
by Sandy P. Shelton

Fall was coming. You could see it in the changing leaves, you could feel it in the crispness of 
the air and Catherine Chandler walked slowly along the street enjoying it all. It was just last 
year at this time she was being held prisoner by Gabriel, locked away from all this beauty with 
only a small barred window to brighten her captivity; and of course, the child growing within 
her. Yes, last fall had been a difficult one for her and Vincent. Perhaps that explained her 
reluctance to hurry to the office. A look at her watch, however, told her she could delay no 
longer.

Knocking lightly on Joe's door, she was greeted by the usual gruff voice, "Yeah, come in." She 
put on her most irresistible smile and walked in to face his wrath at her tardiness. He gave her 
one of those "You're late, sit down, and be quiet" looks and she quickly complied.

"Okay people, this is what we've got. There have been two rape/murders in the last seven 
days. Each victim was strangled with a red silk scarf that was place over her face afterward. 
Each had been raped in her own apartment and each was found in the nude. There are 
enough similarities in the victims to suggest a stalker, someone who picks his victims carefully.
I hate to say it, but it looks like we've got a serial killer on our hands."

Joe looked around the room at his hand-picked staff. "You people are the task force I've 
chosen to get it the right away. Cathy, you'll be in charge. You know Greg Hughes, he 
investigated both cases and he will be the legs of the operation. You haven't met Diana."

Catherine looked over at the thin woman sitting across from her. She was attractive in an odd 
sort of way with her red hair and strong features, but she wasn't very outgoing.

"Cathy Chandler, meet Diana Bennett. She's a special investigator with an excellent record in 
cases like these. Diana, Cathy is our Deputy D.A. Her record is pretty impressive too. I think 
you three are our best bet to nail this guy."

Catherine smiled and nodded at Diana and she politely smiled back. There would be time for 
small talk later.

Joe stood up and finished his briefing, "The press doesn't know about the scarf yet so try to 
keep it quiet as long as you can. Whatever you get, let me know right away. I don't want panic 
out there, okay?"

They all nodded and Catherine added, "Everyone in my office with complete notes in an hour."



The three of them spent all morning going over the police reports, lab findings, and photos of 
the crime scene. They managed to piece together a profile of the victims in the hope of finding 
some common ground or some clue that would point to the killer.

When they broke for lunch, Greg left early as Catherine and Diana continued wading through 
the reports. As Diana reached for a file, she knocked over the picture of Jacob.

"I'm sorry." She looked closely at the infant pictured. "Boy or girl?"

"A boy," Catherine answered smiling proudly. "His name is Jacob."

Diana looked again at the photo, but this time she felt something strange. She had this feeling, 
this impression she couldn't shake. Secrets!

There were mysteries connected with this child. The feeling was so strong, she found herself 
staring at Catherine. When it was obvious she was causing Cathy some discomfort with her 
intense look, she commented, "He looks like you."

Catherine again smiled, "I think he looks like his father."

"I didn't think you were married?"

"I'm not." Catherine's tone of voice made it clear the subject was closed.

Still Diana wondered at the strong impressions she felt from the photo. She decided there was 
more to Catherine Chandler than met the eye.

*****

Below, Vincent sat watching Jacob crawling about the floor. Since he had first discovered this 
mode of transportation, he delighted in scurrying about so fast his harried parents had to run to
keep up with him.

Jacob had also discovered a new game to play with his father. He would scoot under the table 
and play "peep-eye" from under the tablecloth. Vincent would peep under the table and Jacob 
would giggle loudly and cover his face. He had developed a terrible habit of playing his game 
at the most inconvenient time for his father, but they both delighted in the game. 

Vincent thought about how much his son had changed in the last five months. He was sitting 
up by himself and even pulling up on the furniture. He was exceptionally strong for his age and
seemed to be developing faster than most children. He had not spoken yet, but he was 
certainly trying. Vincent and Father were working with him, trying to teach him to say "Mama."

What amazed Vincent the most about his son, however, was the bond he shared with his 
parents. Vincent could feel a strong connection with his son. He could feel him much like his 
sense of Catherine allowed him to feel her emotions. But Jacob also shared a bond with 
Catherine that was different from the one he shared with him. As soon as Vincent sensed 
Catherine's return to the Tunnels, so did Jacob. He would begin bouncing up and down 
watching for her. Vincent loved that look of joy on Jacob's face whenever he saw his mother. 
He was certain it matched his own.

So many other things had changed in their lives over the past few months. For one thing, Elliot 
had surprised them all by becoming a valued helper to the underworld. His relationship with 
Catherine had eased into a strong friendship as had his relationship to him. The fact that Fiona
and Elliot's relationship was progressing and becoming deeper drew Elliot Below quite often.



Elliot was basically a decent caring man and a friendship based on a single common thread 
had blossomed. He would often come Below just to talk, but Vincent suspected he longed for 
that feeling of family the community shared. For whatever reason though, he treasured that 
friendship.

As Vincent packed Jacob's bottle, he felt a sense of loss welling up inside. Jacob was 
beginning to eat soft foods now and was learning to drink from a cup so he needed fewer 
bottles and only nursed at bedtime. Vincent missed holding him and feeding him with the 
bottle, but even more, he missed the sight of Catherine breast-feeding him. How fast they grow
up. Especially if you missed out on sharing the pregnancy. He gritted his teeth slightly forcing 
the memories of that horror out of his mind.

Just then, he felt Catherine's arrival in the Tunnels and he watched as Jacob scooted across 
the floor awaiting his mother's return. When Catherine entered the chamber, Jacob's face lit up
and he began making noises. Vincent watched the joy on Catherine's face as well, as she 
dropped her briefcase and reached for him. Just as she extended her arms, Jacob said very 
clearly, "Mama." 

Catherine looked at Vincent just before she burst into tears. Jacob kept repeating "Mama" over
and over again as she swooped him up in her arms and covered him with kisses. Vincent felt a
lump in his throat that threatened to choke him as he watched the scene.

Catherine couldn't believe it. For so long she had tried to get him to say "Daddy", but he had 
refused. It seemed Jacob had made up his own mind.

She couldn't help the tears as she held him. "Did you hear that Vincent?" He called me Mama. 
He really did!"

Vincent couldn't speak, he could only nod.

Catherine picked up Jacob and carried him to the bed where Vincent was sitting. Balancing 
Jacob in her lap, she threw her free arm around Vincent as he enclosed them both in a loving 
embrace. They both cried with joy as Jacob played with Catherine's hair and repeated "Mama" 
again and again. 

Catherine laughed and held him up face to face. "Yes, precious, Mama's here and she loves 
you."

