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​Chapter 1: The Heart Taken in Whitechapel
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London had forgotten how to breathe peacefully.

Fog swallowed the streets every evening, crawling between buildings like pale ghosts searching for warmth. The bells of distant churches sounded weaker now, drowned beneath whispers spreading across taverns, factories, and carriage stations.

Another heart had been taken.

That was how newspapers described it.

Not murder.
Not slaughter.
Taken.
People said the creature opened bodies with animal strength but surgical precision. No valuables were stolen. No witnesses survived long enough to describe clearly what they had seen. Only torn flesh remained behind.

And always the missing heart.

Near Whitechapel Market, a police carriage stopped beside a narrow alley soaked in rainwater. Officers blocked the entrance while frightened residents watched from windows above.

Inspector Adrian Graves rubbed tired eyes as two familiar figures approached through the fog.

One walked with measured confidence, hands behind his coat.
The other looked troubled before even seeing the body.
Mr. Sebastian Holt and Dr. Milo Hart had arrived.

“You chose a terrible hour to summon us,” Holt said quietly.

Graves gave a nervous laugh that quickly disappeared. “You may change your opinion after seeing this.”

Milo adjusted his scarf against the cold. “How many now?”

“Six.”

The answer hung heavily in the damp air.

The inspector lifted the lantern and guided them deeper into the alley.

The victim lay against the brick wall, eyes frozen wide with terror. Blood covered his shirt in dark layers already turning black beneath the rain.

Milo immediately crouched beside the corpse.
Then he stopped breathing for a second.
The chest cavity had been opened violently.
But not randomly.
The ribs had been separated almost cleanly.
“Oh dear God...” Milo whispered.

Even Holt remained silent now.

The heart was gone.
Not cut badly.
Removed.
Holt slowly knelt beside the body, studying every detail with frightening calmness.

“Notice the bruising around the throat,” he murmured.

Graves frowned. “What about it?”

“The victim was alive during the extraction.”

Milo looked upward sharply. “Sebastian...”

“The lungs show stress. The eyes indicate prolonged terror before death. Whatever attacked him wished him conscious.”

The inspector’s face lost color.

Rain dripped from rooftops into puddles around them.

Milo forced himself to continue examining the corpse despite nausea twisting his stomach.

“There are bite marks,” he said carefully.

“Human?” Graves asked.

Milo hesitated.
“No.”
The alley fell silent.
A constable near the entrance muttered a prayer beneath his breath.
Holt stood and observed the wall behind the corpse. Long claw marks scratched across the bricks almost seven feet high.

Not knife marks.
Not tools.
Something had dug into solid stone itself.
“What kind of animal can do this?” Graves whispered.

Holt stared at the marks.
“Not an animal.”
Thunder rolled across London.
Somewhere far away, a woman screamed.
Everyone in the alley turned instantly.
The scream ended abruptly.
Then came distant shouting.
Graves grabbed his revolver. “Another attack.”

The officers rushed toward the street.
Milo followed quickly, but Holt remained still for several seconds, eyes fixed upon the claw marks.
His expression darkened.

Because beneath the blood and rain, another detail revealed itself.

Fingerprints.
Large.
Misshapen.
Almost human.
Almost.
The screaming had come from a butcher shop three streets away.

Crowds gathered outside despite heavy rain. Officers pushed civilians backward while terrified whispers spread through the street like disease.

“The devil walks London...”
“It’s punishment...”
“I heard it eats souls...”
Milo hated such talk.
But when he entered the shop, even he felt fear clawing into his chest.
The butcher’s assistant lay torn apart across the floor.
Fresh blood covered hanging meat hooks.
And standing near the shattered rear door was a witness.

A little boy.
No older than ten.
Wrapped in blankets.
Shaking uncontrollably.
Milo immediately approached him gently.
“You’re safe now,” he said softly.
The boy stared ahead with hollow eyes.

“Did you see what happened?” Milo asked.

For several seconds, no answer came.
Then the child slowly nodded.
Graves crouched nearby. “Tell us what you saw.”

The boy’s lips trembled.
“It wasn’t a wolf.”
Nobody spoke.

“It stood like a man,” the child whispered. “But its face...”

