
 

 

 

Devin’s Dilemma 

By Samantha Coleman 

 

 “Tell me,” Vincent stated as he lay reclining on the bed. 

 Catherine finished getting ready for bed then sat beside Vincent. “I think I know what Jacob’s issue 

is with always asking for a brother or sister every time a gift-giving opportunity comes along.” Vincent 

looked at her silently waiting for her to continue. Thinking, Catherine contemplated how to word her 

thoughts. After a few seconds, she proceeded. “You once told me that we are something that has never 

been.” 

 Vincent looked at her confused thinking Catherine had changed subjects without telling him. 

Continuing, she explained, “We decided not to have more children because you didn’t want one born as 

unique as you are. And I agreed with your request.” After pausing she added, “But Jacob is unique. Yes, 

he looks like me and can go above during the day without hiding his face, but he is still unique because 

we are his parents. He wants someone just as unique as he is. Someone like him so he’s not alone.” 

 Vincent thought about what she had said, then slowly asked, “What do we do about it, if this is 

the case?” 

 Catherine bit her lower lip, afraid of what his reply would be. Vincent reached up and gently pulled 

her lower lip out of her teeth. Catherine decided to dive right in, simply stating, “I think we should have 

another child.” 

 Vincent feared this was going to be the result of this conversation. But rather than shutting her 

down with a resounding ‘no,’ he asked, “Let me think about it first?” 

 Catherine was ecstatic he didn’t poo-poo the idea from-the-get-go. She promised, “Until you 

decide what we’re going to do, I will continue taking the birth control pills.” 

 “Fair enough.” 

 Catherine got up; moving to the other side of the bed, she crawled under the covers, joining her 

husband there. She snuggled close to Vincent. “I love you.” 

 “I love you too.” 

 

A few weeks later… 



 One evening as Catherine was getting ready for bed once again, Vincent came up behind her. He 

gently took the pills out of Catherine’s hand before she could take one. Catherine looked at him and he 

flushed the remaining pills down the toilet. He had made up his mind to try for another child. 

 

Four months later… 

    

Vincent opened their private entrance to the tunnels only to find Devin standing on the other 

side. Pulling Devin into the house, Vincent embraced his brother. 

Pulling away, Devin asked, “How are you doing, old man?” 

 “Old man? You’re older than I am!” 

 “Yeah, but you’re married and have a son. That makes you older.” 

 “If you’d quit roaming the earth you could be married and have children also.” Switching subjects 

Vincent asked, “So what brings you to New York?” as they headed up the stairs to the main level of the 

house. 

 “Charles needs more medical attention than what the doctors back home can provide.” It seemed 

strange to Vincent’s ears to hear him say ‘back home.’ Devin, once the ultimate rolling stone, had spent 

several years circumnavigating the globe in search of adventure. Although Devin, and his constant 

companion Charles, had settled down in a small Vermont town, Devin was always anxious for a new 

adventure. 

 “Where is Charles?” Vincent asked as they headed into the kitchen. “Tea?” 

 “I gave that up when I left the tunnels. But if you’ve got a cup of coffee, I’ll take it.” 

 “I’m afraid you’ll have to wait for Catherine to come home for that. It’s one of those things I’ve 

never learned how to make properly…or so Catherine tells me.” 

 Just then Catherine entered the kitchen. “So, what is it I’m supposed to claim?” Turning to Devin, 

she greeted him. 

 “That I make a lousy cup of coffee.” 

 “He really does make a rotten cup of coffee. Let me make you some.” Catherine turned to make 

the coffee, asking, “So what brings you back to the city? You’re not trying to pawn yourself off as an 

attorney again, are you?” 

 “No, not this time. I’m here as just Devin Wells.  Charles is being assessed to see if he can qualify 

for a new drug trial,” Devin answered as he leaned up against the counter. 