A short time later as Catherine prepared to return Above she whispered to Vincent, "Are you 
coming Above tonight?"

Vincent fully understood what that tone of voice meant and he was more than eager to reply, 
"As soon as it's dark."

They kissed passionately but were interrupted when Jacob grabbed Vincent's nose and 
squealed with delight. Catherine laughed at Vincent's reproachful look at his son.

*****

The next morning, Catherine had just settled into the stack of paperwork on her desk when 
Diana entered. 

"There's been another murder."

Diana was anxious to get going, "We got the call just now. Do you want to go?"



Catherine didn't want to but she knew she had to. "I guess so."

As they rode together, Diana again sensed something about Catherine. Something strong. 
Something that aroused her natural curiosity.

Upon arriving at the crime scene, Catherine felt a sudden surge of intense emotions. First the 
shock of seeing the body and then that sickening feeling in her stomach at such a tragedy. 
Those feeling were soon replaced, however, by anger at the atrocity committed. She was 
surprised too by Diana's apparent indifference to the horror.

She fought to regain control of her professionalism as she listened to Greg's preliminary report.
It was the same at the others, scarf and all. She could no longer stand dispassionately by 
discussing this woman's murder with the victim lying there in the nude before them. 

Turning to the photographer she asked, "Are you through?" When he nodded, she used her 
own tissue to pull the sheet up over the body. "Let's have a little respect here, okay?"

Diana had learned years ago how to handle these scenes. It was never easy, but it was 
necessary to work effectively. She noticed that Catherine had not yet achieved that goal.

Catherine watched with interest as Diana circled the room touching things. "What are you 
doing?"

Again Diana found herself having to explain to her associates her method of investigation. "I 
can sense things from objects." Sometimes I feel what the victim felt of perhaps what the killer 
was thinking." The look of amazement on Cathy's face surprised her, her explanation was 
usually followed with skepticism. It was her answer, however, that really surprised her.

"I understand." Truly Catherine did understand these powers. Not because she had them 
herself, but because of Vincent's extraordinary abilities. Experience had taught her not to 
question, but to accept.

Back at the office, they spent the rest of the day going over the case. Catherine listened 
intently to Diana's feelings about the killer.

Diana found it surprisingly easy to talk to Cathy. She seemed to understand and trust her 
impressions. That was something no one had done so quickly. Yes, there was something 
special about her. This woman had an understanding for things Diana thought far beyond the 
boundaries of her privileged upbringing. She knew most lawyers saw only the hard evidence, 
but Cathy reached out for more. Despite herself, Diana felt the beginnings of a friendship 
develop. After all, it was hard not to like Catherine Chandler.

***** 

Vincent entered Catherine's new apartment through the private balcony off the master 
bedroom. It had been difficult for both of them to give up that first part of her world they shared,
but it became necessary with Jacob's arrival.

Standing in the doorway, he quickly glanced around the more spacious apartment. She had 
been fortunate after months of apartment hunting to find one in the same building two floors 
up. This one had two balconies that looked out at the same view as her old apartment, the 
large one off the living room and a smaller private one off the master bedroom.

The living room was larger and more comfortable, the kitchen had a breakfast nook, there was 
a formal dining room, and it had three bedrooms and two baths. Vincent surmised that the rent 



must have tripled, but Catherine assured him that her inheritance would more than cover the 
increase for years to come. Logically, he knew the move was necessary but still he missed that
old and sometimes magical place.

He walked quietly through the large master bedroom glancing longingly at the new queen-
sized bed as he draped his cape over the corner chair. Just down the hall he could hear 
Catherine softly singing that lullaby as the rocking chair creaked slowly back and forth.

Stepping into the doorway of the nursery, he saw Catherine holding Jacob to her breast as he 
could feel the love and fulfilment. It was so easy to completely surrender to that mutual ecstasy
and he did so now.

When Catherine was sure Jacob was asleep, she lifted him carefully and placed him in his 
bed.  As Vincent walked over to her, she gingerly tucked the infant in for the night. As she 
straightened, she felt Vincent's arm slide around her waist and she leaned into him while 
staring down at the miracle they had been given.

"He's beautiful, Vincent," Catherine sighed softly.

Vincent nuzzled her hair and planted a soft kiss there, "Yes, just like his mother."

She responded by turning to face him and they shared a moment of enjoyment just savoring 
the other's nearness. Catherine whispered, "Let's go out on the balcony for a while."

They looked out into the city at all the lights twinkling in the distance. Vincent could feel 
Catherine's unrest and he offered the comfort of his arms.

She again felt Vincent's arms slide around her with ease as he stood behind her. She found 
peace leaning back against his powerful chest and being enfolded in the safety of those arms.

"Tell me Catherine. What has you so upset?"

She didn't like bringing her job home, but she always felt unburdened sharing her feelings with 
him. 

"It's this case I've been working on. There have been three murders over the last couple of 
weeks and it looks like the same killer each time. Each victim was a single woman in her 
thirties and each had some connection to the legal system. This… madman stalks them. He 
knows their habits, their routines, every detail of their lives. He breaks into their homes, rapes 
them, strangles them with a red scarf, then disappears without a trace.

Vincent had seen the horrors of Catherine's world many times before, still he could not 
understand it. 

"Catherine how could a man be so consumed by desire that he does such things?"

Catherine turned to face him. "Vincent, rape has nothing to do with desire. It's not about sex, 
it's about anger, violence, and hatred. It's hard to say what drives a person to that, but it has 
nothing to do with desire."

He felt Catherine shiver from the coldness within. 

"Sometimes I take for granted how fortunate I am. I have the most sensitive, caring, and gentle
lover any woman could ask for right here."

He bowed his head slightly. "Sometimes, Catherine, even the most gentle man gets lost in the 
passion."



"Vincent, never mistake even our most... passionate lovemaking for anything but love. When 
we are together, we both give ourselves in that love. Sex with you is the most beautiful 
experience I've ever known. Never doubt that or yourself.”

At that moment, he felt a need in her. A need to be loved gently. She needed to feel love's 
most tender expression. She needed him.

Vincent lovingly caressed her cheek with his open palms. He never thought it humanly 
possible to love someone so much. He leaned forward and, ever so gently, planted whisper 
soft kisses on her eyelids, forehead, and nose as he assured her, "I'm here for you... always." 

As he massaged her shoulders, he could feel her tension begin to ease and in one swift 
motion, he swept her into his arms cradling her like a child.

She let herself be engulfed in the gentle comfort his strong arms afforded. All the horrors she 
had seen that day now seemed to drift further and further away as she let his strength fill her. 
She knew that in his arms, she felt a security and love only a privileged few ever knew.

