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It had been another lovely evening spent together, listening to the music drifting down from the 
bandstand above them in Central Park, New York.

Catherine had spent all day in court on a child abuse case, one which proved a hard and difficult one 
to win - but win she had, leaving her drained physically.

Vincent had spent endless hours with Devin, Michael and Kanin, strengthening a tunnel wall, which 
had promised to collapse unless reinforced, due to deep foundations being dug Above for an 
underground car park, in yet another huge shopping mall.

All Catherine could think about as she left the court with her boss, Joe Maxwell, was to get a cab to 
her apartment, take a quick shower and go Below to Vincent.

Vincent's idea was running on similar lines to Catherine's, as the thought of an evening with 
Catherine filled his every moment.

They had met, as always, at the basement of Catherine's apartment, the one Daddy had bought for 
her two years ago.

Stepping down the iron rungs of the ladder, Vincent's hand steadied her, as her feet came to rest on 
the dusty floor of the building's basement.

"I'm so pleased to see you, Vincent," she said smiling.

"Come, the concert is ready to begin."

"Did you get us good seats, Vincent?" she teased.

"The best," he jested with a smile. "I do believe I got the last two, at great expense."

They both laughed happily, as they re-enacted their little game, making their strange life feel more 
normal, as if life been different for them. Hand-in-hand, they hurried down stark familiar tunnels, until 
they came to a dead end, where rugs lay spread, and cushions lay in wait for their special task, their 
booked seats for the concert above them in Central Park.

Vincent seated himself first, then holding out his hand, guided Catherine to sit against him, then 
folded his outstretched cloak over both of them, to keep out the chill of this underworld that very few 
people knew existed.

"This is so perfect, Vincent," she said, as she lifted her head to see his face. "And the music tonight 
has some of our favourites, so we will enjoy it so much."

Looking up, Catherine could see the grid near them, where people walked and talked, and beyond it, 
the inky blue night sky sprinkled with stars twinkling in the galaxy and beyond.

Suddenly, the voices and rushing feet ceased, as the music began in the bandstand.

"Peer Gynt! Oh Vincent, I love this one so much."

"I believe Father also loves this particular piece." He planted a gentle kiss in her hair, which smelled 
of roses.



"I feel so safe and secure here, Vincent," she whispered, almost to herself.

"It is our safe place," he said in a very soft voice. Then they settled back to enjoy the music.

As the evening programme wore on, thunder rumbled and lightning flashed, followed soom after by a 
few large drops of rain.

"It's been so humid today, I'm not surprised we're in for a storm." Catherine bent forward to see more 
clearly through the grid.

"Oh! Here it comes." The rain cascaded down in torrents, and soon found its escape into the grid near
to them, but no way would it spread to where they were cozy and snug.

The music was now silent and the people in the park had all run for shelter, so once more the silence 
enveloped them.

"It feels so fresh when the rain falls, cleansing the world above us, renewing the city for tomorrow."

"You make me see things so differently Vincent, things taken for granted, like the rain. You make it 
seem so beautiful."

"No Catherine, it's you who paints pictures for me with your words, of places and things I know I can 
never share with you." He looked sad for a moment.

"We help each other, Vincent, to see the beauty around us."

"There is only one Beauty in my world, Catherine, and that is you," he confessed bravely.

Turning within his arms, Catherine lifted up her head to face him, as he looked lovingly at her. Their 
eyes met with a longing only lovers know, when magic fills their hearts. Her eyes pleaded to be loved,
as his eyes told of his need also, but tinged with sadness. Because at the back of his mind he could 
hear Father's words telling him, over so many years, that he could never have a normal life as others 
do.

Sensing his turmoil, Catherine knelt before him, cupped his face between her small hands and 
brought her face close to his.

Vincent moved back in panic, feeling the tension of this moment. Could he escape? Too late, his eyes
opened wide in panic, as slowly she kissed his lips with the tenderness of a butterfly.

