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Catherine wakened slowly to total darkness; to a blackness so complete that she 
couldn't tell, at once, her eyes had opened. It was the color of the void that 
occurs only in deep space, she thought later - or deep beneath the ground. 
Disoriented, she felt an instant of fear, like a pulse, before she remembered 
where she was and why ... and before she felt the warmth of him beside her.

It was the only warmth. Their small fire, she realized, must have gone out hours 
before. The air in this small grotto had resumed its usual chill, and at her back 
the unyielding earth was cold beneath the layers of his thin bedroll. Turning her 
head slightly, she couldn't see him at all. No sapphire sparkle met her seeking 
eyes; no faint highlight shone in his red-gold hair, though she could reach up and
feel the silk of it at her fingertips.

His breath caressed her cheek in a deep and easy rhythm, telling her that he 
slept on his side facing her. She was glad. She'd been afraid, when they'd finally 
stopped the night before, that he wouldn't be able to rest ... or would insist on 
sitting up to keep watch. Yet Catherine knew how desperately tired he must have
been after the ordeal of these past two days. He needed sleep, to rest his 
body ... and to begin to heal the grief.

***

"What is it, Vincent?" she asked him, as he poled the small boat back over dark 
waters. His was a silence more than concentration. She sensed the presence of 
currents deeper than those that merely carried them toward shore. 

"What?" she asked him again, as he handed her safely onto the shore.

He waited, first pulling the boat up out of the water and lodging it firmly among 
the rocks before turning. Looking up into his face, Catherine saw an inescapable 
sadness there. 

"Tell me."

He took her hands and told her then ... told her of Winslow and his courage and 
his sacrifice, and held her while she wept.



But Vincent had not wept. He hadn't shed a tear for the death of his childhood 
friend; and Catherine, pulling away to look up at him again, saw that he blamed 
himself - not her, although she, too, felt the weight of self-blame - and not even 
Paracelsus, whose thwarted evil-doing had caused it all.

"No, Vincent," she whispered, but his face in the diffuse amber light of that great 
cavern was set as still as stone.

"We must go on," was all that he said then. And so they had, trudging onward, 
through tunnels unfamiliar to her, and she thought wearily, were surely all alike. 
No landmarks were visible, at least to her. How did he find his way? Into the light 
and out again, she followed him through catacombs where the only illumination 
came from the flickering light of his lantern. His cloak and the exertion kept her 
warm.

They retrieved his pack not long after leaving Paracelsus' great chamber, still set 
like a stage for their own deaths. Turning a corner along the way, she caught her 
breath to see a skeleton propped against the tunnel wall, clad in the light over-
shirt she'd been wearing when she was abducted.

Vincent's hand closed over hers as he hurried her along. She knew that had 
there been any way for him to spare her such a sight - another way out, or a 
niche where he might have hidden it earlier, had there been a moment's time - he
would have done so. Now there was nothing to do but edge past and leave it 
behind. Neither of them suggested that she retrieve the shirt, even against the 
chill - and yet, she realized later, it was less because of the horror of wearing it 
then she thought of Paracelsus' hands arranging the garment there.

She thought, too, of the effect it must have had upon Vincent, discovering it so 
unexpectedly in his race to rescue her. . .an effect Paracelsus had planned, had 
undoubtedly gloated over.

How could someone once so brilliant, so good become so twisted? It was that 
willingness to wound that Catherine felt she'd never understand. Especially, the 
need to wound someone like Vincent.

***

Now, lying beside him in the dark, Catherine felt an enormous protectiveness for 
him, for this man whose love had so often protected her. Lightly, so slightly that 
she could barefly feel it, she stroked his hair back over the broad unseen rise of 
his shoulder. Outside their little safe-chamber, she could just hear the silvery 
trickle into the pool beyond.

***

Following him around the narrow path at its edge, she saw his lantern light 
reflected over water that had perhaps never seen light before ... and she 



stopped.

"Vincent," she called to him, surprised to hear her own voice dulled with 
weariness.

The sound of it caught and turned him, "What ...?"

"Can we rest? Please?" She gestured wordlessly toward the water, unable to put 
her sudden feeling into words. She'd been kidnapped, hot and sweaty after a run,
had been carried Below and drugged, waking in the dirt of Paracelsus' lair, and 
was even now still grimy with a residue of smoke and ash. She didn't know what 
time it was or even how long they'd been walking, but surely ...

