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As the multi-coloured ceiling window shone the moon’s light down on the floor of the main concourse of Melbourne’s Jam Factory, two pairs of running footsteps suddenly broke the silence of the night. The video clock had just ticked over 2:00 a.m., long past closing time, yet two hooded youths had infiltrated the place, approaching the historic chimney stack at the centre.

The iconic Jam Factory in Melbourne’s South Yarra district has a proud history of firstly a brewery, then as the name suggests, a factory for making jam. Since 1970, it re-invented itself as a mall with a cinema complex and a range of shops and restaurants surrounding the main concourse enclosed under a multi-coloured glass roof. The chimney stack from the original factory still stood at the centre of the concourse, a testament to its proud history. Rising several metres through the glass roof and its square base, measuring about four metres each side, it nevertheless retained the original bricks.

However, here were two youths, who had hidden in the toilets until closing time, now running feverishly to that tower. The boy, skinny, with jet black, curly hair and a beard, looked nervous with a touch of excitement. The girl, smaller, sporting matted blond hair, however, looked decidedly concerned. Accordingly, both wore black hooded jackets to protect their identity from any surveillance cameras. 

“Are you sure about this, Cozzy? We cannot afford to get into any more trouble. You know what the judge said last time.” The girl asked; her only wish was to leave as soon as possible.

“Look, Jazz, I’ve checked this out heaps of times with others in the group. We need to be the first here as the site said there would be a cold prize. ‘Cold’ can only mean Ice and we both need a fix.” Cozzy replied, looking quite anxious now. 

The visible shaking of his fingers plus the sores on his arm indicative of someone who regularly used drugs.

“How can you be so sure this is the right place? That clue was pretty cryptic.”

“Look, that guy with the handle ‘VedderForever’ reckons this has to be the place! You know it usually takes a few of us to solve the Luminary’s clues.” Cozzy replied, anxious to proceed.

“Well, run it by me one more time. If we are in the wrong place, we are risking our necks for nothing!”

“If you insist. Remember the original clue that popped up on the quest page,” Cozzy began. “‘They made Corduroy at this place. Look in the centre at the sad end of town for your prize. Pick only what Neo would have chosen for your cold prize’. Everyone thought the place was where they actually made corduroy, but ‘VedderForever’ reckons that it has to be this place as that is his favourite song.”

“Yes, I know that part. Corduroy is a famous song by Pearl Jam. I understand, jam as in Jam Factory.” Replied Jazz. “However, what about the rest of it?”

“Well, ‘look in the centre’ must mean here,” Cozzy said, pointing at the chimney stack. “And the ‘sad end of town’ must mean this side of the chimney.” Cozzy patted the bricks on one side.

“Why?”

Pointing to the shop on the other side of the concourse, Cozzy alluded to the sign over the shop, ‘FUNTOWN’. Suddenly the penny dropped for Jazz. In the meantime, Cozzy began pushing and probing the bricks on the base.

Right at the bottom of the base, four bricks moved, and once Cozzy removed them, a strange black box, about half a cubic metre in size lay inside the cavity. Removing some more bricks and pulling it out into the light, they could see two cylinders protruding out of the top, one blue, one red.

“Now what?” Jazz asked.

“The last part of the clue said ‘Pick only what Neo would have chosen for your prize’. Do you have any idea what that means? Me, I’m for taking the whole box. The Ice must be in here somewhere.” Cozzy shook the box, hoping for a clue as to its contents.

“Neo, he’s the character in that film, the Matrix. I remember he had a choice between taking a red or blue pill. It must refer to that. It must mean to take only the same one he took and leave the other behind.” Jazz replied.

“So which did he take?”

“I am fairly sure it was the red pill.”

Without waiting, Cozzy pulled the red cylinder. About 30cm long and 10 cm wide, it resisted at first but eventually came out. As it did so, the blue one dropped down into the box, and eventually, a lid slid across preventing anyone from extracting the blue cylinder. Putting the box down on the floor, he wrested the red cylinder open, and both smiled as they saw a large bag of the drug, Ice, inside. Closing it again, Cozzy replaced the box and bricks while Jazz held onto the red cylinder. 

“What word is on the cylinder? We need that to unlock the next page on the site.” Cozzy asked. Jazz rubbed a silver rectangle on it vigorously, and a word began to appear on it.

