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"I'm shaking," Catherine confessed in a quivering voice. 

The thought of having everything good in her life destroyed by an overly persistent reporter, 
without any compassion, had practically scared the life out of her. She was trembling 
uncontrollably, her heart was pounding, and panic was crashing through her in waves. What 
were they going to do?

An emotionally crushed Vincent felt her need for comfort and quickly pulled her into the safety 
of his arms. As he held her, he realized that he had to say quickly the words that would destroy
them both.

"What you said was true, Catherine. It must end now. WE MUST END!"

Catherine lifted her head from his chest and stared up at him in horror.

"They know everything," he continued.

"No!" she responded in a shaky voice that threatened to break.

"This man will never stop. Elliot - will never stop. They will hunt me till they find me or until I am
dead." 

It was a hard truth, one that tore Vincent's heart apart. After all they had endured, it would end 
like this.

"Then I'll come with you," Catherine pleaded. Her heart was telling her it was the only way.

Her words touched his broken heart deeply and made parting much more difficult. "It's no life 
for you," he gently explained.

Once again, tears burned her eyes. "Or for you."

Anger, frustration, fear, and heartache all waged 'a horrific battle in her. They had to do 
something. They had always managed to pull a victory from the jaws of defeat before, they had
to now. It just couldn't end like this. Her head throbbed horribly. In desperation, she turned to 
him. 

"I don't know what to do."

Vincent took a slow, deep breath. "You must face - what we always feared might come to pass
from the beginning." The words were tearing him apart.

"Vincent!"

He was lost in a tidal wave of helplessness.

“It is all we can do. Remember our love. Let it guide you, give you courage. Know that what we
had can never be taken away." 



No more words came to him then. He reluctantly began to move away from everything light 
and good in his life.

As he moved away, Catherine's panic overtook her. "Vincent, don't!" she pleaded again.

He couldn't bear much more of this. "Catherine, go quickly - please."

Catherine began to sob. Feeling his presence in her soul being torn away was a pain beyond 
words.

"Hold me. Just hold me one last time." 

She ran to him.

He could not deny her plea. Just one more embrace, he told himself as she sobbed against his
chest. 

"I love you," he whispered into the softness of her hair.

That confession of love gave her the courage she had been searching for. Those three words 
made everything crystal clear and she pulled back to wipe the tears from her eyes. 

"I'm coming with you."

"No, Catherine. Please don't pursue this."

"No. It's the only way. I cannot live without you. I won't. I'll just drop out of sight until this dies 
down."

"But Catherine, what if it does not die down? Be reasonable."

"Reasonable? Living without you is not reasonable, it's not even feasible. I love you with all my
heart. I've told you that before. It's time I made a choice and this is it. I will not live in that world 
totally cut off from you."

"Catherine..."

The decision, once made, filled her with comfort and plans began to form in her mind. 

"I have to go back to my apartment and change. I'll pack some things and meet you in your 
chamber in an hour."

"I will not let you do this."

"If you try to leave without me, I will follow you."

"You don't know those tunnels. You could be lost or killed. No!"

"Then you'll just have to wait for me, won't you?"

"Catherine, don't do this. Things are bad enough." He could tell by the look in her eyes that his 
arguments were falling on deaf ears.

"Vincent - my heart tells me this is the right decision. I don't want to spend the rest of my life 
regretting that I didn't put up a fight for our love. What we have is the most precious part of my 
life. I refuse to give it up like this. I will not let this defeat us!"

She stared at him defiantly. "I will meet you in your chamber in one hour. If you are not there, I 
will come after you. Is that clear?"

Vincent smiled despite his tears. He could no longer argue with her or his own heart. She was 
determined to be with him and he could not deny his own need of her presence. Slowly, he 
could feel his heart mending.

    * * * * * *



"Oh my God!" Father exclaimed as Vincent told him of the night's events. "After all these years,
what we feared has finally happened. I told you that you were becoming too careless with your 
excursions Above. As much as I love Catherine, your - involvement with her is too dangerous."

"Father - the time for recriminations has long passed." As always, his father's words were 
painful.

"Yes, we must deal with the consequences of your carelessness. You must not go near the 
surface and Catherine cannot come Below. They will be watching her."

"As usual, you would have Catherine deal with the consequences of our relationship while I 
hide," came Vincent's sarcastic reply.

Father stared at him but did not respond. "We will put up false walls and alter the entrances. 
Lookouts will be placed at all points of entry."

“I agree with the precautions, Father, but I will take even further action."

"And just what might that be?"

"I will go down beyond the catacombs to distance myself from the community. If by chance, 
they search the tunnels, it is best they discover nothing - abnormal."

"Vincent..."

"It is best for all."

"As much as I will miss you, I agree with you. You'll be safer apart from the community."

"I will gather some supplies. As soon as Catherine arrives, I..."

"Catherine!" Father responded loudly. "Vincent, have you gone mad?"

"Catherine insists upon going with me," he patiently explained.

"How can you even think of such a thing! It is too dangerous for both of you!"

"What are you really afraid of, Father? Do you feel the trip is too dangerous for us, or do you 
fear our being alone together?"

"Both, and you should too."

"I'm not sure what it is I fear most - being with Catherine or without her. Father, I cannot leave 
Catherine to face what may happen because of me. If I were not in her life, she would not have
to live a life of secrecy. She chose me above all others to love. Until tonight, I have not been 
able to accept that.

"She belongs by my side. She has made that choice. I believe destiny brought us together for 
a purpose. Perhaps - the time has come for us to discover that purpose."

"Vincent, this is not fair to Catherine."

"Making her choices for her is not fair to Catherine," Vincent countered.

"I cannot talk you out of this?"

"No. Catherine and I feel it is the only answer. Father - there are so many things in life I cannot
have - will never be allowed. Catherine's love has made up for all of those things. She is all I 
want of life."

Father watched as his son left the study. His stride now was one of confidence and 
determination. He sighed in defeat realizing that whatever happened between them now was 
entirely their decision and his pleas for reason were useless.

Passion. It drove people to do foolish things in the quest for fulfillment. It was never sated and 
often ruled the lives of those daring to play in its fire. It was then Father recalled the passion of 
his youth for Margaret. It was a passion that still burned in his soul. 



Vincent was feeling that fire and, unlike himself, had not yet succumbed to its ultimate 
expression.

He wearily sat down at his desk. They must begin their safety precautions as soon as possible 
but he couldn't turn his thoughts from his son's dilemma. It was very possible that this reporter 
would destroy their sanctuary and end any kind of decent life for Vincent. Perhaps it was best 
that he and the woman he loved share what joy they could for as long as possible. Be well, my 
son. I pray you find the love you long for.

    * * * * * *

"I'm ready," Catherine announced upon entering Vincent's chamber.

In the midst of his packing, he turned to see her standing in the entranceway clad in jeans, 
hiking boots, a flannel shirt over a T-shirt, a lined jeans jacket and gloves. He smiled. She 
looked like she was going on a camping trip. The duffel bag slung over her shoulder only 
added to the look.

"Aren't you ready yet?" she asked as she lowered the bag to the floor.

"I had to inform Father of tonight's events and - our plans."

"Oh, I don't imagine he took it very well."

"Better than I thought, actually. He is concerned for both of us, Catherine." Putting aside his 
packing, he stepped directly in front of her. "You can still change your mind."

"No, we've already been through this. My place is by your side."

Her devotion to him touched his soul and filled his heart with love.

"I ... love you," he proclaimed in a quivering voice.

"And I love you. Don't ever lose sight of that, Vincent." She moved into his arms and embraced
him tenderly.

"Did anyone see you?" Vincent asked.

"No. I ran in, changed, packed, locked up the apartment, and came here."

"It looks like you packed the apartment," he observed.

"Oh - that? I only packed the things we girls need the most," she teased. 

