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Lawrence McCanless tightened his grip on the worn portfolio he carried and quickened his 
pace. The heat of the humid July day was oppressive and sweat dampened every thread of his
clothing. If he had any sense, he would be in his nice, cool apartment sipping a tall, cold beer. 
No ... if he had any sense, he wouldn't be committing certain suicide by his seemingly innocent
visit to an old acquaintance.

Stopping in front of the Justice Building, he took one last look over his shoulder. They were 
there, he knew it. They were always there watching and documenting every move he made. 
Sometimes, he recognized them but, usually, they were just faces in the crowd that were 
indistinguishable from all the others.

He could back out now and no one would ever know. That wasn't true, he would know and he 
had come to the end of what he could stomach. After taking a deep breath, he pushed the door
open.

That action was closely watched by a young man dressed in white pants and a navy blue tee 
shirt. He was an artist at fading into his surroundings and moving about virtually unnoticed. His
skill had earned him the nickname of "The Chameleon". Quietly, he slipped into the building to 
make sure where his target ended up. Once certain of that, he placed a call.

*****

Catherine sat behind her desk busily working on the first draft of her brief. So intent was she, 
the light tap on her door went unnoticed. Not until the tap became a loud knock did she look up
at the familiar-looking man at her door. After closing the file she was working on, she motioned
for him to enter.

"Cathy Chandler?" he inquired as he tentatively stepped into the room.

"Yes, may I help you?"

A smile eased onto his face as his artist's eye studied her. She hadn't changed much over the 
years. Those sparkling blue/green eyes and that warm, open smile brought back memories of 
a shy but free-spirited college girl standing proudly in the center of his life-study class.



"You probably don't remember me. I was a junior when you were a senior at Radcliffe. My 
name is Lawrence McCanless. I was an art student in the life study class you posed for."

Catherine's face turned crimson. "Oh, my God! That was ages ago!" In reality, she couldn't 
think of anything to say. She never expected to see any of those intense young faces again.

"Lawrence, you said?"

"Lawrence McCanless," he repeated.

"Please ... please sit down. Tell me what's been going on with you? If you're a famous artist, I 
take all the credit as your inspiration."

Lawrence laughed easily for the first time in years. Her contagious free spirit took him back to 
those days of high hopes and big dreams. It seemed like a lifetime ago. To be honest, it felt 
like someone else's life. "No, my art became my escape, not my profession. I was never really 
good enough to make any money at it. I'm a financial advisor. I tell other people what to do 
with their money."

"But you still sketch?"

"Oh, yes. I've ventured into oils and I DO have you to thank in a way."

"I was just a model and not a very good one at that."

"Until you modeled for our class, I was a technician. I concentrated so much on sketching the 
physical, I missed the ... soul ... the heart of my work. When you dropped your robe and smiled
that smile of yours, I suddenly realized what was wrong with my work. The soul was missing. 
Don't get me wrong, you had a lovely body ... still have a lovely body."

Catherine smiled with embarrassment and a touch of pride. "Why ... thank you, but that was ... 
a few years ago. I refuse to admit to how many."

"Sometimes it feels like a century ago," he sighed. "I've read a great deal about you over the 
past few years. I would have never suspected that beautiful young girl posing nude for me 
would become a famous prosecuting attorney."

"Not so famous."

"I disagree. You have a reputation for honesty and determination to see justice done. Not 
many of us can say that."

"Thank you. That means a lot to me," Catherine replied. "Tell me, do you have a wife and kids 
now?"

"Had. My wife left with the kids ten years ago. I have no idea where they are now."



"That's sad. I'm sorry."

"It's better that way."

"Why?"

For a moment, he considered telling her the whole story but quickly decided against it. "Let's 
not get into the dirty details of my life. How about you? Do you have kids?"

"Two. A boy and a girl," she answered proudly then showed him the framed picture on her 
desk.

"They're great looking kids," he commented.

"Their names are Jake and Katie."

The innocence in their eyes saddened him unexpectedly. She had a family and he was putting 
them at risk. "What about a husband?"

Catherine took the picture from him and placed it back on her desk. "He's out of town a lot."

"Oh."

As she leaned back in her chair, Catherine couldn't help noticing the sadness in his eyes. 
"Lawrence, what is it? What can I do for you?"

There was so much he wanted to say but couldn't. "I came here to do something for you," he 
said as he placed the portfolio on her desk. "I thought you ... or your husband ... would like to 
have these."

"I don't believe it!" she exclaimed as she watched him place a stack of sketches in front of her. 
"You kept these?"

"I couldn't bear to dispose of them. It was the first time I ever captured the promise of passion 
life held."

Catherine looked at the sketches of herself closely. Instead of being embarrassed, she was 
mesmerized by the youthful sensuality the artist had captured. Suddenly, she wasn't looking at 
herself in the nude, she was viewing a work of art.

"You're giving them to me?" she asked.

"Yes. I want you to have them. Perhaps you van give them to your husband as a gift."

Catherine smiled at that suggestion. Vincent would truly appreciate these. "That's a wonderful 
idea. Are you sure I can't pay you for them?"



"No ... no, I insist you accept them as a gift."

"I can't thank you enough. They're wonderful."

"I'm glad you're pleased. Cathy, study them closely. Things are not always as they seem."

"What?"

Lawrence smiled. "Just remember what I said. You might be surprised at what you don't think 
you see." He stood up and retrieved his portfolio. "I must go now. Enjoy the sketches."

Totally stunned and confused by his cryptic message, Catherine tried to question him further. 
He simply smiled and walked toward the door even as she followed. "Good-bye, Cathy. Good 
luck and be careful."

"Lawrence..."

"You really like the sketches?" he asked with an expression that reminded her of Kristopher 
Gentian.

"I love them. Thank you."

His pleased smile temporarily put aside her doubts. His expression resembled that of a child 
who had been patted on the head. He turned then and walked quickly out of her office.

Catherine watched him with a mixture of amusement and bewilderment. She definitely got the 
impression he was trying to tell her something without actually telling her. Oh well, Vincent 
would get a kick out of these.

Flipping through them one more time, she began planning her July Fourth weekend. She had 
some fireworks of her own to set off and these sketches just might serve as the fuse.

*****

As Lawrence rode down in the elevator, he felt great relief. A weight that had burdened him for 
years had been lifted but he wondered about the price of his new found peace. Unknowingly, 
an innocent old acquaintance had been drawn into a dangerous situation. He regretted that, 
but Cathy was one of the few people he could trust. He silently prayed for her safety.

While his thoughts were elsewhere, Lawrence played little attention to the man on the elevator 
with him. It wasn't until he felt something hard shoved into his back did his awareness return.

"I suggest you cooperate, Lawrence."

"Are you crazy?"

"Probably, but if you do as I ask, we won't find out just HOW crazy."



"What's this about?" Lawrence asked in an attempt to calm them both.

"You know, my friend," the man coldly responded.

"Look ...I just took some sketches to an old friend."

"Sketches, huh? Right and I have some beach-front property in Arizona I'd like to show you."

"What are you going to do?"

"We have some mutual friends who would love to discuss those sketches with you."

"There's nothing to discuss."

