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The Shadow of Steel and the New Look

By Dr. Abinash Mazumdar

We had barely returned to the quiet fog of London, settling back into our familiar rooms on Elm Street, when the world reminded us that the fight for silence was over, and a new, deafening struggle had begun.

The case that led us to Hollywood—the intricate Silver Screen Cipher—was, for a time, considered our magnum opus. Yet, its dramatic conclusion was not a final victory; it was merely a prologue. The arrest of the Sound Engineer, Isabella Roth, and the Director, Archibald Grant, revealed the shadowy outline of something far grander and more terrifying: the international organisation known as Pantheon.

Isabella Roth’s final transmission—her parting gift—was not a desperate cry for help, but a chilling manifesto: “The Shadow of Steel.”

This collection of stories marks our transition into a new era of crime. Detective Dujo always operated on the philosophical principle that every human action leaves behind a logical footprint. Now, with the emergence of Pantheon, the footprints are no longer confined to the dusty streets of a single city. They traverse continents, span the oceans, and hide within the very fabric of global commerce.

The New Look of Detective Dujo is, therefore, not a change in his foundational method, but an evolution in his focus. His profound knowledge of ancient history, philosophy, and classical strategy must now be seamlessly integrated with the cutting-edge technology of the late 1920s—from the coded signal flashes on his aluminium laptop to the complex decryption of Celestial Ciphers.

In these pages, you will accompany us on five thrilling international assignments that trace the global tentacles of Pantheon:


	From the deceptive tranquillity of the Australian coast in "Artificial Shark: The Synthetic Fin," where a maritime crisis threatens global trade.

	Through the historical intrigue connecting a legendary gem to modern military ambition in the "Kohinoor Mystery: The Pantheon Cipher."


	And, into other high-stakes encounters involving ancient Egyptian relics and advanced satellite technology.



Pantheon aims for nothing less than total ideological and economic control, hiding its sophisticated plots beneath the mundane veneer of commerce, art, and even natural phenomena.

For the reader, this is not merely a collection of puzzles to be solved. It is an invitation to witness the relentless battle of two minds—Detective Dujo’s against the boundless ambition of an unseen enemy—in a world where every silence holds a secret, and every shadow hides a steel-cold threat.

— Dr. Abinash Mazumdar,

London, November, 1927
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Hollywood Explosion: The Silver Screen Cipher
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Elm Street, London. A hot summer morning, 1927.

The intense sunlight could not penetrate the room, as Dujo always kept his lab windows covered with thick, gray curtains—a strategy to shield his mind from the chaos of the outside world. I was reading an old military medical journal that morning when the special, encrypted telegraph machine on the table suddenly rang rapidly.

I put down my glasses. "For you, Dujo. It seems something has arrived from outside Europe."

Dujo, whose gaze was still fixed on the yellow liquid inside his test tube, gently reached out and picked up the telegram. His long, thin fingers remained precise, even at the slightest touch of glass. He read the telegram without lifting his eyes.

"Hollywood, Abinash," his voice was cool, as if he were giving a weather forecast. "A highly real mystery in the world's most illuminated and most artificial place."

I took the telegram from him and read it. Sender: Mr. Horace Clifford, head of 'Golden Age Pictures'. The message was written in military style, fast and informative:

"Grave Crisis. Explosion at studio. No casualties, but a crucial film destroyed. Police calling it an accident. But it's staged. Come to Los Angeles immediately. Your data is needed. All expenses covered. Require your knowledge of the 'Silver Cipher'. – Horace Clifford."

My eyes fixated on the last line of the telegram, I said, "He mentioned the 'Silver Cipher'. Is that a secret code?"

Dujo now carefully placed the test tube on a stand and turned to me. "That is the anomaly, Abinash. Mr. Clifford is not just a film mogul. He worked with me in a special military unit in France during the First World War, where we researched German encryption codes. One of those codes was the 'Silver Ring Cipher'. This cipher was typically used to encrypt military strategies or high-value economic transactions. It should have no relevance in a Hollywood film studio, unless something militarily or economically significant is involved."

Dujo opened his laptop. "1927. Hollywood is shifting from silent films to talkies. This change is not just technological; it is a massive transfer of economic power. Clifford's studio's first talkie film is 'The Pharaoh's Voice'. This is not just an entertainment film, Abinash. The financial future of Clifford's studio depends on the success of this film."

"So, could this explosion be the work of a business rival?"

