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Chapter 1: The Autopsy
Stainless steel reflected the harsh fluorescent hum of the morgue, trapping the chill of the room against the humidity pressing on the windows outside. Chicago slept, or pretended to, while Dr. Simone Grant worked. The Y-incision lay open, a grim canyon in the girl’s chest. Simone’s scalpel hovered.
Dry. The body lay dessicated.
She leaned in, magnifying loops dropping over her eyes. The tissue should weep. The pericardium should hold fluid. Instead, the muscle fibers looked cured, like jerky left in the sun. Simone scraped the sternum. Dust motes danced in the surgical light where spray should have painted the plastic sheeting.
"Doc?" Marcus shifted his weight, shoes squeaking on the linoleum. He smelled of stale coffee and mint gum, a desperate attempt to mask the underlying odor of cleaning bleach. "You got something? Or are we staring at art?"
Simone didn't look up. She tapped the retractor against a rib. Clink. "Physics objects to this corpse, Marcus." She ran a gloved finger along the jagged separation of the abdomen. The edges curled inward, cauterized cold. "Look at the serration pattern. Left to right, upward torque. Specific. Historical."
Marcus craned his neck, keeping his distance. "Historical like... old gang stuff?"
"Historical like a textbook on Whitechapel, 1888." Simone grabbed a swab, jamming it deep into the hepatic tear. It came out pristine white. She held it up. "Exsanguination requires an exit wound or a pool. We have neither. This girl didn't just bleed out. Something drank her dry. Or evaporated her fluids instantly."
"Maybe some new synthetic?" Marcus rubbed the back of his neck. "Kids act crazy on Halloween. Maybe she injected... I don't know, liquid nitrogen?"
"Cellular walls are intact. Nitrogen shatters them." Simone discarded the swab. She forced her mind to stick to the facts, ignoring the crawl of unease up her spine. The rigor suggested six hours post-mortem. The temperature suggested two. The data fought itself. She reached deeper into the thoracic cavity, seeking the heart.
Her fingers brushed against an obstruction. Hard. Cold enough to burn through two layers of nitrile.
"Hello," she whispered.
With forceps, she clamped down on the object. It resisted, heavy, snagged on the aorta. She twisted, pulled, and the object came free with a wet suction sound—the first moist noise of the night.
She dropped it into the metal kidney dish. It hit with a heavy thud. A wolf’s head, cast in iron or blackened silver, snarling up at the lights. A leather cord, thick and oil-stained, lay coiled like a snake beneath it.
Marcus stepped closer, mask slipping down his nose. "That a hood ornament? In her chest?"
Simone picked the tray up, bringing it to eye level. The wolf had hollow eyes that seemed to track the movement. "No," she said, the forensic detachment slipping, replaced by a primal warning bell ringing in her hindbrain. "This is evidence."
Simone stripped her gloves, snapping the latex, and washed her hands until the skin turned pink and raw. She needed a reset. Fresh gloves. Fresh perspective. She carried the kidney dish to the sink, the metal wolf sliding around with a heavy, menacing scrape.
Under the magnifying lamp, the artifact looked crude. Pitted iron, maybe lead. The craftsmanship belonged to a blacksmith, not a jeweler. She took a toothbrush and mild solvent, scrubbing at the crevices of the snarling mouth. Dark residue flaked away—dried organic matter. Old earth. Pine sap.
"You're a long way from home," she murmured to the wolf.
She brushed the hollow of the eye socket. A spark jumped—static, sharp and biting.
Simone jerked back. The lights overhead flickered. A low thrum, like a bass speaker pressed against a wall, vibrated through the steel table and up her forearms. She stared at the wolf. The hollow eyes ignited. Not a reflection, but a source. A dull, rusty red glow bloomed from within the metal, pulsing in time with the thumping in her own chest.
"Radioactive?" She reached for the Geiger counter on the shelf, but her hand froze.
The heat hit her first. A wave of dry, oven-hot air blasted from the small object. The red light shifted, brightening to a furious white-gold. It hurt to look at. Simone squeezed her eyes shut, turning away, but the heat acted like a magnet. Her hand moved on its own, bypassing her brain's screaming commands to flee.
