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For hours, Vincent sat at the falls staring into the showering mist. Above, he knew Catherine 
had watched as Lisa was taken into the grand jury room to give evidence about her former 
lover's illegal arms trade.

Catherine - this whole thing had been as hard for her as it had been for him. In a few days' 
time, she had learned that he had loved someone else before her and that there were things 
he could not bring himself to tell her. He remembered the look of pain on her face just before 
he turned and left her standing in their meeting place at the Central Park threshold. How could 
he have done that? She trusted him so, believed in his truthfulness beyond question.

She deserved the complete truth, even if it hurt her as it had him. He should have already told 
her but he knew the reason he had not. He was afraid it would drive her away. They were fast 
approaching a crossroad in their relationship and this ... truth could well decide which road 
would be taken.

"I must tell her," he confessed to no one. He slowly rose to his feet and wiped away a stray 
tear. When he returned to this place later, his whole life could be in pieces.

* * * * * *

His heart pounded and his mouth became incredibly dry as he fearfully waited in the shadows 
of Catherine's balcony. On any other night, he would simply tap on the window and wait for her
to greet him with a child-like smile and warm hug. This night, however, fear paralyzed him 
because what he came to tell her could destroy their dream forever.

The click of the door lock caused him to catch his breath. He watched as Catherine walked 
slowly out onto the balcony and looked out into the city. He couldn't breathe, he couldn't move,
all he could think of was what he stood to lose.

By sheer strength of will, he forced the most precious word in his vocabulary from his lips.

"Catherine."

Sedately, she turned and gave him one of the sweetest smiles he had ever seen. He savored it
in an effort to freeze the moment in time. He was sure that his confession would take away that
smile and replace it with fear and repulsion.

"I wonder if I'll ever not be surprised to see you there," she said softly.

The breeze ruffled the soft silk of her robe and the strands of her honey-blond hair. Her beauty 
could literally take his breath away. Concentrate, he ordered himself.

"We've never withheld the truth from each other," he began.



"No," she answered simply.

He could sense that she knew the difficulty he was having and was patiently allowing him to 
say what he needed to without interruption.

"Catherine, there are things I must tell you - about who I am - what I am." A lump of emotion 
choked back his words.

She walked over to him slowly and said the most comforting yet painful words he had ever 
heard. 

"Vincent - to me - you are beautiful."

As she stood in front of him, looking into his eyes with nothing but love and compassion, he 
fought back the tears and the words came. 

"What I have to tell you is not beautiful. It's terrifying and shameful but it is the truth."

Without hesitation, she responded. "Then I want to hear it."

"It's about Lisa and what she meant in my life." 

The words were becoming more and more difficult but he could not stop now. This was too 
important.

"Yes," she prompted.

"I would watch her dance." In his mind, he could see her as he talked, gliding around the Great
Hall like a graceful swan. "She would dance in the Great Hall alone, for herself, for me. There 
was nothing in the world as beautiful as Lisa."

Understanding and compassion emanated from Catherine as she said, "And you desired her."

He looked at her in surprise and relief. She did truly understand.

"There is no shame in that," she tried to assure him.

Closing his eyes, he tried to focus on the admission he had to make.

"For me there is."

"Why?"

The tears burned his eyes as he fought the lump in his throat. The shame and fear he had 
lived with for twenty years tore at his soul.

"Because I hurt her. In my desire, I forgot who I was - who I am. As she moved closer, I 
wanted to hold her. She was dancing and I felt a pull. It was pulling me to her and I reached 
out for her," he blurted out.

"Suddenly, in her eyes, I saw her fear of me and I saw myself - but I couldn't let go of her." 
Looking down at his cursed hands, he clenched them in agony. "These hands wouldn't let go 
of her." He couldn't control his sobs of pain. "And I hurt her. And I knew that these hands - 
were not meant to give love."

As he cried, he waited for her disgust to bombard their bond. He truly believed that in seconds,
she would pull away from him and bring to an end all hope. Instead, she gently took his hands 
in hers and brought them to her face. He watched as she gently rubbed them against her 
cheeks.

"These hands - are beautiful. These are my hands," she said just before gently kissing each 
clawed, inhuman hand.

Her words reached that dark, desolate place where he had hidden his shame and fear. Where 
once there was only coldness and pain, the warm light of Catherine's love flooded in. Tears of 



relief flowed down his cheeks as she leaned closer and their foreheads touched. Their tears 
mingled and the healing began.

Vincent raised his head slowly. The tears were spent and the wound opened. Where they went
from here was a mystery to him. He took a ragged breath then looked into Catherine's eyes. 
The love and acceptance he found there reached into the depths of his soul and put an end to 
his aloneness.