"Oh ... I think you're mistaken about that, old buddy. Listen up ... we walk out of here just like 
old friends and get into the car waiting for us outside. We'll go somewhere ... private and 
discuss your sketches with our friends. They're real art lovers."

"This building is packed this time of day. You'll never get away with this."

"If you do something foolish then I'll have to do something more permanent. I'm very good at 
doing my job and simply vanishing. You'd be amazed at how easy it is. Use your head, 
Lawrence. We're all just going to sit down and have a nice chat about your sketches. No one 
needs to get hurt. You just play along and everything will be fine."

Just then the elevator doors opened in the busy lobby of the Justice Building. Lawrence visibly 
tensed as the man behind him put his hand on his shoulder and smiled. "How about lunch?" he
asked as several people passed them. To them, the two men looked like old buddies heading 
out for an early lunch.

The man pushed and guided Lawrence out of the elevator and through the busy lobby. Once 
on the sidewalk, he was forced into a car with two other familiar men. Nothing was said as they
sped away.

*****

While Catherine finished pulling up her jeans, she was still debating which top to wear. Her 
overnight bag lay besie the envelope containing the sketches and she paused a moment to flip
though a few. She smiled as a solution to her indecision occurred to her. "Now, where is that 
top," she mumbled as she rummaged through her drawer. "There," she said with satisfaction 
when she found the object of her search.

A few minutes later, she stood before the mirror for a final check. The white, comfortable 
sneakers were the most comfortable ones she owned and were just right for long walks 
through the tunnels. The jeans she wore were thin, soft, and worn in all the right places. She 
decided against a bra and wore a dark blue tank top that seemed to cling to all the right places.



For modesty's sake, however, she put on a light, denim shirt. She wore it unbuttoned and 
hanging loose from her jeans. The sleeves were rolled up giving her a casual but suggestive 
look. It was perfect for the coming holiday.

Her last act was to put her hair up in a ponytail and add only the slightest hint of makeup. 
Humming cheerfully, she gathered the sketches and finished packing her bag. After one last 
look around the apartment, she locked the door behind her to begin her long weekend.

*****

When Vincent began his journey back to the home chambers for lunch, he had no idea what 
lay in store. He knew Catherine would be home early, but she couldn't promise when, so he 
fully expected an uneventful afternoon. That was before he met Mouse.

The young man was decked out in a rather odd looking snorkel and a hat with two flashlights 
attached. "Mouse ... what are you doing?"

"Checking out mirrored pool. Need lights. Dark down there," the odd young man replied.

"I suggest you be careful," Vincent warned as he looked into the still water. "Will someone be 
with you?"

"Jamie coming."

"Good. You should never swim alone."

"Look at this," Mouse began as he fumbled with the many gadgets on his belt and in his arms. 
When his load threatened to tumble into the water, Vincent made an ill-timed grab to balance 
it. The trouble was, that instead of keeping Mouse's precious cargo from falling into the pool, 
Vincent teetered on the edge then fell into the water rather ungracefully.

"Mouse save Vincent," Mouse offered as he put his gadgets down and reached for his friend.

"Never mind," Vincent answered while spitting out the distasteful water. With one strong lunge,
he was out of the water and sitting on the edge soaked to the bone. He hated getting wet while
fully clothed. Angrily, he shook his mane much like a wet dog.

"Mouse sorry," the young man apologized.

"I know. Don't worry about it. I needed a bath anyway. I'll go change. You be careful."

"Mouse careful."

Vincent shook his head in exasperation at his strange friend then climbed to his feet. All the 
way back to his chamber, he could feel the water sloshing in his boots. By the look of 
amusement on the faces of those he passed, he realized what a sight he must be.



While changing clothes, he felt Catherine approaching and, seconds later, she walked through 
their chamber's entrance. "Catherine!"

She stood there stunned. Her shy lover was an imposing masculine image standing there with 
his pants open and no shirt. His hair was slightly damp and his eyes were a brilliant blue. 
"Hello there," she said with an appreciative smile. "I thought I'd surprise you."

"You did. I didn't expect you home so soon."

Catherine moved sensually toward him. She was amazed at how aroused she could still 
become in his presence. After years of marriage and two children, the passion should have 
waned, but theirs didn't. "I was planning a special surprise for you."

His eyes lowered to her open blouse and she watched as they followed the contours the 
clinging tank top revealed. To further the affect, she took a slow, deep breath.

For a moment, he was unable to speak. Finally, his senses returned. "What do you have for 
me? What surprise?"

"Surprise? Oh ... yes. First, I have to explain them."

"Them?"

She placed the envelope on the table. "Before you look, I have to tell you the story behind 
them."

"All right," he answered then folded his arms across his massive chest.

"My senior year at Radcliffe, my friends and I saw an ad for models to pose for the life study 
class. They dared me. Then ... that was like red flag in front of a bull. I was defiant and 
headstrong so I decided to do it. It was kind of fun, actually. Back then, I had a nice body and 
wasn't ashamed of showing it."

"You still have a nice body ... you have a great body," Vincent commented, none too 
objectively.

A modest smile complimented her blush. "You're biased."

"Absolutely. You have the best body I've ever had the privilege to know."

Catherine laughed then. "I have the ONLY body you've ever known."

"You have a point."

"Back to these," she stated as she tapped the envelope. "One of the art students brought me 
these today. I wanted to surprise you with them. I wanted you to see me as I was then ... to 



know the young, brash Cathy Chandler."

Without a word, Vincent picked up the envelope and slid the drawings out. His breath caught in
his throat as he saw the beautiful and every nude sketches of the woman he loved. Slowly, he 
examined every detail of each drawing and was amazed at the beauty captured in each one. 
He knew Catherine was beautiful, but this...

"Catherine ... these are  ... wonderful! They are ... magnificent!"

"He was a good artist."

"I agree ... he captured your ... spirit, your ... sensuality with breathtaking sensitivity."

"Then you like them?"

"Like them? I love them!"

Catherine watched as he flipped through them several times. "I didn't realized how much I've 
started to sag," she commented.

He followed her gaze and realized she was talking about her breasts. "You've nursed two 
babies. I find that very alluring."

"You find sagging boobs alluring."

Vincent chuckled softly. "I find a body that has given and sustained the life of my children 
highly arousing. In fact, I'd lke to demonstrate just how arousing I find it."

He placed the drawings back on the table and reached over to cup her breasts in his hands. 
Tenderly, he fondled them through the tank top.

"I'm beginning to see your point," she responded.

"No, you haven't ... not yet anyway."

She smiled at his suggestive remark then closed her eyes as she allowed the sensation of his 
touch to wash over her.

After stepping closer, Vincent slid the denim blouse off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. 
He then carefully pulled the tank top from her jeans and slowly slipped his hands underneath it 
to once again fondle her. 

"These breasts fed our children. These breasts have both aroused and comforted me. I have 
kissed and suckled them and they have sustained me as well. Know that no matter what time 
or disease may do, I love you. I will cherish the joys your body has given me but I love the 
woman within. If we could no longer share the physical joys of intimacy, it would not change 



my love."

"I feel the same way," she responded as she leaned into his wonderfully gentle yet strong 
hands.

He watched her eyes as they darkened with pleasure. Feeling she yearned for more, he used 
his highly attuned senses to make sure no one was near then swiftly pulled her top over her 
head. She looked so vulnverable and enchanting exposed to him this way.

