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​Chapter 1: Fog Over the Thames
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THE STREET WAS TOO quiet.

London never slept—not fully. Even at four in the morning, there was usually something: a siren in the distance, a car rolling past, the hum of life refusing to stop. But tonight, there was nothing.

Only fog.

It clung to the pavement, drifting under the yellow streetlights, swallowing sound and shape. The Thames lay beyond the railing, dark and unmoving, as if the river itself was holding its breath.

Daniel Reeves slowed his pace. He had been running for twenty minutes, breath steady, mind clear. This wasn’t his usual route. He had chosen it for the silence, for the emptiness.

But the silence was wrong.

He felt it before he saw it. A weight in the air. A pause in the rhythm of the city.

Then—something on the ground ahead.

At first, it looked like discarded clothing, a shadow stretched across the fog. But as he drew closer, the shape sharpened.

A body.

Face pale. Skin drained. Eyes open but empty.

Daniel stopped, frozen in the mist. The city around him remained silent, as if waiting.

The first body had been found.

And London would never be the same.
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Chapter 2: The Bloodless Message
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THE BODY SHOULD NOT have been that pale.

Dr. Milo Hart stood under the morgue’s harsh lights, staring at Oliver Hayes as if the man might explain himself. Stainless steel reflected the stillness, doubling the silence.

He checked again. No pulse. No pooling. No trace of blood beneath the skin.
“That’s not possible,” Milo muttered.
Grant entered, coat shrugged off.
“Tell me you’ve got something better than ‘not possible.’”
“I’d love to,” Milo replied.
Grant circled the table, pausing longer than usual.
“He looks... drained.”
“Exactly,” Milo said.
“There is no measurable blood in the body,” Milo added.
“None. Not low. Not reduced. Gone.”
Grant shook his head. “Fantastic. We’re starting the day with impossible.”

The door opened again. Holt entered—quiet, deliberate. His eyes fixed on the corpse.
“Impossible?” Grant asked.
“No,” Holt said. “Only unexplained.”
Milo pressed him. “Explain how a body loses every drop of blood without trauma.”

Holt lifted the shirt. The incision was clean, surgical.
“This was done with skill,” Holt said.
“Medical skill,” Milo added.
“More than that. Surgical precision,” Holt corrected.
Then Holt’s gaze shifted to the neck. Two small punctures. Perfectly aligned.
“Punctures,” Holt said.
Grant groaned. “Don’t say it.”
“They were not accidental,” Holt continued.
“They’re too clean,” Milo agreed.
Grant muttered, “We are not going down the vampire road.”
“They will,” Holt said calmly.
“That’s not reassuring,” Grant replied.
“Because that is exactly what the killer intends,” Holt explained.
A staged performance. A message designed to create fear before understanding.

Oliver Hayes’s life was orderly. No enemies. No struggle. No defensive wounds.
“He was chosen,” Holt said.
“Based on what?” Grant asked.
“That is the correct question,” Holt replied.



By morning, Scotland Yard’s board held one photo: Oliver Hayes.

“This could still be isolated,” Milo said.
“Holt doesn’t think so,” Grant replied.
“I trust patterns,” Grant added.
“And this feels like one,” Milo agreed.
The door opened. Holt entered with another file.
“Not fast enough,” he said.
Another photograph. Another body. Different street. Same condition. Pale. Still. Empty.

“When?” Grant asked.
“An hour ago,” Holt said.
“Two bodies in one night,” Grant muttered.
“No,” Holt corrected. “This one was placed later.”
“They’re escalating,” Milo whispered.
“No,” Holt said, calm and chilling. “They’re already organized.”
Two photos now. Two pale faces. Two empty bodies.

“This isn’t one killer,” Grant said.
“No,” Holt replied.
“Then what are we dealing with?” Milo asked.
Holt turned toward the city beyond the window.
“A system.”
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​Chapter 3: The Clinic Connection
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BY NOON, LONDON WAS no longer calm.

News spread faster than the police could contain it. Two bodies. Same condition. Same strange absence of blood. Headlines whispered one word: Bloodless.

Inside Scotland Yard, the investigation room had transformed. Two faces now on the board—Oliver Hayes and Daniel Crowe. Different lives. Different streets. Same ending.

