Chris stood at the aft of the cruise ship, staring down into the ink-black waters, churning greyish foam from the mammoth propellers that rested just below the waves. He wondered absently what being crushed to death by those huge blades must be like, how long it would take. A few seconds of falling, the brief coldness of the icy sea, and then it would end.  A brief glint of moonlight caught his eye, snapping him out of his reverie. Before he could turn to look, it was gone again. 

He took one final look at the single piece of white paper. It was written in immaculate script, on expensive stationary. He looked down the list of names: Dana Barnett. Giancarlo Nero. Louis Salvatore Rojas. Lochlyn. The writer had sent empty condolences with the list, as well as telling him that there had been no news of Helena. It had simply been signed ‘V’. He folded the paper in half, once, and tucked it into his pocket.

He felt a strong gust blow against his face, but he had long ago given up pretending to feel it. To other passengers, he must have seemed like a young man trying to defy the elements, dressed in a short-sleeved Hawaiian shirt, standing arms crossed in the wind. He turned smartly on his heel, and walked towards the warmth of the interior. 

In the small conglomerate of shops, he thought of Warp. The Malkavian had eventually managed to find him in Mexico City. He’d demanded answers, of course. Answers that Chris wouldn’t - couldn’t – give. He’d assured his old friend that he was fine, that he’d simply needed a break. And at least, he’d said, the list of people he’d left floundering was considerably shorter this time. 

He shopped for underwear, sunglasses, and a pair of Italian loafers the colour of tobacco, cut from cowhide tanned thick and soft as butter. This was all to go with his new face, of course. He’d called in a favour in Mexico, asked an acquaintance to put his face back to how it was. He’d tired of the melange of blandly handsome pop faces very quickly; simply from the way people had acted around him, of course. People expected a Keeper to look the way he had, and the prejudices had bored him. Sporting a photograph of him from graduation, the Tzimisce had agreed to perform the piece. She’d blinked slowly when he’d made the request, no doubt considering it beneath her talents. She appeared to be a lovely and likely poisonous reptile, but there was no denying she’d done a good job.

There were cigarettes available in the travel shop, but the place was overly decorated with reflective surfaces, making him feel uncomfortable. He decided to skip the travel shop in favour of the vending machines. He stood by the vending machine, at the end of a rank of payphones, feeding coins into the machine. The phone nearest him rang.

Automatically he picked it up.

“Yeah?”

Tiny inaudible voices, rattling across some seemingly great distance, then a sibilant sound, like wind.

“Hello Christophe.”

A quarter fell from his hand, bounced to roll under the machine.

“Christophe, it’s time we talked.”

It had to be synthesised.

“Don’t you want to talk, son?”

He hung up.

His travelling companion was a strange sort. This girl, Cecile Abrams. He’d met her in Mexico, and she had insisted they share a cabin. He’d been dubious, but she assured him that he wasn’t “her type”, whatever that had meant. He opened the door to the cabin, the tang of blood hitting his nostrils before he’d managed to open the door more than a crack.

He stepped inside, and saw her seated at the small desk in the beige room. She was dressed only a silk negligee, a few crimson spots staining the white fabric, no doubt from her current meal. She swirled the blood around in a dense, deeply carved cylinder of rock crystal, as though she was enjoying the weight of the thing. In her other hand, she held a cigarette in a fine holder, and she put Chris in mind of some drug-addled screen goddess of the fifties. She looked at him with a dreamy smile as she swallowed.

“’If God made anything better, he kept him for itself.’ You know that expression Chamberlain?” The tip of a pink tongue licked an errant drop of blood from her bottom lip.

“Yeah,” said Chris. “I’ve heard it about a lot of different things.”

Without another word, Cecile hitched up her garment and stubbed the cigarette out on her thigh with an audible hiss. Chris instinctively winced, and a tingle ran from head to abdomen, a stab of sympathetic pain. She smoothed the silk down again to cover the burn, as if the whole scenario was completely natural for her. 

“Doesn’t hurt?”

Her emerald green eyes met his. “Of course it does. But that’s entirely the point.”

He shrugged. “Whatever. I’m gonna get changed.” He walked into their small bathroom.

“Pedestrian,” she said, calling after him with a sneer. She waited for the sound of running taps before she spoke again.

“Where are we going?”

He stuck his head around the door, water droplets clinging to it.

“What?”

Cecile stood up, grabbing a silk dressing gown from the bed.

“I said, where are we going?”

Chris dabbed his face with a towel.

“I’m going gambling. Get something to eat. You can please yourself.” Cecile shook her head.

“No, I mean where are we going after we get off this boat?” Chris came out of the bathroom, towel around his shoulders, having removed his shirt. He searched through a case.

“I’m going to New Bremen eventually. But I’m making a detour to Montreal. I, um, have to check up on someone.” He selected a grey shirt from the case, shrugging into it. Cecile padded around the bed towards him.

“Who are you going to check up on Chamberlain?” Chris avoided her gaze until she was upon him, standing toe to toe with him. She put a delicately manicured hand on his shoulder, her face less than an inch away from his.

“Come on, Chris,” she whispered, drawing out the final s into a sensuous hiss, like the sound of her skin against her clothes. “You can tell me.” With this, she grabbed his crotch roughly with her other hand, digging her nails in and twisting her handful.

Chris instantly bent double, head snapping up, fangs bared. She smiled back at him evilly, releasing her hand instantly. He snarled as he belted her in the mouth, his single punch fuelled by pain, rage, vitae and Potence. Her slight frame stumbling back so fast she almost flew across the cabin. She tripped on the corner of the bed and fell heavily against the chair, and dropped to the floor. The sight of her girlish body lying sprawled on the floor, vitae seeping into the biscuit coloured carpet from a broken jaw, snapped him out of his Frenzy instantly.

Cecile hauled herself up with an arm, moaning. Unexpectedly, the moan was one of pleasure, and she looked up at Chris with half-lidded eyes burning with lust.

She dabbed at a split lip with a fingertip, licking the blood from it like a child licking a lollipop.

“Maybe I was wrong about you Chamberlain. Looks like you are my type after all…” He looked down at her with a mixture of incredulity and disgust as he buttoned the shirt. He splashed on a little cologne opened the door in silence, calling back to her as he slammed it shut.

“Don’t wait up…”

