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Vincent put his shoulder to the massive door that led to the Great Hall. The door slowly opened
into the darkness. He stood there a moment letting the cool wind whip about his face as he 
peered into the dark. His extraordinary vision let him pick out objects in the room, but to work, 
he needed his lantern.

As light invaded the darkness, the room seemed less fearsome, but still cold and uninviting. He
walked to the center of the Hall and stared at the staircase that led to the upper level of the 
room. As he did, a vision appeared to him. He and Catherine had stood there during a 
previous Winterfest and talked about the strange artwork that hung on the walls. He 
remembered how beautiful she had looked in her long white dress with its low neckline and her
hair curled and pinned in such an alluring style. He had wanted to run his fingers through it and
smell her fragrance. He closed his eyes now and could almost do so.

Pain filled his heart as he remembered that after everyone had left the Hall, they had lingered 
behind. Catherine had asked him to listen to the music of the wind. As he thought about it now,
it seemed more like the music of their hearts. He smiled as he remembered taking her in his 
arms and dancing effortlessly around the room. The joy he saw in her eyes, the happiness he 
felt in her heart was a living memory.

As usual, when his thoughts turned to Catherine, he was overcome by his loss. She had been 
his life. The sweetest and most sublime part of his existance and she had been so cruelly 
taken from him at a time when their lives could have been filled with such joy. She had been 
kidnapped after discovering she was carrying his child. He had been denied the joy of seeing 
her through those months of morning sickness, the baby's first movements, and the joy of 
being with her when their child came into the world. Perhaps the most painful realization was 
that she died without holding her child, or before she knew he was safe in his father's arms.

Their child. He was so like her. He looked like her, especially his eyes. He could almost see 
her in those eyes. Every time he held little Jacob, he felt such a deep ache of loneliness. He 
was all he had of her and their love. His eyes began to burn with tears so he shook off all those
painful thoughts and got back to work.

He began to clear away debris that had accumulated over the year. As he did, his thoughts 
turned to a conversation he had with Diana last night. Ever since she had saved his life after 
the explosion, he had been appropriately grateful and had offered his friendship. She was an 



interesting individual with quite extraordinary abilities to solve cases. Her help in finding Jacob 
was crucial to regaining his son. It became clear to him last night, however, that Diana had 
believed that there was more to their relationship.

He had invited her to Jacob's naming ceremony and had shown her his world. Afterward, he 
had visited her occasionally and she became a frequent visitor below. Even after reassuring 
Father that this woman would not dishonor Catherine's memory to him, Father still seemed ill 
at ease with her. Now he considered that Father had seen what was happening. Diana was 
seeing Vincent in a different light. She wanted more than friendship. That became apparent 
last night.

Vincent had gone to her apartment to invite her to the Winterfest celebration. She had been 
excited and flattered at his invitation and had apparently read something else into it. As he 
prepared to leave, she impulsively hugged him. He immediately pulled away from her, shocked
by her action. Her hurt look told him what she had assumed. He felt embarrassed and 
ashamed, but he could not let her continue to delude herself.

The subject was a delicate one and had to be handled with care. "I'm sorry if I hurt you."

She was looking out into the city.

"Diana, what I feel for you is...gratitude and friendship. I  could never thank you enough for 
your help in finding Jacob and for your care when I was hurt." He began looking out into the 
city, searching for the words. "Catherine was my life. The love we shared is a living thing. It will
not die. It will always be a part of me. She was my heart. It would not be possible for me to feel
that way for anyone else. What we had goes beyond death, beyond everything. Please 
understand that we could never be anything other than friends."

He watched as she bit her lip in an attempt to regain her dignity. "I'm sorry Vincent. You're 
right, I misunderstood." In an obvious attempt to hold on to some hope, she continued. 
"Perhaps in time..." her voice trailed off.

Vincent could not let her hope when there was no possibility. "No...there will never be anyone 
for me but Catherine...never." He turned and hurriedly left the balcony.

He felt guilty for the pain this scene must have caused her, but he was sure he had done the 
right thing. To allow her to hope when there was none would have been crueler still.

As he resumed his work, he felt something. He wasn't sure what, but there was something. 
Suddenly the room began to move. A rumbling began slowly at first, but soon became 
deafening. Bits and pieces of the ceiling began to shower him. It wasn't stopping. He must get 
above. Just as he turned for the doorway, a very large piece of the ceiling fell down on him and
he was completely covered in rock and dust. The rumbling began to die and he felt the pain in 
his limbs as he realized he was pinned beneath the debris. He tried vainly to move, to push his



way out. It became difficult to breath and the pain in his chest became unbearable. As 
darkness closed in, he softly called a name, "Catherine."

Above, Diana had also been thinking about last night's conversation. She had been 
embarrassed by her own assumptions and hurt at the finality of his words. He was right, she 
had assumed too much.

She remembered the moment she first saw him crumpled over Catherine Chandler's grave. He
had come there to die. She remembered too how intrigued she was by his appearance. She 
had cared for him for days attending to his injuries and watching over him. In his state of 
delusion he had called out Catherine's name so many times. That should have told her 
something, but instead, she had built false hope.

She had become strangely attracted to this tortured soul and had hoped that he would come to
love her the way he so obviously loved Catherine. Deep in her heart, she knew how 
devastated he had been by Catherine's death. Every time he spoke her name, she could see 
the love and the pain in his eyes and hear it in his voice. His voice caressed her name tenderly
like she imagined he had caressed her physically. How fortunate she was to have been loved 
so deeply by someone so special. Diana could only imagine what they must have shared and 
she wanted to share that with him so desperately. His words last night had told her it was 
impossible.

Lost in her thoughts, she paid little attention to the tremors that made her apartment shake. 
They were only slight and there was no damage. She moved to the window to look out into the 
city. There seemed to be no damage below either. BELOW!

She raced out the door. Below the city's streets were tunnels and pipelines that could so easily
be crushed by even a minor earthquake. There were people down there. People she cared 
about. She had to help.

*****

The underground world had dealt with tremors before, but these were stronger than any of 
them remembered. Just when Father was convinced they would all be buried alive beneath the
city, the tremors had stopped. The panic that had arisen during the earthquake had now 
subsided and Father had begun to assess the injuries and the damage. They had been lucky 
this time. There were no deaths, no major injuries, and no structural damage on the upper 
level.

It wasn't until the confusion ebbed that he wondered about the whereabouts of Vincent. 
"Where's Vincent? Has anyone seen Vincent?"

He inwardly began to panic as he remembered Vincent's trip to the Great Hall deep in the 
lower tunnels. His heart sank as he remembered Vincent expressing reluctance to take part in 



this year's celebration. But this was to be little Jacob's first Winterfest and he had pressured 
Vincent to become involved. If anything had happened to his son, it was his own fault.

As he protectively held Jacob, he began to organize a search party. Just then Diana walked in 
with concern for one individual apparent on her face. The next words were hard.

"Vincent is missing. He went to the Great Hall before the tremors and he hasn't been seen 
since."

Diana felt the panic rise in her throat. After the tremors, Vincent wold have rushed back to the 
community to lead the rescue and repair operations. His absence only meant he was unable to
come back,

Several of the community who could be spared began their trek below to the Great Hall. They 
carried shovels, first aid equipment, and anything else that might be of help. Diana was among
the party, as well as Father, Mouse, and Pascal. Father noted the damage got worse as they 
traveled deeper into the tunnels and his fear of Vincent's fate grew.

They arrived at the massive doors of the Great Hall. One of them had fallen and the other was 
barely upright. The pile of debris in the doorway completely blocked their entry. To even get 
into the room would take hours of digging. Vincent's chances were getting slim.

