your 
warmth. Stroke him constantly. Massage him. Talk to him. Do this in between attempts to get 
milk down him."

"I'll do it," Catherine promised.

"No, Catherine. We'll both do it," Vincent corrected.

Father watched as they rose to leave. "Call me if there's any change."

They nodded solemnly then walked out. Father stood there deep in thought.

"Do you think it will work?" Mary asked.

"I don't know. I don't know if anything can save that innocent child. God - what a waste! That 
poor child has never known love until this moment." He sighed heavily. "Perhaps it is better he
leave this world in this mother's arms."

"Oh no!" Mary gasped. "You don't mean..."

"If this child survives, it will truly be a miracle," Father sadly commented. "Perhaps his very 
existence was all the miracle we were meant to be blessed with."

* * * * * *

The walk back to Vincent's chamber was quiet and quick. Once inside, Catherine headed for 
the bed and fumbled with the covers.

"Let me," Vincent offered. He quickly pulled down the quilts and helped her slide under them. 
When she began to struggle with her gown, Vincent offered to take the baby. She hesitated.

"Please, Catherine. Let me hold him."

It wasn't that she didn't trust him, it was just that she couldn't bring herself to let go of the baby
that had been so cruelly taken from her. Finally, she did then quickly unfastened the top of her
gown. Vincent handed the child back and Catherine awkwardly held him to her breast and 
encouraged him to nurse. When the child didn't respond, she squeezed a few drops into his 
mouth and worked with him until he swallowed. She did this repeatedly until the child refused 
to swallow.

"At least he got a little down," she commented hopefully. "Come on, baby, let's lie down for 
awhile."

Leaving her gown open as Father instructed, Catherine nestled the baby on her chest. She 
placed his head over her heart and began to stroke his back and talk to him.

Vincent sat on the side of the bed and methodically massaged the infant's arms and legs. 
When Catherine's voice failed from exhaustion, he continued for her. 

"Hello son. I am your father," he began awkwardly. The words, said for the first time, were 
hard to form.

He stared at the child's delicate features. Catherine had been right. Their child was indeed 
beautiful. His hair was strawberry blond and his skin, fair. All his fingers and toes were 
perfectly formed, like his mother's, as were his facial features. To look at this child, you would 
never guess he was fathered by such as he.

"I know how you must feel. You probably think no one loves you. You feel all alone and you 



don't want to live like that. I understand it. I've felt it. Know that your - mother and I love you 
and want you. We will not abandon you or ignore your needs. You are a part of us."

He looked up to see Catherine staring at him lovingly and he continued. "There are so many 
things I want to do with you. So many wonders I want to share with you. I want to take you to 
play in the Chamber of the Winds. I want us to explore the Crystal Caverns and sail the river 
with no name. I want to teach you to read and appreciate the classics. Most of all, I want to 
watch you grow up safe and happy in the love of your mother and me."

He paused a moment to again glance over at Catherine. A warm smile adorned her face then 
her lips silently formed the words, "I love you." He smiled back then leaned over to kiss her 
softly.

Over the next several hours, Vincent talked about everything and everybody he could. When 
that failed him, he began to read "Great Expectations." Catherine smiled at his most fitting 
choice.

The ritual continued throughout the night. Every twenty minutes or so, Catherine would force 
a small bit of nourishment into the child's weak body. She would then change his diapers and 
lower him back onto her chest to begin the massages again.

During those long hours, the community's normal activities came to a halt as all waited and 
prayed for this special child's survival. The pipes were eerily silent except for the occasional 
status report. The passageways were empty. Father could be seen making frequent trips to 
Vincent's chamber then returning to his own to pace.

The hours of strain and lack of sleep began to take its toll as Catherine and Vincent fought to 
stay awake. Almost twenty-three hours after their child's return, they lost that fight and 
succumbed to sweet slumber.

Somewhere, in that deep, fitful rest, Catherine heard a sound and felt a movement. For a brief
instant, she flashed back to the night her child was born. She remembered feeling him moving
inside her, positioning himself for birth. Slowly her eyes opened and she became aware of her
surroundings. Again a weak sound disrupted the silence. Was it a baby's cry? It couldn't be. 
He had not cried since his arrival. Tentatively, she glanced over in Vincent's direction and 
found him sitting on the edge of his seat staring at the child lying on her chest. She took a 
deep breath and waited.

