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​📖 CHAPTER 1: Three Minds, One Problem
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​🎬 Scene 1: “Vacation, Interrupted” (Wales)
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The wind in Wales didn’t just blow—it insulted you personally.

Marcus Carter stood on the edge of a jagged cliff, hands in his coat pockets, watching gray waves slam against darker gray rocks. He looked calm. He wasn’t. He was thinking. Which, for Marcus, was the same thing as fighting—just without gloves.

Behind him, Ethan Caldwell adjusted the collar of his coat like he was preparing for battle... against the weather.

“This place feels like it’s angry at us,” Ethan muttered.

“It is,” Marcus said. “You brought us here.”

“I suggested reflection.”

“This is not reflection,” Marcus replied. “This is punishment.”

A few feet away, Li Wei Chen sat on a rock, staring intently at his tablet despite the wind trying to steal it.

“You know the wind speed here is thirty-two miles per hour?” Chen said without looking up.

Marcus blinked. “You brought statistics on vacation?”

Chen finally looked at him. “You brought trauma.”

Ethan sighed. “Can we please act like normal people for two weeks?”

Marcus turned. “We don’t have normal.”

Before Ethan could respond, a black SUV—completely out of place on a narrow coastal path—rolled to a stop behind them.

All three turned.

Doors opened.

Two sharply dressed individuals stepped out—one woman, one man. No introductions. No hesitation.

The woman spoke first.

“Dr. Marcus Carter. Ethan Caldwell. Dr. Li Wei Chen.”

Marcus raised an eyebrow. “That depends. Are we in trouble, or are we about to be?”[image: ]
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THE MAN STEPPED FORWARD. “Neither. You’re being recruited.”

Ethan folded his arms. “We’re on vacation.”

The woman gave a small smile. “Not anymore.”

Chen stood, brushing off his coat. “Statistically, vacations end early 42% of the time when government 

vehicles appear.”Marcus looked at him. “You just made that up.”

Chen nodded. “Yes.”

Ethan stepped forward. “Who are you?”

The man reached into his coat and flipped open a badge.

Interpol.

The woman followed.

Central Intelligence Agency.

Marcus exhaled slowly. “Yeah... that’s worse than trouble.”

The woman’s tone shifted—serious now.

“There’s a pattern of murders across the globe. London. Los Angeles. Florence. Chicago. Berlin.”

Ethan’s posture changed instantly.

Marcus noticed. “You already know something.”

Ethan didn’t answer.

Chen stepped closer. “Define pattern.”

The man looked at all three of them.

“They mirror historical crimes.”

Silence.

Then Marcus said quietly, “That’s... not normal.”

Ethan finally spoke.

“No,” he said. “It’s deliberate.”

The woman nodded.

“And we believe,” she said, “you’re the only three people who can understand it.”

Marcus smirked. “You tracked us to a cliff in Wales to tell us we’re special?”

Chen added, “I already knew that.”

Ethan pinched the bridge of his nose.

“Why us?”

The man answered simply.

“Because individually, you’re the best in your fields.”

The woman finished.

“Together... you’re something else.”

Marcus glanced at his friends.

“...This feels like the start of a bad decision.”

Ethan nodded. “It is.”

Chen shrugged. “I am curious.”

Marcus sighed.

“Yeah,” he said. “That’s how it always starts.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​🎬 Scene 2: “Briefing the Impossible” (Washington, D.C.)
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The jet was quiet. Too quiet.

Marcus leaned back in his seat, staring at the ceiling.

“So,” he said, “we’re just casually flying to Washington, D.C. like this is normal.”

Ethan sat across from him, already reviewing files. “Focus.”

“I am focused,” Marcus replied. “On how we got kidnapped politely.”

Chen didn’t look up from his screen. “Technically, we agreed.”

Marcus pointed at him. “You agreed. I was outvoted.”

Ethan slid a file across the table.

“London,” he said.

Marcus opened it.