Everyone began to dig with shovels or bare hands if necessary and after some effort and some
organization, they began to make progress. After clearing the initial debris, they saw that the 
majority of the ceiling had collapsed. Dread began to creep into them as they realized Vincent' 
survival was unlikely. Then they heard a moan from the center of the room and there, almost 
completely buried, was Vincent.

Hurriedly, they worked removing the rock and dirt that covered him. Diana stood by watching 
as Father checked for a pulse or any other sign of life. After what seemed like an eternity, 
Father said, "He's alive, but we have to get him out of here."

Carefully, they moved Vincent onto the stretcher and started the long journey back. It took 
some time to maneuver the stretcher in and out of the tunnels and Father would often stop to 
check Vincent's condition. Father could tell the injuries were serious, but the could move no 
faster without causing further injury. 

Vincent moaned quietly as they navigated difficult tunnel ways. Once or twice he called 
Catherine's name and Father could see Diana wince in pain every time. 

After they arrived in the medical chamber, Father began to work swiftly. His examination was 
careful and his orders precise.

It was in utter frustration that he announced, "He's not responding, he's just not responding."



He was trying everything he knew, but nothing was working, nothing. He again checked the 
vital signs. There was only a bare pulse and a minimun respiration rate. He was losing the 
battle.

The massive figure stirred slightly and Father watched him closely. Vincent tried to open his 
eyes and reached out. Diana who had been at the foot of the bed the whole time, reached for 
his hand before it fell back limply. Vincent tried to form a word with his failing breath and Diana 
waited. 

"Catherine?" He lapsed back into his coma. Father searched for a pulse and found only a 
trace, he was dying and there was nothing he could do. Shaking his head he said, "He's not 
fighting this. I think he wants to die."

Mary, Sarah, Mouse, Diana, and Father all looked at each other in despair. They could only 
stand and wait. Diana, refusing to accept the obvious, began to shake and plead with him, 
"Vincent, you have to fight this, you have to love for Jacob! Think of Jacob, he needs you, we 
all need you." 

There was no response and Diana sat back in her chair defeated.

Father walked over to Mary. He stared at the wall in frustration. "I should have known."

Mary asked, "Known what?"

"That without Catherine, he would have no desire to live. She was his life, he told me that so 
many times. I never knew just how true it was." Tears filled his eyes as the reality of what he 
said filled his heart.

Diana heard his words as well. Words that hurt deeply. She finally had to face the fact that for 
Vincent there could only be one love and that was his Catherine. This kind of man loved only 
once in his lifetime and his love was Catherine. She could never fill the void her loss had 
caused. No matter how close she thought they had become, no matter how much he had 
come to trust her, there would always be a part of him that belonged to Catherine and 
Catherine only. She had been his only lover, she had given him a child, and her death had 
caused him great pain that she could not reach. She knew in her heart that given a choice 
between a life with her or a chance to join Catherine forever in death, Vincent would choose 
Catherine. Perhaps, only then would he be truly happy and at peace. The reality of it all came 
crashing down on her and with tears flowing, she fled the room. 

*****

Vincent knew nothing of the turmoil going on around him. Somehow he was traveling in 
darkness. Before him a soft warm light beckoned him. In its radiance, he no longer felt the pain
of his injuries, he only knew he wanted to go toward that light and be bathed in it. As he 



approached, someone stepped through the light, someone he knew, someone he loved. That 
someone was Catherine.

It couldn't be. "Catherine," he called as he ran to her open arms and enfolded her in his. His 
tears flowed freely down his cheeks. "Oh, Catherine...I love you...I've missed you so." His 
words were choked off by his sobs of relief. She felt warm and wonderful in his arms and very 
much alive. Through their connection, he could feel her joy at their reunion.

He pulled back slightly to look into her eyes. Her tears were flowing despite the warm smile he 
saw on her face. He didn't know how this could be, he only knew it was and he didn't question 
it. He didn't want to break this beautiful spell. Without thought or hesitation, he leaned forward 
and kissed her passionately. She returned his kiss with the same passion.

Together they stood enveloped in the warmth of each other's arms. It was Catherine who 
finally broke the silence.

"Vincent, you should not be here now... It's not time."

He didn't quite understand where "here" was, but if she was here, he wasn't going anywhere. "I
won't leave you. I can't."

Her heart ached at his devotion and love. "Vincent, our little boy, how is he? I know you have 
him back."

Vincent couldn't resist smiling when she said, "our little boy". 

"I named him Jacob, after Father. I thought you would approve." When she nodded her 
agreement, he continued, "He is the most incredibly beautiful child I've ever seen. He has your 
eyes and mouth. He has your strength as well. Catherine, he had been my only salvation and 
my only reason for living."

"I know, Vincent, I know." She took his hand and whispered, "Let's walk."

As they walked, the darkness dissolved into a beautiful meadow. There were trees and flowers
surrounding them. The air was sweet and clear and carried the fragrance of the flowers. The 
warmth of the sun eased his fears and felt wonderful on his skin. He marveled at the way the 
light played with her hair and brought out all the wonderful freckles on her skin. He touched her
face and felt the warmth. This must truly be heaven.

They walked for what seemed like hours, discovering and savoring the beauties of this world. 
He did not know where he was, only that he wanted to stay. This was their dream come true. 
He turned to her, held her tightly in his arms and caressed her hair with his cheek. He felt her 
return his embrace and they stood silent for a long time.

His heart was filled with love and there was so much he wanted to say. "Love, there are things 



I must tell you, things I should have told you but never had the courage." He hesitated and 
then opened his heart, "Catherine, there was a time in my life when I had no hope and then I 
found you. No one ever touched me the way you did. When you looked at me, you saw only 
beauty. Never did i see fear or repulsion in your eyes. Your love and courage transformed me 
and for the first time in my life, I felt truly loved."

"We promised always to share the truth, but love, there was a truth beyond words, beyond 
everything. Your love and your sacrifice was that truth. The strength of your love silenced me 
for too long. I thought myself unworthy of such beauty." 

He sighed deeply and continued, "You tried to tell me that all I had to do was open my arms 
and accept life's gifts. Still I held back. Catherine, I love you, I will always love you. Our love is 
alive and will never die. It can never be destroyed."

"Since we have been apart, I have remembered each moment, each word, and each touch. 
They are all bittersweet; sweet to the memory, bitter because of the loss. I am so sorry that I 
could not find you in time. The guilt I have felt eats its way into my very soul. Jacob gives me 
the courage to make it through the days and I thank you so for that very precious gift. But the 
nights ... no one can ease the loneliness of the nights."

His words filled her heart and she spoke of her feelings as well, "Vincent, I wanted to tell you 
that night I came to your chamber. I wanted to tell you of the love we shared in that cavern. I 
wanted to tell you about the new life that love had created, but I saw your pain and I didn't want
to cause you more."

"Vincent, so many times during those long months, I wanted you with me to share everything. 
When he first moved inside me, I longed to take your hand and let you feel it as well. When my
labor began, I needed you most. I was afraid and with strangers who wanted to take our child. I
wanted you there when our son came into the world. I needed you there so badly. I died inside 
when they took him away without even letting me touch him. When I knew I was dying, I had to
be with you to die in your arms."

A mysterious figure who had been standing in the shadows watched as the lovers embraced. 
Stepping closer the figure whispered, "Vincent."

Vincent quickly turned his head in the direction of the voice. He kept his arms tightly wound 
around Catherine. He watched the approaching stranger. "Who...are you?"

"I have...no name," the voice whispered, "but I watch over this place."

Vincent watched for some sign of aggression. "What is...this place?"