Tears rolled down his cheeks.
“It had eyes like a person.”
Holt watched silently from near the broken doorway.
The wood had been ripped apart outwardly.
Again, impossible strength.
Again, claw marks.
Then Holt noticed something strange near the floorboards.
Mud.
Dark black mud.
Not common London dirt.
He crouched and touched it lightly with gloved fingers.

Milo approached. “What is it?”

Holt stared thoughtfully.
“Coal ash.”
“From factories?”

“No.”

Holt stood slowly.
“From underground.”
Near midnight, the rain finally weakened.

Holt and Milo returned to Flat 4, Harrow Court.

Their apartment above the quiet street felt colder than usual. Milo immediately lit the fireplace while Holt removed his soaked gloves and coat.

For several minutes, neither man spoke.

Finally Milo broke the silence.
“You believe the child?”
“Yes.”

“That thing cannot exist.”

Holt looked toward the window where fog covered the city outside.
“London hides many things beneath its streets.”
Milo sighed heavily and poured tea into two cups.
“You truly think something inhuman is murdering people?”
“I think,” Holt replied calmly, “that someone created it.”

Milo stopped moving.
The fire crackled softly between them.
“What do you mean?”

Holt reached into his coat pocket and placed a small object onto the table.
A metal surgical instrument.
Covered in dried blood.
Milo immediately recognized it.
“This belongs to a medical laboratory.”
“Precisely.”

“Where did you find it?”

“In the butcher shop.”

Milo slowly sat down.
Fear now felt different.
Not fear of monsters.
Fear of men.
“Sebastian...” he whispered carefully. “What sort of doctor would create such a thing?”

Holt’s eyes remained fixed upon the flames.
“The sort,” he said quietly, “who believes death itself can be improved.”
Outside, somewhere deep within sleeping London, something howled.
Not fully wolf.
Not fully human.
And beneath the city streets, hidden far below the fog and stone, a pair of yellow eyes opened slowly in darkness.
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​Chapter 2: Beneath the Black Streets
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The howl did not leave Milo’s mind.

Even after midnight had passed and the fire burned low inside Harrow Court, he still heard it somewhere deep inside his thoughts. It had not sounded like an animal. There had been pain in it. Rage. Loneliness.

Almost human suffering.

Milo stood near the window holding untouched tea while rain slid softly across the glass.

Behind him, Sebastian Holt sat in silence, studying the blood-covered surgical instrument beneath the yellow glow of the lamp.

“You’ve barely blinked for twenty minutes,” Milo muttered.

Holt did not look up. “Because something about this troubles me.”

“Only one thing?”

That earned the faintest shadow of amusement from Holt.

Milo sat opposite him and rubbed tired eyes. “What are you thinking?”

“The cuts.”

“The bodies?”

“Yes.”

Holt rotated the instrument carefully between gloved fingers.

“The creature tears flesh violently, yet the chest incisions are strangely controlled. It removes the heart quickly and accurately.”

Milo frowned. “Instinct perhaps?”

“No animal understands anatomy with precision.”

The room became quiet again.

Outside, carriage wheels rattled through wet streets while distant church bells echoed across London.

Milo finally spoke softly. “You really believe someone made it.”

Holt leaned back. “I believe someone attempted to create something impossible.”

“And lost control.”

Holt’s expression darkened slightly. “Or perhaps control was never possible.”

A sudden knock struck the apartment door downstairs.

Three hard knocks.

Both men immediately looked toward the entrance.

Another knock came. Urgent.

Milo stood first. “At this hour?”

Holt quietly reached inside his coat where his revolver rested. “Carefully.”

Milo descended the narrow staircase and opened the door.

Inspector Graves nearly stumbled inside, drenched completely from rain. His face looked pale beneath the streetlamp behind him.

“You both need to come now.”

“What happened?” Milo asked.

Graves swallowed hard. “We found another one.”



The victim was not in Whitechapel this time.

This murder had happened near the wealthy district of Kensington.

That frightened Holt more.

The attacks were spreading.

Police lanterns illuminated a narrow courtyard behind an expensive townhouse. Servants cried nearby while officers kept reporters away from the scene.

Milo froze the moment he saw the body.

A young woman. Perhaps twenty years old.

Her blonde hair spread across rain-soaked stone like spilled paint.

And once again—

The heart was missing.

Milo quietly removed his hat. “She was hardly older than a child...”

Graves spoke nervously. “Her father owns half the textile factories in northern London. By morning the newspapers will tear this city apart.”

