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His first murder was incredibly violent, so violent that I thought it might actually be one of the 

Blood Cursed. He had left parts of his victim in every room of their home and the papers gleefully 

reported that the walls had literally been painted in blood.  

  

He was very sloppy and obviously an amateur or a madman, it only took me a few minutes at the 

scene of the crime to get an idea about where to catch him. Behind all the blood there was a very 

distinctive wallpaper that looked fairly recently installed, if you looked closely at the rare spots 

that weren’t soaked in blood. Given the effort it must have taken to cover it so thoroughly I 

suspected that it had something to do with the murder. What, I wasn’t sure, but I easily verified my 

suspicions with a neighbor who was also able to tell me the name of the man who did the 

installation.  

  

I met with Senor Molina under the pretense of working with the police and found that he had an 

assistant who had been fired the very day of the first murder. Molina explained to me that Xavier 

Ruiz had a bad temper and had been caught sneaking into the bedrooms of the more attractive 

female clients to snoop through their belongings. It seemed like I might have my man. It wasn’t 

easy to find him though, he had never actually lived at the address he gave to Senor Molina and 

nobody else seemed to know him. I was left with having to try to catch him in the act. I spoke with 

Senor Molina again who was able to tell me the addresses for his most recent jobs. I narrowed the 

list down to just one job, it was the only other household with a young attractive female where Ruiz 

had worked while employed by Senor Molina.  

  

Again posing as a consultant with the Barcelona police, I gained access to their home and found 

that the latch on the first floor window had been broken, Ruiz was definitely planning a visit. I 

advised the family to stay with family or friends until Ruiz was captured, I didn’t want them in the 

home when he showed up. I was less worried about their safety than I was about them witnessing 

what I was planning to do to him.  

  

Xavier had quite an interesting history, he revealed much after he was under the glamour of the 

Blood Curse. He was not new to murder, he had victims all over Spain and as his sanity crumbled 



he cried and repented, much too late for it to do him any good. I suspected that he may have been 

some sort of strange offshoot of the Cain bloodline, his blood thirst and rage were so terribly 

powerful, but he had no gift. It didn’t matter in the end, his trail of blood ended here.  

  

I would like to say I took no pleasure in what happened next but that would be a lie. I took great 

pleasure in cutting him to death one small piece at a time, I had all night and I made use of every 

moment. By the time dawn broke, there was nothing left that was identifiable as a human being. 

What remained was easily disposed of in midden heaps and outhouses.   

  

Unfortunately, there were a number of murders that were never going to be solved, but there 

were more that were never going to happen.  
 


