
 MOUSE AND KITE 
 
 

Just in time! 
 
Catherine ran the last few yards to the tunnel entrance as the storm that had been threatening for 
hours finally broke with a mighty roar of thunder and rain began pouring over the deserted park. 
She lingered a few seconds inside the drainage tunnel, watching the lightning crack a sky almost as 
dark as night, though it was the middle of the day. The ideal afternoon to spend Below! In a rare 
bout of generosity Joe had given her the remainder of the day, and she'd left the office right away 
before he could have second thoughts. She certainly deserved the time off, as the big case they had 
just successfully closed in court had demanded a lot of her time, and she hadn't been able to see 
Vincent much in the last weeks. She missed him, and she knew he felt the same. Now they could 
spend the whole afternoon and the whole evening together, and maybe more if she could finagle an 
invitation to stay Below for the week-end... 
 
As she walked toward the inhabited tunnels, she heard steps coming from the opposite direction. 
Vincent? She was slightly disappointed when, turning a corner, she nearly bumped into a young 
man carrying a voluminous thing that looked very much like a kite. 
 
"Mouse?" 
 
"Oh, hi Catherine! Come see Vincent?" 
 
"Yes. Is he home?" 
 
"Home but busy. Afternoon class, finish at four." 
 
Catherine stifled her disappointment. Vincent had responsibilities Below, and she couldn't expect 
him to be available at her beck and call, could she? 
 
"Going to try new kite in the park," said Mouse, exhibiting the huge thing that was indeed a kite, if 
somewhat strange -looking. "Come with me? Back in time for Vincent." 
 
"Sorry, Mouse, but you can't fly this in the park right now. A thunderstorm just broke out, and it's 
pouring!" 
 
Mouse's face fell. "Oh! Storm. Bad. Can't go out." He thought for a moment, then his eyes 
brightened. "Okay good, okay fine, try it at the Falls!" 
 
"I don't think there's enough wind at the Falls, Mouse," Catherine objected. 
 
"Don't need wind!" Mouse retorted smugly. "See, here? Have a motor!" 
 
Catherine dubiously examined the strange contraption, where she could make out parts apparently 
belonging to a small electric fan, along with other unidentifiable 'gizmos'. 
 
"And you think this is going to fly without wind?" 
 
Mouse grinned "Sure! Come with me and see?" 
 
Why not? Vincent wouldn't be free for another hour and a half, and this could be fun. More fun than 



playing chess with Father or quilting with Mary! She had always loved kites. 
 
"All right, Mouse, let's go to the Falls!" As she followed him through the tunnels she felt young and 
foolish, and it was good! 
 
At the falls they climbed on the ledge where she and Vincent often sat to read. Maybe they'd come 
back here later... Catherine watched as Mouse prepared to launch his new invention, doing 
mysterious things with his gizmos. The electric motor started a steady buzz and the big red and 
yellow kite slowly rose from the ledge, propulsed by the fan, until it almost reached the ceiling of 
the enormous cavern. 
 
"It works!" Catherine excitedly cried. 
 
"O f course, works! Good gizmos!" Mouse retorted. "Now look!" 
 
Using the two long strings attached to the kite, he began to guide it into a graceful dance over the 
dark water. Catherine was all but jumping and clapping her hands like a little girl. It was so 
beautiful, the eerie beauty of the Falls  a striking background to the evolutions of the colorful kite, 
its long tail swirling in its wake. 
 
"Uh, oh!" At one point Mouse seemed to have trouble controlling his invention, and suddenly it 
plumetted down at high speed, aiming right to the ledge. They did the only thing possible to avoid 
being hit. 
 
They jumped off the ledge. 
 
The icy water was a shock, and her clothes were pulling her down, but Catherine surfaced easily 
enough and looked around, relieved to see Mouse emerge just a few feet away, sputtering. A good 
thing Vincent had given him those swimming lessons, but she had to help him to the shore, where 
they sat for a minute, panting and shivering.  
 
"Don't understand. Good gizmos. All broken, now."  
 
