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​CHAPTER 1 — THE FIRST CUT
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The body lay where the fog liked to gather—close enough to the river that the air tasted metallic, far enough from the streetlamps that everything beyond ten feet blurred into a smear of gray. River Street was quiet at this hour, the cobblestones damp from the night mist, the bars long since emptied. The only sound was the soft lap of the Savannah River against the old stone wall, like the city itself was holding its breath.

Detective Mara Lynwood stood at the edge of the perimeter tape, her badge hanging from her fingers instead of clipped to her belt where it belonged. She hadn’t worn a badge in months. Her captain knew it. The department knew it. She knew it more than anyone.

“Lynwood,” a voice called behind her. Captain Reeves—square jaw, permanent scowl, tired enough to sound carved from granite—gestured her forward. “You’re up.”

Mara stepped beneath the tape, boots tapping softly against the uneven stones. She tried not to look like the walk from her car had required every ounce of resolve she had left. Coming back here... she’d hoped she wouldn’t have to. But one phone call had ripped the door open again.

A woman. Early thirties. Left side of the throat opened with one precise, surgical slash. Not jagged. Not frenzied. Placed. Like the killer wanted it seen. Wanted the cut to be the first thing anyone noticed.

The victim’s dress—cream-colored, now soaked through with red—was arranged carefully, not tossed. A fold here. A smoothing of fabric there. At first glance it looked almost tender. Then Mara stepped closer.

“God,” she whispered. Not from shock, but recognition.

Victorian precision.

A single, practiced blade stroke from behind the carotid. No hesitation wound. No deviation in angle. The kind of cut someone studied. Someone rehearsed.

Reeves stepped beside her. “I didn’t want you here,” he muttered. He wasn’t being cruel; he was being honest. “But this... this felt like your kind of nightmare.”

Mara kept her eyes on the wound. She forced her breath steady. “Who found her?”

“Tourist couple around four a.m. Thought she was drunk at first. You know how the river gets at night.”

She did. Savannah had a way of gathering secrets along the waterline. And bodies, when the wrong kind of person wanted to make a point.

A scrap of paper caught her eye—tucked beneath the victim’s palm. Half a page torn from something old. Newsprint maybe. Yellowed, soft, brittle. Mara leaned down, latex gloves already snapping into place.

It was a fragment of a newspaper article. A single line legible through the smear of blood:

“...the work of a monster the police cannot catch...”

Victorian font. London Gazette style.

Her stomach tightened.

“Ripper copycat?” Reeves asked quietly.

Mara didn’t look at him. “Maybe. Or someone who wants us to think so.”

But inside, a cold weight settled beneath her ribs.

The cut. The placement. The message.

This wasn’t imitation.

This was a declaration.

She stood, letting the cool river air slip into her lungs, tasting rust and river brine. She wasn’t supposed to be back on the job. Not after the breakdown. Not after the panic attack that had left her shaking on her bathroom floor months ago. Not after the department therapist’s stern caution: You’re not ready.

But standing here now—her boots in the blood-wet cobblestones, fog drifting over the corpse like a burial shroud—Mara felt something she hadn’t felt in months.

Purpose.

Or maybe dread.

They felt the same at first.

Reeves exhaled the kind of breath that meant trouble. “The mayor wants results. The press is already chomping at it. I need your head on straight, Lynwood. Don’t make me regret this.”

Mara kept her gaze on the woman’s frozen face, the stillness that never should’ve belonged to someone this young. She swallowed hard.

“I won’t,” she said.

But the lie flickered behind her teeth.

Because deep down, one truth whispered through the fog, quiet as river water brushing the stones:

Someone had brought her back for a reason.

And the reason was just beginning.



The medical examiner’s van pulled up just as the first hint of dawn bled into the sky. Mara watched the pale orange glow catch on the ripples of the river, turning the surface into shifting shards of light. She hated the mornings at crime scenes—the way sunlight tried to pretend nothing terrible had happened just hours before. Night hid the horror. Morning exposed it.

Dr. Liora Graves stepped out of the van, dark hair in a tight braid, eyes already scanning the area with surgical focus. She offered Mara a look somewhere between sympathy and warning.

“You’re not supposed to be back,” Liora murmured as she crouched beside the victim. “I assume Reeves ignored three therapists to make this happen.”

“Two therapists,” Mara said. “The third just gave up.”

Liora huffed a quiet sound—maybe amusement, maybe exhaustion. “Then welcome back to hell.”

They worked in silence for a moment. Liora examined the wound, gently lifting the victim’s chin. The morning light caught the dried streaks on the woman’s cheek.

“She cried,” Liora said softly. “Then she tried to speak after the cut. See the blood spatter on the lower lip? She was still breathing for a few seconds.”

Mara steadied herself. “Any signs of restraint?”

“No rope abrasions. No bruising on the wrists. She wasn’t tied down.”

“So she went willingly.”

Or was approached by someone she trusted.

Mara’s eyes drifted to the victim’s shoes—expensive heels, now smeared with grime. She didn’t fit the profile of someone wandering River Street alone at night. Something was off.

A gust of cold river wind lifted the corner of the old newspaper scrap in her evidence bag. Mara kept glancing at it, unable to shake the itch at the back of her mind. The font... the language... the yellowing fibers...

She had seen something like it before.

A long time ago.

Back when she was thirteen.

Back when Lily was still alive.

A flicker of memory flashed unwanted: Lily sitting cross-legged on her bedroom floor, clipped Victorian newspaper articles spread around her like a strange collage. She’d had a fascination with historical mysteries. Crime stories. Unsolved things.

Mara swallowed hard, pushing the memory back into the dark corner where she kept everything related to her sister.

Focus.

“Time of death?” she asked.

Liora checked her watch. “I’ll confirm later, but looks like between 2:00 and 3:00 a.m. Killer knew where the cameras were. He approached from the blind spot near the old cannery building.”

“Purposely?”

“No one stumbles into that angle by accident.”

Mara felt the question before she spoke it:

How many times has someone been here before? Practicing? Watching?

Reeves approached, his voice low. “We’re locking down this entire stretch of River Street. Patrol’s canvassing every bar, club, hotel, and security camera within a mile radius.”

Mara nodded, though she knew it wouldn’t matter. Organized killers didn’t leave trails. They left messages.

“What about ID?” she asked.