She remembered the rush she had been in while gathering her things. Having no idea how 
long they'd be away from the community, she packed tough, washable clothes, several 
changes of underwear, the necessary hygiene items, and a few extremely personal items. She
smiled to herself as she wondered how he would react to her bouts of PMS and having to deal 
with tampons. She was sure he knew about women's periods but doubted he'd ever had any 
experience dealing with it. Oh well, we'll soon see, she mused.

"Mouse has agreed to leave supplies at the mouth of the catacombs every few days. He'll 
bring us news as well."

"Vincent, do you think it will ever be safe enough for us to return?"

"I don't know, Catherine. If those pictures are printed, they will search the subways and upper 
tunnels for me. They could possibly discover the main hub of the community. If that happens - 
it would be too dangerous to return, they would be waiting. Catherine - you should return to 
your life..."



"No! I have no life without you. You don't understand what it would be like Above if those 
stories are printed. Every reporter across the country would be hounding me. I couldn't work, I 
couldn't escape them, and I would have no peace. Worst of all - I wouldn't have you. I can't live
like that. No, I choose to spend whatever life I have with you." 

To make her point, she picked up her bag and tossed it over her shoulder.

Vincent smiled. "I hope you never regret that decision."

"I won't."

After gathering his own duffel bag, his cloak, and a lantern, they began their journey.

    * * * * * *

The tedious and often dangerous journey, deep into the bowels of the earth, took two days. 
During their descent, Vincent was attentive, protective, and ever alert for any signs of distress 
from Catherine and strangely apprehensive about what lay ahead of them.

Their first night together was a lesson in forced intimacy. As Vincent was about to set up camp,
Catherine began looking anxiously around.

"What is it, Catherine?"

"Uh - I need to - I need to go."

"Go where?" he asked innocently.

"To the bathroom," she answered with a touch of desperation in her voice.

"Oh."

"Any ideas?"

Pointing to an outcrop of jagged rocks, Vincent responded. "Behind those rocks."

Catherine quickly searched through her bag for the toilet paper then disappeared behind the 
rocks. While Vincent busied himself making camp, he found himself strangely plagued by 
images of just what was going on behind those rocks. Soon, she returned to the campsite.

"There," she sighed. "That feels much better."

An amused smile teased the corner of Vincent mouth.

"Tell me, Vincent. Don't you ever have to go?"

"Of course I do."

"You must have an enormous - bladder," she said then blushed. She hadn't realized just how 
what she said would sound.

He blushed as well. "While you get settled, I'll follow your lead."

Catherine watched as the man she adored stepped behind the same rocks she had used and 
began a very masculine ritual. She smiled at the sight of his head above the jagged rocks 
looking downward. If only... 

"Stop it, Chandler," she muttered under her breath.

After a Spartan meal and a little tidying up, they went to sleep on opposite sides of the fire. 
Sometime between midnight and dawn, Vincent awoke and lay for some time, simply staring at
the tiny, incredibly alluring body of the most miraculous creature he had ever met. 



At that particular moment, he allowed himself to feel the full force of his desire for her and it 
frightened him. How dare he bring her into this primal world and risk subjecting her to his even 
more primal instincts?

    * * * * * *

They traveled all the next day stopping only to eat and take care of other necessary bodily 
functions. Their second night began with the two of them on opposite sides of the fire but 
ended quite differently.

After only a few hours, Vincent was awakened by Catherine's screams. He jumped to his feet 
and ran to her side. She was having some sort of nightmare. 

"Catherine - wake up. It's Vincent. You're safe. Wake up." When she didn't respond, he 
grabbed her by the shoulders. "Catherine, wake up!"

Finally she opened her eyes. "Vincent?"

"I'm here."

She sat up and wrapped her arms around his neck.

Her embrace was desperate and Vincent could feel her body trembling. "What is it?"

Releasing a deep breath, she pulled back and looked into his concerned eyes. The firelight 
softened his features and cast a golden glow to his face. He never looked so beautiful.

"It was just a nightmare."

"Would you like to talk about it?"

"No. I'd rather forget it."

"Why don't you lie down and go back to sleep?"

"Vincent..."

"Yes?"

"Would you - lie beside me and hold me?"

"Catherine..."

"Please."

He found himself unable to refuse her and watched as she scooted over in her sleeping bag to 
give him room. Hesitantly, he slid into the bag and allowed her to snuggle her body against his.
Her head rested on his chest and Vincent felt the softness of her hair against his cheek.

Every nerve in his body jumped to life and a tension developed in the pit of his stomach. This 
is what he had dreamed of for so long. 

Lying next to Catherine, holding her as she slept, was a fantasy he often experienced as he 
watched her through her balcony doors, in her bed sleeping. But he had always thought that 
the privilege to lie with the woman you love was reserved only for normal men, not for one 
such as he. Tonight, however, was making him question every restriction enforced upon him 
because of his differences. He soon fell into a blissful sleep.

He awakened briefly some time later to discover Catherine had turned in her sleep and his 
own body had followed her movements. He looked down and saw that his leg was draped 
across her thigh and was resting possessively between her legs. And as if that wasn't bad 
enough, he discovered his hand had worked its way under her sweater and was resting on the 
soft lace of her bra. That discovery made him tremble as he fought the fear of discovery and 



his own desire to leave it where it was. Eventually, he gently removed both his hand and leg 
from their intimate locations. As he did, Catherine whimpered slightly as if the loss of contact 
was physically painful. 

"Ssh," he comforted then watched her settle back into deep slumber. He smiled slightly then 
joined her.

    * * * * * *

In the dark depths of Vincent's sleep, a warning sounded. His senses were screaming at him 
that an intruder was near. With his entire body on alert, he opened his eyes and focused them 
on Catherine. She was still asleep. A movement beyond her caught his attention and he 
sprang to his feet, ready to defend the woman he loved.

The disturbance awakened Catherine and she turned to see Vincent ready to attack something
to the other side of her. Sitting up and turning in that direction, she saw the objects of his 
concern. Her jaw dropped open and she slowly got to her feet.

Moving to stand beside Vincent, she placed a hand on his arm for reassurance. She could feel 
his muscles taut with anticipation. She watched as five very dirty, very fearsome looking men 
stood staring at them with an eagerness that resembled hunger. 

"Who are they?" she whispered.

"I don't know," Vincent answered. "But I don't like what I'm sensing," he added after issuing a 
low growl.

Cautiously, one of them approached. Vincent moved slowly, keeping himself carefully aligned 
with both the one approaching and his companions.

"Be careful, Vincent. They may be just curious."

Vincent watched as the "curious" one approached Catherine. He was smiling and appeared 
non-threatening as he looked her over. He may have seemed harmless but every nerve in 
Vincent's body was on guard.

Suddenly, without warning, the man laughed, grunted, then grabbed at Catherine's breast. 
Vincent caught his hand, growled savagely, then shoved the man aside. The look of fear and 
awe on the intruder's face reflected the impact Vincent had made on him.

On the brink of losing himself because of the attack on Catherine, Vincent's emotions were at 
the most primal level and he was suddenly overcome with his opponent's intentions. Calming 
himself, he stepped back to Catherine's side and possessively encircled her breast with his 
hand. With his free hand, he gestured toward Catherine then brought his clenched fist back to 
pound it against his chest a couple of times. 

"Mine."

Catherine trembled. His tone of voice and the intensity with which he spoke left no doubt as to 
his meaning. He was establishing his territory to the other males. Normally, that kind of pre-
historic behavior offended her but it was painfully obvious they were dealing with people who 
where several hundred years away from women's lib. She decided it would be wise to let 
Vincent play this his way.

Vincent's ability to sense other people's emotions combined with his awareness of the more 
primitive side of his nature allowed him to "connect" with their visitors. What he felt was not 
constructed of logical thought or intelligible words but some sort of mental picture relayed by 
instinct. Whatever the reason for the phenomenon, he was very unsettled about the message 
he was receiving.



The five intruders were tall, muscular types that reminded Vincent of the one who had 
kidnapped Catherine and brought her to Paracelsus. 

The "simple ones" Narcissa had called them. It suddenly occurred to him that they had 
stumbled into a tribe of those unfortunate people.

