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Light started to stream through his eyelids. He knew it was time to wake up. The ritual of rising had begun. However, after stretching his arms, he came to a horrid realisation. He can’t remember ever going to sleep last night. He had to think hard to recall his last memories before now. That’s right! He was running down the laneway on his nightly jog before dinner. He had just brushed past a tree and felt a sharp pain in his neck. Then.... nothing until now!

Agent Lincoln Cain of the Australian Security Taskforce, was one of Australia’s top spies. He was currently on temporary leave after his last mission to Tajikistan. There, he had endured a powerful drug that caused vivid hallucinations, so much so, that he believed for a while that the AST were out to sanction him.

It was a mutual agreement that he take time off to recuperate and ensure that the drug was totally out of his system. Despite his 188cm height and muscular physique, he had fallen victim to the drug quite easily. To his credit, though, he managed to smash the gun-running cell and put a large dent in many terrorist campaigns. For his own part, he reunited with his long lost love, Michelle. The girl who had to leave him on a secret mission all those years ago. Unfortunately for them, their reunion was short lived, as her mission in the Middle East had not yet finished.

Therefore, Lincoln found himself back at his country retreat in the Blue Mountains with nothing to do, but relax. A few weeks of that had sent him quite spare and he took up jogging to force himself into motivation. He was now thinking that might have been a mistake.

His training and experience alerted him immediately that something was not quite right. You don’t just start a run and end up in bed. At least he knew he was in a bed. It was soft and the pillow felt very comfortable. He tensed before opening his eyes, ready for anything to attack him. His memory from the last mission had him very nervous. He had no weapons of any sort, so he clenched his fists in preparation.

He was lying on his back, so the first thing he saw was the ceiling. However, it was like no ceiling, he had ever seen before. It was made of glass, or something clear, and it curved down to the far end of the room. Room? Yes, it was a room of sorts. He allowed himself to sit up and survey his surrounds more thoroughly.

He firstly relaxed somewhat, as there was no one else about. The room was a little larger than his bedroom back home. There was an en suite to the side, which had a shower, toilet and sink. He could see that easily as there was no door on it. It was like a recess in the side of the room. 

There was a small table and chair next to the bed. Yes, he was lying in a double bed, one pillow and two sheets. The floor was made of white concrete, as were the walls. In fact, the walls angled out so that the far end of the room was wider than the front end. Lincoln instinctively, turned around to look behind him towards the front of the room. It also was a concrete wall, but it had a single door in the middle.

He continued to stare at the door. It was unusual for two reasons. One, it was so tightly fitted, that Lincoln had to look closely to see a gap between the door and the wall. Two, there was no door handle. This was a prison cell, thought Lincoln.

As he got up, he noticed that he was dressed in an all-white tracksuit with runners on his feet. Someone had dressed him. His blue jogging shorts and Raiders T-shirt were nowhere in sight. The outfit looked somewhat bizarre, as the walls were also the same shade of white. He couldn’t help but lift his top to see what was underneath. Ah, there’s his T-shirt and shorts hiding below.

With that mystery solved, he firstly went over to the door. He knew it would be locked, but he tried anyway. All he could do was push on it. There was no gap or handle to pull on it. The door did not budge. To Lincoln, it looked like the design of the door was to keep the air in as well as himself. Therefore, it only took a few moments to realise that he had been kidnapped. That pain he felt in his neck must have been some sort of syringe that had knocked him out. Immediately, his first thought then was how to escape. Going through the door was obviously not possible, so he took a more detailed look at the roof.

He could see the sky above through the clear roof. He must have been there all night. Outside it looked like morning, as the sun was still low in the east. At least he thought that was east. He really had no idea where he was. The sun might just as well be in the west, which would mean that he had been unconscious for the better part of a day.

Nevertheless, what fascinated him the most about the roof was the fact that it sloped upwards toward the door. It also curved upwards across the room. Because of the shape of the roof, there was a small gap between the roof and front wall of the room. This made him wonder now, why the door was so tightly sealed. Air was obviously entering via this gap in the ceiling. By this stage, Lincoln convinced himself that it was definitely a prison cell, though.

That gap might be his salvation; however, it must have been at least two metres off the floor. Added to that, the gap itself, which curved over the top of the wall, was only a few centimetres high at its top, despite it running the full length of the top of the wall. Even if he could somehow get to the gap, it wasn’t big enough to squeeze through. Even a small child would have difficulty.