Her eyes were still filled with tears but she managed a warm, loving smile. "Let's go inside."

The innocent invitation evoked that old sense of dread. Deep inside, he feared the crossing of 
that division between their two worlds would be passing the point of no return. He didn't belong
in her world, and his presence in her apartment made that fact very clear.

Her small hand captured his and he felt her tug gently until he moved toward the door. He 
couldn't believe he was doing this! That little voice inside him was screaming that he shouldn't 
be here, but the ache he felt needed to be eased by Catherine. He needed for her to heal him, 
and in the process, set him free.

She helped him remove his cloak then led him over to the nearest couch, still clutching his 
hand firmly. It was as if she feared he would flee if she let go. Perhaps, she was right. He sat 
down next to her and watched as she pulled his hand into her lap. Once it was safely nestled 
in her protective grasp, she began wrapping strands of the longer hair on the back of his hand 
around and around her finger. When she noticed he was watching, she laughed and blushed.

"I always wanted to do that," she admitted.

Looking up into his blue eyes, she could see the vulnerable state of his emotions. "Vincent - 
what happened between you and Lisa was an accident. The real tragedy is the guilt you've 
been carrying around all these years."

"I hurt her, Catherine."

"I know. But like the incident with Devin, you didn't mean to hurt anyone."

"But I did," he argued. "I hurt the people I love."

"NO YOU DON'T! You hurt yourself more than anyone else."

"They carry the scars of my good intentions."

"We all have scars. We all have baggage we carry around with us. Your scars ... are inside 
and no less damaging than Lisa's or Devin's."

His gaze traveled to the scar on her left cheek and he remembered how her face looked after 
Father had stitched the wounds. He began to wonder about the scars she carried inside. He 
studied her face for a moment then spoke his heart.

"I just can't imagine a life without you, Catherine. It would be no life at all."

The strong emotion he felt rising in her in response to his words, momentarily overwhelmed 
him. He was already struggling to control the rising tide of his own feelings. Having hers 
bombard him like this was almost too much. He had to put some distance between them. He 
stood and walked over to the fireplace then rested his hands on the mantle. He needed the 
support it offered.

Catherine rose slowly and approached him. "I wouldn't want to live without you either," she 
replied in a soft, reassuring voice.

Here they were, trapped somewhere between reality and dreams without any idea of how to 
escape, Vincent acknowledged to himself.

"What are we to do, Catherine?"



She moved a little closer and touched his forearm gently. "What do you want us to do?"

Without thought, he turned to her and blurted out his desires.

"I want to be able to give you what we both need. I want to love you without fear or limits!"

"Then do it, Vincent," she quickly responded. As he watched, she removed her robe. The 
baring of her arms and shoulders was meant to demonstrate her complete trust in him. "Don't 
let the memory of an adolescent tragedy keep us apart. I'm not Lisa. I won't pull away."

Opposing forces waged war within him. Fear versus need were locked in their final battle to 
control him. Hesitantly, he reached out to her when the gentle pull of desire became an 
irresistible force. But when his inhuman hands came into his line of vision, he froze. How could
he risk it?

He felt Catherine take his hands in hers and watched as she placed them against the bare skin
just over her heart.

"I love you, Vincent. I love you."

Tears once again rimmed his eyes as he felt her love and trust reaching out to him. When the 
inner struggle ended, he pulled her into his embrace. She slid her arms around him and he 
cautiously pressed his deadly clawed hands against the delicate skin of her back.

Time passed slowly and Catherine remained patiently still until Vincent finally found the 
courage to begin stroking the warm, smooth skin beneath his fingers. Nothing felt as soft or 
smelled as sweet as Catherine.

In a surprisingly short time, he felt comfortable enough to nuzzle into her hair and breathe in its
scent. For the first time in years, he was experiencing the joy of the moment and not the fear of
the past.

"I need you, Catherine." Did he really say it or was it merely a thought?

Catherine lifted her head from his shoulder and looked at him intently. The fear she would pull 
away shot through him. But instead of pulling away, she reached up and traced the outline of 
his unique mouth with her index finger. The sensation rocked him to the core.

"Yes," she whispered as she moved her hand to the side of his head and guided his face down
to hers.

She hesitated for a heartbeat then placed a gentle kiss upon his lips. He was so stunned, he 
couldn't respond. When the brief contact ended, she pulled back and looked up at him with an 
expression he could not define.

They stared into each others' eyes searching for - something as old as time itself. A question 
was asked and an answer given without word or thought. It was then Vincent finally broke 
through the wall he had built around his heart and nearly drowned in the flood of desire he felt. 
Unable and unwilling to fight it any longer, he lowered his head and found her waiting lips.

