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"And Death Shall Have No Dominion." Vincent had discovered the truth to those words. A truth
beyond knowledge, a truth beyond human understanding. Now he had time to seek some 
perspective on the events of the last few weeks.

He could pinpoint the moment the two realities collided, but he couldn't understand why. Why 
had he and Catherine been shown that alternate reality? Had it all been a delusion or had they 
indeed lived that nightmare? As he searched for an answer, he replayed all that had happened
since the night Catherine had re-entered his life.

He remembered the joy and ecstasy of making love with her and the fulfillment they both had 
felt. Afterward, he had lain awake for hours contented to watch over her as she slept 
peacefully in his bed. She was home where she belonged, with him and Jacob.

Over the next few days, they began to feel memories from this reality slowly creeping in. 
Vincent could fill in the gaps now with Catherine's help.

The night he awoke suddenly feeling something through the bond, he hesitated only for a 
moment. He could feel Catherine again. Their bond was back and she needed him. 
Throughout those long months, he had no sense of her, but now her fear called to him and her 
pain drew him, he followed.

He ran through the tunnels and back alleys of New York, guided only by instinct. He stared up 
at the granite monolith before him. She was here. He could feel her heartbeat and something 
new echoed through their bond. He found a locked door and burst through it. Nothing would 
stop him, Nothing!

Once inside, he focused inward. Catherine was in a great deal of pain and she was afraid. 
There was something else. A tiny tremor of life, another heart beat. He could not understand it,
he only knew he had to find Catherine.

He encountered armed guards in every passageway. Releasing his darker instincts, he 
removed all that stood in his way. The closer he got to Catherine, the stronger the bond grew. 
He raced up the stairway and through the guarded hallways of this giant prison until he knew 
he had arrived at her door.

Gathering all his strength, he burst through that one remaining barrier. Across the room was 
Catherine, doubled over with pain and huddled against the wall trying desperately to hide her 
condition. Vincent took one look at her swollen stomach and understood it all. Catherine was in
labor. The child was the new element in their bond.

Catherine looked up at him and her eyes filled with tears of joy as she called his name. She 
moved toward him, but was stopped by a severe contraction. Vincent had to get her out of 
here. He had to get her back to Father.



As he moved toward her, he grabbed the blanket from the bed and wrapped her in it. He 
listened closely and gauged the closeness of the oncoming guards. Quickly, without words, he 
picked her up and ran back the way he had come. He had to move quickly and carefully.

Catherine had not spoken, but Vincent could feel her fingers digging into his chest with every 
contraction. Her time was near and he cursed his own slowness in finding her. After running 
down a few flights of stairs, Vincent heard men below them. He knew he could not take 
Catherine through, he had to clear the way alone.

He saw the door to the maintainence closet and with one hand forced it open. Very gently, he 
lowered her to the floor and said softly, "I'll be back for you." 

He remembered Catherine grabbing his wrist, placing his hand on her stomach, and saying, 
"It's your child, Vincent." 

He felt the child within and knew it to be true. "I know" he said, "I know." Leaning over, he 
kissed her and whispered, "I love you."

Down the stairway, Vincent surprised the guards. In moments, he eliminated all resistance. He 
didn't stop to consider the camera above him or the man on the other end and of it watching 
him with hatred and anger. A man who knew this battle was over and was now plotting his 
revenge.

Vincent raced back to Catherine and found her safe, but fighting the labor. He again swept her 
up into his arms and made his way down the remaining stairs and out the door into the alley. 
He remembered the nearest tunnel entrance and began running toward it.

Every step was agony. He felt as if his heart and lungs were going to explode. His arms had 
gone numb from Catherine's weight and his legs ached under the strain, but he continued. 
Driven by the need to find safety for himself, for Catherine, and for their child. 

As he ran through the tunnels, he could hear the messages on the pipes passing along the 
news that he had found Catherine and informing Father to meet them in the hospital chamber. 
Catherine had been hurt and needed him.

Just when Vincent thought he could go no further, he arrived at the chamber. He pushed his 
way inside to find Father, Mary, and Sarah waiting. He lowered Catherine to the cot and 
collapsed to his knees beside her. He could not speak, he had no breath left. Catherine cried 
out in pain as Father pulled the blanket away. His look of shock was not lost on Vincent.

Father froze, causing Vincent to scream at him, "The baby's coming, hurry Father. She needs 
you."

