
DEATH'S DOMINION

by Sandy P Shelton

(from All Things Are Possible One)

It was late, the pipes were quiet and most residents of the vast underground society were sleeping 
soundly. All but one, Vincent.

Lately, Vincent had come to dread the quiet of the night. His days were filled with the joys of caring 
for Jacob, but his nights were haunted by Catherine. His sleep had become tormented by her image, 
not the many pleasant memories they had shared, but visions of Catherine's tormented soul. A 
torment he could not understand and could not ease.

It had been nearly four months since her death. Months that have been filled with grief, anger, and 
obsession. That very obsession to find Jacob had given him purpose and had not allowed his grief 
and loneliness to overwhelm him as it did now during these long nights.

Frustrated, he sat on the edge of his bed, head in hands, trying desperately to push the image from 
his mind. It was the same night after night, Catherine dressed in a long flowing white dress crying out 
to him, her eyes tortured and filled with pain, begging him, pleading with him to come to her. He had 
tried desperately to reach her, but as their fingers would touch, she vanished and he would awaken 
calling her name, trembling with fear. He could not go on this way. He was going mad.

As people began to awaken and go about their daily routines, Vincent made a decision. He gathered 
up Jacob and a few of his belongings and called on Mary. She did not seem surprised by Vincent's 
request that she watch Jacob for a few days. He had often gone off to himself when overcome by 
some powerful conflict of emotion. Surely the events of the last few months were reason enough.

"Don't worry, Vincent, Jacob will be fine." She tried to reassure him.

"Thanks Mary." He leaned down and gently kissed his son on the head. Jacob opened his eyes and 
stared at him. Eyes that were Catherine's. He looked so much like her. So much of his life had 
become centered around this only viable evidence of their love. He didn't finish the thought. "You be a
good boy and remember that I love you." He took one last look then quickly left the chamber.

As he moved through the tunnels deep in thought, he almost ran down Father.

"Vincent, be careful." Father said as he dodged the powerful form in his path.

"I'm sorry, Father. I did not see you."

Curious as to his son's apparent hurry, he asked, "Where are you off to this early?"

Vincent knew if he told him the truth, he would have to face Father's indignation followed by a lecture 



on using good sense. He simply thought it best to bend the truth rather than break it.

"I need some time to myself, time to sort through... things. I will not be gone long, a few days maybe."
He wasn't sure he was convincing Father, he wasn't totally convinced of anything himself.

Father was suspicious but realized that his son indeed had suffered much. Perhaps he truly needed 
some time to himself. It seemed that lately Diana had been exerting a great deal of influence on 
Vincent. An influence Father feared was taking advantage of Vincent's vulnerable emotional state. He
shook off this train of thought and simply bid his son farewell and watched as he disappeared into the 
tunnels.

Vincent made his way deep into the tunnels, beyond the Chamber of the Winds. He was in search of 
Narcissa. The woman Father and the others had called crazy possessed strange powers and 
connections to the spirit world. He was in need of her guidance.

"I am here, Vincent." She paused over some concoction she had been preparing. "I have been 
waiting for you, child."

"You knew I was coming?" He asked.

"Child," she laughed mysteriously and then finished in a more somber tone, "You have been 
summoned."

Vincent was caught by surprise, apparently she knew why he was here. "I don't understand."

"Some things can only be seen with the mind and the heart."

Suddenly, the chamber was filled with a blinding light. As Vincent shielded his eyes, he saw the figure
of a man stepping through the brightness, as it softened, the man approached.

"Vincent, I have been waiting for you." The voice was more a combination of wind and thunder than of
a more human source.

Vincent tried to focus his eyes toward the light for a better view, "Who are you?"

The voice answered, "I am the Guardian of the Spirit World."

"What do you want of me?" Vincent asked, though he feared the answer.

"Our world is in turmoil and Catherine's soul is in danger of being lost forever in the abyss."

Fear flooded Vincent's senses as well as a sudden understanding. The nightmares had been a 
message. He had indeed been summonded. "You must take me to her. Take me to her now!"

The Guardian studied him carefully. "You must understand Vincent, it is Gabriel who has imperiled 
Catherine. He wishes to draw you to her, to conquer you both with his evil... forever."

Vincent was lost in a torrent of anger and hatred. He could do nothing to prevent Gabriel from taking 
Catherine's life before, but he would stop this torture no matter what the risk. With determination in his
voice, Vincent said, "I care nothing for the risk. Take me to her."