"You know, Vincent." He waited for a response and none came. "This is the world of the dead."
He felt Vincent's questioning gaze. "In your world, you are between life and death. A step away



from eternity."

Vincent considered his words carefully, it made sense. How else could he be here with 
Catherine like this. He accepted his fate gratefully and was rewarded by an overpowering 
sense of peace and contentment. An eternity with Catherine. It was his dream.

"You must return, Vincent." The figure stated as if in answer to Vincent's thoughts.

The words shattered his feeling of contentment. "No!" he shouted defiantly. "I will not return to 
that life." To lose Catherine again would be more than he could bear.

Catherine knew he must return and she could feel his pain. She touched his arm tenderly. 
"Vincent, you must go back... for Jacob."

He grasped Catherine's shoulders firmly. "I cannot go back to that misery!" His voice was 
breaking with emotion. "I cannot live without you. I will not." He turned to the stranger, 
pleading. "Please let me stay. I will do anything, give up anything, please. I have to be with her.
We have to be together."

The stranger seemed unmoved by Vincent's plea. He made no reply. Vincent decided to 
continue his argument from a different approach. "How can you stand there and be unaffected 
by this." Anger burned in his chest as he continued, "You...or fate took her from me. Separated
us in the cruelest way. After what we have suffered at the hands of...fate, we have to be 
together, if only in death. Our love cannot...will not be denied. I will not return!" He glared at the
stranger.

With a calm voice, the stranger simply answered. "You must. It is your destiny."

At this, Vincent lost his temper. The anger at the stranger's words seared through him and his 
words. "Destiny! Was it destiny who brought all this about?" He snorted in contempt. "If so, 
then I refuse my destiny. I refuse to accept that life of crushed dreams and empty hearts!" He 
turned his back to the stranger.

The stranger's patience at Vincent's defiance was spent. His next words were meant to hurt, to
enlighten Vincent to the truth. A truth he had denied. "What happened to you was not part of 
our plan. Your path was decided by YOUR fear."

Vincent turned staring at the man in disbelief. "What are you saying?"

The time had come to reveal the truth and the stranger held back nothing. "Your fear of failure 
with Catherine set about this chain of events, not destiny. Your destiny, yours and Catherine's, 
was to love and to bring into the world children who would have a positive effect on that world. 
You were to raise those children together and to prepare them for their place in history."

The stranger watched as realization came slowly to Vincent and his look of horror became 



evident. 

"Your son's conception was preordained, but as the time grew near, your fear overcame you. 
The darkness you fell into was your own FEAR. You could not remember what happened in 
the cavern because you refused to, your FEAR prevented it. Your bond was never severed. It 
was there, but your FEAR refused to acknowledge it. You were so afraid to allow yourself 
love's truest expression, that your mind blocked its memory from you. Your bond with 
Catherine symbolized in your mind your union. A union that filled you with guilt, so you denied 
it." 

He watched Vincent carefully. The visual sign of anguish on his face told him he had achieved 
his goal. "If you seek to blame, then you should seek no further than your FEAR."

The words were like daggers in Vincent's heart. The pain and guilt sweeping through him 
threatened to consume him. He roared in anguish at what he now thought he had caused. All 
the pain Catherine had suffered because of his weakness was unbearable. He fell to his 
knees, tears streaming down his face as he begged Catherine's forgiveness.

She fell to her knees beside him and cradled him in her arms. The pain in him filling her soul.

The stranger also felt his pain and watched as the two sought to give and receive comfort. It 
was then he saw in their hearts the innate goodness and purity that had set them both apart in 
their world. His words now were filled with compassion. 

"You had to know what fear can do. Perhaps even this was preordained." He hesitated as 
Vincent looked at him. "It is possible to go back. To have a second chance."

With those words, their hearts were filled with hope again. Vincent asked, "Could it be 
possible? Really possible?"

The stranger smiled as he repeated a phrase familiar to both. "With love, all things are 
possible."

Catherine and Vincent began laughing and crying joyfully as they got to their feet. They 
embraced and dried each other's tears.

The stranger began to explain. "All of this, all of that other life, will be as a dream to you. It will 
be quickly forgotten. You will go back to a time before your illness, Vincent. The night you 
dreamed of Catherine and then of your own death. You must face your fear again and if you do
not conquer it, you both will be doomed to repeat the consequences." He looked at them 
sternly. "There will not be another chance. Do you understand?"

They looked at each other and Vincent felt hope again for the first time in months. He had a 
second chance with Catherine and he was determinde not to let his fear destroy it. "We 
understand."



"Then go with our blessing and our hope. Fulfill your true destiny." As the words were spoken, 
the stranger disappeared into a mist that consumed everything. The darkness descended and 
Catherine's hand slipped gently from Vincent's.

*****

Vincent awoke with a start. He sat up in bed, his eyes searching the familiar darkness of his 
chamber, and his ears listening intently. His mind was fighting the haze. Was he dreaming? 
Where was he? What was real? What wasn't? He swung his legs out from under the covers 
and shivered slightly in the coolness. It must be night, but what night? He shook his head in an
attempt to clear his thoughts. 

Memories dissolved as the fog slowly lifted from his mind, but one thought remained. 
Catherine. He grabbed for his boots, shoved them on, grabbed for his cape, and ran out the 
entrance into the tunnels. He had to find Catherine. He had to know if she was all right.

Above in her apartment, Catherine also had awakened suddenly. She reached for the lamp by 
her bed and her eyes searched the room. What was it? What had awakened her feeling so 
frightened? She felt a desperate need to see Vincent. She wanted to be enfolded in his 
powerful arms, to feel his strength and comfort. She looked through the open French doors, 
but he wasn't there. She hugged her knees tightly. 

Only moments had passed when she heard a noise on her balcony. She looked up and there 
he was. He stood silently at the entrance to her bedroom, his eyes fixed upon her, The sight 
nearly took her breath away. Without hesitating a moment to get her robe, she ran to him. 
Wrapping her arms tightly around his shoulders and pleading, "Hold me tighter, Vincent, 
tighter."

Vincent's body gave way slightly as Catherine cannoned into him. He responded to her plea 
and tightly encircled her in his arms. He could feel every curve and bulge of her body pressed 
tightly to his. He could feel her breath in his ear. For some reason neither of them could 
explain, there was a desperation in this meeting. A desperation that could only be eased by 
physical contact. They stood like that for several minutes not saying a word. Everything 
between them was felt through their bond. The words were not needed.

As Vincent's eyes opened, his gaze fell upon Catherine's bed and an image filled his mind. An 
image that conjured up his longing and his desire. He fought to maintain control, to keep his 
rising passion hidden from her, but something deep inside fought that control.

Catherine felt something was wrong and raised her head to look at him. The longing on his 
face was quickly replaced by embarrassment and he looked away.

"What is it?" she asked softly.



He wanted to be honest, but how honest? He still felt he had no right to her love. Even if he 
could ask, how should he? He simply responded, "My thoughts, my feelings, I can't control 
them."

"What thoughts? What feelings?"

He tried desperately to re-establish eye contact, but the love and concern he saw in her only 
intensified his fear. He sighed heavily, "Forget it, Catherine." He turned away and looked out 
into the city. 

Anger edged into her voice as she refused to let this stand. "Look at me." When he did not 
respond, she repeated with even more determination in her voice. "Look at me!" He turned 
around and met her stare. "I will not let you shut me out again, Vincent. I am a part of you, I 
won't let you deny that any longer."

Vincent could feel her determination through their bond. Somehow he found the strength to 
step back within arm's length of her. He gazed into her eyes and found encouragement. "I love
you so. Sometimes I'm so afraid I'll wake from this dream and you'll be gone. I couldn't bear 
that." To his own surprise, he found the courage to continue. "I just feel so unworthy of your 
love. Catherine, I want to give you everything. I want to be everything you want me to be, but...
I'm afraid I can't and you'll be disappointed in me."

