
OF KNIGHTS AND KINGS

by Sandy P. Shelton

Catherine Chandler rolled over in her bed and with eyes still closed; she stretched her arm out 
toward the other side. Nothing. Only the cold sheets met her searching fingers. She slowly 
opened her eyes and faced the moment she had dreaded for four months. Waking up without 
Vincent.

She fought the sudden emptiness she felt by remembering the night before. He had arrived on 
the balcony shortly after the delivery man brought the baby's furniture - unassembled. She 
smiled as she remembered the sight of Vincent on the floor trying desperately to make sense 
out of the many scattered parts and instructions. He did, however, manage to get the bed 
together in time to settle Jacob comfortably in for the night. Afterward, she remembered the 
delightfully fulfilling way she had shown her appreciation.

Now she sat up in bed stretching as she realized she had not bothered to put her gown back 
on. She had decided that in whatever stolen moments they shared, she wanted nothing trivial 
like clothing to be between them, and it seldom was.

She glanced at Jacob's crib and saw he was still sleeping. Hugging her knees and enjoying the
silence, she wondered if her decision to come back Above had been the right one. She knew it
had not been the easy one. It had been so tempting to remain in the tunnels as Vincent's wife 
and the mother to his children, but it had been Vincent who forced her to look into her own 
heart and choose what was best for her and for their son. He so wanted Jacob to have a life 
Above. A life of the privileges and advantages that he would be forever denied.

Just as doubt began to creep in, Jacob began to stir and whimper. Catherine threw aside the 
covers and searched for her robe. Jacob stared up at her, waving his little arms. 

She smiled warmly, "Good morning little one. Did you sleep well?" Her fingers worked their 
way down into the front of his diaper.  "Well young man, first things first. Let's go get you into a 
dry diaper."



After changing him, she took her seat on the bed by the French doors. Pulling her robe off one 
shoulder, she positioned Jacob for his breakfast. Soon the silence was broken by Jacob's soft 
sucking noises and the sound of Catherine's own voice as she talked to him. She always told 
him how much she loved him and his father and about all the gifts awaiting them. She was 
sure Jacob understood by the way he would stare at her with those gorgeous blue eyes.

Sometime later after Catherine had cleaned up the mess from last night's adventure, she tried 
desperately to find somewhere to put all the baby's things. Finally she sat down on the bed 
thoroughly disgusted. It was impossible. She was now more determined than ever to find a 
larger apartment.

Just as she was about to kick everything under the bed, the doorbell rang.

"Damn, just what I need right now, visitors." When she opened the door, she was more than 
shocked at the man standing before her.  "Elliot!"

Elliot Burch's relief at seeing Cathy alive and well was evident on his face. "Cathy, I'm so glad 
you're all right." They stared awkwardly at each other for a moment, then he hugged her 
impulsively causing her some discomfort.

She broke the embrace. "Please, come in, Elliot."

He stepped inside but his eyes never left Catherine as she closed the door and gestured 
toward the couch. "Please sit down."

They sat facing each other in silence. It seemed Elliot was at a loss for words for 
the first time Catherine could remember. "Joe told me how you tried to find me. 
Believe me, Elliot, I appreciate all your efforts."

His look was one of embarrassment. "Yes, but it appears I failed you again. Joe told 
me you were rescued and have been in hiding for the last four months." As he spoke,
he took mental note of the changes in Cathy. She had gained some weight or filled 
out in places, her hair was longer, but mostly she seemed more mature, more 
centered.

Noticing his gaze, Catherine continued, "You cared enough to try, that's what 
matters." Shifting uneasily under his stare, she explained, "I've been through a lot, 
Elliot. Most of it, I'd like to forget." Just as she finished the statement, Jacob cried 
out for attention. She smiled broadly, "Except for that.”

Elliot glanced nervously toward the bedroom. "There's someone I want you to meet. 
Wait right here." She jumped up from the couch and hurriedly walked to Jacob's crib. 
"Hello there, precious, I want you to meet someone."

Elliot couldn't help but be enchanted by the tenderness and love he saw reflected on her face. 
How he had longed to be the cause of that look or at least the recipient of it. The feeling of loss
was overwhelming.

"Elliot Burch, I'd like you to meet Jacob Vincent Chandler, my son."

She was literally beaming as she held up the infant for Elliot to see. The handsome 
little boy looked a lot like Cathy he thought, but there was a trace of someone else 
there. It was that someone else that bothered Elliot. 

"He's a great looking kid, Cathy."



Catherine watched Elliot as he gently reached for the baby's hand and held onto it. "Would you
like to hold him?"

A look of panic crossed his face. "Oh no! No thanks, Cath." He retreated to the other couch 
and watched as Cathy sat down across from him playing with her son. He considered his next 
topic of discussion carefully.

"Cathy, the baby's father, is it that "someone else" you told me about? As I remember, the 
timing would be about right."

Inwardly, Catherine's anger was rising, but an outburst now would serve no purpose. She 
looked at Jacob noting how much he did look like Vincent. 

"Yes."

Elliot continued his questioning, "Were you with him all that time?"

Catherine looked up at him. She didn't like where this conversation was leading. "Elliot, I'm in 
love with another man. I loved him enough to have his child and I will love him always. Please 
don't go on with this."

His look was one of determination. "Cathy, I have to know."

She sighed deeply, "Why Elliot? You'll only be hurt."

Elliot shook his head, she had to understand. "Because I still love you, Cathy, and I want to 
help you. For some reason, this man you love cannot or will not share your life, but I can. One 
last time, please marry me. Your son needs a father."

