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. 

When Will It End?

Daedalus must have waited for several hours, pacing and then taking inventory of his paintings. He needed to catalog them and make order out of the mess he had created shuffling them and tossing one here and shoving another one there. 

At one point he stood in front of his easel with a blank canvas and a loaded brush in his hand, seeing just one image before him, but suddenly beginning to paint another. He began to recognize the face on his canvas and at once painted furiously, feeling such a passion to create what he most despised. As the moments flew by he heatedly put shape and color to a face that he not only hated but also feared. Not fear for himself, but fear for the one who meant more to him than anyone. 

It wasn’t what he expected for Daedalus thought the one he resented most was himself yet the face on his canvas resembled more the one who threatened his existence and, he thought, his sanity. If this one succeeded in killing Elaine, how could he go on?

Remembering the conversation he’d had with Elaine two nights before and making love to her the night before, Daedalus felt a seizure knowing who’s hands she was in at this very moment.
“I have survived for thousands of years and still it would not be possible for me to go on one more moment if she were taken from this world now!”  He cried out in his anguish.

Even if Starkweather embraced her Daedalus knew she would accept him but she would not love him for long. He was Nosferatu and Starkweather was Gangrel. Gangrels rode in the night and stalked the streets in their Gypsy-like way. They were wild and hot-tempered.

His clansmen were calm and had a sensible nature. They mostly remained below ground and his life would never suit a Gangrel. 

No, Starkweather would not embrace her, nor would he spare her life.  He would use her up and then cut her open and gorge on her so it was up to Julian and the human detective Frank Kohanek to bring down this cold-blooded murderer.

If the minutes passed slowly then the hours seemed even longer, like days. This waiting and not knowing had become intolerable. As Daedalus threw down the brush in a swift motion he slashed the painting of the "night stalker" and as the ferocious beast within began to rear it’s horrible head he rushed toward the stairs and up to the door that led to the tunnel when the latch was pushed and the door opened.

There stood Julian looking drawn and pale, but relaxed, finally. He still took no pleasure in killing another Kindred but when his hand was forced he did what a Prince must do. He must protect the masquerade at all cost and just as important he must look out for the innocent humans who at times collided with the Kindred.

Maybe it was because his closest friend loved this human, as he loved Caitlin Byrne. 

Maybe it was his sense of duty or decency. 

Whatever the case, he did what he had to in order to bring Daedalus the news he would either live or die for hearing. 

One look and Daedalus knew the long black night was over and the bright new day was about to dawn on them. As he invited Julian in to his sanctuary, Daedalus felt the dangerous urges inside him begin to subside. Julian could tell that if he had not arrived when he did Daedalus would have done the unthinkable. He would have attempted to avenge innocent blood and the only recourse his Prince would have was too painful for Julian to contemplate. 

Imagining the Final Death of his closest friend was something he could not dwell on without a lump working it’s way into his throat. Just as the thought of leaving behind his Prince and respected confidant to try and go on without him, as well as possibly endangering him by exposing the masquerade, was not something Daedalus dared to think about. 

Both men knew the unspoken thought between them, and for a quiet but intense moment, they looked into each other’s eyes sharing the pain the other felt and then just as quickly the mood started to change to a relaxed familiarity that they had become accustomed to. 

They were alone in Daedalus’ damp quarters yet it felt comfortable to Julian and he started to recount the events of the night when he found the slashed painting of Starkweather. He felt sure this night had been extremely difficult for Daedalus but now he knew just how close his friend had come to . . ., Julian did not want to imagine it, well it had not happened but he felt compelled to remind Daedalus of the danger he almost brought upon the Kindred. 

He spoke as calmly and kindly as he could, “Daedalus, I know what you’ve been through and I respect you for the great restraint you showed by waiting as long as you did. Still I must have the respect of all Kindred, especially my Primogens.”  Julian held out his hand and Daedalus, feeling the weight of the world on his shoulders and grateful that Julian still held out his hand, kissed it.

The gesture so moved Julian that he slowly put his other hand on his friend’s shoulder, almost embracing him. Neither felt ashamed of their love of each other. It was the love of two brothers, only closer than brothers. The younger accepted the older one as much as the older respected the younger one. It was good for them to be together. They complemented each other well as Prince and Enforcer, but more importantly, as friends.

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

Now it was time for Daedalus to begin to heal. Julian knew this would be difficult and perhaps his friend would never fully recover from his lost love as well as the terror he felt over the knowledge that Elaine could have been murdered.

Add to that, other Kindred knew of the pain Daedalus experienced, and not wanting to add to his pain, they seemed to show him special kindness or they would deliberately try to be light-hearted in his presence. He knew they were well meaning, but he would have rather not even been around them. 

He had to appear when Julian called a meeting of the Primogens and lately there had been a new Brujah Primogen added to the conclave. 