Her mouth was sweet and welcoming as he pressed against it gently. Her lips became pliant 
and responsive under his as their kisses grew more and more passionate. When they did stop 
their newly discovered intimacy, he rested his forehead against hers. 

"Oh, Catherine," he moaned in a breathless voice. "I love you so much. I want..."

"Say it, please," she pleaded.

"I want - to love you. Catherine, I desire you more than I can bear. If we don't do something 
about this soon, I'm afraid of what I might do. Please..."

Catherine stepped back. Had his admission frightened her? Just as terror was about to 
overrun his breaking heart, she grasped his hands and gently tugged him toward her bedroom.
Blushing a little, she glanced toward the bed then back at him. Her intention became obvious.



As though his body had a mind of its own, he found himself being guided into the bedroom. 
The sight of her bed filled him with a strange sense of anticipation. How many nights had he 
stood on her balcony watching her sleep in that same bed, wishing he could be lying beside 
her?

She continued to guide him until they stood beside the bed facing each other. He knew he 
should say something but he found himself at a loss for words. Finally, he simply went with his 
instincts and pulled her back into his arms. Through their bond, he felt her joy.

"I love you," he repeated.

Gazing up at him, she smiled shyly. The look of love on her face was so warm and genuine, he
felt his last remaining doubts begin to fade. He felt no fear, hesitation, or doubt hiding among 
her emotions. Her strength, complete trust, and total acceptance were the only impulses he felt
and he was humbled by their intensity.

Once his past guilt and shame had been overcome, he felt a great lightness of being. His soul 
experienced freedom for the first time in his life and it was because of Catherine's strength. As 
love and light filled the once darkened corners of his heart, tears gathered in his eyes. Despite 
the many taboos their relationship symbolized, he came to believe at last that what was about 
to happen between them was right. Gently, he reached up and allowed his fingers to explore 
her face.

Vincent watched as Catherine's eyes darkened in response to his touch. Desire welled up in 
them both and could not be denied. No longer forced to battle his desires, he discovered acting
upon them to be much easier than he had imagined.

Touch - it was the one thing he longed for the most yet experienced the least in his lonely life 
and his hands quickly began to make up for that loss. From her face, neck, and shoulders to 
the delicate flair of her hips, he savored that particular sense until the longing to move his 
mouth over her skin became unbearable.

Being ever so careful to gauge her responses, he gently touched his mouth to the side of her 
neck. She tilted her head to allow him complete access to the vulnerable area. Her skin tasted 
slightly sweet as he gently nibbled down the delicate column.

"Ummmm - that feels so good," she moaned softly. 

Her encouragement inspired him to taste the skin of her shoulders as well. She moved a little 
closer then entwined her fingers in his hair and slowly guided his head down between her 
breasts. Vincent experienced a moment of uncertainty that vanished quickly when she pressed
him even closer.

His arms moved around her waist and pulled her tightly against his hungry mouth. His body, 
now aching desperately for her, betrayed his building desire and he backed away.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

A few deep breaths managed to get things under control again.

"Vincent," she whispered softly "you're supposed to have that response. Don't be ashamed of 
it."

"I am familiar with - that response, Catherine. It is simply a biological fact. It's just that it has 
never been so intense or immediate. I've always been able to quell the response because I 
didn't want you to become aware of it."

Catherine looked at him as if slightly surprised by his admission. "I know I shouldn't be 
surprised, but I wasn't aware it had become a problem for you."

He sighed. "I can't tell you how many nights I've battled this constant desire for you."

"And the shame and guilt it brought," she added.



"Yes ... that too."

"You suffered for no reason, Vincent. All those nights you speak of, I lay in my bed desiring 
you. All you had to do was reach out for me."

"It has never been that simple for us, Catherine," he remarked.

"It will now," she declared just as she stepped up to him and slid her arms around his waist. 
"All you have to do is reach out," she repeated.

He looked into her sincere, green eyes for a moment then put his arms around her and pulled 
her body against his.

"That's more like it," she responded. "But Vincent - aren't you a little warm in all these clothes? 
Wouldn't you like to get more comfortable?"

The thought of undressing as she watched was very unsettling to him. What if they had come 
this far only to discover his excessive body hair disgusted her? The time had come to answer 
that question and no matter what the outcome, they had to take this step.

"Vincent, may I help you undress? I've dreamed of doing that so many times," she admitted.

If he told her the truth, he would have to admit he could use her help. His hands were shaking 
so badly, he didn't think he could untie or unbutton anything. They found a compromise by 
unlacing and removing his vest then his layers of sweaters together until his chest was finally 
bared. As her eyes roamed over him, he held his breath.