He didn't return her kiss, she didn't expect it, so once again her lips found his and she lingered there, 
long enough to feel him start to return the kiss.

This was all so new to him and he was grateful Catherine allowed for this.

Breathless, they parted, and before Vincent could say a word, Catherine kissed him again. This time 
Catherine was in no doubt that Vincent was a quick learner.

"Oh Vincent, we have so much love to give, let me love you. I love you so much."

"I know," Vincent mouthed.

"Tell me you want me as much as I want you," she pleaded.

"You know how much, you are my life. I do love you with every fibre of my body. Catherine, is it 
possible ... we could share a life?" he asked hesitantly.

"Yes Vincent. I knew this from the first time I saw you, but I had to let you find this out slowly, so you 
wouldn't bolt on me, like a horse refusing to jump."

"Tell me, why me Catherine? Why me, when you could have your pick of men, wealth and a 
privileged lifestyle in the world your family ordained for you?"



"Yes Vincent, I could marry Elliot or Joe or even Tom, but I chose you, because without you, I have 
no life."

"They can give you a home anywhere you choose, cars, holidays, gifts and a lifestyle beyond my 
wildest dreams."

"Yes, and I want none of it! It's all false and shallow. I want to be with you, in your world. With my 
money, I will make Below better for everyone."

"How, Catherine?"

"I would never want to change things Below, as what Father has created is a home we all can share. 
But when people like Michael need to go Above to college or university, I can pay for it. I can buy 
medicines and equipment for the hospital chambers. I can provide cozy rugs and warm bedding and 
a library for the children."

"And you'll do all that because you love me?"

"Yes, Vincent."

"I have wanted to love you so much as a man, but felt I would never have this dream. Now the dream 
feels a real possibility, I am truly blessed." 

Catherine felt his pain. 

"So often I have found myself by the Mirror Pool, trying to find a way to love you."

"Now we have." She kissed his lips with such passion.

"We have to take a leap of faith, Catherine. Will you share my dark passage into the light?"

"There is no darkness, when I'm with you," she smiled through her tears.

Leaning forward, Vincent tasted her salty tears, as he kissed them on her flushed cheeks.

Suddenly, his eyes glazed over and he looked through her as if she wasn't there. Then before her 
very eyes, a change started to take place; Vincent's face changed from love to anger and his pale 
face grew darker and darker.

Undeterred, Catherine remained knelt before him, staring directly into his eyes, almost in an hypnotic 
state. Then she could hear a low growl developing deep within him, which grew until a full roar ripped 
the air. Still Catherine remained unmoved by this. Now, she saw his face lose the darkness, and the 
growl returned to the place it lived until awakened.

Blinking repeatedly, Vincent's gaze, centred on Catherine's, whose eyes were now full with unshed 
tears.

"Vincent, are you all right?"

"Yes, thank you Catherine. I have never felt better. I'm free, I'm free. The dark side of me is gone 
forever."

"How Vincent? Tell me."

"Evil is only strong when love is shut out. You taught me the true meaning of love, which I could not 
accept, because of my differences. This never stopped you believing in me, and the evil in me saw 
you would never leave me. He fought and lost. He is gone forever. He ruled me and became me. 
Now those chains are gone."

"Your fear kept him alive, Vincent."

"Love in its purest form knows no limits. Until this moment, I did not see this clearly."



"Does this mean what I think it means, Vincent?" she asked hopefully.

"I'm free to love you, as you love me, if you can accept my differences."

"To me, there are no differences. You are so beautiful - please never change."

"Very well, if that is your wish."

"I love you, Vincent Wells."

Vincent eased Catherine to one side as he stood up, then he held out his hand to get her to her feet. 
Now their arms held each other closer then ever before, as their lips found sanctuary as last.

Then hand-in-hand they made their way to the home tunnels, knowing that their love story was now 
starting to be written, here at chapter one.
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