A few seconds later, she heard the sound her mother's heart longed to hear - her baby's cry. 
She smiled broadly as tears burned her bloodshot eyes. Carefully, she sat up and cradled the 
baby in her trembling arms. Then, a miracle happened. Their child opened his eyes and 
focused them on his mother's face.

Vincent had been watching the scene anxiously, praying that this wasn't their child's final 
struggle. When the infant opened his eyes and appeared to be looking at his mother, Vincent 
was sure his heart stopped beating. Mother and child seemed to be "checking" each other out
in those first few seconds and Vincent couldn't help but smile at the sight.

Catherine studied the child in awe. He actually seemed to be looking at her. 

"Hello there," she cooed softly. In response, the child moved his arms as if he was reaching 
out for her. "I'm here, sweetheart," she reassured him as she moved him close enough for his 
hands to find her face. "I'm here now. It's going to be all right. Mommy's here."

Being so afraid that what he was witnessing was some delusion born of his fatigue, Vincent 
had not moved from his chair. When Catherine spoke, however, that fear was replaced with a 
surge of joy.



The soft touch of her baby's hand on her face caused Catherine to laugh joyfully. She held 
him close to her face and kissed his tiny hands repeatedly. When he began to whimper and 
cry, she felt an aching in her breasts. The response amazed her. "I think he's actually crying to
be fed," she commented to a still immobile Vincent.

He answered softly as if he were afraid he would break the spell. "Perhaps you should try to 
get him to nurse."

She positioned the child at her left breast but he seemed not to know what to do. With her 
right hand, she squeezed out a little milk on his lips and rubbed them with the nipple. When 
the baby opened his mouth and tasted what he wanted, Catherine pushed the nipple into his 
mouth and waited. First, there was a tentative pull. A few seconds later, she felt a second one 
and then a third. Soon, he seemed to catch on and began sucking contentedly.

Catherine sighed in contentment and relief. Her child was going to make it. She knew it! She 
looked over at Vincent and smiled. 

"Come over here. I want your arms around us."

Vincent stood up on trembling legs and moved over to the bed. Carefully, he sat down and 
Catherine leaned back into his embrace so that he could look into his child's blue eyes.

"He has your eyes," she observed as she held the baby's hand.

"He has your beauty, Catherine."

"Vincent - I want to thank you."

"Catherine..."

"No - listen. If you hadn't made the decision to nurse so I could feed our child when we found 
him, he might not have survived and I wouldn't have been allowed to share this with him. I 
can't put into words what that means to me."

"I prayed it was the right decision."

"It was and I love you."

"I love you, Catherine and I must thank you."

"Why?"

"For loving me and - for giving me my humanity."

"I couldn't give you something you already had," she responded.

"Perhaps, in some ways, that is true. In the most important part of my life, however, you did. 
Your love proved to me that I am truly a man."

"I won't argue the point because I never had any doubts about that." She could feel him 
nuzzling her hair and it felt wonderfully reassuring just as her child's nursing at her breast did.

"May I come in?" Father called from just outside the entrance.

Vincent instinctively moved away from Catherine but she grabbed his hand. "No, stay here. 
Yes, Father, you may come in."

Father walked in expecting to find a still unresponsive child. What he saw astounded him. The
baby was awake and nursing hungrily at his mother's breast. "How is he?" Father whispered 
in awe as he moved closer.

"He's going to be fine," Catherine answered with delight.

"May I take a look at him?"



"Of course, but I don't think he's finished his meal yet."

"That's all right. I won't bother him," Father explained as he began a cursory examination. "It's
a miracle! His pulse is much stronger, there's no sign of fever, and his responses are almost 
normal. He must have inherited his father's ability to recover quickly."

Vincent smiled and blushed a little at Father's reference to his fatherhood. "He'll be all right 
now, won't he?"

"I don't see why not. Mother's milk - there's no substitute. That, and a large dose of maternal 
love, can cure almost anything," Father laughed.

"Let's not forget about a Father's love. Vincent's faith kept us both going."

"Yes, you are both - incredible." Father stood up slowly. "As much as I would like to dote on 
my grandson for awhile, I think the three of you need some time alone. I'll be by later. Call me 
if you need me. Oh Catherine - don't feed him too much at one time. It's going to take a while 
for you both to get regulated. If you have questions about breastfeeding, Mary can help you 
more than me. I'll say goodnight." He leaned down and stroked the baby's head then kissed 
Catherine's cheek. Lastly, he kissed Vincent atop his golden mane. "Congratulations on 
becoming a father - son."