“No wallet. No phone,” Reeves said. “Either she was robbed—or someone didn’t want us knowing who she was yet.”

A rookie officer jogged over, breathless. “Detectives—found something in the alley.”

They followed him twenty yards north, where a narrow brick hallway between buildings funneled toward darkness. Near the wall, half-hidden behind a loose board, lay a small velvet pouch. Deep red. Hand-stitched. Old-fashioned.

Mara lifted it carefully.

Inside was a folded card—the thick, textured kind used in the late 1800s. On it, written in elegant ink:

“The first cut honors tradition.

The next will honor truth.”

No signature.

No initials.

Just one small, perfect rose pressed flat inside the card.

Not a real one.

A paper rose.

Newsprint.

Liora exhaled sharply. Reeves muttered something under his breath.

But Mara’s pulse dropped into a cold, steady beat.

Not because of the Victorian theatrics.

Not because of the taunt.

But because of the exact typeface printed on the newspaper-petal rose—

The same newspaper Lily used to cut her articles from.

Mara felt the world tilt.

This wasn’t random.

It wasn’t just a killer resurrecting the Ripper.

This was personal.

And the first cut was already deeper than she wanted to admit.



By the time the body was lifted into the van, the sun had fully broken through the skyline, throwing long bars of gold across the river. The light made everything look sharper—the tape, the blood, the cracks in the cobblestones. Savannah always wore its age on the surface, but this morning, it looked ancient. Like a city remembering something it had tried to forget.

Mara stepped away from the crowd of uniforms and ducked beneath the iron railing overlooking the water. She needed a moment where no one stared at her like she might crumble. Again.

Her reflection rippled on the river’s surface—fractured, wavering, never settling. She felt like that most days.

Reeves approached quietly, hands shoved in his coat pockets. “You holding up?”

“Define ‘holding,’” she replied dryly.

He didn’t smile. Reeves wasn’t the smiling type. “You’re seeing something I’m not. What is it?”

Mara hesitated. She didn’t want to sound unhinged her first hour back. But ignoring her gut was what had destroyed her last time. She wasn’t doing that again.

“The rose,” she said finally. “The newspaper it’s folded from. That type wasn’t random.”

“Plenty of old reproductions out there,” Reeves countered.

“Not this one,” Mara said. “It’s not a reproduction. It’s authentic print from the London Gazette’s Victorian archives. You can tell by the ink density and fiber breakdown.”

Reeves lifted an eyebrow. “And you know that because...?”

She didn’t answer.

He didn’t press.

Mara leaned against the railing, staring at the stretch of quiet water. “He wanted us to find it. To know exactly what he’s referencing. This isn’t a simple copycat.”

“No,” Reeves agreed. “It’s deliberate. Ritualistic.”

“Calculated,” Mara added. “And he’s studied more than just the Ripper. He studied the investigators too. Their mistakes. Their blind spots.”

“Great,” Reeves muttered. “Love dealing with someone who does his homework.”

A gull screeched overhead, swooping low enough to snag a piece of trash drifting along the water before soaring toward the far bank. Mara’s eyes tracked it absently.

“You sure you’re ready for this?” Reeves asked quietly.

There it was—the question everyone had been too polite to ask aloud.

Mara kept her gaze on the water. “I’m here.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

She swallowed the bitter taste rising in her throat. “This case needs someone who thinks like he does.”

“That’s exactly what worries me.”

She flinched—not visibly, but enough that Reeves noticed.

He sighed, voice softening.

“Look... I didn’t pull you back to punish you. You’re one of the best detectives I’ve got. But if this case triggers—”

“It already has,” Mara cut in, steady and honest. “But that doesn’t matter. I can handle it.”

He studied her a long moment. “You called me the night before you went on leave,” he said quietly. “You were shaking so bad I barely understood you. This guy... this case... it’s too close to Lily for my comfort.”

Mara closed her eyes, just for a second.

Lily.

Even hearing her sister’s name felt like pressure against an old wound.

She inhaled once, controlled. “Lily isn’t the case.”

“No,” Reeves said. “But she’s the reason you break.”

A beat of silence stretched between them.

The kind that said they both knew he was right.

Mara turned away from the railing. “I’m going to Crime Lab,” she said. “Have them test that paper scrap. If it’s truly a Victorian original, we’ll know someone had to source it illegally.”

Reeves nodded. “The ME will call when the full autopsy is ready.”

As she walked back toward her car, the morning crowd was beginning to form—joggers, early-shop workers, curious onlookers pressing against the tape, their whispers mixing with the hum of the city waking up.

River Street looked normal again.

Except Mara knew normal had just ended.

Her phone buzzed. Unknown number.

Against every instinct, she answered.

A distorted voice, whisper-soft, breathed through the speaker:

“Detective Lynwood...

Don’t be late for the second lesson.”

The line went dead.

Mara froze on the cobblestones, the morning sun suddenly too bright, too warm, too wrong.

Because the voice hadn’t said first lesson.

He’d said second.

Which meant he believed the first one had already happened.

And Mara had no idea what she’d missed.
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​CHAPTER 2 — BLOOD ON THE COBBLESTONES
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By late morning, River Street had been scrubbed clean—at least on the surface. The blood was gone, the body gone, the crowds gone—but the cobblestones still held the memory of it. Mara could feel it in the air, the same way she felt storms before they broke. A pressure. A heaviness. A whispering of something unfinished.

She walked the length of the scene again, this time without the chaos of flashing lights or uniforms marking evidence. Just her, the river breeze, and the ghost of what had happened.

She crouched near the drainage grate where a thin, reddish smear clung stubbornly to the metal. Cleanup crews always missed something.

“Why here?” she murmured to herself. “Why the river?”

The Ripper in London had killed in alleyways, dark streets, cramped corners of Whitechapel. But this killer wasn’t hiding. This killer wanted spectacle—wanted a stage where the city itself acted as witness.

Savannah’s historic waterfront was perfect for that.

Tourists. Nightlife. Cameras. Shadows. Water.

Water carries things away, she thought. Evidence. Blood. Secrets.

She rose, turning toward the alley where the velvet pouch had been found. The crime techs had already packed up, leaving the brick walls damp with mist. She ran her fingers over the rough mortar, feeling the cold seep through her gloves.

Then she saw it—what she’d missed earlier.

A faint residue along the wall, barely visible unless the angle of light was perfect. A thin line of spray, so fine it looked like dust.

