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      Jack Harrow eased back into his favorite armchair, a cloud-soft number that probably cost more halos than he'd earned in his first decade walking a beat back in Chi-town. His dogs were parked on an ottoman that, like everything else in this celestial joint, aimed to please, adjusting itself to the sweet spot without him saying boo. Beside him, on a table carved from solidified moonlight, sat his fedora. Its light band, a nifty little extra he’d picked up after the Seraphim Tailor incident, pulsed slow and easy, mirroring the quiet hum of contentment thrumming under his own ribs.

      Paradise. Go figure. Through the mansion’s main window – a picture frame looking out on forever – the streets paved with honest-to-goodness gold shimmered under Heaven’s 24/7 sunshine special.

      "Not half bad for a flatfoot who spent years dodging bullets and bad coffee," he muttered, taking a swig from his mug. Pierre, the cherubic concierge who ran the mansion’s kitchens with military precision, called the brew "celestial coffee." To Jack, it tasted like that one perfect cup from O'Malley's diner back on Clark Street – the kind that could raise the dead, only here, most folks were already status post-mortem.

      Three weeks. Felt like a lifetime and no time at all since he’d put the cuffs on the Clockmaker, metaphorically speaking. Three weeks of Paradise P.I. work. The shingle hanging outside – Jack Harrow, Investigations: No Case Too Small, No Mystery Too Eternal – had pulled in a trickle of heavenly headaches. A missing harp belonging to a particularly weepy cherub. A squabble between composers over who owned the harmonic rights to the dawn chorus. Even Zadkiel's pet tiger doing a Houdini, only to be found snoozing amongst the cosmic petunias in Miriam’s garden down the street. Kid stuff, mostly. Nothing that rattled the pearly gates, but enough to keep the lights on, so to speak.

      Just as he was contemplating the merits of celestial coffee versus O’Malley’s finest, a whisper of displaced air announced Gideon. His wings, whiter than a freshly bleached collar, stirred the perfectly still atmosphere as he floated into the room. His bow tie, a crisp blue number that matched his earnest eyes, sat ramrod straight. Gideon always looked like he was simultaneously thrilled to be here and faintly confused by the operating instructions for existence itself.

      "A most peaceful evening, sir," the angel chirped, humming a tune that sounded suspiciously like background music for a sunrise.

      "Can't argue with that, kid," Jack agreed, his gaze drifting to the Neptune portal across the room. It was like a high-def TV screen showing live feeds from the universe, currently featuring a particularly splashy star cluster doing its twinkly thing. "Heaven's ticking along like a well-oiled clock. No major hiccups, no temporal funny business, nobody trying to rewind Tuesday."

      "Indeed, sir. Quite satisfactory." Gideon hovered near Jack's chair, his wings settling. "Although," he added, tilting his head, the hum faltering slightly, "I have observed something… peculiar regarding the stellar vista in the Andromeda portal."

      Jack dragged his attention away from Neptune's light show. "Peculiar? Spill it." Angels didn't usually get cagey unless something was genuinely off-kilter.

      "Well, sir," Gideon began, searching for the right celestial terminology, "the luminosity seems… attenuated? Less vibrant than protocol dictates. Particularly the Celestial Harp Nebula. Its radiance typically inspires spontaneous harmonization among observers, but lately… the effect is diminished."

      Jack might've chalked it up to Gideon having a case of the cosmic Mondays, but the angel's tone had a little grit in it. He set his mug down – carefully, things here didn’t break easily, but old habits died hard. He pushed himself up and ambled over to the Andromeda portal on the far wall, a shimmering doorway looking out on a whole different slice of the hereafter.

      The view was, as usual, enough to make your jaw scrape the floor. Swirling galaxies, dust clouds painted in colors that didn't exist back on Earth, stars scattered like diamond chips on black velvet. But Gideon was right. Jack squinted, his detective senses pinging. The whole scene looked like someone had fiddled with the cosmic contrast knob. Not dark, not by a long shot, but… faded. Like a Technicolor movie left out in the sun too long.