The glass ceiling was almost taunting him. He could see the freedom of the open sky above him, yet he had no method of getting to it. All he could do was look at it and hope. He sat back down on the bed, knowing that escape, for the moment, was impossible.

Well, if someone had put him in here, he or she had done it for a reason. He began to run through in his head, all the possible reasons that would cause him to be in this predicament. Moreover, there were many. An agent of the AST develops many enemies, any of whom are more than capable of pulling off a stunt like this. He quickly gave up trying to figure out who had captured him.

It was then his heart sank. He was on leave, so no one would miss him. The AST would only contact him once he was back on active duty and that was not going to be for another six months. His retreat in the country had been just that. A retreat where even his neighbours were not aware of his comings and goings. As for his beloved Michelle, she was still on assignment. That meant no contact with or from her. She wasn’t due back until the end of the year. 

He began to miss her terribly. It was heart wrenching to leave her again after the last mission. To accept that he would not see her again for another eight months was almost too much to bear. He had endured years without her, and had learned to live without her. Then to get her back again, only to be parted a few weeks later, he was struggling to cope. 

He thought that this was the real reason the AST put him on temporary leave. But even now as he sat on the bed, trying not to cry, he knew no amount of time is going to dim the memory of his little ‘Turtle’. Now that he was incarcerated in this cell in the middle of who knows where, he might never see her again.

While he had his head in his hands, one thought did occur to him. If they have him captured, at some stage, they would have to feed him. Otherwise, why go to the trouble of housing him this cell in the first place? Why not just kill him on the jogging track and save them all this trouble? Hence, at some point during the day, somebody should be coming through that door. Well, that could be Lincoln’s opportunity to escape.

He looked around the room, even wandered into the en suite to find something, anything that could be used as a weapon. The only thing he could find that came close was a loofah in the shower. It was plastic and would never have any impact if he smacked someone over the head with it. However, it would distract them enough so he could overpower his captor. That will have to do.

He positioned the chair next to the door so that when it opened, he would be behind it. That would give him enough advantage to wack the loofah over his head and then elbow chop him to the ground. Not a great plan, but a chance nevertheless.
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Lincoln woke with a jolt. This time he knew had nodded off. Must be the after effects of the drug they had pumped into him. He stretched his arms and then stood up. He must have been in that chair for at least three hours and his body was quite stiff. No one had come in and it was starting to look like his escape plan was never going to be.

He looked up at the sky. The sun had moved to be right overhead, but the clouds had hidden it somewhat. Well, at least he now knew that it was morning. Whatever good it will do. He then thought that if anyone were coming to bring some food, it would probably be in the evening. Still some lunch would be very welcome right about now. He hadn’t eaten since last night. His combat training had conditioned him to go long periods without food so it wasn’t a big issue at the moment.

Therefore, with stiff muscles, he decided to do some exercise to keep his fitness up. Nothing too strenuous, but enough to loosen his body and return him to some degree of alertness. 

By late afternoon, or so Lincoln thought, still no one had entered. He was beginning to get quite worried, as the initial thought of starving to death in this prison was slowly coming to fruition. As he pondered his next move, the sun finally emerged from the clouds for the first time that day. The prison became bathed in sunlight, but there was a reddish tinge to the light in the room. Lincoln looked up to see that the sun was actually reddish yellow, not the expected bright yellow. It was like looking at the sun a few moments before sunset. However, it was still quite high in the sky. What could be causing this?

Not being an astronomer, he quickly put the quandary out of his head. Something to think about at a later time. No, his primal instinct now, was to get some food. The only way that was going to happen was for someone to come through that door.

Well, rather than wait, Lincoln began to pound on the door quite hard.

“Anybody out there? Man in here dying of hunger!” Lincoln shouted.

He continued his tirade while he still had the strength to do it. His cries went unheeded. He still didn’t know if there was anyone out there to hear him anyway. 

Just then, he thought he heard a voice on the other side cry out. He immediately stopped and put his ear to the door. Nothing. He started to pound the door again. There it was again. This time, he distinctly heard another voice crying out. No idea what this person was saying as it was quite muffled, but it was a voice nevertheless. There was someone out there!

“Hey you! I can hear you! I need food in here!”

He was beginning to tire and his hand was ringing from all that pounding. He stopped. The voice on the other side had also stopped. Clearly, whoever is calling back isn’t coming in. Lincoln slid down the door and rested on the floor. Were these people deliberately trying to starve him to death after going to the effort of putting him in this cell? That just doesn’t make sense!

