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"Come possess her," Alexander Ross chanted as he began to cut away Catherine's dress.

"No!" Vincent roared then crashed through the skylight. No one would possess his Catherine - 
NO ONE!

In Ross's demented mind, Vincent was Baca, beast of the night, who had come to claim his 
sacrifice. His delusion of omnipotence killed him as swiftly as the flames.

Watching the madman's grisly demise diminished Vincent. Every life that ended at his hands 
diminished his soul and this man's blind obsession leading to his death was no different. 
Holding Catherine's unconscious body protectively against his chest, Vincent watched. There 
was nothing he could do for Ross but there was a great deal he could do for Catherine. 

* * * * * *

In the safety of Catherine's apartment, Vincent took a moment to gaze down at the treasure he
held in his arms. The woman he saw was not the Catherine he knew. The drug had changed 
her personality and destroyed her reason. The words she spoke that night on her balcony 
echoed in his mind and tore at his heart. "I hate you," she had repeated vehemently over and 
over again. 

The heavy make-up, revealing red dress, and crimped hair made her look like one of the 
women he often saw walking the streets at night. Although he found her appearance strangely 
erotic, he much preferred the freshly scrubbed, more natural sensuality she exuded.

Pushing all thoughts of her appearance aside, he was relieved to have her safely in his arms, 
free of Ross's demonic possession. She would recover. Narcissa's dire prediction would not 
come true - this time.

Carefully, he placed her on her bed then arranged her legs in a more comfortable position. 
After removing her high heels, he marveled at the sight of her small, dainty feet in his large 
hands. Every new discovery he made about her put him in awe of her beauty and femininity.

His gaze followed the shape of her calves then traveled slowly up her leg to where the dress 
split, seductively exposing her upper thigh. Breathing slowed dramatically as a heated flood of 
desire overcame him. How he longed to slide his hand...No, he admonished himself as he 
fought to refocus his attention.

Moving up to sit beside her on the bed, he began to notice other things. He placed her hands 
by her side, intrigued by the bareness of her arms and shoulders. Her pale, delicate skin was 
so inviting. Her face wore a peaceful expression as she slept. It was probably the only rest 
she'd had in days and the only positive effect of the drug. The steady rise and fall of her chest 
reassured him and then...



Suddenly, his gaze was riveted to her chest. Until this moment, he had not noticed that the 
missing buttons of her dress had loosened its fit. That, and the fact she wore no bra beneath 
the silk garment, had allowed her right breast to work free of its confinement. An involuntarily 
gasp escaped him. He could feel the heat rising as he continued to stare. His sense of 
modesty was screaming at him to turn away but a deeper need overcame his sensibilities for a
moment.

That small mound of flesh tipped with its delicate pink nipple was like an oasis in the desert of 
his existence. Every male instinct he had roared to life. He licked his lips in anticipation and his
fingers burned with yearning. The control he prided himself on slipped dangerously, as 
primitive longing surged. He sat for a very long time, battling his urges.

Tentatively, his hand moved toward the exposed breast. He had every intention of pulling the 
dress back into its proper position but he never quite made it. Instead, his hand quivered as 
the thumb and index finger ever so slightly made contact with the warm skin. His breath caught
in his throat and his eyes closed. The softness and warmth he felt were indescribable.

In that moment, he allowed himself to be human. His fingers followed the swell of her breast 
and tenderly touched the nipple. That contact sent his senses reeling. To experience his 
humanity in such an elemental way was more than he had ever hoped for in his sterile 
existence.

That small taste of ecstasy lasted only for a moment before the guilt and self-denial returned. 
Shame and fear overcame his courage. Reluctantly, he covered the breast then stared with 
undisguised longing at the woman who stirred his emotions so strongly. No matter how hard 
he fought it, this small woman had totally captured his heart. He was hers to do with as she 
pleased.

After a brief search, he found a blanket in her closet and quickly covered her. She still didn't 
look very comfortable in her jewelry and heavy make-up so he removed her ring, earrings, and 
the unusual gold band around her arm. The make-up, however, was a different matter. 
Knowing Catherine as well as he did, he knew she would not want to be reminded of her near 
fatal experience. His only option was to do a little face washing, a skill he picked up in the 
somewhat less than clean tunnel world.