He watched carefully as they communicated with each other through a series of grunts and 
hand signals. His message had apparently been understood. He decided to take advantage of 
the moment to reassure Catherine. 

"I'm sorry I had to do that but our friend was making a claim on you."

"No joke!" she answered sarcastically.

Vincent again studied the visitors. "I think they got the message."

"If they didn't?" she inquired.

"Honestly?"

"Of course."

"They would probably challenge me then kill me and..."

A look of terror crossed Catherine's face. "They wouldn't - would they?"

"Catherine, these are not civilized humans. They are the most primitive level of humanity. 
Respect for life or a woman's rights just don't exist. The instinct to survive and to mate is the 
driving force of their lives."

"How do you know all this?"

He shook his head. "I can't explain it, but some part of me can tune into that level of existence. 
Instinctively, I know what they're thinking."

Just as Catherine was about to comment, the motley group moved toward them. Vincent 
immediately took a defensive stance slightly in front of her. 

"I think they understand the concept of you as my mate," he commented as he watched their 
movements closely.

"I wish you did," Catherine absentmindedly answered.

Before he could respond, the men approached. The largest of the five pointed at them then off 
into the direction from which the group had come.

"He wants us to go with them," Vincent explained.

"Why?"

"I don't know. I don't think they want to harm us though. I don't feel any hostility only - 
curiosity."

"I don't suppose we could refuse their invitation?"

"I don't think that would be wise," Vincent answered.

Suddenly, two of the men circled around behind them and pushed them forward slightly. 
Vincent growled again as he put a protective arm around Catherine. The two backed up a bit 
then Vincent led Catherine in the direction indicated.

During their short journey, Vincent concentrated on trying to communicate with their hosts. He 
succeeded, to some degree, in letting them know they meant them no harm but that Catherine 
was off limits. The tension eased but the hair on the back of Vincent's neck was standing on 
end.

Catherine used the time to assess their situation and to determine a course of action. After a 
lot of thought, not to mention the swallowing of a great deal of pride, she decided to play the 



part of the subservient mate to her man. Apparently the society, if you could call it that, to 
which these people belonged, saw the male as the superior and the female as property. She 
could just imagine the stronger of the males having his pick of the females whenever he 
wanted much like a pride of lions. That thought made her laugh a little. Speaking of ironies. 
Anyway, she chose a course of passive inaction or the old play it by ear scenario.

When they arrived at the campsite, both Vincent and' Catherine were stunned at the squalor 
these people lived in. The entire community of about twelve adults was gathered around a 
huge fire that apparently furnish them warmth, light, and a place to cook whatever it was they 
found for food. Catherine shuddered at that thought. Animal skins, old blankets, and rags were 
strewn around the fire indicating that everyone slept in the open together. They were more like 
animals than she originally suspected.

The seven women of the group quickly gathered around her as if to size up their competition. 
Her hair, clothes, and smooth, soft skin intrigued them for a few minutes then they turned their 
attention to Vincent.

Catherine well knew what their guttural sounds meant. The women were awed by Vincent's 
sensuality and she found herself reacting on a very primitive level. Without thinking, she 
stepped in front of him and pushed the women away.

"Mine," she declared as Vincent had earlier. 

Gripping his vest possessively with her clenched fists, she stared defiantly at the group until 
they backed away. Her message was clear.

Stunned yet very flattered by her declaration, Vincent watched the women retreat and then felt 
jealousy flair in the males of the community. The dominant male, apparently the leader of the 
community, chased the women away with angry grunts and gestures. Once order was 
secured, the leader gestured for them to sit by the fire.

Vincent waited for Catherine to sit then eased down beside her. That gesture surprised the 
males who seemed to care very little about such considerations and simply stared at him.

While they sat there studying each other from across the fire, Vincent took a moment to 
evaluate their hosts and try to tap into his amazing ability to understand them. He could feel 
their confusion, curiosity, and even the males' lustful feelings toward Catherine. 

Strangely, however, he felt no hostility or threat to their safety. For some reason, they acted as
if they knew him somehow. No, he told himself. They were merely acting out of respect for his 
earlier display of aggression. If nothing else, they appreciated the unwritten law of the survival 
of the fittest. The strongest, most dominant male ruled the community and had his pick of any 
female or all the females he wanted. As long as they left Catherine alone, he felt he had no 
right to judge them. He would, however, stay on guard.

As the day progressed, Catherine studied the community. One thing came to light as she 
watched them - there were no children. Odd, she thought. It would seem reasonable that this 
many adults could produce offspring. There were other peculiar things she couldn't quite pull 
together into any kind of sense, but she didn't have time to waste on that now. She was 
consumed with curiosity as to why they were there and just what their hosts had planned for 
them.

Vincent watched as one of the men stood up, walked a few feet away from the fire and 
urinated. He turned his head quickly and realized Catherine had seen him too. They both 
pretended they didn't see anything, but it embarrassed Vincent a great deal, even though 
logically he knew Catherine was aware of such things and had probably witnessed that same 
scene several times in her life. He couldn't help feeling as if he should shield her from such 
shameful public displays. Part of it, he realized, was simple civility. The other part of it was 
possessiveness.



If he thought that behavior was crude, what happened after they ate something that vaguely 
passed for food, absolutely floored him. He and Catherine were sitting very closely together 
whispering quietly about how they might elude their hosts. As they talked, they noticed several 
couples pairing off around the fire. With apparently no concern for privacy, Vincent watched as 
the males began to openly disrobe and fondle the females. He sat there, totally dumbstruck for
several seconds then something akin to anger rose violently within him. The limit of his tolerant
upbringing had just been reached.

Catherine was not quite as shocked as her companion. As primitive as these people were, she
fully expected something like this. She was more concerned about Vincent's reaction than her 
own embarrassment especially when she felt his anger and the vise-like grip he applied to her 
hand.

In a desperate attempt to remove himself and the woman he loved from the animalistic display 
going on in front of their eyes, Vincent virtually jerked Catherine to her feet and pulled her 
toward a tunnel that branched off from the community campsite. He couldn't think, he couldn't 
talk, he only felt an overwhelming need to get away.

After the initial shock of being so abruptly pulled to her feet had worn off, Catherine simply 
allowed Vincent to guide her toward the darkened tunnel. Their departure came to a sudden 
halt as one of the males barred their way. Taking a deep breath, Vincent tried hard to 
concentrate on the situation at hand. An idea came to mind. He looked at Catherine then back 
at the campsite where couples were now writhing in pursuit of gratification. Turning back to the
male obstructing their path, he placed his clenched fist over his groin area then reached over 
and put his hand between Catherine's legs. It was a gesture the male understood but he still 
seemed curious as to why they wanted to leave the campsite. Vincent growled then pulled 
Catherine against him and once again his aggressive tactics worked. The male walked away.

The meaning of Vincent's rough gestures was clear to Catherine and sent a flash of excitement
rushing through her veins. Was he indeed expressing his desire or was it a ruse to get by the 
obstacle in their path? She pondered that for only a few seconds then reasoned that Vincent 
would never be so base. Damn it.

Without a word, Vincent continued to lead her down the tunnel. He simply wanted to get as far 
away as possible from the orgy taking place at the campsite, that - she knew. Just how 
troubled he really was, she was yet to discover.

As she contemplated that thought, she became suddenly aware of the torches and lanterns 
lighting the hallways. It was another of those odd little things that nagged at her. These people 
were hardly advanced enough to understand the concept of fire. How could they have acquired
lanterns? Ahead of them the tunnel turned to the right sharply. They followed the turn and soon
found themselves walking into a large, well lit chamber.

"What the..." Catherine mumbled as she looked all around the chamber.

"I don't understand," Vincent responded. He stared at the wooden desk and chair in the center 
of the chamber surrounded by stacks of books and some very old scientific equipment. 
Notebooks and pens lay strewn across the desktop.

"This doesn't make sense," he observed. 

"These people have no conception of language. This..."

"Looks as if someone else has discovered the community," Catherine concluded for him.