"Love, you could never disappoint me." Catherine reached up and caressed his shoulders 
seeking to give comfort. His gaze again wandered from her to something just beyond. 
Something that evoked an expression of intense longing and need. She realized he was 
looking into the bedroom and her own thoughts began to race. Was he trying to tell her he 
needed her? Was he trying to ask for her love? She must go slowly. "Would you like to go 
inside?"

Vincent felt as if she was reading his thoughts. He quickly looked into her eyes and he was 
sure of it. "Catherine!"

She could feel him backing down and she couldn't let him. She decided to press the issue. "Do
you want to make love, Vincent?" She watched as his face turned crimson with 
embarrassment. Maybe she had been too aggressive, but someone had to make him admit his
feelings. "You don't have to be ashamed of your desire, Vincent. It's a natural part of our love." 
She took his hands in hers and gently kissed each one. "I want to love you, Vincent, and I want
you to love me. Please come inside." 

Vincent couldn't believe this was happening. Was he still dreaming or was Catherine really 
offering her love? At first panic held him motionless, but then a determination deep inside 
would let him succomb to his fear. He felt himself following silently as she led him through the 
doors to her bedroom. He numbly walked down the steps and stood there hardly breathing as 
she stepped away to close the doors. He was inside, now what? What was he supposed to do,



to say?

Catherine sensed his dilemma and understood his apprehension. She had to be careful and 
she had to be patient. She saw him staring at the bed as if it symbolized some hidden terror to 
him. Her heart ached that the possibility of intimacy caused such fear in such a gentle heart. 
She wanted so much for him to know the joy and the ecstasy physical intimacy could bring two
people so much in love. She walked over to him and gently touched his face, tracing his 
features with her fingertips. "It's all right, Vincent, I'm not afraid...don't you be. Trust me, trust 
your heart, your instincts, and trust our bond."

Her words were true and the understanding he saw in her eyes made him realize that he was 
not alone in this battle. For perhaps the first time in his life, he really felt a part of someone and
the knowledge filled his heart with joy and courage. He surprised himself again as his arms 
found their way around her waist and pulled her to him.

Catherine's excitement began to build as his arms enfolded her. Victory at last. He had finally 
reached out for her. In his eyes, she could literally see the fear dissolve into loving desire. He 
began to awkwardly move his face towards her. Her heart began to beat faster as he got 
closer. She watched as his eyes closed. Just as his mouth made contact with hers, she closed 
her eyes and molded herself against him.

His kiss was tentative and unsure at first, but as he felt Catherine's unconditional response, he 
relaxed and followed his instincts. Their connection let him feel her emotions so clearly. Her 
love, her acceptance, her need were as much a part of him as his own feelings. He felt himself 
being swept away in the rising tide of passion and he no longer fought it. He gave in to his 
heart.

After a few minutes, the unique shape of Vincent's mouth was no longer strange, but infinitely 
exciting. She managed to entice him to open his mouth and cautiously pushed her tongue 
inside. Vincent tensed noticeably, but soon seemed to enjoy the sensation. She felt her body 
respond intensely as he pushed his tongue against hers and began his own exploration. He 
needed so little encouragement now. Perhaps she wouldn't have to be so patient after all. The 
thought excited her even more.

Through their bond, he felt Catherine's positive reactions to everything he did. He was so 
encouraged, he felt like attempting more. He let his hands slide up and down her back 
savoring the feel of the silk gown and her bare skin. She felt so warm.

Without thinking, he let his hand slip around toward the front of her gown and tentatively 
caressed her breast. He felt such a sudden surge of emotion in her, he thought he had done 
something wrong, so he pulled his hand away quickly.

What he felt was Catherine's intense desire and excitement at the feel of his hands so 
intimately touching her in places that had so hungered for that touch. She wanted more and 



whispered, "I don't want you to stop. I love the feel of your hands on me. It feels wonderful." 
Smiling reassuringly, she said, "Undress me, Vincent. Please."

Catherine guided his trembling hands to the thin straps of her gown. "Just pull it off my 
shoulder." He did so staring in wonder at the glimpse of exposed flesh. He held the strap as 
she lifted her arm out of it. "Now the other one." He complied with more confidence and held 
his breath as the silk fell away from her breasts. The look in his eyes was priceless.

Ever so gently, he touched her breast with his fingertips watching for some sign of discomfort. 
She sighed deeply willing him to continue. As he watched her look of total enjoyment, the other
hand slowly began to caress her inviting fullness. With her own hands, she tugged at the gown
and it fell away from her body. She was there before him completely nude and very vulnerable.

He wasn't sure just where he should be looking. He wanted to let his eyes and hands cover 
every inch of her, but he hesitated. "You are..." his voice choked.

Catherine didn't let him finish. "It's your turn now." So many times she had dreamed of 
standing before him like this. So many times she had dreamed of seeing him. Now she could 
wait no longer. She pushed his cloak back off his shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Beneath it
he had on only his thin nightshirt and the light pants he wore underneath the heavier coarse 
ones. Her hands began to tremble with desire as she removed his nightshirt and her fingers 
began to caress his magnificent chest. She noticed he kept glancing nervously at the lamp. "I 
want the light on, Vincent. I want to see you, all of you."

The feel of her hands on his bare skin caused him to tremble. she must have felt it because 
she giggled slightly and asked if he wanted her to stop. He begged her not to and held his 
breath as her fingers found his waistband and began to delve below. His hands caught hers 
and pushed them away. He undid the pants and slid them down to the floor, quickly stepping 
out of them. Searching the bond, he found only desire and he let out an audible sigh of relief. 
As she slid her hands up and down his thighs and paused to caress his buttocks, he could only
toss his head back and tightly close his eyes.

Now that they were both completely free of all restrictions, Catherine let herself ejoy the 
exploration of his body that she had so longed for. He was incredible. Her hands and mouth 
moved about his chest and shoulders discovering what pleased him most. By the insistent 
pressure she felt against her stomach, she knew everything pleased him. She let her hands 
slip down his chest and could not resist the urge to touch his erection. He was startled by her 
touch. "Did I hurt you?"

"No." He could barely speak at all.

"Do you want me to stop?"

"No...please, don't stop!"



So she began carefully to touch and caress bringing him to full arousal. When she felt they 
could no longer stand this foreplay, she moved her hands away from him. He whimpered 
slightly. "It's time, Vincent." There was no resistance as she pulled him toward the bed.

He watched as she lowered herself onto the bed and moved aside to give him room. He wasn't
sure what was the correct thing to do, he just knew he wanted to feel her body pressed close 
to his again. Acting solely on instinct, he moved over her on his hands and knees. He looked 
down into those inviting eyes, but he still was afraid to proceed.

Feeling his confusion, Catherine moved her legs around his so that his legs were in between 
hers. Her hands moved to his buttocks and gently pulled him downward. Responding to her 
touch, he lowered himself to carefully rest his weight on her. Softly she whispered, "Love me, 
Vincent. The way you've always wanted to. It's all right."

Vincent remembered how her lips had felt against his body and he wanted to give her that 
pleasure as well. His mouth found hers and her arms wound around his shoulders. Slowly he 
began to rain kisses down her throat, across her shoulders, and between her breasts. There 
he hesitated. He could feel her need for him to be bolder, but he wasn't sure.

"It's all right, Vincent. I want you to touch. I want you to kiss me there. Touch me everywhere, 
please."  Catherine felt her own control fading fast and was surprised at her own pleading. She
had never done that before, but she had never wanted anyone like this before.