With one last appeal the Guardian asked, "Are you certain?"

There were no doubts as Vincent answered, "Yes."



"Then follow me." The Guardian turned and began to walk into the light. Vincent followed. 

****

On the other side of the light was a strange world indeed. Vincent could feel the ground beneath his 
feet, but he could not see it. There was a strange mist covering everything. He could see people 
walking about, but no one seemed to notice them. There was no sun, but there was light. There was 
no sky, no trees, just a vast expanse of mist.

They continued walking until they reached an imposing cavern that seemed to grow upward as far as 
the eye could see. There was a strange light radiating from within the entrance. It was not a warm 
inviting light, but one of coldness that drew forth a feeling of foreboding.

The Guardian stopped at the entrance and turned to Vincent. "I cannot go further. You and Catherine 
must use your love, your bond to battle the powerful evil of Gabriel. Be careful, Vincent, his evil is 
great. If you and Catherine lost this battle, your souls will be lost forever in the great abyss." The 
Guardian extended his hand into the cavern, signaling Vincent to enter.

Vincent drew a deep breath, more to summon his courage than to fill his lungs. He stepped inside 
and began to travel toward the source of the light. The way was dark and treachous and with heart 
pounding and fear rising, Vincent continued.

Once inside the cavern, Vincent noticed the walls seemed to sparkle, but not of gold or silver, it was a
liquid resembling blood. He felt his chest tighten as he stepped toward the center of the giant cavern. 
At his feet, the mist began to circle and move until it suddenly spiralled downward into a horrifying 
whirlpool that led to oblivion. Vincent moved closer to the edge and looked downward into the spiral. 
The violently swirling mist became a strong wind that drew everything down. Inside the walls of the 
mist, there were lights of different colors flashing, calling to him. Vincent stepped back in fear. But it 
wasn't so much the sight that frightened him, as the sound. 

It was the sound of human torment. Vincent's ears were filled with excruciating moans of pain and 
anguish, of heartbreaking sobs, and wrenching screams of agony. he could not bear it, stumbling 
further backward, he covered his ears as he turned his head from side to side trying to drive the 
sounds from his head. Then suddenly he saw her.

His eyes became filled with her, his heart broke at the sight of her in that flowing white dress bound to
those cold walls. 

"Catherine!"

She opened her eyes and looked up at him. Her beautiful eyes were full of pain and torment. Then 
suddenly she saw her Vincent and the strength that had always flowed between them began to fill her
again. 

"Vincent!" Then she screamed loudly as fear filled her heart, "Vincent, go back, you're in danger 
here!"



He would not turn from her now. As he began to move toward her, out of the shadows stepped 
Gabriel. Smiling cruelly as he stepped between the two lovers. 

"Welcome, Vincent. We were hoping you would join us." He delighted in the obvious pain he was 
causing his foe. Glancing at Catherine he said, "But then again, I knew you could not stay away too 
long."

Vincent, unable to tear his hungry eyes away from Catherine, said nothing. He could feel their bond 
pulsing, growing ever stronger with each passing minute.

"We have unfinished business, you and I," Gabriel said. It sounded more like the hiss of a snake than 
anything himan.

Vincent's attention focused on Gabriel. "No Gabriel, you lost. You lost your power, your life, and my 
son. There is no more." Vincent glared and stepped toward him attempting to drive the point home.

Gabriel retreated only slightly, then turned and glanced at Catherine. "And what have you lost..." he 
paused for greater effect, "...and I found." He used each word to wound his opponent. 

But Vincent was well aware of Gabriel's purpose. He wanted to anger him, goad him to the point of 
losing his humanity, to unlease the beast. He had tried that before, and as before, it was Catherine's 
strength that helped him maintain control and to finally overcome the darkness.

Catherine could see the battle of wills going on before her. She willed all her strength to Vincent. "No 
Vincent," she screamed. "Don't let him win."

Gabriel let loose a chuckle then shook his head. "Did you hear that, Vincent? I think that's very 
touching, don't you? A love that survives death, amazing." He studied Vincent carefully. "She is really 
an incredible woman. Perhaps if I had known..." Letting his voice trail off slightly, he wanted his 
implication to arouse Vincent's rage.

His attempt succeeded. "Stop it," Vincent growled as his deadly hand drew back preparing to strike.

