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Have you ever cut up a corpse? I have, it’s harder than you might think, but I never leave a body 

for someone to find. It’s much easier to dispose of bits of a person than it is for a whole body. It’s 

a tedious but necessary part of the Hunt. 

  

I love the hunt, the chase.  

  

I once chased a Scion of Cain through multiple continents, and it almost resulted in my death. Her 

name was Yaroslava, by the time I caught up with her she had been killing for almost three 

hundred years and was the oldest Child I had ever come up against.  

  

I first came across Yaroslava’s trail entirely by accident. I was thirty-five and looked at least ten 

years younger so I was preparing to leave London for awhile when I came across an article 

detailing a murder. A murder in London was not surprising, in fact, I was responsible for more than 

a few of them myself.  

  

The details of the murder were what interested me, a few weeks earlier I had read about a murder 

in Belgium that was suspiciously similar. Both victims had been badly mutilated, to the point that 

they were almost impossible to identify. In both cases, all of the fingers had been removed and 

taken away. The victim’s faces had been carved away right down to the bone around the eyes and 

the lips were removed to leave the victims with a rictus grin, a twisted death mask that could only 

be the work of a Scion.  

  

Excited, I began to look for a pattern to see if I could determine who this Child was and where they 

might be going next. I already suspected that this hunter was a woman since, in my experience, the 

men consistently choose a territory and stay there for as long as they can get away with it. The 

women seem to be more likely to move about and hunt whenever and wherever it suits them. To 

me that seemed smarter and safer, so I adopted it myself, that is in fact another reason I had 

been  

planning to leave London for awhile.  

  



It was time to hunt and now my hunt had a focus. I had to start by working backwards, looking for 

where she had been so I could try to determine where she was going. I had a friend at the 

Guardian, well, someone useful to me who thought I was his friend, who was willing to check with 

other major papers in Europe to see if there were any other similar murders anywhere else. He 

was quite surprised when the stories started coming in, almost one a month for the past ten 

years, never killing twice in a City in the same year.  

  

She also changed up the way the bodies were mutilated just enough that it would be hard to 

connect to a previous murder unless you were looking. It was still incredible to me that nobody had 

made a connection in all that time. It gave me great pleasure to tell my friend that the story was all 

his, heads were going to roll at a number of Police Headquarters I was sure. I wasn’t concerned 

that they would get the killer before I did, I had her scent now and the police have rules that I don’t 

have to follow.  

  

I just missed her in Paris, she left a body along the Seine just two days before I arrived. It was 

definitely her, I recognized her work even with the changes she had already made in her methods. 

This hapless soul was left without her hands or eyes and her face had been completed peeled of 

skin. It didn’t fool me, but would certainly make it more difficult for the authorities to connect the 

killing to her other recent victims. 

  

Disappointed, I focussed on determining her next destination, but I got it wrong. I made my way to 

Barcelona, but she’d done one of her little twists in her pattern and had actually gone on to 

Madrid.  

  

I was frustrated but it wasn’t a complete waste, I managed to take some time to hunt down a 

garden variety local murderer. But that’s another story.  

  

I missed her again in Venice, but the body was still warm when I found it and the police almost 

caught me standing over the corpse with my true face showing. I was just barely able to make it 

into the shadows before they arrived.  

  

Things got very interesting when we reached Greece, the papers had picked up the story about the 

travelling serial killer and police all over Europe had started working together to try and catch her. 

Her anger was very apparent and it made the Curse very hungry, she left a mutilated corpse in 

every city and town she passed through. She showed none of her usual finesse or care anymore, it 

was just bloody butchery everywhere she went for over a week before she realized that she was 



drawing more attention to her actions. It made it much easier to follow her, but I still never quite 

caught up, at least not until we reached Constantinople.  

  

She was showing more restraint by then, but I had an idea about where she might be hunting. She 

appeared to prefer to kill near water, so I started lurking near the Galata Bridge hoping to catch 

her before she took her next victim. I had been watching from the shadows for two nights when I 

saw her for the first time, she was beautiful and elegant as she stalked her prey. She moved fluidly 

through the shadows in utter silence, if I hadn’t been looking for her I would never have seen her, 

her chosen victim was completely unaware how close he was to the end of his life. She was 

dressed for hunting, skirts and petticoats would have been a hindrance, she was wearing close 

fitting black trousers and blouse, scandalous for the time, but perfect for a predator.  