      "Huh," Jack grunted, instinctively reaching for the pocket magnifier he always carried – a habit from fingerprint days that proved surprisingly useful, even here. He fished it out, a sleek silver number gifted by Gabriel himself. "You might be onto somethin', kid."

      He held the lens up to the portal's surface. It wasn't just glass; it was some kind of interactive dimensional membrane. Up close, the magnifier revealed what his naked eye couldn’t quite snag – a faint, almost imperceptible dulling across several star clusters. And worse, clinging to the edges of certain stars, like grime on a windowpane, was a faint, dusty residue. It looked… wrong. Out of place in Heaven’s spit-shined cosmos.

      "Something ain't right," he murmured, the easy contentment of moments ago evaporating like mist.

      As if summoned by his words, a whisper of movement slid under the main door. Not a draft – the air here was perfect, remember? – but a piece of parchment, glowing with a soft, internal light that pulsed like a nervous heartbeat. It skated across the polished floor and came to rest near Jack's feet. Heaven's own special delivery. No postman, no doorbell, just… poof. Important messages always had a flair for the dramatic.

      Jack stooped to pick it up, his hand automatically making a phantom adjustment to his fedora brim – a tic so ingrained, he’d probably do it in his sleep. The paper felt warm, smooth as polished pearl.

      "What is it, sir?" Gideon asked, drifting closer, his humming now a staccato rhythm of pure curiosity.

      The script was elegant, loops and swirls that looked like captured starlight, but the message was short and sharp, like a whispered warning in a dark alley:

      The Starlight's dim. New worlds fade first. Look beyond.

      No John Hancock. No return address. Just cryptic marching orders from parts unknown.

      Jack held the note out to Gideon. "Looks like your celestial songbirds weren't just imagining things, kid. Somebody else is hearing the quiet."

      On the side table, the light band on Jack's fedora abruptly shifted tempo, its pulse quickening, mirroring the detective's own internal gears starting to grind. He retrieved the hat, settling it on his head at what he considered his prime investigative angle. He turned back to the Andromeda portal, the view now looking less like a pretty picture and more like Exhibit A.

      "Stars going quiet, sir!" Gideon breathed after reading the note, his wings flaring slightly, a sign of angelic agitation. "I knew their harmonic signature felt muted! It's like hearing a symphony with half the violins missing!"

      Jack shot him a look. "You can hear stars?" Seemed like every week he learned something new and impossible about his partner.

      "Not 'hear' in the auditory sense, sir," Gideon explained, adjusting his bow tie as if straightening his thoughts. "It's more… a perception of their fundamental frequencies. Their song, if you will. All celestial bodies resonate, and angels are attuned to it. These stars—" he gestured towards the swirling vista, "—their song has grown faint. I initially theorized a natural harmonic fluctuation, but this message suggests…"

      Jack nodded slowly, his gaze sweeping the cosmic panorama again. He raised the magnifier to a particularly lackluster cluster near the edge of the view. As he focused, the holo-band around his fedora gave a sudden, sharp buzz, vibrating against his temple.

      "Whoa!" He steadied the hat, noticing the light band now pulsed in near-perfect sync with the subtle dimming he was observing through the lens. "Okay, definitely not atmospheric interference."

      Gideon's humming dipped into a worried minor key. "This is highly irregular, sir. Stars are… fundamental. Their light isn't merely decorative; it's woven into the very fabric of Heaven's existence. They don't just… dim."

      Pocketing the magnifier, Jack turned, purpose solidifying in his stride. "Alright, let's take a tour. Check the other windows to the universe. See if this dimming act is playing local or if it's a travelling show."

      They made a quick circuit of the mansion's other portals. The Saturn view, usually dominated by the planet's glittering rings, showed distant galaxies beyond that seemed… softer. The Neptune portal confirmed it – more clusters looking like they needed their wattage checked. But the real kicker was the Interstellar Portal, the one that usually showcased the 'new developments' – galaxies and nebulae fresh off the cosmic assembly line. Here, the dimming was stark naked. Several stellar nurseries, places where stars were supposed to be blazing into existence, looked worryingly subdued, like birthday candles sputtering in a breeze.

