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. 

A Curious Thing

Two nights later there was a meeting of the Primogens and the Prince was very interested in the recent comings and goings of his friend Daedalus. He had found he was absent the last two nights but had not wanted to intrude because it seemed Daedalus was finally interested in something new. This could be a good thing but Julian was curious as to why his friend had not clued him in on what was preoccupying his time. 

It wouldn’t be so unusual if he were any other Kindred, but Daedalus’ exile was a self-imposed one, not just a few months ago, but thousands of years ago and he was not used to going out at night unless Julian requested it. While Julian was happy that Daedalus had a new interest, he was concerned that it might not be a healthy one. 

“I can’t just bring it up, I have to find some way to make it seem that Daedalus volunteered the information.”  His main concern was to protect the masquerade but he could not imagine that Daedalus would do anything to expose their way of life. To suggest it by asking a lot of questions could ruin their friendship. No, he would wait for Daedalus to bring it up.

Julian didn’t have to wait long for the subject to come up for Cameron in his rude and snobbish manner led with his chin once again bating Daedalus because for once he knew something of the Nosferatu’s clandestine outings of late. 

Cash attempted to silence Cameron when Julian stood and demanded to know what made Cameron think he could question anything Daedalus would do.  “No one, not even I have a right to be suspicious of anything Daedalus does in private!”

This statement didn’t seem to phase Cameron but it caught Daedalus’ attention. He did not react to it then but sat quietly while Julian upbraided Cameron for his insolence and demanded he keep his own nose clean or it might someday be removed along with the rest of his head the way his predecessor’s had. 

Cameron finally got the point and told Julian to relax and that he was just making an observation. "I’m just the type who keeps his eyes and ears open and when I notice something out of the ordinary, I-", 

"Julian! did you bring us together just to listen to Cameron go on and on?" Lillie interjected. She felt she needed to stop him before he said too much and made Julian suspicious.  “Julian may find out in time that Daedalus was spending time at the club but it was up to Daedalus to inform his Prince, not a loud mouthed Brujah Primogen!” She justified it to herself.

Cameron sneered at Lillie and she just narrowed her eyes till they looked like slits making him feel as if he had just been told to shut up by his mother. This was a humiliation he would not let go without some form of payback but for now he acquiesced, making some remark like he had said all he intended to, . . ., for now. 

Lillie got his meaning and told herself there was nothing Cameron could do to her that would be as bad as what Julian would do if Cameron blurted out whatever it was he thought he knew about Daedalus’ night time activities. Lillie ignored him the rest of evening and when the Primogens and their Prince were through with their business at the conclave she shot Cameron a look that let him know he ought to use some caution and excused himself almost immediately.

Julian intended to talk to Daedalus after the meeting but this animosity between Lillie and Cameron had to be dealt with first. He saw the way Cameron left so quickly instead of doing what he usually does, goading Julian or Cash. Cameron hated Julian for killing his kinsmen, even though he knew Archon had sent Julian to settle a score and that Julian apparently didn’t know the execution was unjust. He also hated Cash because Gangrels were hurting his business interests and he would not tolerate it forever. Someday he would be Prince and then they would all rue the day they had looked down on him and his kind. 

In the meantime he would bide his time. He made some inroads and had more respect than Eddie Fiore had from the other clans so he was closer and didn’t have to use brute force to get there. He didn’t really hate Lillie but she antagonized him because he had thought that when he took over and eventually became Prince that she might be his. That would be a real coup for Cameron if he became Prince and took the Prince’s consort with him. What Cameron didn’t know was that having Lillie by his side wouldn’t make him stronger and more respected.

Julian was Prince because he is stronger and respected. It didn’t come after Archon turned the position over to him. He had been groomed for the job and when he was ready, Archon made him Prince. It was his to give and he saw in Julian what he did not see in anyone else. It helped that Archon had sired Julian and brought him up through the ranks to finally rule the clans but Julian had something even Archon was lacking in and he knew it.