Catherine could bear no more of this conversation. "My son has a father," she said indignantly.
"Perhaps you'd better leave, Elliot."

Her bitter stare made her point. "All right, but if you ever need me for anything, for you or him, 
call me, Cath - please."

"Thank you, Elliot,O Catherine answered somewhat more compassionately. She knew he 
loved her as much as he could ever love anyone, but he still thought love meant ownership 
and she was not to be owned by any man.

After Elliot left, she stood there holding Jacob for a long while thinking over their confrontation. 
She wasn't sure just how to handle it yet, but she was sure she needed to see Vincent.

Catherine tucked Jacob into the carry-all then secured it carefully around her so that he was 
nestled to her chest. She made her way down to the basement threshold hoping to find that 
"someone else" waiting.

After descending the ladder, she turned to see him standing there at the edge of the light, his 
blue eyes glistening and his love filling her heart. Stepping toward him, her eyes never left his. 
She tilted her head slightly and watched as he lowered his face and they shared a warm kiss 
that was interrupted by Jacob's demand for his father's attention. They both laughed as 
Catherine began to free the squirming infant.

Vincent watched and wondered out loud, "Is that comfortable?"

Catherine laughed. "It's more comfortable than where I carried him for the first few months of 
his life." 



As she looked back at Vincent, she saw a trace of pain cross his face and she realized that the
fact he had been cheated out of sharing her pregnancy was still very painful to him. Inwardly, 
she vowed to rectify that tragedy as soon as possible

Vincent's eyes filled with joy again, however, as he looked at his son. He reached out his arms.

"May I?"

Catherine's own face lit up as she handed her son to his father. She watched as Vincent held 
him up face to face and in a soft voice betraying his emotions said, "I've missed you, son." He 
then hugged him ever so gently. Her heart always melted at the sight of his strong hands so 
gently cradling their son. Then Vincent extended his free hand, "Come, Father wanted to see 
us."

Father was waiting for them in the hospital chamber when they walked in. He had been with 
Vincent when Vincent sensed Catherine's arrival and had requested their presence. "I need 
some more blood from the two of you for testing, please." Patiently, they waited as Father 
withdrew a vial of blood from each of them. Finally Catherine asked, "Any luck yet?"

Father shook his head, "We're working with a brand new blood type here. Cathy, yours we 
know about, but when it combined with Vincent's, it…" he paused, "mutated so to speak. We're
hoping Peter's friend at Columbia can decipher that unique combination in case Jacob should 
ever need a transfusion. Also it may give us some clues with Vincent."

Catherine chose her words carefully as not to hurt or worry Vincent, "Are there any other… 
differences?"

"Only the advanced muscle development. We won't know what else will develop until later, but 
by all appearances, he's a fine, healthy young man." Father smiled as he picked up his 
grandson. "To tell you the truth, I'm glad you two didn't listen to me after all." He winked at 
Vincent then looked back at Catherine. "Now about you, my dear. How are you doing?"

"I'm fine Father, really."

He continued his questioning, "How about the breast-feeding? Is that going well? Are you 
watching your diet and avoiding medications?"

She smiled inwardly at Father's less than professional interest in his grandson.

"Yes, Father. Everything is fine."

"Good." He paused then asked his next, more personal question. "Are you two having any 
problems with intimacy?"

Catherine felt her face flush and she could feel Vincent's desire to crawl under the desk as he 
met her gaze waiting for her to answer. "No, Father. No problems at all." She squeezed 
Vincent's hand playfully.

Father himself blushed slightly then began to play with Jacob. Vincent asked, "Father, would 
you mind watching him for a while? Catherine and I need to talk."

Father beamed at them. "I was hoping you'd ask."

At their favorite spot near the falls, Catherine was struggling to find a way to tell Vincent about 
Elliot's visit. She could sense him waiting for her to begin. Finally he placed his arms around 
her and said simply, "Tell me."



Looking into his eyes, she knew she could no longer hide anything from him even if she 
wanted to. Their bond was back, stronger than ever with their more intimate relationship.

"Elliot came by to see me this morning,” she began. "He was really glad to see me."

"Yes,” Vincent replied. "He took great risks to try to find you." Vincent's eyes shone with 
compassion. "He still loves you, Catherine, perhaps he always will. I understand that."

She looked at him with amazement. There was no anger in him, no jealousy. She could only 
sense compassion for the man. 

"Yes, I know you do." She dropped her gaze suddenly, the next part wasn't so easy. "He asked
me to marry him again. He wants to be a father to Jacob."

Those words hurt Vincent deeply and Catherine could feel it. She remembered all the times he
had expressed his feelings of inadequacy in comparison with Elliot. What Elliot could give their 
son was much more than Vincent could ever hope to.

"Vincent, please don't be hurt. Elliot could never give Jacob the love you can. He cannot teach 
him of kindness, of compassion, and of honor the way you can. Those things are much more 
important than anything material Elliot could offer him. Please know that."

Vincent shook his head, "I could not bear to lose either of you, especially after what happened 
before."

She remembered that 'dream' or 'alternate reality' Vincent referred to and responded, "Please 
Vincent. We agreed never to speak of that again."

After a thoughtful silence Catherine continued, "Vincent, I promise you that no man will ever 
take your son away from you. YOU are his father. I would never let him think otherwise. You 
two share a special bond. One that is apart from ours. He loves you, Vincent, know that. Never
doubt his love for you." She studied his eyes for some sign of acceptance.

