Something More Than Love

Disclaimer: This story is my attempt at creating, not an ending, but a continuation to the love story between Daedalus and Elaine Robb.  I am in no way benefiting from this story. The characters were borrowed from Kindred: The Embraced and I am not infringing on the rights of Aaron Spelling or Mark Rein Hagen, creator of Vampires the Masquerade. 

The Scheme

It had been a long time since Lillie and Daedalus spent much time alone together and now she would be put to the test. She could tell Daedalus was interested in hearing what she had to say. He was the patient type but he would also be very aware that if she were not completely honest with him so she had to introduce the subject carefully so that he would not flee, or worse, do himself injury. 

Lillie was not concerned about her own well being. Daedalus had shown incredible strength of character and great restraint the night she confessed her wickedness to him. A moment when he produced his claw and could have ended her existence on this earth, she bared her Jugular to him, but instead he slashed one of his paintings in his pain and his anguish believing his one true companion had been murdered because of her treachery. 

Lillie knew she was stepping precariously close to the edge of a steep precipice, moving into dangerous waters where the Final Death of her Prince’s closest friend lay waiting if she failed to set him up properly. If properly prepared to face the pain of the woman he loved then he would be able to go on and make a difference in her life.

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

The atmosphere in the Haven was rife with humans and Kindred from all walks of life; these coming to find a shelter and some solace from the painful existence the outside world offered up daily, sometimes hourly. 

Elaine was no different from others who frequented the Haven but she was part of the cure for their ills. Her songs touched them in a way that made them feel they knew her. Some felt they knew her too well. This had happened just one other time and Cash was there to send the would-be paramour into the cold world outside the gathering arms of Lillie’s Haven. He would not be comforted that night. 

Since Elaine’s accidental brush with Starkweather she had been less open to any man who displayed anything toward her other than appreciation for her talent. If her fright at seeing a demonic-looking creature that awful morning didn’t give her nightmares, the thought of her near death experience with the real "night stalker" did.

She barely remembered the face of her night visitor but she did remember the hurt in his eyes after the shock had worn off. That took days. Or was it months? 

All she knew was that a shadowy figure played with her mind and heart. When she least expected it she felt a pang when she would wake up in the night, or take a walk, or was in the middle of a sorrowful ballad. This pang tugged so hard at her heart that it was difficult to fight back tears and sometimes a sob escaped her as if it came from her chest where her heart beat. There were times when she felt like something had invaded her frame and wrapped it’s fingers around her heart so tight that she felt like she would die from the pain. She knew this was emotion that was twisting her heart because of her loneliness and because someone or something she never saw again had come to her feeling the same loneliness and she could not even remember what he looked like. She only knew that if she could be with him again, she would not shrink from him in horror. The pain went so far away when he made love to her that nothing about his appearance meant anything. 

Elaine tended to be a romantic at heart and fell in love easily even though she had not allowed anyone to get close to her for a very long time. Then the one time she did, she chased him away. It was not what she expected. But he had expected it. He knew how she would react. He had told her but she hadn’t remembered that until much later. 

When she asked to see him he had said "I could not stand to see your eyes afterward. I am too monstrous." 

He had also said "I am afraid this will end and never come again. That I will never speak with you or see you again."

These words tortured Elaine. Even if she couldn’t remember his face, she could remember his words and the pain in his voice. Again she wondered if she had dreamed it or if it had really happened. Did she really have this conversation with him? She must have but their conversation only came back to her in fragments. She began to wonder if she needed help of some kind to sort it all out. She would talk to Lillie.

Lillie seemed to have a handle on life and somehow seemed like she was free of life’s concerns. She moved through the club as if she didn’t have a care in the world, but Elaine knew that wasn’t possible. No one went through life that way so she must have a way to deal with her miseries and Elaine wanted to know what her secret was. 

She sought out Lillie the night after the unfortunate man was ejected from the premises by Cash and found Lillie was easy to talk to and was very sympathetic to her cause.

Maybe Lillie wasn’t as carefree as she seemed. 

Lillie was also older than Elaine, and in fact, she seemed much older than she looked. This added to the idea that Elaine could seek help from her. 