Grant stared at them, waiting for answers that refused to appear. Milo scanned toxicology reports.
“No drugs. No sedatives. No toxins,” he said.
“So both victims just... allowed it to happen?” Grant muttered.
“No. Something controlled them,” Milo replied.
The door opened. Holt entered quietly, carrying a thin folder. He studied the photographs before speaking.
“Oliver Hayes and Daniel Crowe had no direct connection,” Holt began.
“We already knew that,” Grant sighed.
“But they shared something else,” Holt continued.
“Medical records,” he revealed.
Milo’s eyes froze on the details.
“They both had private consultations... with the same clinic.”
“Which clinic?” Grant pressed.
“Redmere Health Institute,” Milo read aloud.
Grant frowned. “Never heard of it.”
“Most haven’t,” Holt said. “It is not public. Highly exclusive.”
Two victims. Same secretive clinic. Same bloodless deaths.



An hour later, they stood across the street from Redmere Health Institute.

Clean glass exterior. Minimal signage. Quiet entrance. Discreet wealth.

“This is where rich people come to not be seen,” Grant muttered.
“Or to hide something,” Milo added.
“Or to obtain something,” Holt said.
Inside, the atmosphere was controlled. A receptionist greeted them with a professional smile. Too professional. Too prepared.

Moments later, Dr. Elias Voss appeared. Tall. Calm. Too calm.
“Two of your clients are dead,” Grant said.
“I’m aware,” Voss replied.
“Unfortunate,” he added.
Grant’s patience thinned. “Both men were found with no blood.”
“I’ve heard the reports,” Voss said smoothly.
“They had recent appointments here,” Milo pressed.
“That is correct,” Voss admitted.
“What kind of treatments do you offer?” Grant demanded.
“Advanced health optimization,” Voss replied vaguely.
“Blood extraction,” Holt interrupted.
The room shifted. Voss’s eyes flickered.
“Routine procedures,” he said.
“How much blood?” Holt asked.
“Standard quantities,” Voss replied.
Grant stepped in. “We’ll need your records.”
“Of course,” Voss said—too easily.



That evening, the files from Redmere lay open at Scotland Yard.

“Everything looks clean,” Milo said.
“Too clean?” Grant asked.
“Yes,” Milo confirmed.
“The clinic is involved,” Holt said.
“Directly?” Milo asked.
“Not openly,” Holt replied.
“They’re not just patients,” Holt said finally.
“They were selected.”
“For what?” Grant asked.
“A process,” Holt answered.
The phone rang. Grant picked it up. His expression changed.
“They found another body,” he said quietly.
“...outside the clinic.”
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​Chapter 4: The Pattern Left Behind
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THE CROWD GATHERED faster this time.

By the time Grant’s car pulled up outside Redmere Health Institute, the street was already sealed with barriers. Police lights cut through the fog, flashing blue against the clinic’s glass façade. People stood at a distance—whispering, watching, waiting.

Grant stepped out first.
“This is getting out of control.”
Milo followed, scanning the scene. Holt came last—silent, observing.

The body lay ten meters from the entrance. Not hidden. Not abandoned. Placed.

Grant crouched beside it. Male. Mid-forties. Well-dressed. Expensive watch still on his wrist. Untouched.
Milo knelt beside him. Pale skin. Stillness. Unnatural calm.
“It’s him again,” Milo said quietly.
“No blood,” Grant muttered.
“None,” Milo confirmed.
No witnesses. No explanation. Just precision.

Holt studied the placement. The angle. The surroundings. Then the clinic itself—too clean, too untouched.
“This one’s different,” Grant said.
“He was left here,” Milo realized.
“On purpose,” Grant nodded.
“A message,” Holt added.
The puncture marks were there again. Identical. Perfectly placed.
“Consistency indicates system,” Holt said.
“Or practice,” Grant countered.
“Both,” Holt replied.



Inside the clinic, tension replaced calm. Staff moved too quietly.

Dr. Elias Voss stood at reception as they entered. His expression was careful now.

“Another one of your clients,” Grant said sharply.
“Yes,” Voss replied.
“You expected this,” Holt pressed.
“I did not,” Voss said.
“But you are not surprised,” Holt countered.
“How many clients are under treatment?” Holt asked.
“Approximately seventy,” Voss admitted.
Grant blinked. “Seventy?”
“That’s a lot of potential victims,” Milo whispered.
“You are making assumptions,” Voss said.
“No,” Holt corrected. “We are recognizing a pattern.”