 The three of them stood in the kitchen making small talk while the coffee finished draining into 

the pot. Catherine poured Devin a mugful and poured herself a glass of juice. Ever since Vincent had 

decided to try for another child, she had gone back on the diet she had been given when she was pregnant 

with Jacob. That meant no caffeine. “I’m going upstairs to change clothes and check on Jacob.” 



 “He’s below with Father,” Vincent stated, then added, “Father thinks it’s time for Jacob to learn 

how to play chess.” 

 “At five years old? He’s crazy…” Devin started. 

 “Vincent started teaching Jacob the basics of the game when he was four.” 

 “Father is going to be disappointed when Jacob beats him,” Vincent added with a note of humor 

in his voice. 

 “Too bad I chose now to come above. I’d like to see Jacob beat the old man.” 

 As Catherine headed upstairs, she could hear Vincent explaining, “Jacob was fascinated with the 

‘horses’ and how they moved across the board. I told him that each piece could only move in specific 

directions…” 

 “And that started the whole thing,” Devin finished. 

 When Catherine came back downstairs, the three of them moved from the kitchen to the front 

room. As Devin looked around the room, Catherine was looking at him. He noted how she looked eerily 

like Vincent. She then asked, “What bothers you?” 

 Vincent was surprised Catherine had picked up on Devin’s distress. Something wasn’t right. 

 “I need your investigative skills,” he said as he turned towards her. 

 “I gave that up when Vincent rescued me from Gabriel.” 

 “I know…it’s probably nothing…” 

 “…But…” Vincent finished the thought. 

 “Right, but…I have a friend that works for a large insurance company. She works in claims. She 

discovered some discrepancies in some of the claims she was processing. Several fires were reported and 

paid out. That’s all she would tell me. I was supposed to meet her on the way to the city, but she never 

showed. I’ve tried calling several times. I can only reach her answering machine.” 

 “Is this behavior typical of her?” Vincent asked. 

 “I’m not sure. I know when a claim comes in that looks a little off, she investigates it.” 

 “What do you want me to do?” 

 “Take a trip with me to do a welfare check.” 

 Catherine looked at Vincent. A silent conversation took place between the two. Finally, Vincent 

agreed to Devin’s request. But only because Catherine was not pregnant yet. 

 “How far away does she live?” Catherine asked. 

 “About an hour or so outside the city,” Devin answered as he looked for a piece of paper and a 

pen. Vincent got up and got him what Devin was looking for. Devin wrote down the address, giving it to 

Vincent. 



 Looking at her watch, Catherine suggested they leave tonight now that the traffic had cleared 

some. Catherine and Devin headed out the back door. 

 

 When they reached Heather’s, Devin’s friend’s house, they knocked on the front door. When no 

one answered the door, Catherine took a peek inside the window. The only sign of life she saw was a tiny 

Siamese kitten.  After checking the door and finding it locked, Devin suggested they try the back door. 

Finding it unlocked, they cautiously entered the dwelling. Checking throughout the house, they discovered 

no one was home but the cat, who followed Catherine wherever she went.  

 Reaching the kitchen, the kitten ran to the pantry door beginning to meow loudly. Catherine 

looked around and noted the empty food dish. Reaching for the door, Catherine peeked in to see if 

Heather was there. The kitten ran into the pantry, heading straight for the food bag. Catherine got the 

hint and picked up the kitten and bag. Shutting the door behind her, she proceeded to fill the cat’s dish 

up. The kitten squirmed out of Catherine’s grasp and buried her face in the bowl, eating contently. 

 “Catherine, you had better come see this,” Devin called out. 

 Catherine followed the voice. Entering the home office, Catherine noticed this room looked like 

someone had searched it for something and tore the place apart. She told Devin not to touch anything as 

she turned around and headed back to the kitchen. She then called the police to report Heather missing. 

 Walking into the kitchen, Devin wondered aloud, “Wonder what they were looking for…” 

 “Probably has something to do with the fires she was investigating.” Continuing, she added, “I 

already called the police.” 

 “Won’t that leave fingerprints behind?” 