He could not deny her anything now. He listened to her moan of pleasure as his mouth 
tenderly took her breast and was amazed at just how much pleasure this brought her. She was
soft and yet so passionate. He still could not believe this wasn't a dream. How could this 
beautiful woman respond to him this way? He didn't understand it. He just accepted the gift of 
her love with open arms.

Soon their need for completion became too great and Catherine reached down between their 
bodies and guided his entry. The pleasure he felt as she engulfed him in her warmth and 
softness caused him to shudder with ecstasy. But there was more to come as she began 
moving her hips upward to take in more of him. He gave in to the need engulfing him and 
started thrusting deeper. He could feel her pleasure building with each thrust and he increased
the pace.

Within moments, his body convulsed as he found release. Then he felt Catherine's body clutch
at hin as she reached her own climax. A single tear slid down his cheek with the realization of 
the intimacy they had just shared. They had won. Together, they were victorious over his fear 
and they would never be apart again. With that thought, he fell into her waiting arms and they 
both cried with joy.

*****



As Vincent looked back on that night, he still could not define what exactly made it any 
different than all the others. All those nights that he had dreamed of her and suffered alone in 
silence. What caused him to suddenly rush to her, to confront the demons between them? 
Why was he suddenly so bold? How did she know that on that night the battle had to be 
waged? He smiled as he remembered the rest.

The next morning, he had awakened to Catherine's voice on the phone telling Joe that she 
wasn't coming into work. She had turned to him and said she wanted to spend the whole 
weekend with him. He could not disagree. The tought of spending three whole days in bed with
her was an offer he couldn't refuse and didn't. He got word to Father of his whereabouts and 
that he wished not to be disturbed and they spent the weekend living their fantasies.

The next six weeks had passed quickly. During that time, they could not seem to get enough of
each other. They were together every night and every weekend either above or below. Father 
had not been very receptive to their new relationship at first, but after seeing how happy they 
both were, he could offer no further argument.

Vincent sat on his bed impatiently awaiting her. The note said she had something of great 
importance to discuss and to make sure they had complete privacy that night. His world had 
come to understand their need for privacy and whenever Catherine was below, everyone 
respected that. What was so important? He had felt a flood of emotion in her throughout the 
day. Fear, joy, anxiety had all filled their bond. He was satisfied knowing that at least she 
wasn't in danger. All he could do was wait.

Catherine had been finishing up the last bit of paperwork she needed to handle before leaving.
As she stared at the page, her mind drifted back to the events of the day.

Peter Alcott had agreed to see her first thing this morning, but she had not told him of her 
suspicions until she was in his office. The tests and the examination seemed to go on forever 
until at last she found herself sitting in Peter's office awaiting the results. When Peter walked 
into the office, he was studying the file in his hand.

This was important and she was getting impatient. "Well?"

Peter studied her for a moment not really sure how she would take it. "The results are positive. 
Cathy, you're about five weeks pregnant." He watched asher eyes filled with tears and a big 
broad grin creeped across her face. He offered her a tissue.

It was a few moments before she could speak. "Are you sure, really sure?"

"We ran the test twice, but if you'd like a second opinion?"

"No, I want you to handle it. You and Father." She felt a sudden urge to simply laugh out loud 
and she did. Peter must think she had gone insane. "I thought I was, but I didn't want to say it 



until I knew for sure."

Peter watched her obvious joy at the news and wondered how to phrase his next question. 
"Cathy, normally I wouldn't ask a patient this, but for medical reasons, I have to know. Is 
Vincent the father?"

Her look was one of indignation. "Of course he is!"

"You realize this presents certain medical problems. I mean with Vincent's biochemical 
differences, anything is possible." His next words would hurt and he knew it. "Cathy, I hope 
you don't want to hear this right now, but I strongly recommend you have an abortion."

She was beyond indignation now, she was furious. "How could you suggest such a thing! This 
is Vincent's baby, I could never destroy it!" She made an effort to calm her anger. "Peter, for so
long I have dreamed of giving Vincent a child. I didn't take precautions because I didn't think it 
possible for him to father a child. And, I guess deep down, I hoped my dream might come 
true." She looked at Peter with true conviction. "Peter, I intend to have this child, whatever 
comes, whatever happens, I want this child."

Peter crossed the distance between them and put his hand on her shoulder. "Consider this, 
Cathy, there is a very good chance you won't carry it to term. There's as good a chance that it 
will be born like Vincent...or worse." He hated to hurt her this way, but he had to prepare her 
for all possibilities.

She had thought through all the alternatives from the moment she suspected she was 
pregnant. "I know you're trying to help, Peter, but I have thought this through. If you agree, I 
want you and Father to take care of me and the baby. I want it delivered below so that Vincent 
can be with me."

Peter found he could not refuse her. "I'll do all I can, you know that."

They embraced and Catherine whispered, "Thank you."

After leaving Peter's office, her first impulse was to run to Vincent and tell him the news. After 
thinking it over, she decided that this was a special moment that should be handled correctly. 
She wanted the time to savor the moment. So instead, she slipped a note to a helper asking 
Vincent to wait for her in his chamber until she finished work. She also mentioned it was 
extremely important.

Catherine spent the rest of the afternoon watching the clock and trying to find just the right 
words to tell Vincent about their baby. A baby! The thought still seemed so strange to her. Joe 
walked by her desk during her daydream. "Hey Chandler, what's the smile for? You got a hot 
date or something?"

She blushed, but coyly answered, "Or something."



After work, she hurried to Vincent's chamber. The closer she got, the more intense her 
emotions became. She could barely control her joy as she almost ran through the tunnels.

Vincent felt her approaching and was confused by the intense emotions flooding the bond. As 
she came through the entrance, he stood up not knowing what to expect.

Their eyes met for only a moment then Catherine ran to him throwing her arms tightly around 
his neck. She was laughing and crying and not making much sense.

"What is it, Catherine? What has happened?"

"Oh Vincent, I love you so." She had to get a grip on her emotions somehow. With great effort, 
she loosened her grip on his shoulders so that she could look into his eyes. "Vincent..." she 
began stroking his hair with her fingers. "...we're going to have a child."

The words hit Vincent hard. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. "A child? How? I mean, 
are you sure?"

She giggled as she saw the incredulous look in his eyes. "How?" she repeated and shook her 
head playfully. "I went to see Peter this morning. He confirmed it." Tears began to fall from her 
eyes as she waited for his response. He had such a frightened look on his face. Could he be 
upset with her? Inside she began to panic. "Vincent, are you angry with me?"

"No, Catherine." He hugged her tightly as tears began to fill his own eyes. "It's just I never 
thought I'd hear those words. It's a miracle. A true miracle."

She relaxed into his arms. "Yes."

After several moments, concern for Catherine caused him to break their embrace. "Are you all 
right? Catherine, i don't want you to put yourself at risk." He began guiding her toward his bed. 
"Perhaps you'd better sit down, you shouldn't tire yourself."

His innocent concern brought a smile to her face. This pregnancy might prove to be fun. "I'm 
fine, Vincent. Believe me, I won't break." She laughed and held his hand tightly in hers. 

Soon they both began to relax and finally Vincent looked deeply into her eyes and said, "Do 
you know how much I love you? How much I love both of you?" As he said that, he gently put 
his hand on her stomach.

She began to cry again and answered, "Yes, yes I do."

"Catherine, I promise to love you, to protect you, to care for both of you until my dying day." He
wanted her to understand, really understand the depth of his devotion. "I cannot find the words 
to tell you how much I love you and how grateful I am that you had the courae to love me."

"I think you just did."