Vincent's harshness seemed to push Father into action. He began shouting instructions to 
Mary and Sarah. Both women had assisted in the delivery of all babies born in the tunnels and 
their actions were well rehearsed. As Sarah prepared the instruments Father would need, 
Mary removed some of Catherine's clothing and helped position her on the bed. She instructed
Vincent to sit behind Catherine and support her during the hard contractions. Vincent 
remembered how good it felt just to hold her again, he also remembered how afraid for her he 
was.

He remembered concentrating all his thoughts and strength to her to help ease her pain. He 
watched as Mary positioned Catherine's legs and handed him a damp cloth to wipe the sweat 
from her face. Vincent remembered the way she smelled, the way she felt in his arms, the feel 
of her damp hair against his cheek, but most of all, he remembered the pain. He felt her pain 



as if it were his own.

Father quickly examined Catherine and looked up at them both. "You're fully dilated now, it 
won't be long. Just try to push with the contractions." 

Vincent felt Catherine nod and then grip his hands tightly as a new contraction caused her 
body to arch with the pain. He remembered holding her firmly and then easing her gently back 
into his arms afterward.

They were both exhausted and the pains were coming closer together. He felt relief when 
Father finally said excitedly, "I see the head now." 

Vincent felt Catherine take a deep breath and push hard with her next contraction. As she fell 
back into his arms gasping for breath, Father said, "The head and shoulders are free, wait a 
minute." 

Vincent couldn't see everything Father was doing, but he knew the routine. Father was clearing
the baby's mouth and nose as quickly as possible.

Father looked back up at Catherine. "Just one last push, Cathy." 

Vincent felt her body respond and helped her push forward until at last they both felt the baby 
slip from Catherine's body. She collapsed back into Vincent's arms breathing heavily. The 
silence was deafening. Finally they all heard the sound that Vincent would remember the rest 
of his life, the baby began to cry.

Father smiled as he looked at them both. "You have a son, a beautiful, healthy son." Vincent 
felt the tension of the last several hours drain from his body to be replaced by a newfound joy. 
Catherine began to laugh and cry at the same time. "I want to see him, please."

Father responded, "Let me cut the cord and clean him up a little." Vincent felt Catherine's 
impatience to hold him and tenderly nuzzled her damp hair. They both held their breath as 
Mary wrapped the baby in a blanket and handed him to Catherine's anxiously awaiting arms. 
Looking back now, Vincent wondered which scene touched him more, this one from the 
alternate reality or when he returned with Catherine from the Spirit World and she first held her
son.

Everyone in the room watched the scene and shared in the joy of this new family. Father 
quickly attended to Catherine with tears trailing down his face. The others just stood silently.

Vincent remembered the way Catherine carefully lifted the blanket away from the tiny 
squirming infant. "Vincent, look at him. He's beautiful." Catherine let her fingers wander along 
his face and hair. She smiled at Vincent, "He has your hair and eyes."

Vincent could only stare in wonder as she pulled away the rest of the blanket to examine him 
thoroughly. She delicately touched his hands and feet and then leaned over and kissed him on
the head. Their child had arrived healthy and normal, Vincent could ask for nothing more.

After a few minutes, Father gently lowered Catherine's legs back to the bed. "Vincent, 
Catherine and the baby need some privacy for awhile. Why don't you go share the news with 
the rest of the community?" 

Vincent remembered the way his arms went instinctively around Catherine. "No, I won't leave 
her."

Catherine had understood his reluctance and patted him gently on the arm. "It's all right, 
Vincent. I'm safe here. I... we'll be just fine. Go tell everyone the good news. Go play proud 



father."

Proud Father, the words caused a lump of emotion to form in his throat. "You'll be all right?" 
She nodded. Then they shared their first public deep kiss. Vincent remembered being oblivious
to everyone in the room, everyone but Catherine.

Once outside in the tunnel, Vincent remembered Father catching his arm. "Vincent, about this 
baby, are you sure..." Vincent didn't let him finish. "The child is mine!" Father never questioned
it again.

When they walked into Father's study, Vincent remembered thinking the entire community 
must be here. Everyone became silent when they walked in. Father looked at Vincent. "I think 
you have an announcement to make?" 

Clearing his throat, he began, "Catherine is back home with us and...has just given birth to our 
son." 

The room filled with cheers as everyone crowded around him to shake his hand and pat him 
on the back. He remembered thinking, Catherine did all the work.