Gabriel saw this momentary lapse and pressed him further. "Listen Vincent, do you hear it? Those 
lovely sounds." He turned to face Vincent hoping his words would seduce. "You and i could rule this 
world. You could have your precious Catherine whenever you want... forever." Gabriel had hoped this
possibility would sway Vincent's resolve. "We could have all the power we wish to take...for an 
eternity. An eternity, Vinent. We could be gods."

Vincent watched as Gabriel's face seemed to glow with an eerie light. "What do you know of gods, of 
love?" Madness gleamed in the dark recesses of his eyes as he stared at Vincent.

Gabriel moved slowly toward Catherine. He now knew Vincent could not be seduced by evil or 
corrupted by power. He had only one thought, revenge. Vincent had taken everything that was 
precious to him, his power, his son. Now he would destroy the one thing Vincent held most precious, 
his Catherine... again. By forcing Vincent to watch helplessly while he took Catherine's soul into the 
abyss with him, his revenge would be complete, his victory complete. He delighted in the thought.

Vincent watched Gabriel's movements, his mind calculating all the possibilities. Gabriel freed 
Catherine from her bonds, but held her against him as a shield as he began to walk to the edge of the



abyss.

Vincent moved forward ever so slowly, his eyes locked with Catherine's. He could feel her love, her 
strength flowing into and through him. Their minds and hearts combining into one being with one 
singular thought.

Gabriel stepped to the edge being very careful to put Catherine between him and Vincent. He could 
not resist at least one parting shot. "Take one last look, Vincent, and know that I will take her from you
again and we will be together forever in hell."

Gabriel stepped over the edge, pulling Catherine. Vincent quickly grabbed for Catherine at the same 
moment that she bolted forward. His hands firmly held her shoulders as he pulled her free of Gabriel's
grasp. Gabriel screamed as he fell alone into the abyss. "No..."

Vincent pulled Catherine away from the edge and backed her against the wall covering her 
protectively with his body. As Gabriel was swallowed by the abyss, there were loud explosions and 
even louder screams and moans until the din reached a peak ... then just as suddenly died. All 
became quiet.

Vincent became suddenly aware of the feel of Catherine in his arms. Her breathing, her heartbeat, 
her very essence sent his senses reeling. She clung to him holding him tightly in her arms. He 
lowered his face down into her hair and finally her shoulder. His protective grip now became a loving 
embrace as he just longed to enfold her completely within himself.

There were no words, they needed none. She raised her head to look into his eyes, their faces only a 
scant distance apart. Their breaths mingling, their hearts pounding to the same rhythm. There were 
no more barriers. Vincent began to move slowly toward her inviting lips. Awkwardly, but ever so 
gently, he kissed her. She responded with parted lips and arms that pulled him even closer. As she 
deepened the kiss, he was truly convinced he had arrived at heaven's door.

***

Vincent and Catherine walked from the cavern, arms still entwined as if to let go would mean to lose 
each other again. All was quiet now, a feeling of peace had settled over this strange world.

The reunited lovers faced each other drinking in the other's presence as if dying of thirst. It was 
Catherine who spoke first. 

"Vincent, I've missed you so. There were so many things I wanted to say." With a sudden look of 
anxiety she asked, "Our child, is he all right?"

Vincent couldn't help but smile at the words "our child". He had avoided those words himself because 
to say them was to remind him of her absence and his aloneness. 

"He is fine. Catherine, he is so beautiful," he hesitated then spoke from his heart, "like you."

She smiled at him, her eyes sparkling with love and with the thoughts of their child. Her mood 



changed quickly though as her eyes darkened and filled with tears at the realization that she must 
soon say goodbye again. She pulled him closer, burying her face in his chest.

Vincent felt the pain through their bond as well as in his own heart. He knew then that he could not 
lose her again, he would not. 

"Catherine, I cannot go back, I cannot bear to lose you again." She pulled away, knowing the truth did
not make it any easier. "You must, Vincent, our son will need you. You have to be there for him... I 
cannot."

Those words hurt, but Vincent continued. "He will be fine with Father and Mary."

Catherine would have none of it. "He needs you!"

"You must return, Vincent." The voice came as a whisper as the Guardian appeared out of the 
shadows. "Your son has a destiny to fulfill, he needs your guidance."

Vincent decided to present his argument directly to the Guardian. "You don't understand. Catherine 
and I are joined in death as in life. I cannot live a lifetime apart from her, never feeling whole or 
complete again." His words were filled with emotion as he continued. "Jacob needs more than just 
half a man as his father - he needs us both."