After a few moments, Vincent could feel the coldness give way, but he could also feel her need
of him growing. He carried her into the bedroom and slowly lowered her to the bed. Her hands 
held tightly to his vest.

"I need you, Vincent. I need to feel your warmth. Love me… please."

He could not deny her anything, but tonight, he knew she didn't need the fevered passion they 
so often shared. She needed the utmost gentleness even if it meant sacrificing his own 
pleasure. He found it so easy to let her set the pace, to let her take from him what she needed.

"I need to feel you, Vincent. Come to bed."

He started to simply lie beside her, but she insisted, "No. I want to feel your skin next to mine."

With that, he quickly undressed and crawled into bed. Immediately, she snuggled up close to 
him seeking the warmth of his body. Even though he could feel his own arousal, he did not 
express it. He only held her, stroking her back gently. His touch was soothing, his kisses 
undemanding.

When Catherine felt a little more reassured, she removed her gown and pressed her body 
close to his again. "Closer, Vincent."

Vincent responded by pulling her even closer until her face was nestled against his chest and 
he could feel her every breath. In an effort to soothe her further, he slid his hands down her 
back again. Catherine reached around him and pulled his hips against her as she draped her 
leg over his. He was on fire! His body was crying out to roll her over and find the release only 
she could give him. But as always, Catherine's needs came first and right now she needed 
only to be held tightly and intimately.

Vincent's battle raged as Catherine continued to clutch at him. It took some time and his 
continued reassurances before he felt the coldness within her completely dissolve. At first she 
just kissed his neck and shoulders lightly. That led to more ardent caresses and soon, she 
rolled over onto her back pulling him with her.

It seemed, however, that she only wanted to be in his arms and feel his body pressed against 
hers. Vincent tried to control his ragged breathing and pounding heart as she slid her arms 
around his shoulders and held him tightly. 

"I love you, Catherine. Remember love."



She buried her face in his shoulder. "I need you. Make me feel alive again... please!" she 
pleaded as her mouth found his neck.

Lifting his head, Vincent found himself drowning in the need he saw in her eyes. "I'm yours, 
Catherine, always. Whatever you need, I'm here." Her mouth sought his and her fingers 
entangled themselves in his mass of hair.

Vincent was fighting his own heated desire to enter her but he knew how important it was for 
her that he wait until she bid him entry. Through the bond, he could feel she wasn't quite ready 
so he forced himself to hold back as he caressed and kissed her body.

Just when he thought he could no longer stand it, Catherine cried out, "Now, Vincent. Please, 
now."

He needed no further encouragement and slid easily into the warmth she offered fighting the 
urge to sheath himself deeply in her until she begged him, "All of you. I want all of you."

His whole body complied and she groaned loudly as they began to rock erotically as one. It 
took only a few moments for them to reach the peak and they both shuddered in their mutual 
climax.

He fell completely spent into her arms. When he finally regained his breath, he whispered in 
her ear, "You're safe, Catherine." He looked into her contented eyes, "No one will ever hurt you
again, I promise you."

Catherine's eyes closed and her arms slipped around his shoulders again pulling him closer. "I 
love you so much." The tears came as her pent-up emotions were finally set free. The tears 
turned to sobs as she lay in the warmth of his love and was overcome by a sense of sadness 
for those three lost women and the love they never knew.

The rest of the night, Catherine lay sleeping peacefully in his arms but Vincent lay awake 
watching over her protectively through the dark hours before dawn. As dawn's light began to 
force back the night, Vincent reluctantly dressed to leave. Standing at the balcony doors, he 
cursed the fates that forced their separate lives and then quietly disappeared into the morning 
haze.

Later that morning Vincent stood at the Central Park threshold awaiting Catherine and Jacob 
as usual. As she walked through the entrance, their eyes met in a look of complete and mutual
adulation. She handed Jacob over to his father and watched as the toddler excitedly hugged 
him.

Kissing Jacob good-bye, she looked up into those adoring blue eyes and said, "Thank you for 
last night."

He could only nod in response. His love for this beautiful woman left him speechless as it had 
so often before.

Catherine leaned forward and kissed him lovingly.  "Take care. I'll see you both tonight." 

She turned and walked toward the entrance, but stopped suddenly, turned, and looked back at
him. Playfully, she winked at him, smiled broadly, then turned away joyfully humming some 
cheerful melody.

*****



At the office, Catherine sat across her desk from Diana, watching intently as she handled each
scarf one at a time.

"There's anger here. Fury even, at some wrong. The scarfs are a symbol of something. They're
part of the justice he's seeking." She fingered each carefully trying to find words for the 
impressions.

"Catherine stared in amazement. "What kind of symbol?"

Diana thought carefully, "Did you ever read The Scarlet Letter?"

"Yes," She sat back in her chair. "Don't tell me we've got some kind of scarlet killer sitting in 
judgment of these women?"

"No. I don't think he's judging them so much. I think it has something to do with a former love, 
or some other woman in authority who hurt him, or perhaps humiliated him in some sexual 
way."

Catherine shivered. "Talk about perverse."

Diana sat back exhausted. "That's exactly what we're talking about."

Looking at her watch, Catherine decided it was time for a break. "How about lunch? I'm 
buying."

"I never turn down a free lunch."

"Good." Catherine grabbed her purse and headed for the door.

Diana sat across the table from Cathy and found herself feeling completely at ease with this 
woman. She seldom felt this relaxed around anyone so soon, but she had to admit, Cathy had 
a way with people. Those bright intelligent eyes that beamed with compassion and her warm 
smile that could melt even the coldest heart were quite an arsenal.

Diana surmised that with those attributes and her privileged background, Cathy must have 
been considered quite a catch. That thought let down the path of the mysterious lover that no 
one seemed to know anything about.

Despite Diana's best efforts, Catherine could sense her growing curiosity. And although she 
was intrigued with her intuitive powers, she felt they could also pose a threat to her own 
secrets. She had to be careful.

"You haven't told me too much about yourself," she asked.

"There's not a lot to tell," Diana answered evasively.

"Come on now. Someone with your gifts?"

Catherine was hoping to get some kind of reading from her. All she got was a very ambiguous 
background description, but she wasn't about to give up. Over the years, she had developed 
her skills at getting through to people and for the most part, had gotten very good at it. By the 
end of lunch, she knew quite a bit more about her mysterious associate.