Fumbling around in her bathroom made him feel as if he was violating her privacy even further.
The tiny room was filled with her more personal items. Her towels, deodorant, and a box of 
tampons on the sink only served to reinforce that feeling. The image of her showering then 
drying her nude body in this room bombarded him until he saw his own reflection in the mirror. 
That sudden dose of reality chased the images away quickly and painfully.

He dampened a washcloth and hurried back to Catherine's side. Very carefully, he washed 
away the heavy make-up until she once again looked like the vibrant woman he loved.

He sat for hours feeling content to watch over her as she slept. Although he was thankful for 
her safety, he was disturbed by the powerful and unsettling urges that had been awakened in 
him that night. As the hours passed, he became more determined not to endanger her with his 
desire.

* * * * * *

When Catherine awakened the next morning, she, at first, had no memory of the previous 
night. She didn't know how she ended up in bed dressed as she was or why. That lapse of 
memory did not last very long. Suddenly, everything came crashing back. 

"Oh, my God!" she exclaimed as she massaged her pounding temples.



Slowly, she sat up and looked around.

"What happened?" she murmured out loud. 

When she turned to push aside the covers, she found the note on the nightstand. The familiar 
handwriting she recognized immediately. After tentatively unfolding it, she read aloud.

"Dearest Catherine,

Last night, I almost lost you to a madman. That possibility filled me with pain and 
a rage I could not control.

When this all began, I had a horrifying dream. I walked from the tunnels into a 
room filled with strangers from Above. They were all gathered around something 
in the center of the room and I had to see what drew their attention so.

I walked through the crowd unnoticed until I saw the most terrifying vision I have 
ever seen. I saw you in a casket lying lifeless and pale. Catherine, that vision 
changed me. I came face to face with my biggest fear and realized I could not 
exist without you. Your presence in my life is as necessary as the air I breathe. I 
cannot lose you, Catherine - not like that.

When I felt the danger surrounding you, I came to you. Ross had tied your hands
and was cutting away your clothing when I arrived. Catherine, he would have... I 
cannot even bring myself to say the words. In his madness, he thought I was 
Baca, coming to accept his sacrifice. That belief led him to his death.

I carried you back to your apartment and watched over you as you slept. I 
wanted to stay until you awoke but dawn came and I had to return Below. It was 
difficult to walk away from you but, as usual, I had no choice.

I hope this note finds you well rested and on your way to a complete recovery. 
Catherine, as I said that night, I am with you. I will never abandon you.

Take care. I will come to you tonight.

Vincent"

The words were simple but the emotions expressed were more than he had ever admitted 
before. Why was it so difficult for them to simply express their feelings? Why were they 
tortured with desires they were forbidden to fulfill? Again, the frustration threatened to choke 
her.

Feeling a bit more resigned to her doubts, she set about the task of showering, cleaning up, 
and preparing for work. As she did, she thought about what had happened and the terrible 
things she'd said to the one person she could truly count on. Her words must have hurt him 
terribly. To recall them now made her recoil in disgust. The note, however, gave her hope that 
he could forgive her harsh wards. It also enlightened her as to his more hidden emotions.

* * * * * *

After arriving at the office, she quickly discovered that Ross's body had been recovered from 
the fire and Lindsey Gates had been arrested. Catherine's own statement about the duo's 
reign of terror on her was merely a formality to collaborate Lindsey's confession. By the end of 
the day, she was tired but eager to see Vincent again. There were so many things she needed 
to tell him.



* * * * * *

Below, Vincent was stretched out on his bed trying to catch a little sleep before his visit to 
Catherine. In those few minutes between closing his eyes and entering deep sleep he brought 
the image of Catherine lying on her bed to mind. This time, however, fantasy replaced reality.

* * * * * *

Holding her tiny foot in his hand, Vincent caressed each toe with curiosity and wonder. In this 
fantasy, his inhibitions were gone. He no longer hesitated out of fear. He felt confident and 
assured of her acceptance of him.

After lowering her foot back to the bed, he slid his hand slowly up her leg. His fingers slid 
easily along her silk stockings until he reached her upper thigh where her dress split. 
Tentatively, he slipped his fingers up further until they made contact with the waistband of her 
pantyhose. Without fear or hesitation, he hooked the fingers of his right hand in the waistband 
and began to work the undergarment downward while his left hand lifted her hips. He 
continued this procedure until he had successfully removed the pantyhose and panties then 
tossed them aside.

