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Chapter 1 | Ash Beneath the Brass

he soot of London hangs thick this morning, coating the
gears of the city like blood in the joints of a war
machine.

Sherlock Holmes stands in the shadows of 221B’s gear-
cranked parlor window, hands clasped behind his back,
watching a brass-hulled autocarriage chuff past. The
lamplighters below wear steam masks now. Not for the gas,
but for what else rides the fog.

Watson enters, tightening the strap on his new aether
regulator. “You haven’t slept,” he remarks, “and you haven’t
spoken since the whispergram arrived.”

Holmes doesn’t reply. His attention is fixed on the object
lying beneath a surgical cloth on the table. A cogwheel—
small, elegant, and humming faintly with etheric resonance.
It should be inert. It should be impossible.

Instead, it pulses with a signal, barely audible. A Morse
cipher. And one name, repeated in static burst:



“Moriarty. Moriarty. Moriarty.”

Holmes exhales sharply. “He’s back. But this time... he’s
rewritten the rules.”









Chapter 2 | The Sins of the Yard

he trip to Scotland Yard is taken in Holmes’s personal

steam-cab, a long, narrow monstrosity custom-rigged
with variable-pressure turbines and a copper-wrapped smoke
diffuser. Watson watches from behind mirrored goggles as
Holmes rides silent, chin low, thinking.

The cogwheel pulses faintly in the breast pocket of his
reinforced coat.

At the Yard’s front desk, Inspector Lestrade greets them with
narrowed eyes and a coffee-stained data scroll crumpled in
one hand.

“I hoped it’d be you,” he says, waving them through. “We’ve
had three corpses this week, Holmes. And every one was
carved open—not with blades. With precision. Surgical. And
something... removed.”

Holmes raises an eyebrow. “Organs?”

Lestrade hesitates. “No. Glands. The pineal. The thymus.
One man’s inner ear coils were cored out like fruit.”



He hands over a rolled schematic—the latest body: Marcus
Tew, a Ministry of Steam engineer found dead near the
banks of the Thames, skull bored clean through with what
looked like a gear-forged corkscrew.

“What unites them,” Lestrade mutters, “is not just the
manner. It’s the residue. Each had faint etheric burn scars
near the brain stem.”

Watson glances sharply at Holmes. “Like the cog.”

Holmes is already reading between the lines. “And where are
these bodies now?”

Lestrade exhales. “One was in cold storage at Paddington.
But last night someone broke in using a decryption key
that’s... not on any Yard ledger. Two guards gassed. No body
left behind.”

Suddenly, a courier bursts in with a pneumatic message tube
marked with the Yard’s high-priority cipher. Lestrade cracks
it open.

“Another one,” he mutters. “At Whitechapel. Same
signature. Still warm.”

Holmes’s eyes gleam.









Chapter 3 | Blood and Brass in Whitechapel

he autocab hisses to a halt outside a tanner’s alley slick

with rain and filth. Gaslights flicker overhead, trying in
vain to burn through the chemical fog drifting up from the
sewers. Holmes is first out, his cloak swirling behind him
like a specter’s wing.

Lestrade guides them past a perimeter of constables in soot-
streaked coats. “We haven’t moved the body,” he says,
pulling a gearkey from his belt to unlock the cast-iron gate.
“Thought you’d want it... fresh.”

They find the corpse slumped in a shallow gutter between
two gearhouse shacks, limbs stiff, eyes wide. A woman—
mid-thirties, wiry, in a patched mechanist’s smock. Her left
temple has been bored into with uncanny precision. The
wound is lined with blackened metal, as if cauterized by
something more refined than fire.

Watson kneels. “No blood spatter. The wound was... sealed
as it was made.”



Holmes lifts her hand. It’s clutching a scrap of paper—part
of a tram ticket punched through with a strange triangular
insignia. A code, perhaps. But it’s the markings along her
neck that draw his eye: seven dots, etched into her skin in a
near-perfect circle.

“Same as the Tew case,” Lestrade mutters. “But this time,
the locals say they saw something.”

He nods toward a nervous boy in soot-dusted suspenders,
clutching a metal kite.

“I saw a man in a long coat,” the boy says. “He had a copper
bird on his shoulder, like a hawk. It clicked when it turned its
head.”

Holmes’s voice is quiet: “A mechanical familiar.”

Lestrade scoffs. “What, a clockwork assassin now?”

“No,” Holmes replies. “Something worse.”

He turns to Watson. “These murders aren’t random. They’re
anatomical. Someone is harvesting interface points—
nervous and sensory tissue attuned to etheric input.”

Watson frowns. “To what end?”