Back at Scotland Yard, the board had grown. Three photographs. Three pale faces. Three empty bodies.

“This is accelerating,” Milo said.
“Three in less than twenty-four hours,” Grant muttered.
“They’re not slowing down,” Milo added.
“They want us to see this,” Holt said.
“Why?” Milo asked.
“To control the narrative,” Holt replied.
“The vampire,” Grant sighed.
“Yes,” Holt nodded.
“To distract from reality,” Holt continued.
“And what’s the reality?” Grant asked.
“This is organized,” Holt said.
“Planned,” Milo added.
“And big,” Grant finished.



Late that night, Milo studied the scans again. Something felt wrong. Not just the absence of blood. Something deeper.

He leaned closer. Then froze. His eyes widened.

“The hearts...” he whispered.

He checked the second report. Then the third. His breathing slowed. Focus sharpened.

He grabbed his phone.
“Holt. You need to come back.”
“Why?” Holt asked.
“The hearts. They weren’t removed after death.”
Silence.
“When?” Holt pressed.
“...while they were still alive,” Milo said quietly.
The line went silent.

And somewhere in London—another victim was already being prepared.
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​Chapter 5: The Anatomy of Control
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THE WORDS DID NOT LEAVE Milo’s mind.

While they were still alive.

They echoed again and again, heavier each time.

He stood in the autopsy room, staring at scans spread across the lightboard. Three bodies. Three identical internal patterns. Three impossible deaths. And one horrifying truth: the hearts had been removed before death.



Holt entered first. Silent. Grant followed, tense.
“You said this couldn’t wait,” Grant snapped.
“It couldn’t,” Milo replied.
“The cardiac extraction points,” Milo explained, pointing to the scans.
“The heart wasn’t removed post-mortem. They were alive when it happened.”
Silence.

Grant’s face hardened. “So they felt it.”

No one answered. Holt’s eyes stayed on the scans.
“Precise timing,” he said.
“Yes,” Milo confirmed.
“What kind of person can do that?” Grant demanded.
“Not a person,” Holt said calmly.
“A system.”



Milo switched the image. Zoomed in. Two puncture marks on the neck. Under magnification, they weren’t teeth.
“Dual-needle insertion,” Holt said.
“Medical equipment?” Grant asked.
“Yes. High precision,” Milo confirmed.
Grant let out a dry laugh. “So no vampire.”
“Correct,” Holt said.
“Good. Because I’m not filing that report.”
Milo’s voice tightened. “Whatever this is... it’s worse.”



Later, the investigation board expanded. Photos. Reports. Connections. Redmere Health Institute at the center.

“Three victims. All clients,” Grant said.
“All wealthy. All healthy,” Milo added.
“And all selected,” Holt concluded.
“The procedure wasn’t rushed,” Milo explained.
“It means control,” Holt said.
“They are following a process,” Holt continued.
“A process that kills people,” Grant muttered.
“Yes,” Holt replied.



The next morning, Holt stood outside Redmere. Watching. Waiting.

A black car arrived. A man in his fifties, expensive suit, confident posture. Another client. Another potential victim.

“You think they’re still operating?” Grant asked.
“Yes,” Holt said.
“After three bodies?”
“Because of them,” Holt replied.
“They’re not afraid,” Grant realized.
“No,” Holt confirmed.
Milo arrived with records. “More clients. Same clinic. Same type.”
“Type?” Grant asked.
“Genetic markers,” Milo explained. “Rare blood traits. High oxygen efficiency. Regenerative capacity. Longevity.”
“They’re not choosing randomly,” Holt said.
“They’re harvesting,” Grant muttered.



Inside the clinic, unseen behind glass walls, a hidden room waited.

A man lay on a table. Alive. Barely. Eyes wide. Terrified. Machines hummed. Two figures worked calmly.
“Vitals stable.”
“Begin extraction.”
Two needles descended. Precise. Perfect. The process began.



Outside, Holt’s gaze stayed fixed on the building.
“They are not hiding,” he said.
“They’re operating openly,” Milo added.
“Because no one sees the truth,” Holt said.
“And what is the truth?” Grant asked.
“This is not murder,” Holt said.
Milo’s voice shook. “Then what is it?”
“It’s production,” Holt answered.
Grant’s phone rang. His expression changed instantly.
“They didn’t find a body this time,” he said.
Milo’s heart skipped. “Where?”
Grant looked at him.
“...inside the river.”
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