Arterial mist.

Not from the primary cut—this was too elevated, too far from where the victim fell.

Meaning:

The killer moved her. Or he cut her a second time, higher, closer to the wall.

Mara leaned in, examining the speckling. Perfect arc. Controlled. Deliberate.

“Damn,” she whispered. “You’re enjoying this.”

As she stood, something white caught her attention near the corner of the alley—a folded sliver of paper wedged beneath a loose cobblestone.

Her pulse kicked.

Mara knelt, prying it free carefully. It unfolded with the fragile weight of something older than it should be, the fibers browned, the ink faded.

A rose again. But different this time.

Instead of a single flower, five petals were folded around each other, each containing a fragment of printed text. She read them one by one:

“...the women wander unprotected...”

“...a city drowning in shadows...”

“...police baffled...”

“...the killer mocks the law...”

“...no one is safe after nightfall...”

All real lines.

All taken from authentic 1888 Ripper coverage.

This wasn’t just theatrics.

He was recreating the media frenzy too.

A chill worked its way into her spine as she folded the rose back into the evidence bag.

Behind her, footsteps approached. She didn’t need to turn to know it was Liora—her stride was unmistakable: sharp, purposeful, quiet like she didn’t want anyone to hear her coming.

“Autopsy’s done,” Liora said, her voice low. “And Mara... you’re going to want to sit down for this.”

Mara didn’t sit. She rarely did.

“Tell me.”

“The cut pattern is surgical,” Liora said. “Not amateur. Not self-taught from YouTube videos or gore forums. This person knows anatomy. Could be medical field, emergency services, maybe even military.”

That narrowed the pool—slightly.

Savannah was crawling with ex-military, nurses, doctors, paramedics.

“Anything else?” Mara asked.

Liora hesitated—a rare thing.

“There was something under the victim’s fingernails. Tissue.”

“His skin?”

“No.” Liora swallowed. “Something else. Something... older.”

Mara’s heartbeat stalled.

“Older meaning what?”

“I can’t say for sure until testing is complete—but the tissue didn’t look fresh. Whoever the killer is... he may have brought biological material from a different crime scene. Maybe even an older one.”

Mara felt her mouth go dry.

Liora held her gaze. “He’s blending crimes, Mara. Past and present. A timeline that doesn’t make sense.”

It made sense to Mara.

Too much sense.

Lily’s case.

The decades-old disappearance.

The Victorian articles.

The killer wasn’t mimicking history.

He was braiding it.

“Mara?” Liora asked softly. “You’re pale.”

Mara steadied her breathing. “I’m fine.”

She wasn’t.

But she didn’t have time to be anything else.

Her phone buzzed again.

Same unknown number as before.

She answered on instinct.

A voice—mechanically distorted, whisper-thin—spoke five words:

“Lesson Two begins at dusk.”

The call ended.

And for the first time in years, the river wind felt cold enough to hurt.



By the time Mara reached her car, her hands were trembling. Not visibly—never visibly—but enough that she felt the faint tremor when she fit the key into the ignition. She sat there for a moment, forehead resting against the steering wheel, trying to breathe the panic out of her chest.

Lesson Two begins at dusk.

The words sat in her mind like a stone dropped into deep water—no splash, just sinking.

She forced herself upright. She didn’t have the luxury of unraveling. Not today.

As she pulled away from the riverfront, the city moved around her in soft blur—tourists spilling out of breakfast spots, street artists setting up easels, trolley bells ringing through the squares. Savannah looked peaceful. Ordinary. But Mara knew what lurked beneath ordinary.

Mara parked outside Forensic Analysis, the squat concrete building where evidence went to be given a voice. Inside, the bright fluorescent lights hummed overhead, too clean, too sterile compared to the damp alleys she’d just left behind.

Linda Garvey—senior forensic tech—looked up from her scope when Mara entered. Linda was short, round-shouldered from years hunched over microscopes, and sharp as a scalpel.

“You look like s***,” Linda said bluntly. “Welcome back.”

“Good to see you too,” Mara replied, handing over the new rose.

Linda unfolded the evidence bag, eyes widening. “Lovely. Another Victorian Valentine. What a charmer.”

“Tell me you can date the ink,” Mara said.

“I can try. Authentic period ink oxidizes differently. But if this was preserved or restored, it’ll complicate things.” Linda adjusted her glasses. “That tissue sample from the victim’s nails? Liora wants you in the lab later. Says it’s... weird.”

Everything about this case was weird.

But something else had been clawing at Mara’s mind since the alley—something she wasn’t ready to say out loud. The newsprint typeface. The pattern. The exact phrasing on the fragments.

She wasn’t imagining it.

They were the same print Lily used to cut from reproduction archives she’d ordered online when she was eleven. Lily had been obsessed with unsolved mysteries—Jack the Ripper, The Black Dahlia, the Monster of Florence. Mara used to tease her for it.

But the Ripper had been her favorite.

Because she said the cops had failed the women.

Failed to protect them.

Failed to see the killer hiding in plain sight.

Mara swallowed against the rising tide of memory.

Not now. Later.

Linda sealed the bag and carried it to her workstation. “Give me an hour. Maybe less if the ink cooperates.”

Mara nodded and stepped into the hallway, needing air.

Her phone buzzed again—another unknown number—but when she answered this time, there was no voice. Just static. Soft. Hissing. Then a faint click, like a needle lifting from a vinyl record.

And then music.

Old music.

Grainy, thin, warped with age.

A violin.

Slow.

Mournful.

Mara’s lungs froze.

It was the same song Lily used to play on repeat as a kid—Danse Macabre, the eerie orchestral piece she said made her feel “alive inside darkness.”

The Ripper was playing Lily’s song.

Mara whispered into the phone, “Who the hell are you?”

The music stopped abruptly, replaced by a single whispered line:

“You missed the warning in her bedroom.”

Her heart slammed painfully against her ribs.

“What warning?” Mara demanded. “What did you see? What did you touch?”

The voice didn’t answer.

Just soft breathing.

Measured.

Calm.

Then:

“Dusk, Detective. Don’t disappoint her again.”

The line cut out.

Mara stood frozen, staring at her reflection in the glass door—eyes wide, jaw clenched, the sharp edges of fear carved into her face.

Her sister had been gone for twenty-five years.