The cool air on her skin gave her goose bumps and she shivered slightly. She had not planned
for things to get so quickly out of hand. A much more carefully planned seduction later that 
night was what she had in mind but sometimes you just have to go with the flow. Impulsively, 
she reached up and pulled the ribbon from her hair.

That long, golden hair falling down around her shoulders moved him beyond words. The 
sketches became a distant memory as she stepped closer and began to caress his chest and 
kiss the exposed skin over his collarbone.

Their arms slid fluidly around each other as their kisses became more ardent. It was then 
Vincent began to maneuver her toward their bed but his sense of position was off. He 
stumbled against the foot of his bed and fell back against the pillows piled up there. Although 
Catherine pushed back from him in an attempt to stay on her feet, she fell against him. 

From his new perspective, Vincent admired his treasure. He slipped his thumbs into her belt 
loops and pulled her between his legs until she was pressing against his groin. The contact 
excited him so he moved her in a slow rhythm against the sensitive spot. The sensation of her 
thigh rubbing him and her breasts pressing against his bare chest was a temptation he couldn't
fight. Hungrily, he sought the comfort of her soft skin.

Catherine was aroused as well. Feeling him harden against her leg and his demanding tugging
at her breast, awakened the hunger in her. She tossed her hair back in total abandonment and
pushed her tingling breasts harder against his hairy chest.

They continued until they could no longer restrain their urges. 

"Take my jeans off," she begged as she guided his hands. 

He obeyed and began frantically unfastening, then pulling down, her jeans. While he nuzzled 
against her stomach, he finished removing them one leg at a time. 

She used her hands to guide his mouth where she longed for touch and was rewarded by his 
uninhibited efforts to please her. The pleasure was so intense, her knees threatened to buckle.

Once Vincent was assured of her pleasure and her readiness, he carefully stood up ... 
carefully because his erection was still trapped painfully in his confining pants. The anticipation



was sweet agony.

With deep longing, Catherine watched him finish unziping his pants then felt herself being lifted
into strong arms. He pulled her against him as he kissed her deeply then turned to lower her 
onto the bed. As he turned her, she arched her back and fell backward.

Breathlessly, Vincent watched as she wrapped her legs around the back of his thighs then 
leaned backward. Her body arched beautifully in front of him. He then lowered her onto the 
bed while he remained standing. While holding her legs firmly, he carefully positioned himself 
for penetration. Reading his intentions, she flexed her hips to allow him better access. As he 
pushed himself deeply inside, she again arched her back and raised her arms over her head in
sheer enjoyment.

When his thrusts became deeper and more exaggerated, she opened her eyes to watch him. 
He was a magnificent sight to behold as he used every muscle in his body to bring them both 
pleasure. The veins in his neck, across his chest, and down his muscular arms bulged. His 
eyes were fixed on her, devouring her, reading her, pleasing her.

The light flooding through the amber stained glass window cast strange and beautiful patterns 
across his chest. It was an eerie scene from one of Catherine's more exotic fantasies. She 
didn't think about the fact that it was mid-day on a Friday afternoon, or that their chamber had 
no door and someone could walk in at any time. She didn't think about the fact that their 
children were just down the passageway. All she could think about was the wonderful things 
Vincent was doing to her body.

His intensity increased and her body shook as he powerfully thrust into her. She clutched at 
whatever part of him was within her reach but finally lay back and used her own hands to 
fondle her breasts. That action must have aroused Vincent even further. The pace quickened 
until they both climaxed with groans and gasps. Catherine felt the urge to scream but instead 
gripped the quilts until her knuckles turned white. Vincent's response was a deep growl.

As the fireworks behind her closed eyes subsided, Catherine felt a sweet tingling where she 
and Vincent were still joined. She savored that feeling for as long as she could then opened 
her eyes to see her lover. He was standing there with his eyes closed, his body relaxed, and 
the most peaceful look of fulfillment on his face. It was a truly incredible sight.

Vincent opened his eyes slowly and found himself being adored by Catherine. She lay there in 
front of him, her body stretched out beautifully before him, completely trusting and submissive. 
Gently, he withdrew from her then lowered her legs.

It was then his turn to stand there and admire her ... love her with his eyes and his heart. Tears
of joy filled his eyes as he realized, yet again, how fortunate he was and what a miracle her 
presence in his life really was. He reached down and stroked her stomach then captured her 



hands in his. Slowly, he helped her to her feet in front of him and lovingly hugged her close to 
his heart.

What a sight they were, Catherine mused as she pulled back and looked at the two of them. 
She was completely nude and her hair was a mess. His pants were around his ankles and his 
boots were still on. Talk about the aftermath of a nooner!

''You're amused? Why?"

"Just look at us."

He did. "You look great. I look ridiculous."

"Would you hand me my clothes before the kids walk in?"

"If they did, it might save us the task of trying to explain sex."

She looked down at that part of his anatomy still hanging free of his jeans. "Yeah ... kids, you 
take tab A and insert it into slot B."

"Catherine!"

"Visual aids, Vincent," she responded in a mocking tone.

"Get dressed," he replied as he handed over her clothes.

Catherine hesitated a moment to watch him return THAT part of his anatomy to its proper 
location inside his pants then zip them up. It was such a purely masculine act and she 
thoroughly enjoyed it. After he finished, she stepped into her panties and jeans and quickly 
pulled them up. The denim wasn't so comfortable against her now tender flesh.

After putting on his shirt and vest, he watched her pull the tank top over her head then try to 
comb through her long hair with her fingers. "I look a mess."

"Not to me. I love that passion fulfilled look you have after we make love."

She sat down on the bed to put her shoes on and Vincent sat next to her. With surprisingly 
nimble fingers, he smoothed down her hair into a more tamed look. "There---beautiful as 
always," he commented just before he kissed her shoulder.

She sighed. "You always know exactly what to say. I guess that's why I love you so much."

"I thought it was my great physique and overpowering virility."

Turning to him indignantly, Catherine laughed. "What an ego!"

He leaned over and kissed her. As they were enjoying it, Mouse came running in. "Vincent ... 



Vincent."

The kiss ended abruptly as Vincent literally jumped like a cat whose tail had been stepped on. 
"Mouse!"

Catherine bit her lip to hold back the laughter while Vincent blushed at the thought of what 
could have happened if Mouse had arrived a few minutes earlier. Explaining it to Jake and 
Katie was one thing, but explaining sex to Mouse!

"Mouse sorry. Come back later when Vincent not so busy. Bye, Catherine."

The young man hurried out before either of them could respond.

*****

Three men sat around a conference room table in a very well appointed penthouse suitel They 
had been waiting there for hours. Finally, the man known only as "The Cameleon" walked in. 
The room became deadly silent.

"Well?" one of the men asked. "What did you get out of him?"

"Not much. His strength surprised me. But I did discover he passed something on to a Cathy 
Chandler in the District Attorney's office."

"He has access to a lot of damaging information. If he gave her any of that, we will all end up in
jail."

"Before we start making such dire predictions, let's completely assess the situation. Did he tell 
you what he gave her?"

"He insists he gave her only some sketches he made of her when they were in college 
together."

"Do we believe him?"

"He was carrying one of those ... portfolios I think you call them."

