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Vincent stood waiting in the shadows of the sub-basement of Catherine's 
apartment building. This morning, like all weekend mornings, he waited for her to 
bring Jacob to him for the day. While he waited, he leaned back against the hard 
brick wall, closed his eyes, and sighed with contentment as images of the past 
weeks played before his mind's eye.

It had been a time of great joy and love for them. Their wedding had been a 
cause of celebration in his world and their honeymoon in his favorite hideaway 
had been his every dream and fantasy come true. There, in that special place 
with his Catherine, he had finally known true freedom. His revelry turned to 
sadness as he remembered how he had allowed his fear to come between them 
when Catherine spoke her heart's desire to have another child. It had taken 
Mary's directness to finally reach through it all and make him see the truth.

Since that night, he pushed aside his fears and went to her, their love had soared
to new heights. Every day and night had been filled with possibilities. The limits 
and boundaries had been replaced by hope.

Unlike before when he had been totally unaware of his son's presence in 
Catherine's womb, she now made a point of keeping him informed of things like 
charts, cycles, ovulation times, etc. Together, they had poured through Father's 
medical books charting her peak fertility periods to the point he felt as if he knew 
Catherine's body better than she. He didn't think he had ever seen her so happy, 
and so excited, in all the time he had known her.

Just then, he felt her and Jacob approaching. He walked over to the bottom of 
the ladder and waited for Catherine to call softly to him. Being ever the good 
mother, she always made sure he was there before letting Jacob climb down. 
The toddler had decided he was much too big for his mother to carry him down 
and he took great pride in this grown up feat. He would wait until he knew his 
father was in place and then jump into Vincent's waiting arms, giggling loudly. 



Catherine would gasp in horror and Vincent would reproach him for scaring his 
mother so badly.

The scene was repeated as usual this morning and Vincent laughed loudly, lifting
his son high over his head, bringing forth even more squeals of delight. After 
settling Jacob in one arm and resting him securely on his hip, his gaze met 
Catherine's. As usual, the sexual tension and longing was palpable between 
them, but there was something else this morning. Something Vincent couldn't 
define.

Her green eyes seem to sear into his very soul. Along with the warmth her 
essence in their bond had always brought, there was a resounding ache. He 
could sense nothing in her to warrent this strange feeling, but it seemed to wrap 
around his heart and pull him to her with a frightening intensity. As the silence 
between them lengthened, suddenly it crystalized in his mind.

"Tonight, Catherine!"

At first she looked up at him with questioning eyes, but then she seemed to 
understand and smiled warmly.

"Yes, tonight, Vincent. Come to me tonight." 

She leaned into him and kissed him passionately. Vincent felt her move her free 
hand to the front of his pants and squeeze lovingly. If it hadn't been for Jacob's 
presence, he was sure he would have made love to her right then and there.

When Catherine pulled away, Vincent could see his own desires reflected in her 
devilish green eyes.

"Later." 

He watched as she gently stroked Jacob's head then kissed him. 

"You be good for Daddy, Jake." 

The little boy hugged her fiercely saying, "I love you, Mommy." 

She replied gently, "Mommy love you, Jake. Good-bye." Then with a quick look 
at Vincent she added, "And Mommy loves Daddy, too." 

Vincent felt himself smile down to his toes. He waited until he sensed she was 
safely on her way then lifted Jacob onto his shoulders and began their journey 
below.

Throughout the day, Vincent was keenly aware of Catherine's heightening 



anticipation. At times, he even shared her fantasies and found himself in some 
embarrassing situations. Later that night, as he watched Jacob sleeping in the 
small children's chamber, he studied the angelic expression on his son's face. He
was so beautiful, with Catherine's jaw, chin, and delicate nose. Vincent was 
relieved that Jacob seemed to have inherited only his reddish-blond hair and 
crystal blue eyes. His thoughts turned to what their second child might be like. He
shuddered with fear and then prayed silently that this child would be as blessed 
as Jacob. He kissed the sleeping child on the head, pulled the covers up around 
him, and walked quietly through the entrance.

With every step, Vincent felt his heartbeat quicken. The incredible pull to her was
so strong, so intense, it became an obsession that would not be denied. He knew
she was waiting. He could feel her heart, her desire. He made the trip to her 
balcony faster than he ever remembered.

When he landed on the balcony, his senses were immediately assaulted by the 
scene before him. The balcony doors were open, the sheers flowing gently in the 
spring breeze. The bed covers were turned down displaying new soft satin 
sheets that were lightly sprinkled with rose petals. Candles cast a golden glow 
about the room and music played ever so softly in the background. He breathed 
deeply and stepped into this magical world. It was the next vision, however, that 
totally took his breath away.

Catherine entered the bedroom and Vincent became lost in her beauty. She wore
a cream colored gown that clung seductively to her every curve and bulge. Two 
thin straps delicately crossed over her shoulders holding the gown in place. 
Vincent's eyes followed the straps downward as they blended into the lace that 
barely covered her breasts then became silk as it fell about her hips and shapely 
legs. His eyes hungrily found their way back to her passion-filled eyes.

Those eyes! It was so easy to get lost in them. They were indeed the windows to 
her soul. Now they shined brightly with love and desire, but he had seen so many
other emotions displayed there. The warmth and openness shown to her friends, 
the compassion shown to the many victims she dealt with, the anger shown to 
those she prosecuted, and the maternal devotion that seemed to glow from the 
very depths of her being. How he loved those eyes! He could barely breathe. 

"My beautiful Catherine." 

She answered sweetly, "Yes, Vincent, always yours."

His eyes met hers and beheld more than just the love of his life. She was his life.



Her gaze became more thoughtful.

"I checked the calendar. Tonight is the perfect time. How did you know?"

"I don't know. Perhaps I sensed it through our bond."

Catherine appeared to be trying to make some mental connection. Suddenly she 
asked, "Vincent, do you suppose that your... illness before Jacob's conception 
was because you sensed it was time?" She continued without giving him a 
chance to answer. "You were fighting your desires then, perhaps your battle with 
what you thought was your dark side was really a battle with the need you 
sensed in me."

Once again her perception astounded him. Perhaps it had indeed led to his 
madness, his sensing a need in her he couldn't define. A need that drew his own 
desires to a fevered pitch could have easily pushed his already weakened hold 
on reality over the edge. 

"Perhaps Catherine. It's hard to believe our bond could be so strong." He felt 
himself being physically drawn to her and began walking slowly toward her.