She touched him gingerly then moved over and placed a kiss over his heart. His breath caught
in his throat at that exquisite sensation. At that moment, he longed to feel her lips on every part
of his body.

"Oh - Catherine," was all he could say.

Her hands began to stroke his chest. Her fingers worked their way through the dense covering 
bringing ecstasy with every gentle touch. 

"Touch me, Catherine. Please." His hunger for touch was unquenchable.

More and more aggressively, her hands moved over his chest and around to his back. Her 
mouth sought the skin beneath the covering and pressed urgent kisses wherever she could 
reach.

Vincent's own hands began to move over Catherine's back frantically until he felt her 
unfastening his pants. He froze, torn between his desire to have her touch him there and his 
fear of her reaction. He offered no resistance or help in her struggle to undo the pants and slip 
her hands into the back of them. When she squeezed his buttocks firmly, he quivered and felt 
the rising tide of his passion. His pants were becoming extremely uncomfortable where he was
still painfully entrapped. Finally, he did help her work his pants down further to ease his 
discomfort and, he reluctantly admitted to himself, to encourage her touch where he most 
hungered for it.

She understood the meaning of his actions and slowly slid her hands around to the front. He 
held his breath as she gently lifted his aroused flesh into the palm of her hand and carefully 
closed her fingers around him. He gasped and grabbed her shoulders.

"Did I hurt you?" she asked fearfully.

"No. It's just - that I've never had anyone ... touch me there."

"Do you want me to stop?"

"No," he answered quickly. "Just let me finish undressing first." When Catherine moved away 
from him, he felt such a shattering aloneness he wanted to cry out. Instead, he sat down on 



her bed and removed his boots and socks as she watched. He watched her as well, fearful she
might simply be an illusion created by his desire.

After he finished removing his pants, he remained seated on the bed, looking at her. Hunger 
burned through him like a raging fire as his eyes followed the curves of her body. He wanted to
see her, touch her, make love to her.

She read his desires readily and slipped the straps of her gown off her shoulders then let it 
drop to the floor. He was immediately filled with awe at her beauty and the overwhelming 
desire to touch her, to hold those small breasts in his hands.

He stood up as she walked slowly toward him. The gentle sway of her breasts as she moved 
fascinated him. She stepped into his embrace and he felt her nipples press against his chest. 
Lowering his mouth to hers, he kissed her passionately and continuously for quite a while.

As soon as the kiss ended, he felt her catch his hands and guide them to her breasts. "Touch 
me, Vincent. I know you want to."

That's an understatement, he mused as he felt the warmth and softness of those small 
mounds in his hands. He began to carefully explore the treasures he held.

Catherine sighed in contentment. "You have wonderful hands. Hands that can be gentle and 
loving, hands that..." she took a long deep breath as his fingers traveled over her sensitive 
nipples. "...can give love."

He continued to touch, to squeeze, to gently knead all the while watching her reaction. She 
was enjoying his touch, of that, he was sure. In Lisa's eyes, he had seen fear; in Catherine's, 
he saw nothing but pleasure and a growing desire for more.

"Would you like to lie on the bed?" she asked seductively.

"I would like that," he responded.

In a move that surprised both of them, Vincent picked her up and carried her over to the bed. 
Very gently, he lowered her onto the comforter then stood up and looked down at her inviting 
body. She slid over to allow him room and to work the bed covers down. As she did, he 
watched. Every movement she made intrigued and aroused him.

He lay down beside her contemplating his next move. His body was screaming at him to roll 
over and let nature take its course but his concern for her held him in check. When he rolled 
over onto his side, he found himself looking into two smoky, green eyes. Eyes that were trying 
desperately to understand his hesitation. He propped himself up on one elbow and gently 
stroked her cheek with the fingers of the other hand.

“I love you, Catherine. It took so long for me to find the courage to say it; now, I cannot say it 
enough."

"I love hearing it. I love the way you touch me. I want more."

"So do I," he confessed in a barely audible voice.

She smiled in response then guided his hand downward toward the very center of her body. 
Anxiously, he glanced down at the patch of dark hair his hand was extremely close to touching.

"Catherine - I want to touch you - as you touched me before - down there." 

He couldn't stop the sudden blush that heated his cheeks. Never in his life had he ever been 
so bold. Her response was to guide his hand downward.

After that first, gentle foray, Vincent began the exploration of sight and sound he had dreamed 
of for so long. Catherine's small body fascinated him and he explored its many secret 
treasures thoroughly. The pleasure he could bring her filled him with a strange sense of pride 
and he savored it.



When he moved up beside her, he noticed how flushed her skin was and how labored her 
breathing had become. Her hand found his chest and gently began to push him over onto his 
back. 

"It's my turn." she stated in a breathless voice filled with passion.