 “Yes. But my prints are on file with the city. So are yours.” 

“Mine?” 

 “When you were impersonating a lawyer, they took your prints to do a background check.” 

 “Oh yeah, I forgot about that. Unfortunately, they are under Jeff Radler’s name.” 

 “We’ll worry about that later,” Catherine was heard saying.  

 “Looking for something?”  Looking back, they saw a man with a gun pointed at them. It was him 

who had asked, in a menacing tone. He was not with the police. 

 Before either one could answer a second man in a suit showed up at the door. “Who are these 

people?“  he demanded. 

 “I hadn’t gotten to asking them.” Both men looked at Catherine and Devin, 

 Devin answered, “I’m a friend of Heather’s. This is my sister-in-law.” 

 The one with the gun motioned for Catherine to stand next to Devin. Catherine made a 

mental note that by doing so, her chance of escaping was slim. Isaac would be disappointed she 



didn’t act sooner. Catherine took one step towards Devin when she tripped over the kitten. She 

made a grab for the man in the suit to break her fall. Devin jumped on the distraction making a 

grab for the gun. Reacting quicker, the man cocked the gun and pointed it directly at Devin’s head. 

Devin froze. Catherine slowly got up off the floor and stood beside Devin. The kitten took off up 

the stairs during the scuffle. 

 “Take our guests out to see their friend,” the man in the suit ordered. 

 The man with the gun motioned for them to exit the house first. They walked across the yard and 

road to the lake across from the house. Keeping the gun pointed at the pair, he told them to get into a 

boat tied up at the dock. He then instructed them to sit in the middle of the boat. Moving to join them on 

the boat, he kept the gun aimed at Devin’s head. 

 Devin never prayed so hard in his life. The last thing he wanted was for the man to slip and 

accidently shoot him in the process. Of course, the prospect of him shooting on purpose wasn’t very 

appealing either. 

 When the boat was in the center of the lake, the man told them to get out of the boat. Devin and 

Catherine looked at each other, both thinking they could swim back to shore after the man left. After they 

got into the water, the man pulled out a high-powered rifle with a scope on it, saying, “Don’t even think 

about swimming back. You’ll never make it.” The man lovingly held the rifle then pointed it at the pair. 

Slowly he circled them several times then opened the throttle and sped out of sight. 

 

  Meanwhile, Vincent sensed the distress Catherine was in. He knew the subway at this time of day 

would take too long to reach her, so he called Joe. “Catherine is in danger,” Vincent blurted out before 

Joe could say anything. 

 Having read several of Vincent’s journals, Joe knew to ask, “Where is she?” 

 “She went with Devin to do a welfare check on a friend of his. Can you take me there?” 

“I’ll be right over,” Joe said as he grabbed his jacket. He called out to Jenny, his wife and one of Catherine’s 

best friends, explaining, “Vincent says Cathy is in danger. I’m taking him to her,” as he dashed out the 

door. 

 

After treading water for what seemed like forever, Devin started to swim back the way they had 

come. About twenty yards out, a shot pierced the air, almost hitting Devin in the head. Swimming back to 

Catherine’s side, he apologized for getting her into this mess. 

 “You had no way of knowing for sure something wasn’t right.” 

 “I should have, though. I just didn’t know how much trouble she had gotten herself into.” 

Switching subjects he asked, “So how long do you think he’s going to be watching us?” 

 “Till we drown,” Catherine answered morosely. Then she added, a little more cheerfully, “I have 

an idea though.  You see those reeds over there?” Catherine said, pointing to a darkened area of the lake. 

Devin saw where she pointed and nodded. “We tread water a little while longer then swim towards them.” 



 “That will take us deeper into the lake.”  

 “I know, but the reeds will give us cover once we get there. When Vincent shows up, we’ll be 

good.” 

 “How do you know he’s coming?” 

 “He’s already on the way.” 

 Devin, never having experienced one of Vincent’s rescues of Catherine, asked, “How do you know 

he’s on the way?” 

