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Vincent's breath was still coming in gasps and his heart raced as he sat next to Catherine and 
held her trembling body. The rush of adrenaline he had experienced during his desperate flight
to her aid was still flowing through his body. His mind was still partially lost to the darkness that
lived inside of him. All he knew was that Catherine had called to him through their bond and 
that part of him had responded. What he found upon arriving confused and frightened him 
more than the threat.

When he entered the alley behind Catherine's apartment building, he fully expected to be 
faced with a life and death situation and he was prepared to do what he must to defend his 
family. His rage ebbed, however, as he saw Catherine in the alley beating a man lying on the 
ground. Jacob was huddled nearby, safe but frightened.

"Catherine!" he screamed.

He couldn't understand why she didn't respond. "Catherine ... stop!" When she still refused to 
end the attack, he grabbed her around the waist and pulled her away. He was shocked when 
she began to struggle with him to attack again. He had to forcibly restrain her.

The glazed, cold look in her eyes when he spun her around and pinned her against the wall 
was emblazoned in his mind. It was as if the Catherine he knew and loved was no longer 
there. There was no humanity behind those eyes and the savageness of her attack was unlike 
anything he'd ever seen in her. She was lost somewhere in her own darkness.

"Catherine! Catherine ... please!"

She stared back at him in confusion and wildness. The pupils of her eyes were dilated and 
unfocused.

"We have to go!" he shouted.

She acted as if she couldn't understand what he was saying. In desperation, he grabbed her 
by the arm then gathered Jacob into his other arm. While holding his frightened son, Vincent 
virtually dragged Catherine out of the alley and into the closest threshold to the world below.

All the way down, Catherine said nothing. Even when Vincent stopped to signal for someone to



help the man in the alley, she stared vacantly into the darkness of the tunnels. And Jacob 
wasn't much help either. The child simply held tightly to him and refused to speak. It seemed 
as if he was somehow lost in his mother's rage as well.

Vincent tried to reach her through their connection, but instead of feeling the warm pulsing of 
her love, he felt coldness, fear, and barely contained rage. Once again, she had shut down her
emotions and put herself out of his reach. His pain was only outweighed by his fear.

Now they sat on the bed huddled together. Jacob was being attended to by Father and Mary 
while Vincent fought desperately to find some way of reaching Catherine and finding out what 
had taken place above. 

"Catherine?"

Her only response was to tighten her hold on him.

"Catherine, please ... tell me what happened."

Her trembling continued but finally she spoke. "I don't know if I can."

Her voice was so shaky he scarcely heard the words.

"Don't be afraid. You're safe. Jacob is safe and well. Please try to tell me what happened."

Catherine slowly pulled away from him and lowered herself back onto the bed. Protectively, 
she curled up into a fetal position.

She looked so vulnerable, so fragile, lying there like that. All Vincent wanted to do was hold her
close and comfort her, but she needed more of him. She needed to face her terror and deal 
with it so that she could put it behind her. He was determined to make it as easy for her as he 
could. Gently, he removed her shoes and stretched her legs out in a more comfortable 
position. Next, he covered her with a quilt then removed his own outer wear and lay down 
beside her. He pulled her close.

Several minutes later, she pulled back from his embrace and looked into his concerned eyes. 

"Nothing like that has ever happened to me before."

"Like what?" he prodded.

"I don't know how to describe it."

"Perhaps it would help if you just told me what happened first," he suggested.

"Yes. I suppose I'd better."

Patiently, Vincent waited for Catherine to find the words. Her eyes focused on the ties of his 



shirt as she began to shift through the memories.

"Jacob and I were on our way home from the movie. As we neared the building, a man shoved 
a gun in my back and pushed us into the alley. He wanted to rob me. He said some pretty 
horrible stuff though, and it must have upset Jacob because he charged him and that ... 
bastard ... kicked him aside. I don't remember much of what happened after that. It's almost 
like I lost that time ... I ... lost track until we got back here."

Vincent's eyes closed in silent agony as a possibility occurred to him. Over the years, their 
bond had developed and strengthened until they both could easily read the emotions of the 
other. Had it gotten so strong that it was now pulling Catherine into the horrible darkness he 
always thought was his alone? Once, she'd said that she had somehow joined him in his 
rages. Was she now being possessed by the same demon that ravaged him?