Vincent turned to her, his eyes brimming with emotion. Enfolding her tightly in his arms he 
said, "I love you so. Please... please stay with me tonight."
"Yes Vincent,” Catherine whispered into the warmth of his chest.

* * * * * 





Catherine's first day back at work began with a visit to Joe's new office. She stood a moment 
admiring the new lettering on the door, District Attorney Joseph Maxwell. She knocked lightly 
and a familiar voice boomed at her from the other side, "Come in."

She stepped into a squeaky clean office that was very unlike its new owner. Joe sat behind the
huge desk with tie loosened and sleeves rolled up devouring what was left of his breakfast. He 
smiled broadly when he looked up at her. 

"Welcome back, Radcliffe." He immediately walked around the desk with arms extended.

After returning his hug she looked around the office, "Things have changed."

Joe smiled proudly, "You could say that, but you ain't seen nothing yet." After spending about 
an hour catching her up on things, Joe asked, "Hey, Cathy, did you have any problems finding 
a sitter for the future ace pitcher of the Mets?"

"No," she returned. "My son, the future Supreme Court Justice, is with his father. He's in good 
hands."

Her look told him not to press her about whose hands they were. "How are you gonna 
manage…,” he hesitated and blushed fiercely, "... you know, feeding him?"

Catherine found it hard to hold back her laughter. It was nice to see Joe truly flustered again. 
"Oh, that. I use a pump and bottles. You know, same formula, just a different container."

Joe turned a deeper shade of red. "Oh, I didn't know. I haven't been around ... that too much."

"That, Joe, is under control. Don't worry, I won't embarrass you." They both started laughing 
like old times.

"Touché, Radcliffe. I'm glad you're back." Standing up and pointing to the door he said, "Now 
it's time for you to get to work."

Joe guided her back into the "bull-pen" as he called it. There had been a few changes she 
noticed. Furniture had been moved around and a new coat of paint had been applied. Many of 
the old familiar faces were still around as well as a few new faces. Stopping at her old desk, 
she found a new face. Then Joe led her to his old office, but now the door read, Deputy District
Attorney Catherine Chandler.

"What do you think, Radcliffe? I mean we could have had a billboard or something put up."

Catherine pinched his arm, "No, I think this is sufficient." Looking around the room, she noticed
a new paint job and her personal things were sitting on the desk. One thing, however, was 
missing. She opened her bag, took out a framed picture of Jacob and placed it strategically on 
the desk.

"Now.” 

Joe nodded, "Okay Chandler, I'll be working with you for a few days until you get the knack of 
it. That is, if you can handle all this charm."

Catherine sat down and pushed back in the chair, "I think I can handle it."

* * * * *



The next few weeks found Catherine's life establishing its own routine. The first thing every 
morning, it was feed and change the baby, pack his bottles and take him down to the 
basement to be lovingly placed into his father's hands. She and Vincent would share a brief 
good morning kiss and she would be off to the office.

Her days were filled with hours of paperwork as Joe guided her through her new 
responsibilities. She made a point of getting to know her staff including that new face behind 
her old desk. Gradually she began to earn their respect as well. She also developed a whole 
new appreciation for the excellent job Joe did during her years as an investigator, even though 
at the time, she was frustrated by his tendency to go by procedure.

After work, she would hurry to the Central Park threshold to meet Vincent and Jacob. She 
would hurry through the tunnel feeling her spirits lift and her smile broaden with every step. Her
heart would always skip a beat when she saw them. Vincent's eyes always seemed to shine 
more brightly as she approached and she could feel his love reaching out to her, drawing her 
closer.

Always, she would embrace them both in one big bear hug, kissing Jacob and then Vincent. 
They would talk for a moment as she gathered Jacob and his things and then she would have 
to say good-bye to Vincent, but only for a while.

If the weather was nice, she would take Jacob on a long walk through the park often stopping 
and chatting with other mothers with their babies. But she was always aware that Vincent was 
watching them and dying a little inside because he could not share the sunlight with his child. 
He could only stand in the shadows watching from afar.

Her evenings consisted of Jacob's dinner, his bath, and his bedtime nursing. As she would 
hold him singing that old lullaby, Vincent would arrive and stand in the doorway content only to 
watch. Their eyes would meet and their bond was filled with the love and happiness they had 
both found. Perhaps their togetherness was limited, but it was the sweetest and most fulfilling 
part of their separate existence.

After she put Jacob in his crib, they often stood together in a loving embrace, looking down at 
their love's truest miracle. Vincent would nuzzle her hair gently and Catherine would soon lead 
him to her bed.

Most nights they made love, but on the occasions Catherine was unable to, Vincent would 
simply hold her and read to her. His voice and his presence more than satisfying her need of 
him. He would stay until dawn approached and then would leave quietly being very careful not 
to awaken her.

Her life had definitely slipped into a comfortable routine. A routine that drew the interest of one 
other.

*****

Elliot Burch spent more and more of his time wondering about this mystery man of Cathy's. 
Why was his identity such a secret? Was he a criminal? Did he have some connection with her



kidnappers? And why did she know so much about those tunnels? He was becoming 
obsessed with finding the answers.

One afternoon, he followed her as she left her office. He wasn't that surprised when she led 
him to that drainage pipe in Central Park. He waited outside hidden from view and after several
minutes, Cathy emerged carrying her baby in her arms.

Elliot waited until she was out of sight then slipped quietly into the entrance. There was no one.
He stared at the barred doorway and remembered Cathy bringing him through that way. Now 
he understood. Whoever Cathy met here, came through those same tunnels and whoever it 
was, he thought, had to be her mysterious lover.