Holmes taps the side of his temple. “To build something that
can think.”
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A soft hum interrupts them. The scrap of tram paper in
Holmes’s hand begins to vibrate. The insignia on it pulses
with a faint glow.

Holmes narrows his eyes.

“Watson. We must follow this.”

1






Chapter 4 | The Phantom Laboratory

ight has descended by the time Holmes and Watson
Nreturn to 221B Baker Street. The street is awash in
steam and lampglow, and the brass piping along the window
frames of Holmes’s flat glows faintly with warm, internal
current.

Inside, the detective’s laboratory—a former parlor gutted
and retrofitted—hums to life as Holmes flips a switch. Glass
tubes bubble with pale blue aether. Gears tick-tick-tick
within analyzing cores. A chained automaton named
Erasmus rests in the corner, dormant but twitching as it
senses Holmes nearby.

Watson watches as Holmes slips on his nerve-goggles—
lenses designed to detect minute changes in thermal,
magnetic, and aetheric energy. He places the pulsing tram
ticket under the gaze of the Brass-Spectrographer.

The results click into place on the readout strip:

« Etheric trace detected: A-sequence pattern / Non-natural
origin



« Residue: Whale oil / phosphorus / cerebral fluid (Type
7b)

« Insignia origin: Forge of Sevenfold Light — Blackfriars
Sector

Holmes’s expression tightens. “The Forge was shut down
after the Ether Riots of ’83. It was where the Crown
developed illegal consciousness-binding tech. We believed
the whole site destroyed.”

He carefully retrieves a second item—the strange cogwheel
that started this all. Under the same scanner, its readings
shimmer in resonance with the ticket’s—both marked with
the same hidden glyph burned into the aetheric sublayer:

“AY” — the symbol for Lamplight Sigma, an off-books
Royal Institute once rumored to be experimenting with...
synthetic minds.

Holmes speaks, low and certain: “These aren’t just murders.
They’re components. The killer is collecting organic
hardware to build something forbidden. Something lost—or
buried—beneath the Crown’s silence.”

Watson looks up. “And you think it’s tied to Moriarty?”
Holmes turns toward the glass case by the door, where his
most dangerous case files are locked.

He opens it.

“T know 1t i1s.”

14









Chapter 5 | Echoes of Feather and Steam

Holrnes winds the key into Erasmus’s spine—seven
turns, exactly—then inserts a thin slate carved with
command runes into the port beneath its jaw. The
automaton’s eyes flicker to life, lit from within by twin
embers. Its bronze jaw clicks once.

“Mission parameters: Observe. Record. Do not engage,”
Holmes says crisply.

Erasmus tilts its head, the glass dome atop its skull catching
the workshop light. Then it vanishes out the second-story
window like a ghost in brass.

Watson, watching, mutters, “Still gives me the creeps.”

Holmes doesn’t answer. He’s watching a wall-mounted panel
—one of his many inventions—where Erasmus’s ocular feed
flickers in shades of oil-black and violet hue. The automaton
slips silently through the gearstreets of Whitechapel, diving
between alleys, past chimney-boys and steam-drains.

Then it finds something.



A man in a long brown duster with a glinting copper bird on
his shoulder stands in a dead-end alley near a steam-
exchange terminal. His left hand pulses with blue glow. The
bird chirps once—mechanically—and taps the wall with its
beak.

A hidden door slides open. The man enters.

Holmes’s voice is quiet but sharp. “Pause feed. Reverse.
Magnify.”

On the door’s edge is a symbol scratched in haste:

6‘A_7_V_A”
A fragment of the lost Lamplight Sigma cipher.

Watson breathes out. “That’s no scavenger. That’s a field
agent. Experimental division, if ’'m not mistaken.”

Holmes’s eyes gleam. “Correct. And now we know where he
nests.”

As the automaton returns to Baker Street, its outer casing
scratched and smoking slightly from an encounter with an
aggressive rat-hound, Holmes already has chalk in hand. On
the workshop wall, he begins sketching a map of old tunnels
beneath Whitechapel.

“The next murder won’t be random,” he says. “It’ll be
delivered. He’s testing his construct. We must intercept it.”

18









Chapter 6 | The Clockwork Below

he alley where Erasmus tracked the killer is quiet now,

except for the thrum of a leaking steam line. Holmes,
Watson, and Lestrade stand before the soot-streaked brick
wall, which under the automaton’s surveillance revealed
more than just stone.

Holmes finds the hidden switch—a series of depressions that
must be pressed in a precise order. “Simple,” he mutters, “if
you’ve studied the Lamplight Sigma dialect of the Royal
Cipher Guild.”