"Vincent, we are truly something that has never been and we have been so 
blessed."

He stopped by the chair Catherine had for him to drape his clothes over. She had
not made the first move and he understood the signal. She wanted him to be the 
seducer. He removed his cape and dropped it over the back of the chair. With his
eyes fixed on her, he removed his vest, belt, and then his shirt. Her only 
movement was the steady rise and fall of her chest, but that simple movement 
sent shivers of delight through him.

Fueled by her desire, he unfastened his pants, slid them smoothly down, and 
stepped out of them. He remembered those first feelings of insecurity, he 
marveled at the calm certainty he felt with her now. She had been the cause of it.
Her love and acceptance had helped him accept himself as a man worthy of that 
love. Her eyes claimed him as her own and Vincent could see and feel the desire
that filled her.

Proudly and possessively he walked toward her. 

"Catherine, I want tonight to be something we will both always remember. I still 
cannot remember Jacob's conception and that causes me great pain. That night 
you gave to me, tonight is for you."

With both hands, he caressed her neck then pulled her gently to him as he tilted 



her head back slightly.

He watched her eyes close and lips part as he neared. She opened her mouth to 
his probing tongue and he explored her sweetness. But befor he allowed the kiss
to deepen, he pulled away and whispered, "I love you" into her parted lips.

He then moved to gently rub his cheek against hers as his fingers moved through
her hair. She responded by sliding her hands up and down his sides. As their 
noses rubbed, she giggled slightly and he leaned forward to kiss her forehead. 
As she stepped into him more intimately, he felt her hands slide around to his 
back and felt the incredible softness of her moist lips against his throat. He could 
not help throwing his head back and letting the pleasure wash over him.

For several moments, he let the touch of her hands and lips build his own 
passion. When her hands found their way to his buttocks, he almost roared in 
delight. It was almost like their first time all over again. "Oh... Catherine!"

He brought his hands back up to her shoulders and moved back slightly. The 
look of longing in her eyes threatened all his control. Shaking hands slid the 
straps of her gown over her shoulders and down her arms as he guided it past 
her hips to the floor. He let those same hands slide up her body as he stood and 
felt her shiver in delight at his actions.

In one smooth movement, he picked her up and carried her to the bed then 
slowly lowered her to the satin sheets. But instead of lying down beside her, he 
sat back and studied her beautiful body bathed in the glow of the candles. 
Without knowing why, he placed his hand over her stomach just below the navel 
and was jolted by the feeling of intense need and longing.

"Vincent, what is it?"

Shaking his head in amazement, he answered, "The need I sensed through our 
bond..." Without finishing the statement, he looked up into her eyes. "Could it be?
Is it possible?"

Her hand covered his on her stomach. "With us, Vincent, all things are possible. I
don't question it anymore, I just accept it all gratefully. Love me, Vincent. Give me
your child."

That simple plea brought a lump of emotion to his throat and a tear to his eye. 
How little she ever asked of him and how much he wanted to give her. He 
covered her soft, willing body with his own and looked deeply into the eyes that 
owned his soul.



"I love you, Catherine, and I will love this child."

She responded simply, "I know, Vincent. I know."

Their first joining that night was infinitely sweet, slow, and tender. With every 
touch and every movement, Vincent tried to express the depth of his love. There 
was such a feeling of total giving and accepting between them that their loving 
seemed more complete than ever before. At that moment of ecstatic completion, 
Vincent opened his eyes and watched as Catherine arched her back, gripped his 
arms, and moaned his name in sweet release. After his own release, he cradled 
her in his arms and they both cried.

That night they loved as if they feared they would never love again. Vincent was 
amazed at the stamina of this fragile woman as she repeatedly reached for him 
within only minutes of their last loving. They both were insatiable and neither 
would be denied.

Just before dawn, Vincent awakened and quietly dressed so not to disturb the 
finally sleeping Catherine. With cape over his arm, he stopped to look once more 
at the beautiful vision dreaming so peacefully. Her angelic expression reminded 
him of one he had seen earlier on their son's face and a warmth filled his heart.

She stirred just then and looked up at him. "Vincent, don't go." She reached out 
her hand for him.

He took her hand and sat on the edge of the bed. "It will be light soon and you 
must go to work."

Catherine stretched lazily and Vincent's blood pressure surged at the invitation in
her eyes. "I'd rather stay here with you."

"I would love that too, but our son will wonder what became of us."

Catherine let her hand wander up his thigh causing him to sigh slowly. "Jake 
loves to stay below with the older children. A few more hours won't make much 
difference."

With great effort, Vincent grasped her hand and gently laid it on her stomach.

"I really don't think I have the strength, Catherine." He laughed softly and let his 
hand caress her stomach. He paused, concentrating intently on the emotions 
flowing through the bond.

"Vincent, what is it?"



Last night when he had caressed her stomach, he felt such a strong sensation of 
need. Now as his hand spread across her warm skin, he was overcome by a 
strong feeling of complete contentment and fulfillment.

"Can you sense it? Can you tell if I'm pregnant?"

He looked up into her expectant eyes. "I don't know. Maybe it's just your 
contentment I'm feeling." He leaned close for a kiss. "Or mine." After a slow, 
sweet kiss, he reluctantly removed himself from her embrace. "Try to get some 
rest, Catherine. I'll see you tonight. Be well, my love, be well."

As he walked back to his chamber, he became aware of his body's fatigue. How 
in the world was Catherine going to manage a day at the office after such an 
exhausting night? And how was he going to handle Jacob all day? He chuckled 
to himself, it was worth it.

*****

A few weeks later, Vincent waited in the tunnel leading to the Central Park 
threshold for Catherine. He stood at the first intersection of tunnels so that when 
she arrived, they would have some privacy. Today she was to see Peter for a 
pregnancy test.

Ever since that night, she had been convinced she was carrying his child, but 
they had to wait for confirmation and it had been difficult for them both. He had 
sensed in her, all day, a feeling of anticipation and hope and he knew she would 
be so disappointed if the test was negative. He had to admit, he would be too. He
began to pace.

He felt her nearness and turned expectantly as the doors slid shut and she 
walked a few steps toward him. In the dim light, he could just see her face. There
were tears streaming down her cheeks and for a moment, his heart sank. Slowly 
a smile crept across her face and she began nodding her head. 

"Yes, Vincent."

Vincent's breath came in gasps as his heart skipped several beats and his knees 
threatened to buckle. 

"Catherine!" In a breath, they were in each other's arms crying, kissing, and 
hugging with boundless joy. "Are you sure, really sure?"