Diana was more than surprised at her own willingness to tell this comparative stranger things 
she wouldn't even talk to her family about. What was it about her that lowered her guard so? 
Just then Diana again felt that strange impression about Cathy. Flashes of someone, some 
strong force that moved freely about her. She felt compelled by it, drawn to it, but she could not
see it, or him, clearly.

*****



It had been a long hard day and Catherine was glad to finally get Jacob home. All through his 
bath, he splashed playfully saying "Mama" over and over again. Wrapping him in a towel, she 
kissed his damp golden hair.

"Say Daddy, Jacob, Daddy." He looked at her and tried hard to form the word, but nothing 
distinguishable came out.

Vincent arrived as usual as she put Jacob down for the night. His eyes shone brightly with 
fatherly pride as he tucked him in.

In their bedroom, Vincent sat up massaging Catherine's tired muscles. "You've got the greatest
hands in the world," she commented as his fingers deftly moved about her body.

"I've never used them on anyone else like this."

A laugh escaped Catherine. "I should hope not!"

Vincent, of course, took it all too seriously. "Catherine, I would never betray you. You know 
that."

When she rolled over, his very earnest expression told her he was somewhat offended by the 
remark. 

"My dear," she said playfully, "sometimes you are far too serious." And in a very seductive 
voice she continued, "You really should lighten up a little you know."

His head tilted in that unique fashion. "Lighten up?" Just then she grabbed him around the 
neck and pulled him on top of her.

After the giggles and moans of intense pleasure ceased, Catherine lay peacefully on his chest 
curling her fingers in the hair. "I haven't told you about this detective I'm working with have I?"

"No." His voice sounded very content and on the verge of sleep.

"She's really very amazing. She has some kind of sixth sense like you do. She can pick up 
feelings or impressions from objects. Of course it's nothing we can use in court, but it helps us 
to profile the killer's personality and gives us some idea of what's going on in his mind.”

Vincent's interest was piqued. "Really? Tell me about her."

"Her name is Diana Bennett."

Vincent felt as if he'd been hit in the chest, as his heart began pumping furiously and his blood 
turned ice cold. 

"No!"

Sensing something was very wrong, Catherine sat up. "Vincent, what is it?" His face had 
turned deathly white that could even be seen in the dim light of the bedroom. "Vincent, what's 
wrong?"

He pulled away from her and sat on the edge of the bed. "No!" He repeated again and again.

Catherine placed her hand gingerly on his back. She could feel him trembling.  "Tell me, 
please."

He turned so that his shoulder faced her because he could not meet her eyes. "Catherine in 
that other life, that other reality when you…”  he paused and she felt him tremble terribly. 
"When you were lost to me, a detective named Diana Bennett was assigned to the case."

Catherine couldn't believe what she was hearing.  "Vincent, that was a nightmare, it wasn't 
real."



Frightened eyes glared at her. "No, Catherine. Now more than ever I know it was real." He 
hoped beyond reason he was wrong, "What does she look like?"

"Tall, slim, red hair, and blue eyes."

A cold sickening feeling swept over him and he threw back his head in anger. "No!" Throwing 
the covers aside, he paced back and forth around the room.

"Vincent, please!" She fought to find some solid ground. "Okay, assuming that really did 
happen, we know that Gabriel existed in both realities, as did everyone else we know. It would 
be within reason that Diana was real as well.”

He stood staring out the balcony doors.

In his mind, he was replaying the nightmare, but he was also sorting through his relationship 
with Diana in that life.

Catherine's shock at Vincent's revelation was quickly replaced by curiosity and fear. "Vincent, 
what was she to you?"

He turned to her searching for an answer.

"She was a friend. Someone who helped me deal with the horrible rage and pain I felt. She 
helped me find Jacob."

Catherine was shocked at his confession because it was obvious he felt something for this 
woman. But she was relieved, however, by his description of her as a friend. She knew him far 
too well to think he could fall in love so easily especially after what he said had happened.

"I have to see her

"What?" Catherine's voice was louder than she intended. "You can't risk being seen out of 
some feeling of gratitude. It's not worth it. Vincent, we're the only ones who remember that life. 
What point would there be to seeing her, she doesn't know you."

He couldn't make her understand, "I have to know she's all right. I have to know she's happy. 
You can understand that, can't you?"

With a defiant look she answered, "No. I can't understand why you want to risk everything for 
curiosity's sake."

"It's more than that, Catherine. Without her help, I would have lost Jacob too."

She was losing patience. “That was another life, Vincent. This is now!”

He could feel her anger and he could understand it, but this was something he had to do. He 
began dressing as Catherine turned away from him and pulled the covers up. For the first time 
since Paracelsus had kidnapped her and she purposely blocked her feelings, he felt her 
shutting him out.

Catherine was more hurt than angry. She felt as if she had been betrayed even though reason 
told her she had not. She also felt threatened.

Pulling the covers up tighter she began to cry uncontrollably.

*****

Vincent walked the cold, forbidding backstreets of the city relying on his memory to guide him. 
As he ducked into and out of the shadows, he wondered what madness made him leave the 



warmth of Catherine's bed for this foolish quest. Something inside demanded to know, to see 
her.

He finally made it to the rooftop of an oddly familiar building. He had been here before, he 
could feel it. Light from the apartment shone softly through the window calling to him. Inhaling 
deeply, he walked toward it.

Catherine tossed and turned then finally kicked the covers away in frustration. She had not 
dressed after making love with Vincent and felt the chill of the lonely room. She grabbed her 
robe and walked quietly down the hall to Jacob's room, where he lay sleeping peacefully. What
a miracle he was and how beautiful. She gently stroked his back as she remembered his 
conception in that cavern and the tears began to fall again.

As Vincent crept near the window, he could see the woman below clearing away dirty dishes. 
Suddenly, she turned and Vincent almost fell to his knees. It was her! She really existed. That 
other experience had been real.

At first he wanted to tap on the window to get her attention. No, Catherine was right. She 
wouldn't know him in this life. He would only frighten her. With a sigh, he turned to go but a 
noise from the apartment caused him to turn back.

Peering back through the window, he saw the frightened look on her face. A man had entered 
her apartment. A man dressed in black wearing a ski mask. Vincent couldn't understand what 
they were saying, but soon realized this man was a threat. The man grabbed Diana with a red 
scarf in his hand and began pulling her into the other room.

Vincent had no choice and acting solely on instinct, he crashed through the window and fell to 
the floor. Diana's assailant was so totally caught by surprise, she seized the opportunity to 
twist out of his grip and make a dash for the gun.