 “I can feel him. He’s coming.” 

 After a few more minutes treading water Devin suggested, “How about we try to swim over? But 

this time we swim under water. If possible, only stick your nose up to breath.” Devin added hopefully, 

“Maybe he won’t spot us.” 

 Ralph, the man with the gun, couldn’t believe his good luck. Both of his victims went under about 

the same time. He figured the woman would go first. Just to make sure, he slowly throttled the boat 

forward, back to where Catherine and Devin had been a few minutes earlier. He made sure to check the 

water as he went, to make sure they didn’t start to swim ashore under the water’s surface. Finding no 

sight of the pair, he sped off back towards the dock. 

 It seemed like it took forever to swim to the cover of the reeds. Catherine and Devin were 

exhausted by the time they reached the dense safety of the reeds. 

 “How are you holding up?” Devin asked. 

 “Exhausted. But at least we can sit on the bottom and keep our heads above water. Now all we 

have to do is wait for Vincent to arrive.” 

 “How exactly can you be so sure he’s coming?” Devin was curious. 

 “I’m not sure how much Vincent has told you…but we share a bond, of sorts. He can feel my 

emotions as I experience them. He will know I’m in trouble here.” 

 “Does it work both ways?” 

 “Not normally. But there have been times in extreme circumstances when I can also feel him.” 

 “What about now?” 

 “Yes, I feel his concern for my safety. It gets stronger as he gets closer.” 

 

 When Joe arrived at Vincent’s house, he pulled directly into the garage so that Vincent could get 

into the car without being seen. Vincent handed Joe the address of where they were going. Even though 

Vincent was buried deep into his cloak, Joe could see that he was getting more and more anxious as they 

drove out of the city. “If I go any faster, I risk being pulled over,” Joe said trying to comfort Vincent. 

 “I know. But my connection to her has been growing weaker as the evening has progressed.” 



“What do you mean weaker?” 

  ”The bond is not as strong as it was earlier today.” 

 “Has this ever happened before?” 

 “Only when I was sick before Jacob’s birth. The bond did not return until after Jacob was born. 

The other time was when she blocked me out. But that one was an instant severing of the bond, not 

gradual as this has been.” 

“Do you think the sickness caused the severing of the bond?” 

Quietly Vincent answered almost to himself, “Either that or she is pregnant…” 

 “You don’t sound too thrilled about that.” 

 “We’ve being trying but so far have not succeeded,” Vincent said a little more cheerfully. “I’m just 

worried about her and the baby, if there is one.” 

 Joe accelerated the car just a little faster. Both men sat in silence, lost in their own thoughts, for 

the remainder of the trip. 

When they reached the center of the small town, Joe asked “So which direction do I go?” 

“West, I believe.” Vincent guided Joe through the town towards the address on the paper. He still 

had a weak sense of the general area where Catherine was located.  

“Here’s the street. Left, or right?” 

“I fear we are too late.” 

“She can’t be dead. You would have felt it,” Joe said defensively. 

“No, she is not dead. I no longer have a sense of where she might be. I know she is in the area, 

but I can’t pinpoint her location,” Vincent answered dejectedly. 

“Left it is. Let’s start looking for the address,” Joe cheerfully stated as he turned the car to the left. 

Looking down the street, Vincent and Joe could see several police cruisers around one house. Each had a 

sinking feeling that was the house they were looking for. “I have a bad feeling about this.” 

“I know what you mean. So do I.” 

Pulling over to the side of the road closest to the lake, Joe got out of the car, saying, “You stay 

here while I go check it out.” When Joe reached the house in question, it was, indeed, the same house 

where the police cruisers were located. Reaching for his credentials he walked up to the closest officer. 

Flashing the wallet, Joe asked the officer, “So what happened here?” 

Having just seen a badge but not looking closely at Joe’s credentials, the young officer answered, 

“Burglary and a missing person.” 

Reaching for the caution tape, Joe stated rather than asked, “Mind if I join you.” Joe climbed under 

the tape into the crime scene. 