She pulled back slightly and Vincent saw his own joy reflected in her eyes. "Yes, 
Vincent and if I carry it the full nine months, guess when it will be born?"



At the moment, he couldn't think past what tomorrow was. "When?"

"Valentine's Day! Isn't that perfect?" Her smile was one of the heart that shone in 
her eyes as well as on her face. She wiped away his tears with a gentle touch.

"Yes, perfect. I love you so much." His words became lost to him as he pulled her
into a tighter embrace.

Several moments slipped by before he could recover his composure enough to 
speak again. "Are you all right? Perhaps you should rest for awhile."

Her hands cupped his face and she laughed. "I'm fine, really, please don't worry."

"I can't help it, I've never been an expectant father before." As soon as he said 
the words, he wanted to take them back. He watched her expression go from 
great joy to great sorrow. "I'm sorry, Catherine. I didn't mean it like that."

The sadness he sensed in her was more for him than for herself. With great 
tenderness in her voice she said, "I know, Vincent, but it's really the truth. You 
never knew we were expecting Jake and you missed so much. This time I want 
you to experience it all and please don't be afraid to enjoy it as it should have 
been. Don't be afraid to feel the joy and the wonder of it. You deserve that. It's 
almost like the first time for me too. With Jake, I was so scared and alone that I 
missed all the joy as well."

His heart ached for that loss but it was loss that could not be recovered. They 
had been given another chance by some miracle of fate and that was the most 
important thing. He stepped back and reached for her hands and brought them to
his mouth planting a soft kiss on each.

"Let's go tell Jacob about his brother or sister." She smiled radiantly and they 
walked hand in hand through the tunnel.

They didn't talk much on their journey. Vincent found it a little difficult to speak 
with his heart in his throat and his face wearing such a silly grin. What amazed 
him the most was the feeling of pride welling up inside him. Just knowing that this
beautiful, sensual woman walking next to him was carrying his child deep inside 
her seemed to make him stand a little straighter and walk a little taller. At this 
particular moment in his life, it was wonderful to be alive!

Catherine either felt his revelry or it might have been the tighter grip on her hand 
that made her stop suddenly and turn to him. 

"Vincent, are you really happy about the baby?" She brought his hand up to her 
face. "I need to hear the words."



The words, they were so hard to find. "Catherine, I believe there is no greater joy 
in life for a man than the moment the woman he loves tells him she bears his 
child. It's such a miraculous act of love and the pride I feel at this moment. 
Catherine, I cannot spare you the discomfort or the pain you will have to endure 
but I will be at your side to love and comfort you. I love you and I will welcome 
this child."

There was just a trace of a tear in her eyes as her smile spread across her face. 
"You always could say the right thing." She leaned forward and kissed him 
sweetly then stood staring lovingly into his eyes.

Suddenly Vincent remembered. "I almost forgot. Our son had accomplished yet 
another feat that he has been waiting eagerly to show off for you."

Catherine was intrigued. "Oh yeah, just what has our prodigy come up with 
now?"

He was enjoying the playfulness in her voice. "I'll let him surprise you."

She gave a disappointing pout, but gave in. "Then let's not keep him waiting."

*****

Jacob announced their arrival long before they walked into the entrance of the 
children's chamber and threw himself at Catherine. She gathered him up into a 
bear hug as Vincent and Mary watched. 

"Catherine, you shouldn't be lifting him like that, should you?"

The question triggered Mary's suspicion and she hurried to Catherine's side and 
whispered, "Does that mean what I think it does, dear?"

Catherine peeped over Jacob's head and nodded.

Mary's face lit up. "Oh honey, that's wonderful! When?"

"Valentine's Day, I think."

Mary smiled and hugged her tightly. "I'm so happy for you." She finally seemed to
notice Vincent's presence. "Oh, congratulations to you too, Vincent."

"Thank you, Mary."

Mary laughed. "Men. They want all the credit, but contribute so little!"

Catherine laughed wickedly at Mary's coment, but Vincent could only roll his eyes



back in mock exasperation.

"Catherine dear, we'll all be here for you if you need anything. We love you both."

"Thank you Mary, it will be wonderful to share this with my family."

Just before leaving, Mary leaned toward Vincent. "If you two need a little privacy 
tonight, I'm sure Jacob would love to spend another night in the dorm."

"Thanks Mary, that would be nice."

After they got Jacob to their own chamber, he insisted on being put down. 
"Mommy show. Watch me, Mommy." 

Catherine watched as the toddler went over to his potty chair and proceeded to 
use the bathroom in a grown-up fashion. Vincent just stood back proudly 
watching his son.

"Jake, that's great. Who taught you how to do that?"

The little boy began pulling up his pants and said excitedly, "Daddy did." Then he
grew more thoughtful. "Daddy's bigger."

Vincent felt his face flush with embarrassment and Catherine could barely 
contain her laughter. She looked over Jacob's head and winked in Vincent's 
direction.

"Yes, he certainly is." With a change in tone she began to explain to Jacob. 
"Daddies are bigger, Jake, because they're grown up." 

She picked up the little boy and held him so that they faced each other. Vincent 
watched as Jacob played with Catherine's hair, his father's son, he thought. He 
could feel that mother-son bond between them pulsing strongly.

Catherine continued her explanation. "Little boys grow up to be daddies and little 
girls grow up to be mommies, Jake." He studied his mother carefully as if trying 
to sort it all out. Then in complete innocence, he put his tiny hand on Catherine's 
breast. "Mommies are different."

Vincent watched as Catherine's eyes grew wide with amazement and she 
searched for something to say. "Yes, mommies are different, but Jake, you 
shouldn't touch a lady like that. Well, nobody but Mommy, okay?"

The little boy nodded vigorously.

"Good. Now your father and I have something to tell you." Catherine walked over 



to the bed and sat Jacob on her lap facing her. Vincent walked over and sat 
beside them facing Jacob. Catherine gave him a helpless look and he realized he
should be the one to tell their son.

He reached out for his son and sat him in his lap. "Jacob, your mother and I love 
you more than anything and we love each other. When two people love each 
other and decide to live together, they sometimes want a family. We wanted you 
and were so happy when you were born." Vincent knew he was enhancing the 
story a little, but Jacob was too young to understand the real story. "Now we 
would like to be a bigger family. Your mother and I want to give you a little 
brother or sister to grow up with. Someone you can look after and teach things 
to, someone to share adventures with."

