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The rain fell hard over the Thames, hammering the water into restless waves. The lamps along the South Bank shimmered through the mist, casting long reflections on the slick pavement. Sherlock Holmes strode through the weather without an umbrella, his dark coat clinging to his frame, collar turned up like a shield. Every step was calculated, each glance measured.

He stopped at the shadowed arch of a bridge. A tall figure stepped out from the gloom — Diana Prince, her trench coat immaculate despite the rain. She carried a satchel pressed to her side, her gloved fingers gripping it with an almost imperceptible tension.

“You’re late,” she said, voice calm but clipped.

Holmes ignored the remark, his eyes falling instantly to the bag. “That’s it.”

Diana tilted her head slightly. “You knew I’d have it.”

“I knew if anyone did, it would be you,” Holmes replied. He reached forward, but she stepped back.

“It’s not as simple as handing it over,” she said. “This isn’t some pocket watch or a stolen blueprint. It’s... dangerous.”

From behind them came the steady, deliberate sound of boots on wet stone. Steve Rogers appeared, shoulders squared, shield strapped to his back. His presence was like a weight in the air — unspoken authority.

“Tell me someone’s exaggerating,” Steve said, eyes flicking from Holmes to Diana.

“No exaggeration,” Holmes replied. “That satchel contains a stolen Wayne Enterprises prototype — a data drive built into a portable terminal. It’s holding encrypted recordings of meetings, transactions, and negotiations from the world’s most powerful individuals. The kind of information that could end governments in a week.”

Steve’s expression hardened. “And I’m guessing whoever had it before you isn’t breathing anymore.”

“I saw it happen,” Diana said quietly. “An alley in Paris, late afternoon. The courier never saw them coming.”

“Who?” Steve asked.

Diana hesitated. “I don’t know. But I recognized the precision. This wasn’t theft. It was a retrieval.”

Holmes stepped closer. “You tried to erase it.”

“Yes,” Diana admitted. “The drive is built with a dead man’s switch. Any attempt to delete the files without the right key triggers a silent upload to multiple servers across the world.”

Steve let out a breath. “So we can’t destroy it without spreading it.”

“No,” Holmes said. “We have to control it.”

Another voice cut through the rain, smooth and accented. “Or make it vanish without a trace.”

From the shadows, James Bond emerged, hands in the pockets of his coat. His hair was untouched by the rain, his eyes fixed on the satchel. “I hear you’ve been walking through Europe with a live grenade in your handbag, Miss Prince.”

Diana’s jaw tightened. “You’ve been following me.”

“I follow the interesting things,” Bond said, stepping forward. “And this is very interesting.”

Steve moved between Bond and Diana. “You think we’re just going to let you take it?”

“I think,” Bond said, his gaze still on the satchel, “that you don’t have another option. Holmes may know the chessboard, but I know the shadows the pieces move in. If Zemo has caught your scent, you won’t last a day.”

At the name, Steve’s eyes narrowed. “Zemo’s involved?”

Diana nodded once. “I saw him in Paris. Watching. Not acting. Waiting.”

Holmes tapped his fingers against his coat. “That means he’s already set the trap. If we try to use the drive, we’ll be walking right into it.”

Steve looked at each of them in turn. “So what’s the plan? Hide it? Move it?”

“Neither,” Holmes said. “We need to make it disappear in a way that no one believes it existed in the first place.”

Bond’s smile was faint, practiced. “Venice. There’s a vault in the crypt beneath San Zaccaria. No cameras, no digital footprint, no one who knows it exists except me. If we get it there, the world will forget it in a week.”

“And if Zemo follows?” Steve asked.

“Then we make sure he doesn’t,” Bond replied, matter-of-fact.

The rain thickened, the sound of the river swallowing the city’s noise. Diana handed the satchel to Holmes at last. “If we’re doing this, we move now. Before Zemo finds us.”

Steve glanced over his shoulder, scanning the rooftops. “We’re already being watched. Two routes — river and rail. Less chance of losing both.”

