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It had been two weeks. Two weeks since that horrible night the darkness in me 
took control. Even now I shudder to think of it, the destruction I became capable 
of, the agony I suffered, as alone I fought for control of the monster in me, the 
delusions filled with grief and anguish at the loss of what I held most dear. In my 
struggle, my only solace was Catherine.

Catherine, with her love and her infinite patience became my anchor. Those days
in her apartment were filled with her tenderness and her generosity. What fear I 
must have caused her, what shame I feel that she saw me as I was, somewhere 
lost between man and beast. She calmed me with a soft voice that spoke to me 
of what could be. Her touch eased my agony, but yet stirred one of a different 
kind.

As I feared my battle would soon be lost, I returned to the tunnels, seeking a safe
place to end my suffering. Leaving her that night was the worst pain I could 
imagine. She asked me to allow her to share whatever came with her. Stronger, I
would have spared her that pain, but instead, I could only give in to her. I needed
her with me as never before.

That last night, we shared her bed. It was her way of comforting me with her 
closeness. She touched me, ran her fingers through my hair, and rested her body
against mine. That night I needed her so. I wanted to turn, to reach for her, and 
to tell her of my love, my desires. I came so close to abandoning all the self-
imposed limits. I needed her with an urgency I have never known. 

Through our bond, I could feel her desire to ease my pain. I could feel her 
willingness to offer herself completely to me, but I could not take advantage of 
her compassion. I could not risk her repulsion of me. That pain would destroy 
what little control I had over the darkness. And so, to protect us both, I focused 
all my strength on my control.



After my return, I decided to leave the community. I did not know what to expect 
and I could not expose them to the danger. If I lost my battle, I would have no 
sense of right or wrong. I could kill anyone without thought. For the first time, they
were in danger of me. As I left, I felt as if I were already dead inside. There was 
only emptiness, only pain. I had no will to fight left in me. I do not remember what
happened after that. I only remember sensing Catherine's nearness then 
blackness engulfed me and the nightmare began.

". . . . I've named my son Jacob." There was a feeling of peace and the sound of 
my own heart beating weakly. But then, I became awake of something that 
began my heart wildly racing. I could feel her mouth on mine. Such a wondrous 
softness! I began to fight the haze that filled my mind. With great effort, I opened 
my eyes and the blurred vision of Catherine's face filled my eyes. Was this a 
dream? I could not think or resist, I could only respond. Never having kissed 
anyone like this before, I was not sure what I was doing, only that some deep 
instinct took control and I could not fight it.

When I began to respond, she deepened the kiss and I felt as if I was drowning 
in her. As I lifted my arms to embrace her, she moved away from me. My body 
screamed out to pull her back to me. The passion that had been pent up for so 
long roared to life and I could not control it. If she had looked closely she would 
had seen the evidence of that passion. I had always been able to keep my desire
hidden, but now, I had no control. The thoughts of what I wanted to do, what I 
was ready to do, embarrass me now and I am glad she didn't see.

I opened my eyes and could dimly see her face. Her eyes were filled with tears 
and I will never forget the love I saw there. She smiled warmly and repeated my 
name over and over again. She told me how much she loved me and I believed.

As my mind cleared, I began to feel the pain and the fatigue from my ordeal. 
Gone was the rage, the battle was over. I had won because Catherine would not 
give up and she refused to let me. Her courage, her love, her belief in our future 
brought me back. She called for Father and the others and they helped me back 
to my chamber. I felt weaker than I have ever felt. My legs could barely carry me 
as I walked. When they lowered me to my bed, I collapsed almost losing 
consciousness again. Catherine sat beside me with her hand on my chest, 
comforting me as I slept.

Later, when I awoke, she was still there. Her head resting on my chest, her arms 
protectively around me. How I would love to awaken everyday like this. I took a 
deep breath and was rewarded with her scent. This action aroused her and she 
sat up looking at me. She stroked my hair with her fingers and we talked for what



seemed like hours.