"It's evening, Above," he conceded, just as though she'd voiced the question. He 
said it with the certainty of one who'd had a lifetime Below to develop time-sense.
"Well past time we stopped for the night."

He slipped the pack from his shoulder and raised the lantern, stepping toward a 
single 'doorway' opening off the path. Glancing past him, she saw a rough 
chamber no more than ten feet wide, its floor dry and relatively smooth. He said, 
"We can sleep here, I think."

He set the lantern at the water's edge; she watched him wind the wick down 
carefully to save fuel, and then turn his attention to his pack. He carried it into the
little chamber, where she could barely see him busying himself in the dimness.

"What are you doing?" she called uncertainly.

His voice was soft and reassuring. "Making a place for us."

A place for us. The words echoed poignantly in her mind. Did they seem at all 
ironic to him? She shook her head, thinking it must be the exhaustion talking.

"Do you think we're safe?" Not until she asked the question did Catherine realize 
that with every step, she'd been listening for the whisper of returning menace 
behind, ahead ... everywhere.

"I think we're safe," he reassured her. "He hasn't followed us." He spoke as 
though he would have felt such a danger keeping pace with them. 

Catherine nodded, suddenly sure, too, that Paracelsus wouldn't attack from a 
position of weakness ... only from what he perceived as strength. He was 
undoubtedly gone, back to some even more secret lair to lick his wounds and 
regroup.

"I've brought supper," Vincent was saying. "Are you hungry?"

She was suddenly ravenous, aware of her stomach for the first time in more than 
two days of fasting. "Yes!"

"There's time to bathe, if you like."

'Mind reader,' she thought, and almost smiled. "What about you?" she asked ... 
for he, too, had had an arduous journey, and she knew perfectly well that he 
could swim.

"Later, perhaps ... or in the morning." His back was turned to the door; it would 
remain so, she was sure, until she finished. With a familiar feeling of resignation -



or disappointment - she dropped his cloak and stripped quickly out of her peach-
colored tank-top and the rest of her clothing.

Kneeling naked on the bank, she felt the water with a timid fingertip. "It's warm," 
she exclaimed, surprised at not finding the expected iciness. The tepid 
temperature betrayed a hot-spring somewhere nearby.

Her entry into the water was almost soundless; the relief and luxury she felt was 
almost indecent.

"Oh, God, this is wonderful," she sighed, the sound echoing softly against the low
ceiling. She leaned back to soak her hair, then submerged completely, scrubbing
delightedly at her scalp. Breaking the surface again, she kept her head turned, 
thinking, 'two can play at this game!'

When she turned her attention toward the shore again a few minutes later, the 
warmth of another kind of light was flickering there. With the little wood remaining
in his pack, he started a small fire against one wall, and there was something 
bubbling in a pot on a makeshift tripod. It smelled like stew. Catherine's mouth 
began to water.

"There's no towel," came his voice apologetically, "but I've left some things on the
bank for you ... "

And to her astonishment, he had. But when? She drifted toward a neatly-folded 
pile lying now within arm's reach, amazed and rueful that she hadn't heard him 
come and go behind her.

He'd left her his vest and the soft cream-colored sweater she knew he usually 
wore to bed. Had he been wearing it under his clothes? She drew it toward her. 
With a guilty glance at the door, she buried her face in the warm wool, and in the 
heady scent of his body. 

After a moment, she called out to him in a normal voice. "If I rinse out my clothes,
do you think the fire will dry them by morning?"

"Yes," he replied. As she pulled her trousers off the rocks he went on. "Use the 
vest as a towel, please, Catherine."

She did, once she rinsed and wrung out her own clothes. Lifting herself onto the 
bank again, she buffed away the goose bumps with the vest before slipping his 
sweater on over her head.

It was too big, of course; the hem fell halfway to her knees and she had to roll the
sleeves up even to see her hands. She pulled the cloak on against the chill; and 
gathering the lantern, his vest and her wet clothes, she went to join him.

He was spooning stew into two tin cups, but set them aside and rose to take the 
lantern and the wet articles from her. As he began arranging them over the rocks 
behind the fire, Catherine sat down and looked around her. His bedroll was 
spread wide on the floor just behind him, the pack at one end like a pillow and his
boots standing at the far wall.

"I'm sorry," he was saying. "I should have thought to bring you something more to
wear - something of Jamie's, perhaps."



"You had other things to think about," she said gently.