Photos. Crime scene. Clean. Too clean.

Chen leaned in.

“Precision cuts,” he said. “Advanced tools. No hesitation.”

Marcus’s eyes narrowed. “No panic either.”

Ethan watched them both.

“Say it.”

Marcus looked up.

“This isn’t random.”

Chen nodded. “It is structured.”

Ethan flipped to another page.

“Jack the Ripper.”

Marcus froze slightly.

“...You’re kidding.”

Ethan shook his head. “Same victim type. Same pattern. Different era.”

Chen tapped the page.

“Updated methodology.”

Marcus leaned back.

“So... we’re dealing with someone who studies history...”

Ethan finished:

“And improves it.”

Silence settled.

Marcus exhaled. “I officially don’t like this.”

The plane began its descent.

Ethan closed the file.

“Get ready,” he said. “This is bigger than we thought.”

Chen added, “It already was.”

Marcus stood.

“Great,” he said. “I love when things get worse before we even land.”
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​🎬 Scene 3: “The First Crime” (London)
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Rain.

Of course, it was raining in London.

Marcus pulled his coat tighter as they stepped into a dimly lit alley.

“Feels familiar,” he muttered.

Ethan scanned the area. “It should.”

Chen crouched near the body.

“Time of death approximately two hours ago,” he said. “Minimal struggle.”

Marcus stepped closer, eyes sharp.[image: ]
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“SHE DIDN’T SEE IT COMING.”

Ethan turned. “How do you know?”

Marcus didn’t look at him.

“Because he didn’t want her to.”

Chen examined the wounds.

“Clean incisions,” he said. “Surgical.”

Ethan’s voice lowered.

“Just like the original.”

Marcus looked up.

“Yeah,” he said. “But better.”

They stood in silence for a moment.

Then Marcus spoke.

“This guy isn’t copying.”

Ethan nodded.

“He’s evolving it.”

Chen stood.

“Then we are not chasing a killer,” he said.

Marcus finished:

“We’re chasing someone who thinks they’re smarter than history.”

Ethan looked between them.

“...Good,” he said.

Marcus smirked slightly.

“You like this.”

Ethan didn’t deny it.

Chen adjusted his glasses.

“I do not like it,” he said. “But I do respect it.”

Marcus laughed softly.

“Of course you do.”

Ethan stepped forward, eyes focused.

“Alright,” he said. “Let’s get to work.”

Marcus cracked his neck.

“Finally,” he said.

Chen nodded once.

“Agreed.”

Three minds.

One problem.

And somewhere out there...

Someone waiting to be understood.

​


​📖 CHAPTER 2: The New Ripper
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​🎬 Scene 1: “The Alley Speaks” (London Crime Scene)
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Rain didn’t fall in London—it lingered. It hovered in the air like a memory that refused to leave.

Marcus Carter stepped into the alley first, scanning everything without appearing to look at anything. His hands were in his pockets, shoulders relaxed. But his eyes—his eyes were working.

Ethan Caldwell followed, posture straight, gaze sweeping the architecture, the layout, the placement of shadows like he was reading a battlefield.

Chen was already crouched near the body.

“Time of death: approximately two hours,” Chen said calmly. “Body temperature confirms.”

Marcus tilted his head slightly. “She didn’t run.”

Ethan glanced at him. “You got that from what, exactly?”

Marcus gestured vaguely. “Everything.”

Chen didn’t look up. “No defensive wounds,” he added. “No signs of struggle. The killer controlled the encounter.”

Marcus stepped closer, studying the victim’s face.

“She trusted him.”

Ethan folded his arms. “Or he made her trust him.”

Marcus smirked faintly. “Same difference.”

Chen gently lifted the edge of the victim’s coat, revealing the wound more clearly.

“Incision is precise,” he said. “Clean. Deliberate. No hesitation marks.”

Ethan’s voice lowered.

“Like the original.”

Marcus exhaled slowly. “Yeah... but cleaner.”

