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The sweet, moist evening breeze floated softly across the rooftop, teasing the thick hairs of Vincent's 
mane. Again and again, it lifted the strands of coarse gold about his noble face. Deep-set eyes 
closed, and he sighed with contentment, savoring the gentle breeze as it caressed his hair and flesh. 
It was a delight after the cold, damp spring they'd experienced, with its seemingly continual 
downpours. How decadent it felt to laze and lie about, yet he did so without guilt, for he had earned a 
respite after the long weeks of tunnel repair work the turbulent weather had necessitated.

Serenely, he listened to the gentler noises of the night; for, although New York was the city that never
slept, it did seem to at least quiet down in the wee hours. There was the trumpeting of distant car 
horns on the busiest intersection several blocks away, an occasional shout from a passerby, car tires 
screeching to a halt on the asphalt. Nearby, the pigeons cooed, fluffed their wings and fluttered softly 
from their shadowed ledges.

And there again, though Diana was unaware of it, an occasional bat whirred by on busy wings, 
mingling with the nighthawks; sharp cries as they caught their insect dinners on the wind. Vincent's 
hearing was so acute that if he truly concentrated, he could even pick up the bats' high-frequency 
location cries.

He smiled silently to himself, knowing that if Diana were as aware of these fascinating little creatures 
as he, she might refuse to venture out upon her roof ever again at night, and they must not have that! 
He would never be the one to tell her, for he did not intend to give up the sanctuary her secluded roof 
area afforded them. Although she could face the most violent and unsavory criminal, she had no 
fondness for Desmodus rufus. Laughter bubbled inside him as he tried to let all conscious thought 
drain from his mind.

But it was to no avail, for not only were there sounds to savor but aromas to tempt the senses. Yeasty
bread was rising at the bakery a few blocks down, the aroma of spicy pizza from the deli around the 
corner wafted in, exhaust fumes from the endless parade of vehicles, sulfur, tar, rich dark earth from 
the several potted plants on the terrace were discernible. And ........... roses.

He took in a deep breath. The first blossoms on Catherine's uniquely grafted bush had bloomed, 
releasing their delicate sweetness to the breeze. Diana had taken special care with them, knowing 
how much they had meant to Vincent and Catherine. Now that the cold was past, they would grace 
her rooftop terrace for summer's duration.



Indeed, there was life and a great deal of nature to enjoy, even in the middle of the bustling 
metropolis. Vincent had long ago resigned himself to the fact that he would never visit a certain 
mountain lake in Connecticut. Yet there was much of the world to experience right here in bustling 
downtown Manhattan, and he would make the most of it.

He folded his arms beneath his head as he opened his eyes, contentedly taking in the myriad lights 
that still burned brightly from the skyscrapers surrounding them. Once more he felt a part of them. No 
longer was he an intruder, an outsider, filled with resentment and pain every time he saw the 
thousand windowpanes. Once more he wanted to know the stories and lives that lay behind each and
every one ......... thanks to Diana. She had ended his isolation and loneliness, always patiently there 
with her support, her advice and ......... her love. Yes, she had worked her special magic, slowly, 
cautiously gaining access to his heart, and he was grateful for her love, and her persistence.

His gaze shifted to the infinite expanse of stars as he remembered Diana telling him about the 
shooting star she had seen just moments before she had found him. He had seemed like a specter to
her as he slumped to the ground at Catherine's grave. It seemed so long ago now, that fateful night 
when their paths had crossed.

She had saved him from almost certain discovery and death, though at the time, it hadn't mattered to 
him, for he'd only sought an end to it all. He'd never known such despair, crushing him every waking 
moment, tormenting him even in sleep, though sleep came seldom. Even now, he wondered how he 
had survived that terrible time ............

Shifting, he pressed his bare thigh against Diana's, remembering the beautiful intimacy they had 
shared only moments ago. It was still all so very new and exciting to him, these ways of the flesh. 
Even at forty, he was happy to know that one could still teach an old dog a new trick or two, and 
eternally grateful for Diana's patience and love.

He took a few moments to reach out to his son through their unique connection. The boy, now five, 
was apparently still sleeping soundly Below, as he should be, with his grandfather. The boy's father 
sensed only peace and calm as little Jacob dreamed on.

Vincent then turned his sense back to the woman who had been so instrumental in getting his child 
back. She was not asleep, but content in that place where, as he'd once told Catherine, ".......... 
everything shimmers and floats." 

Exhaling, he allowed the momentary pain of reliving that tender moment wash over him, then pass. 
There was still hardly an hour in the day that some memory of Catherine did not return, most 
unexpected, unbidden. But he'd learned to accept those memories and, with the years, the pain had 
lessened and he'd learned to live and love again, for Diana had been there.

He rolled to his side to press closer against her and place a grateful kiss upon her cheek. Then, just 
as suddenly, he pulled back to listen, stiffening slightly as he strained, craning his neck to make out a 



sound that was omniously all too familiar.