Holt ignored the conversation.

His eyes searched the courtyard carefully.

No signs of forced entry.
No blood trail leading away.
Nothing.
Then he noticed the windows above.

Second floor. Open.

“Who discovered her?” Holt asked.

“A servant girl,” Graves answered. “She heard screaming.”

“Did anyone see the attacker?”

“No.”

Holt stepped closer to the corpse.

The woman’s hands were covered in deep cuts, as though she had fought desperately.

But something else caught his attention.

Her necklace remained untouched.

A gold cross rested against her throat.

Milo noticed Holt staring. “What is it?”

“The creature ignores valuables.”

“That proves nothing.”

“It proves purpose.”

Graves sighed impatiently. “Purpose or not, London wants answers.”

Holt suddenly crouched lower beside the body.

There. Near the victim’s wrist.

A strange black stain.

He touched it lightly.

Oil. Industrial oil. Not common machine grease. Refined. Expensive.

Milo watched him carefully. “You know where it came from.”

“Not yet.”

Before another word could be spoken, shouting erupted near the street entrance.

An officer ran into the courtyard, breathing heavily.

“Inspector!”

Graves turned sharply. “What?”

“We found a witness.”



The witness sat trembling inside a nearby carriage beneath thick blankets.

An elderly night watchman.

His hands shook so badly he could barely hold the cup of tea given to him.

Holt entered first. Milo followed quietly.

The old man stared at them with terrified eyes.

“You saw the attacker?” Holt asked calmly.

The man nodded weakly. “In the alley behind the houses...”

“Describe it.”

The watchman’s lips trembled. “It moved wrong.”

Milo exchanged a glance with Holt.

“What do you mean?” Milo asked gently.

“It walked like a man trying to remember how humans move.”

Silence filled the carriage.

The old man continued. “It was tall... enormous... shoulders like a beast. But its eyes...”

His breathing became uneven.

“They looked sad.”

Holt leaned slightly forward. “Sad?”

“Yes.” The man swallowed hard. “That’s what frightened me most.”

Outside, thunder rolled again.

The watchman lowered his voice. “And it spoke.”

Milo felt cold instantly. “What did it say?”

The old man closed his eyes tightly. “One word.”

The carriage creaked softly in the wind.

“What word?” Holt asked.

The old man opened his eyes. “Help.”



An hour later, Holt and Milo walked through the underground tunnels beneath South London.

Inspector Graves had protested violently against the idea, but Holt ignored him completely.

The coal ash found at the earlier crime scene had led Holt toward abandoned railway passages beneath the city.

Darkness surrounded them now.

Water dripped from ancient pipes overhead.

Milo held the lantern tightly while trying not to imagine something breathing nearby.

“This place smells like death,” he muttered.

“Rot,” Holt corrected quietly.

“That does not improve matters.”

Their footsteps echoed through the tunnel.

Then Holt suddenly stopped.

Milo nearly walked into him. “What is it?”

Holt lowered the lantern toward the ground.

Fresh footprints. Large. Deformed. Half human. Half beast.

Milo stared silently.

The tracks continued deeper underground.

Far ahead in darkness, metal clanged softly.

Both men froze.

Another sound followed.

Breathing. Heavy. Wet.

Milo’s heart pounded violently now. “Sebastian...”

Holt slowly removed his revolver.

The breathing stopped.

Complete silence returned.

Then—

A shape moved across the darkness ahead.

Too fast to see clearly.

Milo raised the lantern.

For one horrifying second, he saw it.

Massive shoulders.
Long claws.
Eyes reflecting yellow in the dark.
And a face that looked horribly, painfully human.
The creature vanished instantly into the tunnels.

Milo stumbled backward in shock. “Dear God...”

Then the scream came.

Not from the creature.

From a man somewhere deeper underground.

Holt immediately moved forward. “Quickly.”

They ran through the tunnels toward the sound.

Around the next corner they found a railway worker collapsed against the wall, bleeding heavily from the chest.

Still alive. Barely.

Milo knelt beside him instantly. “What happened?”

The man grabbed Milo’s sleeve desperately. “It wasn’t trying to kill me...”

Blood spilled from his mouth.

“It was running from something else.”

The worker’s eyes widened toward the darkness behind Holt.

Absolute terror filled his face.