“I’ll take the train with Bond,” Holmes said immediately. “Rogers, you and Diana take the boat.”

Bond raised an eyebrow. “And trust you not to open it?”

Holmes didn’t flinch. “I don’t open Pandora’s boxes. I bury them.”

Steve didn’t look convinced, but he nodded. “Fine. We regroup in Venice at dawn.”

A low rumble came from the street above, the sound of tires on wet asphalt. Holmes’ eyes flicked up toward the bridge. “Too late. Move.”

They split without another word. Holmes and Bond vanished into a narrow side street toward the train station, their footsteps echoing against stone walls. Diana and Steve slipped down to the riverbank, where a small motor launch waited under a tarp.

From the rooftop across the street, a tall, lean figure watched through the scope of a compact rifle. Baron Zemo lowered the weapon slowly, a faint smirk on his lips. He tapped his earpiece once. “They’re moving. Both teams. Maintain distance.”

Rain blurred the outlines of the city as the riverboat’s engine coughed to life. Steve kept one hand on the tiller, the other near his shield. Diana stood at the bow, her gaze fixed ahead, every sense alive.

On the train platform, Bond lit a cigarette, ignoring Holmes’ glance. “You think this is about the drive?” he asked quietly.

“It’s always about something bigger,” Holmes said. “The drive is just the first domino.”

The whistle blew, the train shuddered forward, and somewhere along the embankment of the Thames, another set of unseen eyes followed them into the storm.
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The fog was heavier in Venice than Holmes expected. It curled along the canals in low, drifting sheets, swallowing sound and blurring the glow of the streetlamps. The gondola moved slowly under Bond’s steady hand, the oar dipping without a splash. Every bridge they passed under cast them into a pocket of darkness before letting the muted light return.

Holmes kept the satchel close to his side, his eyes sweeping the shadows. “This fog,” he said quietly, “is either a gift or a trap.”

Bond gave a small shrug. “Everything in Venice is both.”

They reached a narrow landing behind a crumbling palazzo. Bond tied off the gondola and gestured toward a door set low in the wall. “No one uses this entrance except me. And even I don’t use it often.”

Holmes stepped through into a hallway of rough stone, the air smelling faintly of salt and dust. A single bulb flickered overhead, casting the long hallway into pale intervals of light and shadow. At the far end was a locked gate, beyond which the steps descended into deeper darkness.

“You’re sure no one followed?” Holmes asked.

Bond didn’t answer. Instead, he unlocked the gate and started down the steps, his voice carrying back. “If someone did, they’d already be ahead of us.”

Meanwhile, miles away across the lagoon, Steve Rogers and Diana Prince stepped off a battered fishing boat into a quiet dockyard. Their path had been uneventful until they reached the smaller canals — now every movement in the shadows seemed to track them.

“You feel it too,” Diana murmured.

Steve nodded, scanning the rooftops. “They’ve been with us since the Grand Canal. Keeping distance. Zemo’s style.”

“Not just Zemo,” Diana said. “There’s another. Watching from higher ground.”

They slipped into a narrow alley. Steve’s voice was low, urgent. “We need to reach Bond and Holmes before they get there. We’re not the only ones who know about that vault.”

Back beneath San Zaccaria, the air had grown cooler. Bond’s flashlight cut thin beams into the darkness, illuminating old stonework and the faint glimmer of moisture on the walls.

“Venetian crypts are older than most of the city above,” Bond said. “This one was bricked over in the 18th century. Officially, it doesn’t exist.”

Holmes was already studying the stone. “Which means someone could still know about it if they had the right... heritage.”

“Heritage?” Bond asked.

“Families who never left,” Holmes replied. “Or those with reason to dig where they shouldn’t.”

The steps ended in a chamber of arched ceilings and worn carvings. Bond crossed to a wall at the far end, brushing away dust to reveal a thin seam in the stone. He pressed his hand against it, and with a slow grind of hidden gears, the slab shifted open.

Inside was a narrow alcove lined with shelves, most empty, a few holding ancient documents sealed in wax. Bond gestured to the space
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