Something told him to wake. He ignored it. Once he woke the dreams would all become real. Once he woke he would exist again, and there had been peace, finally, in non-existence. He was sorry that it might be over.

Something told him to wake. He resisted.

Slowly, he registered a dim sensation. Something outside of himself. Something that had happened to him. A light feminine voice raised in song, a gentle lullaby. It was something taken from him.

Hey, ho, who is it…?

Something he wanted taken?

He couldn’t remember.

No-one but me my dear…

In spite of the cold, in spite of the brightness, he opened his eyes.

The chirruping of the alarm clock next to the bed filtered through to his consciousness. Its high, shrill voice was attempting to inform him it was 7:00 P.M., time to rise. He sat up in the bed, rubbing his face. The sandpapery scratching sound came from the week-old stubble that grew again itself every night. He realised, taking in his surroundings, that he’d been so careless to leave the bedroom lights on, and, more distressingly, to leave a window open in a different room of the apartment.

Please come, say how do…

It was then that he turned and saw it. And remembered.

It was a pencil drawing, hung on the wall in a simple untreated pine frame. The drawing was of a young woman seated, her body shapely, but still girlish. Her face had a happy cast, as she seemed to be enjoying some joke with the other figures, merely blurry images in the picture.

The things I’ll give to you…

The sweeping pain of loss –sickening, irretrievable loss – flooded his mind, his entire body.  His eyes filled with liquid until he couldn’t see, then emptied, clearing his vision, then filled again.

He searched for his sanguine connection to her, between sire and childe, but it was not there. And in this place there was nothing but this pain, this terrible loss. He was hollow. Empty. As he ever would be.

He looked past the picture, to the unseen figures that had snatched her away from him. He longed to ask them the question he had asked himself over and over again. They question they could not, would not answer.

Why?

Someday, he would have his answer. If not here and now, then soon. As the echoes of the song ricocheted around his brain, he determined he would have the answer. He would take it from them. He would take it by force.

( ( (
He stood in the shower, rivers of steaming hot water cascading down his body. The stereo blasted out Curve at teeth-juddering volume, as he attempted to drown out the sounds of Helena’s song in his head. He rested his hand up against the tiles and hung his head as he tried to concentrate…

She’ll burn friends like a piece of wood…

A stroke as gentle as a feather…

He would go to Mexico. As soon as possible. Marshall his resources. The poisonous nest of vipers in this city was getting in his way right now. He’d pissed off far too many people to be comfortable for very much longer.

Because the rage it burns like Chinese Torture…

Hey, ho, I am here, am I not blonde and fair?

He touched the dial of the shower, and gasped as he was hit by stinging needles of frigid water. He clawed at his face, attempting to remove the bloody stains from his cheeks, the water running pink around his toes as it swirled to the drain.

( ( (

The travel agent smiled back at Chris across the desk, with his too-brown skin and his too-white teeth. His badge proclaimed his name to be Greg in large type – possibly in case this showpiece seated in front of him forgot his own name. 

“Well, Mr. MacInerney, your passport details seem to be in order. Now, where will you want to be travelling to?” The travel agent never broke his smile, giving the impression that those teeth were one solid immovable object that he’d had to talk around.

“Mexico City. First class. As soon as possible.” He produced a single piece of gold plastic from his jacket pocket, and laid it on the table. He tapped it once with a finger, then slid it across the desk to Greg. 

He’d been forced to use his other identity, of course. It would be most inconvenient for Warp to follow behind so soon. No doubt his best friend would eventually track him to Mexico, but he had no intention of making it easy for the Malkavian.

Greg punched at the keyboard, and smiled broadly again at Chris.

“How would tomorrow evening suit you?”

Chris grinned back at him, a mouth full of perfectly aligned teeth.

“That would be marvellous, Greg.”