He seemed about to speak, but paused suddenly, staring down nonplused at his 
hands - at the lacy pair of underpants in one, and the little sports bra in the other.

Catherine scrambled to her feet again, cloak flying and bare legs flashing. Her 
face flaming, she snatched the undergarments from his fingers and hung them 
awkwardly. What could she have been thinking? Where was her mind?!

There was a soft snorting sound, disconcertingly like a chuckle, as he turned 
back toward the fire.

"Please," he said, turning back again with her steaming cup, and a small sweet-
smelling loaf wrapped in brown paper. "Sit down, and eat."

She did gratefully, cutting him a sidelong look under her lashes as he followed 
suit. His over-sweater was untucked now, lying loosely over his lean hips as he 
settled cross-legged opposite her.

"This is almost the last of it," he said, watching her begin. "I've saved a little for 
the morning. Fortunately, we should be home tomorrow."

Home tomorrow. She blinked. She so trusted him that it hadn't even occurred to 
her to ask how far below ground they actually were. Or was it that she was so 
content to be with him anywhere - even here - that it didn't matter where they 
were bound?

They ate in a companionable silence, spoons unashamedly scraping cup 
bottoms at the finish.

"Are you thirsty?" he asked, and she nodded. Getting up, he crossed to his pack 
and rummaged inside it.

The cup he found was larger than either of theirs. He straightened with it in his 
hands and stood there, absolutely still, staring as if he'd never seen it before.

"Vincent?" Catherine came to her feet, alarmed, as he turned and strode out of 
the chamber. She caught up with him just outside the door, where he stood 
gazing blindly over the dark water.

She took his arm; felt the tensed muscles as he held the cup tightly against his 
chest.

"Winslow's?" she asked.

Slowly, his head dropped as though in defeat. A tear slid down his cheek.

"It's all right," she whispered. "You don't have to hide the pain. Come back and sit
down."

He followed her woodenly, and at her insistence sank down beside her on the 
edge of the bedroll nearest the fire. There were tears on his face, and he would 
not meet her eyes.

"He's gone," Catherine murmured. "He's gone, and that hurts terribly, I know. But
he died protecting you, Vincent - all of you."

He took a deep breath. "You, as well."

"Me, as well," she nodded. "Do you think he would have blamed you for that?" 



For Vincent would forever choose the heaviest burdens for himself.

"No ..."

"Or me?"

He turned his head to look at her. "Yet ... you feel it, too."

She bit her lip to keep back her own tears. "Yes, I can't help but feel somehow 
responsible."

"But it was Paracelsus who ..."

"Yes, Vincent. Paracelsus. He set the stage. Not you ... or me. We made what 
choices we could then, all of us. We did the best we could for each other. Your 
friends, in not letting you start out alone  ..."

"And you, in refusing to try and draw me ..."

".... As he wanted me to do. Yes." And yet, Vincent had come anyway, however 
she might wish him back toward safety. She slipped her arms out from under the 
cloak to encircle his waist and leaned into his broad shoulders.

"I keep thinking," he said miserably, "that if only I'd sent them back sooner ... 
when Narcissa gave her warning ..."

"You know they probably would have followed you anyway," she reminded him. 
"Just as Jamie did. They wanted to protect you."

"... I know," he sighed. "But, Catherine, to - to leave him down here ..."

She looked up again and saw his face as open and bewildered as a boy's in his 
grief. She turned him toward her, drew his head down to her shoulder, and felt 
hot tears along the curve of her neck. His arms came around her and they held 
hard to each other as his soft, shuddering sobs shook them both.

Catherine had never come to know Winslow very well, even after he'd helped her
and Mouse to free Vincent and Father from the collapsed Maze-chamber. He 
was at first merely a large gruff presence, wary of strangers and change, rarely 
idle long enough to visit. Even so, it wasn't long before Catherine was conscious 
of his strength of purpose, and his fierce protectiveness toward his world and its 
people.

At first, that had not included her. Yet, just lately, he'd seemed to mellow a little; 
going out of his way to greet her, and watching her and Vincent together with 
something less than disapproval.

But she knew that Vincent and Winslow had grown up together. Winslow was 
older by two or three years - as indeed were Pascal and Devin, Sarah and Mitch, 
who with others comprised the group young Vincent tagged along after.