Then the tunnel lights suddenly died.

Darkness swallowed everything.

And somewhere nearby—

Something growled.
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​Chapter 3: The Thing in the Tunnel
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Darkness swallowed the tunnel completely.

The old electric lamps overhead had died all at once, leaving only the weak trembling glow of Milo’s lantern. The flame shook violently in his hand as the growl echoed again through the underground passage.

Closer this time.

Wet.
Deep.
Human breathing mixed with something animal.
Milo’s mouth had gone dry.

Beside him, the injured railway worker struggled against the wall, clutching his bleeding chest.

“It’s here...” the man whispered hoarsely. “Don’t let it touch me...”

Holt raised his revolver slowly toward the darkness ahead.

“Quiet,” he murmured.

Every sound suddenly mattered.

Dripping water.
The distant rumble of trains above London.
The shaking breath of the wounded worker.
Then came footsteps.

Not rushed.
Slow.
Heavy.
Approaching from the tunnel ahead.

Milo felt his pulse hammering painfully against his throat.

The lantern revealed nothing except black stone walls and rusted pipes disappearing into darkness.

Another step echoed.
Then another.
The thing was walking toward them deliberately.

Milo swallowed hard. “Sebastian...”

“I know.”

The footsteps stopped.

Complete silence followed.

For several seconds, nobody moved.

Then the lantern light caught two glowing yellow eyes.

Standing at the far end of the tunnel.
Watching them.
The creature stepped forward slowly.

Milo nearly forgot to breathe.

It was larger than he remembered.

At least seven feet tall, shoulders broad enough to fill the tunnel space. Torn black fur covered parts of its body, though patches of pale human skin remained visible beneath it. Veins stretched across its neck like twisted ropes. One arm looked horribly malformed, longer than the other, ending in claws darkened with dried blood.

But the face...

Dear God.

The face still carried traces of a man.

Not fully wolf.
Not fully human.
Its jaw had changed into something monstrous, yet human eyes remained trapped inside the beast staring back at them.

Eyes filled with exhaustion.
Pain.
Fear.
The creature inhaled sharply as though smelling them.

Then its gaze moved toward the wounded railway worker.

The man screamed instantly.

“No! Keep it away from me!”

The creature flinched violently at the sound.

Almost like the scream hurt it.

Holt noticed.
So did Milo.
The monster took another slow step forward.

Holt fired.

The gunshot exploded through the tunnel.

The creature roared instantly, a horrifying sound that shook dust from the ceiling. The bullet struck its shoulder, tearing flesh apart, but instead of collapsing, it slammed one massive claw into the wall beside it.

Stone cracked.

Milo stared in disbelief.

“That should have dropped it...”

“It’s not dying,” Holt said coldly.

The creature’s yellow eyes locked onto Holt now.

Anger replaced pain.

Then suddenly it charged.

“Move!”

Holt shoved Milo aside as the beast crashed toward them with terrifying speed. Its claws ripped through the lantern, sending fire and glass across the tunnel floor.

Darkness returned.

Milo hit the ground hard while the railway worker screamed uncontrollably nearby.

Another gunshot flashed briefly.
Then another.
The monster roared again.

Milo crawled blindly through darkness searching for anything. His fingers touched broken lantern glass and burning oil.

He heard Holt grunting nearby.

Then a violent impact against stone.

“Sebastian!”

No answer came.

Only breathing.
Heavy breathing.
The creature was somewhere close.
Very close.
Milo grabbed a loose metal pipe from beside the tracks just as a shadow lunged from darkness toward him.

Instinct took over.

He swung blindly.

The pipe struck something solid with a sickening crack.

A roar exploded directly beside him.

Hot breath blasted against Milo’s face.

Then suddenly—

The creature stopped moving.

Milo froze.

The beast stood only inches away now, enormous even in darkness. He could barely see its outline.

But he heard it breathing.
Struggling.
In pain.
The monster tilted its head slightly as if confused.

Then, in a broken rasping voice, it spoke.

“Help... me...”

Milo’s grip loosened instantly.

The creature’s eyes no longer looked violent.

They looked terrified.

Like a trapped man drowning inside his own body.

Holt suddenly appeared from darkness and fired again.

The bullet tore across the creature’s side.

This time the beast fled.

It moved impossibly fast, vanishing deeper into the tunnels while its roars echoed farther and farther away.