“Sure,” said the officer as if he had a choice in the matter. 

A few minutes later the police chief came up to Joe, demanding loudly, “Who let this guy in?” 

Before the young officer could answer, Joe said, “I let myself in.” Joe once again reached into his 

pocket and pulled out his credentials. Knowing that the police chief would take a closer look at the 

contents of the wallet, Joe offered, “Joe Maxwell, District Attorney for Manhattan.” 

Rocking on his heels, the chief asked, “What’s a big city lawyer doing up here?” 

“One of my deputies is missing.  She was a no call, no show at work today. This was the last place 

she was known to go. Her husband says she and his brother came out here to do a welfare check on the 

person who lives here.” 

“What a coincidence. That gentleman over there says his employee was a no call, no show at work 

also. And guess what…” 

“He’s here to do a welfare check too?” the young officer offered. 

“Right. So how about we go over there and compare notes,” the chief said as he gently let Joe 

over towards a man in a suit. 

“…When I got here the back door was unlocked and the place was a mess. I called you guys 

because she’s a neat freak at work and this just doesn’t look like her at all. So, I called you guys.” 

“Did you use the phone in the house?” Joe asked. 

The man in the suit, Mr. Parks, was reluctant to answer Joe as he didn’t know who he was. “It’s 

ok, Mr. Parks, he’s the DA. One of his deputies is missing too.” 

Mr. Parks began to sweat upon hearing that he had just ordered the murder od an employee in 

the DA’s office. Joe noticed the gulp of air the man tried to hide. 

“Go ahead and answer the question,” the chief prodded. 

Knowing he couldn’t lie and tell them he used a neighbor’s phone because the police would check, 

Mr. Parks answered, “Yes.” 

“We’re going to need you to come down to the station, Mr. Parks,” the chief told the man. 

“Why?” he asked. 

“We have to take your fingerprints to eliminate them from any others in the house.” 

“Mind if I tag along?” Joe asked this time. 

 

Vincent almost left the car when Joe approached the house, but he waited until he saw him climb 

into a police car with two other gentlemen. After the car had passed Vincent in Joe’s car and turned the 

corner, Vincent quietly slipped from the car into the night. Vincent had seen a man in a boat approach the 

dock and then turn back into the lake. He wanted to find out why. Stealthily, Vincent made his way slowly 

around the lake. 



 

While at the police station Joe managed to get the chief alone for a few seconds. “Detain him as 

long as you can,” Joe warned. 

The police chief cocked his head to one side as if to ask ‘why.’ 

“Didn’t you see how he started to sweat when you told him I was from the DA’s office?” 

“That and how he almost swallowed his tongue when I suggested he come down here.” 

“You saw that too, eh?” 

“Sure did. I expect he knows more than what he’s telling us.” 

 

Vincent followed the shoreline as the investigation continued into the night, 

 

A couple of hours later, the chief received a call from one of his deputies. It was the same one Joe 

had talked to earlier. “…Ok thanks. You’ve redeemed yourself from disciplinary action for letting Mr. 

Maxwell into the crime scene,” Joe could hear the chief say. 

“Looks like we were right to keep Parks here,” the chief said as he hung up the receiver and turned 

towards Joe. 

“Oh?” 

“We found his prints all over the place…except on the phones. Plus, we found the prints of a 

known arsonist and suspected killer by the name of Ralph Emersen.” 

 “What about my deputy? Catherine Chandler-Wells? Hers should be on file with the state.” 

“Let me ask,” the chief said as he picked up the phone again. After a brief conversation the chief 

hung up and said to Joe, “Let’s go question Mr. Parks a little more thoroughly.” 

“So, Mr. Parks, tell us again what happened today…” The chief was heard saying as he led him 

into an interrogation room. 

About a half hour later the chief was called out of the room for an important message. Re-entering 

the room, he asked Joe to step into the hallway. “We found your gal’s fingerprints on the back door, the 

pantry doorknob, and on the phone in the kitchen. 