"Thank you, Father. I hope I'll be a good one."

"You will, Vincent. You will."

"I agree," Catherine added.

After Father left, Vincent and Catherine watched contentedly as their child fell asleep at 
Catherine's breast. They sat for some time simply adoring the tiny infant.

"How does Vincent the second sound?" Catherine suddenly asked.

Taken aback by her unexpected question, Vincent contemplated her suggestion for a few 
seconds. They had been so busy fighting to save their son's life, the choice of a name had not
come up for discussion.

"I have no objection to any name you choose, but don't you feel he should have his own 
identity?"

"Can I confess a secret?"

"Of course you can. You can tell me anything."

"Before we - conceived him, I used to fantasize about having your baby and what we would 
name him." She blushed and smiled nervously. "Silly, huh?"

Vincent shook his head. "No. I used to dream about a life with you as my wife and the mother 
of my children but I never thought it could ever happen. It was just another aspect of life 
denied me - until that night."

She sighed at his confession. "You never told me."

"And you never told me."

"We wasted too much time not talking to each other," she surmised.

"I agree and promise not to allow that to happen again. We have a child now. A life entrusted 
to our care. We cannot hide our feelings and expectations about each other anymore. We 
must be totally honest with him and each other."

"You're right. Vincent, I love you and our son and I refuse to go back to the chaste love we 
once shared. I want a complete future with you, whatever that may be."



"That is exactly what I want."

"Good! Now tell me, what did you have in mind for a name for our son?"

"I always hoped, if I were blessed with a son, I would like to name him Jacob."

"Hum - Jacob. That's a strong name - I like it and I think Father will be thrilled. How about 
Jacob Vincent..." she stopped mid-sentence.

"What is it?"

"What about a last name?"

Vincent scratched his chin as he contemplated their dilemma. "Catherine, legally I do not 
exist. I have no last name to give him."

"Legalities don't matter," she argued.

"Yes, they do. I want him to enjoy the possibilities the world Above can offer him. To do that, 
he must have a legal name. How would that be accomplished in your world?"

"Well - a woman having a child without a legal husband has two options. The father can sign 
the appropriate documents giving permission for the child to carry his name or the child would
carry the mother's name."

"Since I don't exist, I cannot sign any documentation. Catherine, I think it would be fitting for 
our son to carry the Chandler name."

"Vincent..."

"Catherine - if you give him another name, there will be questions you cannot answer. 
Besides, Chandler is a respected name and your father would be proud."

"You don't mind?" she asked.

"Our child does not have to bear my name for me to acknowledge him as my son."

Catherine studied him for a moment then gazed into the face of her sleeping child. "We'll call 
him Jacob - Jacob Chandler."

Vincent smiled proudly. "Yes - Jacob."

That night, the three of them slept peacefully for the first time in weeks. Catherine refused to 
put the baby in the crib, so he lay snuggled warmly between the two of them. All was quiet - 
until that precious bundle got hungry and began to loudly demand a feeding. That interruption 
of their much needed sleep didn't upset the new parents at all. They awoke with smiles and 
Vincent held Catherine in his arms as he watched their son nurse.

After their son's hunger had been satisfied and his wet diaper changed, Catherine settled him 
back onto the bed and began to softly sing her mother's lullaby. The tune brought a misty 
smile to Vincent's face and a never before felt sense of completeness to his heart. The look of
contentment and fulfillment on Catherine's face was like glimpsing a little bit of heaven's glory.
Life just couldn't get any better - or so Vincent thought.

The next day, the threesome stayed in their chamber recovering from their mutual exhaustion.
They only ventured out for the evening meal and that was more of an excuse to show off the 
newest tunnel citizen than to eat. Everyone had to take a turn viewing Vincent and 
Catherine's greatest treasure.

"He's beautiful!" Jamie gasped. "He looks like you, Catherine," she added shyly.

"You think so? I think he has Vincent's hair, eyes, and high cheekbones."

"Yes, but he has your mouth and chin," Mary commented with authority.



"I think you're right," Vincent responded lovingly as he looked over at Catherine. As their eyes 
met, Vincent felt a oneness with her he had never experienced before. Even in those 
moments when their bond was at its strongest, he had never felt such an overpowering union 
of heart, soul, and mind. He felt the undeniable need to experience the power that a physical 
union with her would bring.

