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How could he be so stupid? Despite his years of training and experience in the art of covert surveillance, agent Lincoln Cain of the AST found himself in a warehouse surrounded by heavily armed enemy guards. His only respite was that no one was aware that he was there.

While his current position, behind a pile of boxes had him temporarily safe and undetected, he had only one exit. He had to shoot his way out. His odds were precariously low as his count of armed combatants exactly matched the number of bullets in his gun. Still, his trusty Walther P22 had several kills to its credit, perhaps more than any other agent, however his margin for error in this situation was nearly zero!

What possessed him to jump down from relative safety behind that wall without considering his way out? It was almost suicide. Such a rookie mistake. He was inwardly cursing himself. While sitting there, he was continually reminding himself of the basic idiom of not letting emotions dictate your actions. But emotion can be such a powerful influence over decisions, it would be impossible not to ignore it. 

He bobbed his up again for another look around. He could see where he came from up on the mezzanine. A landing that ran around the whole building. The walls were solid brick and quite featureless. The mezzanine had a wooden wall about a metre high, which had been his hiding place just before. On the floor, where he was now, there were rows upon rows of wooden boxes piled up to a height of about three metres. They were arranged in long lines that ran down the whole length of the warehouse floor. The guards were several rows over and thus, he was well hidden.

Lincoln had always resigned himself to the fact that any mission he went on maybe his last. But to go out by making such a silly decision flies in the face of his hardened methodical nature. Now he was in this crazy position, he may as well see it through. Well here goes nothing...

Lincoln Cain was a veteran of three campaigns in Afghanistan, even though he was in his late thirties. He stood 188cm with short wavy blond hair with a muscular physique hardened from years of training and combat. His dark piercing eyes and broad chin disguised his rather affable nature. He looked like your typical rugby player with those broad shoulders. 

A decorated army colonel, with his tour of duty over, his civilian life was never going to work. He knew it, the Australian Government knew it and his immediate bosses knew it. That’s when the Australian Security Taskforce took over. A relatively secret organisation dedicated to protecting Australia’s security both at home and overseas. Agents for the AST were highly trained, fit and worked covertly. Lincoln Cain had the talent, experience and fortitude to be such an agent.

Not only a successful field agent, but a trainer for other recruits and before long, quite a legend within the organisation. Totally unknown outside of the Team, even other organisations like the CIA and MI6 had never heard of him. But that’s the way he liked it. He could move freely around the world without drawing attention. For this latest mission, he was flown to the rather moderate country of Tajikistan. But the importance of his mission was quite critical.

For years, several extremist groups in the Middle East had caused havoc and mayhem throughout various countries. Everyone had heard of Al Qaeda, Islamic State and Hamas, though no one knew how they were able to amass such an arsenal of weapons. Someone or some organisation had to be supplying them. It took the combined efforts of the CIA, MI6 and the AST to discover that it was just one organisation. It had no name as such, but it managed to give all of these terrorist groups an endless supply of weapons. 

Keen to keep the supply of arms to these terrorists, this consortium could literally name their own price. It was for whoever was running it, a very lucrative business. 

Despite having gained this valuable intel, there was very little to go on and very little they could do about it. Their personnel, their method of supply and even where they were getting the weapons from in the first place, all remained a mystery.

After some months, MI6 managed to track down a series of communiques that led them to believe that the group were supplying arms from just one central location. But they had no idea where this location was. Their only other piece of information they were able to get, came in the form of an intercepted phone message that referred to the consortium being run by a person who called himself The Foreigner. 

It was when they shared this new knowledge with the CIA and the AST, that they had a breakthrough. The AST had been tracking some arms shipments through the Persian Gulf and had finally tracked the destination in Tajikistan. The CIA was able to intercept emails that suggested there were regular shipments of ‘grain’ to and from the same country. Their investigation led them to conclude that the ‘grain’ was something else. They guessed it had to be weapons. As to the exact location of the weapons and thus, the headquarters for the Foreigner, they could only determine that the goods were being delivered somewhere in the Tajikistan capital, Dushanbe. 