Catherine's eyes met his and he felt her approval of his explanation. "You see 
Jacob, Mommy has a tiny baby growing inside of her and that baby is your new 
brother or sister."

Jacob's head jerked around to Catherine with an expression of concern. "Does it 
hurt?"

She patted his tiny arm. "No precious, it doesn't hurt. Mommy will be getting real 
fat though and she'll have to be real careful not to hurt herself. I'll need your help,
you know. I'll need both of my men to help me. Will you?"

He leaned toward her and hugged her gently as if he was afraid he'd hurt her. 
"Okay Mommy, I'll take care of you."

Vincent felt a tear slide down his cheek. He had done a lot of that today. Jacob 
again broke the spell, "Where's the baby?" Catherine laughed and guided his 
hand to her stomach. "In here. Soon you'll be able to feel it move around." His 
little eyes grew wide with excitement and he pressed his hand more tightly to her.

A sigh of relief escaped Vincent and Catherine noticed it. Their son had taken the
news well enough, he just hoped Father's reaction would be as positive.

It was Friday and Catherine had no need to go back above to her apartment. It 
was just as well, because Vincent could not bear the thought of being apart from 
her on this special night. 

"Catherine, do you think we should tell Father tonight?"

She leaned over a little closer. "I suppose we'd better. Why don't we announce it 
to the community tonight at dinner?"

Vincent remembered announcing Jacob's birth to the eagerly awaiting crowd in 



Father's study not too long ago. "Yes, maybe if we tell Father in a crowded place,
he won't scream too loudly." Catherine burst into laughter.

*****

Vincent carried Jacob to the dining hall as Catherine walked by his side with her 
arm in his. With every step, he could not help thinking how much his life had 
changed. For so many years he dreaded the evening meal in the crowded dining 
hall because the laughter and cheerful chatter only served to remind him of his 
aloneness. How dismal it had seemed at times to see all the families around him 
enjoying each other when he faced a lifetime of emptiness. Then, he had longed 
desperately for someone to be a part of, someone to share his life with; and now,
she was here beside him. How much more could a man ask for? Yes, a man.

As they entered, he felt Catherine squeeze his arm in encouragement as if she 
had been reading his thoughts and perhaps she had. Jacob insisted on being put
down as soon as he saw Father. 

"Grandfather," he called repeatedly as he scampered across the room. His proud
parents were certain Jacob was going to tell Father of his latest accomplishment 
but were shocked when they heard him blurt out, "Grandfather, Mommy has a 
baby in her tummy!"

Vincent threw his head back in astonishment as he felt Catherine bury her face in
his shoulder. The entire room grew silent as all eyes turned to the two very 
embarrassed adults. 

Father's face went suddenly pale. "What, Jake? What did you say?"

The little boy excitedly repeated his news. "Mommy's got a baby inside."

Father looked up at the red-faced couple. "Is that true?"

The silence was deafening and Catherine looked up at him shrugging her 
shoulders helplessly. He could only shake his head and let out a sigh. 

"Okay! Catherine and I are to be blessed with another child in February."

The room erupted in applause and cheers as the men lined up to shake Vincent's
hand and the women lined up to hug Catherine. As the couple was surrounded 
by well-wishers, Father stood back and simply marveled at the news.

After the crowd went back to their evening meal, Father walked up to the 
blushing couple, obviously at a loss for words. Looking at them both and 
scratching his head, he spoke, "Well son, congratulations again and Catherine, 



my dear..." Suddenly words failed him as he awkwardly embraced her and 
whispered, "God bless you, child. I'm so glad he found you."

Vincent felt a lump in his throat as he watched them. Two of the most important 
people in his life had finally come to terms with their initial distrust of each other 
and had formed the bond of family.

Father pulled away, looking rather embarrassed and then hugged his son. "I'm so
happy for you."

"Thank you Father, your good wishes mean a great deal." Vincent was again 
fighting those ever-present tears.

Father again turned to Catherine. "How are you feeling, dear? You're a little pale.
Have you had any sickness yet?" Vincent thought Father was going to examine 
her right there on the spot.

"No Father, I didn't get sick with Jacob until after they gave me those drugs and I 
was well into my third month. I'm only about five or six weeks now."

Father used his most authoritative voice. "First thing in the morning, I want you in
the hospital chamber for a complete examination, understand?"

Catherine nodded in submission. Vincent knew she realized to argue the point 
was useless. She was in for the royal treatment from Father, the entire 
community, and her husband whether she wanted it or not. Watching her, he 
couldn't help but think about that dark time before when she had to carry her 
secret all alone in fear. His arm slid around her waist and pulled her into his 
protective embrace. She would not suffer this alone. Not this time!

All during dinner, Vincent watched his wife in total admiration. Maybe it was his 
own joy projected onto her, but she seemed to literally glow. Her smile seemed to
radiate filling the room with a warmth rarely felt in this dark world. Her presence 
in his world had long ago overcome his desire for the freedom of a life above. 
Even during those moments when he longed to be a part of the world Jacob 
would embrace, he realized that if it had not been for his difference, his life as it 
was, he would have never found this incredible love.

Father sat down beside him as Vincent sighed in contentment. "It's so good to 
see you both so genuinely happy."

He turned to him and placed his hand on his arm. "Thank you." Vincent looked 
back at Catherine talking excitedly with the other women as they watched the 
children playing. "For so many years, I never dreamed I could have such 



happiness. A beautiful, loving wife, a normal healthy son, and another child on 
the way. Sometimes I think I'll awaken to find it is all a dream."

Father smiled and patted Vincent's arm. "No, it's all very real, I'm afraid."

At that statement, Vincent turned toward him. "What troubles you, Father?"

Father turned his gaze to Catherine. "The first time, Catherine showed such 
courage in carrying your child through her captivity. Not only must she have 
feared for her own life and the child's, but she suffered the fear of not knowing 
what this child would look like. I can't begin to imagine what that was like."

Vincent shook his head sadly. "I've thought about that. This time, Father, she will 
not face that alone."

"I know, son. She will have you and she will have us all. I pray that this child will 
be as fortunate as Jacob, but if not, he will have one advantage you didn't. He 
will have a mother who will love and nurture him regardless of his appearance 
and a father who can understand and guide him."

Vincent put his arm around Father's shoulders. "Don't short change yourself, 
Father. I think you did an excellent job." Sporting a smug smile, Vincent 
continued, "Look how I turned out." They both laughed loudly.