"Not impossible, but unlikely. Business rivals usually destroy money or studio equipment. They don't destroy such a rare and valuable 'master print' that cannot be easily reconstructed. Furthermore, Mr. Clifford said, 'a crucial film destroyed.' He didn't say, 'a camera destroyed.' And the mention of the 'Silver Cipher' in the telegram... it echoes those old Pantheon tactics—attacking using symbols and encryption."

Dujo began packing his kit bag. "We must go quickly. The weather in Los Angeles is hot now, but its industry and the minds of its people are cold. Clifford fears this incident is not just an explosion—it is a coded attack."

He looked at me. "Your military health and my data analysis—they will be much needed there. To solve this mystery, we must find the dark truth hidden within the artificial light of Hollywood."

Our arrival in Los Angeles was on a scorching summer afternoon. The pleasant cool we brought from London suddenly vanished in the dry, hot air of Los Angeles. All around, there were luxurious cars, people in glamorous attire, and the symbols of the new era—tall, shiny studio buildings.

As we headed towards the headquarters of 'Golden Age Pictures', I noticed Dujo carefully observing the intense outdoor lighting and the crowd.

"Observe, Abinash," Dujo said. "This city is a massive stage where everyone is acting. From the ordinary pedestrian to the studio staff—everyone has a layer of artificiality. But beneath it, a fierce competition for controlling data and power is underway."

"Are you seeing any anomalies?"

"Profound anomalies, Abinash. Los Angeles is one of the least encrypted cities in the world. Everyone knows everything here, but no one believes anything. This simplicity is dangerous. Because it is easy to hide complex strategies beneath simplicity."

Mr. Horace Clifford himself welcomed us at the studio gate. There was a look of worry on his face. His suit was immaculate, but his fingers were trembling.

"Thank you, Dujo. I was waiting for you," Clifford said in a low voice. "The police still have the projection room cordoned off. They say the explosion was caused by overheating due to an electrical fault in the projector."

"The police analysis is flawed, Mr. Clifford," Dujo said. "I understood from the wording of your telegram that this was a staged attack. We must go to the scene without delay."

Clifford led us towards the projection room. On the way, we passed various studio sets. A massive set of a Greek temple, the Sphinx of ancient Egypt, and partial structures of the Roman Colosseum—everything was in the realm of imagination.

"Hollywood does not just make pictures, Abinash," Dujo whispered. "They create history and sell history. And for those who want to control history, this is an ideal target."

The projection room was located just behind the studio's central building, where security was relatively low.

"The explosion occurred exactly when we were projecting the master print of 'The Pharaoh's Voice'," Clifford said. "Everything was over in a second. Millions of dollars in loss."

I smelled the burnt Odor and the intensity of chemicals in the room. Dujo's eyes darted around every corner of the room like nerves, collecting information.

Dujo entered the projection room. He took out his military-grade spectral lens and first looked at the broken structure of the projector. Police and the forensic team had finished their work and left, but for Dujo, they were only preliminary information collectors.

"The explosion did not originate from inside the projector, Mr. Clifford," Dujo announced immediately. "If it were an electrical short circuit, the fire would have been confined to the core or wiring section of the projector. But the arrangement of the burnt metal pieces and the pressure of the explosion indicate that the source was just outside the projector's X-Housing—near the film spool holder."

Dujo picked up a small, flat piece of burnt metal from the floor. It was a non-ferrous metal, with an oddly smooth black coating on it.

"Look, Abinash," Dujo handed me the piece. "This metal is not local. It is a rare German-Titanium alloy, used in the manufacture of military explosive containers. There is a trace of a specific type of acid on it—capable of causing an explosion through rapid chemical reaction."

I put on my medical gloves and took the piece. "This is not ordinary gunpowder or dynamite. It was a controlled, chemical explosion."

"Precisely. Not a time bomb, but a 'Chemical Trigger Bomb'. The container was placed near the film spool holder, so that the high temperature and light of the talkie film would quickly activate the acid in the container."

Clifford was dismayed. "But who could enter the projection room so easily and place such a container? The security guards were up all night!"

Dujo analysed the chemical composition of the burnt metal piece on his laptop. "The supply of this metal is very limited, Mr. Clifford. It was used in Europe as a primary component by Pantheon. This deepens our suspicion."

Next, Dujo went towards a large glass aquarium in the corner of the room, which was kept as a symbol of silence—a memory of silence entering the era of talkie films. Next to the aquarium, there was a clear footprint in the dust.