"What is it, Vincent? What's wrong?"

"I don't want you to be frightened, but it sounds like what happens to me when I ... lose 
myself."

Slowly, Catherine pushed herself up and stared into his troubled eyes. Her eyes mirrored the 
confusion she must have seen in Vincent's.

Fear and guilt gripped Vincent's heart. Was the terrible curse he fought daily destroying 
Catherine?

"Is that what it's like for you when you lose yourself?" she asked calmly.

"Yes, to some degree. I become totally disconnected from my humanity. I can't stop it. It's as if 
that one remaining barrier in me breaks down and the rage floods out like a tidal wave. It flows 
through me and over me, drowning me in its power."

"Yes," Catherine whispered. "That's exactly how it felt. I couldn't stop."

"Catherine ... I don't understand how this could have happened to you. You are not like me. I 
thought only I lost myself in such a way."

She gently stroked his cheek with the back of her hand as the implications of their discussion 
began to clear her confusion.

"Vincent, do you remember when those outsiders terrorized the community?"

He nodded sadly at the memory.

"I told you then that there are dark places in all of us."

"I remember."



"That night, as well as several other nights, I saw that dark place in you. Until tonight, you had 
never seen it in me. It's all so clear now! Tonight, I was in control until Jacob was threatened. 
Just like you are until someone you love is threatened. I lost control when he was attacked. In 
that single moment, every primitive instinct I had took over. I couldn't stop! There was no 
thought, no debate of what was wrong or right. There eas only the need to kill."

"I know that feeling well."

"Yes, I know you do. You see, Vincent, we all have it in us to kill to protect ourselves and our 
families. No matter how civilized we think we are, the instinct is there."

He stared at her in wonder as her startling revelation reached into the depths of his soul. 
Perhaps he was not that different after all. Could it be that the darkness in him was merely his 
natural instinct to survive?

"Vincent, I'm not proud of what I did, but I will do whatever I have to do to protect my child. Any
mother would. Any father would."

"Or any lover?"

"Yes. Your instincts are stronger than most so-called civilized men. When your ... mate is 
threatened, that instinct takes control. A mother's instinct is much the same." The fear in her 
quietly ebbed.

"Tonight, I found that dark place in myself and experienced a small part of what you endure 
continually. In a way, I don't think we've ever been so intimate."

"That darkness was the only place left in which I still felt completely alone. Tonight ... that is no 
longer true. When I came to you, my rage retreated in the face of yours. It was as if we were 
together in that as well. Catherine ... could that ... is that possible?"

"With us, anything is possible."

"I could not bear to think that our connection to each other; my bond with you, is pulling you 
into it. Perhaps devouring your soul as it does."

"I don't think that's possible. What happened tonight was the reaction of a mother protecting 
her young. I think the depth of it was a result of my drawing strength from that part of you. 
Consider this, Vincent. You said your rage retreated when you arrived. I don't think it did. I 
think you simply relinquished it to me. You channeled it into me; no, I DREW it from you. It's 
hard to imagine that our bond is so strong."

"Or that we are connected on such a level," he added.

An imperceptible moment of understanding passed between them and they both relaxed a 



little.

"Jacob!" Catherine exclaimed. "We must try to explain this to him. What he witnessed must 
have confused and frightened him."

"You were ... distant after the attack. I think that frightened him the most. It did me."

"We must do everything we can to reassure him."

Vincent searched his connection to his son carefully. "The calm we're feeling now has 
reassured him for tonight."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes. He has fallen asleep."

"Good. I feel guilty about turning him and Katie over to Mary like that."

"I think it was the wise thing to do. Until we could work this out, we could not have been any 
help to them."

"I suppose you're right, but I still feel that I have failed them."

"You have not failed them, Catherine. You were in no condition to reassure anyone when we 
returned. What we did was best."

"Do you really think so? Maybe I should check on them."

"They are fine. We can get everything worked out tomorrow after everyone's had a good 
night's sleep."

Catherine took a deep breath and sighed. "And the thief, what happened to him?"

"Pascal sent a sentry to him who called the police. Thomas reports that he will survive. You did
enough damage to keep him in a hospital awhile, I'm afraid."

"I don't regret protecting Jacob, but I do regret getting into that situation in the first place."