It began to make sense now. "The simple ones Narcissa spoke of. She said Paracelsus lived 
among them. This is his study," Vincent angrily declared.

"But where is he?"



Before Vincent could answer, he turned his head sharply toward the entrance. "Someone is 
coming," he announced quietly.

"Damn!" Catherine swore. Paracelsus' army of giants had probably been trained to guard his 
study from intrusion. If they were caught there rummaging through his papers, their, up to now,
friendly hosts might get very unfriendly. She suddenly remembered Vincent's explanation of 
why they left the campsite and decided it was their only hope.

With no explanation, she shoved Vincent against the desk. Having no time to react, he found 
himself seated on its top watching Catherine frantically pull off her jacket and pull her blouse 
from her jeans.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

"Shut up and play along," she commanded as she began unbuttoning the shirt.

"Catherine!"

She could see the shock on Vincent's face as she exposed herself to him. She just wished she
could savor the expression she saw as he looked at her wearing only a bra and jeans in front 
of him.

"Put your arms around me."

"When he hesitated, she grabbed his arms and wrapped them around her waist. "Tighter," she 
ordered as she heard the approaching footsteps.

Vincent obeyed. At that point, he was admittedly beyond any resistance. He was so 
overwhelmed at seeing her like that he could hardly breathe; argument was out of the 
question.

Just as the intruder entered the chamber, Catherine forcefully pushed Vincent's face into the 
hollow between her breasts. 

"Kiss me," she instructed as she tossed her hair back with abandon.

Again, he did as he was told and nuzzled into that sweet, moist hollow. Her intention 
crystallized in his mind and he played along as best he could.

The intruder stopped and stared with delight at the couple. His fascination with Catherine's 
unaccustomed beauty flashed through Vincent's mind as well as a more disturbing thought. 
This male was hoping to enjoy her charms as soon as he was finished with her and had every 
intention of watching them.

Anger rose quickly and Vincent turned to growl menacingly at the man. He stepped back but 
continued to watch. It wasn't until Vincent gave a full-throated roar did the man fall all over the 
place making his exit. That aroused male wasn't about to come back for leftovers.

Vincent's response aroused something deep inside Catherine and she realized she had come 
face to face with all Vincent was. This was the point of no return. Could she accept all he was, 
both man and beast or should she turn away now? Isn't this why she came down here with him
in the first place? She took a slow, deep breath then gently guided his head to rest against her 
chest. Right now, he needed comfort.

To Vincent, his response was a shameful reminder of what kept him and Catherine apart. His 
shame, and the anger that he could not share with Catherine what these primitive simple ones 
so openly experienced, left him feeling even less human than he ever had before. If 
Catherine's reasons for coming with him were to once and for all determine the extent of their 
relationship, surely she now knew.

He couldn't look up into her eyes and see the repulsion she must now feel. When he felt her 
hands guiding his head back to her, his heart leapt. Tears burned his eyes then streamed 



down his cheek. He relaxed against the warmth of her chest and listened to the reassuring 
beat of her heart. He held onto her and allowed her silent comfort to ease his pain.

She made no effort to break their intimate embrace. His pain echoed through their bond and 
she wanted to offer him all the comfort she could. If holding him like this helped, she was ready
to stand there half-naked all night.

A little while later, Vincent regained his control and pulled away. He stood up slowly and picked
up Catherine's blouse and jacket. 

"You'd better get dressed," he said softly as he handed the clothes to her.

When he still couldn't bring himself to meet her eyes, she held onto his hand. "Vincent look at 
me." 

His eyes slowly met hers and she could see the apprehension in them. "I love you," she said 
with conviction. "That hasn't changed."

Shaking his head sadly, he responded. "Maybe it should, Catherine."

"That's something we need to talk about in depth but right now is not the time."

Vincent watched as she put her blouse and jacket back on. He found that simple task a very 
erotic one and allowed himself a moment to savor it.

"We have to get out of here before Paracelsus comes back.

"I think we should try to find out what's going on here," Vincent commented as he began to 
rummage through the papers on the desk.

Reluctantly, Catherine began opening drawers. She'd rather avoid anything to do with the man
simply known as the "Evil One" and just get the hell out of this place, but she knew Vincent 
would not let it go so easily. If Paracelsus was abusing these people in his quest to gain 
power, Vincent would not allow him to continue despite his personal feelings in the matter.

When she opened the bottom drawer, she discovered several books that appeared to be 
journals of some sort. "Maybe this will give us a clue," she suggested as she opened one of 
them. "Oh my God!" she exclaimed.

"What?"

"Apparently Paracelsus has been keeping some sort of journal since he's been here. Listen to 
this entry of a few months ago:

"The tests are conclusive. In my attempts to create a bigger, stronger, superior army to regain 
my rightful place as ruler of the Netherlands, I have erred in my theories of genetic 
engineering. As I suspected, the males are sterile. The experimentation I did somehow left 
them incapable of producing mature sperm. The females, however, are fertile. With that 
realization, an idea has taken root. If I can devise a way, Vincent would be the ideal one to 
furnish the seed to build an unstoppable army I would control."

Catherine looked up at Vincent and saw him wince painfully at the journal's entry. "Let's check 
the next entry."

"My plan is taking shape. To lure Vincent here willingly will take a great deal of thought. He 
would not abandon the woman. As I have learned, kidnapping his precious Catherine or killing 
her would only focus his rage on me. For my plan to work, he must reject their forced humanity
and embrace his true nature. For that to happen, she must reject him.

"The woman is strong and puts Vincent's welfare above her own, however. The only way she 
would reject him would be to save him. If I can convince them both that their relationship 
threatens to expose Vincent's existence, I can drive a wedge between them."

Vincent looked over at Catherine with understanding dawning in his eyes.



"The rest of this is a step by step outline for his plan. He set us up, Vincent. He got in touch 
with Spirko and made him and me believe it was Elliot feeding him the information. He led him 
to Stephen and set up the abduction. Damn it! This whole thing was his plan. He wanted to 
lure you here."

"So it seems. He counted on us ending our relationship and me giving up my home and family 
to come here."

"What's so scary about it is that it almost worked. He didn't count on my decision to come 
Below with you or that we'd leave so soon."

Vincent paced back and forth nervously. "What's the next part of his plan?"

Catherine began reading the next entry. 

"I realize I must make him feel betrayed by all those he trusts. If he is to turn his back on his 
imagined humanity, I must attack all they have taught him. I can accomplish this only from 
inside the community. I can then begin to tear down his resistance without him even realizing 
what I'm doing. Once he has accepted the truth about himself, he will come to me willingly and
accept his role as sire to a new race of perfect warriors."

"He's planning to infiltrate the community!" Vincent said angrily.

"We've got to get out of here. Once he finds out we've been here, there's no telling what he 
might do."

"I'm open to suggestions," Vincent commented.

Now it was Catherine's time to pace. "They seem to respect your... they leave us alone when 
you roar." She was trying to be diplomatic.

"That's an instinctive response, Catherine. I don't do it on demand."

"You might have to. When we try to leave, they'll try to stop us. There'll be a confrontation."

"I don't know about that. I don't know if they realize who we are. I think they're just curious. I 
mean, we're not the norm for them."

"We're not the norm for anyone, Vincent."

"I'm the one who's different."

"We discussed that earlier and I meant what I said. We are responsible for who and what we 
are - both of us together," she corrected.

Her conviction shown brightly in her eyes. A part of him needed to believe her. "We must try to 
leave after they go to sleep."

"Surely they'll have someone on watch?"

Probably, but they let us come in here alone. By now, they realize we prefer privacy. If we use 
the same excuse, we have a chance to get away from them before they realize we're gone," 
Vincent suggested.

"You think they'll buy it again?" she asked.

"I think they understand that particular need extremely well."

Mental pictures of the group orgy that began as they were leaving flashed across Catherine's 
mind. "Better than some people I know," she mumbled.

Her comment was greeted by a very annoyed look from Vincent. 