After he had a chance to clean up and change clothes, he made his way back to the hospital 
chamber. As he peered around the corner, the sight took his breath away. Catherine, looking 
rested and freshly cleaned up, was breastfeeding their son. He would always remember the 
look of tenderness and love on her face as she cradled him to her breast.

He stood there watching for a few minutes until she looked up at him. "Come here." He 
responded by carefully sitting down beside her on the bed. "Isn't he the most beautiful baby 
you've ever seen?"

"Yes," he replied simply.

He remembered putting his arm around Catherine and pulling her closer and then with his free 
hand, gently playing with his son's hands. How fascinating this tiny person way, so perfect in 
every detail. There were none of his imperfections visible, only his golden blond hair and clear 
blue eyes had been inherited. Vincent remembered feeling very grateful and very blessed. 

When the baby was finished, Catherine was in no hurry to cover herself. She sat comfortably 
in Vincent's arms holding the baby. She began talking about all those months in confinement, 
of being locked away with onlythe memory of their love and the life it had created within her. 
Vincent sensed she needed to share it with him and he didn't try to stop her, even though it 
was painful for him as well.

He remembered the closeness he felt with her at that moment. They were indeed one, one of 
heart, of soul, and of body. He reached for her chin and drew her face to his. 

"There are no words to describe how I feel, or how much I love you and our son." Tears filled 
his eyes. "I'm so sorry I couldn't find you sooner."

She smiled at him. "You found me in time, that's what counts. Thank you, Vincent. Thank you 
for our son." She kissed him with a tenderness he would long remember. "Would you like to 
hold him?"

Vincent remembered that first feeling of panic. "It's okay, he won't break." 

That didn't help much he thought as Catherine extended the infant to his father. Carefully 
taking him into his hands, he looked down into his eyes. He could see Catherine in those eyes.
Protectively, he cradled him in his arms as Catherine adjusted her gown and smiled warmly at 



the two men in her life.

Just as Vincent put the baby down into the cradle, Father walked in. "How is everybody doing?
You both look much better." He rested his hand on Catherine's arm.

"I'm fine, Father, just tired and sore." Catherine said with an embarrassed smile.

"That will go away soon. Mary is preparing the guest chamber for you," Father nervously 
reported.

"No, Father," Vincent remembered the certainty of her voice. "We are a family now. We'll be 
moving into Vincent's chamber, if that's all right with him?"

As far as Vincent was concerned, the question need not be asked. "I would have it no other 
way, my love."

*****

Vincent shifted uneasily on his perch above the Falls as he replayed the rest of the story in his 
mind.

He remembered the night Catherine moved into his chamber. He had carried her from the 
hospital chamber, then had gone back for the baby. Once they had settled in, he had 
shamelessly hovered over them both, not allowing Catherine to do anything but nurse the 
baby. He brought her food, he all but carried her to the bathroom, and he brought the baby to 
her when he needed to be fed or changed.

Later, as Catherine began to succumb to the fatigue, she called to him, "Vincent, come to bed. 
I need to feel you close by." 

He pulled off his outer clothes as she watched and then gently lowered himself beside her. He 
remembered the way she pulled the covers up over them both and cuddled up against him. He
remembered that feeling of warmth and joy. He rubbed his chin against her hair and 
whispered,"Welcome home, I love you." 

Her response was to snuggle up closer.

As the days past, Catherine grew stronger both physically and emotionally. Their days were 
filled with the joys of sharing their new son and their nights were filled with a closeness they 
had only dreamed of. Vincent often felt the desire rising within him, but it was quickly 
overridden by concern for Catherine's comfort. He remembered thinking that at least now, 
there was hope of sharing that ecstasy with her. It was still painful to him that he remembered 
nothing of their son's conception; and so far, Catherine had not discussed it. 

As they lay in bed one night, Catherine approached a feared subject. 

"Vincent, I'd like to get some kind of message to Joe. He should know that I'm all right and he 
needs to be warned about Moreno."

Vincent remembered the fear that gripped him with the thought of Catherine going back above 
even for a visit. "It's not safe, Catherine. The man who kidnapped you is still free. If you go 
back above, he will come after you."

She propped herself up on his chest. "I know. I wouldn't risk that. I just want to meet Joe 
somewhere safe and tell him what happened. Whoever kept me imprisoned has to be caught 



for my sake, for your sake, and for our son's protection. Vincent, he wanted our baby. I think it 
was because he saw you and that alone makes him dangerous. I can't live with the fear that he
is out there somewhere hunting us. He has to be stopped."