One of the more nervous occupants of the room offered a more optimistic point of view. 
"Maybe it's true. Maybe we're over-reacting."

"No. He is the one weak link in the chain. He knows enough to destroy us all and he can't be 
trusted any longer. Are you willing to risk it all on the outside chance he's telling the truth? After
what's happened tonight, he won't go along with us any more."

"What are you suggesting?"

"We have to eliminate the threat he poses. He can be replaced easily."



The color drained from the man's face. "You're talking about murder!"

"I'm talking about protecting our investment."

"And what if he has passed information to the D.A.'s office? If he turns up dead, they'll know 
who did it and why."

The Cameleon smiled. "These "captains of industry" were pathetic. "This man is not dumb 
enough to simply walk into that office and hand them everything on a silver platter. He would 
have been stupid to allow himself to be caught with all the detailed information on him. No ... 
whatever he gave Chandler, she'll have to work at it to put all the pieces together. She hasn't 
had time to do that yet."

"He may have somehow concealed the evidence with the sketches. Gentlemen, I don't think 
those sketches would stay at her office. My bet is that she took them home or destroyed them."

"What do we know about this woman?"

"Not very much but ... I suggest we rectify that situation."

"Cameleon?"

"I'll start by searching her apartment for the sketches."

"What if..."

"I'll handle the what ifs before I check out her apartment."

"If we're all agreed, I suggest we leave The Cameleon to his work."

"What about McCanless?"

"I'm afraid Mr. McCanless is a risk we can no longer afford to take. You can handle our 
problem can't you, Cameleon?"

"For a price, I can handle anything."

"You shall have your price."

"Thank you, gentlemen. I will take care of your ... dirty laundry for you."

"And what about the Chandler woman? Just how far do we go with her?"

"As far as we have to. May I remind you of what's at stake? If Ms. Chandler's lucky, she won't 
figure out what she's got and we can merely retrieve the sketches."

"But, what if she has?"



"Then we will deal with her before she can do anything about it."

*****

The long holiday weekend was one of those nice, relaxing, exciting, chaotic family times 
Catherine so desperately needed. The tunnels were cool yet filled with the warmth and security
of her family. As it drew to a close, she began to dread going back to the scorching streets of 
New York.

The entire family managed to sneak Above for the Independence Day fireworks. Jake sat in 
front of Catherine and she wrapped her arms around him as they watched the colorful display. 
Katie sat in her daddy's lap gleefully bounding up and down as each rocket exploded. For that 
night, they were just another family enjoying the fireworks.

Later, they walked back through the tunnels on their way home. Katie was asleep on 
Catherine's shoulder and Jake was enjoying a ride on his father's back.

"Daddy, can we do this again tomorrow?"

"No son, they don't have fireworks every day. It's just for special occasions."

"Special o ...cas..."

"Yes. Today we celebrate the birth of our country and the beginning of our freedom."

"Daddy, if we're free, why can't you go Above?"

Both Vincent and Catherine stopped in their tracks and looked at each other as they searched 
for an answer. Finally, Vincent tried to appease his son's innocent curiosity. "Sometimes 
Jacob, life isn't fair. People who are different, like me, are not accepted by everyone else. It's 
not right ... it's not fair, but it is true. For my own protection, I must sacrifice the freedoms 
others enjoy. Perhaps in your lifetime, you can help right those wrongs."

"I'll try, Daddy."

"Good boy," Catherine responded. She looked at Vincent with great compassion and love. "I 
love you, Vincent."

He smiled then leaned down to kiss her. "I know and I can't tell you how freeing that is. The 
only true freedom I know is in your arms."

"Check me later. We'll make our own fireworks," she teased.

*****

The weekend ended all too soon. As Vincent escorted Catherine to the basement threshold of 



her apartment and kissed her good-bye, he thought about the first time they had parted there. 
That seemed like a lifetime ago now. Then, he was sure he would never see her again. Since 
then, he had learned that their good-byes were not permanent.

"I'll see you tomorrow," he spoke softly into her hair. He hated for her to spend the night Above
alone but she needed a good night's sleep before going back to the office. The children would 
stay Below and she could leave directly from the apartment.

"Yes, I'll be by for the children as soon as I can. I'd rather stay here."

"I know. I wish these partings weren't necessary."

Catherine pulled back slightly to look into his troubled eyes. "Do you want me to give up my 
job?"

"What I want and what I know is right are often two different things. What YOU need is all that 
decision should be based on ... not what I would like."

"Sometimes I want to walk away from that life ... but I can't."

"I know. Don't struggle with this, Catherine. There's no need."

"Hum," she sighed as she hugged him again. "You are a jewel. I've got to go if I expect to get 
any sleep at all."

"Goodnight."

"Goodnight, lover," she whispered just before kissing him again. She turned and walked into 
the shaft of blue light but, just before she disappeared into it, she stopped and turned back to 
him. "If you miss me tonight, you can get out the sketches."

"They're no replacement for the real thing," he remarked.

With a smile, she responded, "Nothing is."

*****

When Catherine finally opened the door to her apartment and switched on the lights, she froze 
in shock. The place looked like a tornado had passed through it. Even the couch cushions had 
been opened and rifled through. Fearing that whoever had done this was still inside, she ran to
her neighbor's apartment and called the police.

An hour later, she was sitting amid her ruined apartment when Joe arrived. "What the hell 
happened here?" he asked gruffly.

She looked up at him sadly. "It looks like someone was looking for something."



"Are you all right? You weren't here when this happened, I assume."

"I'm fine and you assume right. I found it like this when I got home."

"Did they find what they were looking for?"

"I don't know. Nothing seems to be missing." She picked up a framed picture of Katie as a 
baby. It was her first photo of her daughter. The glass was badly broken and the picture bent. 
"Why?"

Joe sat down beside her and put his arm around her shoulders. "We'll find out. Where are the 
kids?"

"With their father. I came back a little early. Don't worry, they're safe."

"I don't think you should stay here tonight," he suggested.

"I don't plan to. I'll grab a change of clothes and go back..." She stopped in mid-sentence.

"Back where?" Joe prompted.

"To the kids. I'll be safe."

"That's easier said than done. Tomorrow, we start going over everything."

"Joe, maybe this is just a random burglary," Catherine argued.

"No burgler leaves a stereo and TV like those. You said nothing is missing. No, Cathy, that 
was a message and I want to know what it's about."

It took some fancy footwork, but Catherine finally managed to get away from Joe's protection 
and go Below. She was met by Vincent.

"Catherine ... what happened?" he asked with concern.

"My apartment was ransacked."

"An intruder? Was anything taken?"

"No," she answered as she began to pace. "It looked as if someone was looking for 
something."

"For what?"

"I don't know," she sighed. "I'm having the locks changed tomorrow. Whatever this guy was 
looking for, he didn't find it and that bothers me. I intend to find out just what is going on."

*****



From the moment Catherine walked into the D.A.'s offices that morning, she knew something 
was up. She decided to check in with Joe immediately.

"Morning, Joe. What's the word?" she asked almost cheerfully.

When he looked up at her, his expressin could best be described as troubled. "Sit down, 
Cathy."

She obeyed quickly. "What happened?"

Joe pulled a photo out of a file folder. "Do you recognize this man?"