She grabbed the amulet.
Mistake.
The scream died in her throat. The metal seared through the glove, melting the blue nitrile into her palm. The pain arrived absolute and blinding. Smoke rose, smelling of burning rubber and cooking meat. She tried to fling it away, to shake her hand, to smash it against the sink. The wolf held on. It fused to her skin, sinking deeper, the weight of it increasing exponentially.
The thrumming noise escalated to a roar. Beakers rattled on the drying rack. The screen of her laptop cracked, a spiderweb fracture blooming across the glass.
"Marcus!" she choked out, but the air in the room vanished, sucked into the vortex swirling around her fist.
The white light expanded, swallowing the sink, the wall, the world. The floor dropped out from under her. Gravity reversed.
Chicago disintegrated.
One second, tile and steel. The next, a hurricane of grey fog and freezing wind. Simone fell. She tumbled through a lack of space, no up, no down, just velocity and nausea. The wind roared like a jet engine, tearing at her scrubs, whipping her braids across her face.
She flailed, fingers clawing at damp mist. Snatches of sound assaulted her—a horse’s whinny, the clang of a bell, a woman's scream—distorted and elongated by the Doppler effect of time unspooling. The cold bit deep, instantaneous frostbite threatening her nose and ears. It smelled of wet coal and rot.
Her hand burned. The wolf amulet acted as the fulcrum, the only solid thing in a liquid reality. It dragged her forward, a lead weight pulling a drowning woman to the bottom.
Wake up. Wake up. Stroke. Aneurysm. Her diagnostic brain fired uselessly.
A brick wall rushed at her out of the fog. She twisted, shielding her face. She slammed into... nothing. Passing through the masonry like smoke, only to be jerked sideways by a violent unseen current. The pressure grew immense, crushing her lungs. Bright spots danced in her vision, eclipsing the grey.
The roar cut out.
Silence crashed in, heavier than the noise. The ground rushed up to meet her—cobblestones, wet and hard. She hit with bone-jarring force, the air leaving her lungs in a pained whoosh. Darkness took her, absolute and smelling of rain.

Chapter 2: The Fog
Gasped air tasted of sulfur and wet dog. Heavy. Thick. It coated the back of her throat, a physical intrusion. Simone coughed, ribs straining against the corset of gravity. The ground was hard. Cold. Wet stone bit into her cheek. She retched.
Eyes blurred. Grey swallowed the world. The sterile calm of the morgue had vanished, replaced by damp, clinging fog reeking of coal dust and untreated sewage. 1888. The date flashed in her mind, irrational, unbidden, born of the architecture looming above—crooked chimneys, gas lamps sputtering yellow in the gloom.
Her right hand screamed. She curled into the fetal position, clutching the wrist. The metal amulet had fused to the dermis, the skin around it bubbled and raw. It pulsed, a second heartbeat, hot enough to sear.
She scrambled up. Knees slipped on slime—mud, or worse. The noise hit her next. Iron wheels grinding on granite. The lowing of a beast. A distant, hacking cough that sounded tubercular. She stood in a narrow artery of a city that should be dead. Her scrubs were soaked, sticking to her thighs. Hypothermia would set in within the hour if she didn't find shelter.
Boots skidded on the uneven pavers. Her toe caught an edge. She went down hard, palms slapping into a puddle too viscous for rainwater.
Something soft yielded under her shin.
She froze. The stink of copper and bowels punched through the coal fog. Simone looked down.
A woman. Or what remained of one.
The heap of rags lay twisted against the brickwork. Skirts hiked up. Legs splayed in a grotesque pantomime of intimacy. Simone didn’t scream. The sound died in her throat, choked off by the training. Subject is female. Approximate age forty. She crawled forward, ignoring the filth soaking her knees.
The throat gaped. A canyon of severed tissue stretching ear to ear. The trachea was severed.
Simone stripped the illusion of safety away; she had no gloves here. Her bare fingertips hovered over the wound edges. The tissue looked grey. Dessicated.