It was clear to the AST someone had to go there, find this place and hopefully, find out where the arms were coming from and going to. Once this was verified, the place could then be the subject of a drone strike ‘gone wrong’. The AST sent their best agent, Lincoln Cain.

Lincoln was briefed by the Local Authorities after he touched down in Dushanbe. They had managed to discover one shipment at the border. They tried to follow the shipment to its destination, but lost track of it during transit. It seems the truck carrying these guns simply disappeared once it reached the city limits. Their only clue was that it was last seen heading for the Islamic Quarter of the city. Not surprising Lincoln thought. 

The Local Authorities were quick to point out that they did not have much control in this part of Dushanbe. It was basically run by the Dushanbe Islamic community. Also it was a known area of crime and when Lincoln was taken on an initial tour of the area, it reminded him of the slum areas of Cairo and Beirut. This was going to be difficult.

Lincoln was not one to give up easily. He set the Local Authorities a series of tasks. Find out if there had been any buildings in the area designated as unoccupied. If the guns were to be stored anywhere they needed a large amount of space. A computer search of their local records, revealed at least twenty buildings that fitted the criteria. Now came the leg work. 

After a few days of surveillance, all the possibilities had been exhausted. None of the buildings fitted their criteria. They were back to square one. 

However, Lincoln’s next thought brought a result. From the volume of the shipments they were aware of, this had to mean that the building was quite large. This they already knew. Not being able to find it, meant it was also quite well hidden. However, a large building like that had to be using power. If they were using a place that was supposedly unoccupied, it would show up as an anomaly on the city’s power usage.

After a team went painstakingly through the power usage records, they noticed one large warehouse that had been using quite a lot of power. Located at the edge of the city in the Islamic area, it was registered to a holding company called ‘Tarikan Imports’. But the city records showed that that company had gone into liquidation several years ago, so the warehouse had to be vacant. This was why they did not discover it earlier.

Lincoln was convinced this had to be the place. A quick reconnaissance by the local police that night showed that it was deserted on the outside, but lit up on the inside. Also there were several people and trucks going in and out via the rear underground entrance. 

Lincoln wasted no time in getting to the warehouse. It was quite non-descript. Literally four brick walls, no windows and took up half a city block. There was one door at the front and a small underground car park below with both front and rear entrances. A faded and damaged ‘Tarikan Imports’ sign hung over the entrance. The building looked like any typical warehouse in any major city in the world. 

The local police, who were waiting for him, were a little taken back when he instructed them to follow him to the building next door across the alleyway. This building had glass windows in the front and look for all intents and purposes like a typical office building. It was also three storeys high. The same as the warehouse. However, it really did not provide any cover for surveillance due to all the windows.

Lincoln began to ascend the outside stairs of this building carrying a large bag over his shoulder. Two policemen followed. Once on the roof, he explained to them that no one expects to be entered from the roof. 

He pulled out his harpoon gun from the bag. A careful shot saw the harpoon penetrate a wall on the roof of the warehouse. The attached rope made for a very handy zip line. Lincoln then put his bag over his shoulder and attached the pulley to the line. A few seconds later he was standing on the warehouse roof much to the astonishment of the two police next door.

As he suspected, the door to the stairs was locked. But a deft jiggle from the lock picker in his bag soon had him climbing down the stairs. 

The local police were right. The warehouse looked totally deserted from the outside but was lit up like a Christmas tree on the inside. At the bottom of the stairs, Lincoln opened the door gently. He quickly ducked behind the wall on the mezzanine. Taking a quick look over the side, he could clearly see the whole warehouse floor. This was a handy place to survey the place and to plan his next move.

He could see above all the boxes on the warehouse floor and into the small aisles they formed. Wonder what was in those boxes?

Lincoln then saw a set of stairs at the far end leading down to the main floor. His first objective was to assess his enemy. As he could literally see right across the whole warehouse, he was able to count six guards, each with machine guns and evenly spaced around the building. There was one on each of the three other corners of the mezzanine from his position. The one at the top of the stairs was going to be a problem. Another quick peek over the edge, saw one guarding the front door and another other two guarding the only two rooms that led off from the main floor. 