As the evening grew late, Jacob crawled up into Catherine's lap and began to rub
his eyes as he cuddled close. Vincent noticed that Catherine was beginning to 
look tired, so he made his way to her and lifted Jacob out of her lap. "It's getting 
late."

She smiled up at him. "Yes, it's Jake's bedtime too." They said their goodnights 
as the others began to head for their individual chambers. The children were 
headed for their group chambers and Vincent and Catherine prepared Jacob for 
his night in the smaller children's chambers. He never objected to his nights 
spent there. For him, it was a grown-up adventure to spend the night away from 
Mom and Dad's chamber.

They both tucked him in, but Vincent found he had to tell the children just one 
more story before he could get away. Catherine watched for a moment then 
slipped quietly away to prepare for a more private celebration in their chamber.

When Vincent finally tore himself away, he walked quietly back to his chamber 
thinking Catherine was surely asleep by now. He couldn't help feeling a little 
disappointed at the prospect, but she did need her rest. He then resigned himself
to several months of chaste nights. Suddenly, he was very cold.



As he entered the chamber, he noticed she was indeed in bed, but far from being
asleep. The room was dark except for the muted light streaming through the 
stained glass window and Catherine lay among the quilts bathed in the glow. His 
eyes were drawn to her bare shoulders as she asked, "Are you going to stand 
there all night?"

Her eyes and their bond told him of her desire and he was quickly lost in it. She 
motioned for him to come closer. "Come over here and undress for me. It's time 
we celebrated."

At first he wanted to shed his clothes as quickly as possible and jump into bed 
with her very unceremoniously. He felt her desire for a more seductive approach,
however, and he complied slowly. As he removed each article of clothing, he 
gauged her response. Her eyes darkened with passion as they surveyed every 
inch of his physique and he felt her hunger building.

She threw the covers aside for him revealing her own comely body. Vincent 
could feel himself responding strongly as he slid under the covers and pressed 
his body alongside hers. "Catherine, are you sure we should do this? Won't it 
hurt the baby?"

Catherine let her fingers trail across his face lovingly. "No Vincent. Peter said it 
was all right as long as I felt comfortable." With a more teasing tone in her voice 
she added, "Even when we can't, I can still satisfy you."

"How?" Vincent innocently asked before he gave it much thought.

She smiled wickedly. "Like this."

He watched as she trailed kisses down his throat and across his chest. Her 
fingers kneaded their way across the muscles of his chest and stomach as her 
mouth and tongue made a delightful journey downward. How she could thrill him 
with just a touch!

He lay back his head and closed his eyes, letting the sheer pleasure of her body 
sliding down his fill his senses. His own hands were caressing her shoulders as 
her tongue slid into the indentation of his navel. The covers had moved down 
with Catherine so that Vincent's upper body was exposed and they were hugging
Catherine's waist as she slid back up slightly.

As she teased him by rubbing her breasts against his erection, he felt his breath 
quicken and he began to prepare himself for the pleasure that awaited. He wasn't
at all prepared, though, for what happened next.



Devin had quickly walked past the lookouts who knew him and did not stop him 
on his journey. Whistling softly as he walked, he wanted to make his way to his 
brother's chamber before he turned in for the night. He could see him in his mind,
sitting there writing in his journal or reading some boring book. He always did that
so he didn't give any thought to announcing his arrival. He should have.

Devin walked through the entrance. "Hey little brother, guess who's. . . ." He 
never finished his sentence. The sight before him left him completely speechless.
There was his little brother, half naked with an apparently nude woman draped 
over him and he had obviously interrupted their activities.

Vincent nearly jumped up off the bed, but Catherine held him in place. He felt his 
face flush crimson as he saw Devin's expression. His older, more sophisticated 
brother could only stand there and stare. "Devin!"

"Uh ... Vincent. I'm sorry, man ... I should have ... maybe I'd better ... Look, I'm 
really sorry." He was suddenly in a real hurry to get out of there.

Vincent wanted to crawl away somewhere and hide. Catherine had not moved, 
but he could feel her shaking. How embarrassing this must be for her. With a 
quick glance down, he could see that she was hidden as long as she didn't move.
if either of them moved now, Devin would see a lot more of Catherine than he 
could endure.

Devin tripped over the chair but recovered enough to keep walking. "I'm sorry, 
really. I'll talk to you tomorrow." Just when Vincent thought he was out of this 
awful situation, Devin shouted, "Bye, Catherine." Catherine called back, "Bye, 
Devin."

Vincent could only close his eyes and drop his head in anguish. He quickly 
noticed the trembling he had felt in Catherine was becoming worse. "Catherine, 
I'm so ..." Before he could finish, she erupted into laughter. "Catherine, please! 
Do you realize. . . .?" He couldn't continue. He found himself succumbing to her 
fit of laughter. "Catherine, really!" The laughter grew more intense as she slid 
back up and laughed into his chest.

After several minutes of unbridled laughter, Vincent could feel her relax back 
against his body and began to nibble his chest. "Catherine, not now!"

"Vincent, I don't think he'll be back tonight and besides, we have some unfinished
business."

He still didn't feel quite comfortable about continuing. "Maybe I should go talk to 
him."



Catherine pushed up to look him in the eyes then slapped his lower abdomen 
playfully. "Dressed like this? Vincent, I don't think we shocked him. He's probably
happy his little brother's finally getting some."

"Catherine!"

"Honest, Vincent. I'm just being honest."

"You shouldn't talk like that."

She began nibbling again. "Some men get a charge out of their women talking 
dirty. Besides lover, we've been intimate long enough to have a sexual 
conversation."

He had to admit that even a conversation about sex with her could arouse him. 
"Of course, Catherine, I want you to feel you can say anything to me."

She began sliding down further. "That's fine, but I'm not interested in any more 
conversation right now."

Neither was Vincent as her hands began to stroke him tenderly. Her gentle 
fingers probling his genitals always drove him to the brink, but when she took him
into her mouth, he could only moan his pleasure. "Catherine. . . that's. . . 
wonderful." He placed his hands on her head and guided her motion but just 
before he reached the peak, she pulled away and quickly moved over him letting 
him position her to receive him.

He opened his eyes so that he could enjoy Catherine's pleasure too. To see her 
give into the passion completely excited him all the more. Her head went back as
she closed her eyes and moved erotically with him. Every movement she made 
heightened his pleasure. Watching her movements and caressing her soft 
breasts as he moved inside of her intensified his own fervor. He let his hands 
slide down to her hips and he closed his eyes as she frantically sought release. 
He was thrusting deep and hard now and they both longed for completion. 
Suddenly, he felt her body convulse in release gripping him tightly. He responded
with one final paralyzing thrust as he released his seed deep inside her.