Now, as she rocked him and stroked his hair, he told her brokenly of those times;
of children growing up together in a world none knew was magic; of Winslow's 
boyish clumsiness and legendary temper, and of the way he sometimes stuck up,
unexpectedly, for Devin's persistent pest of a little brother.

Finally, he fell silent. She went on stroking his hair, feeling a growing surprise 
when he made no effort to move away again. After a time, she said, "I wish I'd 



been there for you ... when it happened."

"You were," he whispered back. "You always are."

Catherine hugged him tighter, wishing with all her heart that she felt it were true. 
Too often had the fates conspired to part them; too often had she had to walk 
away.

"You live in my heart," he went on, his voice barely audible. "If Paracelsus meant 
to destroy me, then truly he only needed to ... to  ..."

"... To kill me at once, instead of abducting me?" Catherine felt him shudder at 
the words he hadn't been able to utter himself. "Then, perhaps he didn't really 
mean ..."

"I think we need not grant him the benefit of any doubt," Vincent said dryly, his 
tone making her smile into his shoulder. He went on more thoughtfully. "I think it 
was only that he's never understood the nature of love."

"No," she agreed, feeling once again a peculiar sadness at the thought of that 
embittered old man.

"Winslow did, though." Vincent was silent a moment. "He ... spoke of you."

"He did?" She pulled away, just far enough to look up into his face. "When?"

"Our last night together. In some strange way, he seemed to be giving us his 
blessing."

"Do you think he knew somehow ..."

"That he might ... that something might happen?" He shook his head, his 
expression bemused. "I don't know. He seemed to need to make his feelings 
clear. About you ... about us. It was important to him."

"What did he say?"

Vincent's eyes grew distant with memory. "He told me that he'd never known 
love, himself ... yet watching us, he'd come to know that it was real."

'Yes,' she thought. 'It's real.' She nestled close once more; and as the minutes 
passed and the silence grew up around them, she felt drowsiness begin to 
overtake her. She fought it like a child, desperate to cherish every second of his 
nearness and warmth.

But the third time he felt her nod against his shoulder, he said, "Lie down, 
Catherine. You need to sleep."

"So do you," she protested, as he eased her back onto the thin comfort of his 
bedroll.

"I thought I'd just keep watch ... "

"No, Vincent." She sat up again with a flash of stubbornness he must have felt 
through the bond. "You said it yourself, we're safe enough now," she scolded, 
although she suspected that Paracelsus was not the danger foremost in his 
mind. "I know you're exhausted, too. Lie down. I won't rest unless you do, too."

Her last memory, after he darkened the lantern, was of the tenderness with which
he straightened the heavy cloak to cover her ... and of the way the firelight 



behind him flickered through the red-gold silk of his hair.

***

Now, waking by his side, she'd found the fire was dead, leaving them in an 
impenetrable dark. There was only the chill of the air on one cheek, and the 
warmth of his breath on the other. Turning a little toward him, she felt the 
heaviness of his cloak and realized he'd taken not an inch of it to cover himself.

'You'll catch your death,' she chided him in her thoughts; and rolling nearer on 
her side, she lifted the heavy hem and softly, carefully, drew as much of the 
garment over him as she could.

Had the movement or the whisper of fabric disturbed him? She waited, holding 
her breath; but he didn't stir, and the rhythm of his breathing hadn't changed. She
reached out a cautious hand and very tentatively let it come to rest. He seemed 
to be lying with one forearm pillowing his head; the other lay bent before him, and
it was his sweatered forearm that she felt under her fingers.

How she wanted to snuggle in beneath that arm - to press closer - to feel his 
body warming hers everywhere - even if they could only go to sleep that way. 
This intensity of longing took her in a wave; a fire she usually kept well banked 
against the discomfort it would cause him, and the distance he might put 
between them just to keep her 'safe.'

But he was asleep now ... and surely neither her dreams, nor his, could cause 
them any harm.

Her whisper was, even to her own ears, almost inaudible. "I love you, Vincent." 
She waited, once again, to feel him stirring; and when he did not she went on. 
"It's only when you're asleep like this that I'm really free to tell you how I feel." 
She knew that he must know, of course - he'd always been so much more 
sensitive to their bond than she - but being a woman, and only human, Catherine
needed to reassurance of words.

"You told Paracelsus that he'd never really known love," she whispered. "But 
sometimes I think ... neither have you."

She felt his hair tickling the back of her hand, and she reached up to stroke the 
long strands lying over his chest. The weave of his sweater there was very warm 
beneath her fingers.