The next day, Elliot left work early and with flashlight in hand, made his way to the tunnel 
entrance. After a lengthy session of trying to remember where the door mechanism was, he 
accidently discovered it by leaning against it. He stumbled backward as the door slid open.

Cautiously, he moved through the dimly lit tunnel looking for some trace of human existence. 
He found only cold, damp tunnels and strange tapping noises. He walked for a long time 
before realizing he was completely lost. Fear began to take control and he ran panic-stricken 
through the endless tunnels.

Elliot tripped over something and the flashlight fell with a crash against some rocks.

The light went out and he was alone in the darkness cursing his own stupidity. He continued 
onward by holding onto the wall and feeling his way through. A noise behind him made him 
whirl around suddenly. Stumbling backward, he lost his footing and felt himself falling 
downward. A terrified scream escaped him, then there was a loud thud, and then silence. 

***** 

The next day was Saturday and Catherine could spend the entire weekend in her second 
home. She and Jacob met Vincent at the basement entrance and spent the morning down by 
the falls. After a morning of playing in the water with Jacob, they fed the baby and put him 
down for his nap under Mary's watchful eyes. They needed some precious time alone.

They were walking hand-in-hand through the tunnels each simply enjoying the other's 
company when Mouse raced up to them. 

"Come quick. Top-sider - hurt bad!"

Stunned by his words, Vincent asked, "Top-sider? Mouse, what are you talking about?"

Mouse could hardly speak at all in his excitement, "Must hurry Vincent - top-sider fall into pit. 
Hurt real bad. Show you. Hurry!" They had no choice but to follow.

When they reached the edge of the pit, all they could see was a body at the bottom. Vincent 
instructed Mouse, "Go get Father and some of the others.  I'll see if he's still alive."

When Vincent finally managed to climb down to the floor of the pit, he very carefully felt the 
prone figure for any signs of life. 



"He's alive", he shouted up to Catherine. Looking back down at the limp form, his keen 
eyesight noted something familiar about him. He moved around carefully to get a better view of
his face.

"Elliot!"

Much later in the hospital chamber, Vincent, Catherine and Father stood just beyond the 
chamber entrance.

"How did he get here and so far into the tunnels?" Father asked scratching his head.

Catherine could only guess. "I led him through those tunnels last year after that incident at the 
docks. You remember, Vincent?"

Vincent thoughtfully nodded his head. "How he got here doesn't matter. What do we do now?"

"Well, we can't move him any further in that condition. He's got broken ribs and a broken 
collarbone. I don't know what internal injuries he might have. To move him could cause him 
further injury or even death. He has to stay here." He hesitated as he considered the 
possibilities. "We have to be very careful." Studying Catherine he asked, "Do you think he can 
be trusted?"

Catherine searched her heart for an answer She knew full well what was at risk.  “Deep inside, 
Elliot's a decent man. I think we just have to help him to see that."

Father carefully chose his next words. "Considering his past and his feelings for you… can you
be sure?"

The implications of Father's question did not escape Vincent. She could feel his pain. "I can 
never be sure of Elliot's feelings, but I'll do my best to make him understand what's at stake."

Father look worried, "I hope so, Catherine. I truly hope so." He looked nervously at both of 
them. "Catherine, I suggest you talk to him, help care for him. He might not trust us and, 
Vincent; I don't think he should know about you." He didn't want to hurt Vincent this way, but 
there was more at stake here than a few hurt feelings.

Releasing a sigh of frustration, Vincent replied, "I understand, Father. He must not know of 
me."

Catherine felt Vincent's old fears of inadequacy and shame begin to resurface. After Father 
walked back into the chamber, she slid her arms around him offering comfort. For a moment 
he hesitated just like before when he fought their growing closeness. 

"I love you", she whispered softly. "No matter what, Vincent, always remember that." She felt 
his arms enclose her, but something wasn't quite the same. He was holding back... again.

*****

Catherine sat by Elliot's bed watching him closely but her heart and mind were with Vincent. A 
cloud of doubt and unfocused fear filled her. She wasn't sure if those feelings were hers or if 
she was picking them up from Vincent through their bond. She only knew that something had 
been building between them since they had become lovers It seemed Elliot's intrusion into their
"happy life" had put things into motion.



Suddenly Elliot began moaning and moving about. Catherine tried to quiet him but the sound 
of her voice only caused him to suddenly open his eyes. 

"Cathy?"

"Yes Elliot, I'm here. Be still now, you've been hurt."

Elliot fought the pain and haze that filled his mind.

"Cathy!" He clutched her hand desperately.

"It's all right, Elliot. You're safe, but you have to be still. You have broken ribs… please."

At her pleading, Elliot relaxed back onto the cot. Pain shot through his chest and his head was 
throbbing horribly. After a long moment, his eyes began to dart around the chamber. "Where 
am I?" When Cathy hesitated, he remembered his trip into the tunnels. "Cathy, where the hell 
am I?"

His demanding tone brought out Cathy's anger as it always had before, but she clenched her 
teeth in consideration of his condition. 

"I'll explain all that later, right now you have to rest. There will be others in to care for your 
injuries. You can trust them." At his more than skeptical look she repeated, "You can trust 
them, Elliot. I do." 

When he seemed a bit more accepting of her words, he relaxed and soon drifted off to sleep. 
She watched him for a few minutes then sought the comfort only Vincent could bring.