Neither of them moved for a few minutes as they both struggled for calm. Finally, 
Catherine collapsed into his arms and snuggled close. He could feel her heart 
pounding against his as his hands gently massaged her back and he nuzzled her
hair. 

"I love you, Catherine. I wouldn't want to live without you."

To his surprise, Catherine said nothing. She just lifted herself up far enough to 



gaze into his eyes and stared for a moment. "Would you still say that if you 
weren't getting any?"

"Catherine!"

She laughed delightedly and kissed him sweetly. "I love you too and I would say 
that even if I wasn't getting any!"

Their laughter erupted again but soon fell silent as they both drifted into the 
afterglow. Within a few moments, he felt the steady breathing that told him she 
had fallen asleep. He held her a little more tightly and thought about how perfect 
everything had turned out for them, even if Devin's timing wasn't the best. A 
contented smile crossed his face as he too drifted away.

Later, Vincent woke up as Catherine rolled off of him onto the bed. He waited 
until she was settled on her back then pulled the covers up over her. He stared at
her contented face for awhile then let his eyes and hand stray to her abdomen. 
Their child was there. A whole new life that had been created from their love. 
Before he had not known of Jacob's existance and could not share any of her 
joys or fears. They both had been cheated. This time, she was with him and they 
would share it all.

A tear slid down his cheek and he leaned over and rested his head on her 
stomach then whispered, "I love you, my child, and I love your mother. Always." 
More tears followed until he pulled himself back up to lie beside her. He rested 
his head on her shoulder then slid his arm protectively around her before drifting 
slowly back to sleep.

*****

Catherine awoke slowly that Saturday morning as Vincent watched her stretch 
lazily then smiled at him. "Good morning."

He smiled in return. "Good morning to you."

Running her fingers through his hair she said, "Last night was fun."

Vincent tilted his head studying her face. "Fun? I shudder to think I must face 
Devin this morning."

"I don't think we were doing anything that he hasn't seen before."

"Perhaps, but he hasn't seen me doing it before."

Catherine's eyes filled with delight and she giggled. "I certainly hope not!"



He leaned to gently kiss her then let his hand once more find her stomach. 
"How's the baby this morning?"

Catherine smiled warmly then rubbed her stomach too. "This one's just fine, but 
Jake will be up and about soon. It's easier to look after the little one. I know 
where she is."

"She?" Vincent's own hope had been given life.

Before this moment, he had not given the child's sex much thought, but the 
image of a little girl in Catherine's likeness was very pleasing. "Yes, a little girl 
just like you would be lovely."

They shared a tender kiss that Vincent had to force himself to break. "If I don't go
find Devin now, we may be interrupted again."

Catherine quickly pushed the covers aside and reached for her gown. "Yes... and
maybe by Jake this time."

Vincent began dressing quickly. "I wouldn't want to explain that to him just now. 
Explaining it to Devin will be difficult enough."

Sometime later, Vincent walked into Father's study to find Devin browsing 
through the shelves of books. He swallowed hard as he approached. "Devin?"

The intense look on his face was immediately replaced by a big broad smile. 
"Little brother? How are you?" In one step, he wrapped his arms around Vincent 
in a bear hug.

Vincent returned his embrace. "I'm fine. What about you? Where have you been?
How's Charles?"

That last question changed Devin's expression quickly. "Charles died several 
months ago."

"Devin, I'm so sorry."

"Yeah, well, he really lived that last year. We had a lot of fun together."

Vincent placed his arm about his brother's shoulder.

"Enough of that! Vincent, I'm really sorry about last night. I didn't know." Devin's 
mouth twisted in a wry grin. "How long have you and Chandler been..."

"Married?" Vincent finished the thought.



It was Devin's turn to be shocked. "Married! You two are married?"

Vincent chuckled at his brother's expression of shock. "There's even more." 
Before he could fill Devin in on the rest, Catherine walked in carrying Jacob. The 
moment the little boy saw his father, he began shouting, "Daddy, Daddy." As 
soon as Catherine was by his side, she handed the anxious toddler to his father.

Devin's mouth dropped open, his eyes grew wide, and his face became pale. 
"What the..."

Catherine reached up with one finger and closed his mouth. Vincent suppressed 
yet more laughter.

"Jacob, I'd like you to meet your Uncle Devin. Devin, this is my son...Jacob."

It was several seconds before Devin could speak. He just stood there, looking 
first at Vincent, then at Jacob. "You've got a kid? He's really yours?" Devin's face 
was incredulous.

Vincent started to speak, but Catherine gave him his answers. "Yes, Devin, he's 
ours. And, what's more, there's another one on the way." She gently patted her 
stomach.

This new shock registered on his face. "I'll be. . ." he stopped short, remembering
the little boy still studying him. Then with a sly look at Vincent, he said, "Well, little
brother, you have been busy."

Vincent felt himself blush terribly. Devin could always embarrass him, but he did 
it to teach him not to take himself too seriously. Much the way Catherine did.

Devin reached out to his nephew. "I'm glad to meet you." Jacob extended his 
hand and smiled bashfully. "You and I are going to be buddies, just like me and 
your ... Dad."

When Devin hesitated, Vincent noticed it. Maybe, somewhere in the back of his 
mind, Devin still had trouble believing Jacob's parentage.

Catherine turned to Vincent. "Vincent, Father's waiting for me in the hospital 
chamber. I did promise him, you know."

"Oh yes, the examination."

She placed her hand lovingly on Jacob's back. "I think he just wants an excuse to
spoil me a little. Anyway, I want him and Peter to be kept up-to-date on my 
condition. It shouldn't take too long." She turned and started to leave but not 



before planting a passionate kiss on his mouth in full view of Devin.

Vincent called out, "Wait, Catherine." When she stopped, Vincent handed Jacob 
to Devin. "You two need to get acquainted."

Devin managed to blurt out only a mild protest. "But ... wait. I don't know anything
about kids!"

"Devin, this is your nephew. Just play with him." He patted Jacob's head. "Stay 
here with Uncle Devin, your mother and I will be back soon, okay?" When the 
youth nodded obediently, Vincent walked over to join Catherine.

"Vincent, you don't have to come with me. It's only a check-up. Why don't you 
stay with Devin and catch up on things."