“It says ‘Wangal’. What does that mean?” Replied Jazz.

“Who cares? It’s the password, that’s all we need! Let’s go.” 

Cursing himself slightly, for not grabbing both cylinders, Cozzy, took Jazz’s hand as they ran off into the night.

Exactly twelve hours later, as the video clock past 2 p.m., a massive explosion blew the base of the chimney stack apart. The towering chimney, which had stood for over a hundred years, came crashing down into a pile of bricks. Five people killed, several more injured.
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Watching a majestic setting sun from his balcony somewhere in the Blue Mountains, Lincoln Cain took another sip of his beer. With a mat of unkempt hair and thick stubble on his face, wearing just a T-shirt and cargo pants, he was oblivious to the rhythmic rustling of the trees and the occasional melodic birdsong. 

Having just returned from his pilgrimage around Australia, honouring his dear departed Michelle, his presence out on the high balcony provided a type of therapy for him. His last mission in Northern Australia had made him confront his morbid fear of heights. This phobia nearly cost him his life, hence looking out over the broad valley below, slowly conditioned him to face the fear more readily next time; however, his nervousness showed through his growing beard. It was a touch of irony as Lincoln’s broad frame and muscular build belied his acrophobia.

Lincoln Cain had been an agent and instructor with the Australian Security Taskforce for nearly ten years now, and though no one would know it, on his last mission, he almost single-handedly stopped Word War Three. 

The Australian Security Taskforce is the secret frontline defence of Australia when it comes to espionage and terrorist threats, operating without any public knowledge and protecting its identity as much as it protects the country. From its main headquarters in Sydney, Chief Jayden Moyle runs the organisation and boasts several agents operating covertly both locally and overseas. Nevertheless, their most successful agent, Lincoln Cain, remained on extended leave to allow him time to grieve over the loss of his beloved Michelle; accidentally killed on a mission in Afghanistan, just days before her scheduled return. This cruel fate had shattered an otherwise mentally tough Lincoln.

With some effort, Lincoln forced himself to rise and walk over to the glass barrier on the edge of the balcony. With two deep breaths, he peered over the edge, forcing himself to admire the beauty of the eucalyptus trees below. A few seconds later, he thankfully ran back inside to his chair, this time, guzzling a significant quantity of beer from his stubby, not concerned about the spillage on his shirt. Normality had returned.

Thoughts of Michelle then came flooding back. Turning around to view the picture of her on the mantelpiece inside, he raised his stubby in salute and took one last guzzle from it. Bottle empty, is it time for another?

Maybe not, how long can he feel sorry for himself at never being able to hold his Michelle again. His recent trip around Australia had been as a tribute to her after he read her diary. It was her fondest wish when she returned, to take such a trip with Lincoln. She never received the opportunity; however, it appeased Lincoln’s sense of loss when he took the trip himself.

Having that trip interrupted by his last mission provided him with a purpose beyond his grief. Throughout the ordeal, he managed to focus on destroying the terrorist base; thoughts of Michelle only briefly interjected his mind.

Looking back at Michelle’s photo once again, he could hear her voice inside his head. The comforting, melodious sound made him smile.

“You should return to what you do best. I know you miss me, and I miss you; however, you cannot put your life on hold just because I have gone. I will always be with you in your heart, but it’s time to let go sugar.”

Lincoln shed a tear as Michelle’s words echoed inside him. Knowing she was right, he rose, walked over to the photo, and kissed it.

“Yes, you are right. I still wish I had you with me, Turtle. I’ll keep you close to my heart, always, but it is time to move on.”

The next day, a clean-shaven Lincoln strode down Oxford Street in Sydney, dressed in a dark suit and tie, something he rarely wore. However, for his first day back on the job, he felt a suitable impression was necessary. Turning and entering a small dry cleaning establishment, Darlinghurst Dry Cleaners, he approached the counter to confront a short, balding man of about fifty, reading a newspaper. Without waiting for any acknowledgement, he announced.

“I like to know how much you charge to repair a rug.”

However, the little man behind the counter, unfazed by the request, did not even look up from his newspaper and replied.

“We charge by the square metre, mate. How big is the repair?”

Accordingly, the answer came straight back at him.

“23.5 square metres.”