Catherine couldn't help it. One look at Mouse's piteous, wet dog expression, at the kite's sad 
remains on the ledge, at her own drenched clothes, and she broke into an irrepressible fit of 
laughter.  
 
Mouse looked slightly shocked at first, but as she went on he chuckled. "Okay, good. Was fun!" and 
found himself giggling along with her. 
 
That's how Vincent found them, both soaking wet and laughing hysterically. 
 
"Catherine, Mouse? What happened?" 
 
His alarmed expression and the concern in his voice sobered them up some. 
 
"Vincent! Don't worry, it's nothing serious. We just..." at that point she met Mouse's eyes and they 
both started again helplessly, tears coming in their eyes as they struggled to b reathe. 
 
"Catherine?" Vincent's totally lost and slightly offended expression was irresistible, and she fought 
another fit of giggles just long enough to manage a few words. 
 



"Sorry, Vincent, we're not laughing at you, not at all. It's just that the whole thing's so funny!" 
 
Vincent watched her laugh, puzzled but content, now that he knew nothing was seriously wrong. 
She was so beautiful, even now with her drenched clothes and dripping hair, giggling like a little 
girl. There had been little place in Catherine's life for light- heartedness these last years, he reflected. 
Ever since they'd met, in fact. What they shared was beautiful and intense, but somewhat solemn as 
well, as he tended to be himself, according to his friends. He enjoyed seeing her laugh, and  feeling 
the carefree foolishness of her mood. He even found it contagious and couldn't help chuckling as 
well. 
 
"It certainly does look funny. You two are a picture!" 
 
Catherine looked up at him and laughter died in her throat. He was so appealing when he smiled 
that way, displaying all his teeth, for once free of his usual self-consciousness. It reminded her of 
that night when rain had interrupted a concert in the park, and from the look in his eyes, she could 
tell he was remembering it, too. She wanted to throw herself against him as she had then, but 
Mouse's presence held her back. She was all the more surprised when Vincent scooped her up in his 
arms. 
 
"Let me take you back before you catch cold, and on the way you'll tell me what you children have 
been up to." 
 
"I'm going to wet all your clothes!" she weakly protested. 
 
"We'll go faster this way. I'm sure you have at least a pint of water in your shoes."  
 
Catherine stopped questioning her luck. She was indeed freezing and happily burrowed in his 
warmth, pulling his cloak around the two of them.  
 
"Must get my kite!" Mouse objected. 
 
Vincent followed his gaze to the ledge. "Oh, so it was a kite? Well, it certainly won't fly away, 
seeing its current state. You can come back for it once you have dry clothes on. Now let's go." 
 
On the way back they recounted their adventure, and Catherine was delighted to feel the deep 
rumble of Vincent's laughter vibrating in his chest. It was so good to be close to him that way, so 
good to see him happy and carefree, for once! 
 
"Oh, Vincent, you should have seen the kite fly! It was so beautiful!" 
 
"Was it? I wish I could have seen it, too," he answered wistfully.  Catherine reflected that he had 
probably never seen a kite fly. Too bad Mouse's invention was so severely damaged! 
 
"Will fix it!" Mouse broke in, as if he'd read her thoughts. "Got plenty of gizmos, make better 
motor, then Vincent can fly it!" 
 
"Thank you, Mouse, I'll certainly enjoy that! Just make sure that I don't have to take a swim with 
my clothes on!" 
 
Catherine laughed again at that and snuggled closer to Vincent.  
 
Suddenly very conscio us of her proximity, he felt his body react to her and was grateful when the 



cold water from her clothes finally reached his skin through the multiple layers of his own clothing, 
cooling him down in some measure. He took her to the guest chamber that had become hers, 
experiencing both relief and an acute feeling of loss when he set her back on her feet. Opening a 
drawer, he pulled out a couple of towels. 
 
"I'll send someone with a change of clothes for you. Now I must go back to my class. I left them 
somewhat... abruptly when I felt your fear." 
 
She giggled. "My fear of the big bad kite! Sorry, Vincent, please give my apologies to your 
students. I'll see you later!" 
 