He surrendered to her needs and rolled over, waiting. She moved over him and began kissing, 
stroking, and caressing her way down his body. The pleasure was breathtaking. A mixture of 
ecstasy and agony overwhelmed his senses. But the moment she touched his already overly 
aroused flesh, his body convulsed and he clenched the bed covers tightly.

Catherine backed off a moment to allow him to calm down. "Do you want me to stop?" she 
asked.

After one long breath, he answered. "No. Catherine. I want more. Touch me again."

She did just that and more. A quick lick and kiss destroyed his restraint. Gently, but firmly, he 
grabbed her shoulders and pulled her up then rolled her over onto her back. His instincts were 
in control now and his lack of previous experience didn't seem to matter. His body knew what 
to do without thought or plan.

Lifting his upper body above Catherine, he carefully pressed his painfully swollen and aching 
erection between her thighs. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around him. This 
movement opened her up to him and he managed to tentatively penetrate.

The sensation of being enveloped by the warm, moist, softness of Catherine was something 
he could not have imagined. Her sharp intake of air and the following soft moans assured him 
of her pleasure. The thin thread of their bond sparkled brilliantly and grew so strong their 
hearts were beating as one.

Her movements were answered by his as their bodies sought and found that most ancient 
rhythm. The intensity continued to build slowly and sweetly with each thrust. Bodies quivered 
in pleasure as they sought release. When the thrusts became fast, hard, and deep, Vincent 
opened his eyes and looked into Catherine's. In her eyes, he saw the storm of her passion and
it was a sight he would never forget.

Their eyes focused on each other as their individual climaxes claimed them. First Vincent, then
Catherine, gave themselves up to a powerful release. Their bodies went limp immediately 
afterward as they savored the delicious tingles of afterglow.

Vincent rolled to one side and collapsed face down into the pillow.

"Are you all right?" Catherine asked with concern but also with a touch of amusement.

He turned his face toward her. "Does my - depleted state amuse you, Catherine?"

She giggled with delight. "Actually - yes. I don't think I've ever seen you so - relaxed."

Rolling his body over onto its side, he smiled at Catherine's apparent joy. "You're happy. I can 
feel it."

"Happy, content, joyful, sated, etc., etc. I didn't plan this but I'm very, glad it happened, 
Vincent."

Gently, he pushed a stray strand of hair from her eyes. "So am I, Catherine. I'm just so glad I - 
didn't hurt you."

"The only way you could have hurt me would have been if you had turned away from me."

"I could not do that now," Vincent stated adamantly.

"I'm glad. I'm tired of you trying to push me away for my own good," she declared.

Remembering all those times, he laughed. "I promise I won't do it again."



"Good. Now - how about rolling over and just holding me for a while? Cuddling is nice too."

"I would be thrilled to - cuddle."

After finding a comfortable position, Catherine soon fell into a contented slumber. Vincent, on 
the other hand, lay awake for some time completely amazed by what had happened.

* * * * * *

When Vincent awoke the next morning, he was lying on his side facing the French doors of the
balcony. Sunshine streamed in and he struggled to adjust his eyes to the unaccustomed glare.
The next thing he noticed was Catherine's absence. After searching his connection to her, 
however, he sensed her presence in the next room. Her mood was light and cheerful.

He closed his eyes for a moment and let the warmth of the sun heat his bare skin. He had 
never felt such a radiating warmth before. Lost in that particular pleasure, he paid no attention 
to Catherine walking into the bedroom. Only when she pulled the remaining sheets off him was
he aware of her.

"That's much better," she commented as she looked over his now nude body. "The sun feels 
good doesn't it?"

He nodded lazily then closed his eyes again. Seconds later, he felt her crawling up the length 
of his body. The soft cotton of the baggy tee shirt she wore rubbed his warm skin and her hand
gently slid down his shoulder and forearm until he felt her fingers stroke the back of his hand. 
A warm, moist kiss was placed between his shoulder blades as she lowered her body onto his.

"Catherine?"

"Ssh. I love the way your skin feels in the sun," she sighed breathlessly into his ear.

She was straddling his thigh and, as she lowered herself, he could feel that dark patch of hair 
and the moistness that lay underneath rub against his leg. Her movements were arousing him 
rapidly.

"Roll 'over," she demanded.

Obeying her request, he carefully rolled over onto his back. Catherine remained in her position 
atop him. She smiled at him wickedly then pulled the tee-shirt off over her head and tossed it 
aside. As he stared at her nude body in the sun, he remembered that last night only the 
moonlight had illuminated their lovemaking and his glimpses of her body had been in the soft 
light. The sunlight streaming brightly through the doors gave him an incredibly clear view of her
beauty.