One looked like an office and the other had a large table in it. Must be a meeting room.  Lincoln could see inside both, as they each had large windows. He could also see that the office had at least three people inside, although he could not make them out clearly. The main floor would be a handy place to hide if he needed to get down there. But he knew that was not necessary.

His training, then took over. As a practiced agent, he knew his first objective was to make sure he had a safe way out. Easy, the door back to the roof. So he focussed on his next move.

That was also easy. All he had to do was release the mini drone in his pocket and guide it to one of those two rooms on the floor. He only needs to land it somewhere it won’t be detected and that would be it. With its remote sensor, its camera can be accessed from anywhere. Then all he need do is duck through the door and make his way back to the roof. From there he could throw a second zip line and fly down to the adjacent building. The mini drone camera should provide all the information required and he need not even be in the warehouse at all.

He pulled out the remote controller for the drone. The drone was no bigger than a bee and even looked like a bee. Thus it would never be noticed. With his controller, he deftly flew it right into the office through the open door. He figured that it could literally spy on whoever uses that office. 

The office was quite devoid of furniture. There was only the desk, two chairs, a small cupboard in the corner and a shelf high on the wall behind the desk. He landed it on the shelf which had a perfect view of the office desk. He then checked the camera and adjusted it so it pointed down to the desk.

All right. Mission complete. Now to exit. One last look over the wall. It was then he noticed who was coming out of the office. It was her! It was unmistakable! Her short cropped blond hair, her rosy cheeks, those pouty lips and that slim but shapely figure. She had not changed a bit! Lincoln tried with all his effort not to scream out. He instantly put his hand over his mouth. 

Michelle, the girl he had trained all those years ago. The girl who was the star pupil in his class. The girl who mysteriously dropped out with just weeks to go. The girl he loved! His current position still kept him safe for now, however a myriad of feelings suddenly overtook him. Subconsciously he was rubbing the back of his left hand. 

Without thinking, he leapt over the wall and jumped down to the ground floor. Despite being some four metres high, he landed well, rolled and then dived for the nearest cover behind a large stack of boxes. Looking around, he could see that he still had not been noticed, although his rash action had put him in a precarious position. He moved around for another look at Michelle as she walked by. It was definitely her! What was she doing mixing with the likes of these people?

His emotions nearly took over. He had to literally bite his tongue to stop himself from leaping out and grabbing her. By the time he had regained some composure, Michelle had walked out the front door. Now he was alone in an impossible position. He had to get himself out, but his exit was now literally cut off.

The only way he could escape would be to shoot his way out. He knew that guard at the top of the stairs would be a problem. In fact, any movement from his current position would alert all of the guards and he knew he wasn’t going to outrun machine guns. 

So he pulled out his trusty Walther P22 and began to screw on the silencer. He never really had much faith in silencers as they really did not reduce the noise all that much, however he was a creature of habit and the silencer went on. Again he fell back on his training and experience. He mentally mapped out his escape route. Run to the stairs at the end of the building behind the rows of boxes, then up to the mezzanine. A distance of about thirty metres. Then run the full length of the mezzanine to the door that leads to the roof. Another forty metres. Once there, he should be able to make his way to the top and use the zip line to fly across to the other building.

Now for the guards. He knew as soon as he started to move, they would all be alerted but he may just have a chance. One small aspect in his favour was the element of surprise. He also noticed that each guard was dressed in a military style uniform with some sort of logo on their shirt. It looked like a target with an arrow through it. Something he could aim for. 

Sitting down with his back to the boxes, he rehearsed with his hand the actions he needed to take to eliminate each guard. This was something that Lincoln had taught himself to do. With the number of kills under his belt to date, no one would ever argue with his methods, even though, presently he looked like he was waving away mosquitos. 