That same feeling assaulted Catherine's senses. He didn't have to whisper seductive 
suggestions or make physical overtures to express his intent. His powerful need radiated from
his entire being and he made no attempt to hide it. He stood before her claiming her with his 
powerful gaze. Never before had he so openly transmitted his desires in such an uninhibited 
way. She could have sworn the earth moved.

Catherine quickly excused herself from the gathering using the baby's feeding as the reason. 
Vincent was at her side instantly and, in uncomfortable silence, they returned to their 
chamber.

To Vincent, Catherine's quick exit from the dining chamber signaled her submission. Strange, 
he thought. To hear other men talk, the act of seduction was composed of both verbal and 
physical forays; but with Catherine and himself, it was all instinctive.

They walked down the tunnel without touching, yet their growing excitement was barely 
containable. Catherine held the baby tightly and tried 'to concentrate on the feel of him in her 
arms but she couldn't help being aware of Vincent's closeness. How had this started? she 
wondered silently. Most men go through some very strange mating rituals but all Vincent had 
to do was simply look at her and she was ready to submit to him on the floor in front of 
everybody as if she had no will. She trembled at the thought of making love to him again.

Vincent was trembling too, although for a different reason. His trembling came from his 
struggle to keep from having his way with her here and now. Why had their passion flared so 
suddenly and intensely? Yes, he had always been aroused by her but never had he allowed it 
to go this far - at least not consciously. Some memory of that first night had come back and 
she had used her hands to bring him to climax, but the prospect of feeling himself inside of 
her was making him weak.

With each step, he was strongly aware of the way her body moved and smelled. It was all he 
could do to keep himself from reaching over and...

The feel of his hand tentatively finding its way to the small of her back, made her shiver. It 
was a possessive touch but one that also seemed to be testing her receptiveness. When she 
did nothing to discourage him, his hand slowly slid down to rest firmly on her hip. Odd, she 
thought. Vincent had never been so bold.

Once inside the chamber, Catherine prepared little Jacob for bed. As she did, she was 
achingly aware of Vincent's commanding presence. She could hear every breath he took and 
feel every move he made. His effect on her was unnerving. No man had ever elicited such a 
strong, physical response from her. It was almost as if they had no choice. All will was gone. 
Destiny, or something more powerful, was drawing them together. She couldn't have resisted 
if she tried.

Vincent paced nervously. His palms were sweating, his stomach was churning, and the ache 
in his... He shook his head angrily. Don't reduce what you feel to that! he admonished himself.

As his patience grew thin, he finally sat down on the edge of their unmade bed. Catherine 
was breastfeeding their child and he tried desperately not to watch. He didn't think he could 
take it. Finally, he couldn't stand it any longer. The sound of her breathing and the child's 
hungry sucking sounds were more than he could bear. He looked up and met two equally 



intense green eyes staring back at him. The intensity of that gaze was unnerving.

The baby's insistent tugging at her breast and Vincent's hungry eyes combined to fill her with 
an uncontrollable longing. It was a longing she had to satisfy as soon as possible.

They sat there for some time simply staring at each other until Vincent made an unexpected 
move. As Catherine watched, he slowly and erotically began undressing. Her mouth fell open 
in shock as he shed his bulky clothing piece by piece. Her heart began to pound and the 
aching in the pit of her stomach grew unbearable. It was becoming physically painful to wait.

By the time the baby had finished nursing, Vincent was completely bare and lying in wait for 
her in bed. His behavior was uncharacteristic of the Vincent she knew. Tonight, every 
conception she had about his modesty had been smashed. Whatever was going on between 
them was transcending all the barriers and neither of them could stop it.

Acting more like a zealous adolescent than an experienced adult, Catherine eased the baby 
into his crib, gave him a goodnight kiss then turned to Vincent. Pausing only long enough to 
catch her breath, she began stripping. No time was taken for an erotic disrobing - speed was 
the important thing. She had to have him. The hunger had to be satisfied or it would drive her 
insane!

With little grace, she jumped into the bed and onto Vincent's hard body with a vengeance. 
She had to fight her own urges to keep from climaxing before the main event as his hands 
feverishly explored her body. He exhibited no shyness, only inexperience, in his quest to 
possess his mate. That awkwardness didn't bother her, however, because his eagerness and 
responsiveness more than made up for his lack of expertise.

Desire overcame reason as hands probed and bodies writhed in response. Breathing became
difficult and beads of perspiration appeared on already flushed skin. Moans of both frustration
and pleasure filled the air as each strove to please and be pleased.