“Elaine, let’s find a secluded booth with dimmed lighting so no one will interrupt our conversation.”  Red wine helped ease them into the subject and before long Elaine was sharing her deepest secret with Lillie, and Lillie was gaining a foothold into a subject that up until then, she was either afraid to bring up because of Julian’s protectiveness, or was too sensitive to talk to Daedalus about. 

“Lillie, the night before that night stalker was killed, a man came to my apartment.  I say he came, but I’m not sure how he entered.  It was as if he appeared out of thin air.  I was lonely and he was in pain and . . . Oh, Lillie!” Elaine sighed, “I felt so close to him that I let him stay.  He was the sweetest lover and he took my pain away but in the morning, it was all different.  He fled my apartment through my window and I never saw him again.”

Lillie just sat and lent support and listened to Elaine’s story, and before long began to hatch a plan that involved Daedalus.

“Elaine, do you know this man’s name?”

“No, but I would give anything to know it.”

“Why did he flee your apartment?”

Elaine felt a flush in her cheeks knowing it was her terrible reaction that led him to jump through her window.  She looked at Lillie with downcast eyes and admitted that it was because she was so repulsed by his appearance.

“Lillie, I don’t care what he looks like.  He was the one man who was able to make me forget the pain of being alone.  I will never forget him as long as I live and I swear there has not been another man in my life since that awful morning.  If I could go back and undo what I did, I would.”  Tears started to come to her eyes and Lillie patted her hand.

“Elaine, I’m sure there must be some way to find him again.  Don’t despair dear.” 

As the story unraveled before her that night Lillie understood how much these two needed each other. Even more than they had before. It was so obvious when she was near Daedalus, but until now, she supposed it was only his heart that was lost in a void that no one else could ever fill. She now understood that another heart was so tortured and riddled with guilt for not being big enough to accept whatever realities came with the morning light. 

This guilt was leading Elaine down a dangerous path. She confided to Lillie that she had been offered a pseudo substitute for the love she had lost in this man and it was becoming more difficult with each day that went by to refuse the offer. Lillie knew what she was referring to and this drug had terrible side effects. Some had even committed suicide after taking it so she truly felt she needed to help Elaine in some way. Of course, the only real way to help Elaine was to find some way to bring her and Daedalus together again. 

While she cared about Elaine, she had a real love for Daedalus because she knew the torments of a broken heart. The broken heart she experienced herself recently and was just beginning to recover from. 

Her heart was not like Daedalus’. She could scheme and plot to get what she wanted. Why she had even helped Eddie Fiore in his attempt to kill Julian so that she would finally be able to get over losing him to that human woman Caitlin Byrne. 

Not wanting to bring Elaine down even more Lillie turned her thoughts away from Caitlin Byrne and focused on finding a way to help her two tortured friends find what they were looking for.

Now that Lillie had heard the whole story of Daedalus and Elaine she knew what she had to do. She knew that Elaine felt a terrible guilt for not accepting Daedalus as he truly is and yet she couldn’t tell him that. 

“Lillie, I know I hurt him so deeply that he must surely have tried to kill himself. When he jumped through my window and vanished I sometimes think that he was taken without hitting the ground below. Somehow he was spared the crushing pain of hitting that pavement only because he wasn’t spared the pain of seeing the horror in my eyes and knowing I was so repulsed by him. He had come to me in humility and love and I took his love but I could not accepted him.”  The tears that threatened a moment ago now floated softly over her lower lashes.
The lyrics of an old song came to her and caused that pang to twist her heart again. The words were ancient and had been set to a tune she liked, but now they cut right through her. "When you do unto others what you wouldn’t want done to you, you’d have to be a fool." 

So this was her existence--to be tormented by the truth of those words. To know that she had unfairly treated him that way and she felt like she was no better than a hypocrite. A shallow woman who could only love or be loved by a man who had the face like the man who used to accompany Lillie to the Haven but had done so less and less in recent weeks.

“Dear, I will see if I can find out anything about him for you.”  Lillie assured Elaine of her desire to help.

Elaine knew Lillie and Julian had been lovers in the past but got the impression that they were more like business associates of late. This saddened her and only made her own miserable existence harder to deal with.

For now, Elaine had her own woes to deal with and she was becoming weaker by the day. She had heard nothing of the man who leapt from her window and this only made her think of him more.

What had happened to him? 

Did he die when he jumped? 

Or was he something more than a mere man? 