Her sigh captured his attention and diverted his gaze from her lower body to her face. The 
expression he saw was one of pleasure, not fear. His gaze then traveled to her chest where 
her right breast lay exposed, inviting his touch. Responding to that invitation, Vincent reached 
over and gently traced the shape then began fondling it with great tenderness. Her response 
was a moan and the turning of her body toward his hand.

Soon that wasn't enough for either of them. Catherine opened her eyes and looked at him with 
longing. There was no rejection or denial in her eyes. Her hunger was clear and undeniable.

He watched as she lifted her arms and removed her earrings and the gaudy, gold arm band. 
She quickly moved to unfasten the dress hook at the back of her neck then peeled it down 
slowly. Her eyes never left his as she exposed herself to his hungry eyes. Allowing him a 
moment to appreciate her offering, she hastily removed the garment completely.

Vincent's lack of experience left him suddenly unsure of his next move but Catherine prompted
him by guiding his face down to hers. With great enthusiasm, she proceeded to teach him the 
fine art of kissing.

Her lips were soft and warm beneath his and her tongue daringly explored his dangerous 
fangs. With that curiosity satisfied, he moved on to discover the thrill of kissing other parts of 
her willing body. What he discovered was Catherine's eager response to his explorations. 

I must be doing something right, he thought.

What he felt next was Catherine's hands desperately pulling at his clothes. Confused, he 
raised his head to look into her eyes. Had he hurt or offended her?

"Take your clothes off, Vincent," Catherine pleaded as she pulled at his vest frantically.

Fear reared its head. He had not completely undressed in front of anyone since childhood 
because, as his body had changed during puberty, he had no wish for anyone to see him. He 
knew, however, that if he and Catherine were going to make love, undressing was a necessity.
He proceeded quickly and efficiently. Once he was completely nude, he gave her no time to 
assess his attributes. He moved back onto the bed and quickly covered her body with his own.

"Slow down," Catherine whispered. "There's no need to rush this. Let's take our time." Gently 
pushing on his shoulders, she asked him to roll over onto his back.



Feeling a bit frustrated and fighting an uncomfortable erection, it was all he could do to follow 
her directions. As soon as he did, she rolled over and began stroking his body, making a 
difficult situation worse. Just when he thought he couldn't stand it any longer, she moved over 
onto her back.

"I'm sorry, I wasn't thinking. This is your first time. You haven't learned to control your 
responses yet. Come over here and just let it happen. Don't try to fight it for my sake," 
Catherine said with understanding.

He had to have relief and he had to have it now! Awkwardly, he spread his body over hers and 
felt her tiny hand encircle his painfully swollen erection. Her legs spread wide then wrapped 
around his buttocks as she guided him inside. He quivered as his body moved instinctively to 
fill her.

What he felt was so intense and so intimate, the words to describe it were forever lost to him. It
ended much too soon. After only a couple of thrusts, he experienced the fulfillment of his 
manhood.

"Catherine, I love you," he moaned breathlessly in her ear. "Catherine? Catherine!"

* * * * * *

Vincent sat up in his bed drenched in sweat. "What? Where was Catherine? Where was he?" 
As reality seeped in, he realized he was back in his chamber. It had all been a dream. A dream
that had never before been so real. Angrily, he kicked the cover aside and sat up on the side of
his bed. When he did, he became aware of the dampness and throbbing in his groin area.

"Oh no," he groaned.

Until today, his dreams of Catherine had been sweetly romantic and filled with vows of love 
and commitment. Never before had their lovemaking been so vivid. Almost losing her and 
seeing her the way she looked last night must have triggered his already awakened desire for 
her. Again, he moaned. 

"She must never know," he declared.

* * * * * *

Catherine sat on her balcony contemplating the seemingly innocent looking shell Alexander 
Ross had given her. Her pale blue, satin robe ruffled slightly as a gentle breeze blew across 
the balcony. Her upswept honey-blond hair stirred at the base of her neck.