The photo made her cringe. The corpse in the picture had been badly beaten and Catherine 
had a difficult time looking at it. "Oh, my God!" she suddenly exclaimed. "That's Lawrence!"

Joe sat back in his chair and studied her face. "Lawrence who?"

She explained as simply as she could. "Uh ... Lawrence McCanless. He was here Friday."

"That, I know. Tell me why he was here."

The fact that Joe knew she had a visitor Friday surprised her a little. "He brought me some 
sketches."

"Sketches? What kind of sketches?"

With disdain, she placed the offending photo on his desk. "Do you remember our discussion a 
few years ago about my posing for a life study class at Radcliffe?"

Joe thought about it for a moment, then blushed as the memory came back to him. "Yeah, I 
remember something about that. That was a girl's school. What did this guy have to do with 
that? What was he ... the professor or something?"

"No. Radcliffe went co-ed before I started. Lawrence was a student in that class." As she 
spoke, she remembered the sadness she saw in his eyes when he brought her the sketches. It
was such a contrast to the eagerness she saw there in that class.

"You mean ... he drew you ... you know ... nude?"

"Yes, Joe, I did pose nude for a classroom of art students. Lawrence wanted me to have the 
sketches he did back then. That was all he wanted."

Joe's face turned red, then slowly returned to normal. He cleared his throat nervously. 
"Sketches? Nothing else?"

"No," she responded.



"As much as I want to drop this, I can't. You know the routine. We have to examine the last 
days of this man's life and that includes your sketches. You've got to bring them in."

"Are you kidding?"

"I'm afraid not, Cathy. Every piece of evidence we can put together could lead us to his killer."

"Joe ... don't get me wrong, I'm not ashamed of my body, but the people who will see these are
people I have to work with every day. Those sketches are very personal and I don't like 
dragging the intimate details of my life into the office. The only person I want to share those 
with is my husband."

"Cathy, I understand that. I don't relish the thought of looking at them," he tried to explain.

Catherine raised an eyebrow. "What?"

"I didn't mean that the way it sounded. I'd really like to see... I..."

His red face and sudden attack of stammering elicited a hearty laugh from Catherine. "I think I 
understand what you're trying to say."

"Hell, Radcliffe! I wouldn't be human if I wasn't a little curious. You're an attractive lady and I'm 
sure those sketches are something else, but we're talking about murder. A man died because 
someone thinks he passed something on to you other than sketches. There has to be 
something about them."

"How do you know that's why he died?"

"He looks like he was tortured then murdered. No one goes to that much trouble to kill 
someone then dump him in an out of the way place. This wasn't a random homicide, Cathy. 
We've seen too many of these."

With a look of genuine compassion, Joe continued. "I understand how embarrassing this is 
going to be, but it is necessary," he added.

"Give me twenty-four hours," Catherine asked unexpectedly.

"Why?"

"I want a chance to examine the drawings. No one knows my body like I do ... like Vincent 
does. If there is anything ... unusual about them, we'll find it and check it out."

"Cathy, you're tampering with evidence," Joe cautioned.

"Joe, we're looking at an invasion of privacy here. Look, I promise I'll bring them in if I find 
anything."



"Okay. I'll keep a lid on it for twenty-four hours but that's all. If you can't produce anything, I 
want those sketches."

"That's all I'm asking. Now, if you'll excuse me, i want to go take another look."

"Hey, Radcliffe?" Joe called out as she got to the door. "I bet those sketches are pretty hot, 
huh?"

Catherine smiled in response to Joe's flattering interest. "I was a young college student ... a bit 
on the thin side. It was before two kids and gravity entered my life. Yeah," she chuckled softly. 
"Vincent says they're pretty hot."

Joe moaned and shook his head. "It's not going to be easy to maintain my professional 
decorum."

"What professional decorum?" Catherine teased. "You just get a history on Lawrence. I'll work 
on the sketches."

"You sure you don't want to swap?"

"I don't think Vincent's going to give them up that easily. Tomorrow, Joe."

"Right"

*****

Catherine hurried to the Central Park entrance unaware of a very ordinary man following her. 
She disappeared into the drainage pipe fully believing no one had seen her ... someone had.

The Cameleon watched Catherine enter the drain pipe with interest. Why would the renowned 
Deputy District Attorney be going into a drainage pipe? "Strange lady, this Ms. Chandler. I 
wonder what her story is?"

Cautiously, he peered into the dark pipe. 'It could be a trap,' he thought as he listened for any 
human sounds. Not hearing even the slightest sound, he stepped inside.

He followed the pipe until it came to a junction. The footprints he had been following suddenly 
stopped at the iron bars. "Where the..." he mumbled as he searched the pipe entrance for 
some clue. 'There has to be a hidden door somewhere,' he reasoned.

Soon, he gave up his search. The best plan right now was to simply watch and wait for the 
woman to lead him to the sketches.

*****

"You're home early, Catherine. What's wrong?" Vinent asked in mild surprise. He loved having 



her around, but realized her unexpected appearance meant trouble.

"Where are those sketches?" she asked as she began to search their chamber.

"I put them out of sight over here," he replied as he opened his underwear drawer.

"How appropriate," she sarcastically remarked. "I need to see them."

"What is it?"

"The man who gave these to me was tortured and murdered not long after he delivered them 
to me. Joe thinks there's a connection between the sketches, his death, and the search of my 
apartment. I'm beginning to think he's right. There has to be something here we're missing."

Vincent sat down in a chair next to her at their table and watched her study the drawings. 
"Catherine, there's nothing ... unusual about these sketches. Believe me, I know. I've 
examined them very closely."

She looked over at him and smiled shyly. "I bet you have. I'm glad to know you're enjoying 
them."

A blush crept up Vincent's neck slowly.

"Mommy!" Jake exclaimed as he ran in and hugged his mother.

"Hello, Jake. How's my boy?"

"Okay. What are you doing?"

"Oh..." Catherine suddenly remembered the sketches. Oh well, her son had seen the real thing
more than once. "We were just looking at these drawings."

The little boy stood on his tiptoes and looked them over. "That's you, Mommy."

"Yes, it is."

"You're pretty."

"Why, thank you, son."

The child studied the drawings closely. "Mommy ... what are those numbers doing in the 
drawing?"

"What numbers?" Catherine asked.

"Those," the boy answered as he pointed to a series of numbers blended carefully into the 
lines of one of the drawings.



"I never noticed those before," Catherine commented.

Vincent studied them too. "We weren't exactly looking at the backgrounds, were we?"

"No," Catherine responded then smiled enticingly. She then grabbed a pen and wrote down 
the numbers. "That's a telephone number," she announced. 

"Why would he hide a telephone number in a drawing?" Vincent wondered.

"It must be the key to what he was trying to pass on to me. I'll have to go Above to call."

"Surely they will be watching your apartment."

"You're right. I'd better call from my car phone. I'll go out a different way."

"Catherine, these people are most likely after YOU now. You could be their next target. 
Perhaps someone else can do this for you?"

"No, I need to hear this myself. Don't worry," she said as she took his hand. "I'll be careful. I 
promise I'll let the police handle it."

"Catherine, I..."

"I know. I love you too."