Lincoln looked up to the top of the door. He could see the small gap above it and realised that any sound from outside would come through that gap. However, the noise was so muffled. If someone is on the other side, it should have sounded much clearer.

While reminding himself again, that he would never fit through that gap, he felt that he at least, could have a look through it. All he had to do was get up that high. Looking around the room, he came up with a plan.

He went over to his bed and pulled off the mattress and sheets. The bed underneath was made from wood with evenly spaced slats. He lifted the bed up at one end so it stood on its end and carefully leant it against the door. Suddenly he had a makeshift ladder. Climbing the ladder, he managed to get his head pressed hard against the roof. He instinctively, looked up. The sky outside now appeared distinctly distorted. Must be some lensing effect of the glass. He didn’t think about it anymore.

What he was interested in though, was what was outside his door. He was right in his estimate of the gap. It was not quite big enough to push his head through. He could only look from his side. He did notice that the wall had to be about 30cm thick. No wonder his pounding went unnoticed. The noise would have struggled to get through that thickness of concrete.

However, all of this was secondary. He quickly focused on what was beyond his door. He was expecting some sort of corridor, as they have in prisons. Nothing could be further from the truth. He was aghast when he was able to look outside.

There, on the other side, was a large open area. It looked like small cafeteria. He could see tables and chairs, the same white concrete floor and the roof and the glass roof extended to form a large Dome. Along the sides, he counted four more walls, each with a door and at the far end, another straight wall, with what looks like a bench and some cupboards behind it. All coloured in the same white shade. In fact, one of those cupboards looks like a refrigerator. That whole wall area appears to be a kitchen and that means food!

However, he could still see no way out. The whole area was completely empty. No one there to feed him, let alone, get him out. Lincoln continued to look around, left, right, up, down. He surmised that he was in a large Domed building with six walls. A hexagon! A Hexagonal Dome! 

It then occurred to Lincoln that the only other doors besides his own were the four doors along those four sides. One of those doors must be the exit. How else could he have been brought in? That would have to be his eventual goal. Therefore, he studied the doors more closely.

Each door was identical. They were the same size as his own door, each had virtually no gap between the door and the wall, and the only resemblance to a door handle was a large red circular button on each. The button was flush with the door surface. There was no space around it to pull it out. Similarly, there was no grip to turn it. The only thing that looked possible for that button would be to push it. If he could just get out of his cell, all he need do would be to push those four buttons. One of those doors must lead outside.

It then a brainwave came over him. Those doors are identical, so it would be logical to assume that his door would be the same as well. Made sense. That means, in order to open his door, he simply had to push his door button. Now, they couldn’t be locked, could they? There was no hole there for any sort of key anyway. Maybe it used an electronic card to unlock it magnetically. That would entirely ruin his day. 

No, better to hope that it was just a matter of pushing that button to get his door open. It gave him purpose. It gave him hope. However, just how do you push a button from the outside when you are stuck inside? A perplexing problem indeed!

He was about to step down to think about a solution when he noticed one further thing in the building. Running around this large room, level with the top of the wall was a pipe. He wasn’t sure if it was a gas or water pipe, however that did not matter. It was held in place, by struts hanging from the roof and was about a metre away from the wall. In fact, when Lincoln pushed his hand through the gap, he could just touch it. 

Lincoln climbed down. That pipe had given him an idea. He went into his en suite and opened all the cupboards there. In them, he found soap, towels, face washers, toilet paper and so on. Whoever put him here was keen to make his stay comfortable. Very strange for kidnappers, especially ones he was sure were trying to starve him. 

However, the one thing that he grabbed was a small container of dental floss. While dental floss is very thin, Lincoln knew that it was also quite strong. He even tried to pull it apart with his hands, with no success.

He then went over to his bed, leaning against the door. He kicked the bottom slat a few times and it eventually gave way. He now had a board about a metre and a half long to use. He drew out a long strand of dental floss and tied it to the centre of the strut. He then drew out a second long strand and tied it to one end.

Lincoln climbed back up to the top of the wall again. He looked through the gap at the other doors. He mentally measured the distance the button was down and across the door. He estimated that each button was halfway down the door and about a hand width across from the edge. He climbed down again and using his own door, measured out the approximate position of where the button on his door should be. 