Having passed phase one of the passwords, Lincoln began to walk off towards a rack of suits hanging along the far wall. In the meantime, the little man pressed a button underneath the counter, without bothering to look around the shop. Business must be slow.

Spreading the suits apart from the middle, Lincoln stepped in and proceeded through a secret door that had just opened. At this point, the little man thought he had better check whom he just let in. Letting out a small yelp of surprise when he saw Lincoln Cain disappear behind the rack of suits, he quickly tapped the computer screen on his counter in a vain attempt to warn the others of his arrival. 

Once Lincoln had descended the stairs behind the door, he placed his head in the cradle in front of the box next to the metal door, to have his retina scanned for the second phase. By this stage, everyone inside knew who was about to enter.

Once the solid metal door closed behind him, he found himself the centre of attention amongst the staff in the main room, all anxious to welcome him back. Making his way to the office at the far end, Chief Moyle was there to greet him.

“Come in, my boy! Glad to have you back and just in time, too. Do you know how much we have missed you? Did you enjoy the rest of your holiday? How are you feeling? Ready for work?” Chief Moyle fired out questions like an interrogator when he saw who had entered.

“Er, no, yes, well, and yes.” Replied Lincoln, trying not to sound sarcastic.

Sitting down in Moyle’s office, Lincoln looked around noticing the office had not changed. From the small monitor on his desk, to the large video screen on the back wall, it appeared as if he had never left. Pamela Farris, Moyle’s P.A., then entered carrying a manila folder. 

“Some things haven’t changed around here. I notice you’ve kept your little lackey.” Lincoln said, giving Pamela a wry smile. She responded by turning her nose up at him as she handed the folder to Moyle.

“Thanks, Miss Farris. Please close the door on your way out.” Chief Moyle suddenly sounded quite serious. Turning to Lincoln, he continued.

“Did you hear about the bombing in Melbourne the other day?”

“Yes, tragic. How does someone manage to plant a bomb in such a public place? Better yet, why would someone do such a despicable thing? Does not make sense.”

“The authorities down there are at a loss as to any motive behind the Jam Factory explosion, suffice to say, that it has made Melbournians quite scared. They still have the place shut down and despite the Victoria Police setting up a task force; they cannot find any motive for it.”

“What have they found?” Lincoln asked.

“They know it was a type of pipe bomb that exploded and they know its original location. In addition, they have camera footage of two hooded people planting it there. However, that’s about it. No one has sent a ransom demand, nor claimed responsibility. It could have been any number of crazies.”

“Well, speaking as someone who knows a little about bombs, if you wanted to cause maximum destruction and loss of life that was a terrible place to put it. I know it was tragic losing five people, but if they had put it inside the cinema say, the destruction would have been much more. Are we dealing with amateurs?” Lincoln replied.

“Maybe so; however, the Victorian Police have asked us to come in on it and help find the perpetrators. The camera footage gave them little help. Whoever those two were, who planted the bomb, no one seems to be able to identify.” Moyle added, still looking in the manila folder.

“Surely, this is a local matter for them to deal with. We can’t solve every crime down there, no matter how severe.” Lincoln sounded a little confused.

“The one fact I left out is that we know with some surety is that they will strike again.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

[image: ]




“How can you be sure?” Lincoln asked.

“Two points.” Replied Moyle. “As you alluded to, the bomb did not do as much damage as one would expect. That tells us they will try again. I would even go so far as to say, that this explosion was somewhat of a failure. Probably why no one claimed responsibility.”

“And the other point?”

“Our monitoring team recently reported a rise in activity on the Dark Web. We have seen this before when a terrorist threat happens. I can contact Masters to explain it more fully.” 

“Must we? He is such a painful nerd.” Lincoln winced.

“Well, he is our most brilliant computer hacker, that’s on our side, and he believes the rise in activity on the Dark Web, could indicate a rise in nefarious activities in the real world. Hence, I believe there will be more explosions.”

Waving his hand in defeat, Lincoln indicated he could endure Masters’ endless diatribe if it will enlighten him more about this bomb attack. Moyle tapped his screen and summoned Miss Farris to call him.

“While we are waiting, do you have a copy of the video of those two people who planted the bomb?” Lincoln asked.

“Certainly.” Chief Moyle tapped his monitor again and the giant video screen on the back wall sprung into life. 