*****

Over the next few days, Elliot grew stronger. Although he was not quite ready to undertake the 
long journey back Above, he was getting restless and curious. Catherine came by after work 
each day to spend some time with him and to keep him informed as to what was going on 
Above. She had become his communications link with his empire.

On this particular evening, Catherine walked in to find Father examining Elliot. "How's our 
patient doing?"

Father looked around, "Better." Then looking back at Elliot, "But he's got to rest.  Understand?"

Elliot nodded then watched Father as he left the room. "He's something else. He reminds-me 
of my father." The memory was painful, but he now found some solace in his memories. 
"Cathy, the old man's been telling me a lot about this place.  About the people who live here. Is
it true?"

“I don't know exactly what he told you, but Father doesn't lie." She knew he was watching her 
for some sign of doubt or dishonesty. "Elliot, these people took me in when I was hurt. Their 
kindness taught me so much about myself and about truth and honor. They taught me decency
and trust. All they've ever asked of me was my silence about this world. They trusted me with 
their very lives. That's what they're doing with you. You've always asked me to trust you. Well, 
I am. I'm trusting the lives of the people I love to you. Promise me, Elliot, that you will never 
betray their kindness and my belief in you. Promise me!"



He could see the sincerity in her and he began to understand how important this place and its 
people were. Instinctively, he reached out to her. She pulled free and moved away to put some
distance between them.

"No, Elliot." She sighed heavily. Please don't misunderstand."

Elliot's hands dropped in frustration. "Cathy, you've cared for me, how can you say you don't 
feel anything?"

"I do feel concern for you, you're a friend and that's all." Catherine had guessed this 
conversation would come up again. Elliot did not give up easily.

"I can't believe that's all."

With carefully chosen words and a firm voice she stated her feelings, "I'm in love with another 
man. I have no desire for and no interest in anyone else. You've got to accept that."

He glared back at her, "If that's true, then why haven't I met him. I'm not dumb, Cathy. I know 
he lives down here too, but no one talks about him. Hell, no one even acknowledges him. They
just change the subject." He watched her obvious discomfort with the conversation. "What is it,
Cathy? Why is he such a secret?"

"You wouldn't understand, Elliot." Catherine's answer was curt.

Elliot fought back his frustration and tried a more subdued approach. "Just tell me. Cathy. what
can he give you that I can't? I could make you a queen. You could have fine houses, jewelry, 
expensive cars, anything you want. Just tell me!”

She looked at him, but now she felt compassion for a man denied his obsession. "He gives me
his heart, Elliot. Without question and without conditions. That's something your ambition 
would never let you do." She decided it best to end their conversation and let him think. She 
turned quickly and walked toward Vincent's chamber.

Her words had hurt him deeply. He had never given up hope of changing her mind, but it 
seemed now he had no choice. Suddenly, he felt the walls closing in around him and he had to
get out of there awhile. Painfully, he got up and walked out into the tunnel. He could hear 
laughter coming from a chamber just down the way. As he approached, he recognized Cathy's 
voice, but he had not heard the man's voice before. Perhaps now he would come face to face 
with Cathy's lover. He wasn't prepared for the shock.

As he peeped around the corner, he could see Cathy holding her baby to her breast. He found 
himself being so swept up in the look of love and tenderness he saw on her face, that for a 
moment, he paid no heed to the man sitting across from her.

Vincent was usually aware of everyone's movements, but these precious moments with 
Catherine and Jacob always received his full attention. When he did become aware of Elliot's 
presence, he turned suddenly around not thinking about his actions.

When Elliot saw the figure suddenly whirl around, he stepped backwards. But when he saw his
face, the horror registered in his eyes. Stumbling awkwardly, he ran from the chamber.

Vincent realizing his error, felt the pain of another horrified reaction to his physical appearance.
He started out the entrance after him. After all, he was in no condition to be wondering around 
in these tunnels.



Catherine grabbed his arm. "No, Vincent. Give him time. I'll go talk to him later after Jacob's 
finished. Please stay here."

He hesitated but knew she was right. She must be the one to talk to him. As he sat down, he 
could feel that old self-doubt begin to rise in him. All of this was because of him, his 
differences. Again, he had to stand by in the shadows as others protected him.

Catherine felt his pain and reached out to take his hand.  "I love you, Vincent.  Only you. Never
doubt that." She placed his hand over her heart.  "It's all right."

After Jacob finished nursing, she handed him to Vincent and went in search of Elliot. She 
wasn't looking forward to this confrontation, but the time had come.

She found him in the hospital chamber pacing back and forth. "Elliot."

He whirled around and in that moment, she saw a look of horror and disgust on his face she 
had never seen before. It was a moment before he found words. 

"My God Cathy, what the hell was that?"

Catherine answered calmly, "His name is Vincent. He's the father of my child and the man I 
love."

Elliot's face turned deathly white. "What are you saying?" He couldn't believe what he was 
hearing.

Catherine thought it best to answer his questions as calmly as she could. "Just what you think, 
Elliot."

He stepped toward her but now he was livid. "You're sleeping with that animal?"

That question pushed the limits and without thinking, her hand made solid contact with his jaw.

"Don't you ever say that again, Elliot." Her eyes were glaring.

That sudden shock caused him to retreat momentarily and calm down. "What in heaven's 
name can he offer you? At best, you have to live between two worlds. Always in hiding, always
afraid. That's no life for you. And what about your son? What kind of life will he have? How will 
he deal with a father... like that? Cathy, come to your senses."