Vincent threw the man against the wall with a loud roar, but as he turned to locate Diana, the 
man slashed out at him with a knife that had been on the counter. Vincent could feel the pain 
shoot through his shoulder as the warm blood began to pour down his arm. He struck the man 
again knocking the knife out of his hand, but the attacker quickly grabbed a lamp and smashed
it against Vincent's head, then darkness enveloped him.Diana had finally found her gun, but 
had little time to take aim. She fired four times as the man ran into the elevator. She couldn't 
be sure, but she thought she had at least wounded him.

It took a few minutes for her to catch her breath and focus on the limp form lying on her floor. 
At first she hesitated to even touch him, but he had helped her, now she must help him.

It took a few minutes for her to catch her breath and focus on the limp form lying on her floor. 
At first she hesitated to even touch him, but he had helped her, now she must help him.

Carefully she turned him over. Her breath caught in her throat. What was he? "Oh God!"

Her eyes were focused on the most extraordinary man she'd ever seen. It was then she saw 
the blood staining his vest. She had to stop it or he would quickly bleed to death.

After placing a compress on the wound and watching as it slowly subsided, her mind began to 
race. What to do? Call the police? No, how would she explain him? They would accuse him of 
the attack. As she studied his face, she felt it. The impression of someone. Cathy? She sat 
back in horror. Could this be the strong presence she felt around Cathy? Could this be her 
mysterious lover?



Back at Catherine's apartment, she bolted upright in bed. A painful sickening feeling had 
suddenly overcome her and she knew Vincent was in trouble.

Diana had made a decision. Leaving the limp body on the floor, she found her telephone and 
fought to remember the number. Dialing carefully, she waited.

"Hello," came the voice at the other end.

Diana fought for the words. "Cathy, this is Diana. I think you'd better get over here right away."

"What is it?"

Diana took a deep breath to steady herself.  “Our killer just paid me a visit."

Excitedly, Cathy asked, "Are you all right?" 

"Yes. Someone rescued me in time."

Fear filled Catherine's heart.  "Rescued. By who?"

"I think you know who."  She paused a moment as she heard Cathy gasp loudly. "He's badly 
hurt, you'd better bring help quick."

"I'll be there as soon as I can take care of the baby. Diana, please don't call the police."

Diana answered, "I wouldn't dream of it."

Catherine gathered up Jacob in a blanket and sneaked down to the basement threshold. She 
knew Vincent was still alive, but it seemed she could not move fast enough. She hurried 
through the passageways until she found Father's chamber. After telling him briefly what 
happened, they left Jacob with Mary and quickly headed toward Diana's apartment.

Diana sat by the still unconscious body on her floor. She had managed to slow down the flow 
of blood to only a mild trickle again, but she knew he needed medical attention soon. As she 
watched over him, she studied his strange features and found them intriguing. He was quite 
beautiful really, but she supposed most people would consider him frightening.

The elevator door opened and Diana looked up to see Cathy's worried face as her eyes 
focused on the form on the floor. 

"Vincent!"

Diana watched as Cathy tenderly touched his face and kissed him. The strange man with her 
carried what appeared to be a medical bag and immediately went to work on the wound.

Several moments passed before anyone spoke. "How is he?" Catherine asked.

"The bleeding has stopped, but I need to close the wound surgically. We've got to get him 
Below." Father glanced nervously at Diana.

Catherine followed his glance and moved over beside Diana. "Are you alright?"

"Yes," she answered weakly.

With concern in her voice Catherine asked, "What about the killer?"

"He got away, but I think I hit him." Diana nodded toward the gun she had placed on the table 
beside the phone.

Just then Vincent moaned softly and Catherine went immediately to his side. "Vincent, I'm 
here. Can you hear me?" He nodded and she continued, "Father's here and we have to get 
you home. Do you think you can walk?" He nodded again. Catherine looked over at Diana, "Is 
there a back entrance to this building?"



"Yeah, the service entrance."

"Good. Here are my keys, would you move my car around there and then come back to help 
us?" Catherine was well aware of Father's dubious look, but they needed all the help they 
could get.

When Diana returned, she noticed Father had bandaged the wound and Catherine had 
removed all traces of Vincent's presence.

Catherine took Diana aside. "Diana for your own safety, come with us. I don't think the killer 
would want to leave any loose ends." Catherine again felt Father's stare, but this was not the 
time to argue.

Diana fully grasped Cathy's meaning and after thinking it over, knew she was right. Besides, 
she wanted to know more about the extraordinary love of Cathy's. 

"I wouldn't miss this for the world."

The three of them somehow managed to get Vincent downstairs and into the car. Father sat in 
the back with Vincent administering to the wound and Diana sat in the front with Cathy.

"Diana, this place we're going is a secret. All the people there and the world they've created 
has to be protected. I can't explain everything now, I'm asking you to just trust us. Please 
reserve judgment until you've heard the whole story."

"I will," Diana answered. She fully intended to hear it all.

Father immediately began working on Vincent as soon as they arrived, leaving Catherine and 
Diana anxiously waiting in Father's study. Catherine seized the opportunity to tell her about 
Vincent and about this incredible world. Diana listened intently.

After Catherine's lengthy revelations, Mary walked in with a squirming and crying infant.

"I think he needs a little reassurance over breakfast." She winked at Catherine knowingly and 
quickly left the two women alone.

Catherine was so glad to hold her son again and she hugged him lovingly. She had forgotten 
Jacob also shared their bond and it was obvious he sensed something was wrong. She pulled 
up the T-shirt she had hastily put on in her rush to Diana's apartment then suddenly stopped.

"I'm sorry. I'm so used to breast-feeding down here. I didn't stop to think. Everyone here 
accepts it as the natural thing to do. Would you be offended?"

Diana was a bit uneasy about it, but she replied, "No, go ahead. If you prefer, I'll leave you 
alone."

"No, that's all right." She hesitated a moment and then said with great tenderness, "Vincent 
loves to watch." 

Trembling a little and fighting her own fears, she held her son close. Immediately, she felt his 
strong pull and he quieted, but she could still see confusion and fear in his blue eyes. She 
stroked his head and lovingly talked to him. It seemed he needed that connection with her 
more than the nourishment.

Diana sat across from them totally in awe of the scene before her. Cathy was such a 
contradiction. Above she was the strong, confident, professional Deputy DA; here, she was the
ideal of maternal instinct. She had not seen such tenderness and love being expressed by 
someone in a long time. The scene set her own emotions churning.



After Jacob had finished, Catherine sat there holding him close and reassuring him. He 
seemed much more content now as he stared up into Catherine's eyes and said "Mama". Just 
then, Father walked into the study.

With a loud sigh of relief Father said, "He'll be fine in a few days. He lost a lot of blood and he'll
be weak, but he's all right." Exhausted, he slumped into his big soft chair.