Vincent's first sight of her took his breath away. Her simple beauty in that blue robe with her 
hair swept up delicately off her neck stirred the desire he was so desperately trying to hide. 
When she looked up at him, the love and pleading he saw in her eyes evoked an impulse to 
take her in his arms and protect her from all the world's evils but that was impossible. All they 
had was this moment.

She had been so deep in thought, he was on the balcony before she saw him. Her first impulse
was to run to him and beg his forgiveness, but one look into his eyes told her that was not 
necessary. He had already forgiven her.

Something else was reflected there as well. Fear and apprehension of her acceptance of him 
flickered briefly. She knew the uncertainty she saw there could not be dispelled by mere 
words, so she used their connection to transmit all the love and acceptance she felt to him. 



When the cloud of doubt disappeared from his eyes, she knew the message had been 
received. Now, if she could only heal the hurt she had caused.

She needed him! The message sang loudly through the bond. She was even begging his 
forgiveness! That discovery renewed his faith and returned his hope. He stood tall and 
confident in the light of her love.

In her hand, the shell was all that remained of their painful and harrowing experience. Vincent 
gently took it from her and crushed it in his powerful hand. It was a gesture that symbolized the
power of love over evil. The threat was destroyed and tossed aside as so much dust in the 
wind.

Their eyes met again and the passion they shared flared brilliantly. For the rest of her life, 
Catherine would always remember how strong and sensual he looked as he enfolded her in 
his arms and how badly she wanted him to kiss her. She was content, however, to melt into his
arms.

Afraid of making the first move, Vincent was frozen to the spot. When Catherine leaned into 
him and rested her head against his chest, his heart swelled with love. He smiled slightly then 
rubbed his cheek against her hair as she slid her arms around his waist.

He slipped his arms around her and held her protectively. She was so warm, soft and smelled 
so good. Then the realization hit him that if his life ended at this moment, he would die a happy
man.

Neither of them could be certain how long that embrace lasted, but whether it was a few 
minutes or an eternity, it still wasn't enough. They held onto each other, drawing strength and 
solace from the contact of hearts and bodies. Finally, the words came.

"I'm so sorry, Vincent."

"Don't apologize, Catherine. You weren't yourself."

As she lifted her face to look into his eyes, he could see the tears.

"It all seems like some horrible dream to me now. I don't know why I did those things. The 
terrible things I saw and the things I said to you...Vincent, can you forgive me?"

"I meant what I said that night. I will not abandon you, Catherine. I am with you always," he 
replied simply.

She looked at him in awe. "But the things I said to you..."

"...were the result of the drug, nothing more," he finished.

"I didn't mean any of it," she explained.

Once again, Vincent tightened his hold on her. "I know that, Catherine."

"Do you? I felt doubt in you just then," she argued.

Vincent sighed. "I admit feeling a little fearful of your reaction to me tonight, but that fear is 
born of my own self-doubts, not your kindness."

"What I feel for you has nothing to do with kindness. You know that."

He did know that, but to voice those feelings and then be forced to deny them would be cruel 
beyond measure.

His silence re-established the boundaries Catherine was forced to accept if Vincent were to 
remain in her life. They were boundaries she tried to push on a regular basis, but tonight, she 
simply retreated outside them. With a deep sigh, she wrapped her arms more tightly around 
him. 

"Hold me," she softly pleaded.



That was exactly what he wanted to do at that moment; to hold her and never let her go. It was
all he could hope for but could never have.

"Is everything all right now?" he asked.

"Lindsey Gates is cooperating fully, if that's what you mean."

"Did she mention me?"

"No. I guess she thought no one would believe her," Catherine assured him.

A smile teased the corners of his unique mouth. "I wouldn't," he playfully remarked.

Catherine lifted her head and gazed into his startling blue eyes then laughed. "You have a 
point. A year ago, I could never imagine anyone as magical as you."

"Magical?"

"Absolutely! Magical, and more beautiful than anyone I've ever met." 

His responding blush delighted her. "Would you read for me, Vincent? Your voice is so 
comforting."

"It would be my honor."

They sat on the balcony for hours lost in each other. Catherine's head lay on his shoulder as 
she quietly listened to his voice. Her nearness soothed and reassured him. She was safe from 
the demons of her world and, for now, safe from him. He pushed the images of his dream back
into the furthest corners of his mind. The darkness had passed - at least this particular 
darkness.

END