She had dreaded this conversation, but now that it was here, she felt a calm certainty come 
over her. 

"Elliot, you might be a king in our world. Perhaps you could give me a lifetime of riches. But 
you could never give me complete and unconditional love." Her voice softened a little, "Once I 
agreed to marry you, to trust you. I asked you to stop construction on Burch Tower as proof of 
your commitment. You refused. Your ambition was more important than your love for me. To 
Vincent, there is nothing more important than our love. He has sacrificed his own happiness 
and risked his very life for me without hesitation and asking nothing in return. No, Elliot, 
Vincent might not be considered a king, but to me, he is the bravest and most noble knight of 
all."

Elliot looked deeply into her eyes and saw the truth in her words. For the first time, he realized 
that she was indeed lost to him.

Catherine continued, "Elliot, please understand how happy I am with Vincent. How much I truly
love him and our son. To lose them would destroy me. I would have nothing left to live for. If 



you ever cared about me then help me protect him. Don't destroy me and everyone else down 
here out of hurt pride. Please!"

Her words touched him deeply. Somewhere deep underneath the facade of Elliot Burch was 
that dock worker's son. A man who could understand loyalty and love. A man who could 
understand honor.

"Cathy, I won't make any promises until I've talked with him. Man-to-man."

"Why?"

"It's something you wouldn't understand, but he will."

She left the chamber feeling as though her world was about to crash down all around her. 
When she entered Vincent's chamber, she found him pacing. 

"Where's Jacob?"

Vincent turned to her, "I asked Mary to take him tonight. I thought you might want to talk."

As she stood there, she wanted so badly for him to take her in his arms and make passionate 
love to her, to reaffirm his humanity. Their eyes met as her heart conveyed the longing through
their bond, but Vincent only stood there waiting for her to make the first move.

"How's Elliot?"

She sighed at the lost opportunity. "He's angry and very confused."

Vincent dropped his head in shame, "Because of me."

"No, Vincent. Because of my choices.

Turning away, Vincent asked, "Do you think he'll expose us?"

"I honestly don't know. I hope the decency I know is there will prevail. But he's hurt." She 
cautiously added, "He wants to talk to you. Man-to-man, he said."

Vincent laughed sarcastically, "Man-to-man".

Catherine could feel his uncertainties taking control again. Grabbing his arm, she confronted 
them.

“You are a man! You are the most compassionate, caring, loving man I've ever known. You 
fathered a son as a man and you make love to me as a man." She felt his whole body tense 
with that last statement.

Pulling away, he answered, "Only because you have taught me the ways of a man."

There it was. Suddenly, that vague unfocused fear became crystal clear. He was right. She 
had been the one to initiate their lovemaking. She had guided him and taught him how to 
please her. Not once had he explored his own sexuality. How could she have been so blind? 

"Oh, Vincent."

He sensed her guilt, "Catherine, don't misunderstand. Without your guidance I would have 
never crossed that boundary. You led me through that darkness. You taught me how to please
you. All I want is to please you."

"And what about yourself, Vincent? What about your pleasure?"

"Catherine, you please me. To experience your pleasure brings pleasure to me."



Vincent was again sacrificing his own needs for her, something Elliot would never understand. 
She realized again just how very special he was and how very much she loved him. "Vincent, I 
never meant to control you. I want to please you too. I want you to feel free when we're 
together. Free to express your love without limits or boundaries. I want to fulfill your fantasies 
as you fulfill mine."

Nervously he turned to her, "But what if I do something to offend you or hurt you? I couldn't 
bear it."

Catherine smiled seductively, "As long as you remember love, Vincent, you could never do 
that." Stepping closer she looked into those clear blue eyes, "Do you have fantasies, Vincent? 
About us?"

He nodded slowly.

"Tell me." She became intrigued by the look in his eyes and soon forgot all about Elliot Burch. 
She could see him thinking it over. "Please."

Vincent wrapped his cape around himself and reached for her hand, "Come."

*****

Catherine felt her heart pounding, but not out of fear. They walked quietly through the tunnels 
until they arrived at the chamber below the Central Park concert stage. She remembered all 
the times they had listened to the concerts here and all the joyous moments shared here. 
Music filled the chamber as the concert began and moonlight filtered through the grates above.

They stood without speaking as if to absorb the passion of the music. Vincent then walked 
toward the grate, turned to her and with a look of uncensored passion, removed his cape 
spreading it neatly on the floor. She now understood.

As much as she wanted to run to him, she had to let him guide her. The thought caused her to 
tremble. He was so incredibly sexy and she could feel her body responding.

Slowly Vincent walked around behind her. He nuzzled her hair gently then placed his hands on
her waist. She felt him pull her hips back into him as he moved slowly against her. She could 
feel him pressing against her almost driving her mad.

After a few moments, his mouth found her neck and ear as his hands found their way up to 
tenderly caress her breasts. Losing control, she reached backward to pull his hips into her, but 
he pushed her hands away.

"No, Catherine", he whispered.

He then turned her around to face him. In his eyes she saw his confidence growing. She could 
feel him giving freedom to his desires. She responded with complete submission.

He began removing her clothes one by one, slowly and seductively. As her own passion 
roared to life, she fought the urge to devour him.

Control, she had to stay in control.

As he removed her last bit of clothing, he stepped backward, his eyes committing to memory 
the sight of her bare body bathed in moonlight. The music soared and so did his flight of fancy.