Diana stirred, returning a kiss to his stubbled jaw, adding a hug as she opened her eyes, studying the
concentration on his face. Her drowsy eyes then traveled down the powerful lines of his throat then 
bare shoulder and chest. Shamelessly, she took in the beauty of the man beside her. Patiently, 
especially, she waited for him to speak, in no particular hurry as she admired the view.

"Did you hear that?" he asked softly, as if waiting to hear whatever it was again.

She shook her head, snuggling closer, accepting once again that his extraordinary hearing easily 
surpassed her own.

He bent forward to kiss her temple, "Thunder, distant thunder in the west."

He eased back down under the makeshift covers. As visions of more tunnel flooding and rain 
saturated walls collapsing filled his head, Diana draped herself across his middle, pressing her ear to 
the steady beat of his heart.

"I knew it was too good to last," she commented in disappointment. "I wanted to stay here all night," 
she sighed, only to find herself momentarily jostled by his body shaking with laughter. It was a 
wonderful, deeply resonant sound - something she savored more than Vincent would ever know. For 
so long he had never smiled, let alone laughed, but now it came easily and even a wry sense of 
humor, so like his adopted father's, had manifested itself.

When his laughter subsided, he said, "We'll have many more nights here, beneath the stars. I have 
no doubt of that."

After all, hadn't they spent the previous night on the terrace in the same pursuit? His poor Diana 
sounded as if it had been months since they'd had the opportunity to be together, alone.

She wrapped her arms about him, her cheek pressed to his breast.

Tenderly, with intended encouragement, she ran her fingers over his shoulder and the soft mat of hair
covering his breast. He spoke again, this time with a sentimentality and fondness she had not heard 
in his voice in some time.

"Something about the power, the intensity of it, of nature, thrills me, moves me so." He sighed, then 
reached up to touch her face. "And to share that wonder with you, here, under the open sky in the 
sanctuary of your home."

"Our home!" she corrected sternly. He nodded, a smile crossing his unique lips as he kissed the 
crown of her head and gathered her into his arms.

Several minutes passed before Diana drew back slightly. "I hear it now. It's coming fast!" Then she 
laughed softly, twisting a strand of his errant mane around her finger.



"Something amuses you?" he asked, a rather smug expression on his face.

She nodded. "I was just thinking how happy I am that you're enjoying yourself like this with me. That 
we can spend time together, feel close, like this." 

How could she ever explain to him the way he made her feel? The quiet, tender, even innocent 
strength of him gave her more comfort, more contentment than she'd ever known. It reminded her so 
of the times when, as a little girl, she'd snuggle down in bed, tucked in by her parents, knowing she 
was safe from the faraway storm and the distant thunder. She'd never liked storms. But now, no harm
would come to her; she was in his arms.

"You were afraid of storms as a girl," he stated, pulling her closer.

She looked into his eyes in wonder. How could he have known her train of thought? 

"Well, not the faraway ones, but yes, when they're right on top of you. Still am. Who wouldn't be? 
Common sense. Don't you think?"

He exhaled heavily. "Yes. Of course it is."

"What about you?"

He thought a moment, a faraway look crossing his face. "I watched my first thunderstorm from a 
drainage culvert in the park. I had been drawn by the sound, knowing it must be loud indeed to carry 
so deep. I so wanted to see what the storm was like. Father was engrossed in a medical journal; he 
didn't notice I was gone for some time. As I stood in the culvert, the storm grew truly deafening, but I 
was too afraid to move. And, at the same time, too fascinated. I was still trembling when it passed, 
frozen to the spot, finally daring to uncover my ears." He chuckled softly. "I was perhaps five ....."

"And now?" she coaxed, trailing a finger across his leonine features.

"Yes," he whispered, the corners of his mouth turning upward. "I am on occasion fearful of 
thunderstorms, and it is indeed sensible to be so."

He held out his arms when he saw the doubtful look cross Diana's pretty features and pulled her 
close. The rumbles in the heavens almost rivaled the ones emerging from deep within Vincent's 
laughing breast. He could sense she was trying to hold in her laughter. He drew back studying her 
face, tilting his head as he tried to get a fix on her lighthearted mood.

"Tell me," he directed, raising an arched eyebrow even higher.

"I was just thinking how you are like that thunder."

The vertical furrow in his brow deepened, as he waited for her explanation.

She ran her hand up and down his throat. "You can be so gentle, soft, with the promise of love, and 



new life, new hope. Yet you have the hidden strength, ferocity, and power - the danger. You are so 
many things, both wild and tame, a duality of natures, just like a storm."

"So I am an awesome force?"

"Definitely!" she replied, stroking his upper lip.

"Fiercesome and terrible," he added, growling menacingly.

"No, not to me," she whispered, all teasing aside. "Never to me, nor to any of us who know you and 
what lies here." She placed her hand over his heart.

His hand moved to rest over hers. "You have always seen the good in me, Diana, even when I was at
my worst, alone, without hope."

"I loved you," she whispered, her sapphire eyes, so incredibly huge, sparkling in the starlight. "Still 
do."

"That too." He smiled, the tips of his canines showing in the corners of his mouth.