There, in her eyes was that old fire. Since her return, that spark had been absent. She was on 
her way back and in his heart, Vincent knew she was right. The threat had to be eliminated.

"You're right, but Catherine, please do this my way. Let me set up a time and place. 
Somewhere that I can watch over you, protect you. This man is probably having Joe watched."
She agreed.

That night, she held him more possessively and touched him more intimately. He felt his blood 
pressure surge as she draped her leg across his and slowly slid it up and down his thigh. He 
was grateful when she finally drifted off the sleep, but he remained awake thinking of the 
possiblilites.

The next day, Catherine, wrote a note to Joe.

"Dear Joe,

I am fine, safe and well-protected, but I must see

you tonight. Come to the Central Park Carousel.

Come alone and be careful. Do not tell anyone

about me or this note.

Radcliffe"

That night they slowly made their way through the tunnels to the carousel. Vincent had posted 
watchers all through the park and they had signalled that Joe was on his way. They stood 
quietly in the shadows and watched as Joe came inside and looked around anxiously.

Vincent leaned over and whispered into Catherine's ear, "I'll wait right here. If anything goes 
wrong, I'll come for you." She squeezed his hand and walked out to meet Joe.

She walked up quietly behind him, "Joe."

Vincent watched him whirl around suddenly. He saw the joy on his face as he recognized 
Catherine. Joe ran to her and awkwardly embraced her, his happiness to see her was evident 
on his face.

"Cathy, where the hell have you been? I've been worried sick about you. I thought you might 
be dead or something. What happened?"

She laughed at his questions, "Take it easy. One question at a time." She sat him down on the 
carousel and began to tell him everything she could remember about Moreno, about her 
kidnappers, and about where she had been held.

Joe refused at first to believe Moreno was corrupt, but he had know Cathy long enough to 
realize she would not make such an accusation without proof. Vincent continued to watch from
the shadows. 

"Cathy, I don't have any evidence to prosecute him now, only your testimony. It would be your 
word against his. I need more."



"I know, Joe. All I can suggest is that you take it secretly to the FBI and let them investigate." 
Vincent noticed Catherine seemed ill at ease in these circumstances.

"Okay, I guess you're right. If he is corrupt, he has to be stopped." Joe now changed the 
subject, "You still haven't told me where you've been. You look sick, are you sure you're all 
right?"

Vincent noticed Catherine's knowing smile. "I haven't been sick, but a girl doesn't look her best
after she's just had a baby."

Vincent was surprised she told him, but Joe's look of surprise was comical. "What? A baby? 
When? I didn't know." Then a look of sadness and concern crossed his face. "They didn't rape 
you, did they, Cathy?"

"No! Joe, I was pregnant when I was kidnapped. I hadn't told you because I had just found 
out." She tenderly took his hand, "I can't tell you everything, but I will tell you this. I have a son.
A beautiful, healthy son."

Vincent watched Joe's expression at the news. "I suppose it belongs to Burch?"

"No, Joe. I can't tell you who the father is, but please know that I love him very much. He was 
the one who rescued me, has taken care of me and protected me since that day. He was with 
me when our son was born and I am with him now. Vincent could feel her love through their 
bond.

"Cathy, I'd feel a lot better if you let me put you into the Witness Protection Program," Joe 
offered.

"No. I'm safe and happy where I am. No one can find me and I want my family together right 
now. Whatever you do, don't let anyone know that I'm alive or that you've seen me. I'll try to 
get messages to you when I can and we'll meet again soon. I've got to go, the baby will need 
to be fed soon."

Vincent watched as she stood and hugged Joe and he walked out.

When she met Vincent in the tunnel, their eyes met for a moment and then she ran into his 
arms. "Let's go home now."

Over the next few days, they planned the naming ceremony for their son. Vincent had only one
suggestion for a name and she hardily agreed. It was the middle name that she seemed 
secretive about.

The evening of the ceremony, Vincent remembered Catherine putting on a dress made 
especially for her by Sarah and she insisted that he put on his best, as well. The baby was 
decked out in the gown that Vincent had worn at his naming ceremony. The entire community 
was there, all smiled and with warm wishes. Vincent remembered Father stepping proudly to 
the center of the room and going through the standard ceremony. When he asked what they 
had named the child, Vincent stepped forward.

"Catherine and I have named our son Jacob." Vincent remembered the look of pride that 
touched Father's face and the joy that misted in his eyes.