Silence returned slowly.

Milo remained frozen.

Holt lowered the revolver carefully.

“You injured?”

Milo stared toward the darkness where the creature disappeared.

“It spoke to me.”

Holt said nothing.

“It asked for help.”

The wounded railway worker began sobbing against the wall.

“It killed my brother...” he whispered. “Last week down here... tore him apart...”

Milo immediately forced himself back into focus and examined the man’s wound. Deep claw marks crossed his chest, though not fatal.

“You’re fortunate,” Milo muttered while wrapping bandages around him.

The man laughed weakly.

“Does that thing look merciful to you?”

Milo hesitated.

He remembered the eyes.
The voice.
Help me.
Holt crouched near the wall where blood covered cracked stone.

Dark black blood.

Not fully human blood.
Not fully animal either.
He touched it carefully with gloved fingers.

Then his expression hardened.

“What is it?” Milo asked.

Holt pointed toward the ground.

Fresh boot prints.

Human boot prints.

Milo frowned. “Someone else was here?”

“Yes.”

The tracks moved deeper into the tunnel.

Not running away from the creature.
Following it.



An hour later, they emerged from the underground passages into freezing night air near the abandoned industrial district along the river.

Fog rolled heavily across broken warehouses and silent factories.

Milo looked exhausted.

Rainwater dripped from his torn coat while dried blood stained his sleeves.

Holt remained unusually quiet beside him.

Finally Milo stopped walking.

“You saw its face.”

“Yes.”

“That was not simply an animal.”

“No.”

Milo rubbed trembling hands together.

“It understood words. It spoke. Sebastian... what if that thing was once human?”

Holt stared toward the dark river.

“I believe it still is.”

The answer chilled Milo more than the cold.

A distant church bell rang somewhere through the fog.

Midnight.

London above them continued sleeping without knowing what moved beneath its streets.

Then Holt suddenly turned toward a nearby building.

An old chemical factory stood beside the riverbank, abandoned for years.

Most windows were shattered.

But one window showed light inside.

Very faint.

Milo noticed immediately.

“Someone’s there.”

Holt’s eyes narrowed.

The boot prints from the tunnel led directly toward the factory entrance.

Without another word, Holt began walking toward it.

The closer they came, the stronger the smell became.

Chemicals.
Rotting flesh.
And something worse beneath it.
Something metallic.
Blood.
Milo’s stomach tightened.

The factory doors stood slightly open.

Fresh scratches covered the wood.

Not claw marks.
Chains.
Heavy chains.
Holt slowly pushed the door open.

Darkness greeted them.

Then came a sound from inside.

A human voice.

Weak.
Crying softly.
“Please...”

Milo looked toward Holt instantly.

The voice came again.

“Don’t leave me here...”
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​Chapter 4: The House of Chains
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The crying came from somewhere deep inside the factory.

Weak.
Broken.
Human.
Milo felt every instinct in his body telling him to turn back.

The abandoned building stood beside the river like a dying giant swallowed by fog. Rusted pipes climbed the outer walls. Broken windows rattled softly in the wind. The smell pouring from inside was unbearable now—a mixture of chemicals, burned metal, and rotting flesh hidden beneath years of dampness.

Holt pushed the heavy door wider.

It groaned loudly.

The crying stopped instantly.

Silence followed.

Milo looked toward the darkness inside. “Perhaps we should return with police.”

“If we leave,” Holt replied quietly, “whoever is inside may disappear before dawn.”

That answer settled it.

Milo tightened his grip on the medical bag hanging from his shoulder and followed Holt into the factory.

The air inside felt strangely warm compared to the freezing streets outside. Water dripped steadily from pipes overhead while old machinery stood abandoned beneath layers of dust and shadow.

But not all the dust was old.

Fresh footprints covered the floor.

Human footprints.

And among them—

Large clawed tracks.

The creature had been here recently.

Holt knelt beside the prints.

“Two men,” he murmured. “Possibly three.”

“Working with the creature?”

“No.”

Holt examined the marks more closely.

“They were dragging something.”

Milo’s eyes moved across the floor.

Long scrape marks disappeared deeper into the building.

The crying began again.

Closer now.

“Please...”

The voice trembled with pain.

Milo hurried forward instinctively.

“Hurry.”

They crossed
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