As passion rose, so did the intensity of their lovemaking. Catherine, still on top, began moving
downward on Vincent's body. The male instinct took over. Grasping her firmly by the wrists, he
rolled her over onto her back and rose above her. His eyes bore into hers for a long moment 
before he lowered his mouth to hers. Repeatedly, he kissed and nipped at her neck and 
shoulders until his own body betrayed him by the instinctive flexing of his hips. He could fight 
it no more. He lifted his head and watched her face as he entered her.

His world became one of pure sensation. The sight of Catherine writhing in pleasure beneath 
him, the sound of her moans and gasps, and the feel of his body in such intimate contact with 
hers soon overpowered his restraint. How could such pleasure be possible? He didn't have 
time to ponder the answer. Nature demanded completion of its creative ritual and his body 
could no longer delay the inevitable. With one last, paralyzing thrust, he felt the explosive 
power of orgasm.

With that last thrust, Catherine's orgasm began. It was one of the most powerful experiences 
she had ever had and, for a moment, the world spun wildly about her. Slowly, however, her 
eyes did focus on Vincent's face above her. He seemed to be in some place between heaven 
and earth judging by the look of complete fulfillment on his face. He took a deep breath and a 
tear escaped from the corner of his eyes.

She felt his body quiver as he withdrew from her then hesitated as if not sure of what was 
expected of him. Gently, she worked her hands free from his now weak grip and guided him 
down into her comforting embrace.

As her soft hands stroked his shoulders, Vincent fought his shame and guilt. This first 



conscious time between them had not been one of tenderness and giving, it had been one of 
self gratification and animalistic lust. He was convinced she would never forgive him. "I'm 
sorry, Catherine. I just couldn't control it."

"Don't be sorry. Vincent - what we shared was wonderful. Passion is at its best when it's 
uncontrolled."

"I wanted this to be - loving and gentle."

"Passion that's been pent up as long as ours cannot wait, Vincent - this was practically our 
first time. Sex, like most things, takes practice. Control and technique take time to develop."

Vincent pushed himself up on his elbows and looked down into her eyes. If she was lying to 
protect his feelings, he would know it. She wasn't lying. Love filled his heart and he smiled 
shyly at her.

She smiled back. "Our son has come home to us and we've found each other. It's time we 
celebrated. It's time we laughed and loved and accepted our - fate. We've got a lifetime to 
practice and we'll take it one night at a time."

Vincent took a slow, deep breath. "Yes - one night at a time."

Catherine could feel his doubts evaporate and joy filled her heart. Finally, he had accepted 
himself and her love.

Part IV

The next morning found the new family strolling casually toward a special ledge that 
overlooked the falls. That ledge had once been the site of the lovers' rendezvous and it held a
special place in their memories. Today, it would take on an added meaning - it was the place 
of their first family outing.

Vincent spread the quilt on the ground for Catherine and the baby then leaned back against a 
protruding boulder and watched in fascination. Was he dreaming? He had to pinch himself to 
be sure. How many times had this same scene played itself out in his fantasies? No - this was
real, he assured himself.

He joined in as Catherine played with the infant and watched enthralled as she held him 
tenderly to her breast to feed him. As he did, he couldn't help but think that if everything they 
had endured, all the pain they had suffered had been the cost of this one moment, it was a 
price willingly paid. The joy they now shared was worth everything.

Later, as Jacob lay sleeping nearby, Vincent and Catherine sat cuddled in each others' arms. 
Vincent sat facing the falls and Catherine sat between his legs with her arms wrapped around
his upraised knees. She was leaning back against his chest and his nose would occasionally 
find its way into the warm bend of her neck. She would respond by tilting her head to allow 
him better access and then giggle when the soft down on his face tickled her.

Everything was so easy between them now. Gone was the hopeless longing for a life that 
should never be. The dream that always seemed to be just out of their grasp was now a 
reality. They sat there intimately embracing and touching as lovers and Vincent couldn't 
believe how natural it felt. Why had he let his fears deny them this? He pondered that 
question as a comfortable silence fell between them.

"What are you thinking?" Catherine asked softly.



"I was just thinking of how much our lives have changed in the past year. What we have now 
is something I never really believed we would ever have."

His mood turned suddenly solemn. "I'm so afraid it won't last. Catherine, after all we've 
endured, I don't think I could bear to lose..."

"Stop it, Vincent!" She tightened her grip on his legs. "Whatever happens from now on, what 
we share will survive. If the last year hasn't proven that to you, I don't know what will. Hey, 
lover, just accept and enjoy it - don't question it."