The Guardian was truly touched by Vincent's appeal, he had known Vincent would respond in this 
way. He was prepared. "There is a way, if you both desire to return," the statement was more of a 
question.

Hope sprang in them both. One glance between them said it all. "Yes," Vincent replied for them both.

The Guardian looked at Catherine and began, "You can return, but to an altered reality." He watched 
her face as he continued, "Time and reality are human concepts. They are but shifting patterns here, 
patterns that can be altered." He paused to be sure they understood his meaning. "It will be as if 
Vincent found you in time, returned you to the tunnels, and you have been there healing for some 
time. Only you two will remember the other reality, only you will know what happened here. The 
others will know only the altered reality, the one with Catherine." He then asked, "Do you 
understand... and do you still wish to return?"

Catherine firmly squeezed Vincent's hand, smiled, and said, "Yes, more than anything."

The Guardian hid his smile of approval, then said, "Begin walking toward the light. Do not look back. 
Go with love and go with courage. You have truly earned your chance to be together."

They began walking hand in hand through the mist. The patterns of light began shifting slowly at first 
then faster as it seemed to suddenly burst into a brilliant white soothing light. They continued walking,
but now there was firm ground beneath their feet, the air was musty, like the tunnels, and darkness 
began to envelope them. The sounds of familiar tapping greeted their ears and as Catherine became 
more aware of her physical self, she noticed the gown she now had on was one of tunnel origin.

Just then in the tunnel before them, appeared Father. He stood before them, lantern in hand, studying
Catherine but not surprised to see her. "How was your walk?"

Looking at Catherine and smiling, Vincent just answered simply, "Just fine, Father, just fine."



Sounding more like the doctor, Father continued, "Catherine, you have healed very nicely, you should
be able to resume all your normal...," Father hesitated, choosing his words carefully as not to 
embarrass her in front of Vincent, "...activities as before." Catherine caught his meaning and was 
grateful Vincent had not.

As they entered Vincent's chamber, he stepped aside to let Catherine enter first. They were greeted 
by the sounds of a baby crying. Mary was leaning over the homemade crib and looked up as they 
entered. "Well you two, it's about time you returned. Catherine dear, it's time for Jacob's dinner and I 
know you prefer to nurse him." She thought Catherine looked a bit strange, but she had been through
a lot lately.

She passed close by Vincent. "Thanks Mary," Vincent said as he looked at Catherine and then back 
at Mary. "Could you see we're not disturbed tonight?"

Mary caught his meaning, blushed slightly and simply nodded. Vincent, Catherine, and Jacob were 
alone for the first time as a family. Vincent found himself just watching and fighting a tremendous 
lump of emotion that threatened to choke him.

When Catherine entered the chamber to the sounds of Jacob's crying, she felt her heart began to 
pound as if it would leap from her chest. She could find no words as she carefully approached the 
crib. As she looked down at the tiny reflection of herself, she could not control the smile that spread 
across her face or the tears that flowed down her cheeks. 

"Hello precious," was the best she could do.

She carefully reached down and picked up the tiny bundle and ever so gently held him to her and 
began to cry. "How my arms have ached to hold you."

The tears filled Vincent's eyes as well with the realization of how it must have hurt her when Gabriel 
took her baby away, without even so much as a moment to hold him. His hatred for Gabriel was 
never so intense.

She walked over to Vincent's bed and sat down still cradling the baby in her arms. Her heart was filled
with the joy of simply holding him and she savored the feel of him. She carefully laid him down on the 
bed, and as all new mothers are wont to do, she began to examine him carefully. Staring into his eyes
as he stared back at her.

"Yes Vincent, he is beautiful." 

Then she noticed his golden hair, she rubbed it softly then looked at Vincent, laughing joyfully. As she
unfolded the blanket, she examined his tiny hands and feet being ever so thorough until at last she 
seemed satisfied that all was well.

Jacob was becoming quite bored with his mother's strange behavior and becoming more and more 
impatient for dinner. She laughed and said, "Yes my pretty one, I know it's dinnertime." Then she 
began to loosen the top of her gown.

Vincent seeing this, turned to leave, but Catherine called him back. "Vincent, don't go."

Still turned away, he answered, "I thought you might want privacy." He wanted to allow her precious 



time with her son that had been so cruelly denied before.