She has been with me for these two weeks. The first few nights, she slept in a 
chair beside my bed, and then as I grew stronger, she moved into the guest 
chamber just down the tunnel from mine. She fed me, she helped me walk, she 
combed my hair, she cared for me as I had once done for her. Because of her 
love, I was saved.

If only I could tell her of all my feelings. If only I could take her in my arms, kiss 
her again, show her how much she means to me. I fear that if I try, she might 
respond the way Lisa did. To look into her eyes and see the fear that I saw in 
Lisa would destroy me. I could not bear that loss. But if I could be sure, 
completely sure, then perhaps we could be truly together at last. Or perhaps, it is 
only a dream.

I cannot know what would happen if I gave into my passion. I have never allowed
myself those thoughts. I do know that I want Catherine as I have never before. 
The knowledge that she is just down the tunnel sleeping peacefully, arouses my 
passion, my longing. How much more of this I can stand, I do not know. 
Whenever she is near, I fight for control of my desires. It is like being consumed 
with a fire that burns my blood. All of my dreams are of her, of us together 
making love. Dreams that cause my body to respond more and more.

If I dared tell her of these feelings, these dreams, I risk losing what we now have.
Even if she would accept me, what if I could not respond as a man. How could I 
live with the knowledge that she wants me as well, but because of what I am, I 
could never please her or in any way give her what she needs. That would 
destroy me as well.

Before I was so certain that we must never become intimate. Catherine deserved
someone who could make her happy in all ways and I was sure I could not. But 
ever since that night she brought me back with her kisses and her love, I feel that
fear is being overcome by my need to make our bond complete on all levels.

I feel soon we must reach a turning point. 

*****

Catherine sat by the bathing pool watching the children frolicking in the warm 
water. She had finished her morning ritual earlier with all the other women of this 
peaceful world. The others now watched the children and attended to washing 
clothing in the adjoining pool. She marveled at the simplicity of this existance and
at times found it so amazing that such a world could exist below the frantic 



streets of New York. She also realized that only in a world such as this could 
someone so special, so extraordinary as Vincent, exist.

Vincent, his image appeared in her mind and with that image, a flood of emotion. 
He could calm her fears, make her feel safe and loved, and he could arouse such
an intense desire. A desire and a longing the strength of which she never knew 
existed. These last two weeks spent caring for him had dispelled any doubts she 
may have had about her place in his life.

Those three days in her apartment had been the beginning of this new stage in 
their relationship. He was at times delirious, at times violent, but he never once 
tried to harm her. Her heart broke at the sight of him struggling so hard to 
overcome this horrible sickness for her, for them both. She fed him, cradled him 
in her arms, wiped his brow, comforted him as best she could. That last night 
together, she had helped him into her bed and had crawled in beside him to offer 
all the comfort she could. She had held him close, fighting her own longing to 
offer herself completely. If he had asked her, she would have given all willingly 
and with love, but he was fighting for control and she had to let him fight his 
battle. All she could do was be there for him and let him know how much she 
loved him.

When he left her that night, she knew it was what he had to do and she did 
nothing to stop him. As much as she wanted to plead with him, beg him to stay in
the safety of her arms, she had to let him go. Before he left though, she had 
made him promise to share whatever happened, whatever came, with her. He 
had to know how much a part of him she was. It must have worked, she smiled 
as she remembered that he had held her close and told her he loved her.

When she got back to her chamber, Father was waiting for her. A man with a 
mission she thought, he looked so intense. "Good morning, Father."

Her voice jarred him back to reality. "Oh, good morning Catherine. Did you sleep 
well?"

"Yes, thank you." She walked over to the dresser to put away her night clothes. 
She turned to him, studying him closely. It was obvious something was on his 
mind and she was sure it had to do with Vincent. Sitting down in the chair across 
from him, she asked, "Is there something you want to talk to me about?"