Next, he measured out his two strands of dental floss so that they would (hopefully) be just long enough to fit through the gap and hang down in front of the button. He tied a knot in each where he thought it would be and climbed back up.

Carefully pushing the slat through the gap, he hung onto the two strands of dental floss. He manoeuvred the slat so it flopped over the top of the pipe. It was now hanging down with Lincoln hanging onto the two strands. He lowered the slat until the two knots were in position. The pipe was acting as a fulcrum. Now came the tricky bit.

By pulling on the strand tied to the end, the slat began to swing out and in. It took some trial and error, but after a while, he was able to get the slat swinging. He knew he was successful as he could hear, and even feel, the slat hit the door. From this, he shifted the slat left, then down some more and repeated. He kept hearing the slat hit the door and kept adjusting his aim. Each time, he had to start the swinging again and it was getting quite frustrating when he had to get it swinging in the right direction. However, he kept reminding himself that this should work.

Eventually he got the strut hitting the door where he wanted. However, no success. The door must be sealed magnetically. This exercise was fruitless. Well, another few tries were not going to hurt. So, he lowered it a little more and repeated yet again. 

Just as he was about to give up, he heard a swishing sound. It was like the sound of a piston moving through a shaft. Lincoln’s hopes skyrocketed. He must have hit it spot on. Success!

Indeed the door began to open, outwards thankfully. However, his bed was leaning against it. Therefore, within a few seconds, Lincoln and his bed came crashing through the door. He landed face first on his bed on the floor. Despite the pain of landing, he was out!
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Getting up straightaway, Lincoln made a beeline for the kitchen area. He went directly to the cupboard that resembled a fridge. 

“It’s a fridge, all right.” He said to himself.

The cold air hit his face as he looked inside. He initially thought that the fridge contents might reveal something about where he was, by the labels on various products. However, no such luck. With the door wide open, Lincoln was staring at a set of shelves full of white plastic containers. Not a label in sight. 

“What is their fascination with white?” Thought Lincoln.

Opening one of the tubs on the top shelf, he saw it contained some type of creamy substance. You guessed it, coloured white. He put in his finger, scooped a small amount and placed it on the end of his tongue. His old military training had taught him that if you are about to eat something that is possibly poisonous, you place a bit on your tongue. If it tastes bad, then don’t eat it.

“Wow! It’s yoghurt! Vanilla flavour. How original!” Lincoln said to himself.

He then scooped a great big dollop and put it in his mouth. Then he wondered. Turning around, he saw two drawers under the bench top. He pulled them both out. One contained several spoons and the other a set of knives.

It did not take long for Lincoln to polish off the yoghurt with his newly found spoon. He then began to look in some of the other containers. There were cold ham, tomatoes, already sliced, lettuce, chopped onion and so on. He took a sample from each; he was quite hungry and so ate profusely. However, he stopped suddenly and put all the containers back.

The thought had occurred to him that he had no way out yet. He could be stuck in here for weeks. His military training took over again. He would have to ration the food. No knowing how long it would have to last him.

He searched the other cupboards. There were plates and bowls, several boxes of something (no labels), but they had to be food. He guessed some of them were cereal, which meant that one of the tubs in the fridge would have to be milk, surely?

As he was taking inventory of what was available, again, he heard a muffled sound coming from behind him. He turned around to see that it sounded like it was coming from behind the door next to his. He then remembered that he was going to open those doors. One of them had to lead outside.

Instinctively, though, he went up to the door that contained the sound, which by now had stopped. Maybe whoever it is, heard him approach. Lincoln tensed up. He was used to this type of scenario of entering a room not knowing what was on the other side. Therefore, in a practiced move, he pushed the button and slowly pulled the door out. As he did this, he moved behind the door. Anyone trying to rush him would miss.

Nothing happened. No one came out. The room inside was identical to his own. Slowly but carefully, he ventured inside. As he crossed the threshold of the doorway, he was met with an almighty hit to the chest from around the corner. This sent him reeling backwards and he fell on the floor.

Within moments, a small woman came from around the door to confront Lincoln. She stood with feet apart and hands ready for a fight, fingers pointing at him. Lincoln, in the meantime, was clutching his chest. She must have swing kicked him. It did not matter. Lincoln rolled onto his front and literally pushed himself upright and turned to face her. 

