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Catherine gazed into Vincent’s eyes. She was mesmerized by the widening of his 
irises, which banished the beloved blue to a mere edging. She knew how much he 
wanted her... it was a feeling she deeply shared, and one that flashed like quickfire 
through their Bond. It gave her the courage to encourage him in turn.  

She took his hand and gently guided him to her bed. There, strewn across the crisp 
white sheets, were the petals from a dozen bouquets.  

When he turned to her, an astonished look on his leonine face, he saw the 
overwhelming need in those seafoam-green eyes, the desire she no longer tried to 
hide - a naked look of raw hunger, drawing him in, drawing him close. 

His smoldering gaze in return made words unnecessary. Vincent’s resistance had 
weakened over the long months of their relationship until he could no longer 
remember why it was so necessary to hold himself apart from her. So 
finally…deliriously…he gave in to what both their hearts most desired.  

 

Their lovemaking filled the night. Soft moans and cries of passion were their music, 
a symphony of body and soul soaring into the universe, finally voiced, as they 
fulfilled a destiny so true and right, it could never be denied again.  

 

The gentle fingers of a misty dawn filtered through the curtains of Catherine’s 
bedroom, waking her from an exhausted slumber. As she blinked her sleepy eyes, 
she beheld her beloved watching her.  

Shyly, he confessed, “I could stay awake just to hear you breathing…watch you smile 
while you are sleeping. While you’re far away and dreaming…” 

She reached for him, urging him closer, and brushed her love-swollen lips against 
his. “I could spend my life in this sweet surrender,” she whispered, smiling as she 
rubbed her cheek against the soft beard of his. “I could stay lost in this moment 
forever, where every moment spent with you is a moment I treasure.”  



He pulled her into his arms and held her fast, feeling her body mold to his so 
perfectly, already reacting once more to the nearness that was so new, so precious. “I 
just want to hold you close.” 

She nodded against his chest and curled into him, one hand stroking his lightly 
furred flank, sending tendrils of excitement rippling through him. He knew he could 
hold back only for a few more moments before surrendering to the lure of her sweet 
body, but before he lost the ability to speak once again, his husky voice played 
against her ear. “I just want to hold you close...I feel your heart so close to mine… 
and just stay here in this moment for all the rest of time.” 

For that single moment, she gave in, lying quietly, sweetly within his embrace. But 
only for a moment, for her passion, now roused again, could not be denied. She bit 
lightly at his ear lobe and felt the shudder she’d induced. His body reacted with 
satisfying swiftness, bringing a smile to her lips and joy to her heart. As she lifted her 
face to kiss those luscious lips once more, she purred, “I don’t want to miss a thing.” 

 

 

Aerosmith – “I Don’t Wanna Miss a Thing” by Diane Warren 

 
 
 


