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The cab ride was quiet. Ava would occasionally look over, only to quickly look away when Derrick made eye contact. The scowl on her face disappeared as Tommy pulled the car in front of a rundown apartment complex. Two stories tall with wide bay windows, it looked like it could survive an earthquake. Derrick did not bother with small talk, opting instead to step outside the cab. 

He extended a hand to Ava, who pushed it away and stepped out on her own. 

“What are we doing here?” she asked as she leaned back against the cab. 

Inside the vehicle, Tommy turned off the engine, but remained seated. 

Derrick leaned on the car right next to Ava and pointed up to the window on the top left of the building. 

“We were going to hide out here, but that seems fairly useless now.”

Watching from the street, Derrick and Ava saw dark figures move about in the apartment. Even from the street, the sound of glass breaking and things being overturned could easily be heard. “Sounds like you might need to redecorate,” she said with a slight smirk. 

Despite the irritation of his place being tossed, he liked her smile. 

“I was bored with the décor anyways.”

She gestured to the window with her head. “What now, Diamond? Any bright ideas?”

“I could go up there and risk getting my head kicked in. Or we could hide out somewhere else and figure out what’s going on.”

The impatience in her voice came through. “I’m assuming you have a suggestion?”

He opened the cab door and gestured for her to get in. 

“There’s a little out-of-the-way place that I think might just do the trick.”

 



 

“It’s not here,” hissed a thin reptilian thug called Nigel.

“Keep looking,” growled the wide-shouldered werewolf. 

Nigel ripped papers from the wall and pulled books from a bookshelf with the joy of a small child playing in the mud. 

Another thug, whose name would frustrate most linguists, looked over at the hectic movements of Nigel and laughed. 

“What kind of name is Nigel anyways? You sound like you should be a physicist in a tweed jacket.”

Nigel turned and pushed the other creature to the ground. They scuffled for a moment, wrapping one another up and doing a fabulous job of trashing the apartment without the requisite eye for detail required of a thorough search. As they tumbled about, they bumped into the werewolf, who looked down, clearly annoyed.

The werewolf intervened, pushing Nigel back up against the bookshelf and glaring at the smart-mouthed thug who looked up at them both. 

“Enough of this. Boss wants the object, so we find the object. Understood?”

They both nodded and returned to their wanton disregard for Derrick Diamond’s property. When they had finished with everything that was not bolted to the ground, the walls became fair game. Holes were punched, belongings were dismembered, but the Object was not found. 

“What now, chief?” asked Nigel. 

The other thug leaned up against the wall, mindlessly tearing at a place in the wallpaper that had started to fade and come loose.

“We tell him we didn’t find anything.”

“Won’t he be angry?” asked Nigel.

“What do you think?” mocked the other reptilian thug.

The werewolf didn’t bother to reply. With a huff, he smashed an overhead lamp and the creatures faded into the night. 

 



 

In a darkened laboratory, a massive machine hummed quietly. Bathed in slivers of artificial light, men scurried about with masks drawn over their features. Brief German commands and grunts echoed throughout the room. The device was pointed up into the sky through a slit in the domed ceiling. It had an oblong, almost gourd-like, structure with a panel of flashing lights and indecipherable script. 

Beyond the machine a row of bench seats had been erected, upon which sat rows of sour-faced men who looked on with indifference.

At the base of the benches, a see-through wall separated the observers from the machine. 

The workers powered up the machine, filling the room with a thunderous reverberation that forced the soldiers and technicians to cower away from the sound. 

One of the workers, a young technician with his mask pulled back, inspected the side of the machine. 

There was a small opening about the size of a certain burgundy bird that was noticeably vacant.

“Ohne die Objekt könnten wir die Maschine beschädigen,” spoke the technician as he turned a small dial near the opening to power down the machine. 

A solider, taller and more powerfully built, turned at the words and spoke. “Nur konzentriert sie die Energie. Also müssen wir wissen ob die Maschine ohne sie funktionieren wird.” 

Enduring the machine’s thunderous hum, the spectators waited as the machine powered up.

The young technician looked as if he wished to argue, but thought better of it and returned the dial to its previous position. 

A thunderous sound wave filled the room. 

“In viele Stunden wird die Maschine seine höchste Energie reichen,” said the technician as he stepped away from the machine. 

The burly soldier nodded. “Denn warten wir.”

Clouds rolled in, obscuring the view of the night sky through the slit in the ceiling above. 

The young technician looked up and closed his eyes, whispering imperceptibly.

The other soldiers who milled about looked at the technician, talking amongst themselves in German.  

He ignored them as he turned and walked away into the shadows of the room.

 



 

Calling the Smouth Inn a dive would be an insult to roach-infested hotels everywhere. 

