Something More Than Love
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Something More Than Love

After giving her statement to the police and to Caitlin Byrne, Editor for the San Francisco Times, Elaine began to feel some trepidation about what she had said. Perhaps she was wrong about her night visitor being the "night stalker."

Perhaps she let her fear of the specter she had seen that morning influence her. The man, if that was what he was, who visited her more than once never made her think that he was a murderer. Certainly nothing like the way the "night stalker" was described, like a wild beast that ravaged it's victims and drank their blood.

“My visitor had lost himself,” Elaine insisted, “but not his heart. He had a gentleness that separates his kind from the vicious brutality of that man,” a man who had everyone looking fearfully over their shoulder and running past dark alleys, breathing a deep sigh of relief once passed each dark chasm. “Surely he could not be the one who cut his victims open and, and," she shuddered. 

Her mysterious suitor seemed too shy, too self-effacing, and too kind to commit such horrific acts.

Elaine was the same shy, self-effacing and kind sort of individual her late night suitor was and she could never do the unspeakable things the "night stalker" was doing, so how could it have been her visitor. 

"Easy to reason this way," she said as she prepared for her departure with the waiting police escort downstairs. "Easy to-" no she would not go further with this torment.

The being she faced that morning, that literally flew through her apartment window and disappeared without a trace, was ghastly to look upon. She shuddered again, this time because of the surreal image that kept pushing it’s way into her mind and pushing out all others. This phenomenon frightened and intrigued her. 

Elaine Robb was a sensible, if private, woman and yet she had let this complete stranger enter her domain. Or did she let him?  “Oh this is unbelievable!  Did I let him in or did I will him to come back after insisting he leave that first night?”

She was nagged by the memory or maybe it was a dream, she wasn’t sure, but she thought she remembered trying to phone the police that first night and yet it was more like something she did in a dream. 

A strangely exciting and dangerous dream but one that did not leave her frightened. She didn’t wake up from it with a start, sweating, her heart pounding from trying to awaken herself and being unable to. There were no butterflies in her stomach or terror that set her on the brink of screaming. No scream would come, even though she would try, because something would force it back. 

The most that would escape her lips would be an almost inaudible murmur. The need to scream was there but it would never come. It was so frustrating and if she had been able to, she might have awoke from the dreams feeling less pressure and fear.

She had those kinds of dreams in the past and hated them for making her feel afraid to go back to sleep. Probably other people had these kinds of experiences too but she lived alone and had no one to reach out to. No one to chase away the demons that haunted every shadow on her walls, that spoke to her with every creak of the floorboards in the flats on either side of her, that caressed her with the breeze that would come in through the window or held her down under her covers because she froze with fright and couldn’t move. Why didn’t she experience any of these things this time? Did she dream it? How could she have dreamed it if the next night he really came to her and she welcomed this stranger who was so like herself? 

“He had started to look away as I untied the tiny strings at the top of my nightgown. It was as if he were ashamed of himself for wanting me.”  Ashamed, not because she wasn’t worthy of his love and desire, but because he seemed to believe he wasn’t worthy of any feeling she could have for him.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Across the street from the hotel where Elaine lived, a figure stood, camouflaged and safe from anyone who might cross between them. If this were the way it had to be, he would find a way to always be there when she returned. 

As much as he loved her, Daedalus knew she would never accept him or even look upon him again. This didn’t hurt him as much as it disgusted and devastated him, because he had let it happen. If he had not let it happen, he could have gone on longing for her and hoping he could love her without horrifying her. 

He relived that terrible moment over and over in his mind that day trying to correct the mistake he had made in revealing himself to her.

“If only I had been more in tune with the time of day or if I had just left in the night after she fell asleep or even attempted to make her forget, I might have been able to revisit her and after some time had passed, I might have been able to let her see me as I really am.”  Daedalus tormented himself.  “She accepted me in my disguise in the moonlight and even gave herself to me willingly.  I began to look away when she untied the tiny strings that held up her nightgown.  I even stepped back a little and she beckoned me saying she wanted me to see her.”