Whatever he was, it didn’t matter to her. Her last thought was of him before she drifted off to sleep each night and her first thought when she woke up each day. 

This was beginning to feel like madness and she needed help. Would Lillie be able to help her or would she accept the unscrupulous offer on the street?

This plan of Lillie’s would have to come together soon or it might be too late for Elaine and Daedalus. Daedalus would have to believe that Elaine was being victimized somehow and that would take some doing, considering that Daedalus knew a lie when he heard it or saw it. This would also mean that she would have to put Elaine in a dangerous position and this could be fatal for Lillie if it backfired. This Daedalus would not deal with kindly and Lillie knew that even Julian could not hold back an enraged Daedalus, so it had to work. 

"Let’s see, who was that man Cash threw out of the club last night when he came too close to Elaine?" Lillie wondered. 

"If I could find him and make him believe Elaine was interested in meeting him maybe he would come back. Then the trick would be to make sure Daedalus was there or at least nearby." 

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

In vane Lillie would search the crowds for this man who came too close to Elaine that night and it seemed like this idea was not going to work. Then one night she overheard two men talking low and one saying something about the music and the way the singer seemed to be singing about him. 

"If I could meet her I believe I could get close to her." This one said to the other. 

"She would never go out with the likes of you! You’re a fool if you think you’d have a chance with her." Said his companion. 

"What do you mean, ‘the likes of me?’" Said the first man. 

As Lillie moved in a little closer trying not to be observed by the two men, she caught a better glimpse of the first one. He looked familiar but there was something different about him. 

"What I mean, Jayce, is she didn’t want anything to do with you before, what makes you think tonight would be any different?" 

"Look Brandon, that was different. I was drunk and some hotheaded biker thought he was gonna save her from me so he got rough. If I hadn’t been drinking things would have been different. I would have-" 

"Yeah-yeah, I know what you would have done Jayce" Brandon chided. 

"Well anyway, tonight is a new night and I haven’t had that much to drink so I’m gonna take the lady home with me. You wait and see."  Brandon was skeptical but he said no more. 

Now Lillie knew who he was. Yes, he was the man Cash had thrown out of the Haven but he had shorter hair now and was clean-shaven. Before they could get close to Elaine, Lillie had slipped Elaine’s name and phone number in Jayce’s pocket without his knowing and then gave Cash the signal to head them off. 

"Wanna try another Tango Jayce?" Cash stood directly in his path, feet firmly planted and standing a good 2 to 3 inches taller than either Jayce or Brandon. 

"We can do this any way you like it" Jayce snarled "in fact I was looking for that hot little girl friend of yours. What’s her name again? Sasha?" He said it in a way that let Cash know he was bating him and looking for a fight. 

Lillie told Cash and Jayce "take it outside or I’ll call the police. I don’t want any trouble in my club." 

At this point Brandon stepped in. “We’re just leaving so no need to trouble the police with this. We weren’t trying to pick a fight, we just came for the good music and the atmosphere.”

As Jayce and Brandon left the club they went their separate ways. Brandon to his apartment and Jayce rode off into the night air on his bike. 

“Who does Cash think he is that he can push me around?” Jayce fumed under his breath. 

"If he’s not dating Elaine then why should he care who gets close to her? He isn’t a bouncer at the Haven so why does he do Lillie’s bidding?" 

Jayce had to fuel up so he pulled into the next station and when he went to pull out his wallet a piece of paper fell on the floor. A guy next to him picked it up and offered it to him. Jayce paid for the gas and said "that isn’t mine, you can . . ., wait, what’s it say?" 

The guy was a little more careful about letting Jayce see it now that he saw whose name and phone number were on it. Jayce demanded that he let him see it since it was his. 

The guy decided he’d keep it and started out of the station door when Jayce grabbed him from behind and pulled the guy’s shirt up and over his head and arms. As the guy flailed his arms to free himself Jayce yanked the guy’s pants down around his ankles, grabbed the piece of paper out of his hand and crammed it into his jacket pocket and took off on his bike. 