She misunderstood his motive and asked, "Does my breastfeeding Jacob offend you?"

He turned back to her and with a sigh, "No, Catherine. While you were..." he paused, not ever 
wanting to say those words again, "... gone, I used to dream of seeing you holding our child to your 
breast. That vision could never embarrass or offend me, only fill me with joy."

Catherine looked at him with understanding and love. She picked up the baby, then patted the bed 
beside her, "Come... sit with us."

He walked over, sat down, and watched as she slipped the gown off her shoulder, exposing her 
breast and held the baby close. She giggled slightly as Jacob found his dinner. Vincent looked at her, 
"Why are you laughing?"

Enjoying the moment she answered, "Because it feels a little strange...it tickles." They both laughed 
as Vincent touched the baby's head with one hand then reached up to brush the hair back from her 
eyes. Their eyes met and Catherine whispered, "I love you, Vincent."

Vincent, feeling all was finally right with his universe whispered back, "And I love you, Catherine."

***

Some time later, Vincent sat on his bed enjoying the scene taking place across from him. Catherine 
was gently rocking Jacob to sleep in the rocking chair Cullen had made as a gift. As she rocked, she 
softly sang the lullaby she had learned from her mother. No artist could capture a scene that moved 
him so.

Catherine had finished her lullaby and was staring down contently at the miracle she held in her arms.
This tiny combination of herself and the man she loved fascinated her so. Across the room, she 
noticed Vincent was now standing and staring uncomfortably about the room and especially the bed. 
She could feel his unrest. After a moment, she understood the cause.

Neither of them knew the state of their relationship in this altered reality. Vincent didn't know whether 
they had been sharing his chamber, or if he had been sleeping elsewhere. Catherine thought all this a
little silly, considerning they had a child together, but she realized that Vincent must remember 
nothing of their intimacy. She decided to end his dilemma.

"Why don't you get into bed and warm the covers for me. I'll join you in a minute."

The impact of Catherine's words caused his heart to skip a beat. His palms began to sweat and he 
was certain he was shaking in hs boots as he removed them and the rest of his outer clothing. He slid
under the covers and turned toward Catherine. He propped himself up on the pillows, his left arm 
resting on his raised left knee and watched as Catherine lowered the sleeping Jacob into his crib. She
tucked him in gently, watched him a moment, then walked over to the bed.

Catherine sat down on the bed facing Vincent, her legs curled up beneath her. He turned to face her. 



She studied his features as if seeing him for the first time. She then reached down and gradually 
entwined her fingers with his. With all the emotion in her heart she said, "Do you know how much I 
love you and how grateful I am?"

Vincent looked at her with astonishment. "I'm the grateful one. Catherine, your courage saved my 
life..." he paused, "...and it gave life to our son."

The words made her smile warmly and she looked at the tiny miracle in the crib. "He was a gift we 
gave each other." Looking back at Vincent she chose her next words carefully, "Do you remember 
anything about Jacob's conception?" She closely studied his eyes.

A look of pain appeared as he dropped his gaze to their hands and in a barely audible voice 
answered, "No."

Catherine took a deep breath then pressed forward, "You came at me, lost in your rage..."

Vincent interrupted, "Catherine, we don't need to talk about this." He wasn't ready to hear where this 
conversation was leading.

"Yes, we do. I need to talk about it and you need to know." Catherine replied with an all too familiar 
look of determination in her eyes, that told Vincent perhaps she did need to talk .. and more, that he 
needed to hear.

He braced himself for the worst as she began, "You lifted your arm to strike me, but you couldn't." 
She stopped, wanting to make this point especially, "Vincent, even lost in that terrible darkness, you 
couldn't hurt me." She then continued, "You collapsed to the floor and when I couldn't feel a heartbeat
or a pulse, I panicked. I thought I had lost you." Her voice now began to betray her emotions. "Then 
I... kissed you, the way I've always wanted to and you responded, only slightly, but I could feel it.The 
more I kissed you and touched you, the more you responded. I guess in my desperation to bring you 
back, I lost control of my own desire."

Catherine blushed slightly as she tried to regain her composure, "I unbuttoned your shirt and began 
to touch you." With a touch of amazement in her voice she said, "You were lost somewhere between 
two worlds and you responded to my touch... to my desires." She took another deep breath. "I 
removed the rest of your clothes and then mine..." Catherine decided against a more graphic 
description, "and when we were both ready, I eased myself onto you." She looked up to see Vincent's
reaction. He was looking at her with more intrigue in his eyes than embarrassment. "After I brought us
both to... completion, I watched you drift off into a peaceful sleep. The agony and pain gone from your
face."