Catherine's smile almost lit up the room. "Can we see him?"

Father had to smile at the look of joy on her face.  "Yes, but don't let him move around much."

Catherine bounced up out of the chair with Jacob resting on her hip. As she left the room, 
Father stared at the newcomer across from him and an awkward silence engulfed them both.

As Catherine entered the room, the sight of Vincent lying there so weak and helpless broke her
heart. Part of this was her fault and she mentally kicked herself for being so petty. She 
mustered up her best smile and walked in with Jacob and sat gently on the bed.

"Vincent?" 

His eyes opened and a weak smile crossed his lips.

It was then Jacob began bouncing up and down excitedly in Catherine's lap trying to get his 
father's attention. As Catherine entwined her free hand in Vincent's, Jacob began making 
noises and suddenly "Dada" was clearly heard.

Vincent's eyes opened wide. "Dada," Jacob repeated again and again. Catherine's joy was 
matched only by Vincent's and with tears flowing, she placed Jacob's hand on her and said 
"Mama", then placed his hand on Vincent and said "Dada".

The little boy liked this new game and continued it to the delight of his parents. Vincent said 
nothing. He couldn't. Catherine did notice the tear that slid down his cheek, and leaning over, 
kissed it away.

After Vincent regained his composure he said, "Yes, Jacob, Daddy's here. I love you, son." He 
stroked the boy's golden hair gently. He wanted so badly to pick him up and hug him fiercely, 
but the pain and his weakness would not allow it. Later, he thought.

With some shame evident in his eyes, Vincent looked up into Catherine's misty green eyes. 
"You were right. I'm sorry."

"No Vincent, I'm the one who's sorry. I should have understood. I know you. I know how 
strongly you feel things. I should have helped you, not given in to my own jealousy.”

"Jealousy?" As well as he knew Catherine, the thought of her jealousy never crossed his mind,
simply because it had never occurred to him to give her anything to be jealous of. "Catherine, I 
would never betray you. You and Jacob are my life."

She stroked his chest in response. "As you are mine. I love you, always."

He took her hand in his and kissed it lightly. "And I love you, always. No one could ever come 
between what we have. You know that." They shared a moment of non-physical intimacy then 
Vincent asked cautiously, "Is Diana alright?"

"Yes, she's here."

Catherine could feel his uneasiness at that information. "We thought it best for her safety. That 
killer might decide to try to finish the job and I thought she at least deserved an explanation 
after everything she did for you



Vincent's mind was racing. His concern, however, was for Catherine. "Are you alright with 
this?"

Catherine leaned over and kissed him deeply. "Yes. I trust you." Leaning back she continued, 
"Now I've got to come up with something to tell Joe."

*****

"What the hell's going on, Radcliffe?" Joe slammed his fist down on his desk shaking his head 
in total disbelief. "One of our own people is attacked by this killer and instead of following 
procedure, she calls you. If that's not bad enough, you don't call anyone. You tuck her away 
somewhere before she can give a formal statement." His look was incredulous, "Cathy you 
broke every damn rule in the book. What gives?"

No matter what she said, he was going to be angry and he had every right to be. She had 
broken all the rules. 

"I have my reasons, Joe, please trust me. This will all work out."

Joe raked his fingers through his hair. Cathy had often taken chances and usually they did pan
out, but this. "Talk to me Chandler, what have you got?"

Catherine was a bit more relaxed now, "This killer is meticulous Joe. He watches and plans 
every detail. Someone that thorough would see his failed attempt as a loose end and he 
doesn't like loose ends. If we can force him to make a move he hasn’t planned, maybe he’ll 
make a mistake and give us the break we need."

"But what about her statement? Isn't there something we could use?"

“I'm afraid not, Joe, she really didn't see him that much. She doesn't even know for sure if she 
wounded him."

Joe finally sat down. "The lab boys found traces of blood everywhere, but it's hard to match 
anything right now."

That information put Catherine on edge. She thought she had cleaned up all traces of Vincent. 
She managed a reassuring smile in Joe's direction. "Don't worry Joe, we're following up on 
everything. We'll get him."

"Cathy, I don't approve of your tactics, but I have learned to trust your instincts, but remember I
can't protect you if this goes wrong. Understand?"

She nodded and left the room. On the other side of the door, she felt her knees buckle.

******

Below Vincent had returned to his own chamber. He was still terribly weak and remained in 
bed, but he was improving fast. He sensed someone nearing the entrance.

"Can I come in?" The voice was strangely familiar. Diana walked timidly through the door and 
introduced herself.



At first Vincent found it so hard to believe she didn't know him, but that was another life, he 
kept reminding himself. He sat in his bed saying very little, just watching her for some sign of 
recognition. It was true, she knew nothing of him.

Diana found it surprisingly easy to talk to this man. She knew herself well enough to realize 
she was becoming attracted to him and she fought it. "I just wanted to thank you for what you 
did."

"I should thank you. I did what I had to do. You could have so easily called the police, but you 
didn't. You saved my life in more ways than one."

His voice! It was so soothing yet so exciting Diana thought. "I sensed some connection 
between you and Cathy. I only did what I thought was right."

Vincent was curious now. "I didn't frighten you?"

She felt warm and knew she was blushing, but from some reason she could not understand, 
she could not play coy with him. "No. I suppose you intrigued me more."

How could she accept him so easily if she didn't know or feel something? Hours passed and 
Vincent found himself talking about his world and about his life. She had so many questions 
and he tried to answer them as honestly as possible.

It was late in the afternoon when Mary brought Jacob in for a visit. Vincent felt his pain lift at 
the sight of his son smiling and calling "Dada". Even though Vincent could not pick him up and 
play, he couldn't resist the toddler's embrace.

When Jacob was placed on the floor, Diana sat down with him. The little golden-haired boy 
was as charming as his father. At first though, Jacob was a little wary of her, but soon decided 
she was fun to play with. He scooted around on his knees, playfully teasing this new grown-up.

Vincent couldn't help but laugh at his son's antics. He seemed to have inherited Catherine's 
mischievous streak.

Catherine approached Vincent's chamber looking forward to being with her family and in 
Vincent's arms that night. What she found, however, completely changed her mood.

Vincent was sitting up in bed and Diana was playing on the floor with Jacob. The perfect family
scene she thought. She felt a sick ugly feeling rising up in her. Vincent must have sensed it 
and stared at her in disbelief.

Jacob also sensed his mother's arrival and pulled up on a nearby chair squealing delightedly. 
"Mama," he called to her as he raised his arms up for the hug he knew was coming. But before
Catherine could reach him, he let go of the chair and took three tentative steps before sitting 
down unceremoniously.