      "It's hitting the new constructions hardest," Jack observed, filing the facts away in his mental cabinet. "Just like the note said – 'new worlds fade first.'"

      "But who would dispatch such an oblique warning?" Gideon fretted, his bow tie now noticeably askew. "And the meaning of 'look beyond'… Beyond what, precisely?"

      Jack tapped a thoughtful rhythm on his fedora's brim. "Two kinds of people send messages like that, kid. The ones who know too much to talk straight, and the ones who don't know enough to make sense. Either way, it means trouble."

      "A trenchant observation, sir," Gideon replied, admiration plain in his voice.

      Jack allowed himself the ghost of a smile. Kid was easy to impress. "The question is, beyond what? Beyond Heaven's borders? Beyond what we can see in these picture windows?"

      As if pondering his question, the fedora's band pulsed again, a specific pattern this time, drawing his eye back to the Interstellar Portal. He focused on the dimmest patch, straining his eyes. And then he saw it. Something he'd missed before. A flicker at the very edge of sight, like heat shimmer off asphalt on a scorching August day, but rippling through the starfield itself.

      "Hold the phone," he murmured, raising the magnifier again. "There's something… moving out there."

      The lens sharpened the image. It wasn't heat haze. It was a distortion, a subtle warping of space that drifted between the stars like a phantom prowler. And where it passed, the faint starlight seemed to gutter and shrink, leeched away by this… thing.

      "I perceive it as well, sir!" Gideon gasped, his hum turning into an alarmed buzz. "It's… it is almost as though something is consuming the starlight!"

      Jack’s mind clicked into gear. This wasn’t just some astronomical oddity for the celestial eggheads to puzzle over. This was deliberate. This was interference. This was a case. Something, or someone, was putting the cosmic dimmer switch on Heaven's lights, and the problem was spreading.

      "We need facts, Gideon," Jack said, adjusting his hat brim with a decisive snap. "And we need to blow the whistle on this."

      "To which department shall we direct our report, sir?" Gideon asked, already sounding more like an assistant detective. "Stellar Maintenance reports to the Celestial Illumination Directorate, but matters of fundamental radiance also involve the Cosmic Architecture Division, and harmonic anomalies fall under the purview of the Harmonic Resonance Authority…"

      "Heavenly red tape," Jack sighed, shaking his head. "Guess some things really are eternal." He thought for a beat. "Let's try Raziel first. The big cheese Archivist seemed plugged into the mainframe during that Clockmaker mess. If anyone's got the celestial skinny on why the stars are going dark, it's him."

      Gideon straightened up, wings lifting slightly. "Shall I compose a formal petition for an audience, sir?"

      "Hold your horses," Jack countered, his P.I. brain already sketching out the first steps. "We don't go crying wolf until we've got more bite. Let's canvas the neighborhood first. See if anyone else has noticed the lights flickering. That note mentioned 'new worlds'… We need to figure out what's happening out there, at the edge of creation."

      As they geared up, Jack glanced at the Interstellar Portal one last time. In his jacket pocket, the two feathers he'd earned – souvenirs from past victories – felt suddenly warm against his chest, sensing a new game afoot.

      "Looks like the vacation's over, kid," he said, straightening his tie – a dark blue silk, a small concession to heavenly dress codes. "Stars on the fritz, cryptic notes under the door… just another Tuesday in Paradise."

      Gideon's bow tie snapped back to attention, his expression shifting to one Jack recognized: eager anticipation mixed with angelic diligence. "Perhaps a preliminary inquiry with Miriam would be prudent, sir? Her cosmically-attuned flora are directly linked to stellar harmonics. They might exhibit symptoms of this… luminance deficiency."

      "Good thinking, Watson," Jack approved, clapping his partner lightly on the shoulder. The kid was learning. "Let's go chat with the lady with the supernova thumb."