Vincent started to laugh softly.

"What's so funny?"

"I remembered the last time we were here. You were leaning against my shoulder as 1 read to
you. If only I'd had the courage then to tell you what I was really thinking..."

"You can tell me now."

"No, I..."

"Please," she pleaded. She was intrigued by his rare confessions of desire and determined to 
encourage more of them.

"If you insist. While I was reading, I was fantasizing about what it would be like - if you were - 
not wearing anything. I wanted to toss the book aside and shamelessly grope you until you 
submitted to my wild passion."

"Oh, Vincent, that sounds like something out of a Danielle Steele novel."

"It may be. I've read a lot of them."

That admission truly astounded her. For the life of her, she simply could not imagine the well-
read Vincent devouring a romance novel.

"What?"

"Catherine, classics weren't the only thing I read in my thirty-some years."

"I just can't imagine you..."

"Despite what everyone may think, I had to deal with sexual needs too. I may never have 
discussed or expressed them, but they were very real and very strong." he responded. He 
remembered those battles as an adolescent. Before the incident with Lisa, his newly 
discovered urges were intriguing and a source of endless imaginings. After hurting Lisa in his 
first fumbling attempt to explore those feelings, the curiosity was replaced by pain.

"I can believe it. I know it was tough for me dealing with the physical needs you aroused in 
me."

"And you - in me."

Now it was Catherine who began to laugh. "I can't believe we're having this conversation."

"I can't believe we're lovers!" Vincent exclaimed with innocent enthusiasm.

The sound of wonder in his voice warmed the depths of her heart. "I take it you're happy 
about that?"

"Catherine - happy is not an accurate description of what I'm feeling. I never knew such 
ecstasy truly existed."

She gently wiggled against him. "It does, Vincent, and I intend to introduce you to a world of 
carnal pleasures."



Vincent felt a shiver creep up his spine. To have the woman he loved so eagerly encourage 
his desires, was more than he ever dared to dream of. It gave him the courage to express his 
long forbidden needs. "Catherine - I want to make love to you here. Do you think we could?"

She turned to him and peered into the bottomless depths of his blue eyes.

"Anything is possible." she said then glanced over at their sleeping child. "He'll be sleeping for
a while and, as long as we don't get too loud or too - active, he'll never know. My only concern
is that someone may come here and catch us in the act."

"Don't worry. I asked everyone not to disturb us."

It was an innocent statement born of a very cautious man but it told her that her lover was 
hoping to seduce her. She studied him for a moment then smiled wickedly. "To be honest, I 
wouldn't be all that upset if someone did see us."

"Catherine!" he gasped. The thought of someone watching him and Catherine make love 
struck terror in his heart.

She gave no answer as she began unlacing his shirt.

* * * * * *

On their way home that afternoon, Vincent and Catherine were approached by Zack with a 
message from Above. Catherine waited patiently as Vincent read the note.

"It's from Diana Bennett."

"What does she want?" Catherine asked, fearing the worst. Having heard nothing from Elliot 
since the night of the rescue frightened her. Vincent said he was hurt but they had heard 
nothing of how seriously.

"She wants to meet with us tonight at the Central Park threshold," he answered simply. His 
fears were just as strong as Catherine's.

A sudden coldness filled Catherine's heart and she tightened her hold on the child in her 
arms. Why Diana and not Elliot? she asked herself. Perhaps Elliot was hurt too badly or 
maybe... She didn't want to think about that "maybe".

Vincent noticed the reaction. "You don't have to go, Catherine. I can talk to her alone." 
Inwardly, he was thinking that if the news about Elliot was bad, it would be better if he heard it
first.

"Yes, I do. I need to meet this woman and I want to know what happened the night you 
brought Jacob home," she declared with determination.

That was something Vincent wanted to know just as badly. Elliot's deliberate evasion of the 
details that night had been eating at him since then. Why was he being so evasive? Were the 
details so tragic that he simply could not bring himself to talk about it? Had Elliot murdered in 
his quest to return their child?

* * * * *

Diana followed Elliot's instructions to the letter, or so she thought. Why would anyone arrange
a meeting in a drainage pipe? Before she could answer that question, she heard the heavy 



door behind her begin to grind slowly open. Fighting the urge to run, she stood her ground 
and watched as the hooded figure she knew as Vincent stepped through the opening. Just 
behind him was the petite form of Catherine Chandler.

