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Praskovya 

  

“Grigori! What are you doing?” 

  

“It’s time to tell her. I’ve heard her nightmares. She needs to know that she’s about to become a 

monster.” 

  

“It’s too soon husband. I know she’s not my birth daughter and I know little about the curse, but 

isn’t it too soon? I’m not ready.”  

  

“She’s eighteen years old now Praskovya, it’s time whether we are ready or not. I have received a 

letter that makes it very important that I tell her today.”  

  

“A letter? From who?”  

  

“It’s from someone I hoped I would never hear from, ever. It’s from the faceless one. He has 

discovered me.” 

  

“That can’t be! Grigori, you aren’t like the ones he hunts, you do not kill and you harm no one.” 

  

“He knows this, if his letter is true he desires my help. Read the letter.”  

  

Greetings Cousin, 
  
I know that we have not met, but I am certain that you have heard of me. I am the  
Hunter of Cain’s Children, but I have no desire to do you harm. You are different,  
I wish to learn how you have managed this disease that affects us all. I am in Saint 
Petersburg as I write this, and I would consider it an 
honour if you would meet with me. I also come with a warning to assure you that my 
intentions are benign.  



  
Your dinner with Prince Yusupov is a ruse, they plan to murder you in order to gain more 
influence with the Tsarina. You must let this 
happen, I have already set plans in motion to make it appear that this murder will be 
successful. Meet with me at Savior on the Spilled 
Blood at 3:00 PM on December 29, I will tell you everything you need to know. In return, I 
hope that you can share your knowledge with 
me on how to control the family curse.  
  
Yours,  
  
L M B 

  

“Grigori, what does this mean?” 

  

“It means that I will be going away, the world must think me dead. That is why I must tell Maria 

what she is becoming, today. I will not have a chance later, and I need to tell her how to control the 

monster so she does not become a thing that the faceless one will hunt.”  

  

“Grigori, I don’t want you to go! Is there no other way?”  

  

“I don’t think there is, if it doesn’t happen today they will keep trying and that will raise questions 

when they discover that I will not die. The faceless one’s thoughts are correct, I just hope his plan 

is good.”  

  

Maria 

  

“Father, I’m not sure I understand. They’re just dreams, terrible, frightening dreams, but just 

dreams.” 

  

“They are not, child, they are the beginning of your change. You dream of blood and violence, and 

wake up smelling it, tasting it and even wanting it a little. I know this, I too have had these dreams. 

They will get worse.” 

  

“They can’t possibly get worse, can they?” 

  



“Yes, they can. You will start to want the dreams, enjoy them.”  

  

“I can’t believe that will ever happen Father.”  

  

“That isn’t where it ends, daughter. You are going to change, the dreams won’t be enough. Soon, 

you are going to want to hurt someone, anyone, just to see them bleed. You mustn’t ever give in, no 

matter how strong the feeling becomes. If you do, the faceless one will hunt you. He is one of us, 

but he hates us and feeds his own hunger by hunting us. If you do no harm, he will leave you be. I 

have met with him and he has his own rules for himself and for us.”  

  

“Is that why he hasn’t come for you?”  

  

“He has come for me, but not to hunt me. He desires my help.” 

  

“Why you Father?” 

  

“Because I don’t kill or harm anyone and I control the curse, bend it to my will. He would like to 

learn this.” 

  

“Will you teach me Father?” 

  

“As much as I can today….after that, I do not know.” 

  

“What do you mean, you do not know?”  

  

“Maria, child, my daughter, I will not be returning to this home after this evening. Events have 

transpired to take me from you for a time. I do not know when, if ever, we will see each other 

again.” 

  

“Father, no!! You can stay, there must be a way!” 

  

“It is not up for discussion. It is the only way to protect you. Now, there are still things I must 

teach you. Being a Child of Cain is not all terrible, you will become stronger and faster than a 

normal human, you will also live longer, much longer.”  

  

“How much longer?”  



  

“Honestly, hundreds of years at least, possibly forever. We don’t really know, I’ve never heard of a 

Scion dying of natural causes.”  

  

“Really, how do they die then?” 