"It's a plan and it's all we've got right now," she argued.

"We'd better go back out there. How long does it usually take?" Vincent asked without thinking.

"What?" Catherine asked.



"You know..." he answered uncomfortably.

"Oh! That depends. We're talking anywhere from three minutes to an hour. It just depends on 
how much time you spend in foreplay. That group is probably asleep by now. On the other 
hand, the two of us could be here all night."

Vincent was visibly embarrassed by her comment. "Let's take the journal and get back out 
there," he responded.

"Vincent - if we're going out there, we've at least got to be a little disarrayed."

He looked at her and tilted his head. "I don't understand."

"At least muss your hair a little and unlace your vest. Pull your shirt tail out too. We've got to 
look like we - had a very passionate encounter." Her clothes were already in disarray so she 
mussed her hair "You get the picture?"

"I think so."

"Here, let me," she suggested as she began to tangle his hair. The result took her breath 
away.

    * * * * * *

They lay snuggled up close together by the fire waiting for their moment. Earlier, their return to 
the campsite was met with smiles and a series of grunts and gestures.

Catherine had nudged Vincent gently. "Act smug."

"What?"

"They're expecting you to glory in your conquest. If you don't, they'll suspect something," she 
explained.

"Oh. I'm not quite sure how to do that."

"Remember haw Father acted that night he beat you at chess because I distracted you?"

"Yes. Oh - I see."

They walked back to their place by the fire with Vincent reveling in his triumph and Catherine 
acting the submissive female. One male actually sniffed her as they walked by and looked a 
little confused. When Vincent snarled, he decided not to press the issue. Although Vincent 
wasn't sure just what he was sniffing for, Catherine seemed to understand and moved away 
quickly.

Now, they waited as one by one their hosts fell asleep. When they were sure they were 
sleeping soundly, they carefully got up and tiptoed ever so quietly around and over the 
sleeping forms. With every step, they held their breaths and prayed the evening's activities had
left everyone too exhausted to be awakened by their departure.

They managed to get beyond the campsite and into the passageway that would take them 
back to the catacombs when suddenly one of the males stood threateningly in front of them. 
Vincent acted quickly. He made the same gestures as before that signaled his desire to have 
Catherine privately. At first, the male seemed satisfied with that and allowed them to pass. 
Without warning, however, the male grabbed Catherine's arm and tried to pull her away from 
Vincent. Vincent reacted instinctively. With one deadly swipe of his clawed hands, the male lay
dying. Sadness and regret ripped through both of them.

"We've got to get out of here," Catherine called out in a desperate voice.



Momentarily, the haze dissipated and Vincent responded. They quickly and quietly moved into 
the darkness leaving the "simple ones" to fend for themselves.

LOSS OF INNOCENCE

Vincent and Catherine traveled as quickly as they could until exhaustion overtook them. After 
stopping by their original campsite to pack up their things, they had continued until Catherine's 
legs simply could not go any further. At that point, Vincent settled them into a well hidden 
alcove that gave them a clear view of the immediate area. He sat near the entrance, watching 
the area closely.

Catherine moved over and sat close by him. She leaned against his shoulder and gently 
touched his upraised leg. He hardly responded at all as he continued his vigilant watch. She 
studied the intensity of his gaze. "You're thinking about them, aren't you?" she asked.

Without averting his gaze, he nodded slowly.

"Perhaps after Paracelsus has been dealt with, you can come back and help them?"

Suddenly, Vincent turned his head and focused his gaze intently on her. "Do we have that 
right?"

"What do you mean?"

"Those people have their own community, their own set of laws and traditions. What gives us 
or Paracelsus the right to interfere? Why is our way any better than theirs?

"Catherine, as offensive as their ways may be to us, they seem happy. They are family. How 
can we, in good conscience, disturb that? Are we so sure our way is right? Are we that 
arrogant? Isn't "helping" them to see things our way exactly what Paracelsus is doing to 
them?"

Catherine looked out into the distance, considering his words. "But don't we have a 
responsibility to improve their way of life? Isn't that what the tunnel world is all about?"

"When people come into our world, they have a choice. Would those people be allowed that 
choice is the question. They must live whatever time they have left with no hope. Would it be 
fair to subject them to things they can never have or even comprehend? Would it not be kinder
to leave them in ignorant bliss?"

"Would it have been kinder for you if you never knew love? Would it have been kinder to have 
never allowed yourself to dream?"

Vincent stared at her. Her words left him suddenly speechless.

"Perhaps this is a question for the entire community to address. I'm too tired and too anxious 
about what Paracelsus is doing to debate the issue now."

"You're right," he answered as he noticed the fatigue clearly visible in her eyes. He offered his 
arms in invitation for her to rest against him. She quickly accepted. Feeling her fit her body so 
closely to his eased his anxieties. As long as she was in his arms, all was right in his world.

Closing his eyes, he nuzzled against the softness of her hair. In that darkness, the image of 
her standing before him, clad only in her bra, reappeared with surprising clarity. He 
remembered the warmth, the smell, and the softness of her skin as his face was pressed so 
intimately between her breasts. The memory of it made him uncomfortable.



His discomfort filtered through their bond into Catherine's awareness. Never had she felt such 
unease from him at her nearness. She soon realized that their earlier deception in Paracelsus' 
chamber had affected him more than she thought. She also realized that this was her 
opportunity to turn it into something positive or fortify the obstacles that already existed 
between them. She decided to proceed carefully.

She slowly turned her body toward him then raised her head from his shoulder and nuzzled 
gently against the side of his neck. Raising her leg turned her even more into his body and she
gently gripped his vest to pull him closer. He responded by reaching for her shoulder with his 
free hand then letting it glide down her arm until it rested gently on her waist.

Allowing him a few moments to accustom himself to this new intimacy, Catherine planned her 
next moves carefully. She touched her lips gently to the side of his neck and reached for the 
hand resting on her waist. Ever so slowly, she eased it upward until it found the source of the 
ache she was suddenly bombarded with.

Her gentle but bold actions surprised him but not to the point of protest. Despite every logical 
reason he could think of to end her advances, he could not do it. He needed it, longed for it. 
Everything that had happened to them over the last few weeks was pushing them swiftly to the
point of no return. Their fingers were almost touching in the turbulent waters of their 
relationship. If either of them pulled back now, they would surely drown.

As he argued in defense of the "simple ones", he had seen the parallels to his own life. Had 
other people's expectations and values been forced upon him until he no longer knew what his
own values were? Left to his own devices and judgment, would he have had so much difficulty 
accepting the love Catherine offered?

All those questions rattled about his brain like a violent thunderstorm until the moment his hand
made contact with one of Catherine's intriguing bulges. His breath caught in his throat. Was 
she encouraging his touch? Whether a moment passed or an entire lifetime, he wasn't really 
sure. All he knew was that he didn't want it to end. He wanted with all his being to touch her, to
experience her as a man in love would freely do. But was he a man?

Catherine reached up and turned his face toward hers. With her fingers, she pushed the hair 
away from his face then traced the shape of his mouth, lingering on the cleft in his upper lip.

The sensation shook him to the core. The feel of her warm breath on his cheek, the gentle 
probing of her fingers around the sensitive skin of his upper lip, and his hand still resting on her
breast shattered every shred of self-restraint he had. For the second time in his life, he found 
the courage to express physical desire for a woman. Leaning closer, he awkwardly pressed his
lips to her waiting mouth.

Every second of that kiss was an eternity as he waited for her to pull away as Lisa had so 
many years before. When she made no effort to, he pulled back in wonder and studied her 
face.

Catherine's eyes opened slowly and she found herself looking into the depths of two very blue 
and very astonished eyes. She almost laughed at his bewilderment but thought better of it. It 
was best not to threaten his already weak self-esteem. Instead, she opted for a little 
reassurance. She pulled his face back to hers and kissed him with passion.