She pressed her palm to the victim’s forehead. Ice. Absolute zero.
Impossible.
Rigor hadn't set in, but the body temperature suggested hours in a deep freeze. Yet the blood on the stones remained tacky. She traced the abdominal wounds. Clean lines. Surgical precision. And the edges... seared. Sealed shut by intense cold rather than heat.
Just like the Jane Doe in Chicago. The cell walls intact. The energy signature.
Simone sat back on her heels, breath pluming in the fog. This was a harvest.
The fine hairs on her arms rose.
A click.
Boot leather on stone. Deliberate. Heavy.
Simone stopped breathing. The clinical detachment shattered, replaced by the lizard-brain signal: Predator.
She scanned the grey soup. The gas lamp above flickered, casting long, erratic shadows that jerked across the brick.
There.
At the mouth of the alley. A smudge of darkness darker than the rest. It stood unnaturally still. Statue-still.
She blinked, and the shape vanished.
Silence followed. The figure had moved without sound, ceasing to exist at that location.
A blur to her left.
Simone spun around, heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. The fog swirled in a vortex, disturbed by something massive moving at velocity. The air pressure dropped. Ozone and wet fur spiked in the air, overpowering the stench of the dead woman.
She wasn't observing a crime scene. She was the next course.
Simone scrambled backward, boots slipping in the victim's blood. She needed a weapon. A rock. A scalpel. Anything.

Chapter 3: The Encounter
Dominic moved across the slate tiles. The fog tasted of coal smoke and gin. Below, Whitechapel festered. He breathed it in—the rot of cabbage, the copper tang of spilled blood in a gutter three streets over. His city. His filth. Then, the disruption.
A new scent coated his palate. Rich. Sweet. A biological impossibility.
Mine.
The Wolf slammed against the inside of his skull, demanding blood, demanding the source. Dominic clenched his jaw until the teeth creaked. He forced the animal down. Control. Always control. He focused on the forensic data. The scent carried distress. High-pitched cortisol. Salt. And beneath the panic, that impossible sweetness. Ancient. Extinct.
He dropped to the fire escape. Iron groaned under his weight. He ignored the rust flaking onto his gloves. He tracked the trail to the alley.
Brick scraped Simone's back. The impact knocked the wind out of her. A hand, large and leather-clad, pinned her shoulder to the masonry. She gasped, lungs burning, staring up at a man who blocked out the gaslight.
Silver eyes. Dilated pupils.
He leaned in. Sniffing. Actually sniffing her neck.
"What are you?" A growl. The vibration rattled her sternum.
"I—I'm a doctor." The words tumbled out, fractured. "Let go."
He ignored the plea. His nostrils flared. "You reek of it." He pulled back, silver eyes narrowing. Confusion cracked the stone mask of his face. "A ghost. A lure."
The amulet on her palm seared her skin, pulsing with heat. She flinched.
He caught the movement. His grip tightened on her shoulder. "Who sent you, witch? Who dug up this scent to bait me?"
"Nobody sent me!" Simone shoved at his chest. Solid rock. "I fell. I just fell here."
"Liar."
He leaned closer again. "Fear. Real fear. But the rest..." He tilted his head, studying her jugular. "Too potent."
Dominic released her. The loss of contact left a cold spot on his glove.
An Omega. Here. Now.
Logic dictated a trap. The Syndicate had enemies who would use any weapon, any illusion. If he took the bait, he exposed the throat of his empire.
Simone sagged against the wall, clutching her hand. "You're insane."
"Run."
The word hung in the damp air.
She blinked, eyes wide and wet. "What?"
"Run." He stepped back into the shadow of the doorway. "Before I decide to finish this."
She didn't ask twice. She scrambled over the wet cobblestones, boots skidding, the blue fabric of her strange clothes flapping. She vanished into the grey soup of the night.
Dominic inhaled the lingering trail. Sweetness and terror. A heavy, drug-like pull.