Her bedroom untouched since the day she vanished.

And now someone was telling Mara she’d missed something—something in Lily’s room.

Something the killer thought mattered.

Something he believed she wasn’t brave enough to face again.

Mara exhaled shakily.

“Fine,” she whispered to no one. “If it’s a message you want...”

She turned and walked out into the sunlight, spine straightening, resolve hardening with every step.

“...I’ll read it myself.”



The Lynwood house sat on the quiet end of Whitaker Street, tucked beneath the shadow of a sprawling live oak that had been there longer than any of them. The branches draped over the roof like a hand shielding the place from sunlight—or trapping it in.

Mara hadn’t been back in months.

Her mother’s curtains were drawn, as always. A thin streak of dust coated the porch rail. Even through closed windows, Mara could hear the soft hum of the ancient box fan inside. Nothing changed here. Time didn’t move in a normal way inside this house. It pooled. It collected. It lingered.

Much like Lily’s absence.

Mara hesitated at the door, fingers brushing the small dent in the frame—Lily’s bike had made that mark. She used to race down the driveway too fast, pretending she was escaping monsters only she could see. Mara did the same at her age, but the monsters had been real.

Her mother opened the door before Mara could knock. She looked tired but alert—like she hadn’t slept and didn’t plan to.

“Mara,” she said, her voice lined with something between relief and dread. “I saw the news.”

“It’s better if we don’t discuss the case,” Mara replied.

Her mother stepped aside. “You’re here because of Lily.”

There was no point lying. Not when her mother had built an entire life around knowing grief by instinct.

Mara followed her inside. The house smelled like lavender soap and old paper. The TV murmured quietly in the living room, some daytime show playing without sound. A blanket lay across the couch—her mother’s nighttime companion.

“I need to see Lily’s room,” Mara said.

Her mother’s shoulders stiffened. “You know I keep that door closed.”

“I know,” Mara said gently. “But someone... someone called me this morning. They mentioned her room. They said I missed something.”

Her mother’s hands tightened around the edge of the counter. “A cruel prank.”

“Maybe.”

But Mara didn’t believe that. And her mother could see it in her face.

She didn’t protest again. Instead, she walked down the hallway without another word.

The door to Lily’s room had once been painted yellow. Bright, cheerful. Now the color had faded into something dull and ghostly, like sunshine trapped beneath dust. Mara stopped in front of it, the same way she had at sixteen, twenty, thirty—always with the same pressure behind her ribs, the same weight in her chest.

Her mother unlocked the door.

“Mara,” she said softly. “Whatever you’re looking for... I don’t think you’ll find comfort in it.”

“I’m not looking for comfort.”

Her mother nodded once and stepped aside.

Mara pushed the door open.

The air inside was still, stale, preserved like a museum display of a life frozen mid-breath. Posters on the wall—constellations, violin concertos, a framed sketch Lily had drawn of Savannah’s skyline. Books were stacked on the desk in uneven piles, the top one still open to the page Lily had read last. A single hair clip sat beside it, the enamel chipped.

Mara’s throat tightened.

Everything was exactly as it had been the night Lily vanished. The night Mara came home to an empty room and a mother screaming her sister’s name.

She stepped inside.

The floor creaked under her weight. Dust motes drifted lazily in the slant of afternoon light slicing through the blinds.

The bedspread—the same floral pattern Lily loved—was smooth, untouched. Mara ran her fingertips along the edge, feeling the faint ridges of embroidered flowers.

“Mara...” her mother whispered from the doorway, voice trembling, “maybe this isn’t good for you.”

But Mara had already moved to the desk.

The violin lay on the chair. Lily’s prized possession. Mara lifted the bow with reverence, then lowered it, setting it exactly where she found it. She scanned the desk.

Books. Notebooks. A jar of dried flowers.

And beneath the books—barely visible—a corner of yellowed paper.

Her pulse quickened.

She moved the stack aside.

There, resting flat against the wood, was a clipping.

A torn piece of the London Gazette, dated 1888.

Victorian crime report. Ripper coverage.

Mara leaned in.

The edges were browned. Fragile. Authentic.

And on the back—written in a child’s delicate handwriting—were three words:

“He watches me.”

Mara felt the room tilt.

Her mother gasped behind her. “What is that?”

Mara didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

Because the handwriting wasn’t just Lily’s.

It was dated in the corner, faint pencil marks:

8/14

The night before she vanished.

Her head buzzed.

If Lily had written that—if she believed someone was watching her—

This wasn’t the work of a stranger.

Not then.

Not now.

Mara read the phrase again and again, her heartbeat pounding in her ears.

Who was “he”?

Who had been watching Lily?

And why was the killer now taunting her with the same newspaper?

Her phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

Mara answered with shaking hands.

The same distorted voice whispered:

“Now you see it.”

Mara’s breath left her in a cold rush.

The voice continued, calm and almost soothing:

“Lesson Two begins with truth.

Lesson Three begins with blood.”

Then the line cut.

And Mara was left standing in Lily’s room—her sister’s warning in her hand, the river wind whispering through a cracked window, and the sinking realization that the killer’s lessons weren’t random.

They were personal.

Inevitable.

Inevitable and aimed straight at her.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​CHAPTER 3 — THE AUTOPSY
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The autopsy room was cold enough to bite. Not the superficial chill of air-conditioning, but the deeper kind—like the walls themselves remembered every body they’d seen and exhaled the memory back into the air.

Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, harsh and unforgiving. Stainless steel gleamed like wet bone.

Mara stood beside the examination table, arms crossed tightly against her chest, while Dr. Liora Graves prepared her instruments. Gloves snapped. Metal clinked. Paper rustled.

Then Liora lifted the white sheet.

The victim—Jane Doe for now—lay pale and rigid, the incision at her throat clean as an artist’s stroke.

Mara forced her breath steady.

Liora pointed with a gloved hand. “Here. Start with the primary wound.”

The cut was precise. Surgical. Smooth as a scalpel glide. The edges showed no hesitation marks, no jagged inconsistencies. It was a signature—not of sloppiness, but of mastery.

“Angle of entry matches the kill pattern of Mary Ann Nichols,” Liora said. “Downward. Left to right. Deep enough to sever major vessels immediately.”

Mara felt something cold settle in her stomach. Mary Ann Nichols—the first canonical Ripper victim.

Liora moved down the torso, exposing the second wound.