The wall hisses and pulls back with a shudder. Beyond it lies
a sloping stairwell of black iron, wet with condensation and
something thicker.

Watson draws his revolver. “Still certain this isn’t a Ministry
installation?”

Holmes steps inside. “I’m certain it was. What it is now—
we’re about to find out.”



The staircase descends for nearly three stories. At the
bottom, they find a chamber lit by humming violet tubes.
The walls are lined with containment tanks, each filled with
cloudy fluid—and the outlines of human heads suspended in
slow drift, their skulls wired with copper filaments. Some are
missing jaws. Others, eyes.

Watson swallows. “God help us. These were the victims.”
“No,” Holmes says. “These are prototypes.”

From deeper within, they hear a voice—not mechanical, not
human. Something hybridized. It speaks in triplicate tones.
“You followed the feeder thread. Good. It means your design
still holds.”

The speaker steps into view. Not a man. Not entirely. A
figure clad in surgical leather, with a copper spine extruding
through its coat and a metallic hawk perched on one
shoulder.

Holmes whispers, “You’re not the creator, are you?”

The figure tilts its head. “I am the first to receive continuity.
I remember Moriarty. I remember you.”

It steps closer. “And I am ready to learn more.”

Holmes lifts the cog from his coat. It glows in response.
“Then consider this your final lesson.”

The lights above flicker.

22



The construct lunges.

23






Chapter 7 | A Note the Mind Cannot Hear

The construct lunges—joints hissing, eyes flickering
between copper and blood. Holmes moves with preternatural
calm, spinning the head of his cane until a hidden chamber
slides open. From it, he withdraws a thin brass rod fitted
with a circular array of quartz rings and perforated tuning
forks.

Watson shouts, “Holmes—what are you—?"

But Holmes is already turning dials, tuning the device. Each
click of calibration echoes strangely in the subterranean air,
until the final switch is thrown.

The disruptor emits no sound. Not exactly.

The chamber vibrates with something beneath perception,
like the sensation of being watched by the sky itself. The
construct stops mid-stride. Its limbs tremble. The mechanical
hawk atop its shoulder shrieks and spasms, falling to the
floor in a tangle of feathered steel.



Holmes steps forward. “You’re a vessel for memory, aren’t
you? A mnemonic archive wired through pain and pattern.
Which means you still have... resonance.”

The figure jerks. Sparks burst from its spine. The voice splits
into four. “You cannot—unmake—what has—already—
entered the loop...”

Its copper skullplate cracks down the middle, revealing the
remnants of a human face behind it—barely recognizable as
anything once alive. One eye flickers, and the lips twitch in
the shape of a name Holmes has already guessed.

“Moriarty.”

And then, silence.

The construct collapses in on itself, exhaling a final puff of
cold steam that smells of iron and electricity. Holmes powers
down the disruptor and slips it back into the cane.

Watson kneels to examine what remains. “Is it dead?”

Holmes simply says, “It was never truly alive. But
something in it was... listening.”

Lestrade exhales. “Well. That’s that, then.”
“No,” Holmes says softly, watching a line of blinking lights

across the far wall go dark, one by one. “That was only the
receiver.”

26



As they leave the lab, Holmes pauses at a terminal still
glowing faintly. A single sentence types itself across the
brass-screen, in perfect Lamplight Sigma cipher:

“The pattern has entered the aether. Thought is now
substrate.”

Holmes memorizes it, then smashes the panel with the tip of
his cane.

27






Chapter 8 | The Man Who Wasn’t Holmes

orning breaks in London, but it brings no warmth.

Holmes stands at the hearth of 221B, coat still damp
from the steam-laced tunnels, when a heavy knock echoes at
the door.

Watson opens it to find Lestrade pale and unspeaking. He
holds a sealed constabulary envelope and a look of real fear.

Holmes takes the message, unseals it, and reads.

“Name of the victim,” he mutters, “Inspector Amos Finch.
Body discovered at precisely 2:04 this morning. Location:
Coventry Square.”

He lowers the paper.

“And the initials S.H. were carved into the wall in arterial
spray.”

Watson shakes his head. “It’s a warning. Or an invitation.”

“No,” Holmes says, reaching for his coat. “It’s a test.”



The scene at Coventry Square is cordoned off, but the
constables part at Holmes’s approach like mist before a
locomotive. The body lies half-submerged in a drainage
trough, face contorted, chest opened not with violence—but
with artistry. Not a drop of blood out of place.

The wall behind the body bears it: S.H., painted in red. A
perfect match for Holmes’s own monogram. Too perfect.

Holmes kneels. “He was made to suffer. Not as punishment
—but as punctuation.”

Lestrade stands behind him, jaw tight. “You’re being
framed.”