He held his ground. Let the mouse scurry. Mice always led you to the nest. He adjusted his cuffs, the Wolf pacing behind his ribs, whining for the chase.
"I will find you," he whispered to the fog.

Chapter 4: The Kindness of Strangers
Simone ran. Rubber soles skidded on slime-coated stone. Grease, not water. The air tasted of copper and wet ash, coating her tongue. Dominic’s voice rattled in her skull. Run. She turned a corner, shoulder checking the brickwork, scraping skin against rough mortar. White fog swallowed the gaslight ahead.
She slammed into a wall of wet wool.
A grunt. A heavy hand clamped onto her shoulder, spinning her around. A copper. Thick neck, gin blossoms blooming on his cheeks. He looked at her scrubs. Then her skin. His lip curled.
“Here now.” He didn’t let go. “Bit far from the docks, ain’t we?”
Simone yanked her arm back. The movement was sharp, panicked. “I’m—I need a hospital. Where is the nearest—”
“Hospital?” He laughed, a wet, hacking sound. He leaned in, breath reeking of stale tobacco. “Dressed like a lunatic? Or a whore who forgot her skirts?”
“I am a doctor.” The words cracked. She held up her hands, the left one throbbing where the amulet had seared itself into her flesh. “I have been… attacked. I need a telephone. Police.”
“Police is right here, love.” He stepped into her space. The truncheon at his belt creaked against leather. “And you’re coming with me. Don’t like the look of you. Wandering about. Upsets the decent folk.”
“I haven’t done anything.” She backed up. Her heel caught on a loose cobble.
“Loitering. Soliciting. Being a nuisance.” He reached for her again, fingers thick like sausages. “Come on. No fuss.”
“Get off me!” She swatted his hand away. The contact revolted her—damp skin, coarse hair. “I said I’m a doctor!”
“And I’m the Queen of England.” He grabbed her wrist, twisting it. Pain shot up her arm. “You come quiet, or you come bleeding. Your choice, darkie.”
“Let her go.”
The command didn't scream. It rumbled. Low, like thunder trapped under the street. The constable froze, his grip loosening just enough for Simone to wrench her wrist free.
A shadow detached itself from the fog. Massive. A mountain in a wool coat. Alexander Munroe stepped into the pool of yellow gaslight. He stood still, occupying the space so completely that the air seemed to thin out.
The constable blinked, his bluster stumbling. “Munroe. This ain’t your business.”
“Is now.” Munroe’s eyes were flat, hard things. He looked at the constable’s hand, then at Simone’s arm. “She’s with me.”
“With you?” The cop sneered, though he took a half-step back. “Since when do you keep company with… this? Dressed in rags. Rambling about being a doctor.”
“Since tonight.” Munroe shifted his weight. The leather of his gloves creaked. “Problem?”
The copper looked at Munroe’s shoulders, then the truncheon at his own hip. He did the math. He didn’t like the sum. “Keep her off the main thoroughfare, then. I catch her soliciting, I don’t care who she’s with.”
“Understood.” Munroe didn’t nod. He just waited.
The constable huffed, adjusting his helmet, trying to salvage a scrap of dignity. “Right. Move along then.” He turned, boots clapping loud and fast against the stones as he disappeared into the soup.
Simone exhaled, her knees turning to water. She grabbed a lamppost to stay upright. The metal froze her palm. She looked at the man. He watched the empty street where the cop had vanished.
“You…” She coughed, the smog coating her throat. “He was going to arrest me.”
Munroe finally looked at her. Up and down. Taking in the scrubs, the sneakers, the terror. “Arrest would’ve been the lucky outcome, Miss.”
He started walking. He didn't wait to see if she followed. Simone scrambled to catch up, her shoes making squeaking sounds that seemed obscenely loud.
“You ain’t from here,” Munroe said. He didn’t look back. His stride was long, eating up the pavement.
“No,” Simone wheezed, jogging two steps for every one of his. “Chicago. I’m from Chicago.”
“Chicago.” He tasted the word. “That in America?”