Upside: it was in a part of town that even a seasoned criminal would otherwise avoid. This provided Derrick and Ava a certain anonymity that they desperately needed at the moment. Derrick had offered to put Tommy up in a room, but he preferred to stay with his cab in the neighborhood. 

Ava made herself comfortable on the bed, stretching and letting out a big sigh. “You sure know how to show a girl a good time, Diamond. We could use an upgrade though,” she chided. 

Derrick smiled from across the room and hung his trench coat on a rickety chair there. Looking out the open door that led onto a small balcony, he contemplated what he knew: the Object was valuable. Who was after it? What purpose did it serve? He sighed; he didn’t have the answers he needed, or wanted, yet. The night was filled with distant voices, police sirens, and the hymn that only he could hear. He tried to push it from his mind, but it only made it that much more potent. Each note sent a shiver done his spine, as if it were whispering some distant and great secret that he should not know.

“We need to stay off their radar. I apologize that the accommodations aren’t up to your high standards,” he managed as he pushed the thoughts as far from the moment as he could.

Ava looked as though she might throw back a biting comment, but passed on the sarcasm for a moment. 

She opted for a direct approach. “What is the Object?”

“I don’t know.”

“Why does the Fat Man want it?”

Derrick shrugged. 

“Why are those thugs after you?”

“Presumably for the Object. But you don’t make a lot of friends in my line of work, so it could be because of a past case.”

Ava smirked and pulled her dress down over her exposed legs. “Not very popular, are you?”

Derrick took a step onto the balcony and leaned against the railing. “I suppose not.” 

She looked back and rolled over so that she was facing him. “Who do you think took it?”

He shook his head. “I don’t know, but that is a very good question––one that I don’t have an answer to.”

“What do you think it will be used for? Do you think those Nazis at the Yellow Monarch have anything to do with it?”

“I wouldn’t put it past the Fat Man. His allegiances are of the green variety. If they’re involved, it makes finding the Object even more important.”

Talk of the Object and Nazis stifled the conversation, creating a silence that stretched for more than a few moments. 

The sounds of the night were more pronounced in the duo’s silence. Lovers across the way argued, a vagrant stumbled down the street; the breaking of a car window indicated a vehicle theft in the area. It was in these moments that Derrick felt his heart beat faster when he thought about the Object. His stomach would drop and he would feel lightheaded––like he had run too far, too fast. 

“What about you?” Derrick asked, trying to distract himself from the hymn. 

“What about me? I’m an open book,” she responded as she examined her nails. 

Derrick gestured into space and then gestured as if he was pointing to the alley they were in earlier that night. “You handled yourself well back there. Find yourself in a lot of altercations as a lounge singer?”

“More than you can imagine. We singers have a lot of fans. Not all of them are gentlemen like you.”

Derrick chuckled. “I’m guessing you weren’t always a singer though, were you?”

“Can’t slip anything past you, can I?” she said with a laugh.

He waited. 

“My father was a military man, brothers too. Grew up on a farm; got out as fast as I could.”

“Farm life not for you?”

“Something like that.”

Derrick mumbled something incoherent and continued to stare into the night. 

“Not interesting enough for you, Diamond?”

“Don’t get sensitive,” he retorted with a smile. “I’m just planning our next move.”

“Care to share?”

Derrick moved back into the room. “This all started at the warehouse. We need to go back there to see if the courier knows anything about it.”

Ava sat up and adjusted her tight dress accordingly. 

Derrick handed her his long trench coat. “It’s chilly out there and we can’t have you walking around looking like that. It’ll draw too much attention.”

She accepted the garment and wrapped it around her shoulders, cinching it at her waist. “Have you been admiring me, Mr. Diamond?”

“Don’t get cute,” he countered. 

She sauntered ahead, turning to say something over her shoulder. “Looks like it’s already too late for that by your estimation….”

 



 

Back at the Yellow Monarch, the Fat Man stared at his henchmen: the werewolf and the reptilian thugs. 

“There was nothing at his apartment?” he barked in irritation.

“No sir,” answered the werewolf.

Nigel started to say something, but the other reptilian thug nudged him hard. 

The club was empty except for staff moving about, cleaning off the tables and moving items off the main floor. The squid-faced thug still stood by the back hallway, like a stone sentinel that never tired. The Fat Man sat on a throne that befit his considerable size. He looked like a king preparing for court more than a mobster and club owner. “Do you know where they are?”

“You think Ava stayed with him?” asked Nigel. 

“Did the boss ask that?” chastised the other reptilian thug.

The Fat Man looked at the little thug sternly. “She is not what she seems.”

“A singer?” croaked Sheldon. 

The werewolf rolled his eyes and threw an elbow into Nigel’s chest. The message was clear: silence. “The boss meant that she is more than a leggy lounge singer.”