Standing up and moving closer, Lincoln studied the footage closely. He could see two youths covered by hoodies running to the chimney stack in the centre of the concourse. Then he watched, as they felt around the base, eventually holding a box. Carefully placing the box inside, the two ran off. The footage skipped to the next day, and Lincoln witnessed the explosion and the poor people caught up in it.

Turning to Moyle’s monitor, he tapped it to run the footage again. This time he stopped the video just before the two youths made it to the chimney stack. Moving even closer, Lincoln studied the two youths, intently.

“Have a look at these two, sir.” He told Moyle.

“What am I looking at? All I see are two hoodlums running to the chimney stack. You can’t make out their faces and the clothes are quite nondescript.”

“Correct; however, notice what you don’t see,” Lincoln replied.

“What?”

“If these two planted the bomb, then where is it?”

“You’re right! That bomb was in a box about a half cubic metre in size. They don’t have it!” Moyle responded, suddenly realising the mistake.

Fast-forwarding it to the point where the two began to leave the area, Lincoln stopped the video once again. Using Moyle’s monitor, he enlarged the image of the two youths and looked at them again, closely.

“Look at this.” He said, pointing at one youth’s hand.

“What is that?” Moyle replied, now able to see the youth carried a cylinder.

“Not too sure; however, he or she did not have it when they entered,” Lincoln added, winding the video back to the point where the two were on their knees, looking at the base. Unfortunately, the camera angle shot them from behind, so the view did not show everything.

Once again, enlarging the still image, Lincoln and Moyle could now see the two youths bent over the large box. It must have been in the wall before they arrived. Furthermore, the top of the box clearly showed two cylinders, a red one, and a blue one. 

Moving the footage forward to where the two were leaving again, they could see the cylinder they took was the red one.

“These two youths, however guilty they may be in being there, did not plant that bomb. In addition, they took one of the cylinders. Perhaps they did everyone a favour by removing one of the bombs.” Lincoln suggested.

“That’s puzzling as if they wanted to help, why not take both bombs? In addition, if they did take one of the bombs, surely we would have had a report of a second explosion somewhere. No such report came in.” Moyle replied.

“So what you’re suggesting is that these two youths knew which of those cylinders was a bomb and took the other one. That raises so many questions; I don’t know where to begin.” Lincoln scratched his head.

Just as they began to rewind the footage once again, Moyle’s phone buzzed. Picking it up, he said.

“All right, patch him through on my monitor.” He replaced the phone while Lincoln moved in next to Moyle to watch his screen.

“Masters here, sir. Please state the nature of the emergency?” An obese, youngish looking man with thick glasses, a thin beard, covered the whole screen. His numerous pimples made for a less than pleasant sight. 

Colin Masters, or Master Splinter to his hacker friends, was the quintessential nerd. Rising through the ranks to be the Chief Operating Officer for the Monitoring Department, he was probably the most effective and knowledgeable computer nerd when it came to events on the Dark Web. That section of the Internet where the criminals, radicals and the generally disillusioned traded their wares.

“Cut the Star Trek crap, Masters. We need some information and more footage.” Lincoln said abruptly. He had no liking for this arrogant fellow.

“Oh, goody, Cain is back on the case. Nice to see you too. What do you want?” Masters replied.

“Firstly, you can tell us why you believe there will be more attacks in Melbourne,” Lincoln asked.

“Not believe, know. I’ve been at this game for a long time, and I can assure you that before, and after any terrorist attack, the activity on the Dark Web increases dramatically. It’s the one place where we can eventually catch those responsible. The activity, currently, is at a fever pitch. There is this one site ...”

“Don’t need intricate details, Masters, we need facts, like when, and where will the next attack be?” Lincoln interrupted.

“No idea at this stage; however, from my observation, it is definitely happening and soon.” Masters sounded almost disappointed as he prided himself on knowing everything.
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The concern on Lincoln’s and Moyle’s faces showed as Masters made his point. His arrogant attitude towards others was hard to take at times; however, his predictions had a prophetic notion to them. He was right more often than wrong.

“So, what footage are you after?” Masters added.

“The camera footage, up to 48 hours prior to the explosion. We know those two people didn’t set the explosion. Someone else planted it there beforehand.” Lincoln explained.

Puzzled by his remark, Masters began tapping on his keyboard to locate the required footage. 