"Here is our silent witness," Dujo smiled. "This footprint went unnoticed by the police because they were only looking for electricity. The print is of a woman's shoe. The shoe is Italian, made of leather, and its size is 4. But most importantly, there is an asymmetrical gouge in the middle of its sole. This points to only one person."

Dujo took a high-resolution photograph of the shoe print and began matching it with his European intelligence database on his laptop.

"The Italian shoe is part of personal habit. But that asymmetrical gouge is crucial, Abinash," Dujo explained. "This gouge is caused by regular, sustained pressure. In Hollywood, a floor manager or assistant director often has to stand in a specific position where they repeatedly push down on a camera trolley or stand with their foot."

"So, our suspect is someone inside the studio?"

"Yes. Someone who knew about the projection room's security, had the opportunity to go near the aquarium, and is associated with a profession where there is constant pressure beneath the foot."

Dujo analysed the casting data of 'The Pharaoh's Voice' on his laptop.

"Not the lead actress, Miss Vera Valentine," Dujo said. "Her shoe size is 5, and she only acts. But look at Miss Valentine's assistant and floor manager, Miss Laura Marsen."

Dujo zoomed in on a picture of Marsen. "Miss Marsen. Shoe size 4, has a habit of wearing Italian shoes, and she works as a floor manager. Her job is to control the trolleys and stands. This is the cause of that asymmetrical gouge."

Mr. Clifford was shocked. "Laura? Impossible! She has been a trusted employee of the studio for years!"

"Mr. Clifford, the human mind is the biggest encryption," Dujo said calmly. "Loyalty can hide jealousy, hatred, and dissatisfaction. Miss Marsen might have been frustrated at not getting the lead role."

Dujo now delved into Miss Marsen's previous career data. "And here is the second anomaly, Abinash. Miss Marsen's previous boss was a German film producer, Herr Baumann. Herr Baumann worked in the German military engineering department during the First World War, where that rare German-Titanium alloy was used."

"So, Marsen got that explosive container through Baumann," I concluded.

"Precisely. Marsen is the trigger, and Baumann is the supplier. But Baumann is not just a supplier. He is known as a significant financial backer and technical expert for Pantheon. This explosion is not Marsen's personal spite; it is a coded attack by Pantheon."

"But why this film? Why 'The Pharaoh's Voice'?" Clifford asked.

Dujo looked at the aquarium. "What was the subject of this film, Mr. Clifford? Something about the secret knowledge or treasure of ancient Egypt?"

"Yes," Clifford said. "It was based on that ancient mummy from Egypt that was discovered... and it was said that it worked with some kind of secret military code."

Dujo looked at me. "The Pharaoh's knowledge, Abinash. Pantheon will not tolerate that knowledge being revealed or misrepresented. This explosion was a warning: The secret cipher must remain secret."

The intense summer air of Los Angeles was entering through the projection room window, but Dujo's gaze was fixed on the glass aquarium in the corner of the room. He had no doubt that this cool, moist place was not just for decoration; it hid the final evidence of Miss Laura Marsen's crime.

"Abinash," Dujo said in a calm yet firm voice. "Miss Marsen's shoe print and the source of the German-Titanium alloy point us towards a human tool. But this aquarium points to her true motive and method of communication."

Dujo knelt beside the aquarium. The water inside was still cool, an anomaly in the dry environment of Los Angeles that maintained humidity. Dujo carefully examined the water.

"Look, Mr. Clifford," Dujo told Horace Clifford, who was still standing there, panicked. "Miss Marsen knew that the water in this aquarium does not evaporate quickly in this dry place. It was an ideal hiding spot for her."

Dujo removed the stones and artificial plants inside the aquarium. Buried right in the sand beneath was a small, leather-bound notebook. The notebook was partially waterlogged.

"The water proves that it was hidden quickly," Dujo said. "Despite the notebook being leather-bound, a portion of the inner paper is damaged by water. It proves that the thief quickly hid it at the very last moment of escape."

I took out the special chemical stabilizer from my military kit. "Even if we can prevent water damage, the ink might spread, Dujo."

"Not the ink, Abinash," Dujo said. "Miss Marsen was a photographer's assistant. She must have used ink made with photographic chemicals, which is water-resistant. This is the anomaly of her intelligence—she tried to cover up her crime using technical knowledge."