Nigel nodded absently and rubbed his chest where the werewolf struck him. 

The Fat Man continued. “Der Deutsch needs the antikythera mechanism. He will not wait long,” he said, taking a noisy sip from his tumbler. 

“Anti-what?” asked the werewolf.


“Antikythera. That is what he called it,” answered the Fat Man. Looking around the room, he seemed even more perturbed. “Where is the Weasel?”

The three thugs looked around, but to no avail. 

“I don’t know, boss,” answered the werewolf. 

The Fat Man stood quickly, more adroitly than someone of his girth seemed capable. His voice steeled. “Find the Object soon or we’ll all pay the consequences.”

 



 

The warehouse had high ceilings that were swallowed by the darkness. Derrick and Ava walked through the open areas of the building and heard only the lonely sound of their footfalls. Crates were stacked high and stamped with all sorts of strange and exotic symbols. The courier had met him here and then scampered off into the back of the place before Derrick had a chance to ask him any questions.

“So much for going back to the beginning….” commented Ava as she inspected a large manufacturing station that looked as though it had not been turned on in years. “What is this place?”

Derrick stalked forward, deeper into the warehouse. He found it as empty as the rest of the place. “It was an ordinance warehouse for machining military-grade weapons during World War I. It hasn’t been in operation for a few years now.”

“Why would you meet a courier here? It’s sort of…spooky.”

Derrick picked up a wrench and then threw it back on a table, creating a loud banging noise. “I don’t know what I expected coming back here.”

“Answers,” replied Ava while continuing to examine the stacks of crates. 

He turned back at her matter-of-fact response; and as he was about to comment, something shifted in the distance. 

“Did you hear that?”

“I’m not deaf, am I?” retorted Ava, drawing her small blade. 

Derrick crept forward cautiously, purposely staying in front of Ava despite her desire to walk straight into danger. As they navigated around a tall mountain of boxed artifacts, they found their way into another open area that had a single table, three chairs, and a small overhead lamp that swung slightly, as if there was a breeze somewhere in the warehouse. 

The pair stood at a distance as they observed the table. 

“Won’t you join me?” slurred the Weasel, emerging from the shadows. 

Ava replaced her blade and looked at Derrick with a frown on her face. “What the hell is he doing here?”

“A fine question…” began the Weasel, sweeping his hands like a grand magician about to reveal something. 

Derrick interrupted him. “Get to it, Weasel.”

The Weasel’s confidence sunk and with it went his shoulders, slumping toward the ground. “Will you at least sit down?”

Ava looked at Derrick and then sauntered forward and sat down. The hardboiled investigator waited, feeling suddenly quite vulnerable in the warehouse; and there was still the hymn, teasing his mind, pulling him along when the world was quiet and still. After a moment, he acquiesced and sat down next to Ava. 

This seemed to please the Weasel, as he scampered to a seat across from them and folded his hands together. 

“You thought you could learn something about the Object here?” the Weasel asked. 

“That was the long and short of it, yeah,” replied Derrick gruffly. 

The Weasel nodded. “Antikythera mechanism.”

Ava visibly paled, but Derrick did not notice. 

“What exactly is an antikythera mechanism? And what does it have to do with anything?” pressed Derrick. 

The Weasel smiled wider, which made his head look like a slippery almond. “The Nazis have built a machine. I don’t know what they call it, though I know they need the Object to focus their device.”

“Focus it toward what?” interjected Ava. 

The Weasel shrugged. “I don’t know. What I do know is that this machine burrows into another world like a worm into moist earth. They even say someone has gone through one of its portals.”

“What do you mean gone through? Like to another world? Dimension?” asked Derrick, leaning across the table. 

“I don’t know the specifics,” replied the Weasel, struggling with the last word because of his not-so-subtle lisp. 

Ava stood up and paced away from the table.

Derrick waited, staring intently at the Weasel, before he joined her. 

“What’s going on, Ava?”

She wrapped her arms around herself and spoke quietly, “I fear something terrible is about to happen.” 

 



 

The Nazis stood in faceless suits behind a wall, their goggles firmly affixed. The machine was ready; and as if to announce that fact, a thick beam of energy exploded through the slit in the ceiling. For a moment, nothing happened. And then, all of a sudden, a shimmering pool of silver energy poured down the wall behind the machine, creating a river of liquid that coated the previously empty wall. 

Technicians approached the barrier with great care and studied it with clipboards and sensors in hand. 

The young technician, who had turned down the dial previously, reached out and touched the liquid with his finger. It stuck to his finger; growing bold, he pushed his hand in and grasped at the nothingness of the energy. Finding a firm hold, he drew his hand back and the energy extended out like taffy pulled too tightly––and then rebounded back in.

It was then that he heard the hymn, too. 
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