Her skin had a soft, pink glow to it and the sun highlighted the blond streaks in her hair giving it
a glimmering appearance. Her eyes sparkled and her playful smile was as radiant as the sun. 
She was beautiful beyond his wildest dreams and she was boldly offering that beauty to him.

No longer feeling compelled to hide his arousal from her, he did nothing to calm his building 
desire. It seemed that Catherine found that aspect of his anatomy particularly intriguing and 
she took great joy in arousing him even more. Her fingers gently stroked and caressed as she 
watched his response. To see her so lovingly touch him in such an intimate manner simply 
amazed him. How could she see him in the harsh light of day and still take such delight in his 
body?

His thoughts were interrupted when she moved down and took him into her mouth.

"Catherine!" His hands clenched the sheets, ripping them slightly.

"I'm sorry," she apologized. "I thought you liked that."



When his breathing returned to normal, he finally managed an answer.

"You surprised me. Last night you just touched and lightly kissed me. What you're doing 
now..."

"It's called oral sex, Vincent."

"I've read about it, Catherine."

"Does it offend you?" she asked.

He thought about it for a moment. "No. The thought of you - doing that is..."

"... is very arousing to ME because it's about as intimate as two people can get. Vincent, if I do 
something you don't like, please tell me. I want to satisfy you in every way I can."

He knew she truly meant what she said. "Catherine, would you - continue."

"I intended to with or without your consent. Now lie back and enjoy."

He did just that. And as he did, he also discovered how much he enjoyed watching her as she 
took him to the brink then pulled away. Finally, she crawled up over him and, with agonizing 
slowness, guided him inside her. The erotic sight of her writhing body moving in time with his 
thrusts excited him beyond reason and within seconds, he exploded within her as she 
convulsed uncontrollably.

When they both managed to regain control of their senses, Catherine moved over and lay 
down beside her lover.

The warm, fuzzy feeling of contentment that followed flowed through Vincent and he savored 
it. "Good morning, Catherine."

Catherine erupted into a fit of laughter. "What a wonderful way to start the day," she playfully 
remarked.

"I agree. Catherine - it's morning! I shouldn't be here! You should be at work!"

"Relax. I don't work on Saturdays."

"Saturday? Oh - that's right." He sat up slowly and peered out the French doors. "I should have
returned Below hours ago. Father will be concerned."

"I'll get dressed in a moment and go down to leave a message. You can't leave in the daylight. 
You'll have to stay here today."

He turned to her. The expression on her face was wickedly suggestive. "I suppose I could 
endure that."

"Endure? I'll show you endure." She grabbed a pillow and began hitting him over the head.

Grabbing her wrists, he pushed her back down onto the bed. "You'll pay for that."

"Promise?"

They spent the morning together listening to music, watching television, or simply talking. For 
Vincent, this taste of a "normal" life was a fantasy come true. It would have been perfect 
except for the fact they could not take a long, leisurely stroll through the park. Well, he mused, 
part of a fantasy is better than none.

After eating lunch, the phone rang. Reluctantly, Catherine answered it. Her expression 
changed from one of happiness to trepidation. She listened for some time.

"I don't know about that. It could be too dangerous." She listened again. "All right. Call me 
later."

Vincent watched with interest as she hung up the phone. Her mood had grown dark. "What's 
wrong, Catherine?"



"That was Lisa. She's going into the Witness Protection Program tomorrow and she wants to 
see you one last time."

The possibility of meeting Lisa for a final good-bye disturbed him but not as it had before. The 
fear of facing her was gone. Replacing it was a heavy sadness.

"Vincent?" Catherine called out to him. "I can tell her no."

"Don't do that. If it can be safely arranged, I will meet with her. Perhaps it is time to resolve the 
past."

After several phone calls, a meeting was arranged. The carousel at midnight was to be the 
time and place.

* * * * * *

Vincent and Catherine waited in the dark shadows surrounding the carousel. "Are you sure you
want me here?" Catherine asked.

"There are no more secrets between us, Catherine. You know all there is to know." He smiled 
slightly. "You know more of me than anyone in the world."

She kissed him quickly. "And that's the way I want to keep it," she replied.

"She's here," Vincent whispered.

Lisa slid through the small opening of the door and began walking around the carousel. Once 
assured that she was alone, Catherine approached.

"Hello, Lisa."

The dark-haired woman turned to her and smiled. "Hello, Catherine. Where's Vincent?"

"I'm here," he answered as he moved silently out of the shadows.

"Vincent - it's so nice to see you."

Stepping closer, Vincent sensed her unease and stopped. "I am glad you are well. Catherine 
told me about your testimony. You did the right thing."

"Concerning  Alaine - yes. But not, dear Vincent, about you."