Since Eddie Fiore’s Final Death, Cameron was chosen to replace him and he was not inclined to show much restraint in speaking to Daedalus. He dressed in well-tailored suits and he was cool and confident whereas Eddie could at times have a disheveled appearance and he had been brutal and stupid. Even so, Eddie knew enough to patronize Daedalus, although he felt the Nosferatu were nothing more than sewer-scum.  Placating Daedalus was not a desirable trait in Eddie but this Cameron was at times offensive and insolent.

Daedalus avoided Cameron more so because he did not appreciate his insolence than because he might say something to remind Daedalus of what he lost, or really, what he never had. Well, had once, then lost. 

This night as Cameron was flirting with danger Julian assumed the position of protector.  “Cameron!  I won’t tolerate anymore of this!” This was when Daedalus stood and put his hand in the air and said "Enough!" He looked directly at Cameron and for the first time Cameron lowered his gaze slightly to show that he backed down, for the moment.

Daedalus was grateful for his friend’s support but if there were any clan the Brujah should fear, it was his. The Nosferatu did not brag or expound on their prowess, but all clans knew their power and the fact that they had the full support of their Prince was enough to make Cameron stand down.

The confrontation over, Daedalus was about to take his leave of the group when Lillie gently glided over to him and stood before him. She had recently fallen somewhat out of favor with Julian but still shared his home and his confidence in some matters, especially now that Archon was gone. Julian had not exactly shared everything about the tryst between Daedalus and Elaine but she knew Daedalus loved Elaine and she knew something was not quite right with her.

The soulful sound behind Elaine’s songs came from her heart and the sad experiences in her life but there was something new in her countenance that disturbed Lillie. She sensed a sadness so severe in Elaine that she feared her artist might, in her fragile state, teeter on the brink and dive off one night. 

Not wanting to reopen a wound even a Toreador could not heal with all her sensual delights, Lillie had to tread very carefully. 

She had been thinking this one over for some time but knew that somehow time may be running out for Elaine so she had to take a chance and plant the idea in Daedalus’ mind that he must find a way to help Elaine heal too. 

He did not realize that she too had suffered a broken heart.

He also did not know was that no other men had taken his place and that she was going through her life still alone and still had no one to reach out to when her fears visited in the night.

“Daedalus, old friend, may I have a little of your time tonight?” She asked with a pleading look in her eyes that told Daedalus her smile was sincere and her heart was, for the moment, pure in it’s intentions.

The Toreador had a nature that lent itself to finding provocative and ultimately enjoyable ways of dealing with problems, so Lillie had cleverly inserted herself in Daedalus’ path.

Being Lillie she gave off an aura of sensuality so effortlessly, so naturally that even Daedalus, with his muted heart, felt a pang in her presence.  Still, he would not be rude like Cameron, so he would indulge her out of respect for her as Primogen but also out of regard for their long friendship.

“She does not come to me often, but when she does, it is with her heart in her hand. As in the time she confessed to me rather than to Archon that she had set Julian up to be sent to his Final Death, and then there was the time she came to me knowing of my love for Elaine and sincerely encouraged me to follow my heart.”  He reminded himself. 

He believed that when she came to him, she was not seeking anything for herself. She wanted only what was in his best interest so he would indulge her now.

Julian, sensing that Daedalus wanted his solitude, was about to take her arm and pull her away on a pretense of needing to talk to her about something when Daedalus stopped him.  The two shared a glance that Lillie could not mistake for anything other than what it was.  These two men cherished each other’s friendship and Julian only wanted to protect his dear companion from what he perceived as an interruption of his normal routine by Lillie.

“Lillie has the ability to bring a man divine pleasure as I well know.”  Thought Julian.  “But she also has the capacity to bring him great despair and I can’t allow her to do that to Daedalus.”

Daedalus knew his friend was trying to protect him but he knew there was no need. “Thank you Julian for your care and concern,” he said and gave him a genuine smile that let him know it really was all right.

Lillie sensed what Julian was thinking and smiled, “Julian, I promise not to bite him.”  

This remark brought a broader smile to Daedalus which pleased Lillie so much that she squeezed Julian’s hand lightly, a gesture that said she had let go some of the pain that existed between them. Julian seemed a little easier after that and allowed them to wander off by themselves. This was what Lillie had hoped would happen.

She had hatched her plan privately knowing that Daedalus would not resent her and would not bring reprisals upon her if her plan backfired. 

The fact was, Daedalus was a little curious now about whatever it was that Lillie was up to and was amused by the coy game she played with Julian just to get him away from the conclave. 

He could not have known what she was up to but he was sure it would be intriguing, so he patiently allowed her to plant the seeds in his heart and mind that could forever change the course of his life. 

For the first time in a long time Daedalus found himself interested in something other than hiding from everyone and was even enjoying this little ruse of Lillie’s. What was she up to?