Their first gentle forays into passion were experimental at best. As all lovers do, they sought to 
find what was comfortable yet pleasing and exciting. Vincent even felt secure enough to gently 
squeeze and fondle the soft mound resting in his hand. But when Catherine's hand found its 
way down to the front of his pants and began to stroke the bulge there, things came to an 
abrupt halt. He placed his hand over hers to stop her curious fingers then pressed slightly to 
allow himself another moment to glory in her touch before gently removing her hand. Without 
explanation, he pulled away then stood up and walked to the other side of the entrance to their



small alcove. After a few moments of silence, he finally spoke. "You'd better get some sleep, 
Catherine," he advised without turning toward her.

He was, in effect, ending their encounter and all conversation about it. There was no point to 
argue or press any further. Catherine sighed then slid into her sleeping bag and closed her 
eyes. They would continue this later, she promised herself. She had to be satisfied with the 
progress they had made tonight. A faint smile played across her lips as she relived every 
touch.

* * * * * *

By the time they reached the Chamber of the Winds, they were exhausted and hungry. Their 
concern for the community drove them to push the limits of their endurance. When they did 
finally take a break, they began to formulate a plan.

"We can't just go charging in there without having a clue as to who Paracelsus is 
masquerading as," observed Catherine.

Vincent leaned back against the cool rock wall. "Everyone would think we've both snapped 
under the strain."

"Exactly. How about this? We simply play along until we find out what's going on. I'll go back 
Above and meet with Elliot. I have a feeling he'll be able to help me find out what Paracelsus is
up to. Besides, I owe him an apology."

"And Below?"

"Keep your eyes open. Analyze every word, every gesture, every move anyone makes around 
you. Paracelsus will put his plan into action as soon as you return. Play along with it. Let him 
think he's succeeding."

"That won't be easy."

"I'm sure it won't be but we have an advantage. We know what his plan is."

The words they had read in the journal came back to him in vivid detail. "Yes, we do," he 
answered with determination. "Are you ready?"

"As ready as I'll ever be," she responded almost cheerfully.

As she turned to make her way down the tunnel, Vincent grabbed her arm and turned her 
toward him gently but firmly. She stared up at him in confusion. Before he lost his nerve, he 
pressed his lips to hers. Her response was to step closer, put her arms around his shoulders, 
and return his kiss.

When the kiss ended, Vincent noticed the pleased smile Catherine wore and was again 
amazed.

"Thank you, I needed that," she declared in a coy voice. She knew Vincent was testing her for 
any signs of repulsion or even the slightest hesitation. This process of experimentation on his 
part was long overdue and she was looking forward to sharing it with him.

They arrived at the main hub of the community some time later. All seemed well as they made 
their way to Father's study after dropping some things off at Vincent's chamber. As they sat 
and talked with Father, they learned of the death of the reporter who had threatened to reveal 
Vincent's existence. No story had appeared and life seemed as it was before Spirko had 
intruded into their lives. Of course, all of that was because they had been away and nothing 
would have been gained by releasing the story until their return. But perhaps the threat of the 
story was all Paracelsus had planned from the beginning.



* * * * * *

As they stood at the entrance to the basement of Catherine's apartment building, they shared 
their thoughts.

"Be careful, Vincent. Don't let your guard down. He could be posing as anyone including 
Father. He'll take advantage of even the slightest weakness."

"I'll be careful. Catherine, I fear that we may be too late for whomever he's chosen to 
impersonate."

"I know. I'm frightened too. I remember what he did to Lou."

"We have no time to waste, Catherine. As soon as you find out something, you'll let me know?"

"Of course I will but we have to be careful that no one knows what we've discovered."

Vincent nodded then gazed into Catherine's eyes.

"What is it, Vincent? Ask it?"

"Does our new familiarity bother you?"

"You mean the touching and kissing?" Catherine asked.

Again, Vincent nodded.

"I'm very pleased at our progress. For a long time now, I've felt we were approaching a 
crossroad in our relationship. I think we've taken a step toward love and that is encouraging. 
There's nothing you desire that I don't. Believe that."

Tenderly, Vincent stroked Catherine's cheek. "I wish I were sure of that."

Catherine moved into his touch. "When you're ready, you will."

Vincent smiled then guided her face to his for a warm good-bye kiss. A hug followed then 
Catherine disappeared into the blue light. He watched her go as he thought about just where 
all this was leading then dismissed it. There were too many other things to occupy his mind 
right now. He turned and began his journey home.

* * * * * *

Catherine stopped by the office early that next morning to find out what she could from Joe 
about Spirko's murder. The information she got there confirmed her beliefs about Paracelsus' 
involvement.

* * * * * *

Below, Vincent listened patiently as Father gave him a locket and began to explain that the 
woman pictured inside was his mother. After he discovered just who this woman was, Vincent 
reached the conclusion he feared most. The man he was talking to was not Father but 
Paracelsus. The fear of what this fiend had done to Father began to tear him apart.

* * * * * *



Catherine's next stop was Elliot Burch's office. She warned him then went Below to check on 
what Vincent had learned. What she encountered proved to her once and for all just how evil 
Paracelsus was.

* * * * * *

She waited in Vincent's chamber. The expression on the faces of both Vincent and Father told 
her of the seriousness of their discussion. Otherwise, she would not so easily have been sent 
away. Vincent had either discovered who Paracelsus was masquerading as or he was seeking
Father's counsel. 

"It could be Paracelsus, Vincent. Remember that," she said softly as she paced back and forth.

When Vincent strolled dejectedly into the room, Catherine begged him to tell her what had 
been said. The horror story he retold made the anger rise like bile in her. But, even worse, was
the look in Vincent's eyes.

"Vincent, you don't believe that do you? Paracelsus must be impersonating Father. He's trying 
to break you," Catherine pleaded.

Vincent took a deep breath and tried to focus on Catherine's words. She was right. It was all a 
ploy to rip apart his sense of security. Still in all, it made him doubt if only for a moment.

'"I love you, Vincent."

"Perhaps you shouldn't. Maybe..."

"No maybes about it. Whatever he said is a lie, remember that."

"I know that but..." He looked at Catherine for moment. He had to know something. "Look at 
me, Catherine. Look at me. What do you see?"

With determination and love she answered. "The man that I love."

He stood back and allowed her love to wash over him, through him.

Catherine watched him waver then rushed into his arms. At first, he did not respond so she 
tightened her grip. Finally, he released a long-held breath and held her tightly in return. Once 
again, their love had conquered the darker side of both of them.

* * * * * *

After leaving Vincent that night, Catherine went directly to Elliot's office. There, she found him 
talking to Cleon Manning, a private investigator he had hired. They informed her of their 
discoveries then joined her in a search of the residence rented by Paracelsus. That quick 
search netted them an unexpected find. In a false wall, they discovered a bound and gagged 
Father.

While Catherine helped Father Below, he told her the truth of John and Anna Pater's part in 
Vincent's life.

* * * * * *

Below, Vincent listened as the man disguised as Father ranted on and on about his true 
nature. He reminded him of all those who had died at his hands. The impostor was making his 



final attempt to tear away Vincent's humanity. But what was really tearing at Vincent was fear. 
The fear of not knowing what had happened to the man he called Father.

Finally, Vincent's patience was lost. He roared out angrily at the man taunting him. He lifted 
him up and threw him down on the desk. 

"I know who you are, Paracelsus. You have fooled no one. What have you done with Father?"

"He is lost to you, Vincent. I AM your father."

"You are no one's father. You know nothing of a father's love. I know of your plan, of the simple
ones you've so cruelly used. I would never become a part of your evil plans." The words were 
said in a threatening voice. "Tell me now. What have you done to Father?"

Paracelsus laughed. "Go with me, Vincent and I will spare your precious father."

Vincent's anger erupted. "Tell me now!"

Paracelsus again laughed.

That hideous laugh, mocking everything Vincent held sacred, tore at the remaining threads of 
his control. They would never be free of him. He would not stop until everyone he loved was 
dead. The grief and rage ripped through him and he was lost. His actions were instinctive and 
brutal. His arm raised and the results were horrific.