“Should be there in a few hours,” Masters replied. “How do you know those two didn’t do it?”

Explaining all he discovered from the video, Lincoln made sure Masters had all the facts. As he mentioned the cylinders, Masters’ face lit up.

“Now it all makes sense! Don’t tell me. They took the red one!” He remarked.

“How did you know?” Moyle asked.

Leaving the screen briefly, Masters ran off to find something without saying a word. Upon his return, he held a piece of paper in his hand.

“Here it is, the evidence you have been looking for.” Masters’ had that glint in his eye as he now knew something they did not, a situation he revelled in.

“As I told you, the activity on the Dark Web has increased. However, much of the activity had centred on a new site called The Dark Nemesis. It is one of those sites that spread hate messages, and attempts to radicalise various youths into crime.” Masters was in his element as he spoke. 

“Yes, we are familiar with those types of sites. Plenty of Islamic propaganda and promises of rich rewards with Allah, if you join their cause and so forth.” Moyle explained.

“Agreed; however, this one is different. This one offers material rewards, drugs, guns, all sorts of expensive prizes that would appeal to various unsavoury types. The webmaster calls himself The Luminary and he posts cryptic clues as to the whereabouts of prizes. In addition, the clue also contains a hint as to the type of prize offered, maybe to attract certain types. Now here is the weird bit, apparently, once you have solved the clue and determined the location of the prize, you select it from one of two planted there, and leave the other. In addition, the correct one has a word on it, which is the password to enter the site properly.” Masters sat back, smiling.

“You still have not explained how you know they took the red one?” Lincoln sounded a little angry.

“Ah, that’s one part of the clue I figured out straight away. The page showing all last week, simply had this one clue on it and several enticements for people to try and solve it, including propaganda to suggest that the prize was quite lucrative.” He replied, holding the piece of paper up.

“And the clue was ...” Lincoln became angrier.

“‘They made Corduroy at this place. Look in the centre at the sad end of town for your prize. Pick only what Neo would have chosen for your cold prize’” Masters recited it from the paper in his hand. “So obviously they took the red one!”

Chief Moyle and Lincoln looked at each other as if they had missed a whole passage of conversation. Masters could see the puzzled look on their faces, so he put them out of their misery.

“The last part of the clue, ‘Pick only what Neo would have chosen for your cold prize’, must refer to the character Neo from the Matrix. He had a choice of taking a red or blue pill. He chose the red one in the film.” 

“How does ‘They made Corduroy at this place’, relate to all this?” Lincoln asked. “A Jam Factory would make jam, not corduroy clothes.”

“That’s what I thought initially. However, the site has a message board and people put up comments about the clue. It’s too cryptic for any one person to solve; nevertheless, if you read the comments from others, you may zero in on the location of the prize. Mind you the comments can be a distraction as many are just plain wrong. I was intrigued; however, with this one comment that suggested the word ‘Corduroy’ referred to a song by the group Pearl Jam. That appears to be a correct interpretation as the Jam Factory was the place targeted.

The centre must have been the chimney stack where they located the box. Not too sure about the rest of it, but those two kids clearly figured it out.” Masters was in his element at this point.

“What about the password on the cylinder?” Chief remembered Masters commenting on it before.

“Oh yes, the site makes reference to a word hidden on the cylinder. That word is the password to enter the next screen, presumably to offer more goodies in exchange for their loyalty, as most of these sites do. Whoever those two were, they must have used the password and now have access to the inner sanctum of the Dark Nemesis website; a place we need to infiltrate.” Masters replied.

“How do you know?”

“Simple, the clue page has now disappeared. It’s explained in their instructions. Whoever is first to enter the password, enters the inner sanctum, they call it, and the clue page disappears. It’s very clever and quite addictive, considering some of the prizes.” Masters explained.

“Like what?” Lincoln asked.

“Apparently, the introduction at the top of this clue page hinted strongly at a stash of the drug, Ice, hence the ‘cold prize’ part of the clue. Very attractive to junkies who frequent the Dark Web. Might even be attractive to anyone wanting some quick cash as well. They’ve also suggested other prizes like weapons, memorabilia, and even straight cash on their intro page.”

“So, have you been able to crack this inner sanctum?” Moyle asked.