A police officer nearby shifted nervously. “You’re saying this is... connected?”

Ethan didn’t look at him.

“I’m saying,” Ethan replied, “this is intentional.”

Marcus turned, scanning the alley again.

“Look at the placement,” he said. “Narrow. Isolated. But not random.”

Chen stood, brushing off his gloves. “Angle of entry suggests the killer stood directly in front of her.”

Ethan nodded. “Control.”

Marcus added, “Confidence.”

Chen finished, “Experience.”

Silence settled between them.

Then Marcus spoke again, quieter now.

“This wasn’t about killing.”

Ethan raised an eyebrow. “No?”

Marcus shook his head. “This was about recreating.”

Chen’s eyes narrowed slightly. “You reached that conclusion quickly.”

Marcus looked at him. “Didn’t you?”

Chen paused.

“...Yes.”

Ethan stepped forward, examining the surroundings more closely.

“Whitechapel district,” he murmured. “Historical significance.”

Marcus glanced at him. “Say it.”

Ethan turned.

“This isn’t just similar,” he said. “It’s aligned.”

Chen adjusted his glasses. “Replication with refinement.”

Marcus let out a low breath.

“Yeah,” he said. “We’ve got ourselves a historian... with a scalpel.”

A beat.

Then Ethan said quietly:

“Or something worse.”
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​🎬 Scene 2: “The Pattern Begins” (Inside the Evidence Room)
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The room was sterile. Bright. Organized.

Which meant Marcus hated it immediately.

“This place feels like judgment,” he muttered, leaning against a table.

Chen ignored him, already deep into the data.

“Wound depth: consistent,” Chen said. “Angle: consistent. Execution: controlled.”

Ethan paced slowly, reviewing files spread across the table.

“Victim profile,” he said. “Female. Late twenties. Works in high-end escort services.”

Marcus nodded. “Public-facing, but disposable in the eyes of society.”

Chen looked up. “That is a psychological interpretation.”

Marcus shrugged. “That’s my job.”

Ethan stopped pacing.

“Victim selection matches the original Ripper pattern.”

Marcus crossed his arms. “Except this one’s smarter.”

Chen frowned slightly. “Define ‘smarter.’”

Marcus pointed toward the photos.

“No frenzy. No chaos. No mistakes.”

Chen nodded slowly. “Agreed.”

Ethan leaned forward.

“This killer studied the original crimes... and improved them.”

Marcus smirked. “I hate overachievers.”

Chen tapped the screen, pulling up a map.

“Location clustering suggests intentional placement.”

Ethan moved beside him. “Show me.”

Chen highlighted multiple points.

“All within proximity to historical Ripper sites.”

Marcus pushed off the table, suddenly more alert.

“Okay... that’s not coincidence.”

Ethan’s voice dropped.

“That’s design.”

Chen zoomed in further.

“Timing also aligns.”

Marcus blinked. “Wait—what?”

Chen turned the screen toward them.

“Each murder occurred on dates with historical significance tied to the original timeline.”

Silence.

Then Marcus said:

“...Oh, this guy’s annoying.”

Ethan didn’t smile.

“He’s not just copying,” Ethan said. “He’s studying. Respecting the structure.”

Marcus shook his head. “No—he’s challenging it.”

Chen looked between them. “Explain.”

Marcus stepped forward.

“He’s saying, ‘You got it wrong the first time.’”

Ethan nodded slowly.

“And now he’s rewriting it.”

Another silence.

Heavier this time.

Marcus ran a hand over his face.

“So... we’re not chasing a killer.”

Chen finished:

“We are chasing a narrative.”

Ethan looked at both of them.

“And we’re already behind.”
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​🎬 Scene 3: “The Prediction” (Back in the Streets of London)
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Night had settled deeper over London, wrapping the city in shadows and secrets.

Marcus walked ahead this time, hands still in his pockets, but his pace slower. Measured.

Ethan followed, watching him closely.
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