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"The music was lovely, Vincent," Catherine whispered, clinging to his arm as they left their special 
place in the tunnels, directly below the old bandstand in Central Park.

Catherine looked particularly pretty tonight. She had dressed with care, not just for herself, but 
because she wanted very much to please Vincent, to excite him, to have him desire her ... She had 
chosen a gown of midnight blue velvet. It clung to her figure beautifully, with its low cut neckline that 
revealed her cleavage so well; the crystal pendant fell tantalizingly between her breasts.

She wore her hair longer these days. Tonight she had it slightly curly and it swayed as she walked, 
picking up the highlights from the wall torches that lined the tunnels at intervals as they walked along.

Vincent had also dressed with care tonight, to impress his Catherine. He knew she liked to see him in
light coloured clothes, so he had chosen a shirt of fine cream cotton. The cuffs and ruffles near his 
neck were of exquisite lace. His trousers were of beige corded velvet which fitted him to perfection. 
The knee boots were very grand in a deeper beige leather, with a deep turnover cuff. Finally, there 
was the cloak, special for tonight: black as always, but lined in white fur.

Slipping an arm around Catherine, Vincent drew her closer to him and wrapped the cloak around her 
also. They walked along, completely at ease with each other, no words needed to be spoken.

They took the long way back to the basement of Catherine's apartment, so that they could spend just 
a little more time together. As they approached the shaft of light, they slowed down and finally 
stopped, then Vincent gently turned her to face him. She slipped both arms around his waist, 
snuggling up to him, as though this would bond them together. Vincent held her tightly with one 
strong arm while his other hand ran up and down her back, his touch sending shivers through her 
body. He sensed her feelings through their bond, but he still continued savoring these special 
moments that meant everything to both of them.

Catherine finally pulled away a little. Leaning back on his arm, she gazed up into his face smiling 
down at her. Oh! Those hypnotic eyes. If only he knew what they did to her.

"Vincent, I wish... I wish I didn't have to leave you," she whispered, snuggling even closer to him.

He sighed. "I know... I know, such pain we share when parting. I live only for the time we spend 
together. It is the most precious gift in my life - your love." Then taking her face in his hands, he 
slowly lowered his head to kiss the top of her head, her nose, and ever-so-lightly, her lips. Catherine 
wanted more, her body cried out for more.

Vincent took her hands in his and held her at arms length.

"You looked so beautiful this evening, a vision of loveliness. You intoxicate my very soul." Then 
kissing her hands he said, "Good night," in a soft and gentle voice.

"Good night, Vincent," Catherine said, almost to herself. She didn't want Vincent to notice the tears 



that lay waiting to spill.

Sadly, they parted, but after only a few steps, both turned round to watch the other and smile... then 
both were gone. He to his lonely chamber, and she to her lonely apartment.

Opening her door, the silence of her apartment and the emptiness made her even more sad and 
unhappy. She wished they could share a life together. He was her life, her reason for living, she 
wanted nothing more than to share her life with him, yet this was denied her, causing her 
unbelievable sadness.

A tear fell down her cheek, her lip trembled, she brushed the tear away, then took a deep breath, 
trying to control herself, but the tears welled up again - oh, the pain! The pain!

She busied herself getting ready for bed. It was already 2:39 am, so she wouldn't have long anyway 
before the alarm would awaken her for the day ahead.

Maybe first she'd have a shower (a cold shower?) to calm her desires, but on reflection decided 
against this, and settled for a warm steamy one, which helped her to relax and ponder on things.

Then, wrapped in a towel, she padded across the bedroom to the new nightdress that lay on the bed. 
Catherine was very extravagant with her luxury nightwear. She could easily afford it, and often treated
herself to gorgeous items, such as this pale pink, pure silk creation. She always bought her nightwear
with great care, as this was really the only time Vincent ever saw her and she always wanted to look 
her best for him.

Letting the towel slip to the floor, she put on the elegant nightdress, with its fine lace rosebuds edging 
the hem and neckline, thin straps holding it in place. The fit was perfect... If only!

Sleep didn't come easy to her troubled mind and she tossed and turned. Finally, she lay on her back, 
remembering wonderful moments they had shared. A smile crossed her lips and soon she fell asleep 
and dreamt...

It was Vincent on the balcony, she could see his large frame casting a shadow across her door, then 
came the familiar tap tap. Ever so gently, he opened the door and slipped inside, closing the door 
behind him.

Crossing over to the chair, he swiftly removed his cloak. Catherine couldn't believe her eyes.

Slipping silently out of bed, she crept up behind him and put her arms around his waist. He turned, 
holding her tightly against him.

"Catherine, oh Catherine!"

He scooped her up in his arms and carried her back to the bed where he lowered her carefully down 
before stepping back to admire her beauty. She held his hands, afraid to let him go. He knelt down 
beside her and kissed her passionately and longingly. Catherine returned his kisses.

It felt so wonderful to have him so near, he must have felt her need of him.

Quickly, Vincent joined her beneath the satin sheets...

The alarm rang. Catherine sat up and realized she was alone. A sadness enveloped her, it had all 
been a dream! But it had felt so real.

Sadly, she climbed out of bed with a sigh.

She was running late now, Nancy had phoned her from West Point and had kept her talking for too 



long, over breakfast. So now she had to catch up quickly, or be late for work. Joe wouldn't be pleased
if she was late, they were due in court first thing.

Gathering her coat, bag, purse and keys together, she headed for the door. There on the floor, 
pushed under her door was a note. She recognized the handwriting that simply said: Catherine.

She picked it up and opened it. There in Vincent's beautiful handwriting she read aloud the message.

Last night I shared your dreams,

Tonight we will live the dream.

Vincent

END