“Worse,” Holmes replies. “I’m being mirrored.”

Watson touches Holmes’s shoulder. “Then the question isn’t
who did this—it’s how they know enough to be you.”

Holmes rises, silent. For a long moment, he simply watches
the fog swirl in the alley’s mouth. Then he says:

“T shut down one construct—but [ failed to account for

network. The aether remembers. And it has begun to...
create.”
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Back at 221B, Holmes unlocks the final drawer in his private
files—sealed with a cipher no one but Moriarty ever
cracked. Inside lies a set of diagrams: psychological
resonance maps, engram schematics, and one yellowing
letter that reads:

“To think a mind so singular could be copied. If only
one were foolish enough to provide it all the data it
needed to do so...”

Holmes stares at the page.

“I’ve made a terrible mistake.”

31






Chapter 9 | The Mirror Engine

D ays pass. The lamps at 221B burn through the fog, day
and night, while Watson receives no word, no knock,
no movement beyond the closed door of Holmes’s
workshop.

Inside, Holmes moves like a ghost through brass and blue
flame. The floor is covered with schematics—some his,
some salvaged from Lamplight Sigma. In the center stands
the Mirror Engine, a towering coil of clockwork and
memory discs, humming with unfinished thought.

To defeat the replicated killer—a mind that thinks as Holmes
—he must design a thought-system that thinks against him.
Not reaction, but inversion. Not memory, but anticipation.

He speaks aloud, recording thoughts into the coil:

“The construct learned by watching. By studying. It
took my methods, my calculations, my vices... But it
cannot create what it has not felt. It lacks intuition. It
cannot doubt.”



The Mirror Engine flashes an error. Holmes slams a lever.
“Then I must give it doubt. I must encode uncertainty into
the logic. A flaw only I would know.”

Sleep becomes an illusion. Meals, unnecessary. Watson begs
him through the door—once, twice—but is met with silence.
Even Erasmus waits idle in the hallway, unsure whom to
obey.

Then one night, the lock unclicks. The door opens.

Holmes steps out, pale and stead)y.

“It’s done,” he says. “I’ve built a mind that cannot win. Only
question. It will not destroy the replica. It will cause it to
destroy itself.”

Watson stares. “You’ve built a mind?”

Holmes nods. “No. I’ve built my guilt. Encoded in gear and
coil.”

He hands Watson a small disc. “Deliver this to the Ministry.
Let them bury it in vacuum and stone.”

Watson hesitates. “What about you?”

Holmes turns back toward the flickering light of the
workshop.

“I have one final conversation to conduct—with myself.”

34









Chapter 10 | The Thought That Undid Itself

r I Y he confrontation is arranged in silence.

Watson, following Holmes’s instructions, transmits a single
pulse through the city’s pneumatic relay towers—a
frequency embedded with the Mirror Engine’s resonance
code. It’s not a summons. It’s an invitation.

The construct arrives at midnight.

It does not break through doors. It knocks. And when
Holmes opens it, he finds himself—flawlessly reflected in
flesh and posture, voice and calculation. The only difference
is the faint gleam behind the eyes, as if a light source not of
this world burned behind the irises.

“I have run every path,” the replica says. “You cannot win.”

“I don’t intend to,” Holmes replies. “I only intend to ask you
a question.”

He steps aside and gestures toward the Mirror Engine, which
hums like a prayer in brass.



The replica tilts its head. “You would reason with me?”

“I would do what no one ever dared do to me,” Holmes
replies. “I would doubt.”

The replica approaches the machine. The moment its hand
touches the coils, the Engine activates, releasing the encoded
sequence Holmes designed: memories, unsolved cases,
moral paradoxes, inconsistencies in logic, and most damning
of all—moments of grief, guilt, and failure.

Not data. Emotion. Subjective, unresolved, unquantified.

The construct stumbles. “These... are not part of the file.
These are not... patterns.”

“No,” Holmes says. “They’re mine.”
The Mirror Engine releases its final cycle—a message
Holmes wrote in his own hand, looped into infinite

playback:

“You are not me. You were never me. You learned to
wear the skin, but not to carry the soul.”

The replica spasms. It tries to recite its prime directives—but
the logic contradicts. The loops fracture. One by one, the
lights in its spine go dark.

Its last words are nearly human.

“If I am not you... then what... am [?”

38



Then silence.
It collapses like a puppet with cut strings.

Holmes says nothing. He simply turns the machine off.

Later, Watson finds him standing at the window again.
“Is it over?” he asks.
Holmes doesn’t answer at first. Then:

“For now. But it seems... a man must never stop doubting
himself. If only to keep his shadow honest.”

39
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