He stepped back to her then and gestured toward the cape while with his other hand, he 
guided her downward. She sat impatiently waiting. Vincent stepped back, then with eyes fixed 
on her, began to remove his clothes at an agonizingly slow pace. Catherine found she could 
barely contain her arousal.

He stood before her like a god. Gone was that shyness, that look of fear or repulsion. The man
before her now was confident and proud and completely in charge. Vincent had indeed 
become the conqueror.

With one step, he was standing between her slightly parted legs. For a moment, he allowed 
her eyes to caress him and discovered he found pleasure in the desire shining in her eyes as 
they focused on his arousal.

He knelt before her gently separating her legs further and caressing her thighs with his hands. 
Catherine reached for him. She wanted to entangle her hands in his hair and pull him to her for
a kiss, but as she reached, Vincent caught her wrists.

"No." He said with authority, then he held her wrists as he kissed her.

The kiss was different and at first, she was startled by his more forceful explorations. It only 
took a few seconds, however, to discover the thrill of his technique. As his kiss became more 
ardent, he pushed her gently backward still holding her wrists. In one smooth movement, he 
positioned himself over her with a look that told her he was not letting go of her wrists. Her 
heart was beating faster with excitement.

He let his mouth please her. Starting with her eyes, he kissed her tenderly, passionately down 
her neck and onto her shoulders. She wanted so desperately to use her hands to feel him, but 
he held her firmly until she cried out.

"No, Catherine, please." The words were breathed into her chest as his mouth and tongue 
explored her breasts. He had always been very careful there because of the tenderness 
Jacob's nursing had caused, but now, it seemed he wanted to devour her.

She wanted to scream as he took her breast completely into his mouth and began a gentle 
sucking motion like Jacob. Just when she knew she could not stand anymore, he released her 
and began the same action with the other breast.

Catherine looked down to watch him as her body began arching toward him, aching for him.

"Please," she moaned.

Vincent lifted his head, looked deeply into her eyes, then kissed her fiercely. She could taste 
herself on his mouth and tongue. Lifting his head again, he focused his eyes intently on hers 
then entered her. This possession was swift and complete unlike before when he held back his
passion. Catherine felt her own will fade as her body completely submitted to him.

She closed her eyes momentarily and let his rhythm and the rhythm of the music take her, free
her and him. Opening her eyes, she saw him above her, his head turned to one side. The 
veins in his neck were bulging and his muscles were visibly tightened. He was no longer 
holding back and she could feel the power with each thrust.

Swiftly and deeply, he thrust into her with passion set free. Their bond pulsed so strongly they 
were as one being and Vincent could feel Catherine's climax coming. His body responded, 
building its own climax and together they reached an explosive release.



For moments they both could not move or speak They fought desperately to regain control of 
their spent but well-satisfied bodies. Vincent watched her face for some sign of pain or disgust,
finding none, he released her wrists and moved his arm to cradle her head in his hands. 

Then he said breathlessly, "Catherine, did I hurt you?"

She responded by caressing his back and saying, "You were wonderful, Vincent." After 
searching his eyes for a moment, she added, "I love you. Please don't ever hold back from me 
again."

Vincent nuzzled her cheek and rested his head on her shoulder. "Never again, Catherine. In 
your arms, I feel like a man."

Catherine with tears misting her eyes replied, "You always were, love."

As their bodies cooled and Catherine shivered, Vincent reached over, grabbed the cape and 
pulled it around them both. In the next few hours, Vincent explored her body with wild abandon
and shared his most secret fantasies. All of which Catherine delighted in fulfilling.

*****

Elliot spent a restless night tossing and turning. He could not get the image of that face out of 
his mind. What tormented him the most, however, was the thought of Cathy with that creature. 
How could she love him? How could she choose that over him? How could she have a child by
such a monster? These thoughts were still crashing around in his head as Father entered the 
chamber.

"Did you sleep at all last night?" asked Father noticing the agitated state of his patient. When 
Elliot only looked at him shaking his head he continued, "Catherine told me about what 
happened last night. I'm sure it was quite a shock."

Elliot looked at him coldly, "Why didn't anyone tell me?"

"We didn't think you were ready.  And we try to keep Vincent's existence a secret to protect 
him." Father was trying his best to remain objective.

Elliot laughed sarcastically, "I can understand why."

Father was angered by Elliot's superior attitude. "Young man, we brought you here to save 
your life. Vincent himself carried you most of the way. We trusted you with our secrets because
you are a friend of Catherine's, but I will not listen to your crass comments about my son."

Elliot's eyes widened in disbelief, "Your son! How? You look so…”

"Normal?" Father finished. It was then Father retold the tale of Vincent's arrival into their lives.

Elliot listened with amazement at first, but Father could see pity and compassion begin to 
replace his fear.

"You must understand. Vincent is a beloved and honored member of our community. His 
strength and courage have protected and sheltered us against the storms of your world. He is 
a friend to us all, a loving son to me, a teacher to the children, and an inspiration to everyone. 
You cannot judge the man by what is seen. There is a truth beyond what your eyes tell you. 
That truth is in the heart of the man. Look for that, Elliot."



Just as Father finished, Catherine walked in, "He's right Elliot". She paused then looked toward
the entrance. "I think it's time you two met. Vincent!"

An imposing figure stepped into the dim light of the chamber causing Elliot to retreat slightly 
from its shadow. It was then Elliot noticed the infant nestled tenderly in the massive arms of his
father. Such a startling contradiction.

Catherine allowed Elliot a moment to absorb the scene before him then walked over to 
Vincent. She carefully lifted their child from his arms and very deliberately kissed Vincent in full
view of Elliot.  "I'll leave you two to talk."  