"Diana," Vincent greeted her as he stood before her.

His imposing figure before her threatened to take her breath away. "Vincent," she responded. 
"I hope you're well."

"I am, Diana. I would like you to meet Catherine. Catherine, I'd..."

"I know who she is, Vincent," Catherine replied then stepped forward to get a good look at the
woman in her dream.

After thoroughly assessing the woman she dreamed would be a part of Vincent's life, she was
stunned at how exact the image in the dream had been. The real thing was the absolute 
personification of her dream's character.

"I'm glad to see you're all right. Catherine. How's the baby?" Diana asked impulsively. 

She felt suddenly very awkward talking to the woman she had been searching for those many
months. With one look, she realized why the men in Catherine Chandler's life were so 
devoted.

"He's growing stronger every day."

Diana couldn't help but notice the maternal glow on Catherine's face as she spoke of her 
child. "Good. Elliot told me he wasn't well when he found him."

"Elliot! How is he?" Catherine asked. "Vincent said he was hurt."

"Mr. Burch is in the Virgin Islands recuperating from a mild shoulder wound. He's the one who
wanted me to meet with you and find out about the baby."

Catherine smiled warmly. "That sounds like Elliot. Tell him little Jacob is on his way to 
becoming a healthy, happy two month old baby."

"Jacob?"

"My father's name," Vincent explained.

"Oh. Once you've both recovered, there are a lot of legalities to be worked out," Diana 
cautioned. "Catherine, we'll need testimony from you about the kidnapping and then there's 
the baby. So far no records exist of his birth other than what we found in Gabriel's mansion."

"I know," Catherine answered in a suddenly solemn tone. "There was nothing there about 
Vincent was there?" she asked in fear.

"No. We destroyed as much as we could. There was only one tape with Vincent on it and we 
burned it before Joe got there. The other tapes were of you during the pregnancy and birth. 
Those we had to turn over to Joe. I don't suppose you want to see them?"

"I don't think so," Catherine said with a touch of disgust in her voice. "I want to forget all that." 
She felt some sort of disturbance in the bond. "Unless, of course, Vincent would like to 
witness the birth of his child."

"As much as that would have meant to me, under the circumstance, I don't think so. Watching
another man take our child from you in such a way..."

Catherine felt the anger, pain, and anguish rising in him. "No, Diana. Those tapes are better 
destroyed as soon as that is possible."

"I understand," Diana replied. "As soon as they are no longer needed, I'm sure Joe will have it



done."

Catherine decided it was time to hear the truth. "What happened that night, Diana? I need to 
know."

Diana sighed as she tried to organize her thoughts. "Elliot contacted Joe. Believe it or not, the
three of us pooled our resources and discovered where Gabriel was hiding the baby. Legally, 
we couldn't go in without a warrant and that would require letting Moreno know so Elliot 
planned a little invasion of his own."

"That was quite a risk," Vincent observed.

"Yes. If just one thing had gone wrong... Well, luckily it didn't. Elliot said Gabriel threatened to 
kill the child, they fought, and Elliot was wounded. Gabriel was killed. Joe and I arrived after 
Elliot had returned the child to Vincent. We, more or less, cleaned up the mess."

"What about Moreno?" Catherine asked.

"Joe arrested him after we found evidence at the mansion of his complicity in Catherine's 
kidnapping, among other things."

"I can imagine that was tough on Joe. I know how he looked up to him," Catherine 
commented. "I'd love to see him."

"He wants to see you too."

"Tell him... Tell him that I love him and that I'll see him soon. Also tell him I said thanks for 
everything. Tell him I'm healing and that I'm with the man I love." She laughed. "You can also 
tell him I'll bring the baby for him to see as soon as I can."

"He'll have a lot of questions," Diana warned.

"He'll have to trust me," Catherine countered.

"Not to burst your bubble, but what do you plan to do?" Diana asked. "I know Joe's got plans 
for you. What about you?"

Catherine had been at war with herself over that exact subject for some time although she 
had not admitted it to Vincent. "I don't know yet," she answered hesitantly. "All I want to do 
now is spend some time with my baby - and his father." 

A warm smile graced her face as she looked over at Vincent.

"That's understandable," Diana offered.

"How is Joe? He was badly injured before I was kidnapped." Catherine asked in concern as 
she remembered the sight of him lying in that hospital bed so badly burned.

"He's pushing himself way too hard. After your disappearance, he checked himself out of the 
hospital and camped out at the office. When Elliot told him what he had discovered, he 
became even more determined."

