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Police officers were zipping about the crime scene like busy little bees collecting pollen. He could 

have flashed his FBI credentials and gained access to the scene anytime, but he chose to wait. “It’s 

been nineteen years, I can wait a few minutes,” he thought.  

 

  

Agent Stoker looked up at the cloudless sky. It was shaping up to be a beautiful day here in 

Riverside. If the smell of blood and fecal matter weren’t so prevalent  it would be the perfect day. A 

cold began to creep up his back, a cold that has been present at all of these “Zodiac Killings.” He 

knew this cold intimately, he’d been chasing it since Elizabeth Short, The Black Dahlia, was found. 

Unbeknownst to the world at large she had been his reincarnated love Arabella Bloom. As he 

thought back to the horrific scene of the Dahlia murder he fingered a small scrap of paper in his 

pocket. He had found other pieces of paper much like it stuffed into the mouths of half a dozen 

other corpses. Across each scrap had been scrawled, JB, RCC 10/31/1966. All identical save for 

the symbol of a cross with a circle in the middle. 

 

  

So here was Lord Bloodgrin in his new identity, Special Agent Jonathan Stoker of the FBI, standing 

outside an active crime scene, cold to the marrow of his bones, debating whether or not he should 

help the police with their investigation. He decided to pour over the events of the prior evening 

before entering the crime scene. For 19 years he had stared at the scrap of paper from the Dahlia 

scene. It was that tiny clue that had decided him to study forensic science. With his eidetic memory 

he mastered the science quickly. 

 

  

It had taken him practically no time at all to ascertain that RCC stood for Riverside Community 

College and that 10/31/1966 was obviously a date. The JB was what continually stumped him. The 

most likely explanation was that they were initials wasn’t lost on him. He browsed through students 

registered to the college only a short time before giving up in disgust, there were roughly twenty 

four thousand students enrolled at Riverside Community College and the initials JB were extremely 

common. 



 

  

He melted from shadow to shadow hoping to surprise his Scion sibling. Frustrated at the size of 

the campus and number of students milling about at this late hour, several minutes went by before 

he registered the cold radiating up his spine. He began to turn in a slow circle to see if perhaps the 

feeling was stronger in any particular direction. Step, pause, step, pause, ste... The cold 

suddenly,  violently slammed into him knocking the air from his chest and caused his teeth to slam 

together with an audible click. He had familiarized himself with a map of the campus. The arctic 

chill he felt was coming at him from the direction of the library. 

 

  

Adrenaline shot into his system as Lord Bloodgrin let the Curse fully take him, blades ripped 

through his mouth to take the place of his teeth and the night itself became his face. He ran 

towards the library leaping and ducking anything in his path without a sound. The smell of fresh, 

arterial blood, exploded into the night. A low gurgling sound hit his ears at the same moment. 

 

  

“Damnit!” He hissed as he rounded the south side of the library. He saw a figure in black and red 

looming over the already dead body of a young woman. He was too late to save Arabella again! The 

blade that extended from his mouth sounded like rage, sorrow, and vengeance. Three feet of blade 

snapped off into his hand lightning quick. As Lord Bloodgrin prepared to hurl his steel vengeance 

the shadow figure stood and turned in one liquid motion. Before he could launch his attack The 

Zodiac loosed a cold blur of death toward him.  

 

  

The seven or so feet of pointed ice struck Lord Bloodgrin square in the chest, knocking him onto 

his back and into a slide across the lawn. Pain and a cold so intense it was magma hot engulfed 

him, paralyzing him for several minutes. Rising shakily to his feet some fifteen minutes or so later 

he turned in a slow circle to see if he could pinpoint the Zodiac. He was so cold from the 

unexpected ice spear that he couldn’t tell which direction the Scion had gone.  

 

  

“Son of a bitch bastard.” Lord Bloodgrin muttered through chattering teeth. He brought his hand 

up to his chest, which had a scrim of ice on it, and gingerly touched the area where he’d been 

struck. He winced at the already bruising flesh beneath the miracle Kevlar  “bullet proof” vest that 



he wore under his suit. “Best investment I’ve ever made.” His suit didn’t fair as well. Where the ice 

had struck it it had frozen and shattered leaving a hole the size of his fist. 

 

  

When he felt that he could walk without his frozen bones shattering he made his way over to the 

young woman lying in the blood blackened grass. Her throat had been slashed so savagely that her 

head was practically decapitated. There was ice melting around the wounds. The beginning of a 

smile had been carved into the left side of her face. He could have drawn every detail of her face 

without even looking at it. It was her, it was Arabella. His eternal love once again brutally carved 

from the earth by a maniacal Scion.  He took it in, every detail burned into his soul.  