*****

The man known as The Cameleon watched the entrance to the drainage pipe unnoticed. It had
been almost an hour since Catherine Chandler disappeared into that unknown world and he 
was getting impatient. His years of experience told him his vigil was a futile one. Finally, after 
giving the entrance one last look, he decided to go back to her car and wait for her to return.

*****

When Catherine got back to her car, she decided it would be safer for her to be on the move. 
She quickly started the car and left Central Park before she picked up the phone.

After two rings, a message began to play. "Hello Cathy. This is Lawrence McCanless. If you're 
listening to this, it means you figured out my little puzzle. I must warn you that from now on you
must be extremely careful. The three men involved in this are very greedy and will stop at 
nothing to get what they want. Be careful ... watch your back."

"Go to Rockefeller Center. Just off the lobby is a long spiral staircase. At the top of that 
staircase is a broom closet. After you get in, you will find an envelope marked "Chandler" 
taped under one of the shelves. Inside that envelope you'll find a computer diskette. Cathy, on 
that diskette are names, dates, transactions, Swiss bank account numbers and a lot of other 



detailed information about one of the largest fraud operations this country has ever seen. I'm 
talking about three industry leaders who have defrauded the federal government of millions of 
dollars. It's a very complicated paper trail that you'll be able to trace with this diskette."

"I warn you ... these guys are deadly, especially the tracker they call The Cameleon. Good 
luck, Cathy. I wish you the best."

The message ended and Catherine hung up the phone. She sat there for a minute trying to 
assimilate all she'd been told. Should she call Joe in or go there herself? It was dark and 
Vincent would be close by. That fact reassured her.

Vincent met her in the parking garage of the Center. Their empathic bond communicated her 
desire to meet him there and he was waiting for her.

Little did Catherine know that she was being followed by The Cameleon. Although he had not 
gotten back to her car in time to stop her, he was able to follow her to the Center. He watched 
as she parked her car but did not get out for several minutes. Because it was so dark, he 
couldn't see just what she was doing. Finally, she got out and walked into the main lobby.

The Cameleon followed at a distance quietly and unobtrusively watching his target. He didn't 
approach her because he couldn't be sure if she knew anything and to make a move 
prematurely would force him to play his hand before he had all the cards. No, he would wait to 
see just where she led him.

The Center's lobby was almost deserted as Catherine made her way to the spiral staircase. It 
took her a few minutes to find the envelope taped to the shelf, but once she did, she left in a 
hurry.

In the parking lot, Vincent waited. Earlier, in Catherine's car, she had asked him to stay close 
by while she retrieved something from the Center. He was diligently keeping his promise.

Suddenly, he sensed the presence of another. While keeping to the shadows, he searched the
immediate area, his keen senses heightened by his concern. Another man was also hiding in 
the shadows, of that he was sure. What his intentions were, Vincent could not discern.

As Catherine walked into the parking area, she sensed Vincent's presence and felt reassured. 
She walked quickly and confidently toward her car. Just as she reached for the handle, she 
heard someone rushing toward her. Turning quickly, she just narrowly missed being pushed to 
the ground by a man she had never seen before. "What the..."

Instinctively, she kicked his shin and deflected his attack as much as possible. They struggled 
briefly for the envelope and then Vincent arrived. In one powerful motion, he tossed the man 
aside as if he were a rag doll.

After eliminating the immediate threat, Vincent turned his attention to Catherine. Unlike all the 



other times before, there was no blinding rage. He was in control of his power, it no longer 
controlled him. "Are you all right?" he asked.

"Yes. He was after the envelope."

"And you," Vincent added. "Do you have any idea who he is?"

"I have a feeling it was the man Lawrence warned me about. The one he called The 
Cameleon."

They both turned to where Vincent had tossed Catherine's attacker. He wasn't there.

"Where did he go?" Catherine asked.

"He was just there," Vincent exclaimed.

"I think we had better get out of here. I've got the evidence ... that's all we need."

"All right," Vincent responded. "I'll wait until I know you're safely away. Let me check out your 
car."

Catherine's eyes continued to search the parking area as Vincent examined the interior of her 
car. Once assured that her attacker had not found his way inside, Vincent helped his wife into 
the vehicle.

"Lock your doors and call Joe on your car phone. Have him meet you at the office. I'll be there 
in the garage waiting."

"I will. Be careful, Vincent. Lawrence said these people are dangerous."

"Don't worry about me. I'll be fine. I'll see you soon."

She hesitated for a moment then reached up to pull him to her for a kiss. "I love you," she 
declared adamantly.

"I love you ... always. Go, Catherine. Take care."

He watched in silence as she drove safely away then, once again, he searched the darkness 
with his highly attuned senses. Wherever this man was, he felt he was no longer a threat. The 
fact that he could not sense him, however, concerned him.

*****

Catherine arrived in the underground parking area of her office building expecting to see only 
Joe waiting for her. Instead, a sea of blue uniforms greeted her car as she pulled into a parking
space. With their guns drawn, they tensely watched for any sign of trouble.



"Geez, Joe. I'm touched."

"You probably are, but that's beside the point. After what you told me on the phone, I didn't 
want to take any chances. Do you have the diskette?"

"Right here," she replied then patted her purse.

"Okay, let's get going. I've called the federal boys. They're on their way."

Vincent, watching from the shadows, was quite impressed by the turnout of protection for 
Catherine. It served to remind him of Joe's genuine affection for her. It made him feel much 
more secure about his wife's safety as much as that was possible. He stayed in the shadows 
quietly waiting, alert and ready for action.

*****

The Cameleon didn't like failure, he never had. To have been so close to grabbing the woman 
and the evidence only to have some deformed excuse for a man spoil his perfect record was 
totally unacceptable. This assault on his reputation had to be avenged. Before, it was 
business. Now, it was personal.

*****

Joe and Catherine watched as their computer expert pulled up the first file on the diskette. 
They were amazed at the detailed information contained in the accounting records. Everything 
that Lawrence had mentioned was there. That diskette alone exposed millions of dollars of 
fraud involving federal contracts.

"My God!" Catherine exclaimed. "No wonder they killed him. He had the goods on them. 
Every damned detail all spelled out. This is incredible!"

Not long after their discovery, agents from the FBI and Treasury Department arrived to take 
over the investigation. They took the diskette and began ordering warrents for the three 
businessmen involved. Within a few hours, they were being held for questioning.

"Ms. Chandler, we believe the man you told us about is Travis Austin Jarrett, otherwise known 
as The Cameleon. We believe he was hired by these men to find out just what your friend, Mr. 
McCanless, knew and whether or not he was passing any of it on to you. After he made 
contact with you, he kidnapped McCanless, tried to get him to tell just what he HAD given you, 
then killed him. His next step was to find out what you knew and stop you before you passed it 
on. In my opinion, Ms. Chandler, you narrowly missed joining your friend."

Once again, the bond she shared with Vincent had saved her life. She allowed the relief to 
wash over her heart and through their connection knowing full well, he felt it as vividly as she. 
Anticipation filled her as she thought about their joyous reunion.



*****

Over the next few days, indictments were handed down and the three businessmen began to 
turn on each other. However, the whereabouts of The Cameleon were still a mystery.