Then Catherine stepped forward. "His full name is Jacob Vincent Chandler. He carries the 
names of three men I love dearly. Jacob for Father, Vincent for his father, and Chandler for my
father."

Catherine then smiled warmly at Vincent. His heart filled with such love and joy, he thought for 



sure he was dreaming.

That night the community accepted little Jacob as one of their own. Peter was there and had 
Catherine sign his official birth certificate. Even though most of the facts had been changed, 
the document would be needed for whatever life Jacob would have above. For the most part, 
however, everyone celebrated this miracle. A miracle that no one had dreamed possible.

Vincent remembered that later that night instead of putting little Jacob in his crib, Catherine 
brought him to their bed and put him between them. Vincent was glad for the obstacle between
them. Lately Catherine's increasing familiarity was pushing his endurance. After they had fallen
asleep, Vincent had stayed awake watching the two most important people in his life safe and 
happy within his world.

Deep in the night, Vincent felt Jacob wake for his feeding. He watched as Catherine held him 
close and he listened to the soft sucking noises Jacob was making. As always, Catherine's 
eyes met his and her love and tenderness flowed to him as well. This time was different; 
however, their eyes betrayed the deep longing they both were feeling.

Vincent remembered sitting up closer beside her, their eyes still locked. He had an 
overpowering need to become part of the moment. He could not resist letting his fingers trail 
across her face, down her neck, and on downward until his hand rested upon Jacob's head. 
Softly he nuzzled her cheek breathing in her scent. As he lowered his head to rest on her 
shoulder, she leaned her head against the top of his. For the time being, all was content, all 
was peaceful.

*****

Over the next few weeks, things happened fast. Vincent remembered the message Catherine 
received from Joe stating the FBI had enough evidence, along with her testimony, to arrest 
Moreno. His arrest had been fast and Joe had been promoted to finish out Moreno's term. So 
far, though, Moreno wasn't talking.

Vincent and Catherine had decided she should remain below, her existance a secret, until 
Moreno's boss was put away. Joe had agreed, especially after an attempt was made on 
Moreno's life while in jail. The attempt apparently frightened Moreno into agreeing to turn 
state's evidence. When word of that got out, Moreno was silenced permanently.

Joe was furious, Catherine and Vincent were frightened. This man was so powerful he could 
have someone killed right under the cop's noses, they feared he could find them as well.

Several days after Moreno's death, Catherine received another message from Joe. He wanted 
to meet with her at the carousel. There were decisions to be made, because for Joe, the case 
had come to an abrupt halt and Catherine was still in danger.

As Vincent watched from the shadows, the frustration on both their faces was obvious. Vincent
knew Catherine hated the feeling of being imprisoned again by this unknown madman. He 
knew she also feared for their son's safety as he did. This madman had kept Catherine alive 
only to give birth. He must have been furious when Vincent rescued her before he got his 
hands on the baby.

Vincent's keen sense of hearing made him aware of some movement outside. He listened 



intently. People were coming! Before he could warn Catherine and Joe, gunmen burst into the 
carousel housing. No one moved and no shots were fired. Catherine and Joe froze.

It was then, he made his appearance. "Well, well, what do we have here?" He walked over to 
Catherine and touched her face. "I see you have recovered nicely." 

It was all Vincent could do to keep from unleashing his anger. The sight of this man caused his
blood to boil. That monster had caused Catherine great pain, had separated them, and 
cheated them out of sharing her pregnancy. He had come close to killing her and abducting 
their child. Vincent had never felt hatred like this, but he had to control his emotions. He forced 
himself to devise a plan of attack.

The look on Catherine's face was one of pure hatred and intense anger. "So you're the 
monster who wanted to steal my baby."

He laughed smugly. "Let's be careful who we call a monster." Catherine looked at Joe 
nervously.

The man looked at Joe, "Mr. Maxwell, I'm prepared to make you either a very rich man or a 
very dead one. The choice is yours."

Joe nearly spat in his face, "I'd rather be dead than under your control, whoever you are."

"I'm called Gabriel. I am truly sorry, Mr. Maxwell. Ours would have been a profitable 
relationship for both of us. I'll have to buy another D.A." 

Vincent remembered thinking how little respect for life Gabriel had.

Gabriel's attention turned back to Catherine. "Miss Chandler, I'm prepared to spare your life on
the condition you turn the child over to me. By the way, it was a boy, wasn't it?"