  

“We can only be killed by another of our bloodline, and then only if they use their gift.”  

  

“Gift?” 

  

“Yes, that is the other thing you need to know. Every Child of Scion receives a gift, it is always a 

weapon, a part of them that can be used to kill, usually a blade of some sort. Your sister had a 

tongue that she could use as a whip.I don’t know what yours will be, it will manifest as you 

complete your change.” 

  

“My sister? I only have brothers.”  

  

“I am old...when I was new, before I changed, I fathered a child. I did not know of her, or how the 

curse worked, until it was too late. There are few of us in Russia, there was no one to teach me. By 

the time I knew more, she had already changed and was beyond my guidance, to my regret. She 

was quite mad when I found her, and to my regret I left her alive to continue killing.”  

  

“That is terrible, but I forgive you. Are Dmitri and Varvara going to change too?” 

  

“No, they are not my true sons. Giving birth to one of us always kills a human host. Your mother is 

a true human and we wanted sons, so we made some arrangements. You were born of another 

woman, but you are still your mother’s daughter.” 

  

“What will we do now?” 

  

“You are going to learn to control yourself, if you do not kill there are good things you can do with 

the curse. How do you think I have been treating the princeling? My blood counteracts his condition 

for a short time, keeping him alive while he heals. If you must kill, it should never be an innocent, 

only others of Cain’s blood or those who kill others for their own pleasure. This will appease the 

hunger and also the faceless one.” 

  



“How will I learn to control it if you are not here to teach me?  

  

“If all goes well, we will be able to write to each other, and perhaps, just perhaps, the faceless one 

will be able to help. But now, I must go to die.”  

  

Moika Palace 

  

Grigori arrived at Moika Palace shortly after midnight and was ushered to the meeting with 

Yusupov in the basement.  

  

When he arrived the room was full and he was offered tea and cakes that he suspected had been 

poisoned. Initially, he refused the cakes, but he decided to have a little fun and proceeded to eat a 

large number of them. Grigori was greatly amused by Yusupov’s obvious surprise when he 

appeared unaffected, confirming that they had indeed been poisoned. 

  

“I find I have a thirst after all those cakes, my throat is dry! Is there wine?” Grigori said with a big 

grin.  

  

Several glasses and a few hours later, there were growing signs of frustration as the intended 

victim was still showing no distress.  

  

Yusupov excused himself to go upstairs, where his fellow conspirators were waiting. 

  

Upon his return he pointed a revolver at Grigori and uttered, "Better look at the crucifix and say a 

prayer." 

  

He then pulled the trigger and shot Grigori in the chest. He proceeded to skip Grigori of his coat 

and had his conspirators drive to his apartment, one of them wearing Rasputin's coat and hat in an 

attempt to make it look as though he had returned home. 

  

When they returned to the Palace Yusupov went to the basement to check on the body of his 

victim, who leapt up and attacked him. After a struggle Yusupov was able to escape Grigori 

and  fled upstairs. Laughing madly, Grigori followed and gave chase into the courtyard where he 

was shot by another conspirator. Fearing discovery, the murderers quickly wrapped Grigori’s still 

warm body and transported it to Petrovsky Bridge, and dropped it into the frigid river below. 

  



Bloodgrin 

  

“Hello, cousin. You have been through much today, I hope that our efforts have not been wasted. 

This next step is going to hurt, but it is the only way to ensure that you will appear dead for long 

enough.” 

  

“I understand.” Grigori said as he sat on the cold ground, shivering.  

  

“I will see you when you awake.” 

  

Bloodgrin then placed the muzzle of a pistol to Grigori’s head and pulled the trigger, shooting his 

poor cousin one last time. He then pulled a blade from his mouth, slashing the left side of the body 

to ensure that he remained at rest for several days.  

  

Five days after his death Grigori awoke in a rundown rooming house in the slums of Moscow. 

Feeling his face and finding his proud beard gone he grimaced.  

  

“Is it over? Is it time for me to begin my new life?” 

  

“It is, we just need to get out of Russia and to a friendly country, how do you feel about Canada? 

We can’t travel through Europe but we can try to travel east and land in Vancouver.”  

  

“That will work, for now.”  
 