She looked to Catherine for strength. Finding it, she continued. "I wanted to see you, one last 
time, to ask your forgiveness."

"You have done nothing wrong."

"Oh yes I have. I teased you unmercifully when we were young. I liked the way you looked at 
me with such adoration. It made me feel so beautiful."

"You are beautiful."

"In your eyes. Vincent, I didn't pull away from you that night out of fear of you. I pulled away 
because I was afraid of what I was feeling. I teased you and when you responded, I was 
frightened. I wasn't - prepared for the consequences of my actions. I don't think I ever have 
been."

"The most harmful wrong I inflicted upon you was not telling you the truth. I let you live with 
what you thought you had done all these years. The guilt and pain I caused deprived you of 
the happiness you deserved. I didn't realize that until I met Catherine. I could see how much 
she loved you and how desperately she wanted to share your life with you. The hurt I caused 
you was keeping you from accepting her love and trusting yourself. I am so sorry, Vincent."



There were tears in Vincent's eyes as he listened to Lisa's confession. The words he thought 
would set him free only made him sad, not for himself, but for Lisa. He realized then that the 
love he shared with Catherine had forever banished the self-doubts and pain. Lisa's words just 
put it to rest between them, nothing more.

"What happened between us did cause me great pain and suffering, but Catherine's love 
rescued me from that. Her faith in our love overcame my fears and healed my wounds. She 
has taught me that these hands and this body are capable of love. She accepts me as I am 
and has risked everything to love me."

Lisa glanced over in Catherine's direction. Catherine stepped forward and slipped her hand 
into the crook of Vincent's arm. Her look was one that spoke of possession and intimacy. Lisa 
seemed to understand and simply smiled.

"I am very glad for you - both. You deserve a love like that, Vincent. Perhaps I knew all along 
that I could not give that to you. I wasn't that strong."

"What you have done now proves that you are that strong. Lisa, you will be all right. You will 
find your way again."

"I hope so. I must go. They only allowed me a few minutes."

She hesitated for a moment then impulsively stepped up to hug Vincent. "Be well, my friend. 
You will always be in my heart."

"As you will in mine," he answered.

She then turned to Catherine and they shared a mutual look of understanding. "Promise me 
you'll take care of him and never allow him to retreat into his solitude again."

"I promise."

Lisa laughed softly. "The next time I see the two of you, I fully expect to see you with a red-
haired baby in your arms, Catherine."

Vincent felt a blush heat his face.

Catherine just smiled. "I'm working on it," she responded.

"Good. Vincent will make an excellent father. I knew that when we were children." She smiled 
knowingly at him. "Good-bye for now, my dearest friend."

"Be well, Lisa."

She took one last, long look at the two of them then walked away. She was gone from their 
lives and the remnants of the shadow she had cast over Vincent's heart faded away. 
Catherine's love had broken through the barrier and let the light in. No shadow of another was 
left in either's heart.

* * * * * *

As they walked hand in hand through the tunnels, Vincent remained deep in thought about 
Lisa and everything that had happened over the last few days. It wasn't until they were deep in 
the tunnels did Catherine's words come screaming back to him. "I'm working on it," she had 
said when Lisa mentioned a baby. That realization stunned him so completely he stopped in 
mid-stride. The sudden stop spun Catherine around.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"What you said back there."

"I said a lot."



"It was what you said about - working on - a baby. Did you mean it?"

She looked up into his shocked eyes and smiled warmly. "You don't like the idea?"

"I didn't say that."

"What are you saying?"

"Catherine - have you been doing anything to prevent the conception of a child?"

She shook her head slowly. "No. That first night was unplanned and after that, it just didn't 
seem right. Vincent - if it's possible, I want to have your child."

He stepped back and paced the width of the tunnel a few times. "Did you plan to tell me?"

"Of course. Lisa called and I decided to wait. Vincent - are you angry?"

He thought about it for a moment then returned to stand before her. "No, not angry. I guess I'm
shocked that you would want to have a child with me."

"Why wouldn't I? I love you. It's only natural. You know how I love children."

"But my children? If I can father a child, there's a chance it could be like me," he argued.

"That doesn't matter. Haven't you learned that by now?"

A painful sigh escaped him. Could it be that his most treasured dream might be possible after 
all? To have a child with Catherine...

"Vincent - if you are strongly against this, I will honor your wishes. I won't try to become 
pregnant if the possibility causes you pain."

"No, Catherine. How can I tell you what this means to me? The fact that you want to have a 
child with me is... I can't put into words how that makes me feel. I want a child with you. I would
have never had the courage to ask such a thing."

She sighed. "I was so afraid you would refuse."