      They headed for the door, Jack settling his fedora firmly. The golden streets outside might lack the grime and grit of Chicago, but they had mysteries aplenty, each one bigger than the last. From glitchy mansions to time-bending crooks, and now… fading stars. Jack Harrow, Celestial Investigator, was moving up in the universe.

      The light band on his fedora pulsed steady and determined as they stepped out onto the gleaming street. Whatever was messing with Heaven’s lights had just made one critical error.

      It got Jack Harrow’s attention. And this gumshoe was officially on the case.
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      Instead of the usual cheerful gardening scene, Jack and Gideon found Miriam’s little slice of Paradise in a state of celestial crisis. The normally serene gardener was more ruffled than a cherub in a hurricane, hovering over a bed of what looked like miniature galaxies sprouting from ornate bushes. The sight would've been breathtaking, if the galaxies weren’t so obviously… unwell.

      “They’re fading, no matter what I do,” she murmured, her voice a thread of worry in the still air. She looked up at their approach, relief washing over her face like a small dawn. “Jack! Gideon! Thank the Divine. My poor galaxy roses…”

      Jack tipped his fedora, more out of habit than etiquette. “Morning, Miriam. Looks like you got a garden-variety problem, only… not so ‘garden’.”

      Miriam, usually as steady as a mountain, wrung her hands. “It’s my cosmic blooms, Detective. They’re losing their shine. Look.” She gestured at the flowers. Each delicate petal cradled a tiny galaxy, swirling colours that looked plucked straight from Hubble’s best photos. But what should have been vibrant stellar fireworks was… muted. Dimmed. Like someone had turned down the celestial volume.

      Jack's P.I. sense gave a little nudge. This wasn't just aesthetic. “How long has this been going on?”

      Miriam’s brow furrowed – a rare sight. “Three days. At first, I thought it was natural fluctuations – even cosmic flowers have their cycles. But… it’s getting worse.” She touched a blossom gently, her touch more a caress than a horticultural inspection. “My blooms need light, Detective. They're… connected. To the real stars. If the stars go dark…”

      She trailed off, but her meaning hung in the air like a discordant chord. These weren’t just pretty flora; they were heavenly canaries in a cosmic coal mine.

      Jack pulled out his magnifier – a sleek silver number that would’ve looked right at home in any Chicago back alley. Bending low, he examined a fading bloom. Through the enchanted lens, he saw something invisible to the naked eye. A faint, glittering dust clinging to the petals, like cosmic glitter. He’d seen that before.

      “Mind if I take a sample?” He produced a vial from his ever-handy detective kit. How a kit materialized out of thin air in a realm where pockets were optional, he’d stopped questioning long ago.

      Miriam nodded, her gaze fixed on the wilting galaxies. “Please. Anything for my poor babies.”

      Jack carefully collected some of the dust. Holding the vial to the light, he noted how the glittering particles seemed to absorb rather than reflect the radiance. Unsettling. Especially in a place powered by light itself.

      Gideon, unusually quiet, floated close to the fading blooms, his brow furrowed in a way that crinkled his usually impeccable bow tie. "Have you spoken to any other residents about this?"

      Miriam glanced across the golden street. “Zadkiel stopped by yesterday. Said even his tiger is looking… off. And the Composers mentioned something about ‘harmonic disruptions’ in the stellar frequencies.”

      Jack pocketed the vial. “Sounds like a neighborhood watch situation.”

      As if on cue, a tall, willowy figure appeared at the garden gate. Zadkiel, Heaven’s zookeeper, with his usual air of otherworldly calm. Padding beside him was his magnificent tiger. Usually, the animal’s luminescent stripes pulsed with the same pure gold as the streets themselves. Today, they flickered weakly, like a faulty neon sign.

      “Detective Harrow,” Zadkiel said, approaching with a grave nod. “I was just coming to find you. There are… disturbances in the celestial song.”

      The tiger rumbled low, a sound that resonated deep in Jack’s gut. The beast was living proof of the problem.