She looked deeply into his eyes now to make her point, "Maybe what I did wasn't the right thing, but 
never doubt that Jacob was conceived in love. Never think for a moment that I regret what happened 
that night. I wanted you then, as I do now."

Vincent could see the truth in her eyes and he felt the mist in his. "I just wish I could remember."

Loosening her fingers from his, she smiled. She slid her hands up slowly to rest them around his 
neck.



"I do too, but I promise you, Vincent, you will remember tonight."

Catherine leaned a little closer and began tracing the line of his jaw with her thumbs. She tilted her 
head to one side and began moving slowly toward him. She just barely touched his mouth with hers 
then drew back just enough to break contact. She did this a couple of times to tease, then she 
pressed ber body against his and then her lips.

Her hands caressed his neck and shoulders as she deepened the kiss. She began to part her lips as 
she kissed him and as he mimicked her motion, she began to press her tongue into his mouth. 
Vincent was a little surprised, but found the sensation delightful and began to explore on his own. He 
was acutely aware of her hip nestled tightly against his and her breasts pushing into his chest.

Vincent carefully placed his arms around her, his hands resting on her shoulders; but as Catherine's 
kisses became more ardent, he slid his hands down her back and up again entangling them in her 
hair.

She broke away, leaving them both breathing heavily. She began to nuzzle his nose with hers and 
slowly trace his unique upper lip with her tongue. A shiver ran through him and Catherine couldn't 
stop the delighed laugh that escaped her.

She kissed the downturned corners of his mouth as she moved to his chin. Vincent tilted his head 
back as she planted light kisses down his throat until she came to the base and then began to work 
her way back up to his ear. Taking his earlobe between her teeth, she gently tugged. That drew what 
sounded like a giggle from Vincent, although Catherine couldn't be sure, she had never heard him 
giggle before.

At that point, she slid her hands to the center of his chest and pushed back. They just looked at each 
other for a long moment enjoying this new feeling of arousal between them. Reaching up, she ran her
fingers through the hair around his face, savoring the look of enjoyment this simple action brought.

Then she placed her hands on his chest again and tugging playfully at the material she asked, "Can 
we get rid of this?"

"Are you sure?" he asked in a voice unsure of wanting to hear the reply.

"I've never been more sure of anything."

He saw it in her eyes, he felt it through their bond, she had no doubts. All the barriers were falling and
for the first time in his life, he was sure.

She lightly kissed the tip of his nose and said, "I'll move the pillows while you get out of that shirt."

After removing the shirt, he lowered himself back onto the bed and awkwardly laid his hands on his 
chest, as if he feared even accidently touching her. Years of avoidance, she thought. She adjusted 
her gown, reached for his hand, and placed it on her bare thigh. Slowly, she began to guide it up and 
down. That's when she noticed a rapid change in his breathing.

She began to slid her fingers easily through the golden-colored hair on his chest. She traced his ribs 
and stomach, examining each indentation with her fingers. Leaning over him, she began to softly kiss 
as she worked her way down to his stomach. Glancing up, she saw Vincent with eyes tightly closed 



and hands clenching the sheets.

Below the waistband of his pants, she saw him straining against the confines of the fabric. With only 
her fingertips, she lightly traced the outline. His response was immediate. She could not resist the 
urge to gently squeeze and caress. His body arched toward her hand as he moaned her name.

Feeling the restriction of her own clothes, Catherine straightened up and quickly lifted the gown up 
and over her head tossing it aside. Vincent still had his eyes closed aching for her touch, "Vincent, 
look at me."

Opening his eyes, he found his breath being taken away by the sight before him. This was his every 
dream and fantasy come true. "You are so beautiful...," was all he could say.

"So are you," Catherine replied as she reached for his hand, placed it on her thigh again and began 
to guide it upward to her breast. She looked down at him and said, "I want you to touch me, Vincent...
I need you to touch me." And with those words of encouragement, Vincent began to lovingly caress 
the soft skin he found there.

Savoring his gentle touch, Catherine placed her knee in between his, making sure she made contact 
in the right place as she lowered her body onto his. Both of them revelled in the feel of each other and
the rightness of it. Her mouth found his again as his hands moved to her back. They travelled 
downward to her buttocks and explored the softness there.