Catherine's eyes grew wide with excitement. "Jacob, you walked! Did you see that Vincent? He
walked." She completely forgot about Diana as she swept the little boy into a loving embrace 
and sat down beside Vincent.

The two of them celebrated their son's latest accomplishment and as Catherine leaned over to 
kiss the father of her child, Diana quietly slipped out without notice.

*****

Over the next two weeks, Catherine's search for the killer seemed to mire in frustration.



There had been no more attacks, no one had tried to get into Diana's apartment, and 
absolutely no leads had panned out. Catherine's patience was growing thin. This whole 
situation with Diana was adding a lot of stress she didn't need right now.

Making her way through the tunnels, Catherine's mind focused on that very uncomfortable 
subject. During her stay Below, Diana had learned much about the community and had 
become well-liked. But that wasn't what concerned Catherine the most. Her real concern was 
the time she was spending with Vincent lately, it had become the talk of the community and it 
was obvious to Catherine that Diana was developing more than friendly feelings for Vincent. 
What really ticked her off, though, was that he seemed oblivious to it all. Men!

Diana laughed as Vincent coached Jacob in walking. She didn't know which was funnier, the 
sight of this imposing man teaching this small child to walk or Jacob's mischievous stunts to 
irritate his father.

She had come to feel very comfortable here in this magical place. The people here were caring
and concerned very much unlike their counterparts Above. Getting to know Vincent had served
to remind her of a life she so desperately wanted. He was so amazing. Intelligence and raw 
masculinity combined into the most sensitive caring man she had ever met. He caused such a 
turmoil of strong feelings in her and such pain. She wasn't sure what was happening to her, but
she was sure it was something she had never felt before and it frightened her.

It was stumbling onto this scene that really brought out the green-eyed monster in Catherine. 
There was Diana sitting on their bed laughing with her man and playing with her child. Her 
territory was definitely being challenged. She decided it was time to establish certain 
boundaries.

Jacob saw her first and began walking toward her calling "Mama" with every step. Catherine 
smiled warmly and picked him up kissing him and hugging him tightly. She smiled politely at 
Diana then walked over to Vincent and very deliberately kissed him with great passion. In a 
very suggestive voice she said, "Hello, love. I've been thinking about that all day."

As naive as Vincent was, he didn't grasp exactly what was going on, he only knew that 
Catherine usually did not kiss him like that, or use that tone of voice in front of anyone. He did, 
however, sense a twinge of some sort in their bond.

As Catherine played out this passionate scene for her, Diana did not miss its meaning. She 
knew full well its purpose was to establish territory. Excusing herself, she bit her lip and walked
angrily back to her own chamber, mentally kicking herself for even harboring such thoughts. 
After all, he was obviously in love with Catherine and she with him.

After dinner, Catherine and Vincent spent time with Jacob and then put the sleepy infant down 
for the night. 

"Why don't you get ready for bed, I want to talk to Diana for a while." At Vincent's apprehensive
look she added, "I won't be gone long." Playfully, she kissed his nose and whispered, "We'll 
warm up the sheets together."

Catherine found Diana preparing for bed. "Can we talk?"

Diana knew what was coming. "Perhaps we should."

Catherine sat down and chose her words carefully. "Diana, right now you're safer here than 
you would be Above and logically it makes sense for you to stay.”

"But?" Diana added.



A cold silence fell between them as Catherine searched for words that did not betray her 
darker feelings.

"I think you've mistaken Vincent's friendship as something more and I don't want to see you get
hurt." Catherine noticed Diana was just as ill-at-ease as she.

In an attempt to deny the truth to herself, Diana answered, "I think you've misread my feelings, 
Cathy." She knew all along she hadn't.

"I don't think so. You see, Diana, I've seen all the symptoms before. I know how appealing he 
is. I know how attractive a warm, caring man like him is. I know how his sexuality can 
overcome reason. I've felt all those things and I fought them at first, but then I realized one 
inevitable fact. We were destined to be together. And although we have no legal bonds, our 
hearts are bound forever."

Diana looked deeply into Cathy's eyes and could sense she had seen in her something she 
still wasn't willing to admit even to herself.

"How can you be so sure of destiny?"

"Because I know Vincent. He would never betray me. I know that as surely as I know I could 
never betray him." Catherine spoke with certainty. With a very determined look that allowed for
no error, Catherine said, "Make no mistake, Diana, Vincent is mine."

There it was. That primitive setting of territorial boundaries. Cathy had let her know in no 
uncertain terms that Vincent was off-limits. Something inside of Diana fought those 
boundaries, but something else told her it was useless.

"Do you want me to leave?"

Catherine wanted to say yes, but she knew what Vincent's reaction to such selfishness would 
be. 

"No. It's not safe yet."

She could see the turmoil and pain Diana was in for the first time and it touched her. Feeling 
compassion for her, Catherine said, "I'm sorry, Diana, but I don't want you to build up your 
hopes for nothing." Catherine sighed thoughtfully. "I wish every woman could find what I've 
found in Vincent. Believe me, I do realize how fortunate I am."

Diana turned her back fighting her tears. "Do you? I wonder."

*****

Over the next week, Catherine threw herself full tilt into her work. There had been no further 
attacks, but no break in the case either. She had somehow managed to stonewall the lab tests 
on the blood samples found in Diana's apartment. So far, Joe didn't question it too much. 
Selfishly, she wanted Diana away from Vincent. The strain was beginning to tell on everyone.

On her way home, Catherine decided to stop by Diana's apartment. Maybe they had missed 
something, same small piece of evidence that would prove the key to unlock the mystery. 
Carefully she rummaged through the apartment.

Below, Vincent decided it was time to confront the problem at hand. After Catherine's 
conversation with Diana, Catherine had discussed it with him. Although he hadn't seen it 
before, now he was sure Catherine was right. After all, women understood those things 



between each other and he was new to all of this. He was especially beginning to notice the 
obvious strain in Catherine and Diana's friendship and he realized now that he was the cause. 
Diana had to understand. His love for Catherine was the most important part of his life, there 
could never be another for him. Never.

He found her sitting on the ledge by the falls staring out into the mist. He could sense her pain,
her confusion. "This is one of my favorite spots too." She turned quickly at the sound of his 
voice. "I come here sometimes to think things through."

Diana felt embarrassed that he had read her feelings so easily. "Yes, it's quite lovely."

Above, Catherine continued her search of the apartment, but now under the watchful eyes of a
hooded figure hidden in the shadows.