      Jack knelt to examine the tiger, who regarded him with intelligent yellow eyes. The magnifier showed the same glittery dust clinging to the tiger’s fading fur.

      “Has he been anywhere unusual?” Jack asked, already cataloging possibilities. “Could he have picked this up… somewhere specific?”

      Zadkiel shook his head. “He hasn’t left this district in weeks. Whatever this is, it’s coming to us.”

      The tiger did something unexpected. It raised a massive paw and pointed, with deliberate precision, toward the east. Toward the horizon where the newest galaxies blazed (or should have blazed) even in heaven’s eternal daylight.

      “He’s been doing that since yesterday,” Zadkiel explained, his voice tight with concern. “Pointing east. He senses something.”

      Jack exchanged a look with Gideon, who was now vibrating with angelic concern. “The new galaxies,” the angel murmured. “Just as the note implied.”

      “Note?” Miriam, her gardening shears forgotten, raised an eyebrow.

      Jack quickly recounted the cryptic message and their discovery of the dimmed stars through his mansion portals. Miriam and Zadkiel exchanged worried glances.

      “This is worse than I thought,” Miriam said finally. “If it’s affecting the stars, the animals, even the flowers…”

      “Has this been reported to the… authorities?” Gideon’s wings fluttered nervously.

      “I notified the Botanical Division,” Miriam said, a hint of frustration in her voice. “They said they’d ‘look into it’. They seemed… unconcerned.”

      Jack muttered a very Chicago-esque curse under his breath. “Bureaucracy. Guess even Paradise has its red tape.”

      The tiger growled again, insistent, and pointed eastward. Its stripes flickered, dimming further as they watched.

      “He really wants us to look that way,” Zadkiel said, his gaze fixed on the horizon. “Perhaps we should visit the Celestial Observatory? The newest galaxies are most clearly visible from there.”

      “Good idea,” Jack agreed, making a mental note. “But first, the Composers. If this is messing with harmonics, they might have something specific to add.”

      The Composers’ residence was unmistakable – a building that looked like a symphony hall had mated with a complex mathematical equation. As they approached, the sound pouring from its open doors should have been pure, unadulterated harmony. Instead, it was dissonant, a musical train wreck.

      Harmoniel, his usually immaculate halo tilted at a worried angle, met them at the entrance. He clutched a tuning fork like a lifeline. “Detective Harrow! Thank the Divine. Our sonic equations are… collapsing!”

      Inside, the other Composers were gathered around what looked like a three-dimensional musical score floating in mid-air. Only portions were flickering, the notes fading in and out of existence like dying embers.

      “The stellar frequencies,” Choriel said, pointing to a particularly chaotic section of the score. “They’re dropping out of our harmonic range completely. Notes… chords that have been stable since creation are simply vanishing.”

      “When did this start?” Jack, notepad at the ready, looked like he'd stepped into a particularly bizarre jazz club.

      Melodiel wrung his hands. “Three days ago. A subtle shift, barely perceptible. But it's accelerating. This morning, entire chord structures began to fail.”

      Jack stepped closer, magnifier up. Through the lens, he saw it. The glittery dust. Moving through the score, leaving dead silence in its wake.

      “Something’s eating the light,” he murmured, the phrase sounding even stranger here than it would back in Chicago. “That same substance is on Miriam’s flowers, on Zadkiel’s tiger…”

      Gideon leaned closer, trying to adjust his own internal humming to the score. His expression showed the angelic equivalent of nails on a chalkboard. “The dissonance is most acute in frequencies linked to the new galaxies,” Harmoniel said. “It is as though they are targeted.”

      “Or who,” Jack amended, his jaw tightening. His fedora’s light band pulsed faster, mirroring the rapid-fire deductions in his head. “This isn’t random. There’s a who in this.”

      “But who could… interfere with Heaven’s light?” Miriam asked, her gardening shears now clutched like a weapon.

      “That,” Jack said grimly, “is what we’re going to find out.”