Father cleared his throat and found himself in the awkward position of asking 
Catherine of her intentions. He had come to love Catherine as a daughter. She 
had proven time and time again her love for Vincent and her devotion to his 
world. Her courage had saved them many times and her love had opened new 



worlds for Vincent. Worlds that he had never thought possible for his son. He had
watched their relationship grow with time. As much as he had fought her intrusion
into Vincent's life when they first met, he had come to marvel at the strength of 
their love. It had become an inspiration to all. What he had to delve into now had 
been the only remaining doubt and fear in the way of that love.

"Catherine, what you have done for Vincent these last few weeks has taken 
courage and has proven your love for him. You saved his life and for that, you 
have my deepest gratitude and admiration."

Catherine smiled warmly, she was deeply touched by this show of affection. At 
times she had wondered if she would ever win his trust. "Thank you."

Then Father began again "There is something of a personal nature I feel I have 
to discuss with you. Since Vincent's illness, you two have become...more 
physically intimate." 

He blushed furiously and could not look at her. He told himself that he was a 
doctor and should handle this in an impersonal manner, but that wasn't easy 
when dealing with two people he cared about. 

"I don't know just how far your relationship with him has gone and under other 
circumstances, it wouldn't concern me. It's just that I have seen what can happen
to him when he loses control. I saw him devastated by what happened with Lisa. 
Catherine, his control of this darkness in him is so fragile, especially now. If he 
were to... hurt you, or find that he could not perform as a man with you, it would 
destroy him."

It was Catherine's turn to blush, but more from anger than from embarrassment.

"Don't you think I know that? Father, I love Vincent, I would do nothing to cause 
him pain." She struggled for control of her anger, but she decided it was time to 
state her intentions.

"I know without doubt that Vincent cannot hurt me. Father, when I went into the 
cavern after him, he was totally lost in that darkness. He ran up to me as if to 
strike me, but he couldn't. Lost as he was, he couldn't hurt me. If he couldn't 
then, he never will." She took a deep breath and pursued a most delicate issue. 
"As far as his fear of perfomance is concerned, unless there is some medical 
problem I don't know about, I have no doubts we will be just fine."

Father could see Catherine's annoyance of his intrusion into a personal subject 
between her and Vincent, but he felt obligated out of love to continue. 



"Catherine, he has never been intimate with a woman before. We cannot be sure
what, if anything will happen."

Catherine glared at him. "I think that is something Vincent and I have to discuss, 
don't you?"

He looked at her unbelieving. "Does that mean you intend to pursue this?"

Suddenly Catherine's anger was gone, she felt calmness that certainty brings.

"Yes. Father, you see Vincent as your son, a child that needs protecting. To me, 
he is a full grown man, who need to make his own decisions. You cannot 
continue to make them for him, even out of love." Her voice softened as she 
continued. "I love Vincent as a woman loves a man. I want to be with him, to love
him completely. I want to give him the joy and fulfillment he's never known. Yes, I
want to make love with him. And not just to fulfill his dreams, but mine as well. It's
time we were together, Father. It's time."

Her impassioned plea made sense to him and his heart agreed. Still, somewhere
deep inside, fear remained. His fear, not Catherine's. Had he been the one to 
feed the fear in Vincent? If he had handled the situation with Lisa differently, 
would Vincent's present anguish been avoided? Had his fear been the obstacle 
between them all along? The surety he had walked in with had suddenly fled in 
the face of this fragile looking woman's strength of conviction and love. Maybe 
Catherine was the one woman who could lead Vincent through his fear.

"Maybe you're right, maybe it is time."

Catherine smiled, she had won the battle with Father. She watched as he stood 
up to leave. 

Suddenly he stopped, turned around, and walked over to her. With a great deal 
of awkwardness, he hugged her and whispered, "I love you, I love both of you." 
And with the hint of a tear in his eyes, he left.

Catherine felt the tears well in her eyes as she sat down again trying desperately 
to put it all into perspective. Everything she had told Father was true and from 
her heart. She had finally admitted it out loud to someone. If only she could 
convince Vincent. She then knew she had to see him. She had to find some way 
to reach him.