* * * * * *

After Father finished his examination of Vincent, he offered to sit with him but Catherine 
refused to leave. 

"No. I'll stay as long as he needs me," she declared. 

She did just that. She coaxed him to lie on his bed and sat in the big chair across from him, 
watching until he finally fell asleep.

When he awoke the next morning, Catherine was there watching over him.

"I'm here," she whispered softly as she moved over, sat next to him, and began to stroke his 
brow. "It's over now," she continued. "We're all safe."

"I killed Paracelsus."

"You had no choice. It was the only way to save us all."

Vincent closed his eyes in pain.

"Think of those people below, Vincent. Paracelsus can no longer conduct his cruel 
experiments on them. They can live as they choose. Think of your world. Think of what horrors
he would have inflicted upon everyone. Life meant nothing to him. Think of the people he 
killed."

"Think of the ones I've killed."

"Vincent everyone you killed gave you no choice. They threatened me, you, or some innocent 
person who got in the way. Every time you struck out at someone it was in defense of others 
not out of some blood lust as Paracelsus wanted you to believe. He is the evil one in all of this,
not you. You're the one hurting, not him. He wouldn't have given a second thought to taking 
Father's life or mine. Vincent - don't punish yourself for the evil of Paracelsus. He chose his 
path. You chose another. Let it go."

He sighed then rested his head back against the pillow.

"Sleep. You need to rest as much as you can."



* * * * * *

Later that day, Catherine went Above to shower, change, and check in with Joe. She made 
some excuse about the Spirko case then left with a briefcase full of paperwork. A few hours 
later, she returned Below with her work and an overnight bag. After depositing her things in the
guest chamber, she went in search of Vincent. She found him at the falls staring out into the 
distance.

"Hello."

He turned to her. "Hello. How was your trip Above?"

"Joe was a little ticked off because I couldn't tell him anything about the Spirko case."

"Again, you have to lie to protect me," he casually remarked.

"I'll do what I have to, to keep you safe."

He turned to silently stare out into the falls again.

"Don't pull away from me, Vincent. Please. We've come so far these last few days."

"Perhaps we've come too far," he said softly as he stood up then looked down at her.

"You don't believe that," she responded.

"I'm not sure what I believe anymore." he responded sadly.

"You're not healed. Vincent. Don't be so hard on yourself."

"It's you I'm concerned about. You have the most to lose."

Catherine stood up slowly and took his hand. "I have everything to gain. I lose nothing of 
importance."

"Catherine... "

"Let's not talk about this now. I'm starving. Would you like to take me to dinner?"

He smiled then extended his arm.

* * * * * *

Throughout the entire evening, Catherine watched the man she loved closely. She studied his 
mood and it became abundantly clear he was withdrawing again.

Their goodnights were said without a move toward a kiss and she was greatly disappointed. 
Damn, she cursed to herself. Once inside her chamber she stormed about the room cursing 
out loud.

"Damn, Paracelsus." She didn't know if she could take going back to ground zero and fighting 
this uphill battle all over again.

She went to bed that night in turmoil. Finally, after tossing -and turning for over an hour, she 
fell into a fitful sleep. The events of the last few days tumbled through her dreams in a 
disjointed tangle of images that made no sense.

Suddenly, a strange image flashed vividly through her dreams. The first time the image was so
brief she made no sense of it. The second time, however, ended her dreams abruptly. The 
image was shockingly clear. She and Vincent were on his bed. They had no clothing on and 
Vincent was on his knees sitting back on his heels watching her, guiding her as she lowered 
herself onto his strong thighs.



Restlessly, she tossed about in the bed as the image crossed the boundaries of dreams and 
became a sensual experience. She could feel the warmth and strength of Vincent's body as 
she gave herself up to him. She gasped when she felt him enter her. Every pleasing sensation 
was so real as she moved up and down at his urging. She leaned back and arched her neck 
backward as she gave into her desire for deeper penetration.

Catherine opened her eyes and sat up in bed. Her heart was pounding, she was breathing 
heavily, and the vision did not vanish with her awakening. Her body was damp and she 
clenched the sheets. The vision continued until it became unbearable for her and she jumped 
out of the bed and began pacing. Something was calling her, pulling her toward Vincent. She 
argued with herself to no avail. She groaned in surrender and ran to his chamber not knowing 
what she was going to do or say.

She entered the chamber without trepidation and found Vincent leaning over his table in much 
the same condition as she.

"Catherine - you should not be here. Please leave."

He was breathing heavily and his body was trembling. "The vision - it came from you?"

Vincent straightened up painfully. "You felt it?"

"Felt it is an understatement."

"I'm sorry, Catherine. Go back to your life Above. I'm nothing more than an animal. These 
visions are shameful. Please leave me," he begged.

"I can't," she responded. "I dreamed what you dreamed and it was not shameful. How can I 
make you understand that I want what you want? God, Vincent, I need you to love me that 
way. Why can't you admit that you need it too?"

"How can you want what I dreamed?"

"I love you. How could I not want it? Why can't you admit you want me?" She was pleading 
now and she hated that. "Unless you don't."

"Oh, Catherine. I've desired you from the moment I found you. Sometimes my desire all but 
consumes me."

She moved within arms' length of him. The heat from his body could be felt by her even at this 
distance and she trembled.

"As mine does. There have been times I wanted to force the issue between us but I feared 
losing you. I need you, Vincent. I need you to love me with the passion of that vision. We both 
need it."

"I fear what I might do to you if I become lost in that passion."

"I realize that," she reassured him. His eyes were pleading with her. "I believe in the deepest 
part of me that you will love me with all the tenderness you possess. Your hands are capable 
of giving love and I desperately need to feel them touching me. Don't deny what you feel!"

Hesitantly, Vincent opened his arms to her. "I can no longer fight this."

"I don't want you to," she responded as she moved into his open arms.

Vincent held her tenderly and they both shed a few tears before Catherine pulled back to gaze 
into his fear-filled eyes.

"Don't be afraid, Vincent. Trust me. Trust your heart."

"You are my heart, Catherine."



She smiled then reached up to guide his face to hers. Their lips met in a gentle kiss. One kiss 
led to another until Vincent felt confident enough to pull her closer and kiss her with all his 
passion.

The kisses led to touches. She began by stroking his back and he followed with the same. 
Those simple forays led to more intimate caresses as she guided his hands once again to her 
breasts. She inhaled deeply and allowed the sensation of his strong hands fondling her to both
comfort and arouse her.

Her own hands busied themselves searching for that intriguing bulge in the front of his pants. 
When she encountered it, Vincent's whole body tensed. A few gentle strokes with the palm of 
her hand eased that tension and he sighed in gratitude. She had never seen him so totally 
vulnerable and completely lost in the moment. To pull away from him now would surely destroy
him. But she wasn't about to pull away. Instead, she worked her hands up under his nightshirt 
and began running her fingers through the soft, thick hair. Soft? She didn't expect that. 

"Would you take it off please?" she asked.

There was a moment's hesitation as he faced his biggest fear. One look into Catherine's loving
eyes gave him the courage he needed to risk it. He reached back over his head, grabbed the 
shirt and pulled it off in one fluid motion. He tossed it aside and waited for some reaction from 
Catherine.

That purely masculine motion caused Catherine's breath to catch in her throat and her heart to 
skip several beats. Was the fact that she was in love with him coloring her assessment of him 
or was the man simply drop dead gorgeous? After deciding it was a little of both, she let him 
know how much she appreciated him.

"Oh, Vincent I never dreamed..."

He couldn't believe her reaction. She was sincere, he knew that, but she seemed almost awed 
by him. "My appearance doesn't offend you?"

"Nooo - absolutely not! Offend is not the way I'd describe what you/do to me." 

Reaching over, she let her hands begin a long awaited exploration of his muscular chest. All 
the while, she kept thinking, There's not an ounce of fat on his body. I can't, wait to see...

"Catherine?"

"Oh - what?"

"May I?" he asked while looking at her bare shoulders.

He was asking permission to undress her. She couldn't believe it. 