      As if to punctuate his words, a large section of the floating score simply winked out of existence, the corresponding music abruptly ceasing. The Composers gasped as one.

      “That was the Lyra Nebula’s primary harmonic structure,” Choriel said, his voice flat with horror. “A formation that has existed since the third day of creation. Gone.”

      The magnifier showed the glittery dust where the music had been, slowly dispersing. Jack collected another sample. The particles here seemed even more concentrated than those from Miriam's garden.

      “We’re going to the Observatory,” he declared. “We need to see what’s happening to these stars first hand.”

      As they turned to leave, a flustered cherub, his chef’s hat askew and his face the colour of over-whipped cream, hurried in. It was Pierre, the mansion's usually unflappable concierge.

      “Monsieur Harrow! We have a culinary emergency of cosmic proportions!” Pierre wrung his hands. “
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      Riding a tiger wasn't exactly standard procedure, even by Heaven's increasingly bizarre standards. But Jack had to admit, Zadkiel's big cat, now morphed into some kind of celestial express train, beat anything Detroit ever rolled off the assembly line. Luminescent stripes blurred past, forming a tunnel of rippling gold light that seemed to fold space like cheap stationery. The wind – if you could call the perfect heavenly air that – whipped past, carrying the faint scent of ozone and distant nebulae. Jack found himself wedged comfortably between Gideon, whose bow tie flapped with aerodynamic enthusiasm, and the serene Zadkiel. Down below, Heaven zipped by in a golden smear.

      "Never figured 'tiger jockey' would be on the resume," Jack muttered, adjusting his fedora brim. Back in Chicago, chasing a lead meant stale coffee, rattling Fords, and maybe dodging a potshot or two down a grimy alley. This felt... cleaner. Faster. And infinitely weirder. "Give me a trusty Buick any day."

      "The fundamental methodology remains congruent, sir," Gideon offered, shouting slightly over the rush of celestial transit. His wings were tucked neatly, but his eyes darted about, taking in the sights with angelic wonder. "Evidence accrual, logical deduction, pursuit of the unknown variable—the scale is merely… amplified."

      Jack grunted. Kid had a point. From sorting out mansion plumbing that had opinions, to tracking down a time-tinkering Clockmaker, his P.I. business here was definitely trending towards the ‘amplified’. Interstellar star-theft? Just another Tuesday in Paradise, apparently.

      The scenery below began to shift. The familiar, perfectly manicured golden streets and gleaming architecture of Heaven Central started giving way to something… looser. More fluid. Like looking at an architect’s blueprint that was still being sketched. Rivers of light flowed like molten glass, islands of nascent reality shimmered, and structures seemed half-formed, coalescing out of pure potential.

      "The Outer Reaches," Zadkiel explained, his voice calm despite the cosmic velocity. He'd noticed Jack's keen observation, the gumshoe gaze taking it all in. "Where Creation continues to unfold. New heavens, new possibilities. It's less… solidified than the established domains."

      "Heaven's frontier," Jack mused. "Looks like the scaffolding is still up." He could almost smell the cosmic sawdust and celestial paint fumes. Everything felt brighter here, too, but with a raw, untamed edge, like a freshly struck match compared to the steady glow of the city center.

      "An astute metaphor, Detective," Zadkiel allowed a faint smile. "Though it is less construction, more… blossoming. Potential realizing itself under Divine guidance."

      The tiger let out a low rumble, a vibration Jack felt through the shimmering seat. Its course shifted subtly, homing in on coordinates gleaned from Galileo’s crystal. Ahead, floating in the vibrant emptiness, was a cluster of… things. Not buildings, not ships, but crystalline structures drifting like icebergs in a sea of potential. They glowed softly from within, intricate lattices of light, though even from a distance, Jack could see their shine was… muted. Dulled. The same creeping dimness they'd seen everywhere else. This case was spreading faster than gossip in a speakeasy.