Dujo carefully recovered the notebook and stabilized it with a special chemical spray. The first page of the notebook was partially intact. There was a single, encrypted sentence in Marsen's handwriting: "The Silver Screen Cipher must not be exposed."

"The Silver Screen Cipher," Dujo whispered. "This has a direct connection to the 'Silver Cipher' in your telegram, Mr. Clifford. This is not the work of a business rival. This is an ideological attack by Pantheon."

Mr. Clifford said in panic, "I don't understand! The film had no secret code. It was just an Egyptian adventure!"

"The problem is with the film's subject matter, Mr. Clifford," Dujo explained. "Your film, 'The Pharaoh's Voice', is based on a secret military code from ancient Egypt. Pantheon knows that code as the 'Silver Screen Cipher'. They thought that this code might be incorrectly revealed to the general public through your film, which would impact their global cyber-strategy."

Dujo now examined the second page of the notebook. Marsen had written some numbers in German in her handwriting. Next to the numbers was a single name: "Baumann - 48 hours."

"Herr Baumann," I said. "The German producer who is a financial backer of Pantheon."

"Precisely, Abinash," Dujo said. "These numbers are the encryption key. They are not a money or bank account number. They are a time and frequency code. And '48 hours' is the deadline for their next move."

Dujo began tracking Baumann's data footprint on his laptop. Baumann was in a luxurious villa in Los Angeles, which he had bought a week ago. But Dujo's analysis says Baumann is no longer in that villa.

"Baumann has left Los Angeles," Dujo announced. "But he did not use a plane or train. He used his own, private radio transmitter to send a message at a specific frequency—which only Pantheon agents could catch."

Dujo analysed the data of Baumann's last encrypted transmission and obtained a set of geographical coordinates. The coordinates were in an isolated location outside Hollywood, in the California desert.

"Abinash," Dujo looked at me. "Marsen was just a trigger, who exploited the jealousy of the film industry. But Herr Baumann is the mastermind. He did not just want to protect the Silver Screen Cipher; he created a diversion through this explosion, so that we would be busy here, and he could fulfil his ultimate goal."

"And that ultimate goal?"

"Baumann and Pantheon did not just want to protect the film cipher; they want to control the Hollywood industry itself. In 1927, as Hollywood enters sound, talkie films have the power to influence public opinion and culture worldwide. That isolated spot in the desert is their final control centre."

Dujo tightened his kit bag. "We must now give information to the police for the arrest of Laura Marsen, but our main focus will be on Herr Baumann and the secret centre in the desert. We have only 48 hours."

Dujo called Clifford to give him some instructions and quickly focused on the desert coordinates. The solution to this mystery was not just the solution to an explosion—it was a battle for controlling the future of the world's most influential industry.

Miss Laura Marsen's secret notebook in the aquarium was a classic 'Smoking Gun' (incriminating evidence), but Dujo was analysing it more deeply on his own before handing it over to the police. The German numbers in the notebook were not just time limits and frequency codes; they were a known, but basic, Pantheon encryption protocol, typically used among junior agents.

This information further strengthened Dujo's idea that Marsen was only used as a 'trigger'.

"Abinash," Dujo said without taking his eyes off his laptop. "We will provide information to the police in such a way that they arrest Laura Marsen, but they do not find out about her connection to Herr Baumann."

"Why, Dujo? If the police arrest Baumann, then the problem is solved."

Dujo shook his head. "No. Herr Baumann is a high-level Pantheon agent. If he is caught by the police, he will encrypt all the information and erase his data footprint. We need to follow Baumann, find out his real motive and that secret control centre in the desert. If Laura Marsen is arrested, Baumann will think his diversion has succeeded and his presence in Hollywood is safe."

Dujo placed the isolated coordinates of the California desert on a geological map on his laptop. The coordinates were about two hundred miles east of Los Angeles, in a remote area of the Sonora Desert.

"Look, Abinash. This area is geographically extremely isolated. There is no known nearby town or military base. But there is one specialty: an abandoned US military radio tower. This tower was built during the First World War for long-range military communication, but it is now inactive."

Dujo showed a historical picture. "Baumann has converted this abandoned military tower into his control centre. It is an ideal spot—uninhabited and already built for radio frequency transmission. He likely wants to use the 'Silver Screen Cipher' from here to create a global propaganda or economic influence network."

I said from my military experience, "Running such a large operation in the desert is not easy, Dujo. They must need supplies and local help."