Since the investigation was out of the local D.A.'s jurisdiction and Catherine's testimony was 
not of crucial importance because everyone had confessed, she felt relatively safe. An evening
with her family was all she had on her mind as she walked to her car. It was a mistake she 
would soon regret.

She was suddenly grabbed from behind and shoved into the trunk of a car before she could do
anything to fight back. Angrily, she pounded on the trunk lid in a vain effort to force it open. All 
she achieved, however, was the bruising of her hands.

*****

The fear and anger that inexplicably overwhelmed Vincent's senses almost brought him to his 
knees. He stumbled momentarily then roared in anguish. Catherine's fear incited the beast into
a raging frenzy. Without thought, without reason, he began running in the direction of his soul 
mate.

*****

In the dark trunk of the speeding car, Catherine was struggling to find some way out and to 
keep from having her brains battered out with every turn. 

"Damn," she cursed as again she was thrown against the car jack.

During the mad ride, she was also thinking of how dumb she had been to allow someone to 
sneak up on her like that. Ever since she was attacked that dark night, she learned to always 
pay attention to what was going on around her. Foolishly thinking she was safe, she let her 
guard down and it had cost her dearly.

"Vincent," she cried out softly.

A little later, the car came to a halt. She listened as a car door slammed and keys jingled 
before they were pushed into the lock. The lock turned and the lid opened. Poised for attack, 
Catherine found herself looking into the barrel of a gun. Behind it was a blond, blue-eyed, 
average looking man in his early thirties. She was sure it was the man who tried to get the 
diskette from her that night. The only unusual thing about him was the cold, unfeeling look in 
his eyes.

"Get out," he commanded then stepped back. "One wrong move and we'll end it here and 
now."



Carefully, Catherine climbed out of the trunk. Her muscles were stiff, her head hurt terribly, and
her clothes were filthy with oil and dirt from the car's trunk. 

"Who are you?"

"Shut up, bitch, and get your butt in there."

Catherine took the opportunity to look around at her surroundings. They were in some sort of 
abandoned garage that was filled with assorted stacks of garbage. Her captor pointed toward 
what looked like an office. Reluctantly, she followed his instructions.

Once inside the deserted office, the gunman pushed Catherine toward the only chair in the 
room. 

"Sit down and put your hands behind your back."

"You won't get away with this."

He made no answer as he roughly tied her hands. When that task was completed, he walked 
over to the door and looked out its grimy window.

"Getting away with this is not the point. You're only alive now because I need you to draw that 
freak of nature here."

That term angered Catherine but she clamped down on her emotions as much as she could. 

"You're The Cameleon, aren't you?" she questioned. It was the only time she saw any emotion
on that chilling face of his. His smile was one of pride.

"That's me, pretty lady. That's the name you'll carry to your grave ... you AND your ... 
whatever." He looked out the window one more time then turned back to her. "Just what is he 
anyway?"

Catherine stared defiantly into his ice blue eyes. "He's a man and he'll be your worst nightmare
if you don't give this up."

"Oh really! I don't think so." Nervously, he looked around again.

"A man, huh? How do you know for sure?"

She said nothing and her gaze did not waiver.

"The only way you'd really know is if you'd slept with him." The Cameleon began laughing. "It 
all makes sense now. You're his woman, aren't you? I can't believe this! A hot thing like you 
getting it on with some half-animal. You must be into some kinky stuff, honey. Maybe that's 
something we can explore after I take care of your stud. You actually get off on that freak? 



Damn!"

She had heard those insults before and they always angered her. This time, however, 
Catherine's rage burned hotter than ever before.

"He's more of a man than you could ever dream about being."

"Is that so? Well, maybe that's because you ain't never had a real man before. Honey, when I 
get through with you, you'll change your mind."

Through her heightened connection to Vincent, she felt his presence in the garage. If he burst 
through that door now, she realized he would be an easy target for the madman holding the 
gun. No, she had to stall, to distract this man as much as possible.

"You killed Lawrence McCanless, didn't you?"

"You mean that creep with the sketches? Yeah, I whacked him. That's what I do. I'm the best 
there is. I track, I stalk, and I kill with precision. Until our little run-in the other night, my record 
was perfect."

"Oh ... I get it. We messed up your perfect record. That's what this is all about."

"Yeah. You're unfinished business. I was hired to plug up a leak. The trouble was, I didn't do it 
fast enough. The leak spread. Now, I've got a mess to clean up before I get out of this stinking 
town."

"The feds already know about you, Travis, and they'll know it was you." 

The use of his given name angered him. "Cameleon ... you slut!" Grabbing a fistful of hair, he 
yanked her head backwards. "I'm going to enjoy teaching you a little respect."

"Respect ... what a joke! You disgust me."

He loosened his grip on her hair and stepped in front of her. Using his gun barrel, he traced a 
line down her throat and into her cleavage. There, he moved the barrel teasingly up and down.

After gritting her teeth, Catherine zeroed in on his insecurities. "Phallus symbol?" she coldly 
commented, in an effort to distract him even further.

That angered him all the more. With one hand, he ripped open her blouse then shoved the gun
barrel into her bra.

As much as she wanted to scream out in agony, she refused. She continued to stare into his 
cold eyes.

The gun barrel began to move in a circle causing a great deal of pain in the tender skin of her 



nipple. Mustering all the courage she could, she spat into his face.

*****

Vincent managed to get inside the garage and survey the area. Every instinct he had told him 
Catherine was here. The trunk of the car reeked of her perfume. He could feel her. Suddenly, 
her fear and anger echoed through him and he turned to the office. In there, she was just on 
the other side of that wall.

Just as he reached out to open the door, he heard their voices. The man was calling him a 
freak of nature and insulting Catherine's virtue. He listened and searched his wife's emtoions. 
He felt her anger and something else. Yes, she was deliberately distracting her captor to give 
him time to come to her rescue.

He was quietly working the door open when he saw the man grab Catherine's hair then use his
gun to terrorize her. That was all he could endure. The beast began to take control. A red haze
enveloped his mind and all he could see was blood. It was everywhere ... on his hands and all 
over Catherine.

He entered the room just as she spat in the Cameleon's face. As if in slow motion, he watched 
the man lift his hand in a movement to strike Catherine across the face with his gun. Swiftly, 
Vincent leaped for the gun.

*****

Catherine watched in terror as Vincent threw himself at them. He tackled the Cameleon and 
they tumbled into her. The three of them fell to the floor in a twisted mass of bodies.

The pain in Catherine's arms and shoulders was horrific causing her to nearly faint. But as the 
two men began to struggle for the gun, she was pushed clear of the battle. She strained 
desperately to see what was happening.

When she finally managed to twist around, she saw Vincent and Cameleon rolling around on 
the floor fighting for control of the gun. Vincent was growling menacingly and the gunman was 
grunting and cursing his attacker.

The few minutes that followed seemed like an eternity to Catherine. She held her breath in 
frustration. There was nothing she could do to help. All she could do was watch in horror.

The struggle continued and Vincent seemed to be getting the upper hand. Just as Catherine 
thought it was nearly over, the gun went off. All time stopped as she held her breath. 

"NO!" she finally screamed as she saw Vincent's body relax and begin to roll to the side. It 
was then she saw all the blood covering both of them. "Vincent!" she screamed again.