"Yes, of course," she answered a bit too eagerly.

With trembling hands, he tried to slide the gown off her shoulders. When it wouldn't budge, 
Catherine laughed then finished unfastening the laces. With the tension gone, the gown slid to 
the floor.

The rush of cool air goose-pimpled her skin and made her nipples become erect. The 
expression on Vincent's face almost made her laugh. His mouth had dropped open and his 
eyes grew wide enough to pop from his head. 

"I'm freezing," she declared between chattering teeth. Tilting her head toward the bed she 
made a suggestion. "Why don't we get under the covers where it's warm?"

"Please," Vincent responded as he gestured toward the bed. 

As much as he hated to lose sight of that wonderfully intriguing body, he could not bear 
causing her any discomfort.



After settling her beneath the covers, he stood back to simply admire the sight of her nude 
body snuggled beneath his quilts.

"Aren't you going to join me?" she asked.

Immediately, he pulled the covers up to get into the bed.

"Wait a minute," Catherine protested then looked down at his pants. "It'll be a whole lot easier 
if you take those off."

He looked down at himself in embarrassment. Through the thin fabric of his pants, his arousal 
was becoming evident.

Sensing he might be too embarrassed to completely undress in front of her, she made a 
suggestion.

"Unless, of course, you'd rather get under the covers first?"

At first, her offer was appealing but was it fair? She had completely disrobed at his request, 
exposing herself completely to his hungry eyes. Wasn't it only fair he do the same for her? He 
took a deep breath and began to unfasten his pants. When he pushed them down to the floor, 
it took all his courage to straighten up. Once he did, there would be no more secrets between 
them. Catherine would know it all. He forced himself to stand before her.

Catherine's eyes naturally followed a course down his body. He wasn't as muscular as she 
thought he would be. The padding beneath his clothes had fooled her. His body reminded her 
of a swimmer's body. The muscles bulged in all the right places and were covered by long soft,
golden hair. His genitals were normal in the human sense although intriguingly large and he 
had been circumcised. She looked up then and saw the fear in his eyes. It was such an 
endearing look, she had to smile and extend her hand to him.

"Come here."

He gingerly took her hand and got under the covers. She waited until he was settled then 
rolled over against him.

The shock of her bare skin touching his caused Vincent to shudder involuntarily.

"It's alright. I'm nervous too," she tried to reassure him.

"Why would you be nervous? You've..." He couldn't finish the thought.

"Yes. I've been with other men before but I've never loved anyone like I love you. It's really 
strange, Vincent. Back then, I really thought I was in love. You've made me realize that I didn't 
know what the word meant. That's why I'm nervous. This is the most important night of my life. 
I love you with all my heart and soul. Now, I want to love you with my body. I'm scared yet I 
know this is right. I've never been more sure of anything. Please, trust your heart."

That plea broke through the final obstacle of fear. Whatever happened, pleasure or pain, they 
had to risk it. This was their moment to move toward love. He reached for her then, pulling her 
softness against himself.

From the night the people Below began satisfying their urges in front of them and from years of
reading Father's sex manuals, he knew what was supposed to happen. How he was going to 
accomplish it, he wasn't sure. All he had read about erections, premature ejaculations, and 
impotence crashed through his head. What if after overcoming all the fear, he discovered he 
couldn't physically consummate their love?

He chastised himself for those thoughts. As a teenager, he had awakened one morning to 
discover he could indeed have an erection and ejaculate. That discovery both thrilled and 
terrified him. He was letting his fear of sharing this most intimate of experiences with Catherine
make him doubt.



Catherine began things by moving over him and kissing his neck and chest. Her soft, moist lips
blazed a path downward, exploring his body carefully. As she did, he felt the beginnings of an 
erection. When her hand gently stroked him and her lips touched that most private part of him, 
the erection became painfully full-blown.

"Catherine, I can't wait..."

She understood. This was his first time and he would not have any control or tolerance of 
foreplay. Although she would have liked a little more attention, she put his need above her own
and quickly mounted him. He groaned loudly as she guided him inside.

At first, he seemed afraid to move or was he simply savoring the feeling? Catherine wasn't 
sure. She only knew that when he began thrusting, it was tentative and unsure. "Don't hold 
back, Vincent," she encouraged him. His hands, that had been gripping the sheets, finally 
moved to her waist and held her firmly while he continued to thrust. His whole body strained 
visibly as he increased the pace and the sight of him aroused her.

All too soon, it ended. Vincent climaxed dramatically then lay back panting for breath and 
looking so endearing to Catherine, she almost cried. She swallowed the lump in her throat and 
remained still until she felt Vincent begin to slip from her body. Ever so gently, she eased 
herself off him and stretched out on her stomach beside him. Propping up on her elbows, she 
watched him silently. The skin beneath the soft, now damp, body hair had a reddish glow to it. 
His chest rose and fell in a rapid cadence until it slowly returned to normal. He licked his lips 
and swallowed then opened his eyes.

"Are you all right?" she asked.

Needing desperately to touch him, she reached over and ran her fingers up and down his 
forearm.

"Oh Catherine," he responded with a heavy, well-pleased sigh. "How can I begin to describe 
how I feel?" He turned to face her and smiled. "Are you all right? Did I hurt you? I felt some 
discomfort from you."

"I won't lie to you. There was some discomfort but only because I haven't been with a man in a 
long time and because you're so well-endowed," she whispered.

"I'm what?"

"You're bigger than any man I've ever known is what I'm trying to say," she explained with a 
laugh.

She watched him blush and look down at himself. 

"I'm sorry."

"Don't be. Once I've accustomed myself to you, it could prove to be a very pleasurable 
advantage."

He continued to blush for a moment then rolled back over and stretched out. He put his arms 
under his head and for some time, he stared at the ceiling.

"What are you thinking?" she asked.

"I was remembering the scene around that camp fire. I don't think I ever felt as sorry for them 
as I do now."

"Why?"

"Despite the fact they were having sex freely without thought or recourse, it was all so empty, 
so meaningless. They'll never know what it feels like to be with the one person in all the world 
you love more than life. They'll never understand how - special and beautiful it can be."

Catherine smiled warmly and a tear came to her eye. 



"That's the most romantic thing I've ever heard."

"It's the truth, Catherine. Nothing I've ever read or anyone has ever told me came close to what
we just shared. Truly becoming a part of you is something so extraordinary words aren't 
enough. I love you, Catherine. I only hope I can make you as happy as you've made me."

"You already have. Overcoming a lifetime of fear wasn't easy. I know what that took for you. 
You did that because you trusted me. You trusted my love for you and yours for me. To have 
won that battle, Vincent... I can't tell you how that makes me feel."

Vincent rolled over to face her. "Catherine - I know that you didn't - when we..."

He was having a great deal of difficulty saying the words and as much as she wanted to help 
him, she couldn't. He had to say what he was feeling. "You can say it, Vincent. You can say 
anything to me," she encouraged.

"When we made love before, I had an orgasm but you didn't. Did I do something wrong?"

Catherine rolled over on her side to face him. "This was the first time you've had intercourse - 
at least I'm assuming it is?" When he nodded, she continued. "It will take you awhile to learn 
how to control your reactions. Don't worry about it. We have plenty of time to perfect our 
technique."

He reached over and slid his hand slowly along the curve of her side from shoulder to thigh.

"That's a good start," she laughed. "It's much better than the gestures you used below."

"Yes, but they were more to the point."

She laughed again then began stroking his chest.

"Do you suppose we could try again? As soon as you've rested, I mean," he asked shyly.

Catherine leaned close and kissed his nose. "Ready, willing, and able."

 

He touched me, so I live to know
That such a day, permitted so,

I groped upon his breast.
It was a boundless place to me,
And silenced, as the awful sea

Puts minor streams to rest.

And now, I'm different from before,
As if I breathed superior air,
Or brushed a royal gown;

My feet, too, that had wandered so,
My gypsy face transfigured now

To tenderer renown.

Emily Dickinson

END