Catherine became unhinged, Vincent had never seen her so angry. "Then I suggest you kill me
now. My son is safe from you and I would gladly die to keep him that way."

Gabriel again touched her face, "You know, Miss Chandler, I could make some sort of 
arrangement with you that would spare your life, give your son a life of riches, and keep his 
father's identity a secret."

Catherine jerked her face away from him, "Never!"

"Well, gentlemen, you can't say I didn't try. Any time you are ready, you may kill them." He 
stepped behind his gunmen and smiled.

Just then a roar shattered the silence. Catherine pushed Joe to the ground. As she did, he hit 
his head on the carousel and was knocked unconscious. Catherine lay close beside him, 
waiting.

Vincent had come up behind them and quickly grabbed two of the men and forever silenced 
them. Gabriel ran to the side, waiting for the three remaining men to bring down the beast, but 
they had no chance. Vincent moved too quicly for them to get off a shot. With swift, fierce 
blows, Vincent brought them quickly to their knees, never to kill again.

Vincent stood over the bodies as he regained his control. A quick glance at Catherine told him 
she was all right, Then he turned his attention to Gabriel, who was now backed into the corner 
like a frightened animal.

"What power!" was all Gabriel could mutter as he looked at the bodies. "That's why I wanted 
the child. I wanted to combine that power with my genius, my money. Can you imagine what a 



king this child could be? I can give him all the things you can't. The education, the money, the 
power. Don't you see, I could be better for him."

Vincent could only snarl his disgust, "Look at you, you have no power. You are useless to my 
son." 

Vincent did not want to kill for the sake of killing, but he knew that Catherine and Jacob would 
never be safe as long as Gabriel was allowed to live. With deep regret, he lifted his deadly 
claws and eliminated that threat.

As Vincent watched the life drain out of this demon, he could not help the roar that escaped 
him. He walked back to Catherine who was still beside Joe's prone figure. "Is he all right?"

"Yes, I think so." Joe began to stir. "He can't see you. Wait for me over there." When he 
hesitated, she touched his arm, "It's all right, Vincent. I'll join you in a minute."

Vincent watched as Catherine reassured Joe that all was well and convinced him to go call the
police. Joe tried to press her for an explanation, but she skillfully avoided his questions.

As soon as Joe had left to call the police, Catherine joined Vincent in the tunnels. Their eyes 
met, she smiled warmly, "We're free, Vincent. We're finally free." 

She ran into his arms and Vincent remembered thinking that Catherine had truly returned. 
They held each other for a few seconds, then Catherine looked up at him. 

"I want to go hold my baby. Let's go home." He nodded and hand in hand, they began walking 
through the tunnels leaving all that threatened their happy life far behind them.

It was then they felt the realities collide. They both stopped in the tunnelway and looked at 
each other as if trying to sort out what was happening. There was a shared feeling of terror 
and sadness that suddenly gave way to joy, but there was no memory of why they were there 
or where they had been. There was only the memory of that other reality.

*****

Vincent found himself on Catherine's balcony watching her sitting in the middle of her bed 
playing with Jacob. The last few weeks had been the happiest of his life. He had been blessed 
with a healthy normal son and was now truly one with the woman he loved.

Why and how should not matter, but still he looked back for an answer.

After that first night, he and Catherine had made love, a whole new life had opened to them 
both. There were no more fears and no more doubts. There were no more threats to their 
safety. They laughed with Jacob and loved each night. Vincent had hoped that would be 
enough for Catherine, but in his heart, he knew she needed more than his world could offer. 

As the memories from the alternate life began to fade, the memories of this new life became 
sharper and clearer for both of them. They had talked for hours trying to piece together the 
whys and hows, but they couldn't. Catherine finally suggested they not try to understand it, but 
just accept it with gratitude. Vincent agreed and they never talked about it again.

Vincent remembered the day Catherine made her decision to return to her life above. She had 
gone above for the first time in weeks. She wanted to attend to her affairs, as well as stop into 
the DA's office to see everyone. Vincent had not expressed his fears to her, after all, he could 



not hold her prisoner to his fears. He kept Jacob below with him for that first visit.

When she returned, he could see the flush of excitement on her face. He felt in her a rush of 
emotions as she embraced him. She talked for hours about what had changed and how her 
friends had reacted to her return. Vincent felt a sense of loss welling up inside him.

It wasn't until after they had gone to bed that night that Catherine told Vincent Joe had offered 
her his old job.