A lifetime later, Vincent lifted himself up and looked at the bloody body beneath him. It was 
only at that moment that Catherine's heart began to beat again.

Vincent looked into the eyes of Catherine's tormentor. As so many times before, he watched 
the life drain from the eyes of his enemy. No doctor had to confirm it for him. The Cameleon 
was dead.

Slowly, the numbing effects of his rage wore off and allowed the pain to permeate his mind. It 
also allowed him to hear Catherine's anguished cries. He had to go to her. She needed him. 
That was all that mattered.

Painfully, he rose to his knees and crawled to her. He fumbled with the rope until it finally gave 
way then he collapsed beside her.

When the rope came free, Catherine rolled away from the overturned chair and crawled to 
Vincent. "Get up, Vincent. We have to get out of here."

They both struggled to their feet. Vincent braced himself and stood as erect as he could.

"Are you hurt?" she asked as she frantically searched his bloody clothing for some sign of a 
wound.

He didn't answer. All he could do was hold onto her as if she was his anchor in a raging sea.

"Let's go. We can't stay here. We have to get you to Father," she commanded.

*****

After helping Father remove Vincent's layers of shirts, Catherine stood by quietly as the 
physician examined her husband. The large red spot of his stomach caused her to wince when
she saw it. "Is he all right?" She watched as Father pressed on Vincent's stomach. Vincent 
closed his eyes and gritted his teeth.

"Yes, he'll be fine. It's only a gun powder burn." Father took off his glasses and put them away.
"You were very close to the gun weren't you, Vincent? You must be more careful!"

Vincent was oddly silent.

"The skin is burned and there is some interior bruising," Father continued. "It will be sore for a 
while but there's no permanent damage. Now ... what about you, Catherine? Were you hurt?"

Vincent's eyes suddenly focused on her.

Until now, she hadn't thought about the possibility of being injured herself. There just hadn't 
been enough time. She rubbed her right arm and shoulder. "I banged up my arm when I fell."



"May I?" Father asked as he reached for her blouse.

Catherine nodded and Father quickly checked out her arm. "It looks like some deep bruising. 
Unless there is numbness, I don't think it's any more serious than that."

Vincent's sigh of relief was heard by everyone.

"I think I'll leave the two of you alone for awhile. If you need me ... you know where to find me,"
Father said with a wink in Catherine's direction. He fully understood that only she could reach 
his son at times like these. "Take care ... both of you."

After Father left, Catherine rebuttoned what was left of her blouse then studied Vincent's face. 
When he was like this, his emotions were difficult to read. "Vincent ... talk to me."

He looked up at her, debating whether or not to burden her. No, no more hiding. He had vowed
to share all he was with her including the dark places. Slowly, he stood up.

"Let's go to our chamber."

*****

She lay beside him on their bed, studying his face. After returning from the hospital chamber, 
they had talked about what had happened and their feelings about it. It wasn't easy but it was 
a sign of their ever-growing trust of each other. Each step they took, while delving into the 
mysteries of their bond, was risky as well as revealing. Sometimes, they both wondered if they 
would ever reach a point where the risks became too great.

After talking it out, they prepared for bed. Vincent lay stretched out on the bed without his shirt.
Catherine lay beside him. She sighed then sat up so that she could look down at him.

"Does it hurt?" she asked as she tenderly traced around the ugly, red patch of skin.

"A little." Her upright position allowed him a good view of her badly bruised arm and shoulder. 
He tentatively reached up and touched her. A tear appeared in the corner of his eye. "I hate to 
see you ... hurt like this."

The pain in his eyes hurt her more than the bruises. "I'm all right, Vincent. We're both safe 
now."

"This time."

"Vincent, we've been through this all before. As long as we live with any kind of passion, we 
will get hurt from time to time. Bruises, we can endure. Living without each other or without 
ever taking any risks wouldn't be living at all."

"But the price...."



"...is something we pay for the joy. Vincent, my life with you has given me such joy. My work 
gives me a sense of accomplishment, a feeling that I'm helping people. What I'm concerned 
about is the toll on you. It tears me apart to see you hurt because of me."

"Catherine, I cannot stand idly by while you are in danger. I know that ... the darkness in me 
knows that. I cannot control the ... compulsion in me to protect you. Don't ask me to."

"No. I understand that compulsion better than you think."

"I lost control, Catherine. It hasn't been that bad in some time. Since we've been lovers, I've 
found I could control the other in me to some degree. I found I could harness that power and 
use it intelligently. When he ... touched you like that and then attempted to hit you, I lost all 
control."

"Don't worry about it. I would have done the same thing. If I saw someone about to hurt you, I 
would stop at nothing to protect you. Vincent, stop questioning something that's a part of our 
relationship ... it always has been and always will be."

"Catherine...."

"Ssh. No more self-recriminations. We are what we are. Let it go at that."

"I'm not so sure that's wise."

"Fools rush in where wise men fear to tread," she quoted just before she planted a kiss on his 
tender belly. "Maybe that will make it feel better."

"Catherine, please. Don't start something I can't finish. My stomach's too tender."

"I suppose you're right but Vincent, there's more than one way to skin a cat. No pun intended," 
she laughed.

Her sense of adventure never ceased to amaze him. When she straddled him, being ever so 
careful not to injure the burn, he laughed out loud. "You're determined, aren't you?"

"Absolutely!"

Once she settled into a comfortable position, Vincent simply admired her beauty. "Perhaps we 
should get the sketches out and compare."

"No, you don't!" Catherine responded. She studied his sly expression for a moment and 
decided to ask him something she had been dying to know. "You never said how you felt about
my posing nude."

Vincent lightly traced the curve of her bottom with his fingers. "That was then. What you did 
before we met, is not something I can change even if I wanted to. The decisions you made in 



the past made you who you are and brought you here. Whatever it took to bring you into my 
life, I do not question."

"Catherine ... those sketches are artistically beautiful. From an art lover's stand point, I admire 
that. To say the thought of you revealing yourself to others or sharing intimacies with other 
men does not bother me, would not be honest. I try to concentrate on what we share now and 
forget what happened before we met."

"You still have difficulty admitting jealousy, don't you?"

"It's an emotion I've struggled all my life to overcome."

"To be jealous of what other's possess is one thing but to be a little possessive about a lover is
something else. I am VERY jealous of you."

"I never posed nude," he stated flatly.

Catherine laughed. "You would have made an excellent model." She watched that delightful 
blush of his as it colored his cheeks. "You have a beautiful, strong, masculine body. I know a 
lot of women who would change places with me in a heartbeat ... literally!" she added as she 
wiggled her bottom against him.

"You're the only woman who has ever or will ever be in your position."

"Vincent, don't worry about the men in my past. I've shared intimacies with you that I've never 
shared with anyone else. You possess a part of me that no other man has ever known ... my 
heart."

"And I cherish it. You have my heart as well."

"Well, my love, that's wonderfully romantic but right now, I'm more interested in ... other parts 
of your anatomy."

"Certain ... parts of yours have distracted me as well."

"Then what do you say we ... explore those parts?"

"One picture may be worth a thousand words but the real thing by far surpasses one artist's 
interpretation. I love the sketches, but Catherine ... they pale in comparison to what I'm looking 
at right now."

"I LOVE you."

"Show me," he insisted.

She did. 