“This,” she said, “is what changed my entire report.”

It wasn’t visible at the crime scene. The killer had concealed it beneath clothing.

A long, vertical slash across the abdomen.

Not as deep. But unmistakable.

Mara swallowed hard. “Organ displacement?”

“None taken. But the cut is the same length, depth, and location as Nichols. Whoever did this studied the autopsy notes from 1888.”

Liora reached for a small tray containing a cloth-wrapped object.

“Found this inside the wound.”

She unwrapped it.

Mara froze.

It was another rose.

But unlike the first two paper roses, this one wasn’t delicate—it was packed tight, almost compressed, as if the killer had folded it with too much force.

The newsprint was soaked in the victim’s blood. The ink had bled into the fibers, creating dark spiderweb lines.

Liora used a scalpel to carefully pry one petal open.

Inside was a handwritten message in old ink:

“A new city.

A new hunt.

A better audience.”

Mara felt the hairs rise on the back of her neck.

Liora continued, “He’s not improvising. He’s reenacting. On a modern stage.”

“The Autumn Market,” Mara said quietly. “He’s giving them a show.”

“And you.”

Mara’s jaw tightened.

Liora moved back to the victim’s hands. “Something else. Look.”

She lifted the right hand gently.

Under the cold light, faint lines were visible on the woman’s palm—thin, deliberate cuts. Not made during the struggle. Not random.

Three straight lines.

Parallel.

Evenly spaced.

Mara leaned in. “Is that a symbol?”

Liora nodded. “It’s an old tally mark system. Prison gangs used it. So did Victorian slum children.”

“Three marks,” Mara murmured.

Liora looked directly at her. “Three warns of a sequence. Or a count.”

Mara understood immediately.

Three marks meant victim number one was only the beginning.

“Liora...” Mara whispered. “He’s counting down.”

Something flickered across Liora’s expression—fear, quickly hidden.

“There’s more,” she said, moving to the victim’s jawline. “Look at the bruising here.”

Barely visible. Just a faint pressure pattern, crescent-shaped.

Mara frowned. “What is that? A grip mark?”

“A hand,” Liora said quietly. “Placed gently. Not forceful. More like... caressing.”

The word made Mara’s stomach twist.

“This wasn’t anger,” Liora said. “Or frenzy. This was ritual. Affectionate ritual.”

Mara stepped back, swallowing bile.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket.

Unknown number.

She didn’t want to answer it—not in this room, not with the body lying beneath the lights—but she did.

As soon as she lifted the phone to her ear, she heard it again:

That same old violin piece.

Danse Macabre.

Lily’s song.

Mara closed her eyes. “What do you want?”

The music lowered until it was just a dull hum under the caller’s voice.

Calm.

Measured.

Delicately amused.

“You’re watching the wrong body, Detective.”

Mara stiffened. “What does that mean?”

“Lesson Three is about what you fail to see.”

Her throat tightened.

“What haven’t I seen?”

The voice paused, savoring her fear.

“He left you a gift near the river. You walked past it twice.”

Mara’s heart pounded.

The caller continued:

“You’re late again, Mara.

And the next lesson begins soon.”

Click.

Silence.

Mara lowered the phone slowly, pulse hammering in her ears.

She turned to Liora.

“Bag everything,” she said. “I need the full autopsy file in my hands within the hour.”

Liora nodded, already moving.

Mara walked out of the autopsy room and into the blinding hallway light, her mind racing.

If the killer had left something behind...

It meant he wasn’t just reenacting history.

He was rewriting it.

With Mara as his lead investigator.

And his favorite audience.



The riverfront was different at midday. Brighter. Busier. Couples spilled out of restaurants with plastic cups in hand, gulls screeched overhead, and trolley bells clanged distantly. But beneath all that movement was a thin, invisible thread tightening around Mara’s spine.

She retraced her earlier steps along the cobblestones, replaying the killer’s words on a loop:

“You walked past it twice.”

A gift.

Left for her.

She scanned every crack, every alley, every gutter. Nothing looked out of place—at least not to the untrained eye. But Mara wasn’t anyone else.

She crouched near the railing overlooking the water and examined the stone walkway beneath it. Most tourists never looked down. Most cops didn’t either.

But Mara did.

A faint glimmer caught her eye—something metallic wedged between two stones.

She knelt, pried the object loose with her gloved fingers, and held it to the light.

A coin.

Small. Old. Smooth around the edges.

A Victorian silver threepence.

Her heart kicked.

On one side: Queen Victoria’s profile.

On the other: A date.

1888.

Of course he left this.

Of course he chose the year of the Ripper’s murders.

But it wasn’t the date that made her stomach twist.

It was the engraving scratched crudely across the Queen’s cheek:

“NEXT.”

The letters were jagged. Hasty. The kind of scratch you make with a blade.

Mara stood slowly, scanning the area. The gift wasn’t a message—it was a timer. A warning disguised in a tourist trinket.

She pocketed the coin and moved along the walkway, her eyes tracking the river’s slow crawl. That’s when she saw it—another shine beneath the wooden pier to her left. Something dangling.

She stepped closer.

From one of the lower beams hung a thin strip of fabric, fluttering in the river breeze. Mara reached down and caught it—soft, light, almost silky.

A piece of clothing?

No.

She held it up and realized what it was.

A torn ribbon.

White.

Stained at the tip with dried blood.

Victorian-style.

The same kind little girls used to tie their hair.

Her pulse slammed hard.

Lily used to wear ribbons like this.

She stared at the fragment, the breeze lifting the ends. It was old—far too old to be part of last night’s scene. Frayed. Discolored with more than just blood.

Old enough to have been stored.

Saved.

Kept.

God.

The killer wasn’t just reenacting crimes.

He was pulling from history—his own history.

Mara took out her phone and snapped photos.

Behind her, boots clicked against cobblestone.

She turned.

It was Reeves.

He studied her face, then the ribbon clenched in her hand.

“What the hell is that?” he asked.

“A gift,” Mara said. Her voice was lower than she intended. “He left it for me.”

Reeves stepped closer. “Mara... that looks old.”

“It is.”

“Older than this case?”

“Much older.”

Reeves’ jaw tightened. “Talk to me, Lynwood.”

She hesitated. Just long enough for him to notice.

Reeves’ voice softened. “You think this has something to do with Lily.”