He could see now that she was several centimetres shorter than he, slim build, but with short jet black hair and slanted, dark piercing eyes. A very Asian looking young woman. She, too, was dressed the same type of white tracksuit. If she wasn’t so small, Lincoln would be quite scared of her. He also noted that her stance was typical of one who practices Kung Fu. At this, Lincoln took a similar stance. He was not unfamiliar with this martial art.

The woman let out a scream. Probably to put Lincoln off balance. It worked. She quickly swung her back leg high across Lincoln’s face, which sent him reeling back once again. Lincoln was not enjoying being put on his back by this petite thing. She advanced, and with her hand, jabbed it into Lincoln’s face. However, Lincoln was quick. He rolled away from it before she made contact, grabbing her arm as he did so. This had the effect of him twisting her arm, which made her fall down flat on her face, with Lincoln holding her arm back and his knee on her back.

She responded by bringing her knees up to her chest and pushing hard. This broke Lincoln’s hold on her and again he was pushed back. She then made several thrusts with her palms into Lincoln’s chest. Lincoln managed to parry each blow. On the last one, she literally did a pirouette that any dancer would have been proud of, but dropped her hands to the floor and raised her feet, so they wrapped around Lincoln’s neck. As she fell, she twisted herself more and this sent Lincoln crashing to the floor also, but with two very tight feet around his neck.

Fortunately, for Lincoln, he landed right next to a chair. He grabbed it and thrust it into her. The chair crashed into her thighs making her let go. Lincoln then rolled up and took up the stance again. The young woman, now on her back, performed a typical Kung Fu move of putting her feet under thighs and literally jumping up into a vertical position, by arching her back. If this woman wasn’t trying to kill him, Lincoln would be very impressed with her skills.

Again, she lunged forward, attempting to press her palm into Lincoln’s chest. Lincoln was too quick, though. He rolled his body out of the way, grabbing her arm and pulling it in the same direction. Because she was pushing the same way, she was easily thrown to the ground. Lincoln then pushed her arm back behind her head and rammed his knee into her back once again. She wasn’t going anywhere. Lincoln’s powerful frame had pinned her. It took a few more waves of his hand to pin her other arm. By this time, she realised that she had been subdued.

Lincoln carefully rolled her over so that they were facing each other very closely. Lincoln knew he had to convince her that he was friendly. Therefore, he smiled for starters. Always a good opener. She did not respond in kind. Instead, she made a futile effort to escape. 

“Look, whoever you are. I am not your enemy. I didn’t put you in there. I am a prisoner just like you.” Lincoln finally said.

“Dé dào wǒ (Get off me)!” Came the reply.

Lincoln suddenly realised that she doesn’t speak English. Despite this, he had to say.

“You speak English?”

“Dé dào wǒ (Get off me)!” Came the reply again.

“Oh crap! Now what am I supposed to do. I can’t keep you pinned down forever.” Lincoln was getting frustrated. Then he thought the only thing he could do was to use some sort of sign language. He took a punt and raised one of his hands, holding the palm out. At the same time, he let go of her arm.

Before she had time to react, he grabbed his top and shook it, then shook her top. It was a gesture of ‘look, we are dressed the same. So we are in the same situation.’

The girl looked puzzled for a second or two, but a more subdued look came over her. Lincoln let her go and stood up. He then put his hands together and bowed.

“Cain, Cain!” He said pointing to himself. He then pointed at her.

“Milyn.” She said as she was rising and bowed as well.

A sigh of relief came over Lincoln. He didn’t want to fight for his life as well as being incarcerated. He then pointed over to the kitchen area. Milyn didn’t need any interpretation there. She raced over to the fridge, and pulled out a container and began to eat. Lincoln could see that she was eating raw onion, but eating it as if she hadn’t been fed for a few days.

Lincoln knew that he had to get her to realise somehow, that the food had to be rationed. In addition, raw onion was probably not the most appetising food there. Therefore, he went to the cupboard, pulled out a plate and began to fill it with various salad items from the fridge. He gave it to her to eat, but made sure she saw him close the fridge. He held it closed and wagged his finger in the hope that she gets the message about limiting her food.

Milyn was shovelling the food into her mouth. She also smiled for the first time and nodded her head in a sign of recognition. Lincoln knew he had just made a friend.
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“Where are you from?” Lincoln finally said, waving his arms around. Milyn had finished her meal in rapid fashion, but looked at him, oddly.

“Where are you from?” Lincoln repeated. “I... I.” Lincoln continued pointing at himself. “... am from Australia, Australia.”