Answering some deep primal instinct, Vincent rolled Catherine onto her back. The sudden movement 
surprised them both especially Vincent who seemed a little embarrassed by his boldness. He did 
have to admit, however, he found the feel of her soft, willing body beneath him as he kissed her, to be
very exciting.

He knew the feeling was mutual when she began to stroke his back as her fingers found their way 
down to the waistband of his pants. She slipped her hand beneath the material and whispered in his 
ear, "Don't you want to take these off?"

Vincent realized that with the last barrier gone between them, there would be no stopping, no turning 
back. But the last fleeting fears were his, not Catherine's. He could no longer deny her or himself 
what they had longed for, what they had both fought so hard for... and against. He rolled away from 
her, took a deep breath, then quickly removed the last restraints. They were finally free in spirit and 
body.

Rolling himself back over to her, he let his eyes examine her body as if to forever commit the sight to 
memory. He then allowed his hands the same journey. Beginning with her knee, he let his hand 
wander up her thigh, across her stomach, over her ribs, and finally cupping her pliant breast in his 
hand.

Catherine closed her eyes, "Kiss me there... please." His mouth enthusiastically complied. The soft 
moist tugging aroused an altogether different sensation than had Jacob's nursing. She could feel 
Vincent's passion as he kissed her, exploring her mouth hungrily, pressing his body firmly against 
hers. She knew they could not stand much more of this exquisite foreplay. She was ready for more.

Through their bond, Vincent could feel Catherine's need and his own panic. He lowered his head to 



her shoulder and painfully admitted, "I don't know how..."

She didn't let him finish, "Let me guide you. Trust me, Vincent... please," she begged.

His heart obeyed her plea. "Yes."

"Move between my legs," she began, trying hard not to sound like an instructor as not to bruise his 
fragile ego.

As she moved her legs aside, she watched Vincent carefully lift himself over her. The state of his 
arousal was evident and Catherine felt herself responding. Sliding her hands down his chest and onto
his hips, she positioned him and prepared herself to receive him.

Vincent placed an arm on each side of her and looked down into her eyes. He saw and felt the fire 
that he had only glimpsed before tonight. His body began to quiver as she gently placed one hand on 
his buttock and slid the other down between them. As she touched him, he closed his eyes and 
visibly shuddered.

With her hips moving toward him, Catherine pressed him downward. When she felt his entry, she slid 
her hand around to the back and began to press more firmly, taking in more of him.

Vincent felt himself being enveloped in her warmth and moistness, and his body revelled in the 
sensation. He felt as if their souls had become as one as their bodies had, and he ignored the urge to
complete their union. He wanted to linger in this ecstasy, to savor their intimate contact, but his own 
body, as well as Catherine's, had a more urgent need.

His first movements were awkward at best, but with each thrust, he gained confidence and 
momentum. As soon as he gave into his instincts, their bond strengthened and took control. He could 
feel her excitement building as he discovered movements that pleased her. And soon their rhythm 
became more intense as he thrust deeper and harder.

Then with one hard sudden thrust, Vincent released his life-giving essence deep within Catherine. His
body convulsed in the throes of climax, until he felt all his strength had been drained from him. He felt
only the pounding of his heart and the rushing of his blood.

With Vincent still deep inside her, Catherine's body arched violently against him, demanding his every
drop. As she moaned out his name, she fell back exhausted to the mattress. She felt complete and 
safe again in the arms of her lover.

For a long moment, no words were spoken. There was only the sound of their harsh breathing and 
pounding hearts. Slowly Catherine opened her eyes and looked into Vincent's face. He was damp 
with perspiration, his hair was in wild disarray, and his eyes tightly-closed. Then one single tear trailed
down his cheek. As her eyes filled with tears and her heart filled with love, she reached up and pulled 
him down into her arms. "I love you Vincent, I always will."

At that moment, Vincent couldn't answer. The joy of finally being loved and accepted so completely 
left him without words. He no longer felt like a freak forever bound to exist in a self-made prison, he 
felt simply like an ordinary man in the arms of the woman he loved. The woman who bore his child, 
the woman he had wrenched from death's icy grip, the woman who now held him comforting him as a



mother would a frightened child. Vincent no longer dreaded the quiet of the night.

As they lay in the warmth of the afterglow Catherine began softly, "Though lovers be lost, love shall 
not."

And Vincent finished, "And death shall have no dominion."

END


