Friday, 13th December 1995; 11:57 PM

Manhattan, New York

To the average patron of the club, tonight’s clientele seemed no different to any other nights. Corporate kids, out in the city for a night of rebellion, thrashed around in their mall-bought finery next to true aficionados of the gothic-punk culture. The two groups maintained a healthy distance apart from one another, and at the same time, made the pretence of mixing with the other faction. A particularly perceptive onlooker might have noticed the young man in the expensive and painfully urban-chic clothes entertaining a brace of Goth-girls in one of the booths, but with the other miniature soap operas being played out there that night, he would not have received a second glance.

Chris hated this place. It was far darker than it needed to be, thwarting any attempts to pick out familiar faces from more than a distance of a few feet. The place had been built in an old cellar of a protected building, so the ceiling was only perhaps a foot clear of his head. This combined with the ambient darkness and the condensed sweat of the clubbers running down the rough walls to make the club feel even more like a dank cave. 

The music was irritating to him too; not that he had a problem with industrial and techno – in fact, the truth was quite the opposite. It just seemed that the songs played there varied, but not enough; the promise of them playing his favourite music was always there, but the club failed to deliver on that salient point too…

Besides, he only came here because the other Sabbat came here, and he’d learnt long ago the truism that safety was in numbers. Julia, sat across from him, was playing to type this evening and acting the role of an airhead club girl, hoping to get something from the young man at her table. Meanwhile, the girl on his left shoved herself bodily into him and laid her head on his shoulder in a spectacularly unoriginal example of mortal seduction. Julia’s gaze lingered on him for a fraction of a second too long, as if she was trying to communicate some hidden message. Whatever it was, he missed it, and carried on regardless. He feigned a slightly devilish smile, all the more to encourage her, but inwardly he sighed.

On the other hand, he was being presented with his first opportunity to feed while not in the grip of maddening frenzy, and all he’d had to do was to ply this mortal with a liberal amount of alcohol. Dinner, he thought, as she pawed drunkenly at his thigh, is served.

He felt a quiet little thrill as he felt his month-old razor sharp fangs extrude themselves. He’d never got the chance to savour this experience until now, and he was determined to enjoy every second of it.

He tilted the nameless girl’s face towards him to feign an attempt at a kiss. She didn’t even register that her company for the evening now sported a set of teeth that could tear her throat out as if it was a tender steak. It was at this point, much to his chagrin that Julia decided to glance his way.

“Chris, no!” her voice rang out as clearly as a bell over the din of the music, but at this point the kine had passed out from the pleasure of the Kiss. He quickly sealed the wound and pulled back from his denied meal.

“God, cliché much?” Although she’d adopted the speech of this decade with admirable skill, her cadence and inflections gave her away to another of her kind as a Cainite of a much different time. Chris looked at her imploringly as the kine beside him sagged ungracefully on the couch.

“We never, ever eat in here. You understand?” Chris noted that she always spoke like that, as if she’d already made the decision for the pair of them a long time ago, and she was simply restating immutable law. Which, in a way, he thought, she was.

“For some damn good reason we did, we would never, ever feed from some Siouxsie Sioux wannabe,” another clue to someone as young as Chris that perhaps Julia wasn’t as young as she appeared to be. Her face was one of unmasked contempt for the girl from whom he’d fed not a moment before.

“I don’t care if she’s a four-star sanguinary taste explosion. Get rid of it.”

Chris gave her a reluctant shove, making her keel sideways and end up facedown in the leather seat. 

“Sorry.”

Julia seemed to read his facial expressions for clues to what he was thinking – something else, he had found, that she did with very little trouble. She smiles, just a little, to try and put her charge at his ease.

“Don’t think we’re holding up the Masquerade or something – we’re not. That’s reserved for the Kindred down the block.” She used the word Kindred like a mortal might describe some desperate pretender to a pathetic ideal.

“We do eat, Chris, and we eat well. We just don’t eat in public.” With a gentle wave of her hand, she took in the rest of the club, and Chris’ glance managed to pick out a few faces that, like Julia and himself, were much more than they appeared to be.

“We never want people to judge us on what we eat. It gives them social power. If it got out that you were seen with something like that,” she said, nodding towards the girl, “you’d never be able to show your face in polite Cainite society again.”

Chris arched his eyebrows, and made a play of looking away from her and drawing the word “sorry” out to twice its normal length. He wondered, with a tinge of embarrassment, whether she’d held the same opinions of him the night he’d first met her.

It had been a cold November night then, but like all of the other people waiting in line, he’d eschewed a jacket in a concession to style. He looked at the fellow clubbers then, and looked at his reflection critically in a nearby rain-slicked car.

Once again Christophe, you’ve tried too hard, he thought. “Tried too hard” had been a phrase that had dogged him throughout his life, and tonight had proved no exception. Ever since he’d been a young boy at the convent school, that phrase had come back again and again on his reports to haunt him. He’d thrown himself into activities that he felt his distant parents would want him to do, rather than what he enjoyed. Hockey, soccer, choir singing; he’d thrown himself into all of them in an effort to impress and excel, his motives utterly transparent to his tutors. They were just as transparent to his parents, as he found out every summer he returned to Montreal. They’d advised their adolescent son that he should focus on what he enjoyed, and then the passion would be natural, and not as obviously forced as it was.

But, like all teenagers, he hadn’t listened. He forced himself to continue with wholesome pursuits that befitted the only child of an ex-preacher and disgraced nun, and despite the flagrant prejudice against such a child that lived in the minds of the tutors at the convent school.

He forced himself into the business of other people’s money by the time he’d reached college, and he’d found that boringly easy too. So now he was living his own life, and not one he thought he should be living, he was determined to make the best of it.

So, on the advice of a co-worker, a closet Goth, he’d come down to this club, and dressed himself in this ill fitting club gear. And he’d realised, as the line moved on, with one last fleeting glance in the car’s windshield that he’d pulled a Chris Chamberlain once again.