The station clerk, trying hard not to get hysterical helped out the guy and ducked just as the guy took a swing, thinking it was Jayce. It was the wrong thing to do because as he swung, he hit a cop coming in the door, unaware of the fracas that had just taken place. This misjudgment landed the guy in jail for assaulting an officer. If he hadn’t resisted the officer and had just apologized the cop probably would have looked the other way, considering the state of the guys clothing. It did look pretty funny but this guy was belligerent and offensive, leaving the cop with no alternative but to run him in. The charge of assaulting an officer wouldn’t stick of course, but resisting arrest would. At least for the night. That would give the guy enough time to cool down.

Jayce thought about the encounter at the station and laughed to himself. He’d seen one Hockey player do it to another player and decided it was a good way to diffuse the situation. So he thought he was off free.

As he was pulling up to his own apartment he remembered the piece of paper and pulled it out of his pocket. He sat there with his bike running, stunned and not believing what he was seeing. 

How did it happen? The only ones at the Haven who had come into contact with him were Lillie and Cash and they were trying to keep him away from Elaine. He scratched his head and shrugged. He wasn’t going to try to figure it out any more tonight. 

As he went toward his apartment, he sensed someone was nearby watching him. He whirled around, ready to swing at whomever it was, but saw no one. Must be jitters after the incident at the station and it was time to hit the bricks so up to his second story apartment he went and once inside with the door locked he began to relax. 

After emptying half a bottle of wine Jayce finally drifted off to sleep with the paper still in his hand. 

The events after he fell into a stupor were still foggy in his brain the next morning but he had a nagging feeling that something had happened there in his apartment in the early morning hours before the sun came up. He didn’t really feel any different but there was a little blood dried on his neck. He tried to remember cutting himself shaving or maybe in the station the guy had really hit him, but no, he had gotten away without a scrape. This was really strange and then as he thought about the night before and finding Elaine’s name and phone number on that piece of paper he remembered the feeling that someone was watching him walk toward his door. These recollections made him shiver and he looked around his place again but saw no one. 

Man he must have had some night. Maybe the alcohol and the wine mixed in his system and then the incident at the station were making him conjure up images and happenings that weren’t there. 

"Oh just forget it. It’s broad daylight now and you probably just got bit by a big old bug or something. Just get ready for work and forget about it." 

As he was about to step into the shower he remembered the piece of paper. He decided to call Elaine and began dialing her number. As he was about to press the last number it suddenly occurred to him that Elaine might be sleeping in because she would have been up late at the Haven. No he had better not call now. He might wake her up and that could really screw things up for him. After all, their last encounter had not been a good one so he wanted the next one to be on a different basis. He wanted her to know he wasn’t just some drunk who thought she was a hot babe. He wanted her to know he had some substance to him and was a decent guy.  When he was sober. 

"Yeah. When I’m sober I can be a nice guy and I even clean up pretty good. I’ll call her later this afternoon on a break and see if I can at least talk to her somewhere other than at the club. If she sees me in the light of day and I don’t have a couple of days of growth on my face she might even like me" he told himself looking in the bathroom mirror. 

So his plan was set, and in fact, maybe he’d even send her a bouquet of wild flowers. Women like wildflowers. They were more natural and looked like someone put more thought into the gesture than just phoning the local florist and ordering roses over the phone.

Jayce looked for Elaine’s address in the phone book but it wasn’t there. 

Next he called the Haven to see if he could find out where she lived so he could send her flowers. He said he was an admirer of hers. The woman who answered the phone said the club was closed and she just cleaned the club and wouldn’t have a clue where Ms Robb lived. She suggested he just send the flowers to her at the club or call back that night when the young lady was there and ask her himself and hung up. This was going to be more challenging than Jayce thought at first. 

He could do one other thing. It probably wouldn’t work but it was worth a try. He dialed 411 and told the operator he was from out of town and wanted to look up his friend Elaine but he had lost her address. Could she help him with a new address? The operator said she had a listing for an Elaine Robb and Jayce heard a tone and then the address. It was that easy. He sat there amazed, wondering why he hadn’t tried that before.

So Jayce visited a neighborhood florist and gave them her name and address to deliver the flowers. When asked what he wanted the card to say he was prepared. 

He had been thinking this over all morning and decided he wanted it to say "I’m sorry your first impression of me was not a good one. Please accept my apology and I hope you’ll give me a second chance to make a nicer impression. Thanks for being a lovely person. Yours, Jayce.”

This was the best he could come up with but he felt it said what he wanted her to hear so they were delivered to her that afternoon before she could leave for the Haven.