If he took out the near two guards on the first floor, he would be clear for a few metres. Then swing around and take out the other three on the ground floor whilst running for the stairs. The lines of large boxes should protect him from any return fire, he hoped. Once at the bottom of the stairs, swap hands and take out that guard at the top of the stairs. He ran the scenario again in his head. He swung his hand around in front of his face, making sure that his gun would not let him down. He even accounted for the obvious fact that all the guards would move towards him. He backed himself to do it. He had to, although anyone observing wouldn’t have given him a hope.

Then with two large breaths, he leapt out from his hiding place. The two guards on the first floor were so surprised that Lincoln had let out his first two shots before they could even move. They fell immediately. Lincoln took the opportunity of surprise to run to the base of the stairs, keeping a wall of boxes between him and the guards on the mezzanine. His practiced skill had him swing around and fire at two burly guards now running towards him. They both dropped immediately to the ground. He did not wait to see if he had killed them or not. 

He had made it to the stairs and was still alive. He jumped out from behind the boxes, forward rolled, swapped hands and fired all in one action. The guard at the top of the stairs clutched his stomach and fell down the stairs. Lincoln then ran up past him and hid behind the wall at the top.

He now had time to breathe, which gave him time to remember. His running and having seen Michelle again brought back a flood of memories of when the two would practice running in the forest and do pretend shootout scenarios similar to what he was doing now. 

No, this was a distraction! He had to focus on getting out of here. A volley of shots landed close by. His cover was well and truly blown now. Instinctively he ducked and hid behind the staircase bannister. More shots pinged just over his head. This was going to be tricky.

It was then he remembered. There were three guards on the ground floor, not two. No wonder he was getting shot at. He stopped to look over the bannister to see where the third one was. Another myriad of gunshots went off from a machine gun. He knew the bullets were very close as he saw some ricochet off the wall behind him. He couldn’t see where the gunfire was coming from so he thought he had better get moving again. 

He stood and ran along the corridor. More gunfire. This time, so close he was ducking his head at each volley. He literally did a forward dive behind the wall when he reached near the door to the roof. Looking up, he could see that his exit was clear. No time to waste. He leaped up in order to run towards the door. More gunshots. But this time he did not hear the familiar ricochet off the wall behind him. Some unknown force made him stop in his tracks before he had a chance to move. It was then he looked down at his chest. 

There was an ever growing pool of blood emanating from his shirt on his shoulder. He had been hit. This realisation suddenly allowed the pain of the bullet to permeate throughout his body. He lost all control and fell backwards over the wall onto the ground. He did not even have time to check how he landed as the pain intensified so much that he passed out before landing. As he lost consciousness, all he could think of was Michelle and how much he wanted to be with her again.
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Chapter 2
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The familiar echoes of consciousness returned to Lincoln. He was becoming aware of his surrounds by the sounds that permeated his ears. He could even hear two people talking but was not familiar with the language. One of them then left the room. Was he really in a room? 

Time to risk opening his eyes. As his surrounds came into focus, he could see that he was in a bed, metal rails at both ends, a hospital bed. It had been slightly raised and there was a drip feeder and a heart monitor next to it. He also could sense the faint odour of disinfectant. He could see a chair next to his bed, shelves on the side wall and even the small cabinet above his bed. The walls were white and there was a large window next to the door.

He ventured a closer look to his side. There was a woman there, tapping a drip feed bag. The woman was clearly Asian in appearance, close set narrow eyes, about fifty with her black hair tied back in a bun. She was a little on the plump side, but had significant makeup on that made her look somewhat younger. Her white uniform was a clear indication that she was a Nurse. 

But Lincoln was focussed on the drip feed bag. He followed the tubes from it and saw that it was attached to his forearm. Then the first shock hit him. At the end of his arm was a large wristband. He looked over to his other arm. Another wristband! Both wristbands were tied to the bed. He had been captured!

His natural reaction was to try out his new found restraints. Yes, they were on tight. He could not free his arms. Upon this reaction, the Nurse turned to the open door and yelled something that Lincoln concluded had to be ‘Doctor’ in Tajik. Because a second later, a man in a lab coat entered the room.