"You are absolutely right, Abinash. We must now create a diversion through the arrest of Laura Marsen and then quickly head towards that desert."

Dujo called Horace Clifford and showed him Marsen's notebook. Clifford was terrified and stunned. Dujo made an anonymous phone call to the local Police Chief, providing information about Marsen's shoe print and the aquarium notebook, but completely concealing any mention of Baumann or the German alloy.

The police quickly arrested Miss Laura Marsen from her flat. Newspapers began publicizing the incident as 'the ultimate stage of Hollywood's jealousy and betrayal'. With Laura Marsen's arrest, a clear message went to Herr Baumann that his diversion had succeeded.

That night, we rented a powerful Ford Jeep at Clifford's studio expense. We had Dujo's technical equipment, water bottles, and the necessary military gear to survive the desert conditions.

"We now have less than 48 hours, Abinash. Within this time, Baumann could begin his final transmission."

"But what does he want to transmit? Just dissatisfaction with the film's subject?"

Dujo looked at the desert map. "No. This attack was symbolic. Remember, Pantheon does not just want power or money; they want control of ideas. In 1927, talkie films in Hollywood have the power to influence public opinion and culture worldwide."

"So, does he want to distort the film's content?"

"More serious than that, Abinash. Herr Baumann wants to use the 'Silver Screen Cipher' to create a sub-audible frequency that will be hidden inside the soundtracks of the talkie films. When people worldwide watch that film, that frequency will affect their brain's data processing capability. This will be 'Silent Propaganda'—a strategy to control the opinions and beliefs of people worldwide."

I understood. This was a bigger attack than the theft of the Kohinoor or the Golden Heart—it was the theft of consciousness.

Dujo marked the coordinates of the radio tower on the map. "We must now face the heat of the desert, sandstorms, and Herr Baumann's advanced technology. This expedition is not just detective work; it is a digital military operation."

The Jeep's engine started. Leaving behind the intense lights and artificial noise of Los Angeles, we began speeding towards the endless darkness of the Sonora Desert—where Baumann's secret control centre and Pantheon's final plan awaited.

As the intense light and noise of Los Angeles faded behind us, we entered a long, silent journey. The headlights of the Ford Jeep illuminated the endless, grey, sandy path of the Sonora Desert. The silence inside the car was palpable, broken only by the monotonous rumble of the engine and the whirring of Dujo’s laptop fan.

"The desert is nature's ultimate encryption, Abinash," Dujo said, without taking his eyes off his laptop screen. "This environment can quickly scatter data, but at the same time, it can hide it. Herr Baumann chose this location because he knows there is no human surveillance here, only natural obstacles."

I was driving the Jeep, using my military experience to navigate the rough terrain and sand dunes. "Even though the temperature has dropped, the air is still dry, Dujo. To run such a large radio transmission base, they will need a huge power source. Supplying coal or generator fuel in this remote location is difficult."

Dujo looked at me. "You are right, Abinash. And this is the anomaly that will help us understand Baumann's strategy. Baumann is not using local electricity, nor is he using a generator. His transmission requires a stable, subterranean power source."

Dujo analysed the geological data of the desert on his laptop. "This specific area is located over an old, nearly inactive geothermal vent. During the First World War, the military radio tower partially utilized the power of this vent. Baumann is exploiting that ancient, unused energy. It is silent and has no data footprint—a classic Pantheon tactic."

As we approached the tower's coordinates, the first light of dawn began to appear on the desert horizon. In that light, a massive structural anomaly became visible. It was the abandoned radio tower. The structure was old and rusty, but its head was fitted with a new, shiny antenna array.

"Look at the tower, Abinash," Dujo said. "The structure is old, but the antenna array is new. It is made of a rare Copper-Chromium alloy—used for ultra-high-frequency transmission. Herr Baumann has installed his technology here."

Dujo activated his special Spectrometer Device. The device quickly began analysing the atmospheric frequencies. Most frequencies were silent, but suddenly the device caught an extremely faint, yet encrypted signal.

"Signal received," Dujo said. "It is a sub-sonic frequency. The human ear cannot hear it, but it can affect the brain's data processing capacity. This is the experimental broadcast of the 'Silver Screen Cipher'."

"Can you analyse its content, Dujo?" I asked.

"Partially. It is a modification of the talkie film's soundtrack background frequency. Look, this frequency is blended with the normal audio in such a way that it targets a specific part of the human brain. They are trying to control the decision-making process, not people's logic or emotions."