She found herself in his chamber searching for him. All she found was his 
absence. She decided to wait for him and began to browse through his chamber. 
Everything in his small chamber held pleasant memories for her. She sat on the 



bed and her memory wondered back to that moment in the cavern when she 
kissed him. His response was unexpected. She touched her lips now 
remembering how his mouth had felt on hers. For so long, she had wanted to 
kiss him like that, so many times she felt he wanted to as well, but he never 
found the courage. That night on her balcony as he kissed her hand, he looked at
her, the desire visible in his eyes, but he had turned away again. In frustration, 
she had pulled his face back to hers, but then her world had intruded and the 
moment was lost.

Catherine began to grow impatient. She wanted to bridge this gap between them 
as soon as possible. The books on the shelf close to the bed drew her attention. 
She walked over and began to run her finger across the titles. Most of them were
books of poetry, some she had given him, the others were Shakespeare. He truly
loved Shakespeare. As she moved down the shelf, her arm accidently knocked 
one of the books to the floor.

When the book fell to the floor, Catherine looked down at the open pages. 
Recognizing Vincent's handwriting, she immediately felt that she had invaded his 
privacy. She fully intended to close the book as soon as she picked it up; that is, 
until she saw her name and the confessions that followed.

She found herself being deeply drawn into his thoughts, his feelings, his desires. 
Reading of his innermost battle with his longing for her, his deep love for her, and
his very real fear of the intimacy they both needed but had denied left her 
strangely aroused and flushed with the knowledge. 

"What are you doing?" She was so absorbed in reading and rereading his 
journal, she was not aware he had entered the chamber. She blushed with 
embarrassment thinking how this must look to him. She could say nothing as he 
walked over to her and gently took the book from her hand.

His eyes skimmed over what she had been reading and with a look of great 
embarrassment, he turned from her tossing the journal on the table unable to 
meet her eyes. "You shouldn't have read that. I'm sorry if it...frightened you." His 
voice betrayed his emotions.

Catherine could feel the fear rising up in him and she desperately wanted to 
comfort him, to dispel his needless fear. "Frighten me? How could the desire of 
the man I love, frighten me?"

His answer was barely audible. "You know why...Lisa."

With carefully chosen words, Catherine began. "We've never withheld the truth 



from each other. Vincent, you don't have to hide these feelings from me. There is
no shame in desire, especially for you." She waited for some response, but he 
only closed his eyes. "You have no idea how my heart has longed to hear those 
words from you."

Vincent wanted to run, to find somewhere to hide from Catherine's pleading 
voice, her questions, her desire. As much as he wanted intimacy with her, he 
feared it. Now she was forcing him to face his demon, demandning him to admit 
his longing, to set free all his repressed feelings. His heart wanted him to tell her 
all he felt, to reach for her, to accept what she so obviously offered him, but his 
mind fought for control.

"I have no right."

"You have every right." 

The words came before thought. There was almost anger in her voice as she 
answered him. She had become weary of the fear this one encounter had 
caused Vincent. She wanted to force him to realize that this one encounter 
between two inexperienced teenagers was driving a wedge between them, an 
obstacle that threatened to become insurmountable with time and distance. With 
that thought, she knew if this final barrier were ever to come down, it had to be 
now. She could feel his resolve weakening, his battle nearing climax. If they were
ever to win, the battle had to be fought now.

"I love you Vincent. As a woman loves a man...with all her heart and all her 
passion." She stepped closer as she felt his battle continuing. "I want to give 
myself to you completely, to give you my love...and to receive yours. I'm not 
afraid." 

She searched his eyes and found partial submission, but just as she began to 
move toward him, he turned away.

"Catherine, please...don't!" He was pleading now, desperate to hang on to his 
resolve. He could sense her sincerity, her love, and her desire. His own passion 
had begun to rise unbidden and uncontrolled. He must not give in...for her sake. 

Catherine wanted to continue to press the issue with him, but she knew if she 
did, she might drive him further away. She had to back off and let him make the 
decision.