He took her arm and guided her further into the tunnel for privacy. "Catherine, 
with Jacob, I couldn't share any of this. Don't you see, I want to be with you 
through everything. I want to know every detail, to savor every moment. When 
you talk of that first pregnancy, I feel so left out. Please, don't shut me out of any 
of this."

Tears formed in her eyes. "Oh Vincent, I would never shut you out. I want so to 
share those things with you, and I plan to." She sighed deeply then hugged him 
tightly. "I would love for you to come with me. Before it was just a cold, sterile 
room, filled with strangers who wouldn't even talk to me. It will be wonderful to 
have someone I love with me. I warn you though, it's not going to be easy for 
you. Just remember, it's all for my protection and to make sure we have a healthy
baby, okay?"

At that moment, he didn't fully understand her meaning, but he soon would.

Father looked up at Vincent in surprise when they walked in together. Catherine 
spoke first, "Good morning, Father. It's all right if Vincent stays, isn't it?"

Father scratched his chin thoughtfully. "I suppose so. If you really want to, 
Vincent?"

Vincent found he could only nod. Then he watched and listened in silence.

Father smiled at Catherine, "Would you sit down on the bed after you've 
undressed, please?"

She obediently began to remove her underclothes as Father talked quietly to 
Mary. Vincent found himself fighting a strong urge to shield her. Stop it, he 
reprimanded himself. Be reasonable.



Catherine must have sensed his struggle because she squeezed his hand 
reassuringly. "Do you still want to stay?" He nodded again.

"Okay, my dear, what kind of symptoms have you had and when was your last 
period?"

"Nothing unusual. I've felt a little tired and I've lost some weight, but there's been 
no morning sickness yet."

"Was that really bad the first time?"

"For awhile. I don't know if it was just normal morning sickness or the drugs they 
gave me."

Vincent winced at the thought of those evil men ruthlessly injecting drugs into a 
defenseless Catherine.

Father continued his questioning. "Well, we'll monitor your progress and if it 
becomes a problem, we'll find something to help you. Can you tell me 
appromimately when you conceived?"

She smiled contentedly. "Oh, yes. I remember the exact night. I should be a little 
over six weeks now."

Father shook his head, smiled, and looked at Vincent who could only shrug his 
shoulders. Looking back at Catherine, his questions became more personal.

"Have you had any discharge or felt any pain during intercourse?"

This time, Vincent was awaiting her answer as eagerly as Father.

"No discharge or pain, but I have noticed a little tenderness in my breasts."

Vincent made a mental note. 'Don't touch her breasts again. That won't be easy,' 
he thought.

"Well, that's to be expected. Are you going to breast-feed this time?"

Catherine smiled broadly. "Yes, of course. I loved it."

Father chuckled. "Good girl! Now, lie back and let me examine you."

She adjusted her clothes and moved back on the bed so that she could use the 
bed-posts for stirrups. Again Vincent felt that white hot flash of anger sweep 
through him. He wanted to shield her, to let no one's eyes or hands touch her. 
Ever since he had rescued her from Gabriel's clutches to deliver their child in the 



tunnels, he could not bear the thought. It was foolish he knew, but yet the 
protective instinct was strong.

Father gently probed her stomach and Catherine squeezed Vincent's hand again.
"It's okay, Vincent, it doesn't hurt."

The examination continued as did Father's commentary. "You seem to be in 
good health, but I do want a blood sample for further tests. Now dear, you should
be able to continue intercourse as long as it's not painful for you; in fact, you may
find the sudden surge in hormones heightens your ... desires." He looked back 
and forth from Vincent to Catherine. "You should take it easy and if pain or 
bleeding occurs, you'll have to abstain until after the birth, understand?"

Catherine blushed slightly. "That will be difficult."

"Well, you can make up for lost time later," Father laughed. "Now Catherine, I 
can't imagine what fear you must have felt throughout your first pregnancy, but 
this time you'll be with family. If you have any questions or if there's anything you 
just want to talk about, you can come to us. You know that."

She reached over and hugged him, "I do know that, Father. Thank you."

It was an emotional scene. One that left no one dry-eyed, including Vincent. As 
Catherine redressed, Father spoke to Vincent. "Don't worry, she and the baby 
are fine."

Vincent then asked the question that had been eating at him all night. "Can you 
tell if the pregnancy is normal? With Jacob, she only carried him seven months."

Fatheri studied him closely. "There's no way to tell right now. We'll just have to 
see how the next couple of months go. Don't worry, Vincent, you both already 
have a beautiful, healthy child. There's no reason to look for trouble."

He looked lovingly at Catherine as she rejoined them. "It's just that I couldn't bear
to have her at risk."

Catherine tried to comfort him. "Don't worry, Vincent, I'm surrounded by people 
who love me and I have an advantage this time. I have the man I love here to 
hold my hand and spoil me rotten. I'll be fine and so will our child."

Once outside the chamber, Catherine turned to him. "I'm sure that wasn't easy 
for you, but I'm glad you wanted to be there."

He took her into his arms and nuzzled her hair tenderly. "I'll always be there for 
you, Catherine. Always.



*****

As they approached Father's study where they had left Jacob in Devin's care, 
they paused a moment. Catherine smiled and asked, "I wonder how Devin's 
doing with our precocious son?"

"I'm not worried about Jacob, it's Devin I'm concerned about. You don't realize 
how much trouble he can talk you into." Vincent was speaking from experience. 
"But I suppose in that respect, Jacob is a lot like his uncle."

They stood outside, listening to the conversation coming from within. "So young 
man, you're going to be a big brother soon. It's a big responsibility, you know. 
This new kid will need a lot of help. Somebody to show him the ropes like I did 
with your Dad. I bet you didn't know I was your Dad's big brother, did you?"

Vincent could feel the pride in Devin's voice as he continued. "Yeah, I taught your
Dad everything he knows ... well, almost. We had a lot of fun, too. We got into a 
lot of trouble ... I mean we had a lot of adventures. So little Jake, you take care of
the new kid. You teach him all you can and always be there for him. Never forget 
you're family. One more thing, Jake, you've got a great Mom and Dad. Don't ever
forget that and take care of them too."

There was a hint of sadness in his voice then that betrayed the years of regret 
and Vincent felt it strongly. Devin's words had moved him for the first time in his 
life to feel sorry for his brother.

"That's good advice, big brother."

Devin seemed truly embarrassed. "Years of experience, I guess." Then, as 
always when the conversation got too real for Devin, he changed the subject. 
"How'd the check-up go? Everything okay?"