 

  

 When he had the placement of every last speck of blood memorized he walked over to her purse a 

few feet away. It was frozen shut, he had to snap the ice so he could open it. He picked his way 

through the contents of her purse until he came across her wallet. He held his breath for a second 

before he opened it. Her driver’s license stated her name as Joy Bloom. Bloom like Arabella Bloom. 

The shock of the surname was only momentary. “JB, Joy Bloom.” The piece of the puzzle that had 

eluded him all these years. Would it have made a difference if he had known? He somehow doubted 

it.  

 

  

He could hear voices and the sound of running feet. He dropped the purse and melted into the 

night. His time alone with the body had come and gone. When he next looked upon the face of his 

beloved it would be in the midst of a swarm of police. If there was anything he missed it would be 

up to them to find. 

  

All this played across his mind in a matter of seconds. Removing his ID from an inside jacket 

pocket he stepped over the police line and walked toward a green faced young officer. Agent 

Stoker noted the look, the way the officer’s eyes darted quickly about, and the name Gomez on her 

name badge. “Sir”, she began as the darkly handsome man walked towards her, “ This is a.. “Agent 

Stoker, FBI.” He said, overriding the young officers protest. “Go get some air rook.” The young 

officer quickly took his advice with a look of gratitude. 

 

  

Flash after flash popped quickly into the day as the crime photographer captured the scene. “I 

could have drawn those pictures for him in much greater detail than that camera ever could.” He 



mused. Agent Stoker stopped a few feet from the body as a red faced homicide Lieutenant strode 

toward him. “I don’t give a fuck if you’re with the Effa Be Eye this is our rodeo!” He practically 

snarled. “The fucking feds have no jurisdiction here!” A bit of spittle spattered on Agent Stoker’s 

face, it took every fiber of his being to stop himself from ripping the Lieutenant’s head from his 

torso. Instead Agent Stoker put his open hand on the Lieutenant’s chest and pushed him gently 

back. “First off Lieutenant Morgan you just spit in my face. Second I believe this case is tied to 

other murders that have taken place. If that’s the case this means a serial murderer is on the 

loose and that makes this absolutely the FBI’s jurisdiction.” 

 

  

The Lieutenant opened his mouth to further protest when the CSI tech examining the body said 

excitedly, “There’s something in her mouth!” With a pair of tweezers he gently worked the object 

back and forth from in between her lips. “It looks like a piece of paper.” “Get this on film.” Agent 

Stoker told the photographer. As the CSI tech carefully unfolded the paper the camera flashed 

relentlessly. “It’s a note.” His lips moved as he read. “What the fuck?!” The tech spat. Lieutenant 

Morgan leaned in impatiently, “Well what the fuck does it say!?!” The tech didn’t answer 

immediately. “Goddamnit Dexter what does it say?!” “It’s,” he stuttered, “It reads,” 

  

From Hell.  

  

Mr. Stoker 

Sir 

I took her twice now. I’ll take her a thousand times more. 

She said your name before she died.  

I ate parts of her in 47 and I’ll eat parts again. 

My name is in the stars, I am the Zodiac. 

I’ve more work to do. I shent write to ye gain til  

19 and 69. Toodles... 

  

Catch me when you can Mishter Stoker.  

  

The same odd cross with the circle from the paper scraps he had recovered were drawn below 

the writing. “What the hell does that mean?!!” the Lieutenant muttered. The CSI tech opened his 

mouth to answer but Agent Stoker beat him to it. “It’s based off a letter that Jack The Ripper 

wrote. It’s called the From Hell letter.” “Well what the hell is that crap about Zodiac, and how does 

this sick fuck know you?” Instead of answering Agent Stoker turned to walk away. Lieutenant 



Morgan went to grab his arm then thought better of it. “Agent Stoker where are you going?” “I 

have to recuse myself from this case Lieutenant, I’ve been called out by name.” “Looks like it’s 

your show after all.” The Lieutenant smiled,”Damn right it is.” 

 

  

Lord Bloodgrin didn’t think he could feel any colder than he did from last night’s attack. He was 

wrong. It seemed his veins were filled with ice. “Who is this Scion that knows so many intimate 

details about me? He knows about The Ripper being my father, he knew exactly where the 

reincarnated Arabella was going to be 19 years before she was reborn. He’s unlike any Scion I’ve 

ever met.” “He’ll leave me no way to find him for another three years.”  

 

  

In the scheme of things 3 years was nothing to a Scion, it was an eternity to Mars Bloodgrin. As he 

settled into his first class seat on the flight to London he asked the stewardess for a blanket. Like 

nineteen years before he was cold, so very very cold. Little did he know how hot things would soon 

become. Lord Mars Bloodgrin closed his eyes and did not open them again until his plane went 

down in a ball of flame. 
 