*****

They walked through the tunnels hand in hand, a familiar silhouette in the dim tunnel light. 
Vincent and Catherine were on their way to Father's chamber to share their news.

Stopping short of the entrance, Vincent turned to Catherine and took a deep breath. "Are you 
ready?"

She squeezed his hand firmly, "As ready as I'll ever be. Shall we?"

As they entered, Father looked up from his book staring at them over his glasses. From the 
look on their faces, he knew he was in for some sort of pronouncement. He had no idea of the 
shock he was about to be given.

Vincent looked at Catherine searching for the words, she smiled her encouragement. "Father, 
Catherine and I have something we'd like to tell you." He paused for a moment, "Catherine and
I are to be blessed with a child."

Father felt as if his heart had suddenly stopped. They stood before him waiting for his 
response, and for the first time in years, he was at a total loss for words.

Vincent watched as Father all but ripped the glasses from his face. Tossing them carelessly on
his desk, he stood up turning his back to them. When he turned back to face them, he was 
livid. "How could you be so careless?" He stepped toward Catherine, his anger apparent. 
"Vincent has his ignorance of such things as an excuse, but Catherine, you should have known
better."

Vincent's anger rose in him as he stepped between them. "Enough! I will not have you speak 
to her in such a way!" As he regained his composure he continued, "We came here to share 
our joy with you, but if you cannot wish us well, then do not lecture us as children." He watched
Father for a response. "We BOTH conceived this child and we are BOTH responsible."

Catherine wanted to end this confrontation quickly. She pulled on Vincent's arm and he turned 
to her. "Father, I understand your concern and fear."

Father returned her gaze. "Do you? I wonder. I know what it is like to raise a "different" child. 
I've seen the pain and loneliness his abandonment caused. I shared the agony of his forced 
imprisonment with him. Why would you want to condemn your child to that fate?"

Catherine could feel Vincent's anger rising again. And again, she gripped his arm. "Vincent 
was abandoned, but I can assure you, Father, we will not abandon this child." She placed her 
free hand on her stomach. "This baby is the proof of our love, a blessing we never dreamed 
possible, a precious gift. This new life has been entrusted to us for a reason. Perhaps only we 
could love it and accept it completely, no matter what." She calmed her voice. "I will have this 
child with or without your help." Reaching her hand out to him she continued, "I would prefer 



with your help."

Father could not resist the overwhelming strength of the love these two shared. He loved 
Catherine as a daughter and they both were so united in that love. "Of course, Catherine, I 
would be honored."

Catherine smiled warmly and hugged Father tenderly. Father then reached out his hand to his 
son. "Congratulations, Vincent." Father watched Vincent's anger dissolve and the two men 
embraced each other. Fighting embarrassing emotions, Father stepped back. "It seems I am to
be a grandfather. Yes, I do like the sound of that."

Catherine laughed to herself and shared a knowing glance with Vincent as Father began to 
lecture her about taking care of herself, eating correctly for the baby, etc., etc. After an hour or 
so of listening to Father's medical lecture, she grew impatient to get back to the privacy of 
Vincent's chamber. She had some celebrating of her own in mind.

Later in Vincent's chamber, "Vincent, what's wrong? Don't you want to make love to me?"

Vincent touched her cheek tenderly. "Yes Catherine, I want you desperately, but I don't want to
imperil the baby. I don't think we should."

Catherine kissed his hand. "Vincent, it will be weeks before we have to be concerned about 
that. Peter said intimacy was okay as long as it was comfortable for me." Her voice became 
mockingly serious, "Believe me, Vincent, we'd better take advantage of these few weeks while 
we can." She then began to laugh and so did Vincent.

He could not resist her like this, her warm smile, her joyous laugh, her warm, willing body, and 
her obvious enjoyment of their lovemaking. He caressed her body with great tenderness and 
his possession was with great gentleness. So much in fact that at one point, Catherine had to 
encourage him to be more vigorous. When he responded, she climaxed quickly as did he. 

Afterward as Catherine lay sleeping, Vincent propped up on his elbow watching her contented 
face. His eyes found their way to her stomach and he wondered at the new life growing in her 
womb. This new entity that shared Catherine's body was a part of him as well. That thought 
alone frightened him and he prayed silently his child would be spared his fate.

*****

Over the next few weeks, Vincent noticed certain changes in Catherine and he grew more and 
more concerned. She always seemed pale and tired looking, she had no energy, and food had
ceased to hold any interest for her.

There was one change, however, that amazed him rather than frightened him. It seemed the 
sudden surge of hormones in her system had inflamed her already passionate nature. She 
became insatible at times and unable to keep her desire in check causing some embarrassing 



scenes for Vincent. He had questioned Father about it and his reaction had been a bemused 
smile, a pat on the back, and the comment, "Enjoy it while you can."

After one particularly amorous night, Vincent awoke to the sound of Catherine's heaving. He 
sat up in bed and saw her on her knees on the floor leaning over a waste basket. He felt a 
wave of nausea sweep over him as he quietly got up and found a wash cloth. After soaking it 
for a moment in cold water, he knelt beside her and gently placed the wash cloth across her 
forehead and held it there supporting her head. "It's all right, I'm here," he whispered as he put 
his other arm around her and held her. 

He had never seen her so sick. He stayed there until she weakly lifted her head and leaned 
into him. "I'm sorry, Vincent, I didn't mean to wake you."

"Don't ever be sorry for needing me. I'm here for you." He helped her back into bed, washed 
out the wash cloth and placed it back across her forehead. "I'll get Father now."

After a quick examination, Father replaced the compress on her forehead. "It's miserable I 
know, but it's normal for this stage of the pregnancy. I'll get with Peter and we'll prescribe 
something for you. Meanwhile, I'll send Mary in. Sometimes old-fashioned home remedies are 
the best." He stood up to leave. "Just rest here until you feel better." He nodded in Vincent's 
direction and left quietly.

Vincent sat on the bed next to her. He held her hand and rubbed her stomach in a gentle 
circular motion. It seemed to help, within minutes she had drifted off to sleep. As he studied 
her face, he thought about all she was going through and what she would have to go through 
to give birth to his child. There was very little he could do to help. He wished he could take 
some of the suffering upon himself, but he knew she would have to endure it all alone. What 
she endured for love humbled him.

Monday morning Catherine walked into Joe's office with a purpose. He was her boss as well 
as her friend and she needed to tell him as soon as possible. Closing the door behind her, she 
stood there smiling at him. "Joe, there's something personal I need to talk to you about."

Joe's interest was peaked. He had been concerned about her lately, she hadn't looked well at 
all. "Okay, Radcliffe, what's up?"

Catherine took a deep breath. "Joe...I'm pregnant." She watched his mouth drop open and his 
eyes grew wide with surprise.

"Cathy!" He began laughing nervously. "It's a joke, right? You are kidding?"

"No. I am pregnant. A little over three months." She was almost laughing out loud at Joe's 
comical reaction.

"I'll be damned. I didn't even know you were seeing anybody." He ran his hand nervously 



through his hair as he stood. "Well, I guess congratulations are in order." He hugged her and 
asked without thinking. "Who's the lucky guy?"

Catherine knew this question would come up. "I can't tell you his name, Joe, just trust me." He 
looked worried. She reached out to him. "Don't worry. I love him, Joe, and he loves me. We're 
both really happy about this baby."

"Is he gonna marry you?"

Catherine sighed loudly. "For reasons I can't explain, we can't, but in our hearts, we are. It's all 
right, Joe, he's a wonderful man. A lot like you, in fact."

Joe still had a lot of questions, but he had learned not to press her too much about her secrets.
The thought crossed his mind that perhaps Elliot Burch was the father. That thought made him 
grit his teeth. He had to be happy for Cathy's sake, she seemed to be thrilled about the news. 

