
Lord Bloodgrin: 

Cold 
By Athena Scott 

 

It wasn’t a particularly cold day this January morning in Los Angeles, but he felt an intense blast of 

cold nonetheless. He had moved to Leimert Park a short distance away before the woman walking 

with her daughter could spot him standing over the body of the woman he loved. That was when the 

first cold flash had washed over him, looking down on her bisected corpse, naked, bloodless, and 

with a grin carved into her beautiful face. Her name fell from his lips like lead, “Arabella.”  

  

He would discover shortly that her name had been Elizabeth this time around, Elizabeth Short, or 

as she quickly became known, The Black Dahlia.  

  

This could only have been the work of one of his cursed “siblings”, The Scion Of Cain. Though Mars 

Bloodgrin knew this to be true the coldness that kept washing over him was not one he associated 

with The Scion. The few Scion he had met had always evoked a heat, a fire across the soul, that 

identified them to each other.  

  

Every detail of the scene played over and over in his mind’s eye. Part of his “Gift” is the ability to 

remember every single detail of every single second that he experiences. The scene was bloodless, 

she had been killed and exsanguinated elsewhere. Every single cut had been done with a precision 

that rivaled his own. The smile cut into her face was a message directed straight at him. It was a 

mockery of a private moment he and Arabella had shared. 

  

The Rose Mark Of The Returned had been carved from her flesh, another message whose true 

meaning could only be known to a Scion. The corpse had been "posed", with her hands over her 

head, her elbows bent at right angles, and her legs spread apart. Her body had been scrubbed 

clean.  

  

All of these details would be studied by law enforcement for decades to come. There was one detail 

that I alone knew. It was just a small piece of paper with the initials JB,RCC and the date 

10/31/1966 scrawled on it in blood. The police would never be able to decipher this esoteric bit of 

code. It was obvious to me however that it meant one thing, this particular Scion meant to kill my 

love again on a very specific date in 19 years.  

  



I wish I could say that The Black Dahlia Killer had been caught and brought to justice. The case 

went cold, as cold as the feeling I get every time I think of Elizabeth Short, cold. 

  

Cold........ 
 