Mara closed her eyes.

“It’s not a thought,” she said quietly. “It’s a feeling. And he knows it. He’s feeding it.”

Reeves cursed under his breath and looked toward the river like the killer might surface from the water at any moment.

“We can’t let him drag you into this emotionally,” he said. “That’s exactly what he wants.”

Mara turned toward the alley where the first paper rose had been found.

She could almost feel eyes on her—somewhere unseen, somewhere high.

“Reeves...” she murmured.

“Yeah?”

“He’s already inside my head.”

Reeves’ gaze sharpened. “Then we get him out.”

Before she could reply, her phone buzzed again.

Not a call.

A text.

Unknown number.

One image attachment.

Mara opened it.

Her breath caught.

The picture was of Lily’s bedroom door—taken just hours earlier, before Mara arrived home.

Same angle.

Same lighting.

Same locked door her mother kept shut.

Beneath the image was a single line of text:

“Lesson Three begins at sundown.”

Mara’s fingers shook. Only slightly, but enough.

Reeves stepped closer. “What is it?”

Mara turned the phone toward him.

Reeves’ expression darkened. “Jesus Christ.”

Mara looked back at the river—the same place she’d walked this morning, blind to the coin lodged in stone, blind to the ribbon swaying beneath the pier, blind to the fact the killer had been watching her house.

Watching her.

“He knows everything,” she whispered.

Reeves placed a firm hand on her shoulder. “Mara. Look at me.”

She did.

“We're going to find him. Before sundown. Before he gives you Lesson Three. And before he hurts anyone else.”

But Mara already knew the truth.

Sundown wasn’t a threat.

It was a promise.



Sundown came fast.

Too fast.

Mara drove back to the precinct with the ribbon sealed in an evidence bag on the passenger seat and the Victorian coin clipped inside her vest pocket. Both objects felt heavier than they should’ve—like they carried weight that wasn’t physical, something older and sharper than the metal and cloth they were made from.

Inside the precinct, the bullpen buzzed with a nervous energy. Word had spread of the killer’s livestream, the autopsy findings, and the chilling texts sent directly to Mara. The younger officers whispered her name in half-sentences, their eyes darting to her as if worried she might shatter in front of them.

She didn’t have time to break.

Reeves was waiting in the conference room, arms folded, jaw tight. A whiteboard stood behind him with ME findings, Rose #3, symbols, and timestamps scrawled across it. Someone had circled SUNDOWN in thick red marker, a reminder everyone wished wasn’t there.

“Mara,” Reeves said, closing the blinds. “We have something.”

Detective Hana Ortiz, sharp-eyed and brilliant with tech, stepped forward. “We traced the number texting you. Burner phone. Bought yesterday. But we got a ping—one single tower hit—right before he turned it off again.”

“Where?” Mara asked.

Ortiz slid a map across the table.

A red dot pulsed over a section of the city that should’ve felt ordinary, but didn’t.

Historic District – Warren Square.

Mara’s pulse tightened. Warren Square—quiet, residential, lined with old homes and narrow brick paths. The kind of place you wouldn’t expect a killer to risk lingering.

Unless he wanted them to find something.

Reeves leaned forward. “We’re sending a small team. You and me included.”

“No uniformed officers,” Mara said.

Reeves narrowed his eyes. “Why?”

“He’ll see them coming. Lesson Three is a trap. He wants me there—and he’s expecting we’ll bring backup.”

Reeves exhaled hard through his nose. “You’re not walking into this alone.”

“I didn’t say alone,” Mara said. “Just subtle.”

Ortiz nodded. “I agree with her. The guy’s been ahead of us at every step. He’s watching patterns. We break the pattern, we might get eyes on him.”

Reeves muttered, “I hate when you make sense.”

Mara grabbed her coat. “Let’s move.”



​WARREN SQUARE — 7:31 PM

The sun bled out across the tops of the oak trees as Mara and Reeves approached the square, walking quietly along the brick path. The temperature had dropped, and the wind pressed cold fingers through the branches. Spanish moss swayed like faded curtains against the dying light.

The square was empty.

Too empty.

A lamppost flickered on with a soft hum.

“We’re here,” Reeves murmured.

Mara scanned the perimeter. Benches. Garden beds. A wrought-iron fountain whose basin had long since dried out. The square was symmetrical—no place to hide unless you used the shadows.

Lesson Three begins at sundown.

Her fingertips brushed the Victorian coin in her pocket. For a moment, the city noise seemed to fade, the wind holding still as if waiting.

Then she saw it.

Near the center of the square, propped against the dry fountain’s rim, sat another paper rose, bigger than the others. Large enough to be seen at a distance. Large enough to draw her straight toward it.

Reeves whispered, “Mara—careful.”

She moved anyway.

The rose was folded from a full newspaper sheet—London Gazette, same year, same font. But the ink lines on this one were smudged in places, blurred by something wet.

Blood.

Fresh.

She crouched. Her gloves trembled as she opened the first fold.

Inside was a photograph.

Mara froze.

The picture was of a little girl—eight, maybe nine—with dark hair, bright eyes, and a ribbon tied neatly on one side.

A ribbon identical to the one in Mara’s evidence bag.

Her heart slammed.

“Lily,” she whispered.

Reeves inhaled sharply. “Is that—?”

“I’ve never seen this picture,” Mara said, voice shaking despite her will. “This wasn’t in our house. This wasn’t anywhere.”

Her hands moved on instinct, unfolding the rose further.

Another note lay beneath the picture.

Handwritten.

Neat.

Confident.

“Lesson Three:

The past is a body you never buried.”

Mara’s throat closed.

Reeves pulled the note from her trembling fingers and read it twice, his expression darkening. “He’s escalating, Lynwood. He’s not just taunting you—he’s integrating your childhood into the pattern.”

A branch cracked somewhere behind them.

Both detectives swung around instantly.

Silence.

Then—another sound.

Not footsteps.

Something softer.

A scrap of paper fluttering down from the branches overhead.

It drifted lazily, caught the lamplight, and landed at Mara’s feet.

She lifted it.

A single line, printed in old newsprint font:

“Turn around slower.”

Her pulse roared.

“Mara—” Reeves warned.

But the warning came a second too late.

A figure stood across the square, just beyond the reach of the lamplight.

Tall.

Still.

Face hidden behind a plague-doctor mask—long beak, dark glass eyes reflecting nothing.