"I wouldn't be in danger like before," she had argued. "It would be mostly a desk job and it 
would mean more court time. The investigators would be reporting to me." She snuggled 
closer. "It would mean moving back into my apartment with Jacob." 

Vincent felt his heart breaking.

"Vincent, if I went back, I would want you to keep Jacob while I work. You could come to the 
apartment for the night and I could come below for weekends." She must have sensed his 
pain. "I don't want to hurt you, and if you really don't want me to do this, I won't."

Vincent remembered how badly he wanted to beg her not to go, but he knew that would be 
unfair to her. He knew how important her work and that life was to her. To keep her from it 
would be to hold her prisoner once more and he had seen what that had done to her.

Also, he knew how important it was for Jacob to have the best of both worlds. He could not 
deny his son's chance at a life he could only dream about.

"Catherine, if you feel this is what you really want, I cannot deny you that. Yes, I would love for 
you and Jacob to live here with me in the safety of these tunnels for the rest of our lives, but it 
would not be fair. It would cheat you out of what you deserve the most, your freedom." 

He paused, remembering an old saying, 'It is indeed true, that if you love something, you must 
set it free.' I do not want your love for me to become a chain that binds you to this world."

"Jacob must be allowed to fulfill his destiny in both worlds as well. He can go and do all the 
things that I can never do. He can stand for us both in your world. He can be with you and 
protect you above when I cannot. He can walk with you in the daylight and not be afraid. He 
can became what I cannot." He knew the words were right. In his heart, he knew what he was 
sacrificing was the right thing to do, but it did not stop the pain or the feeling of loss.

It was then they both realized the depth of their love for each other. When they made love that 
night, there was a tenderness and a sadness that brought them both to tears. They lay awake 
for most of the night planning and reassuring each other that what they shared would not be 
changed. That night Vincent had not been so sure. Now he realized things were as they should
be. Their love only became stronger with the changes. 

He moved forward and tapped on the window. Catherine looked up and smiled. She secured 
the baby on the bed and opened the doors for him. He was almost knocked off his feet by the 
intensity of her embrace.

"I've been waiting for you. Someone had to put this crib together." With that, she pulled him 
inside.

Hours later and with the room in total disarray, Vincent finally managed to get the baby's 
furniture together and in place. It had been quite a chore, but one they both had enjoyed 
together. Vincent looked up at Catherine who had again taken the baby back onto the middle 
of the bed. She sat cross-legged as she unbuttoned her blouse to allow the baby to nurse. 



Vincent watched as she sang her mother's lullaby and gently rocked Jacob back and forth on 
the bed. Vincent had not ceased to be touched by this scene no matter how often it was 
repeated. He inwardly dreaded the day it would no longer be necessary.

Catherine had not bothered to close her blouse when she lifted the sleeping infant up and put 
him in his new crib and Vincent enjoyed the view. They both stood over him for a moment, 
both being quietly grateful for their blessing. Catherine walked back over to the bed and 
playfully jumped onto it. She turned to Vincent with a devilish smile.

"Now it's time for us." Vincent loved that look and quickly shed his boots and outer shirt as he 
sat beside her on the bed.

She reached her hand down to his thigh and gently slid it up. "Soon I'll have to start looking for 
a new apartment." The news startled Vincent. "Why?"

"As Jacob gets older, he'll need his own room and we'll need our privacy as well." She slid her 
hand over the bulge in his pants and got an immediate response, then she continued, 
"Besides, we'll need an extra bedroom for Jacob's little brother or sister in a year or two."

Vincent was caught by surprise. He hadn't thought about another child. "Catherine, do you 
think that's wise? Maybe we shouldn't tempt fate again."

"Vincent, we weren't allowed to share my first pregnancy and I do want to share that with you. 
Besides, I don't want Jacob growing up an only child like I did. You, my dear, have an infinite 
capacity to love, especially children. It would be a crime to let that go to waste." Her fingers 
tightened around him and he found he could not argue.

She kissed him deeply then lay back on the bed. Vincent stared down at her while seductively 
opening her blouse up further allowing his hands to gently caress her. She had taught him so 
much in the last weeks about physical love and he found total enjoyment in finding ways to 
please her. Making love didn't quite adequately describe their time together, it was so much 
more than that. 

In moments, clothes had been shed and the silence had been replaced with the sounds of 
delighted laughter and whispered words of love. 

END