"Okay Radcliffe, promise me if there's anything I can do for you or the kid, you'll let me know. 
Okay?"

"Okay." Catherine smiled warmly and hugged him tightly.

Jenny and her other friends had been equally elated for her and just as curious as to the 
father's identity. Catherine would just smile mysteriously at their questions and change the 
subject.

During the next six weeks, Joe put Catherine on light duty. It was all very boring to her, but 
much safer. She knew Vincent especially appreciated that.

She also noticed one morning while dressing for work that nothing seemed to fit. She spent 
almost an hour trying to find something she could get fastened. Frustrated, she stood there in 
her slip and rubbed the growing bulge. "You're growing fast, aren't you?" She smiled and 
decided it was time for some maternity clothes.

The weekend she spent below with the object of her affections and the father of her child. As 
Catherine prepared for bed, she felt something. An ever so slight flutter in her stomach.

"Vincent!"

Vincent was in bed waiting for her when she called. He jumped out of bed fearing something 
was wrong. "What is it? What's wrong?"

"Come here quick!" He rushed over to her and she took his hand and placed it on her stomach.
"Can you feel it?"

Vincent was confused. "What, Catherine?"



"The baby, did you feel it?"

Vincent could see her excitement. He waited, then he felt it. It was so slight it was almost 
imperceptable. His heart began pounding with excitement as well. Their baby. It was alive and 
very, very real. Tears filled his eyes and emotion burned in his chest. "Catherine, the baby!" He
rubbed his hand over the bulge, smiling proudly. With delight, he leaned over and kissed her 
stomach.

Catherine began laughing joyfully as she stroked Vincent's hair. Their eyes met and the joy 
they shared caused them both to begin crying. She threw her arms around his neck and 
whirled him around playfully. "I love you so much, sweetheart."

Vincent pulled away to look at her. "Sweetheart? You never called me that before."

"You don't like it?" She asked as she watched him tilt his head thinking it over.

He smiled shyly. "I like it."

That night he carried her to the bed and began undressing her. He wanted her more at that 
moment than he ever did. His fingers fumbled with her clothes in his desire. Both of them were 
swept up in the passion, but as Vincent began to thrust deeply, he felt Catherine's pain. He 
couldn't continue. Withdrawing quickly and moving to one side, he watched as she began to 
cry. That night they made love of a different kind. One of holding each other and comforting 
each other. Vincnet whispered, "It's all right, sweetheart. It's all right."

When Catherine awoke the next morning, she saw Vincent sitting up in bed looking down at 
her stomach. There was such a look of intrigue and wonder on his face, she hated to spoil the 
moment. He might have sensed her. He turned looking at her in embarrassment.

"How are you feeling this morning?"

"Much better." She watched as he gently began to stroke the very obvious bulge. There was 
such tenderness in his eyes and hands. Such joy and fascination in his every word. "Vincent, 
I'm sorry about last night. I wanted you so badly, you know that."

"Yes I do know that." He slid up closer and looked down into her eyes. "Don't worry about it. 
We'll have plenty of time later. Right now I want you to be as comfortable as possible. I don't 
want you taking any chances."

"You aren't disappointed we can't make love for awhile?"

"Of course I am. I love being with you, but I'm more concerned about you and the baby than 
my own needs."

He kissed her with tenderness, then laid his head on her stomach. She began stroking his hair,



thoroughly enjoying this new intimacy.

*****

Catherine returned to work only to discover that Joe had been injured in an explosion. The 
facts were few, but her concern for Joe took her to the hospital for a long vigil.

When he had passed the crisis, she was finally allowed to see him. At first glance, his injuries 
looked serious, but his doctors had assured her he would recover. He tried weakly to tell her 
about some book, A notebook of some kind that he said was very important. It seened 
imperative to him that she get it and keep it hidden. He made her promise.

After retrieving the book, she spent hours trying to sort it out without any luck. The puzzle was 
beginning to intrigue her, but she was distracted by the baby's much stronger movements and 
her own fatigue.

Over the next few days, Catherine worked on solving the puzzle. As she did, she noticed 
Moreno's intense interest in getting his hands on the book. He kept asking her about its 
location. Her instincts told her not to give it up. it was too important to Joe. As she left the office
late one night, two men approached her. Thinking quickly, she gunned her car to get away, but
the men followed. They chased her throughout the parking garage until she lost control and 
wrecked the car. She ran into the elevator while searching her purse for her gun.

Vincent became aware of Catherine's panic and the danger she was in. Without hesitating, he 
went after her.

When the elevator doors opened, there was Moreno. Catherine thought she was safe until her 
two pursuers appeared behind Moreno and he ordered them to bring her. She considered 
fighting them, but the danger to the baby was too great. She surrendered.

Just as they were about to put her into the car, a roar shattered the silence. Vincent sent the 
two men rolling across the floor. Moreno grabbed Catherine for protection against the 
approaching Vincent. She timed her elbow to his chest at just the right moment then Vincent 
dispatched him effectively.

When it was over, Vincent's eyes began searching for Catherine. What he saw terrified him. 
She was slowly sliding to the floor, her face pale and grimaced in pain, with her hands clasped 
tightly around her stomach. "Vincent," she called as she lost consciousness. Vincent with his 
fear almost blinding him, could think of nothing but getting her to the safety of the tunnels. He 
carried her cradled in his arms.

When Catherine came to, she saw the worried faces of Peter and Father above her. She could
feel Vincent holding her hand tightly. She looked for him, and as always, he was by her side.

Vincent's fear for Catherine's safety had gotten him as close to total panic as he had ever 



been. When she finally opened her eyes, he began breathing again. "It's all right, Catherine, 
you're safe now."

Catherine felt reassured until she thought about the baby. Her hands went instinctively to her 
stomach. "My baby! Vincent, the baby. Is it all right?"

Peter took her hand. "Your baby is fine for now, but I want you to rest. You two gave us quite a
scare."

Catherine relaxed a little. "Are you sure, Peter?"

"Yes Cathy, but I think it would be better for both of you if you took a leave of absence. The 
stress was almost too much. If you get caught in a situation like this again, you could lose the 
baby." Peter was firm in his advice.

Catherine's voice quivered as she pleaded, "I don't want to lose my baby. Whatever you say 
Peter, anything. Please don't let me lose my baby."

"We'll do all we can Cathy, but you have to do your part. No more work!" He was emphatic.

"Yes," she replied. "Peter, you arrange my leave of absence and I'll give you power of attorney 
to handle my affairs for me." She looked at Vincent and firmly held his hand. "I'm staying right 
here." She smiled at him as she noticed the anxiety in his eyes. "I want to give Vincent a 
strong, healthy child."

As soon as Father and Peter left, Vincent kissed her hand then held it against his cheek. 
Catherine needed him, "Hold me, please." He immediately responded by sitting on the bed and
cradling her in his arms. Somehow resting her head on his chest listening to his heart and 
having him caress her stomach made all things right with her world.

*****

The next few weeks passed quietly for Catherine. She had been given her leave of absence 
and had moved below. Peter was taking care of everything including acting as a go-between 
for her and Joe. She was pleased to hear that he had been released from the hospital and had
been asked to finish out Moreno's term. Moreno's death had not been resolved, but Catherine 
had given Joe back the book and any notes she had made. It was his case now and she didn't 
mind at all.

Her time was being filled very satisfactorily these days. She had noticed that since the close 
call in the garage, Vincent had become extremely protective. He hovered about constantly. He 
had abandoned anything that would take him away from her side.