The Ripper.

Every muscle in Mara’s body locked.

For a full heartbeat, no one moved.

Then—

A whisper drifted across the square.

Impossible to tell if it was spoken or imagined.

“Lesson Three... begins now.”

The masked figure turned and vanished into the shadows with inhuman speed.

“MOVE!” Reeves shouted.

Mara sprinted, adrenaline surging, boots hammering the brick path. She cut across the square, Reeves right behind her, both chasing the dark blur slipping between the oaks—

—but as soon as they cleared the far end of the square...

There was nothing.

No footsteps.

No figure.

No sign he’d ever been there.

Only another paper rose pinned to a tree trunk—

—and the city’s first scream of the night breaking the silence.
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​CHAPTER 4 — SHADOWS ON THE WATERFRONT
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The security room beneath the River Street visitor center smelled like burned dust and stale coffee. A wall of monitors cast pale blue light across Mara’s face as she stood, hands gripping the back of a metal chair hard enough to blanch her knuckles.

The scream from Warren Square still echoed in her skull.

Reeves paced behind her, barking orders into his radio. Patrol units had flooded the waterfront within minutes, but everyone already knew the truth:

The Ripper was always two steps ahead.

Ortiz scrubbed through the surveillance feed, fast-forwarding through hours of dull, empty footage. Tourists. Street vendors. A stray dog. Then—

“There,” Ortiz said suddenly. “Back it up.”

Mara leaned in.

The camera pointed toward the lower walkway near the river—fog curling across the ground in thin, ghostly ribbons. Streetlamps blurred into halos. The sound had no audio, but the atmosphere on the screen felt thick enough to touch.

Ortiz slowed the footage.

A shape emerged.

Not a person—not at first. Just movement. A ripple in the fog, darker than the night around it.

Then it stepped closer.

Mara’s blood ran cold.

There he was.

The plague-doctor mask gleamed for a split second in the lamplight—the long beak, the black glass eyes, the edges cracked like something ancient pulled from a museum display. The figure’s coat swayed with his stride. Deliberate. Confident. Silent.

Reeves muttered, “Son of a b****...”

The Ripper stopped directly beneath the camera.

Tilted his head.

Upward.

Right at them.

A chill skated down Mara’s spine.

He couldn’t see the lens through the fog and glare—could he?

But the angle he held...

The stillness...

The way his mask lifted just slightly...

It felt intentional.

Taunting.

Like he knew exactly where to stand.

“He’s performing,” Mara whispered. “He wants us to watch.”

The footage continued.

The Ripper lifted an arm and pressed something flat against the camera pole—movement so smooth it almost looked rehearsed. Then he turned and walked into the fog, the shadow of his coat blending with the mist until there was nothing left but pale white air swirling where he’d stood.

Ortiz zoomed in.

“What did he put on the pole?” she asked.

Mara didn’t answer. She was already grabbing her coat.

Reeves blocked her. “Hold up—those docks are still unsecured.”

“He left that there for me,” Mara said. “He chose that camera for a reason. I have to see it.”

Reeves cursed but motioned to Ortiz. “Call it in. Get a couple uniforms on the walkway. Low profile.”



​RIVER STREET — 11:46 PM

The fog had thickened into a crawling blanket, rolling over the uneven stones and clinging to the railings like cold breath. The sound of water hitting the pier echoed sharply, too loud in the quiet.

Mara approached the camera pole.

Her flashlight swept across the metal.

There.

A small plastic sleeve taped to the pole. Clear. Clean. Pristine. Almost surgical in how perfectly it adhered.

Inside was a photo.

Mara pulled it free slowly.

Her breath stopped.

It wasn’t a victim.

It wasn’t Lily.

It was her.

A picture of Mara taken earlier that day—standing in Lily’s bedroom doorway, her hand hovering above the desk where the Victorian clipping lay.

Her face pale.

Her eyes hollow.

Her grief exposed through a stranger’s lens.

“Jesus,” Reeves whispered behind her. “He was inside the damn house.”

Mara’s jaw clenched so hard it hurt. She turned the photo over.

On the back was a handwritten line:

“Fear sharpens the blade.”

Mara stared at the words, her pulse hammering in her ears. The photo shook slightly in her fingers, but she forced her hand still.

Behind her, Ortiz’s radio crackled. “Unit 12 responding—no sign of movement on the lower walkway. The scream from earlier came from a tourist who slipped near the railing. No victim located.”

A false alarm.

He’d staged chaos to pull officers away.

Classic misdirection.

Mara slipped the photo into an evidence bag.

“He was in my home,” she said quietly. “He walked through Lily’s room.”

Reeves stepped beside her. “We’re putting surveillance on your mother’s house. Unmarked. No one goes within a mile without us knowing.”

“That won’t stop him,” Mara said.

Reeves didn’t argue.

He knew she was right.

The wind kicked up, stirring the fog. For a moment, Mara thought she saw movement at the edge of the pier—a ripple in the air, a shift in the gray. She took a step forward.

“Don’t,” Reeves warned.

But she stopped anyway.

Because the fog wasn’t moving randomly.

It was drifting in a pattern, curling upward like smoke around something unseen.

Someone standing just beyond visibility.

Watching.

Waiting.

Mara felt her throat tighten.

The Ripper wasn’t running from them.

He was leading them.

Lesson Three wasn’t just a message.

It was an invitation.

And Mara had just accepted it.



Back inside the precinct, the air was too bright, too artificial, too far removed from the fog-cloaked nightmare along the river. Mara dropped the evidence bag containing the photo onto Ortiz’s desk. The tech analyst looked at it like it contained a live snake.

“This was taped to the camera pole,” Mara said, voice low and edged. “I want the metadata extracted. Ink analysis. Paper fiber breakdown. Everything.”

Ortiz nodded, hands already moving. “On it.”

Reeves shut the door behind them and leaned against it, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “He’s escalating. Fast.”

“He’s escalating because I’m following,” Mara said. “That’s part of it.”

Reeves gave her a hard look. “No. You don’t get to give him credit for being inspired by you.”

Mara didn’t answer. Inspiration wasn’t the right word, and they both knew it. Obsession was closer. Or ownership.

Ortiz zoomed the photo on her monitor. Mara’s stomach clenched again—not at the sight of herself, but at the knowledge that the killer had stood inches from her without her knowing.

