LULLABY
by Sue Glasgow

"Catherine, you should go to bed. I can finish mending these alone." Mary bit off the thread and
leaned back in her chair as she fingered the worn blankets. The bedding had been promised for
delivery to the homeless shelter first thing in the morning, but the busy women had been forced to
postpone the chore until after bedtime, and the hour was now very late. Mary was certain that Vincent
had already gone to bed, and he would be expecting his wife.
The younger woman shook her head. "No, I was the one who volunteered to salvage these blankets,
and the least I can do is help."
Catherine's work with the homeless was no longer limited to legal aid and counsel. As time passed,
she had become more and more involved with the daily activities at the Winslow Shelter, and her face
had become a familiar one there.
Noticing the longing look which Catherine cast toward the doorway, Mary added. "Vincent finished
reporting to Father an hour ago. I heard Father go to bed."
Catherine reached for one of the remaining blankets. "I told Vincent we would be late. I knew he'd be
tired after he worked on that new drain all day, so I told him not to wait up for me."
Mary shook her head. "Just the same, I feel guilty keeping you from him."
Catherine smiled wearily and threaded her needle. "I'm sure he's already asleep. He'll be too tired to
miss me."
***
Catherine moved soundlessly outside the chamber she shared with Vincent. Knowing he had gone to
bed at least two hours before, she was determined not to wake him. The new construction had kept
his crew at work for long hours for the past five days, and he very much needed this rest. She
rounded the tunnel's final bend and was surprised by the light which glowed from their chamber; at
this hour, only the night candle should be burning. Entering quietly, she was gerreted by an
unexpected blue gaze.
"Vincent?" she whispered.
He sat, shirtless, in their bed with the quilt pulled up to his waist. Broad golden shoulders rested
heavily against a mound of cushions and pillows while he held a book in his lap. Dark circles under
his eyes betrayed fatigue, which she knew he would deny.
She crossed the chamber and kissed him lightly. "I thought you'd be asleep by now."
Shaking his head, he replied softly. "I couldn't sleep." The book fell closed on the bedcover, and
Catherine suspected he hadn't really been reading.
"Insomnia?"
"Perhaps." His voice sounded tense and there was a restlessness in his response.
"I'm sorry. If I had known you were awake. I would have come sooner." She lingered at his side,
resting one of her hands on his chest as she whispered. "You've been working too hard on this
project. I've worried about you."

His hand touched her arm. "You needn't worry any longer. We finished. I made a full report to Father
this evening, and he seemed pleased. He instructed us to sleep late tomorrow and to spend the day
resting."
With his touch, she felt something inside him slip away into contentment as he asked, "Did you and
Mary finish the blankets?" The faint lisp in his voice was further evidence of his exhaustion.
"Uh-huh," she nodded. Pulling away from him, she released the ties on her tunic. "We have
everything boxed and ready for delivery to the shelter in the morning." Pulling her dress over her
head, she dropped her clothing into a nearby chair and blew out all but one of the candles. Feeling
the chill of the room on her bare skin, she returned to her husband and lifted the book from his lap.
He smiled appreciatively as she leaned across him. Knowing he was admiring the view, she hesitated
a moment longer than necessary as she moved the book to the table, but then a draft swirled across
the back of her legs and she climbed up onto the bed and over Vincent's huge form as he opened the
covers to her. With practiced familiarity, she nestled down into the space between him and the
glowing stained glass window.
His left arm moved automatically to encompass her as he offered the place on his shoulder which
pillowed her head every night. But this night there was something in his tired tension which made her
shake her head. Vincent questioned her with a look as she refused his embrace.
"No," she smiled, "tonight I want to be your pillow." She put her hands on his shoulders and drew him
deeper into the bed. Pushing the cushions out of the way, she chose one for her own head and
settled against it as she pulled Vincent's body nearer hers. Extending her right arm, she wrapped it
around his neck and shoulders, creating a space which waited for his head to rest over her heart.
"I'm too heavy." His voice had always been a special pleasure to Catherine, but when they were in
bed together, his husky 'bedroom voice' took on whole new dimensions. Its pure beauty transformed
the simplest statement into something wonderful.
She smiled again and shook her head. Silently, she put her left hand to his cheek and slipped her
fingers to the back of his neck, tugging him into place. As his head came down against her, his body
slipped into her contours. She felt his legs caress her thigh between them ... one burrowing in below
her leg, and the other resting warmly above it. A marvelous wave of contentment surged through her
as she experienced the warmth of his body, and she savored the feel of his bare skin against hers.
The tangled mass of his hair fell across her forearm as her right hand came around him to rest upon
his face. Caressing the roughness of his cheek, she stretched slowly until her fingertips were able at
last to trace the cleft of his upper lip. This gesture brought the inevitable response... his breath caught
in a tiny gasp and a shiver passed across his shoulders. More than once, she had considered the fact
that Vincent had an unexpected advantage over over men; this cleft was a marvelously sensitive
erogenous zone, satisfying to both its owner and to the fortunate woman who loved him.
As Catherine lay in thought, Vincent's body communicated another fact to her. His fatigue was
surrendering to the warm security of her embrace. An involuntary shudder shook him once, a certain
indication that he would soon slip away form her and fall into sleep. Perhaps there was time for one
last whisper.
"Vincent?"
His answer was muffled. "Mmmmm?"
Catherine murmured into the ear only inches from her lips. "Do you know how much I love you?"
His mouth opened slightly, warming her with his breath as he sighed against her breast. "I know."
She felt the feather touch of his kiss, and then his chest rose and fell in the rhytmic pattern of sleep,
his open lips still breathing soft air across her flesh.

Squeezing him gently, she sighed. There would be no passion tonight. But in its place was another
pleasure. This moment became her opportunity to experience the undiluted joy of belonging to him.
She reached for his hand, which had entwined itself in her long hair, and she brought his fingertips to
her lips, kissing each finger and running her tongue lightly across the sharp tips of his claws.
Frowning slightly, she noted that he had split one nail, and she promised herself to draw it to Father's
attention tomorrow. Giving the furred hand one last kiss, she lowered it and let it rest. Reminding
herself that her beloved deserved to sleep, she suppressed the resulting flicker of desire, and she
closed her eyes, snuggling her body even closer into his.
With another sigh, she pulled the quilt tighter around his shoulders. Then she remembered his plan to
sleep late. Vowing to cancel her plans to go Above tomorrow morning, she yawned deeply and felt
the first traces of sleep lacing through her own consciousness. Something tugged at the back of her
mind, and she knew that bits of Vincent's dream were overflowing into her half of the bond. She
glimpsed herself through his eyes and saw herself run into his arms in the sunshine.
The weight on her arm shifted slightly, bringing her back to the present, and the silky voice murmured
something unintelligible. Catherine was suddenly eager to join him, unaware that Vincent was
experiencing lovely dreams without her. Yawning once more, she let herself drift into the shadows
where Vincent waited for her between wakefulness and sleep. But first, there was one more thing to
be said in the world of reality. With her last conscious thought, she pressed her lips against his hair
and whispered silently.
"Vincent, my dearest, can you really know how much I love you?"
What were all the world's alarms
To mighty Paris when he found
Sleep upon a golden bed
That first dawn in Helen's arms?
- William Butler Yeats 'Lullaby'