"And you were never alone," she added. "Not really, even though it seemed that way. You have so 
many people who care about you."

"Yes," he agreed, his lips seeking hers. He drew back to stroke her face and hair, murmuring, "And 
even a beautiful stranger showed kindness and compassion when I thought they no longer existed." 
He cupped her face in his palm. "Father had feared love would hold no sway where fate had taken 
me. But that was the night you found me."



Diana smiled as they kissed once again.

Engaged in this pleasant occupation, they didn't notice the stars disappearing behind the rapidly 
moving rain clouds. a sudden gust struck. Before they could gather up their bedding and other 
paraphernalia, the heavens opened.

They both resembled drowned rats by the time they got inside and couldn't help laughing at how 
bedragged the other looked. Diana, with the damp blanket modestly draped about her, Vincent, with 
the drenched cloak haphazardly slung over his shoulders, the water dripping from his soggy mane. 
So much for that romantic interlude!

Diana pushed the door shut against the pelting rain, just as Vincent, in an unconscious reflex, shook 
the water from his mane.

Lifting a corner of the already saturated blanket to deflect the spray, Diana cried out, "Hey, hey, 
careful!" But she had to laugh, in spite of herself, at being soaked for the second time.

He blushed. "Diana, I ..... "

"You're forgiven."

He held out his arms and she joined him, savoring the dryness and warmth that greeted her beneath 
the soggy cloak.

"Better?" he asked, resting his chin on her head.

"Mmmmmmm-mmmmmmm," she confirmed, pressing closer. "Much better. Just don't let it happen 
again, Buster." She finished by poking him playfully in the stomach.

His abdominal muscles tightened in self-defense, ready against another attack, but there was none, 
so he relaxed once more, savoring the moment of closeness.

Softly, he nuzzled her slender throat, pulling aside the heavy leather of the cloak, then parting the wet
strands of her hair to kiss her delicate shoulder.

"You're tired," he whispered, then laughing, added, "And so am I. Let's see if we can get a few more 
hours of sleep. Shall we?"

There was no argument from Diana. The warm, dry covers felt wonderful as the lovers curled up 
together. Soon they were both lulled to sleep by the steady rain driving against the high windows.

*****



Close to dawn, a sudden crash of thunder startled them both awake. They chuckled after discovering 
it was only the storm raging outside, then snuggled closer.

"It's amazing how that distant thunder can suddenly be right on top of you," Diana said, gazing into 
his eyes, marveling at how mystical he looked, almost an apparition, as the lightning flashed through 
the window, momentarily revealing his features, only to have them disappear in darkness once more 
an instant later. She watched, nearly spellbound, as over and over he briefly materialized and 
dematerialized in the flickering silver light before her eyes, like some dramatic strobe light show.

She reached to stroke his cheek, savoring the varied textures as he turned his face into her hand, 
kissing her palm. Her mood turned somber as she thought once more how very beautiful and unique 
he was ....... and how close he'd come to death.

"There was a time," she murmured, "that I thought you'd always be distant, aloof, never knowing or 
caring how much I already loved you. I couldn't get the enormity of you out of my head. There was no 
way I could just remember you as a dream."

Vincent's gaze dropped from her face, for he realized now how those words had hurt her. How well he
could picture Diana's face as he'd spoken them. He'd been angry and upset with her; relieved that 
he'd saved her life, but resentful and filled with remorse to have killed again.

He hadn't wanted her help, hadn't wanted the responsibility of another life, hadn't wanted to involve 
her in the danger he knew involvement with him would entail, as he searched for Gabriel and little 
Jacob ..... 

He was brought back to the present as Diana continued, "But you couldn't let anyone close, anyone 
in. I wanted to help you, we all did." She placed her hand upon his left breast. "I could feel your pain, 
but there was nothing I could do."

He rose up on one elbow, stroking her hair. He had put them both through hell those first few years 
after Catherine's death, as well as Father and everyone Below. How could he put into words how 
overwhelmed and lost he'd been? 

"There are no words to express how much your love, acceptance and faith in me has meant." He 
closed his eyes as Diana bent to kiss his forehead. Then he continued, almost whispering, "I couldn't 
bear seeing anyone else die. I couldn't live any more nightmares." He placed a tender kiss to her lips.
"After Catherine's death, I was afraid - afraid of feeling that kind of loss again. I didn't have the 
strength then to endure that pain."

"But you found the strength, the courage," she said, taking his hand, as they both sat up, facing each 
other. "To weather that awful storm, until it was over."

"It wasn't courage, Diana," he responded softly, remembering the words from another time, knowing 
in the depth of his soul how very true they were. He had lost a part of himself years ago, but with 



Diana's love, he'd salvaged what was left. Leaning back against the pillow, he gently pulled her 
against him, nuzzling behind her ear. His warm breath caressing her skin, he murmured, "It was 
love."

A smile curved Diana's lips as she closed her eyes and wrapped her arms tightly about him, not 
caring anymore how loud the thunder roared outside, for she was safe and whole in his embrace. 
And, she was certain, he felt exactly the same.

END