Still Milyn looked puzzled. Lincoln then had an idea. He grabbed a knife from the drawer and began to etch a crude map of the world on one of the walls. When he had finished, he patted his crude looking Australia and patted himself at the same time.

Milyn walked up to the map. She took his knife and made his map a little more detailed. He had only drawn Asia as a one complete blob. After she had put in some borders, she patted a spot and then patted herself.

“Oh! So you are from China!” Lincoln replied realising where she pointing. “Ok then, Nihao, Milyn”

“Nihao, Cain” Milan replied. That was about the extent of Lincoln’s Chinese. 

“So you do not speak any English?” Lincoln pressed again. This was going to be one useless escape plan if he couldn’t at least communicate to his new friend.

“Ah ... little” Milyn replied, making her two fingers touch.

“Well, that’s at least something.” Lincoln said. He jumped immediately into getting them out of there. “Milyn, you and me, we need to escape”. Lincoln added finger gestures by pointing at both of them and then moving the fingers on both his hands and finishing off by spreading arms to indicate this place.

Milyn seemed to understand.

“Rú hé (How)?” She replied.

“Rú hé? I hope that means how?” Lincoln replied. “Well I think the first thing we should do is open the other three doors.” He said, pointing to the unopened doors and pulling his hand to his chest to indicate that they should open them. 

Milyn nodded in agreement. Lincoln smiled. He was beginning to make sense to her. Without any further ado, Lincoln went over to the next door and pushed the button. Milyn was about to open it and walk in, when he grabbed her and pushed her behind him. In the same way as he did the last one, he pulled the door back while both he and Milyn moved behind the door. The room was an exact copy of the others. 

This time, they did not have to wait. Within a few seconds, a tall, thin, blond man walked out. He was dressed in the same white tracksuit as the other two. He also, looked somewhat frightened. His manicured beard, glasses and gaunt face reminded Lincoln of an office worker.

“Hallo?” He said tentatively.

“Er ... Hello yourself. Who are you?” Lincoln thought at least this person speaks English, though what an accent.

“Hvor er jeg (Where am I)?” He replied. 

“Oh crap! Not another language! This is going to be one hell of an escape.” Said Lincoln. “I know I am going to regret this, but do you speak English?”

“Engelsk? Nei, jeg er fra Norge. (English? No I am from Norway).” He replied.

Lincoln understood some of it. He tried his own translation.

“So no English but you are Norge? No, Norwegian!” 

The tall man nodded when he heard the word ‘Norwegian’. Lincoln took him by the arm and led him to his crude world map. He filled in a few more details around Scandinavia and pointed to Norway.

“Ja, ja!” The tall man replied smiling. They had just had a communication breakthrough.

Lincoln started patting his chest. “I am Cain, Lincoln Cain.” He said. He then pointed at him.

His eyes widen. He seemed to understand.

“Sven Heigen.” He replied, patting his own chest.

Lincoln then pointed at Milyn.

“This is Milyn. She is from China.” Lincoln then patted China on the map. He also added.

“I ... I am from Australia.” In addition, he pointed to that on the map.

Sven nodded in recognition. He understood. In the meantime, Milyn had prepared a salad for him to eat. Once he spied the food, he ignored them and ate hungrily. He also, must not have eaten for days.

Lincoln, by this time, was beginning to wonder why they were all in this prison together. He could understand, somewhat, why he was there. Being an agent for the AST made him a target for foreign criminals. Milyn, might be a similar agent for the Chinese spy group or whatever they call themselves. Her fighting moves convinced Lincoln that she had to be something like that. That sort of talent does not go to waste.

Conversely, Sven looked like he had never exercised in his life. His light skin, nervous disposition and thin frame did not suggest he was anything to do with the spy game. If he were, he would not have walked out of his cell into a capture situation. No, this guy was something of an anomaly. This brought Lincoln back to his original dilemma. Why us, in here? 

Sven had polished off his meal in rapid time and was about to open the fridge for more. Milyn jumped in front of him to stop him.

“We need to ration the food.” Lincoln said. He tried to make a gesture of them being trapped in this Dome for a very long time. He waved his arms and pretended to look at an invisible wristwatch. Sven just stared, puzzled. He then, tried to open the fridge door again. This time, Milyn grabbed his arm and in a deft move, pinned him face down on the bench. Sven was visibly shaking and Lincoln had to separate them.
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