Thinking over this new bit of information, Joe asked, “Do you have a recording of the call made? 

I’m betting Cathy made that call instead of Parks.” 

“Let’s go down to dispatch and pull the tape,” suggested the chief. 

 

“So, I was right! She did make the call!” 



“You’re sure that’s her voice?” Joe nodded. “Then let’s go arrest Mr. Parks and put out an APB on 

Ralph Emersen.” 

“Well, he sure did lawyer up real fast,” the chief said as he and Joe entered the hallway again. 

“Yeah, but not fast enough. You already have his accomplice’s name and an APB out on him. 

Maybe when he’s found we can get him to flip on his buddy,” Joe suggested as the two were walking 

down the hall to the front office. 

“What about your gal? We still need to find Heather and Miss Chandler-Wells.” 

“Don’t let her hear you call her ‘miss,’ it’s Mrs. She’s a little prickly about it.” Thinking, Joe said, 

“Take me back to the house, I’ll contact her husband to see if she’s shown up yet.” 

When Joe and the chief returned to the house, a woman came running up to them. “Oh Larry, I’m 

so glad I caught up with you,” she exclaimed breathlessly. I fear something dreadful has happened to 

Heather.” 

Taking Mildred Pierce’s hands into his, he gently patted them asking, ”Now why would you say 

that, Mrs. Pierce?” 

Mildred Pierce, the neighborhood busy body, began to explain, “Well last night I saw Heather 

come home about 6:30, like she normally does. Then at about 8:30 I saw a man lurking around Heather’s 

place. Next thing I know, he’s taking her to a boat over by the dock. I think I saw a struggle once they got 

into the boat. Then I saw Heather sitting in the middle of the boat just as still as still can be. I think he may 

have tied her up. I can’t be sure of that though.” After pausing she continued, “Anyways, they got into the 

boat and took off. This morning, about 4:30, this guy comes back to the dock without Heather.” 

“Anything else weird happen?” Joe asked. 

Mildred looked at Joe as if she had just realized that the chief had someone with him. 

“It’s ok. He’s with the District Attorney’s office down in Manhattan. Did anything else unusual 

happen?” 

“Funny you should ask. Almost the same thing except I saw a couple enter Heather’s house. The 

man showed up a few minutes later. He went into the house. Next thing I know the man is taking them 

down to the lake with a gun in his hand.” 

Joe felt a shiver go down his spine. Suppressing the feeling, Joe asked,” Did you get a good look 

at him?” 

“And the two people he took to the lake,” The chief added. 

”Well, yes I did,” she answered without hesitation. 

“Do you think you could identify them?” the chief asked as he was leading her to the car. 

“I’m pretty sure I can.” 

“Wait, what about the two people that were with him?” Joe asked as the chief opened the 

passenger side of the car to let Mildred sit down. 



“I can identify them too, I believe,” Mildred offered. 

“Let’s see here…” Joe said as he reached for his wallet. Pulling out a picture he showed it to 

Mildred.  

“That’s the woman!” Mildred exclaimed excitedly as she pointed at Catherine’s image in the 

photo. “Oh yes, there was a second man there this evening too. He wasn’t there yesterday. He arrived a 

few minutes before the man with the gun took the couple to the lake. Also, the man with the gun hasn’t 

returned yet,” Mildred added as an after thought. 

“Can you stay with her while I go talk to my men?” 

“Sure.” 

A few minutes later the chief came back to the cruiser, asking Joe if he wanted to stick around for 

the lineup “I might as well. I’ve come this far.” 

“You want to ride in the back, or do you want to take your car?” 

“I’ll ride with you,” Joe answered absent mindedly. As they passed Joe’s car Joe saw no sign of 

Vincent. He wondered if he had stayed put and had hunkered down to wait it out or if he had gone ahead 

and gotten out of the car to look for Catherine. He suspected the latter was true. 