The vision he saw would be forever burned into his brain.  If she had been disgusting to look upon, he might have been able to forget, but every detail of Elaine’s body was etched in his mind.  Not just the way she looked, but the way it felt to touch her and caress her.

She had taken his hand and led him to her, and as they embraced each other, he felt her arms go around his neck and her hands fondled the ends of his hair. Hair that was part of the magic that didn’t last long enough. It had changed his appearance just enough that she did not know it was a disguise and she wanted him at that moment almost more than he wanted her, but in the morning light, it was different. 

The magic had not lasted long and his appearance was changed. Changed back to the way it was before she had loved him. The hair was gone, his eyes were black and empty looking and his ears were long and pointed again. 

He had lingered too long in her bed and when the realization hit him that he did not look the way he had in the twilight, he panicked.

“Why oh why did I panic?”

If he had been cool and collected he might have slipped away quietly and unnoticed. Then she would have longed to see him again. He felt this with great certainty because her soft, gentle touch kept telling him that his slow, loving way was what she craved more than anything else. As he would begin to rest and try to calm himself, her hand would find a way to create new sensations in him.

A bloody tear descended his cheek as he remembered Elaine’s grace and beauty as she arched her back when his smooth fingertips subtly swam over her lovely breasts.  She found his hand and gently placed it over her opening to bring her pulse to a quickened pace and she slowly guided his other hand, running his fingers up her soft skin, back to her breast.  This was the sweetest thing of all.  He could give her such pleasure and she desired him, then.

“Was it her craving or was it my need to be loved by this gentle, trusting creature?”  he asked himself. Then he laughed to himself. It barely escaped him like a faint cry of disbelief. She was not the creature. HE WAS THE CREATURE!!!  The pain and the torment was bitter.

His thoughts were interrupted as a movement in front of the building across the street caught his attention. Elaine came out of the building and was talking to the police officer assigned to escort her to Lillie’s Haven. There she was and he had to let her go without a word. He could never let her see him again. 

Elaine slipped into the police car and rode away with the officer and Daedalus flew to his home, under Julian’s mansion. He was safe there and only one individual ever visited him with any frequency and this visitor was his best friend.

As Daedalus put away his alchemist bottles and potions that familiar step was heard, or maybe it was a presence he felt, but it was unmistakable. It was his Prince. While he craved solitude now more than ever, Julian knew that his friend needed comfort, needed to feel accepted and most of all, needed his support. 

He produced a bottle and two wineglasses. He expressed concern and caring for his friend, whose fragmented heart laid exposed and bleeding from the wound inflicted by a tragic experience that had followed a night that would live on and torment the being that housed it. 

"It’s best this way" Julian reassured his companion. 

"I know. Other men will care for her now." 

Then his gaze fell upon a photograph of a man in the newspaper that Julian had carried with him.  "Who is that?" 

"You’ve seen him?" asked Julian with such intensity. "He’s the one they call the ‘night stalker.’" 

"He is with her. I saw her get into his car. He is taking her to the Haven."

As soon as Julian spoke to Frank Kohanek he was gone leaving Daedalus to fear the worst for Elaine. 

How could this killer have been so close to him and he did not know it? Were his senses so numbed by the pain of his loss that he was unaware of the danger she was walking into? Elaine was alone with this killer and he meant to destroy her as he had done with everyone else in his path, including his own father.

Daedalus was numb no longer. The mere thought of one hair of her head coming to any harm was more than he could tolerate. 

He had to fight back the urge to fly to the Haven and devour this mad killer.  “This is not my fight. It is for Julian to take care of.”  He did not act out of his own desires. He would wait for a word from his Prince before he dared to act. 

Being a Primogen had it’s privileges but it also kept him in check for he would disgrace his own kind and risk exposing the masquerade if he acted rashly now.

"And who better to bring down this murderer’s reign of terror than the Prince of the City. The fact that Starkweather has no respect for Julian as his Prince will be his undoing. This killer does not fear his Prince and will make a fatal mistake." Daedalus told himself.

Daedalus would have to just wait it out and hope for the only outcome possible. The only one that made any sense to him. 

Julian had to stop this "night stalker" before he killed Elaine. There was no other way for it to end.