“Angle’s low,” Ortiz murmured, adjusting the magnification. “Camera was probably held near hip-level. Not a cell phone—resolution’s too clean. More like a mirrorless camera. High-end.”

“So he’s rich,” Reeves muttered. “Or at least a hobbyist with expensive taste.”

“And he’s calm,” Mara added. “You don’t take a picture like that in a house you broke into unless you’re fearless. Or familiar.”

Reeves frowned. “Familiar?”

Mara’s jaw tightened. “If he’s been in that house before... long before last night... before Lily vanished...”

Reeves lifted a hand. “Stop. You’re going to start drawing lines you can’t confirm.”

“I’m not drawing lines,” Mara said coldly. “I’m acknowledging them.”

Ortiz tapped the screen. “This shadow here—see it? On the edge of the frame?”

Mara leaned closer.

A faint dark smear, barely visible, curved like a small crescent near the bottom right corner.

“What is that?” Reeves asked.

“Could be a reflection,” Ortiz said. “Glass lens. Or something on his clothing.”

Mara squinted.

No. Not fabric. Not lint.

Something else.

A shape.

A shape she’d seen before.

“Freeze that,” Mara said sharply.

Ortiz did.

“Zoom.”

The smear sharpened, pixel by pixel.

A small, distinct curvature.

A shape with a handle. And a thin, pointed tip—

A blade.

The reflection on the camera lens had picked up the faintest shimmer of the knife he was carrying.

Reeves cursed. “Cocky bastard.”

“Calculated,” Mara corrected, voice steady but quiet. “He wanted it seen.”

“Why the hell would he want that?” Ortiz asked.

“To tell me," Mara said, “that he was armed inside my house. Near me. Near my mother.”

The room fell silent.

Reeves finally spoke. “Okay. Enough. I’m pulling you off this case.”

Mara turned to him sharply. “You’re not.”

“I am. You’re compromised. This is personal—”

“This has always been personal,” Mara snapped. “From the moment he said Lily’s name. From the moment he left that ribbon. From the moment he walked into my house. You think removing me changes any of that?”

Reeves stared at her, jaw tight.

“This isn’t just your case anymore,” he said. “He’s hunting you.”

“I know,” Mara said quietly. “Which is exactly why I’m the only one who can hunt him back.”

Before Reeves could argue, Ortiz’s monitor pinged.

“Uh... guys?” Ortiz said, eyes widening. “I have something else.”

Onscreen was another freeze-frame from the video feed.

The moment the plague doctor mask tilted up toward the camera.

Ortiz zoomed in.

The mask’s eye lenses reflected the lamplight—but behind that reflection was a faint outline. A silhouette. Something hanging from the Ripper’s coat.

A lanyard.

A badge shape.

Small. Rectangular.

Reeves leaned in. “No. No way.”

Ortiz swallowed. “That looks like... a security badge.”

“From where?” Mara demanded.

Ortiz enhanced the image.

Her voice dropped.

“It looks like the kind we issue for municipal buildings. City permits. Maybe even—”

Mara finished the sentence for her.

“—the courthouse.”

Reeves went still.

“That means he has clearance,” Mara said. “Access. Maybe even to evidence rooms. Archives. Old case files.”

Reeves exhaled shakily. “Jesus Christ. He could’ve read Lily’s file. Everything we buried.”

Mara’s chest tightened.

A security badge.

A mask.

A blade.

A camera.

Knowledge of her past.

He wasn’t just reenacting the past.

He was rewriting it from the inside.

Reeves’ radio crackled suddenly, making everyone flinch.

A dispatcher’s urgent voice came through:

“All units be advised—body found near the waterfront. Same location as earlier. Possible connection to the Ripper case. Requesting detectives immediately.”

Mara locked eyes with Reeves.

Lesson Three wasn’t a threat.

It was underway.



Blue lights pulsed against the fog as Mara and Reeves reached the waterfront. Patrol had already cordoned off a thirty-foot radius around the seawall, but the officers stood back—not out of protocol, but out of fear.

They’d seen what the Ripper did.

And this... this was worse.

Mara ducked beneath the tape and stepped forward.

The fog here was thick, almost unmoving, clinging to the ground like spilled milk. The smell hit her first—copper and rot mixing with the brine of the Savannah River. A wrong smell. A heavy one.

The body lay half against the stone wall, half slumped into the shallow water, the gentle push-pull of the current rocking it like something alive.

Reeves stopped beside her. “Christ...”

This wasn’t like the first victim.

This was an escalation.

A declaration.

The woman was posed—not arranged, not dropped, but placed. Her arms were crossed over her chest like a Victorian mourning portrait. Her hair had been brushed out and fanned around her head. Her eyes were open, pupils blown wide, staring at the nothingness above her.

But it was her throat that held Mara’s attention.

The cut wasn’t a single, elegant slash this time.

It was two.

One deep. One shallow.

A double incision.

Mary Ann Nichols had only one.

This variation was intentional.

Reeves knelt, careful not to disturb the body. “He’s deviating already.”

“No,” Mara said quietly. “He’s improving. This is his version of the evolution. His... evolution of the game.”

Around the woman’s neck was a ribbon—white, pristine, tied in a bow.

Not bloodstained.

Not torn.

Clean.

Placed.

Mara’s pulse climbed. She reached out with gloved fingers and lifted the edge of the bow.

A small card was tucked beneath the knot.

Another Victorian newspaper fragment, folded into a tiny square.

Reeves leaned in as Mara opened it.

The print wasn’t an article this time. It was an advertisement.

A PERFORMANCE FOR ONE NIGHT ONLY

A MASTERPIECE OF FEAR AND DEVOTION

Mara exhaled slowly.

He wasn’t just copying history anymore.

He was staging theater.

And she was the audience.

“Check her wrists,” Mara said. “He changed something. I can feel it.”

Reeves shot her a look but obeyed.

The moment he lifted the woman’s left hand, he froze.

“Mara...” he whispered.

Cut into the palm—deep enough to bleed, shallow enough not to mar the entire hand—were four tally marks. Thin lines carved with slow precision.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Yo e o TS
SR »
N ca e ~
o . €2 “.1' R
= 4 ;
S

RIPPLY

WITHIN

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR

“A gripping and chilling thri
;D.W. Moore
2

CLAIRE J
WHITMORE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