“I don’t think you quite understand the Dark Web. No one has penetrated the inner sanctum; not even I, only the lucky ones who put in the right password can enter. The inner sanctum must live on another VPN routed through a hundred different servers. There’s is no method available to track the location nor source code that we can find. Similarly, we cannot crack the intro page for the same reason. That’s why people use the Dark Web. No one knows you!”

“You said the page with the clue is no longer there. That’s going to make catching this Luminary almost impossible. We’ll never solve the mystery of the Jam Factory explosion!” Lincoln added.

“I still don’t think you are following this, correctly.” Masters replied; his condescension knew no bounds, as he now perused the webpage in question on another monitor. “They’ve now replaced the old clue page with a new one. Your troubles are just beginning!”
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‘At the Southern side of the place designed by an officer on an NX class ship, you will find his discourser over the water. Take the one you see below’. As Masters read out the clue, his eyes lit up and his eyebrows raised. Clearly, he recognised something in the message.

Meanwhile, Moyle was on the phone to the AST branch in Melbourne, relaying the news of the next message. Accordingly, he began to coordinate some sort of response. Before putting down the phone, Lincoln interrogated Masters after seeing his reaction.

“All right, Masters. Tell us what you know! You look like you are bursting to enlighten us with your vast knowledge of total crap.”

“Easy big fella, my knowledge may seem pointless to you, however watching endless episodes of Sci-Fi does have its uses sometimes, as per this clue. The NX class ship is the registration class of the USS Enterprise from the series, Star Trek Enterprise, which tells me this designer must have the same name as one of the actors who starred in that series.”

Lincoln grunted under his breath. Once again, this arrogant programmer had mentally bested him. Nevertheless, it gave them a start to solving the clue. Chief Moyle finally put down the phone and announced.

“It’s clear to us and the Melbourne branch that we have a serial bomber on the loose with a penchant for sucking in the gullible and taunting the authorities. Whatever his motive, we are now in a race to solve this clue and disarm the next bomb before any Dark Web enthusiast finds it first. I’ve just been coordinating with our Melbourne office and they will be expecting an agent down there tomorrow. They have organised a bomb disposal expert to help with the investigation.”

Upon hearing the word ‘agent’, they both looked at Lincoln, who in turn, grimaced, knowing he would be the ‘lucky’ person to try to find these explosives.

“Must I go down to Melbourne? It’s such a hole and you know how they treat people from Sydney.” Lincoln moaned, knowing his protest would be fruitless.

For nearly one hundred years, the rivalry between Sydney and Melbourne became a default stance whenever citizens from one city met citizens from the other. Sydney people thought Melbourne people to be quite inferior and the city itself, the bottom end of nowhere, while Melbourne people had no time for those who lived in that deviant place up north. Lincoln’s reaction typified the response of a born and bred Sydney fellow.

“Don’t worry, Cain. I’ll have Masters in constant touch, keeping you up to date with all developments. However, you need to work quickly. Based on the last explosion, you may only have a few days before detonation and you must find it first!” Moyle patted Lincoln on the back, knowing he would do a fine job.

After a brief stop at his house, Lincoln found himself in the AST helicopter bound for Melbourne. While on route, he busily used his laptop to search online for anything to do with that TV series Masters mentioned. He might have some luck and find whom the Luminary referred to as the designer, before Masters finds out and once again, demonstrates his superior intellect. Lincoln gave a shudder at the thought.

Bringing up a cast list, he began at the top and cross-referenced that with famous designers of buildings in Melbourne. While the full cast list numbered about one hundred, there were nine regular cast members. Surely it would be one of those; however, as the helicopter came into land at the helipad on the banks of the Yarra River, he had progressed no further than when he started. Apparently, of the most prominent building designers (of which there are nearly a hundred as well), no one had a surname matching any cast member. Maybe, (hopefully, thought Lincoln) Masters is wrong!

Jumping out with his luggage, Lincoln met a driver at the Helipad, who drove him through the streets of Melbourne to an indiscreet block of units in the leafy suburb of Glen Huntley. Driving into an underground car park at a block of units, the driver then pressed a button on his dash and a large door at the far end began to open.

The area inside was quite spacious, enough for parking and several offices along the back wall. The austere appearance of the surrounding grey brick walls contrasted the modern glass panelled offices and cubicles full of computers and large screens. Several tables adorned the space next to the parking bays, which served as meeting places and recreation areas. Lincoln counted five people including one man sitting alone in the centre office. 