He was thin, about 160cm tall, that typical Asian type, gaunt face with short, jet black hair and a long nose. His eternal smile had Lincoln somewhat confused.

“Ah, Mr Cain! You are awake. For a moment there, we thought we had lost you! My name is Dr. Mustaph. Nurse, if you have finished, that will be all.”

The Nurse promptly left. Lincoln was astute enough not to say anything. He was an experienced enough agent not to be divulging anything until he was absolutely sure he was talking to the right person. And this guy, reeked of enemy agent. 

Instead, he tried to sit up in his bed. More to test what body parts still worked. His first movement up gave him a very painful reminder that he had been shot in the shoulder. But a throbbing, jabbing pain in his head was something unexpected. Apart from a dull ache on his hand, the rest of him felt quite normally albeit a bit stiff. Of course, his forearms were still a mystery, being fixed on the side of the bed.

“Please Mr. Cain! Do not move! You have a nasty shoulder wound and a very bad skull fracture. I had to operate on you last night to relieve the pressure on your brain. You will need rest to help recover. Please can you tell me how you got your injuries?”

Lincoln remained silent. He gave the doctor a cold stare. He wasn’t going to give this doctor anything. Instead he tried once again to free his arms from the restraints.

“Oh forgive me, Mr Cain, but when you were brought in, we had to restrain you so we could get you into the operating theatre. You are a very strong man and it took two orderlies to keep you still.” Dr Mustaph then moved over to the bed and began to undo the restraints.

“I suspect that you are now calm. It should be all right to remove these. Besides you won’t be moving much with that shoulder.” 

Lincoln instinctively rubbed each arm as he got free. No stiffness or soreness was present.

“Please Mr. Cain. Can you tell me how you got your injuries? I was told by the people who brought you in that they found you in an alleyway just north of here. It seems you must have fallen off the roof to get such a nasty injury to your head. I won’t ask about your bullet wound just yet, but you will have to talk to someone about it at some point. You are lucky to be alive. If those men had not brought you in, you would have surely died.”

Lincoln’s first instinct was to grab the doctor and find his way out. But the fact that the doctor had removed his restraints relaxed his suspicions a little, so he thought he would play along for the time being.

“I..I can’t remember what happened to me.” 

Lincoln, being ever cautious used his only defence, ignorance. He was actually trying to figure out how come he was found in an alley and why he was still alive to start with? Surely if the guards would have seen he was still alive, they would have finished him off. How come he is in a hospital recuperating? Was this Dr Mustaph friend or foe?

“Well, I’m sure your memory will return in due time, Mr. Cain. For the moment, you need to remain here and get some rest. You know you were very lucky getting sent to this facility. We are the only hospital in town that can treat that type of head wound. Nurse!”

Dr Mustaph turned as he called and the Nurse was in the room almost immediately.

“It is time for his next injection, Nurse.” Dr Mustaph pointed to the cabinet above the bed. The Nurse opened the cabinet and took out a hypodermic needle full of some blue liquid. Lincoln took careful note that the cupboard was full of these blue liquid needles.

As the Nurse was about to put the needle into the drip feed bag, Lincoln grabbed her arm and pulled it away.

“It’s all right, Mr Cain! This drug is to help with your recovery. It also relieves the pain in your body. It is a bit like morphine but without the side effects. We are the only hospital that has the authority to use this drug. You will need one of these each day for a few weeks until you have fully recovered. Please, Mr Cain, we are here to help!”

Lincoln stared back at Dr Mustaph and slowly let go of the Nurse’s arm. She relaxed from her worried expression and proceeded to inject the blue liquid into the bag. Lincoln followed the path of the liquid down into his arm. Within a few seconds, the throbbing in his head disappeared and the pain in his shoulder vanished. It was just like morphine, which he had been used to from his fighting in the Middle East. In fact, his whole body relaxed. He was so calm, that his head fell back onto the pillow and he dropped off to sleep.