Fifteen minutes later she left the guest chamber, dry and comfortable in warm tunnel clothes  lent by 
Jamie. She carried the wet towels to the clothesline the girl had indicated to her, located in a 
particularly drafty tunnel section, and set them to dry next to her own dripping clothes. Then she 
headed to Vincent's chamber, intending to wait for him there, snuggled up in his chair with a good 
book.  
 
She gasped on realizing the chamber was not empty. Vincent was there, rummaging in a drawer, 
facing the other way. 
 
He was bare from the waist up. 
 
He whirled around and looked at her. Catherine knew that she should leave him, but she couldn't 
move. She just stayed there, gaping, and managed just enough breath to utter a few incoherent 
words of excuse. 
 
"Sorry... I thought... your class..." 
 
"Father took it over," he answered just as breathlessly. "My clothes were wet..." His first impulse 
was to run and hide, but it was too late. Catherine had seen him. Maybe it was just as well, he told 
himself. Their connection had made him well aware of Catherine's growing physical needs. Now 
she knew exactly what it was she desired... or thought she desired. Now she would understand why 
he couldn't allow any intimacy between them, however desperately they both might crave it. Yet he 
knew that he would die if she turned away from him in disgust! 
 
Disgust was the furthest thing from Catherine's thoughts as she blissfully filled her eyes with the  
golden, muscular beauty of the man she loved. She had always thought that his body, under all 
those protective layers, had to be just as wonderful as his face, but the reality of it surpassed her 
wildest dreams. He was breathtaking, just perfect!  
 
Forcing her gaze back to Vincent's face, she saw he wasn't looking at her. His eyes were darting in 
all directions like panicked birds, just as they had many months ago when she had pulled down his 
hood to uncover his face. He was afraid of her reaction! Oh, Vincent! 
 
Catherine stepped forward and saw him tense, but she didn't stop, conveying the full force of her 
feelings t hrough their connection, letting him feel how beautiful he was to her, how much she loved 
him, how much she wanted him. 
 
Vincent's eyes finally met hers, first full of astonishment, but as she got steadily closer, it gave way 
to acceptance, and a warm glow of love. Taking a last step, Catherine gently lay her cheek on the 
silky fur of his chest, letting out a soft moan of delight. 
 



Vincent could hardly believe this was happening but found himself utterly unable to resist 
Catherine's touch, her heartfelt acceptance shattering a lifetime of restraint. What he felt through 
their connection left no place for uncertainty: amazing as it could seem, Catherine truly desired that 
hairy body of his, and he wasn't going to deny her, deny them, any longer. Closing his arms around 
her he crushed her in a fierce embrace. "Oh, Catherine, I love you!" he moaned. Her response in 
kind was somewhat muffled, and he loosened his hold to take her face in his hands, gazing at her 
beloved features, at her green eyes alight with happiness. Bending his head, he captured her mouth, 
claiming her as his with a passionate kiss. 
 
Catherine gladly let him take command, giddily happy to have at last overcome his defenses. She 
returned the kiss with all her soul, letting her hands roam over the hard, softly furred planes of his 
back. 
 
After a long while, Vincent reluctantly drew away. "This is not the most private of times, or of 
places. I should get dressed." He felt her disappointment and added. "Catherine, do you think you 
could... spend the  night Below?" 
 
The night? She would gladly spend her whole life in his arms, but wisely decided to take one step at 
a time. "I can even stay until Sunday night... if you will have me!" 
 
The innuendo made him smile, and he surprised her with an even more suggestive answer. "Oh, I 
definitely will, Catherine. Just a little more patience. The whole night will be ours." 
 
She had to admit that he was right. In the daytime the place was Grand Central Chamber. What was 
a little more waiting, after nearly three years? She took a few deep breaths and smiled up at him.  
 
"Just one more kiss then, to help me wait?"  
 
He chuckled indulgently and pulled her in his arms. "Just one, to help us wait." 
 
"Vincent? Oh! Sorry, Vincent, Catherine...." 
 
She sighed -Grand Central Chamber- and turned to face a flushed and embarrassed Mouse. 
 
"Mouse, will you do me a favor?" 
 
"Yes, Catherine?" 
 
"Go fly a kite!" 
 

~ 
 
 
 
 