“Welcome to the AST, Melbourne.” The driver remarked as he opened Lincoln’s door. “Chief Carter is waiting for you in the centre office.”

Entering the office, Lincoln met a tall man with a thin face and a large nose, sporting a buzz-cut hairdo. He appeared as if he was still in the army despite his plain grey suit. His handshake also gave Lincoln that impression.

“Have you been able to crack the latest code yet?” Carter asked.

“Not as such and my last communique with Masters showed that no one on the site has done so either,” Lincoln replied. “I believe I will be working with a bomb disposal expert. Probably will be a waste of time, if we can’t solve the clue.”

“Ah yes, Miss Madeline Jackson. I must warn you, she is a little unconventional, and not your typical explosives expert, but then again, I don’t think there is such a person as a typical bomb jockey.”

“Bomb jockey? Why are they called that?”

“Simple. If they can’t defuse the bomb in time, they are in for one hell of a ride!” Carter replied. “Davis can drive you to her so the two of you can begin finding the location of this latest bomb. She is up at the University, presently, running classes for the Police Bomb Disposal Unit.”

After another half hour’s drive, Lincoln entered a building at the rear of the University of Melbourne. Boarding a lift, he descended several floors to a basement many metres below ground. A useful place to teach bomb disposal thought Lincoln.

Opening the only door at the bottom, he walked into a large room, dimly lit on the edges; however, a large bank of fluorescent lights hung in the centre, illuminating a large rectangular table below. Lincoln thought he had entered a pool hall. Six people crowded around the large table and seemed engrossed in an open wooden box, which lay on it. 

Initially, Lincoln did not know which one was Miss Madeline Jackson as he could only see six rear ends bent over the table. As he approached the table, his new partner became evident, as she was the only one talking. A rather attractive young woman (from the rear) with nicely shaped buns, and sporting, oddly enough, bright blue shoulder-length hair, gave instructions to the others while she fiddled inside the box with a pair of wire cutters. However, the dead giveaway was what she had printed on the back of her T-shirt:

‘I am a Bomb Technician. If you see me running, please try and keep up.’

As he examined her rear end, he thought this assignment might have some benefits after all. Moving in closer, he leant over her from behind, straining to hear her voice, since for some reason, she spoke in an almost whisper. Despite this, the other students listened attentively.

“Don’t forget, for these thermo-acoustic types, it is important to keep the vacuum bag sealed at all times,” Madeline explained, while her hands fiddled with a set of wires inside a clear plastic bag. “Once you have located the wires leading to the C4, it is just a simple matter of cutting them.” With a deft swish of the cutters, she severed the two wires connected to the soft compound.

Raising her hands away from the bag, everyone stood upright, and breathed a sigh of relief. Some even clapped in appreciation; however, Lincoln continued to lean over. As Madeline turned around, she literally bumped into Lincoln with her ample chest.

If first impressions were the quintessential indicator of how one felt about another, then Lincoln could not have missed anything as they nearly touched noses. He had only a moment to examine her round face, button nose, and deep green eyes as she fluttered her eyelashes at Lincoln’s short wavy hair, deep blue piercing eyes, and broad chin.  

“I knew my students were keen, but I did not expect any fanboys.” She said with a wry smile on her face. “Either you are my escort I ordered from the Chippendales or the agency sent you. Who are you, honey?”

With a bright red colour on his face, Lincoln took a step back, trying not to embarrass himself any further. The rest of the class, sensing the awkwardness of their encounter, left the room quickly.

“Madeline Jackson? I .. I am Lincoln Cain from the AST. They assigned you to me to find this bomber leaving clues around Melbourne.” His voice stammered a little from the shock of accidentally pressing against her lovely soft breasts.

“Call me Maddy. Actually, my boss told me that they assigned you to me. I am the one you need to defuse these bombs, which puts me in charge. I haven’t had a male lackey before; hope you can handle me.” She replied, gently rubbing his shoulder.

“As I am the one with the task of finding these bombs in the first place ...” Lincoln began; however, quickly realising that arguing was not a useful first meeting. “Look, let us agree that we will be partners for the time being and maybe we can work out who is behind all this, together.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
g
Tag






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