"That's Joe," Catherine replied with a soft laugh.

"Now that he's the Acting District Attorney..."

"What?"

"After Moreno was arrested, he was appointed to fill the job until the election."

Catherine smiled proudly. "They made a good choice."

"Frankly, I think so too. I'm concerned about his health though. Maybe, since all of this is over,
he'll take some time to heal."



"I wouldn't count on it," Catherine laughed.

Vincent, who had been watching the scene in silence, couldn't help notice the spark in 
Catherine's eyes as she spoke of Joe. Her friendship with him was an important part of her 
life. "Catherine, perhaps you should visit him soon."

"I'd like that," Catherine answered.

Although he meant what he said, the thought of her going Above again frightened him more 
than it ever had before. He came so close to losing her - closer than he ever wanted to get 
again.

Feeling his terror, Catherine slid her arms around him. "I'm not ready for that yet."

"I think we could all use some down time after all this," Diana commented. "I just wanted to let
you know what's been happening and to see if all of you were all right. Is there anything you 
need?"

"I'm - we're fine. Tell Elliot that what he did was - something I will not ever forget. We owe him 
- so much."

"Yes," Vincent agreed. "And you too, Diana."

"I agree," Catherine added. "What can we do to repay you?"

Diana studied the obviously happy couple before her and. for a moment, envied them. "You 
can show me this - world of yours I've heard so much about."

Catherine gave Vincent a questioning look. This was a decision he would have to make.

"I'll speak with the others. Any visits to our world must be approved by all as the risk is 
assumed by all."

"I understand and I would like to help in anyway I can," she offered. 

"You've already done so much," Catherine responded.

"After the cases I've had lately, it was nice to win one," Diana admitted.

Catherine nodded her head in understanding. "I know what you mean."

"Well, I'd better be going. I'm sure that baby of yours needs you."

"It is almost feeding time," Catherine answered with a smile.

Hopefully, Diana looked up at Vincent, "You'll contact me?"

"Soon," Vincent assured her.

* * * * * *

Later that night, Vincent sat across from his bed and watched as Catherine fed their baby. At 
that moment, he felt an indescribable sense of peace and contentment. Yes, their future was 
still unclear but there was one thing of which he was certain - their dream was a dream no 
longer.

After putting the baby down for the night, Vincent stood by the bed and silently gazed down at
the embodiment of his world. She lay back against the pillows with her gown still open. Her 
eyes were filled with a loving warmth he could feel as well as see.

She returned his adoring gaze. "Do you miss -nursing?"

Somewhat startled by her question, he blushed. "A little I guess, but now that we have Jacob 



back, I know the need for it has passed. I do not wish to interfere with what you share with 
him. For a time, we shared something - very, very special and I can't begin to tell you how 
much it meant to me. In a sense, you gave me the acceptance of a mother's love - something 
I never had."

"I hope it meant something more," she shyly confessed.

He smiled as he realized just what she meant. "Yes, Catherine. Sharing that intimacy with you
forced me to face my desires and conquer my fears." Slowly, he eased himself down on the 
bed and sat facing her. With great tenderness, he traced the swell of her exposed breast. "For
the first time in our relationship, I do not fear rejection. What we have is not a temporary 
phase of our lives. Our love is real and it is for always."

"I've known that since the night I returned from Nancy's. I knew I could love no other. My 
future is with you - and our son." Catherine's answer was filled with all the determination in 
her heart.

"That makes my next question a little easier. Catherine - marry me?"

To say she was stunned would be an understatement. "Vincent, I..." she stammered.

"I realize it would not be legal in your world, but this world would respect our commitment. But
you'd..."

"Yes!"

"What?"

"Vincent, I don't care about legalities. I never have. What's important to me is our commitment
to each other and our child. If a formal ceremony for our friends and family is important to you,
then I would be honored."

"Thank you," Vincent whispered just before leaning over and kissing her soft lips. "I love you."

"I love you," she replied. "Now, are you coming to bed or do I have to channel these energies 
somewhere else?"

Vincent smiled at the suggestion in her voice then began to remove his clothes. "We wasted 
too many years re - channeling. From this day forward, I want us to use that energy as God 
intended."

"Amen!" Catherine agreed as he slid under the covers next to her.

Neither of them were sure just what fate had in store for them in the years to come, but they 
were sure of one thing - whatever happened, whatever came, they would face it together.

End