"Oh, you've learned a lot about the dangers. You fear the darker side of love the 
way you fear the 'dark side' of yourself. But don't you know, Vincent, that while a 
love like Paracelsus' can do no right ... a love like yours - like ours - can do no 
wrong." 

The words, so long unspoken, ached in her throat. She knew that her face was 
suffused with all the love and longing that she usually hid from him - but it was so
dark here now, it couldn't possibly make any difference.

"I would have died rather than let my fear draw you into Paracelsus' trap. Even 



then, I knew you'd come ... because you would have died rather then let me 
perish in that place. Even knowing the dangers, sometimes ... sometimes you 
just have to go ahead, regardless."

The dark was all-encompassing; there was only the rhythm of his breathing, and 
the way his chest rose and fell beneath her hand to anchor her. "I never really 
knew love," she breathed, "until you came into my life. Now, all I know of love I've
learned from you. Your insight, your courage, your belief in me ... your 
willingness to sacrifice yourself ..."

"I would sacrifice everything for you," came his answer, an echo soft as the dark -
'like a piece of it arrowing into her heart' she thought later. Catching her breath, 
she raised her hand to his face and felt his eyelashes flutter under her fingertips.

He hadn't been asleep. Catherine came up on one elbow, her heart racing. He'd
heard everything – everything - and she was surprised that the heat in her face 
didn't throw a ruddy glow on all the walls.

"Catherine."

She heard him move, and guessed he'd risen to a pose that mirrored hers. She 
felt his hand brush her shoulder before he reached up to touch her face.

She stammered, "I ... I thought ..."

"I know."

"What I said just now ..."

"I believe you," he murmured. His fingers combed the hair away from her cheek, 
the nails tickling back over her scalp before his hand settled warmly at the nape 
of her neck.

She took a shuddering breath. Without thinking, she reached out; her fingers 
traveled the bare, warm skin of his throat ... traced upward over the velvety 
stubble of his jaw to the trembling softness of his lips. Catherine leaned forward - 
almost in slow motion it seemed to her later - and kissed him.

For an instant, she was sure he'd pull away; and then with astonishment she felt 
his hold tighten - and his lips parted ever so slightly to welcome her.

It was the most tentative of beginnings. And she knew that at any moment he 
could end it, punishing them both with his retreat. Now, before he could change 
his mind, she kissed him again and slowly eased her body nearer the warmth of 
his, almost touching, but not quite, in the dark beneath the cloak they shared. 
When she lay back, she kept the fingers of one hand curled into the neck of his 
sweater. His pulse beat against her skin; his heart was racing, too, like hers.

"Catherine, I ..."

"Shhh ... don't talk," she pleaded, fearful lest he try to dissuade them both. 
Instead she drew him gently down, wanting his kiss, her very silence eloquent.

Unseen gold bristles brushed her skin. His long hair trailed across her throat. He 
nuzzled lightly at her temple, her cheek ... the corner of her mouth. When he 
hesitated there, she trembled, knowing the indecision that held his lips only an 
inch from hers.



"Please, Vincent," she whispered. "I need you so much."

A sigh ... no more than a breath. His arm slid around her in a hard embrace. 
"Catherine, when I felt our connection was broken - when I thought you were lost 
to me ... that we might never ..."

"I know," she breathed, and waited.

His kiss, when it came, was slow and searching; even this, for him, a newness to 
be savored. Dizzy with it, Catherine slipped her arms around him. Her lips 
opened to his, her teasing tongue an eager invitation.

She thrilled to the taste of him, the hidden sharpness of his teeth, the softness of 
his lower lip. Exploring the cat-like cleft above it, she heard his gasp; his whole 
body seemed to tighten next to hers. She smiled to herself, and did it again.

He shifted suddenly and she felt his hard weight at her hip and shoulder. His 
mouth captured hers again. The kiss and the initiative were his this time, and his 
explorations left her breathless. She ran her hand down over his side and up 
beneath his sweater to caress the short furred skin of his back.

With a soft moan, he lifted his head.

"Don't stop," she whispered. "Please don't stop."

He bowed his head again, and she gasped as he began a trail of thirsty kisses 
down one side of her throat. She rocked nearer, raising one leg along the outside
of his. Rough fabric rustled against bare skin as she rested her bent knee over 
his hip. She was exquisitely aware as she did so that her underthings lay safely 
out of reah, and out of sight.