"How can I refuse what I too want desperately. I love you, Catherine and if we are not blessed 
with a child, I still would die a happy man. But to see you pregnant knowing that the baby you 
carry is mine, to share its birth with you and, together, raise that child would make my life 
complete. I just want you to be sure."

She stepped into his arms. "I am sure. I want a baby, Vincent. I want you to furnish the seed."

"What if I can't? I don't know what I am, Catherine. It is very likely I could be sterile."

"There are tests to determine that. I'm sure Father or Peter would be glad to take care of it. All 
you have to do is furnish a semen specimen. We could do it today."

He gazed at her for some time completely mystified by her love. "Do you think you could ask 
Peter to do it? I wouldn't feel comfortable having Father involved with this."

"I'll call him as soon as I get back to my apartment. Vincent, even if the test proves you're 
sterile, it won't change how I feel about you."

"I may have to hold you to that."

"There are other things I'd rather be held to right now," she laughed.

* * * * * *

Vincent paced nervously. The arranged meeting with Peter was to inform him of the test 
results. He had asked Catherine to let him hear the news first alone. If the news was 
disappointing, he wanted to deal with it himself before having to tell her.



Finally, he heard Peter approaching. With his heart in his throat, he turned to face his fate.

* * * * * *

When Vincent stepped over the balcony wall, Catherine was there waiting for him. As soon as 
she saw him, she ran into his arms. "Tell me," she pleaded.

Vincent held her at arms' length and looked into her hopeful eyes. "The tests were conclusive. 
Catherine - you're looking at a very potent man. In fact, you're probably already pregnant."

Catherine began laughing. "Are you telling me the truth?"

"We've never withheld the truth from each other," he laughed. "Catherine, Peter said the lab 
technician had never seen such a high sperm count."

"All those years of abstinence gave them time to multiply I guess. I'm glad you saved them all 
for me."

"It only takes one, you know."

"I know but having a variety to choose from is nice."

"We shouldn't be joking about such things," Vincent commented.

"I can't help it. I'm happy the news is good. It means that unless something's wrong with me, 
we won't have any problem conceiving a child."

"There is a problem, Catherine. Just because I have a high sperm count doesn't mean that my 
bio-chemistry is compatible with yours. Peter explained that if the chemistry is wrong, the 
sperm might not be able to fertilize the egg. And if it did, your body might abort it. We have to 
be prepared for that."

"That could happen with any couple, Vincent. Tonight, I refuse to believe that having a child is 
not possible. Nothing is going to stand in our way."

"There is one thing, Catherine."

"What?"

He dropped down on one knee. "If you are to have my child then I insist that you marry me 
first."

To say she was shocked was to grossly understate the situation.

"Vincent..."

"I know it won't be legal in your world, but it would be in mine. Our family and friends Below 
would love to share in our happiness."

"Uh - uh..."

"Catherine - are you all right?"

"I'm fine. I'm just - surprised. Yes - of course I'll marry you. It's not necessary for me, but if it 
will make you happy, then of course we'll get married. I should have realized you were that old-
fashioned."

"Marriage is never old-fashioned, Catherine. I just want to make a public commitment to you as
you will when you carry my child. I want a life with you, not just stolen moments."

"That's what I want too. I can move Below."

"I don't want you to give up your work. I know how you love it. I'm not asking that of you. I only 
ask commitment."



"You have it. I love you, Vincent."

"I love you too. I will do all I can to love, cherish, protect, and care for you always. I make that 
pledge to our child as well."

"And I to you, Vincent."

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her lovingly. "Catherine," he whispered as the kiss 
ended. "Do you suppose we could try tonight?"

"Try what?" she asked teasingly.

"To conceive a child," he answered indignantly. "Unless it's not the right time."

"Oh, you mean is it that time of the month?"

He felt himself blush as he nodded.

"No, it's not. It's probably a very good time to try. And if we don't succeed tonight, we can try 
and try again."

Vincent laughed then swept her up into his arms to carry her into the bedroom. All thoughts of 
Lisa and the trauma she had caused him were erased from his mind. Wherever she was now, 
he wished her well.

The life that "couldn't be" began that night. Vincent and Catherine conceived a child. That was 
also the night Vincent began to look back on Lisa's place in his life without pain and with a 
growing acceptance of himself and the love he was capable of giving. It was indeed a night of 
miracles.

 

LOVE'S HUMILITY

By Emily Dickinson

My worthiness is all my doubt,
His merit all my fear,

Contrasting which, my qualities
Do lowlier appear;

Lest I should insufficient prove
For his beloved need,

The chiefest apprehension
Within my loving creed.
So I, the undivine abode

Of his elect content,
Conform my soul as 't were a church

Unto her sacrament.

END