"Vincent, I can't force this with you, I love you too much. This is something you 
have to want. YOU have to decide if your love is stronger than your fear. You 
must come to me." She gently touched his back. "Vincent, know that I will love 



you no matter what. Know that I will accept you into my arms...and into my bed."

She waited and hoped for a response, but he only stood there with his back to 
her saying nothing. She sighed deeply and left the room with her heart in her 
throat and a prayer that she had done the right thing.

As she left the room, Vincent felt his knees buckle, and collapsed onto his bed, 
gasping for breath from the emotional battle going on inside him. He had so 
wanted to cast his fears aside, take her into his arms, give in to the passion she 
stirred in him. He wanted to give her what she wanted as well, to complete them 
both, but that fear, that damnable fear, seemed to wrap itself around his heart in 
an effort to crush them both. He had to get away, to think.

Hours passed and Vincent found himself at the reflecting pool absently staring 
down into the bright reflection of the sun. The conversation with Catherine kept 
running though his mind. How could it be that this beautiful woman could desire 
him so, he wondered, as he stared at his own reflection in the pool. How could 
she want to make love to this, was she truly blind to his appearance? So many 
questions, so few answers.

Suddenly a voice from beside him, "I thought you might be here."

Startled, Vincent turned to see Father standing beside him. His keen sense had 
always informed him of Father's presence, but in the face of the storm going on 
within him, his senses had become silent. He turned his gaze back to the pool to 
watch the reflection of the sun going down.

Father had already surmised that Catherine must have confronted Vincent about 
their discussion. Watching his adopted son, he could offer no comfort, could 
make no decision for him. Catherine was right, Vincent was a grown man who 
must decide for himself what path to follow. As all parents must learn, there is a 
time to let go, and now was the time. Now he could only offer his advice.

It was Vincent who broke the awkward silence. "Sunset. It's so beautiful with all 
the colors touching, dissolving into each other." He sighed heavily. "So much 
beauty."

"There is beauty in everything."

"Perhaps there is." He stood up to face the man he had known as his father. "If 
Catherine can find beauty in this..." he placed his hand on his chest to indicate 
himself. "...then perhaps that is true."

Father reached out his hand to place it on his son's. "There is beauty there 



Vincent. There is."

Vincent smiled at him in his fashion and then looked upward at their very small 
piece of sky so far away. He breathed deeply then looked back into the pool. "I 
love her so. I want to be with her, to share everything with her, all that I am. 
Father, I know I cannot give her all that she deserves of this life, but I can give 
her my love, my heart, my very life. She is my life. Why is that so wrong?"

"Perhaps, it's not. Vincent, for so long I believed that a close relationship 
between you and Catherine was wrong, that you would be hurt because she 
would be disappointed and in the end, leave you. But now I realize that all these 
fears were mine, not yours." He watched Vincent's face as he continued. "What 
happens, or doesn't happen between you and Catherine is something you two 
have to discover for yourselves. You see, there comes a time when you have to 
trust your heart. I think that time is now for you and Catherine."

Vincent couldn't believe Father's sudden change of heart. He felt encouraged, 
but still fearful.

Father added, "I cannot decide how intimate your relationship with Catherine 
becomes. That has to be your decision, but I can offer you this advice. Follow 
your heart and your instincts. Use your bond to the fullest, and don't be afraid to 
let Catherine guide you. Trust her, Vincent. She loves you."

"I know Father." Vincent hugged him and watched as he walked away. He now 
understood that the decision was indeed his. It was up to him to overcome his 
fear. That fear was the only remaining obstacle between them. He began 
walking.

He walked for hours, he thought, before returning to his chamber. He sat on the 
bed and his thoughts turned to Catherine. It was late and she must be preparing 
for bed. He had not seen her since their discussion and he wanted to go to her 
so badly. Tomorrow, he thought. That would be better.

*****

There was no rest for Vincent. Every time he closed his eyes, Catherine's image 
tormented him. She was calling him through their bond, but this time, it wasn't out
of fear. Her desire invaded his thoughts, wrapped itself around his heart, pulled 
at his body. He sat up, trying to force the images from his mind, but it was 
useless. Without his permission, his body was responding to those images 
further adding to his misery. 