Her sweater - his sweater - had ridden up, unseen. She took his wrist and 
showed him the bare soft swell of her hip. A moment's hesitation, and he cupped 
her there gently before his great hand rose along the shallow curve of her waist.

She was so slender, he marveled, so deceptively fragile. He could have spanned
her middle with his hands. Her belly, satiny flat and warm, now tightened at his 
touch; above, he brushed shyly the soft underside of a warmer breast.

She shivered at the heat of his palm and fingers. His mouth explored the base of 
her throat, and the little of her collarbone there revealed. With a wordless murmur
of impatience, she rose up on one elbow suddenly, struggling with a sleeve. 
Freeing first one arm and then the other, she pulled the garment over her head 
and flung it away. The air chilled her fevered skin.

He sat up then - excited or alarmed, she knew not which - but before he could 
draw a protesting breath, she found the hem of his sweater and ran her hand up 
underneath it, through the thickness of his belly-hair.

His hand covered hers and held it to the hard and quivering muscles there. Then,
without a word - with seemingly a single fluid motion - he stripped his sweater off,
too.

Catherine felt his hand on her shoulder. He pressed her down and drew his cloak
back up to cover them both. She lay waiting, knowing he still leaned on one 
elbow over her. One arm was braced across her, the inside of his wrist warm 



against her waist; yet he didn't touch her. His stillness was a question, and an 
invitation.

Her breath quickening, Catherine reached up to explore his body. His broad 
chest was covered with a dense mat of curly hair; she ran her hand up through it,
imagining it dark-gold between her fingers. Seeking out one of his flat nipples, 
she caressed him.

Vincent took her hand and pressed a kiss into the palm. It was as though he'd 
sent an electric current directly into her waiting core, and Catherine gasped. 
Leaning toward him, she found his other nipple with her mouth, and sucked it to a
tiny peak.

He pressed her back again, and settled both her arms down at her sides. His hair
trailed lightly over her skin. Her fingers clutched at the bedroll beneath her as he 
started at her throat and kissed his way deliberately downward.

She felt his lips explore the valley between her high small breasts; beneath, he 
nuzzled the sensitive up-swell of each. She writhed, feeling as though he'd never 
take the first small aching peak into his mouth ...

... and when he did, she whimpered, catching at his wild hair with her hands, 
running her fingers over his downy muscled back and shoulders.

Vincent felt her passion through the bond igniting his. There was a hunger - 
hers? His? - that leveled all his careful defenses. He drew her other nipple into 
the heat of his mouth. Gasping, Catherine bent one knee up, tenting the heavy 
cloak as she tried to roll toward him.

He held her there, one hand spread firmly at her waist. The growing hardness at 
his groin was pressed maddingly against her hip. Catherine reached down to tug 
at his belted trousers. After a moment he drew back and she heard leather 
rasping over metal, and the whisper of fabric falling.

She opened her arms and he came into them. His body molded everywhere to 
hers, the beloved weight of him bearing her back, her aching breasts flattened to 
his broad furred chest. Strong legs meshed with hers and she felt crisp hair, like 
a friction, along the satin-smoothness of her inner thighs. His manhood throbbed 
heatedly there, growing hard at the touch and realization of her nakedness.

Catherine was naked to him now  .. and she was not afraid.

Through the bond, she felt his love and gratitude as though he'd spoken it aloud.

He bowed his head to kiss her deeply, pillaging her willing mouth. Caught there, 
held almost immobile, Catherine raised one leg to run her foot up the back of his 
thigh. He felt the heat of her body opening to him, she tasted his moan, like a 
sharpness, in her own mouth. It seemed to set her blood afire.

She reached down along his side to stroke the lean curve of his hip and soft skin 
of his buttock. The muscles bunched under her hand, driving his hips a little into 
hers. The movement seemed to unnerve him, as though he thought it might have
frightened her. She continued to rub him there persuasively, palm open and 
fingers spread, the movement becoming gradually more direct - a rhythmic 
kneading. He began to rock a little toward her, and she felt his rigid flesh nudge 



hotly, hesitantly at her thigh.

She wanted him inside her then; a need as visceral as life itself. She felt even the
skin of her face tighten with her hunger for him. She wondered ... if he couldn't 
see her, could he sense her readiness?

She slipped her small hand down between them, her very touch a plea, and an 
insistence. When finally he rolled away a little, she caressed him intimately for 
the first time.