He awoke again, figuring he must have only been out for a few seconds. But he was now alone in the room. He was still quite pain free and relaxed. That stuff was pretty powerful. So he laid back and tried to think of what his next move would be. But before that, he went over in his mind, all the things that had happened since he woke up. All he could come up with was a massive lot of questions which he had to find answers for.

Just how did he really get to this hospital? How long had he been there? The doctor gave him the impression he had only been there overnight. But he could have been here a week for all he knew. He did not for one second believe Dr Mustaph’s explanation. 

He reasoned that it must have been the two policemen waiting for him in the building next door that got him to the hospital. But just how did he get outside in the first place? The guards who shot him would not have dragged him out? Well maybe they did if they thought he was dead. He ran over the last few moments before he was shot. This angered him as he was not in the habit of miscounting the enemy. How could he forget about the extra guard on the ground floor? Ah, yes! Michelle! His thinking was interrupted. He tried to regain his composure. The mystery of Michelle will have to wait. More pressing things to solve just now.

That sudden flood of emotions was what hampered his concentration back at the warehouse. That was why he was eventually shot and fell to the ground. That must be where he hit his head. Well that explains the injuries. But he doesn’t have any bandages on his head nor any around his shoulder. That’s really confusing. A proper doctor would have him bandaged up all over. Who are these people?

But then a small grin came over Lincoln. He did complete his mission, well somewhat. The drone had been planted. He was still alive. All he had to do now was to remotely access it and make sure it is pointed at the exact spot on the desk. In fact the AST back home could access it so long as they knew it was in position. Must contact them as soon as possible. His colleagues back at the Dushanbe Government Headquarters should be coming for him soon, if it was them who brought him here.

But Lincoln returned to his suspicions of Dr Mustaph. There was no other person waiting for him to wake up. Why was there not someone from the Local Authorities in the room with him? Not even a guard outside! Back in Australia, that would be mandatory. 

Maybe, removing the restraints was just his way of gaining Lincoln’s trust. Something that Lincoln did not hand out very easily. And come to think of it, Dr Mustaph called him Mr Cain. No one in this country knew his real name! Whenever an agent visits another country, he goes in disguise. He was travelling under the name, Robert Danvers, cultural attaché for the Australian Government. Even his contacts in the Dushanbe Government Headquarters only knew him as Robert Danvers. The doctor must have found his passport. No that can’t be it! His passport also had him with the name of Robert Danvers. Maybe Dr Mustaph has contacted the AST back home. His getting shot would prompt the Local Authorities to contact them. Maybe they blew his cover deliberately to get him into this hospital. No that can’t be it. The AST is not listed in the phone book and you need special codes to contact them. Codes, he was sure the Local Authorities did not possess. This Dr Mustaph was quite a mystery. 

So Lincoln was becoming more and more doubtful of Dr Mustaph. He had to get some real information and find out just what was going on here. The only way he was going to do that was to get out the hospital. So he climbed out of bed, went over to the cupboard at the side of the room and opened the door.

Good! His clothes were hanging there, but not his bag. This further raised his suspicions. If the Local Authorities truly brought him back, then they would have also brought back his bag. Well, maybe not. He did leave it on the roof.

He immediately felt in his jacket pocket and found his passport. Well at least he still had his way out this country. He knew it said Robert Danvers but he just wanted to make sure. He opened it to show a photo of himself, with the name Robert Danvers and the special colouring on the bottom to indicate that he was a foreign diplomat. All good.

He quickly got dressed and threw his hospital gown into the cupboard. Unfortunately, the passport was the only item he found with his clothing. His gun was missing as was his wallet and phone. Oh, that’s right, he had left those things in the missing bag. He will definitely have to retrieve that bag at some stage.

He looked both ways along the corridor once he was out of the room. No one was around. He knew enough about hospitals to know that it did not matter which way you go, you eventually end up at an exit. So he quickly walked down the corridor and went through a door. It led to a set of stairs which he went down. He followed the stairs all the way to the bottom. Hopefully this was a way out of this hospital. All the while he was thinking just how good was that drug he got? He felt so alive and fit. No pain, no stiffness. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