Just down the tunnelway, Catherine also could find no rest. She was sure she 



could feel Vincent's heart beating, his every breath. Her mind was filled with his 
masculine image, his deep soft voice, and those eyes. She sat up and tried to 
focus her attention on something else; but tonight, she could not. She had a 
strange feeling of anticipation. Somewhere deep inside their bond, she could feel
Vincent's battle and she knew it would soon be over.

Vincent paced back and forth across his chamber, unable to control his thoughts 
and unable to stop the rising tide of desire. She was just down the tunnel. He 
could almost feel her arms pulling him to her. The image of her lying there filled 
his mind. He could see the longing in her eyes, feel it through their bond. 

Catherine's heart was pounding as she slipped into the long white silk gown she 
had brought from her apartment. At the time, she didn't know why she had 
packed it. Now she was convinced it was a premonition. She brushed her hair 
and settled his crystal around her neck carefully placing it between her breasts. 
She closed her eyes and breathlessly whispered, "Vincent, I need you."

With only a moment's hesitation, Vincent bolted through the entrance to his 
chamber and down the tunnel. The closer he came to her chamber, the more 
intense their connection became. Their hearts were beating to the same beat, 
their souls were touching. The pull became almost unbearable.

Standing by her bed, Catherine could feel him getting closer. She fought the urge
to meet him at the entrance. She knew he had to take those last few steps 
himself. It had to be his decision to come to her. She could only wait. 

Vincent stopped short at the entrance to her chamber. He was barely able to 
control his pounding heart. His palms were sweating and his stomach was in a 
knot as he took one long deep breath and stepped inside the chamber. 

She could feel him standing in the entrance and she turned slowly around. The 
look on his face was of such adulation, she fought back her own desire to run to 
him. Instead, she waited. 

Vincent was intoxicated by the sight before him. His beautiful Catherine dressed 
only in a long white revealing gown and his crystal between her breasts. The 
sight of her took his breath away. For what seemed like an eternity, he could not 
speak. He wasn't even sure he was breathing. There was only Catherine.

Suddenly, he was aware of the awkwardness of the situation. He must say 
something. "You are so beautiful."

Touched by the look of innocence she found in his eyes, she answered simply, 
"Thank you. So are you."



Her compliment embarrassed him for a moment and there was silence as he 
looked deeply into her eyes. He looked for any sign of fear or repulsion. He found
only love and acceptance. 

"Catherine, perhaps I have no right to your love, but I can't fight this any more."

Catherine tilted her head and studied him closely then reached out her hand. "I 
don't want you to fight anymore."

Without thought, his body responded to her invitation. He moved forward, taking 
her hand in his. He was placing his innocence, his vulnerability in her hands. The
fear of her rejection was gone, but still his fear of the unknown remained.

"Catherine, I want to make love to you, but what if I can't..." His voice trailed off 
and he shrugged his shoulders. 

"Oh Vincent." She said reaching her hand up to his face and gently caressing his 
cheek. "I don't think that's possible, and even if it were, I'm sure we could find 
some way of pleasing each other. There are no rules." She thought perhaps he 
needed some proof of his own sexuality before they continued. "Perhaps you 
need a little reassurance." She then slowly and gently moved her hand down his 
chest to the waistband of his pants. As she did, she could feel him tense with 
anticipation. She slid her hand down to and over the bulge and watched with 
enjoyment as he responded to her touch. She looked up into his eyes. "You see 
Vincent, you can."

At her touch, he inwardly braced himself for the worst. When she seemed 
pleased with his response, the last fears began to melt away. He sighed deeply 
and lowered his head closer to her mouth.

"I love you. And I want you."

The ache deep within spoke to her of her own desire at his words. Her arms 
found their way around his neck as her mouth found his. When she had first 
kissed him in the cavern that night, his response had been slow and tentative. 
Now there was an urgency, a hunger. She could feel his arms enfold her and pull
her closer. She willingly molded herself as close to him as possible.