Archon had told himself “Julian has the power and intelligence of the Nosferatu, the appreciation of fine things and is beautiful to look upon like the Toreador, he is loyal and ready to defend like the Gangrels and he has the tenacity, business prowess and grace of the Ventrue. Oh and one other thing, he is nothing at all like the Brujah. That alone makes him a better candidate than anyone else.”

Cameron knew nothing of this, but if he had, he would have tried to find a way to kill Julian whether or not it meant his own Final Death. It was Archon’s private joke and he kept the Brujah clan at bay with his high mindedness and his ability to make them feel like they were beneath his dignity. It was this that enabled Archon to meet his Final Death at the hand of the very Brujah who now sought to dethrone his successor. He chose it, not Cameron. So in death Archon still held the upper hand over the Brujah. What an insult to them all. Well Cameron would take care of this Ventrue Prince some day with or without Lillie by his side. They would all see.

"What exactly was that all about Lillie?" asked Julian with a certain civility as he gently took her arm and led her to a comfortable overstuffed chair in his study. He handed her some red wine and stood in front of her to block her retreat. 

"I couldn’t help but notice that you and Cameron were all but gouging each other’s eyes out in there." 

"Now Julian, you know I can’t stand him. Ever since he killed Archon he has been making inroads with the other clans in his obvious attempt to usurp your position, and if that isn’t bad enough, he thinks that if he does I will be thrown in with the bargain. As if I belong to whomever stands as Prince of the City!" Lillie glared back at Julian with contempt in her eyes. 

Julian understood. He is Prince and at one time Lillie shared his bed and had his love. Now another has replaced her in this respect and Cameron is either too stupid to have noticed or he doesn’t care that it hurts Lillie and so he considers her more of a possession of a Prince than as a woman who is to be loved and cherished. To be given honor and respect.

Julian began to feel some grief as he tossed this around in his mind. He had not been honorable toward Lillie or respectful of her feelings. He, being Ventrue, was often ruthless and had no time for kindness with those he had business dealings with. He often forgot she was a woman who loved and may still love him. He would make a greater effort to treat her with more kindness and consideration.

Lillie saw a change in his expression and noted that she had touched a chord in him that she could use to her advantage. She softly touched Julian’s cheek and told him in her most tender tones "You are my Prince, Julian, and whether or not you and I share a bed I will always be devoted to you. You have my word and my heart." She barely touched his hand with hers but she leaned forward and brushed soft lips over it as she kissed his hand with an honesty and love he had never seen in Lillie. 

Before he knew what had happened he was stroking her hair and kissing her softly at first and then passionately until she found the strength to push away and run from him with tears streaming down her face. 

“What have I done? I’m in love with another woman and yet I almost seduced my former lover!” The tables had been turned. She was no longer trying to get into his bed but rather now he was trying to get her to come to his. This more than the questions in his mind about Lillie and Cameron so confused him that he completely forgot that he was going to talk to Daedalus that night.

He went to Caitlin and tried to forget what had just happened. He would fall asleep in her arms and would think no more of it. 

This was a wasted trip. Julian felt as much guilt over running to Caitlin to forget what he had done to Lillie as he felt toward Lillie for trying to entice her this night when he would ultimately end up with Caitlin. He needed to talk to someone with a level head. He would find Daedalus.

Julian made his way along the maze of tunnels from the edge of his city to Daedalus’ abode. He could have flown but he needed time to think and when he arrived at his destination he had more time to think. No one was home. This was not the first time his friend was absent when he came to talk and this time he would wait instead of slipping away to his mansion. Tonight he would get answers to his questions. 

“What is Daedalus doing away so much?” 

He was upset and agitated that he was kept in the dark about this and yet he knew it was not for him to police Daedalus’ actions. If only his friend would confide in him. He spent a long time looking over the paintings, including the last one Daedalus slashed that night he killed Starkweather. It was a night he would rather not have gone through but he knew it was necessary and more than that, he knew that if he suffered any, he knew that Daedalus endured much more. His great respect and love for this Nosferatu was what kept him from invading his privacy, but enough was enough. It was important that the Prince know what his Primogens were about. If he waited long, it was finally over. He was so immersed in his own thoughts that he did not hear Daedalus enter.