Turning to Elliot, "Don't let your stubborn pride rule the decency in your heart, Elliot." With that, 
she and Father left the two very apprehensive men standing in the chamber alone.

A heavy silence fell between them as they struggled to find the right words. Finally after Elliot 
studied Vincent carefully he scratched his head, "I don't know what to say."

Vincent was just as uncomfortable, "Why don't we start with our one common link?"

Elliot looked as if surprised Vincent could speak intelligently, "Cathy?"

"Yes."

"She never once mentioned your name. She had all those damn secrets I couldn't 
understand."

"Don't blame her, Elliot. She was only protecting me. She has sacrificed so much to protect 
me."

Elliot stared into this strange being's eyes and saw the love he felt for Cathy. A feeling they 
both had in common.

Vincent could also feel their common bond and surprisingly began to tell him of his deepest 
feelings.  "Before Catherine, my life was… no.  I had no life before Catherine. There was only 
darkness and aloneness."

Elliot could see the pain and shame in his eyes as he spoke of his despair.

"Even though everyone here loved me and accepted me, I always felt apart from them, 
separate from their lives. They could choose to go back Above. I could not. Then I found 
Catherine."

At the mention of her name, Elliot saw Vincent's eyes shine brightly and his strange features 
soften.

"She accepted me, saw me for a man inside. Our bond grew and so did our love. At first, we 
fought it, denied it. But our bond, our love only grew stronger." 

Vincent looked imploringly at Elliot, "I tried so many times to let go of our love so that she could
find someone else, but Catherine was strong enough to follow her heart.  Catherine would not 
let me give up."

"When she told me she was going to marry you in hopes of stopping the construction of Burch 
Tower, I died inside. I felt the pain of her loss as you do now." 

The two men looked at each other now with a common understanding growing between them



Vincent continued. "I would willingly sacrifice everything for her. If she asked, I would die for 
her. Elliot, when you truly love someone, their happiness is more important than your own 
needs. Please understand that we are happy together. Please know that I will love her, care for
her, protect her and our son for as long as I live and beyond. Know that I give myself and all 
that I am completely to her." For Vincent, that last statement was finally true.

Elliot felt the sincerity of Vincent's words he could also remember the happiness he saw in 
Cathy.

Vincent had one last appeal. "I have lived with what I am all my life. I have felt a pain and an 
aloneness that you can never feel. Catherine saw me as I was and she loves me for all that I 
am. I owe her everything."

"That's why you're risking meeting me face to face isn't it?"

Vincent nodded.

Elliot paced around the room searching through all that he had heard. Sadly, he looked at 
Vincent, "I don't think I ever felt her loss as strongly as I do now. But I suppose I never really 
had her at all. You risked a lot coming here. You must really love her."

"I do."

Elliot finally felt at peace with himself and with Catherine and Vincent. Extending his hand he 
added, "Perhaps the better man did win."

Hesitantly, Vincent extended his hand waiting for Elliot to withdraw his in fear. When Elliot only 
laughed and gripped his hand in a friendly handshake, Vincent felt himself smiling as well.

"You'd better treat her right or there'll be hell to pay, understand?"

Vincent laughed. "I'll remember that."

When Vincent returned to his chamber, he found Catherine sitting on his bed anxiously 
awaiting him.  "Well?"

Vincent sat on the bed and took her hand in his. "He understands, Catherine. He has finally 
accepted us."

Catherine smiled broadly, "Good!"

As she looked into his eyes, she knew he had finally accepted himself as well. She could no 
longer tolerate the distance between them and tugged at his shirt playfully.

"I think I want to hear more about these fantasies."

*****

The next day, all agreed it was time for Elliot to return above. After goodbyes and thank you's 
were said, Vincent and Catherine led him on a brief tour of the tunnels and then to the Central 
Park threshold.

Elliot stood there for a moment studying the two before him. Gone was his jealousy and anger 
and in its place was a sincere desire for Cathy's happiness. They were truly in love and truly 
happy.



Stepping toward Cathy, he began, "I'm sorry for all the trouble I've caused. I guess I had to see
for myself if you were truly happy. I can see you are. Cathy, if you ever need anything, 
anything at all, call me. I mean it."

Catherine embraced him, "I know Elliot and I will. I promise."

Then Elliot stepped toward Vincent. "Cathy's knight in shining armor. Don't ever do anything to 
fall off that white charger."

Vincent smiled. "I won't."

He then extended his hand warmly. "If you ever need a safe place, we're here for you. Know 
that.

Elliot nodded. "I'll hold you to that, both of you." Then walking away, he glanced back. "Is it 
okay if I take the kid to a ballgame sometime?"

Both Vincent and Catherine were surprised, but Vincent answered, "I'd be honored for you to."

Elliot waved then disappeared into the daylight.

Vincent turned to Catherine studying her face and the emotions he felt within. "Are you all 
right?"

She turned to him smiling. "Yes. I'm happy for Elliot and the peace he's found." Then she 
caught a glimmer in his eye. "What are you thinking?"

Taking her hand he said, "I've just had an inspiration.”

"Oh really! What about?"

Vincent tilted his head in that way of his. "It involves this special cavern beyond the falls and 
you."

Catherine found herself intrigued by the possibilities. "I want to hear more."

"I'd rather show you. That is if you'll do me the honor of accompanying me milady?" He bowed 
at the waist.

Playfully Catherine slipped her arm in his. "For my knight in shining armor, I would go 
anywhere.