      "Our destination," Zadkiel announced as the tiger banked smoothly, decelerating without a hint of G-force. "The Nexus of New Creation. Think of it as Heaven’s Ellis Island for souls arriving from… elsewhere."

      The tiger touched down feather-light on a platform that shimmered like heat haze. It felt solid under Jack's wingtips, but looking down was like staring into infinity. Weird. Disembarking, Jack immediately noticed the quality of light – not the warm, comforting gold of Heaven proper, but a cooler, silvery-blue radiance. Younger light. Fresher.

      Zadkiel remained seated on the tiger, which now looked less like transport and more like a patient, albeit gigantic, feline again. "I shall await your return here. These zones can be… disorienting for those calibrated primarily to Terran reality streams. The multi-dimensional perspectives can induce metaphysical vertigo."

      Jack nodded, pulling his trench coat tighter – a useless habit, as the temperature was always perfect, but comforting nonetheless. He straightened his tie. "Got it. Try not to let the cat wander off." He and Gideon turned towards the nearest crystalline pod. It hummed faintly, a low, resonant thrum that tickled the ears. Before Jack could even wonder if there was a doorbell, a section of the crystal wall simply… dissolved. Flowed away like water, leaving a perfect archway.

      "Adaptive interfaces," Gideon whispered, clearly impressed. "The structure anticipates the visitor's intent and reconfigures accordingly."

      "Saves on hinges," Jack quipped, though he gripped his magnifier tighter. Old habits. He stepped through the opening, Gideon floating silently beside him.

      Inside was… tricky. Walls flowed into floors, ceilings curved into Mobius strips of light. Corners didn't seem to add up to 360 degrees, and gravity felt more like a polite suggestion than a law. Light wasn't just in the room; it was the room, forming shifting patterns and ambient glows. Despite the brain-bending geometry, it felt… welcoming. Like the place was actively trying not to scare the newcomers.

      "Hello?" Jack called out, the word sounding flat in the resonant space. He felt a bit like a rube shouting in a library. "Name's Harrow. Heaven's Detective Agency. Got a tip about some… stellar difficulties?"

      The light in the chamber shifted, coalescing. A figure emerged from what might have been a wall, or maybe just thicker light. Definitely not human stock. Tall, impossibly slender, with skin that shimmered like oil on water, holding a faint inner light that pulsed weakly. Three pairs of arms, perfectly proportioned, were spaced along its torso. Large, luminous eyes, set in a triangular pattern, regarded them with ancient intelligence. Where a mouth might be, delicate gill-like structures fluttered with each breath. Hovering above its head, like a ghostly crown, was a complex lattice of pure light, flickering erratically. Distress, plain as day, even on an alien face.

      "Detective Harrow," the being's voice was a chord, multiple tones blending into words Jack could understand. Music and meaning woven together. "Your presence is… opportune. I am Luzar. Of the Third Sphere of Luminara."

      Jack, channeling

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. The Case of the Cosmic Dimmer Switch
      


      		
        2. The Whispers of a Fading Garden
      


      		
        3. The Six-Armed Client
      


      		
        4. Where the Sidewalk Ends (In Nothing)
      


      		
        5. Following the Cosmic Breadcrumbs
      


      		
        6. The Choir and the Cosmic Chord
      


      		
        7. The Crystal World Gets Dimmed
      


      		
        8. The Smuggler's Calling Card
      


      		
        9. Knocking on Nothing's Door
      


      		
        10. The Cosmic Pawn Shop
      


      		
        11. Gideon's Song, Heaven's Stand
      


      		
        12. Where Reality Goes to Get Laundered
      


      		
        13. Reading the Cosmic Tea Leaves
      


      		
        14. The Dimensional Double-Cross
      


      		
        15. Calling the Bluff on Reality
      


      		
        16. Putting a Face to the Cosmic Grift
      


      		
        17. The Starlight Comes Home to Roost
      


      		
        18. The Lights Come Back On (Mostly)
      


      		
        19. Cashing Out the Cosmic Con
      


      		
        20. The Starlight Settles the Tab
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