"It's the way of your world. You can only do what you can to survive and to make it a better 
place. Don't blame yourself too much."

"You're right. I can't change the world all on my own."

Vincent stared adoringly at the face he loved. The gentle curve of her jaw, the soft blond hair 
falling into her eyes and the fullness of her lips stirred him like nothing in his life ever had. The 
sound of her gentle breathing, her sweet, feminine smell, and her tender touch were his riches.
Men like Elliot Burch may possess the material treasures of the world, but what Catherine 



shared with him made him far wealthier than any king. In appreciation, he began to stroke her 
cheek with his finger.

He was entranced as she erotically moved her cheek against his finger. Her eyes closed as 
she lost herself in the ecstasy of his touch. Quickly and unexpectedly, she opened her mouth 
and caressed his fingertip with her tongue. Adrenaline and desire rushed through him.

"Catherine?" he breathed.

She removed his finger from her warm lips and kissed it before guiding it into the opening of 
his silk blouse. "Yes."

He knew that one word was her reply to both his questions. He could see it in the way her 
blue/green eyes twinkled in the candlelight. After her experience earlier, he realized it would be
unfair of him to ask her to make love, yet he could not ignore his need or hers. Deep within 
their connection, he felt her desire awaken and call to him.

Her encouraging smile intrigued him so he slipped his hand further into the opening of her 
blouse. He could feel the warmth of her skin and the gentle rise and fall of her chest. He 
teased the curve of her breast with his deadly claws. After only a few minutes of that particular 
imtimacy, he wanted more and his fingers began to free the buttons as she moved over him to 
allow more freedom of movement.

"Catherine ... do you suppose ... we could..."

"What?" she breathed softly as she lowered her face to within inches of his. Her hair quickly 
enveloped him in a soft curtain of golden light.

"I want to love you."

"That's what I hoped you were trying to say," she answered as she pulled her blouse free of 
her skirt then straddled his hips with her slim legs.

"If you're too upset about what happened..."

"What happened ... left an emptiness in me, a coldness that only loving you can warm," she 
responded as she began to work at the fastenings of his shirt.

"I've often felt that way after losing myself."

Her hands stopped their gentle explorations and she stared down into his soft blue eyes.

"Why didn't you ever tell me?" she asked. "Vincent ... had I known that then, we wouldn't have 
wasted all that time denying ourselves. That night after the outsiders were killed, I wanted 
desperately to make love to you, to prove to you that it didn't matter to me, that I loved you 
regardless of what you had to do. I tried so hard to communicate that through our bond. It hurt 



me terribly when you dismissed me."

"I know. I guess i just couldn't accept those feelings then."

"I'm very glad that's not true now."

He smiled up at her. "Now I welcome them."

She smiled back, then kissed him tenderly several times. Their passion flared quickly as their 
kisses and touches became more ardent. When the need for more finally overpowered them, 
Catherine rose to her knees and enticingly removed her blouse and bra. After allowing Vincent 
to savor the feel of her for several minutes, she yielded to him as he rolled her over and helped
her remove the rest of her clothes. She, in turn, helped him out of his.

Every touch was meant to give as well as receive pleasure. Every movement was 
accomplished in complete trust and infinite tenderness. He loved her gently but with great 
passion.

Their years together and the experiences they had shared taught each just how and when to 
respond to the other's needs. There was no awkward groping or shy fumbling, only the 
experienced, pleasing touches of hands familiar with areas of pleasure. Soft sighs led to to 
deep moans as primitive urges surfaced and passions rose.

Not once had the darkness in Vincent ever summoned it's power when he loved Catherine, as 
he had feared it would. The urge to lose himself in their passion for each other was nothing like
the times he became lost in the power of his rages. Even though at the moment of climax, he 
could no more stop then he could fly, he still never completely lost control. He was always 
aware of his actions and their affect on Catherine. Not once did his own need for gratification 
become more important than her safety.

Tonight, that was again the case. They loved passionately but with great gentleness and care. 
His every move may have been instinctive, but they were born of a need to please as well as 
be pleased. The ancient drive to create life superseded the darker need to destroy it.

Somehow, in the depth of that passion, two souls came together and the dark places in each 
glowed with the light nad warmth of complete union. Then, in one heart-stopping moment, the 
dark places were no more.

END