  

I began following her, moving through the same shadows she had used just minutes before. I don’t 

know when she realized I was behind her, but somehow she caught on and I lost her. I paused, 

planning to bring on the Curse and enhance my senses when the back of my skull caved in, followed 

by pain, then blackness.  

  

I woke in a hospital bed, sore and very confused. I tried to get out of bed but my legs refused to 

work and moving my head brought excruciating pain. So I lay there, unable to move or speak, it 

seemed like days before someone came in to check on me. The nurse seemed both pleased and 

surprised that my eyes were open and she immediately turned and rushed out of the room, 

returning shortly with a doctor in tow.  

  

I discovered a number of things as the doctor examined me and explained in broken English how I 

had ended up where I was. I had been found lying in a pool of blood under the bridge with the back 

of my head crushed in eight days prior. They were not sure how I was alive since it should have 

killed me immediately, or soon after. They were even further surprised that I had woken up at all 

and that I seemed to be mending. He poked and prodded me for what felt like hours but all I could 

feel was pain and all I could do was blink. It took three more days for me to be able to speak again, 

three days of living in my head, reliving the evil I had done before I decided to feed the Curse with 

only the blood of the wicked. The bitch had hurt me, and I was hungry. On the tenth day after 

waking I was able to move my legs again, but I didn’t say anything to the doctor yet. It was getting 

increasingly difficult to hold off the Curse and it was going to be bad when I couldn’t hold it off any 

longer. I needed to get on my feet, but I didn’t want anyone to know I was mobile, not yet.  

  



The following day, I learned that just one floor down from me was a murderer who had been 

injured during his arrest, two nights later they found him dead, or at least what was left of him. He 

had suffered, oh, how he had suffered in that brief time I had with him. I forced him to view the life 

he could have had if he hadn’t given in to the evil in his soul. I reveled in the pain as he watched 

that life flashing before his eyes in tandem with watching me removing the skin from the hands he 

had used to murder. Unable to scream, he wept as I carved a line across his chest up to his throat 

and applied the pressure needed to end his pitiable life.  

  

I wasn’t even considered a suspect since, as far as my Doctor knew, I was still unable to walk. I’ll 

admit that it was fun to be able to leave my work to be discovered and not worry about being 

caught.  

  

The hunger of the Curse sated, I relaxed and let myself heal for a few more weeks. I read the 

papers daily, trying to regain the trail of the woman who had done this to me. And I planned, my 

next encounter with her was going to be much different than our first.  

  

Six weeks after my brain was crushed I was well enough to leave the hospital, much to the shock of 

my doctors. It was then that I discovered that the woman had taken something far more precious 

to me than my time. My cane was gone, the one Elizabeth had given me back when I was new, 

before things went bad, before I knew who she really was. Call me sentimental, but it was the only 

thing I had from what had been an important time. I refused to let my anger control me, but I used 

it to focus me.  

  

It took me a few more weeks to pick up her trail again, it appeared that the pressure in Europe was 

getting to be too much for her so she headed across the sea to the Americas. She was being more 

careful but the tales of mutilation left me no doubt that it was her. The first body showed up in 

Halifax, Nova Scotia, followed by another in Montreal and one in Toronto.  

  

I didn’t think she’d keep heading west, the cities in Central Canada weren’t quite large enough west 

of Toronto, not for her purposes. So I boarded a ship headed for New York, hoping to intercept her 

somewhere in the Eastern United States. She had already been in New York by the time I arrived, 

to my disappointment. In the end, our final meeting was in Savannah, Georgia. We’d played leap-

frog across the Eastern and Southern states but I was either just behind her or in one case, too 

far ahead of her. But the stars aligned in Georgia and I finally caught up with her again.  

  



I knew from experience that I wasn’t good enough to stalk her, so I put a variation of an old plan 

that had worked before in motion. At little money across the palms of the staff at the finer hotels 

in any town was all it took to get updated whenever anyone matching Yaroslava’s general 

description checked in. All I had to do was verify if it was indeed her once I had received a tip. 

After months of cat and mouse I finally laid eyes on her again. She was even more beautiful in 

daylight, the sinewy elegance of her movement evident as she moved through the lobby of the 

hotel. 

  

As soon as darkness fell, I set myself up to wait and watch, eventually she would leave to hunt, it 

was just a matter of time. So I waited.  

  

Even with all my planning, I nearly missed her when she came out to hunt. It hadn’t occurred to me 

that she wouldn’t leave by the front doors, stupid. I was fortunate enough to be looking towards 

her rooms when I saw her slide out the window dressed in her hunting wear.  