The feel of her body pressing against him, stirred Vincent's passion all the more. 
He wanted to kiss her more deeply, to touch her in all the forbidden places, and 
to hold her even closer. His hands began to respond to his desires as they slid 
down her back stopping momentarily at her waist. Within the bond, he felt her 
urging him to continue his exploration. Being ever so gentle, he allowed his 
fingers to trace the curve of her hips. Catherine entwined her hands in his hair 



and opened her mouth to begin a deeper exploration of her own.

They parted, breathing heavily and feeling totally lost in the passion. Their eyes 
met as Catherine slid her hands from around his neck to the front of his 
nightshirt. Slowly, she began to lift it up and whispered, "please". 

He moved back slightly and helped her lift it up over his head watching as she 
playfully tossed the shirt aside.

As her eyes and fingers began to explore his chest, he waited for some sign of 
repulsion. Again, he found none. She seemed intrigued by his appearance and 
his confidence rose. The touch of cool hands on his bare skin only enflamed him 
more. He had never known the touch of such passion and he was immediately 
addicted. He could hardly bear it when she leaned forward to allow her mouth the
same exploration her fingers had enjoyed. His involuntary shudder delighted 
them both.

Catherine stepped backward, pulling just free of his arms. At first, Vincent wanted
to pull her back but he watched with appreciation as she slipped the straps of the
gown off each shoulder. Then with a look of delight, she let the gown fall to the 
floor.

She let Vincent's eyes drink their fill, then stepped back tinto arms' length. 
Reaching down, she took Vincent's hand and placed it on her cheek. He 
responded by caressing her. With her eyes transfixed on his, she kissed his palm
then guided his hand down her neck.

The softness Vincent felt was unlike anything he had ever known until she led his
hand downward and he felt the fullness of her breast. Using her hand, she 
guided Vincent's touch until he found the courage to touch and caress on his 
own. He had often read of human sexuality and being raised as a doctor's son, 
he had seen and heard much. Nothing though had prepared him for this moment.
The emotional intensity of sharing this intimacy with someone was beyond 
rational thought; at this point, he could only accept.

Catherine watched with delight his responses to her. He reminded her of a child 
at his first Christmas. Everything filled him with wonder and delight; and in giving 
him this joy, she found her own fulfillment. He had begun to caress and explore 
with both hands now and she fuond them exceedingly gentle despite the 
destruction she knew them capable of dispensing.

Responding to her own desires, she reached for the waistband of his pants. He 
froze as she slid the pants down, let them fall, and looked at him. Catherine's last



doubts had fallen, as had his last bit of clothing. She was convinced now that 
consummation was possible. She looked up into his eyes and saw his fear.

Gently, she took his face in her hands, looked into his eyes, and said "Vincent, 
you are truly beautiful."

For what seemed like forever, they explored, discovered, and fulfilled each 
other's desires. Catherine knew they could stand no more foreplay. They were 
both ready. She took both his hands and led him to the bed. He stood for a 
moment looking down at her as if to memorize every detail. 

Sitting down, he kissed her hands and with all his feeling for her, he whispered, "I
love you...always." She then welcomed him into her arms and into her bed.

Vincent was transfixed by the passion in her eyes. In that moment, he was set 
free. Free of what he was, free of a lifetime of torment and shame. Finally free to 
love as any other man. He felt for the first time what it was like to be beautiful in 
the eyes of the woman he loved. His heart soared and his body followed as his 
mouth sought hers.

Their bodies touched deliciously as their mouths sought to fill the growing 
hunger. When Vincent pulled away to try to regain his breath, Catherine 
whispered into his open mouth, "Come to bed, Vincent." 

She reluctantly moved aside to allow him room to lie beside her. She raised up to
arms' length and let her eyes feast on him. She had always thought him 
unassumingly sexy and virile and had often imagined him like this, but the reality 
caused her body to respond with an urgency she had never before experienced. 
She had never wanted anyone so badly. She fought for the control she was 
going to need to guide him through his first sensual journey.