He drew a shuddering breath, fighting for control at the sensation. Her fingers 
captured and encircled him, traveling the shaft slowly toward his body into the 
wiry profusion at his groin; even to the hidden heaviness beneath. She wished 
that she could see him now. Or that he, at least, could see the joy she found in 
simply touching him ... She went on with her unseen ministrations until he 
thought he could bear it no longer.

He pressed her down beside him, and leaned over her again. Catherine felt his 
hand slide down to her belly. He cupped her, covering springy curls ... and urged 
her trembling thighs apart. She clutched at the hard angle of his shoulder as he 
explored her. His taloned touch was at once tender and relentless.

Her soft breast heaved against his cheek, and he turned to seize its little fevered 
peak. The taste of her was salty, and sweet. He suckled as if drawing on the very
essence of her love.

His manhood burned along her thigh. Between her legs, his fingers quickened 
their new found rhythm. Her secret folds were molten now; he felt her move to his
caress. She whimpered, "Vincent---Vincent!" a cry that drew his mouth back to 
her mouth again.

Catherine felt his body covering hers, and shivered gladly at his weight. He 
kissed her eyelids, her temple, the little scar along her cheek. She cradled him 
with every part of her; and he pressed, throbbing, to the heat of her most secret 
aperture.

She rocked herself against him softly; felt his body answering. His hips flexed 
slowly, powerfully to hers.

Her head fell back, her eyes swam as he entered her; she couldn't seem to catch
her breath. He moved upon her gently, trembling with control and care. Still, she 
felt his hardness driving inward like a force of nature, filling her unbelievably.

His muscled weight pressed her thighs wide. The crisp hair of their bodies 
mingled. Now, finally and fully lodged, he gasped to feel her sweet, hot sheath 
constricting all along his length. 

"Catherine!"

Tenderly she hushed him, smiling up into the dark ... and tenderly, her body 
cleaved to his.

He steadied himself on his elbows. The muscles of his back rippled tellingly 
beneath her hands. She rolled her hips enticingly, her inner muscles tightening in
subtle and irresistible rhythm.



His body tensed to hold himself deep within her; relaxed, then clenched a second
time. She sensed the shock of his surprise and squirmed beneath him, 
whispering endearments into his shoulder and the wildness of his hair, pressing 
kisses into the damp hollow of his throat. Drawing back a little, he sank into her 
waiting warmth again.

Her body arched to welcome him; the great shaft sleeked into her frictioned heat.
His breath - now ragged as her own   fanned the damp hair from her cheek. She 
raised her legs around his hips; the angle of his penetration deepened.

He took her now with full, hard strokes. She quickened to his heightened rhythm, 
her own hips rocking to his every thrust. A spiraling sensation took her; deep 
within her silken channel, he was suddenly more rigid still.

She felt his climax drawing near. It was a brightening of their bond, a sensory 
shimmering she could almost see here in the dark beneath the earth. It bound 
her to him, caught her up and carried her to his completion ...

And when it came, the sound he made was one she felt she'd somehow waited 
all her life to hear.

Later, as he lay beside her, she kissed the salt taste of his tears from his face. 
Without speaking, he reached down to find his cloak, which now lay tangled 
somewhere near their feet. He covered them both carefully; and listening to his 
silence, Catherine wondered if this was the sound of all his fears returning.

"Vincent?"

He nuzzled softly at her cheek. She reached out impulsively to hold him near.

"Vincent ... no regrets?"

His answer came back, velvet as the dark. "No. Well ... one, perhaps/"

"Oh." Then, bravely, "What do you regret?"

"That it ... happened so quickly," he confessed. "I didn't want it to end."

"It won't ever end," she whispered. "Not now. Besides ... it was only the first 
time."

He was silent, a little startled by the implications of her statement; but beneath 
the cloak, his hand moved down along her side and spread possessively over the
curve of her hip. 

Catherine bit her lip, still overwhelmingly aware of his nakedness only inches 
away.

"And you, Catherine?"

"Me?"

"Have you any regrets?"

"Only one." She felt the color rising in her face.

His hand cupped her more warmly. "Tell me."

"I only wish ... I could have seen you." 

She imagined how he must have looked, rising above her in the dark as golden 



as a god, his wild hair thrown over his shoulders. "Don't you wish... don't you 
wish you could have seen me, too, Vincent?"

"But, Catherine," he replied and she could hear his soft voice smiling. . ."I can 
see you."

END