Dujo examined the encryption code within the signal. "The code is quite complex. It uses Pantheon's old 'Reverse Hieroglyphics' method, which they learned in Egypt. This code is not just carrying a message; it is a final command."

"What is that command?"

Dujo narrowed his eyes. "The order is: 'Ensure Silent Consent via Soundtrack'. Baumann wants to send this frequency to movie theatres worldwide. When people watch the film, they will subconsciously give silent consent to Pantheon's political or economic agenda."

We hid the Jeep behind a sand dune, about two miles from the tower. The sun was now fully up, and the desert heat was quickly intensifying.

Dujo pointed his telescopic lens at the tower. At the base of the tower, a small, pre-fabricated structure was visible—this was Baumann's Control Centre.

There were no visible guards around the tower.

"This is an anomaly, Abinash," Dujo whispered. "Why is there no visible security for such a crucial installation? Herr Baumann must know that we might be pursuing him."

"Maybe the security system is underground or hidden."

"Precisely. Baumann's security system is technological. Look, there is an invisible Microwave Fence around the tower. It is not a camera or a wired fence; it is a data-based security perimeter. Anyone who enters this fence will automatically alert Baumann."

Dujo took out two special Inverted Frequency Masks from his kit bag. "These masks will reverse the frequency of Baumann's Microwave Fence and create a small, temporary data gap for our entry. We will only have five minutes."

"Five minutes is enough, Dujo."

Dujo made his final preparations. "Our goal is clear, Abinash. Not to arrest Herr Baumann, but to target the tower's main Transmission Antenna. We must neutralize the 'Silver Screen Cipher' chip inside that antenna. Once it is neutralized, all of Baumann's power will vanish."

Dujo took out the photo of the terracotta jar that René Dubois had used from his coat pocket. "The knowledge of the ancient Egyptian priests is now clashing with the modern technology of Hollywood. We must now enter the centre of that conflict. Be careful, Abinash. We are about to attack Pantheon's final technological stronghold."

The air of the Sonora Desert was now as hot as a burning furnace. Just an hour after sunrise, the temperature had reached an unbearable level, but Dujo and I were facing a greater danger than the natural adversity—Herr Baumann's invisible technological security perimeter. We were hidden behind a rock dune, about half a mile from the Jeep.

Dujo was testing his special Inverted Frequency Masks. These devices, which looked like small antennas attached to a headband, were the most advanced encryption-breaking technology in Dujo's possession.

"These masks will broadcast the reverse frequency of Baumann's Microwave Fence, Abinash," Dujo whispered, as the silence of the desert could amplify any sound manifold. "This will be a 'Fake Data Signal' that will tell Baumann's system that the fence is operating normally, while we actually enter it."

"How long will this illusion last?" I asked, tightening my military gear.

"Five minutes, maximum," Dujo emphasized. "Pantheon's systems are extremely sensitive. If we stay inside the fence for more than five minutes, the Fake Data Signal will break down, and Baumann will be automatically alerted. At that point, this tower will not only broadcast silent propaganda but perhaps military signals as well."

"Our goal is clear: the antenna chip," I said. "We will focus only on that."

"Precisely. There might be Baumann or another agent inside the Control Centre. But our goal is not to arrest them, just to neutralize the system."

Dujo placed the masks on both of us. As the device started, I felt as if a cool, glassy layer had formed around my head, isolating me from the external atmospheric frequencies.

"Let's go, Abinash," Dujo signalled. "Silent, fast, and precise."

We started running over the sand. Dujo's speed was unexpectedly fast, but every step was measured. I followed him, my attention only on our destination. The closer we got to the tower, the clearer the blending of its sheer size and military structure with Pantheon's cutting-edge technology became.

At the base of the tower, the small, pre-fabricated Control Centre was visible. It was light grey, designed to blend in with the desert. It had a metal door, likely electronically locked.

As we reached the invisible boundary of the Microwave Fence, Dujo suddenly stopped. A green light bar began flashing on his Spectrometer Mask's display.

"Now, Abinash. First layer of the fence," Dujo said. He subtly fine-tuned the frequency on his mask. For a second, I heard a faint 'hiss' sound in my ear—as if thousands of invisible glass particles mingled in the air.

The green bar on the Spectrometer turned yellow.

"Gap created. Five, four, three..." Dujo quickly entered. I entered right behind him. As I passed through the fence, I felt a slight electric sensation on my skin, but it was momentary.
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