As she had gotten bigger with their child, he could not resist touching her stomach protectively,
possessively. It didn't matter whether they were alone in bed or in a crowd, he was continually 



touching her. As he did, his eyes would fill with pride and wonder at the evidence of their love.

He was there to rub her back and shoulders after a long day. He helped her get up and down, 
took her for walks, and rubbed her feet when they swelled. At night, he would rub lotion on her 
swollen stomach. Catherine wondered at times if he felt a bond with the child. On nights the 
baby would be too active for her to sleep, Vincent would massage her stomach while resting 
his head gently on the mound. Soon, the baby would calm and she could sleep. She loved 
those moments. She never felt so safe, so content, so fulfilled, so genuinely happy in all her 
life.

Vincent had been relieved to have her move below. He had worried about her every moment 
she was above. He had watched the changes in her since her move. She had become very 
much a part of the community. He also noticed that Mary had developed a mother/daughter 
relationship with Catherine as the older woman advised her during her pregnancy. He knew 
how much Catherine missed her own mother, particularly now.

Everyone in the community had become a surrogate family for Catherine. They all protected 
her, cared for her, and pampered her shamelessly, including Father.

But Vincent had also noticed changes in himself. He had become much too possessive of 
Catherine. Even when Peter and Father examined her, he had to be there. Every time they 
touched her or looked at her, he was overcome by an impulse to shield her. He knew it was 
totally irrational, but he could not bear to have anyone do anything for her but him. He blamed 
it on her close call in the garage. The panic would rise quickly in him at the thought of what 
almost happened.

As her due date grew near, his need to be with her grew stronger. He felt such delight in 
placing his hand on her stomach and feeling the baby moving inside. Perhaps touching her 
and caring for her was his way of sharing the pregnancy, he thought. He knew he could not 
make her suffering cease, but he could and would do anything in his power to ease it.

Over the months, he had felt a bond developing with this child. It was faint and undefined, but it
was real and it became stronger each day. He found he could hardly wait until that moment he 
saw Catherine holding their child in her arms. His woman -- his child. The thought caused his 
stomach to knot and his heart to pound.

The day the dream became a reality was forever etched in Vincent's mind. He had been 
suddenly awakened with Catherine's first contraction at almost the same moment she had. The
fear began to rise in him as she tried vainly to calm him.

After Catherine's water broke, he went to awaken Father and Mary and had Mouse go after 
Peter. The next few hours were spent monitoring Catherine's progress. Father and Peter would
examine her and Vincent would walk her around for awhile. The hours seemed like days for 
Vincent as he soon lost track of time and anything other than the impending birth. 



Catherine sensed his fear and tried to ease the strain a little. As they walked around the room, 
she turned to him looking very serious and said, "Vincent, sometimes women in labor say a lot 
of strange things, so if I say anything about never letting you touch me again, ignore it, please."
The look on his face told her he had taken her seriously, very seriously and she couldn't help 
but laugh. He began laughing too as he realized he had been had. She put her arms around 
hom and leaned into his chest. He, in turn, nuzzled her hair.

At that moment, a particularly hard contraction shook her body and she felt her knees begin to 
buckle. "I think I better lie down." Vincent guided her quickly to the bed.

Soon the contractions were coming harder and faster. Vincent sat by the bed with cloth in hand
wiping her forehead and holding her hand. Every contraction caused his own body to tense as 
if to help her push. Inwardly, as he watched her body helplessly arch with the pain, he hated 
the desire that brought them here. She had joked about not touching her again, right now, he 
was beginning to think that would be best. If he survived this, He never wanted her to go 
through this again.

Somehow Catherine must have read his mind, between contractions, she had seen the doubt 
and fear in his eyes. He reminded her of a frightened animal with no place to run. "Oh, no you 
don't," she gasped.

Vincent was shocked to think she had read his mind so easily. Their bond must be opened it 
its fullest. He had better concentrate a little harder.

"I see the head, Cathy. We're almist there." Peter excitely informed them.

Catherine took a quick glance at Vincent, their eyes met, and a strength and determination 
flowed between them. Catherine felt the next contraction coming and she pushed with it.

Mary touched her shoulder. "Scream child, sometimes it helps."

"Okay Cathy, one last hard push," Peter instructed.

Vincent watched as Catherine's body arched with the contraction then she screamed his 
name. His heart was breaking, this had to end. He could no longer bear her suffering. Then 
suddenly Catherine fell back to the bed panting for breath. Vincent was afraid to look at Father 
and Peter, he could only look at Catherine's face. He could see and feel her anticipation. The 
terror began to build, however, as the silence continued. Father finally broke that silence. "You 
have a beautiful son."

Vincent felt the strain and tension drain from his body and he watched Catherine as she began
to laugh and cry at the same time. The joy he could feel in her warmed him and filled his heart.

"I want to see my baby," she pleaded. In response, Peter raised the still bloody and still 
attached infant up for Catherine to see. Vincent turned to see him as well. He was wet, 



wiggling, and crying loudly, but he was perfect to Vincent and beautiful to Catherine.

"I want to hold him, please," Catherine cried.

Peter lowered the child, "Just a minute Cathy, I need to cut the cord." Soon, Peter had finished
and let Father wrap the child in a blanket and hand him to his mother's waiting arms.

As Vincent watched, he could feel the strong flood of maternal emotions Catherine was 
experiencing. She carefully examined their child and when satisfied all was well, looked up at 
Vincent. The happiness and love he saw in her eyes would be a lasting memory.

"He's beautiful, Vincent," Catherine said smiling proudly. "Meet your son, Vincent."

Vincent reached out his hand and ever so lightly stroked the baby's tiny arm. He couldn't stop 
the silly grin or the tears that threatened to run down his cheeks. He was filled with awe at the 
miracle he had just witnessed.

Father reached over reluctantly, "We've got to examine him and clean him up a little." When he
saw the fear in their eyes, he added "Don't worry, we'll give him back."

Peter stood up, lowered Catherine's legs, and covered her with a blanket. Patting her arm he 
said, "You did just fine, Cathy. You should be all right in about six weeks." He continued, "You 
rest for now and Mary will help you clean up later." He winked at her, "He's a real beauty, 
Cathy."

Father walked over to her. "He looks just fine. He'll need to get down some nourishment soon, 
though. Mary said you intend to breastfeed?" When she nodded, he replied "Good, that's best 
for both of you. We'll leave you alone now." He walked away then stopped and looked back at 
them shaking his head, "A grandson, imagine!"

Catherine looked at Vincent and laughed. Vincent looked into those joy filled eyes. "Thank you,
Catherine. He's beautiful. I love you so much." He leaned forward and kissed her deeply. They 
were soon interrupted by their son's loud demand for dinner. 

Mary brought him over, "He's hungry, I think. Vincent, help Catherine sit up, please." Vincent 
placed the pillows behind her and helped her sit up. The concern on his face touched Mary 
deeply. She watched as Catherine dropped the gown off her shoulder to expose her breast. 
Mary leaned over handing her the child. "Do you remember what I told you?"

"Yes, I think so." Catherine supported the baby's head and guided his mouth. After only a 
couple of attempts, he closed his mouth around the nipple and began making soft sucking 
noises. Catherine couldn't help but laugh at this strange new sensation.

Vincent was enjoying the scene immensely. He could feel Catherine's love and tenderness for 
their child and he became so caught up in the moment, he didn't notice they were alone now.



Catherine turned to him, "Vincent, I love you."

Vincent was caught by surprise, but responded, "Catherine... sweetheart, I could never love 
you more than I do at this moment."

She studied him carefully, "Everything we've been through, every obstacle we've had to 
overcome has been worth it, Vincent. HE is worth everything."

"Yes, my dear," he said caressing her cheek. "Worth everything."

     