Vincent watched as she raised herself above him placing a hand on either side of
his head and a leg up either side of his hips. He couldn't resist allowing his eyes 
the pleasant journey down her chest. He let his hands caress the smoothness of 
her back and buttocks as she gently rocked back and forth over him.

After a few moments, she carefully positioned herself over him so that her 
breasts were barely touching his mouth. In a voice heavy with desire, she said, 
"Open your mouth... please." He complied as she lowered herself so that he was 
filled with her. Instinctively, his mouth caressed and tugged on the tender flesh 
arousing a deep moan from Catherine.

As Vincent's confidence grew, so did his aggressiveness. Catherine decided it 
was time to try something else. She removed herself from his pleasing mouth 



and moved down his body stopping to sit on his legs allowing him to feel her 
moistness. "

Vincent, look at me." He opened his eyes and watched Catherine as she began 
to lightly run her fingers over his rapidly hardening erection. "You see, Vincent, 
you're like any other man..." she hesitated, "perhaps more so." She continued 
her massage driving Vincent to the brink of ecstasy,

Watching his expression and hearing him pleading with her, begging her for 
release, she moved back over him slowly taking him inside. She trembled at the 
feeling of fullness and her body began to move seeking its own pleasure. 

Having no experience, Vincent could not control his responses. He reached for 
her hips and held her in place as his body gave in to the need for the deeper, 
harder thrusts that led to his own climax. Catherine did not try to slow him. He 
needed confidence that only experience could bring. They had all night.

In moments, he found his release and his body shuddered as he released his 
essence deep inside her. She opened her eyes and watched his expression as 
he regained control. When his breathing slowed, he opened his eyes searching 
to meet hers. When they did, no words were needed. Tears filled both their eyes 
as she fell into his arms joyfully.

That night, the fears and awkwardness melted away into laughter and squeals of 
delight. They both gave freedom to all their hidden longings, each giving to the 
other completely, lovingly until satisfied. Catherine sensed true victory when 
Vincent reached out to her just before dawn and became the seducer. She later 
remembered thinking that he was truly a natural lover or that he learned very 
quickly. Really, she knew it was the bond. That instinctive connection that 
relayed to him every emotion had been heightened during their lovemaking. He 
seemed to know what she wanted before she did and he was more than eager to
please.

The next morning found Vincent sitting on the edge of the bed putting on his 
socks and boots. Catherine had already dressed and was brushing her hair when
she noticed he seemed deep in thought. She walked over and quietly sat beside 
him. He only noticed her when she put her chin on his shoulder and began to rub
his back. 

"What are you thinking?"

He turned to her and for a moment was lost in those alluring green eyes. "Last 
night."



In a very pleased tone, she said, "Vincent, what happened between us last night 
was beautiful, exciting, and right. And I want it to be a regular part of our lives, 
even after I go back Above."

"I wish you didn't have to go back." At last he had given words to his fondest 
dream. Even though he knew she could never be truly happy living Below away 
from her work and from the world she had grown up in, he now knew she had a 
destiny to fulfill in his world as well.

"Someday, Vincent. Someday I'll come Below for good, but right now I need both 
worlds." She entangled her fingers in his hair and sighed deeply. "Until then, we'll
have to make do with whatever time we can steal together." She pulled his head 
toward her and kissed him deeply.

At that moment, they heard Father's voice. "Catherine, are you awake? I need to 
talk to you."

Vincent started to get up, but Catherine held him beside her. "He has to know 
sometime."

Father's eyes grew wide and he blushed with embarrassment at the sight before 
him. Vincent and Catherine were sitting on her disarrayed bed with their arms 
around each other. It was apparent to him what had gone on and it seemed as if 
they wanted him to know. His first reaction was to smile as he noticed that 
neither of them seemed disillusioned or upset, but completely at ease with each 
other. He hesitated about proceeding with his news, but he knew he must.

He cleared his throat nervously. "Catherine, I thought you might want to know 
about this as soon as possible. Your friend Joe has been hurt in an explosion."

 