  

I felt sorry for the poor soul I would have to allow to die for my plan to work, but the cursed part of 

me was also thrilled that someone’s death was pending. I waited to be sure she was indeed gone 

on her hunt, then I entered her rooms through the very window she had snuck out of.  

  

Knowing I had some time, I took a look around the room. Her travel trunk was particularly 

interesting. It appeared that she had a penchant for taking trophies and keeping them in a false 

compartment in the trunk. She seemed to prefer fingers, but there were other items as well, 

including one that pleased me immensely.  

  

After taking it, I positioned a chair facing the window and sat down to wait for her to return.  

  

She was still high from hunting when she crawled back in through the window and it took a few 

moments for her to realize she was not alone. I was quite pleased to see the shock on her face 

when I turned up the lantern so she could see the face of someone she thought dead.  

  

She obviously hadn’t realized I was also a Child of Cain when she caved in my skull, but all doubt 

was removed when she saw me sitting in a chair wearing my true face and holding the cane she 

had stolen from me in Constantinople.  

  

I was already drawing my sword when she attacked, leaping towards me as her mouth opened and 

her tongue lashed out. I was able to get the blade of my sword up to partially block the attack, but 



the blade at the end of her tongue still caught me on my shoulder, cutting it deeply. I thrust my 

sword at her in counter attack, hoping to keep her at a distance while I drew one of my knives. She 

obviously had little experience in face to face fighting, as she failed to block my thrust as it struck 

home and she was impaled on my blade. Seizing the opportunity, I threw all of my weight behind the 

thrust, pushing against her and knocking her to the floor. As I fell onto her, I grabbed her weapon 

with my free hand, attempting to control it and prevent her from injuring my further. I was much 

larger that she and my weight was adequate to hold her in place as I relinquished my grasp from 

the now useless sword and drew a fang. I could taste her fear now, and watched it spread across 

her face and I drew the blade across her cheek. The fear gave way to tears as the life she could 

have lived began playing in her head and her gift faded, her blade withdrawing back into her mouth. 

I watched her weep and listened intently as she babbled. I was able to piece together much of who 

she was from the increasingly mad rambling. She was a coward, and had been since she first 

discovered her gift during the time of False Tsars in Russia, she may have even been the serving 

girl for the second Pseudo-Demetrius as she said his name more than once.  

  

This appeared to be her first incarnation, she shared no details of prior lives and despite being so 

old, she had never learned to fight. She was like a cat when she hunted, staying unnoticed until she 

was ready to strike and was certain of success. Somehow, inexplicably, she had avoided the notice 

of other Children of Cain and she had no idea there were others until this very night. This 

knowledge was what finally broke her into complete madness, knowing that she was not alone. As 

her crying began to become wailing, it was time to bring this hunt to an end, the noise was sure to 

bring some attention soon.  

  

I had no plan to kill her right away, so I used the very sword she had stolen from me to slash her 

throat, cutting through her vocal cords to ensure that her screams would be silent. I had to repeat 

this process several times over the time it took her to die, cutting her as the damage healed and 

her voice began to return.  

  

I was expecting things to get bloody, it always is once I get started, so I decided to put her into her 

own travel trunk before I started to enjoy myself. It would collect the worst of the mess and she 

was leaving in it anyhow.  

  

I stood watching her weep and try to draw breath through her damaged throat for a moment 

before whipping her throat with the tip of the sword once again. Since she seemed to enjoy taking 

fingers, I started with hers, taking each finger by cutting it off at each knuckle before moving down 

to the next one. The damage done by my knives would never heal, and by the time I finished both 



hands I could tell she was already beginning to bleed out. I knew she didn’t have too much time left, 

and I wanted her to experience just a few more things before her life ended. I wanted her to feel 

what her victims had felt, so I quickly removed her hands then bandaged them with strips from the 

clothing in the trunk. Just to keep her alive for her final penance.  

  

She was too tired and weak to scream anymore, but I cut her throat one last time to be on the safe 

side. Then I slid my fingers into the gaping, scarred cut and grasped the skin at edge. Then I pulled 

the skin towards the top of her head with all my strength, tearing her face from her skull. Her 

entire body bucked from the pain and her lipless mouth stretched open in a soundless scream as I 

grinned my lethal smile. I quickly ended things after that, she was done, I really couldn’t hurt her 

anymore. I took her eyes as one final punishment for what she had done to her victims and then 

plunged a blade into her heart, finally stopping it. 

  

Yaroslava left the hotel with me the next morning, and the tiny pieces of her body littered the 

railway as I travelled west to California.  
 