Choking back her own emotions, Catherine reassured him. "Everything's just 
great, Devin."

*****

All that afternoon, Vincent and Catherine were besieged by well-wishers, since 
the news had now reached even the most remote corners of their world. Some 
came to give advice, others came bearing gifts, but all offered their help in 
whatever was needed. Vincent watched Catherine and felt the warmth in her 
heart. He was truly enjoying seeing her this happy and content.

But throughout it all, Vincent was also aware of Devin. Although he seemed fine 
outwardly, something was troubling him. Vincent could sense his sadness as he 



stood in the background silently watching him and Catherine almost as if envying
his brother's good fortune and feeling guilty about it. It seemed the longer he was
around them, the more withdrawn Devin became.

Right after dinner, Vincent noticed Devin had disappeared. "Father, have you 
seen Devin?"

Father looked around the room. "He was here a minute ago. You know Devin, 
he's probably somewhere hatching some scheme."

"Father, please."

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean it in a bad way, but you know how mischievous he can 
be.

"I remember all too well." He still wasn't satisfied about Devin. He didn't like what 
he was sensing.

"Catherine, did you notice where Devin went?"

She looked around. "No. I didn't even notice he was gone. Is something wrong?"

"I don't know. He's been acting withdrawn."

She patted his arm. "Why don't you go find him? You two haven't had a chance 
to have a brotherly talk. Go ahead, I'll be fine."

He kissed her forehead. She always did understand his moods. "Are you sure 
you don't mind?"

Her hand slipped around his waist. "No, I don't mind as long as you don't stay out
all night." She pressed closer to his ear and her voice grew husky. "I think my 
hormone are going to surge tonight and I want you there when they do."

Vincent knew he was blushing, but he couldn't stop it. Catherine's playfulness 
often heeded no appropriate time or place. He lowered his mouth close to her 
ear.

"I wouldn't want to miss that. You surge so beautifully." This time, it was 
Catherine's turn to blush.

*****

Vincent found Devin by the falls staring into the mist. He seemed a million miles 
away. "I remember when we used to dive off that rock over there."



Devin's head jerked around suddenly. "Yeah, Father yelled at us for an hour 
when he found out."

"If you hadn't fallen, he would have never known."

"I remember. He yelled at me for endangering you while he was fixing my 
shoulder."

Sadly, Vincent remembered and sat quietly beside his brother.

"The old man overdid it sometimes when it came to you. I didn't realize how 
much, though, until I came back a couple years ago and met Catherine. I could 
see Father was keeping you two apart with his fears. You two lost too much time 
agonizing over those taboos."

"There was much more to it than that, Devin."

"Maybe, but look what it took for you two to just accept what you felt. You almost 
lost each other."

"Yes, but we did endure."

Devin looked back out into the falls. "All those years ago, I never gave much 
thought to the future. Oh yeah, I wanted to travel, see the world and experience it
all and maybe I did but......."

Vincent felt there was more. "What?"

"After I left, I did see the world. The good and the bad. I grew up fast on the 
streets. I saw more, experienced more than I ever dreamed of. But every time 
something really great happened, I always felt a little sad. I felt sorry for you that 
you would never experience the freedom."

Vincent watched as an embarrassed blush crept across Devin's face. "Would you
believe the first time I made love, I felt guilty. I thought about you and it hit me 
that you'd probably never share that intimacy with anyone. That you could not 
even enjoy the most basic human pleasures. It really made me angry that you 
would be cheated out of everything. Can you imagine, I felt sorry for you at a time
like that."

Vincent smiled, "Yes, I can imagine."

Then Devin laughed loudly. "And look at you. I come back to find you in the sack 
with an incredibly beautiful woman, who happens to be your wife, and find you've
got a kid too. Oh yeah, and one in the oven. It's really strange. All this time, I 



thought I was the lucky one."

Vincent now realized the reason for Devin's moodiness. After seeing the happy 
life that he and Catherine are sharing, he was feeling sorry for himself and 
perhaps a bit envious too.

"I suppose it depends on how you define luck. Devin, our destinies are different. I
knew that even as a child. Yes, for a long time after you left, I felt abandoned all 
over again. I crawled into myself and let very few people inside. Then after the 
incident with Lisa, I denied that very human part of myself as well. I was lucky to 
find Catherine. She is the one that changed my life, fulfilled my destiny. I truly 
believe that there's a Catherine out there for you too. You just have to find her, 
that's all."

"I wish I had your faith."

"You do, Devin. It's there, you just have to reach for it."

Devin was silent for a few minutes as if to sort it all out then he stood. So did 
Vincent. "Thanks, Brother." Devin hugged him and Vincent returned the gesture.

"That's what brothers are for, right?"

Devin laughed. "Right!" He slapped Vincent on the back playfully. "You'd better 
get back to that lovely wife of yours. If she was mine, I wouldn't leave her alone 
for a minute if you know what I mean." Then a wicked smile crossed his face. 
"Hey little brother, I never got a chance to ask you."

Vincent had no idea what was coming.

"How's Chandler in bed? I bet she's hot. I want details, brother, details."

"Devin, you're terrible!"

He laughed again. "I know I am, but how's Chandler?"

"Bye, Devin."

"Oh come on, Vincent. Brother-to-brother."

Vincent shook his head, laughed, and walked away.

*****

After a short sidetrip to check on Jacob, Vincent found his way to his chamber. 
He walked in slowly, stopped in the doorway, and leaned against the wall. 



Catherine was already under the covers. "Am I in time?"

She stretched seductively and ran her hand erotically down to her stomach. "I 
think so, if you hurry."

Vincent felt a surge of his own hormones as he became painfully aware of how 
tight his pants had suddenly gotten. Within minutes, he had undressed and was 
under the covers pressing Catherine close to him. They lay in each other's arms 
facing with hands gently caressing.

He felt her leg slide up his and she whispered, "How's Devin?"

He gently rubbed noses with her causing her to giggle. "He's fine. He was just 
feeling a little sorry for himself."

Catherine gently squeezed his buttocks. "A little lonely too, I think."

"Yes."

Sighing slowly Catherine said, "Don't worry about him, Vincent. When the time's 
right, he'll find someone. You did."

He studied the delicate features only inches from his own face. "Have I told you 
lately how much I love you and how blessed I feel in your arms?"

"Yes, but I never get tired of hearing it." She let her tongue play with that unique 
upper lip of his. "Vincent, my hormones are surging."

 

 