“Yes. But… not this America. Not this time.” She stared at the back of his coat. Madness to say it aloud. “It’s 2024. I was at work. Then the amulet… and the fog…”
Munroe stopped. He turned slowly. The gaslight caught the sharp angles of his face, the scar running through his eyebrow. “Two thousand and twenty-four.”
“I know how it sounds.” She hugged herself. The cold bit through the thin cotton of her top. “I know.”
“Sounds like the gin talking,” he said. “But you don’t smell like gin.” He leaned in, nostrils flaring slightly. “You smell like ozone. And blood.”
Simone shivered. “Please. I just need somewhere to sit. To think. I don’t know the rules here.”
“Rules are simple,” Munroe said. He jerked his chin toward the darker end of the street. “Stay quiet. Stay low. Don’t bleed where the sharks can smell you.”
“Why help me?” She looked him in the eye. “You don’t know me. I could be… trouble.”
“You are trouble,” he corrected. “Copper was right about that. But he was wrong about the rest.” He looked at her hands, specifically the one she was cradling. “And I got a rule about leaving folk to the wolves. Even strange folk with funny accents.”
He started walking again. “Doss house isn’t far. Flower and Dean. It’s warm. It’s dry. And the rats mostly keep to themselves.”
“Munroe,” she called out, hurrying after him again. “Thank you.”
“Save it,” he grunted. “You survive the night, then you can thank me.”

Chapter 5: The Lodging House
The door groaned on rusted hinges, admitting a swirl of yellow fog before Munroe vanished back into the gloom. He left her there. Just like that. Simone turned to the room, and the atmosphere physically assaulted her. Ammonia. Sharp, urine-soaked ammonia that burned the lining of her nose. Beneath it lay the heavier, sweeter stench of gin and unwashed bodies packed too close. In Chicago, death smelled of bleach and peppermint oil. Here, the living smelled worse than the corpses on her table.
Shadows stretched long and flickering across the common room, cast by a single gas jet hissing on the wall. Men huddled on benches, gray shapes in the smoke, coughing wet, rattling sounds that suggested advanced tuberculosis. A woman stood behind a counter stained with decades of grease. She was a slab of granite in a dirty apron, her knuckles red and swollen as she wiped a rag across the wood. She stopped. Her eyes, small and hard like flint, tracked Simone.
"Bed?" A demand, not a question.
Simone gripped her left wrist. The cloth wrapping the amulet felt damp with sweat, the heat of the metal searing her palm. She swallowed the bile rising in her throat. "Yes. A bed."
"Two pence."
Currency. Right. Simone froze. Her hand went to her pocket, fingers brushing the leather of her wallet. She pulled it out. The movement drew eyes from the dark corners of the room. A collective shift in posture. Predators sensing a limp. She opened the wallet, thumbing past the useless credit cards and the twenty-dollar bill. Useless paper. Then, the coin Munroe had shoved at her. A heavy gold sovereign.
She held it up. The gaslight caught the gold, sparking a glint that seemed too bright for this dingy hellhole.
The landlady’s eyes widened. Her rag stopped moving. "American?"
"I..." Simone’s voice cracked. She cleared it. "I need a place to sleep. Tonight."
The woman leaned over the counter. She snatched the coin with a speed that startled Simone, biting it before slipping it into her apron. "That'll cover a week. If you don't get your throat cut in your sleep for showing it."
"I can take care of myself."
"Right." The landlady laughed, a sound like gravel in a mixer. "Clean linens are extra. We don't have none anyway. You take what you get."
"I'm a doctor," Simone blurted out. Why did she say that? It meant nothing here.
"Doctor." The woman looked her up and down, eyeing the scrubs. "You look like an escaped lunatic in pajamas. Keep your head down, 'Doctor.' We got enough trouble without foreign crazy adding to the pot."
"Number seven," the woman pointed a gnarled finger toward the back wall. "Rope costs extra if you want to lean. Coffin is two pence. You paid for the coffin."
Simone nodded, stepping away from the counter. The floorboards were sticky. She kept her head high, marching toward the wooden boxes stacked against the far wall, conscious of every