Silence had fallen between Diana and Vincent. Awkwardly, Vincent began, "Catherine and I 
have spent a lot of time here dreaming of a life we thought could never be." He sighed deeply 
and a smile crossed his face. "My life began when I found her and will surely end with her 
loss."

Diana felt a twinge of pain shoot through her. "You two seem happy together." She studied his 
face, "Are you?"

Vincent knew the motive behind the question all too well. "Yes. Catherine is my life, my heart." 
With purpose in his voice he finished, "There could never be another for me, only Catherine. 
Forever."

Inside, Diana's emotions were screaming at her to tell him how she felt, but she could feel the 
absolute sureness of his words and hadn't Catherine said the same thing. There was no doubt,
no hesitation. She turned away, fighting tears.

Vincent started to reach his hand out to comfort her when he felt Catherine's fear well up in 
him. She was in danger! "Catherine!" Quickly, he jumped up and dashed out into the tunnels 
leaving Diana alone to grieve her loss.

Out of the shadows had stepped the masked realization of Catherine's worst nightmare. 
Backing up, she tried to make it to the door leading to the roof but he grabbed her arm and 
painfully twisted it.

"Don't rush off, beautiful. You have to pay for what you did. I have to make you pay."

Somehow, she had to buy time. She knew Vincent would be on his way. "Pay for what? I don't 
even know you."

His eyes were cold but strangely familiar. "Yes, you do, but you don't remember me, do you? 
None of you harlots remember me. You step on men like me for your own sick pleasure and 
you don't remember. I'll make you remember." He grabbed her arm tightly then pulled a red 
scarf from his pocket.

Catherine kept talking, trying her best to stall for time. Then behind her attacker she caught a 
glimpse of Vincent slowly creeping up behind him. He must have noticed her glance because 
he turned quickly around, but froze when he stared into Vincent's rage. 

Catherine screamed, "Wait!" Vincent also froze.

The once ominous figure in black began backing up, cowering beneath Vincent's ice cold 
stare. "Don't you see? They have to pay. All of them." Collapsing to the floor, he pulled his own
mask away and began crying.



Catherine gasped, "Rick? Rick Hawkins!" She couldn't believe her eyes. Turning to Vincent, 
"He's a first grade detective in the homicide division. He's testified in some cases I've 
prosecuted. I just don't believe it."

Rick continued talking incoherently as well as crying. Catherine slipped over to the phone and 
called the police. Moving back by Vincent's side, she whispered, "You'd better leave before 
they get here. In his condition they won't believe what he says about you." Vincent looked 
nervously at the man. "He's harmless now. Go. Before anyone sees you go." He kissed her 
quickly and went up to the roof.

As the sirens got very close, he gave one last look through the window to reassure himself of 
Catherine's safety before disappearing into the night.

*****

Vincent escorted Diana to the Central Park threshold in silence. After the news of the killer's 
capture, she was very anxious to get back to her life Above. She wanted and needed time 
away from this place to heal and forget about Vincent. She had faced her feelings and was 
beginning to accept what she could not change.

"Well," she said smiling at Vincent. "It's good-bye I guess."

"Not necessarily. Diana, if you ever need us, we're here for you. You will always have a safe 
place here. Know that."

"I do, really. I would like to be a helper if I could." She felt a deep sense of gratitude for the love
and acceptance she had been so freely given here and she wanted to play some small part in 
this ideal world.

"We need all the friends we can get. Thank you."

Looking into those warm blue eyes, she said, "No, Vincent, thank you." She extended her hand
for a warm handshake. "Take care. And if you ever need me, you know where to find me."

"Be well, Diana, be well." 

She turned and walked into the sunlight. As he watched her go, he prayed she would find her 
own "happy life". There was no way of knowing where that other life would have led or where 
those other paths would have taken them. He was just happy knowing that his destiny was to 
be shared with Catherine. Smiling to himself, he walked back to see what mischief Jacob had 
gotten into.

*****

Catherine looked up from the huge pile of paperwork she had been wading through to see 
Diana walking shyly into her office.

"Got a minute?"

Catherine pushed the papers aside and leaned back in the chair. "Of course. How have you 
been?" 

Despite her feelings about Diana's relationship with Vincent, she still liked Diana and felt 
compassion for her.



"I'm fine now." A statement meant to cover both major traumas in her life. "I've been reading 
the reports. It's really sad. None of us had any idea Rick was so disturbed."

Catherine shook her head sadly, "Yes, he's undergoing evaluation now, but I really don't think 
he'll be able to stand trial."

"Does anyone know what triggered the attacks?"

"I don't know the whole story yet, but it had something to do with a defense attorney who 
played up to him to compromise his case against her client. I think Rick really fell for her and 
was devastated by the way she used him."

Diana sighed, then hesitantly approached the barrier still between them.  "Cathy… I never 
wanted or expected to feel so attracted to Vincent. Please believe me; I never intended to hurt 
anyone."

Catherine had finally come to terms with her own feelings of jealously and insecurity, and 
realized they both needed to put this behind them. 

"Diana, I understand, I really do. I fell for him too, you know." Then with a wicked smile, she 
said, "He's awfully hard to resist."

Diana couldn't help but smile as Catherine gave her that warm friendly smile of hers. "I really 
like you, Cathy. I enjoyed working with you and I enjoyed our friendship. It meant a lot to me."

Greatly touched by her words, Catherine replied, "So did I."

Diana began to feel a little more at ease now and extended her hand to Cathy, "Can we be 
friends again?"

Catherine grasped her hand firmly, "Friends."

*****

Later that night at her apartment, Catherine looked out into the city as Vincent read her favorite
passages by Byron. How his voice could soothe and excite her! Suddenly he stopped in mid-
sentence.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

His thoughts had turned to Diana and concern for her happiness filled him. "I was just thinking 
about Diana." At Catherine's obvious discomfort of his statement, he added, "I hope she finds 
her ‘happy life’."

Catherine sighed contentedly, "So do I. I know I've found mine."

He studied her face thoroughly, "Are you really sure? You've had to sacrifice so much for us to 
be together."

She wrapped her arms around him tenderly. "Vincent, every time I look at Jacob and every 
time you touch me, I have no doubts. I could ask nothing more of life."

"Nothing?"

Smiling coyly, she replied, "Well, perhaps there is something else."

Vincent soon found himself caught up in her playful mood.  "Merely ask and it is yours."

Grinning wickedly, she reached down and stroked the inviting bulge just below his belt.



Vincent moaned in delight, "I thought you'd never ask." He swept her up in his arms and 
carried her inside where they explored another side of love.