 

While all this was taking place with Joe, Vincent was painstakingly taking it slow as he skulked 

around the perimeter of the lake. Finally, he made it to the reed bed where Catherine and Devin were 

hiding. Catherine knew he had arrived. 

“Vincent?” Catherine tentatively called out in a hushed whisper. 

“Yes, Catherine. Where are you?” Vincent asked in a low whisper. Catherine could barely hear 

him. 

“We’re in the reeds in the lake. We’ll come out to you. No sense in all of us getting wet,” Devin 

was heard to say. 

As the two materialized from the dark, murky depths of the reed bed, Vincent caught sight of his 

beloved Catherine. He started to take his cloak off to offer it to her. She stopped him, saying, “You need 

it more that I do. Let’s get out of here.” Quietly, the trio made it back to Joe’s car. Once there, Vincent 

climbed into the front seat, sliding   down as best as he could to hide. Catherine and Devin headed back 

to the house where several more police cruisers had arrived. One of the Tahoes had a boat attached to 

the back. 

When Catherine and Devin showed up, they let the officers know that the man they were looking 

for was probably still on the lake. They gave a description of the speed boat then identified the man by 

his mug shot which Joe had provided via fax. 

 



While at the police station, Mildred positively identified Ralph Emersen as the man with the gun. 

Next came the lineup of suspects, one of whom was Mr. Parks. Mildred positively identified him as well. 

With a positive ID of Ralph Emersen, the chief could officially name him as a suspect rather than a person 

of interest.  

“At the crack of dawn, we’ll start dredging the lake for your friends.”  

As dawn was breaking, a police cruiser pulled up to the station with Catherine and Devin inside. 

Both Catherine and Devin were escorted into the building. Then came the identifying of the guilty parties 

and the witness statements. By the time they were done, Ralph Emersen had been found floating on the 

lake, his tank out of gas.  

Several hours later Heather’s body had been found. Both of her hands and feet were bound. 

 

 When everyone arrived at Catherine and Vincent’s house they were greeted by an anxious Mary, 

Father, Jenny, and Jacob. Father had just made a fresh pot of tea when the group arrived. “We’re okay,” 

Catherine assured them. 

 Jacob ran to his parents giving them a big hug. Vincent was being careful with his hug, almost 

reserved even. Jacob looked at him funny, wanting to know if he had done something wrong. When 

Vincent took his cloak off, he presented Jacob with a small Siamese kitten.  

 “Her name is Amelia, Amy for short,” Catherine told Jacob. Catherine had decided to keep the 

kitten’s original name. It was the name Heather had given her. 

 

Later that evening, after Jacob had gone to bed, with Amy curled up above his head on the pillow, 

Vincent had a discussion with Catherine about the previous night’s adventures. “Catherine, yesterday as 

the day wore on, I started to lose our connection again. I felt as if the closer I got to you, the weaker the 

bond became.” 

Concerned, Catherine sat up straight on the bed. “What about now? You’re not getting sick again, 

are you?” She asked in rapid succession.   

“No, I’m not getting sick again.” Reluctantly Vincent admitted, “I have no sense of you now.” 

“That’s odd. I can sense your emotions and Jacobs too, for that matter. The feeling got stronger 

the closer  

you got.”  

 “Perhaps you are pregnant, with this being a byproduct of the pregnancy,” Vincent offered. 

 “I couldn’t sense your emotions when I was pregnant with Jacob.” 

 “You had also been kidnapped and drugged.” 

 Happily, Catherine stated as she climbed back under the covers, “I guess I’ll be taking a pregnancy 

test in the morning.” Catherine snuggled up close to Vincent. Vincent wrapped her up in a full body hug. 



Sniffing in her essence, he noted she smell different. As he did so he realized it wasn’t an unpleasant odor. 

Just a hint of something different. He felt a familiar tug in his loins as he finally decided she smelled sexy. 

She had fallen asleep. Relaxing, he drew in another deep breath. Satisfied with the identity of the scent, 

he too fell asleep.            
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