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CHAPTER ONE

“Your father’s ability is
the same as yours or, to be more precise, Slade’s,” explained
Franny again.

Slade? Hacking? Coding?
Computer?

“Yes, your father was a
reliable computer analyst. But that’s not all, he…”

Knock, knock,
knock.

A knock at the door startled Andrew.
Andrew closed the video and removed the headset from his
head.

Who knocked on my
door?

He headed for the door.

“Who are you?” he asked at
the door.

“The receptionist,” said a
crisp voice through the door.

Slowly, Andrew opened the door, there
stood a girl.

With a seductive smile, the girl asked
him, “Don’t want to be accompanied? Many of my friends are
here.”

Teasing.

“Just want to be alone,”
said Andrew, smiling.

“LDR, huh?” said the girl,
glancing at his monitor.

“You know it,” replied
Andrew.

“Okay. Just chat with me if
you need to. Oh, is this your car key?” asked the girl.

“Eh, yes, thanks,” said
Andrew, taking the key in the girl’s hand, closing and locking the
door.

Okay, back to
business.

“Yes, your father was a
reliable computer analyst. But that’s not all, he was also working
on a secret project with the government,” said Franny while taking
a deep breath. “But what project, with whom, in the letter your
father left for me, it wasn’t mentioned further. It’s just that in
the letter, he said, in time, you will understand,” he explained
again.

What project? Why did dad
even tell Franny? Why not me?

“You must think that your
father loved me more. Why couldn’t something like this be told to
you right away?”

So what?

“Your father thought that
if he told you straight away, maybe you would blindly seek the
truth, and maybe your life would be at stake. He thought you better
found out the truth alone,” continued Franny. “Lastly, you may
already know, but if you haven’t, Ulrich is the name of a project
your father was involved in. And that also might endanger your
father’s life or yours. So, Drew. Watch out. Oh, if you don’t know,
Liddy likes you,” he said, grinning widely.

The white
panties.

“Uh. Before I forgot.
Please pay my debts,” said Franny with a big grin, and the video
ended there.

Andrew let out a deep breath after
seeing the video. Memories of when he was with him seemed to be
racing in his head. It was true what people said. Something would
be worth it when you had lost it.

“Franny, I promise your
death won’t be in vain. I promise,” he said to himself.

Still imagining the words, he closed
the video player and pulled out the flash from the computer. With
heavy steps, he opened the door and headed for the cashier. He
ignored the girl’s teasing and spurred his car, but his steps
stopped when a message came to his cellphone.

From Gage.

 


Meet at the usual
place.

 


Maybe I should talk to
him.

He replied to Gage’s text
briefly.

 


OK. 10 hour ETA.

 


He gave up his intention of returning
to the apartment and heading to the place where they often held
meetings. After nearly ten hours, he arrived at the place he had
promised. He parked his car in the space provided and looked for
Gage’s whereabouts.

“Andrew, right here!”
called a voice out to Andrew from a table in the corner, a pretty
hidden place in the room. “Have you eaten something?” asked Gage to
which Andrew answered only with a shake of his head. “Ma’am, give
me the same order just like before,” he exclaimed to a waitress who
was passing by.

“Yes, and the drink?” asked
the waitress.

“Black coffee,” replied
Andrew.

“Coffee? Is that all, bro?”
asked the waitress, a little surprised by the choice of
drinks.

“Yes, um, beer,” said
Andrew with a smile.

“So, what’s the news?”
asked Gage when he saw his expression.

After taking a deep breath, Andrew
told Gage how he got the email from Franny’s lawyer, then about the
video file he gave and about the message.

Gage muttered with a dreamy look. For
a moment, they were deep in their own thoughts. The atmosphere of
the restaurant wasn’t that crowded because the night was
approaching late, making their minds free to drift
somewhere.

“This is the food and
drink.”

The waitress’s voice broke the silence
between them.

“Which means it’s all about
your father, and if I’m not mistaken, the project you worked on
with Liddy for Alpha Pharmaceuticals is just an excuse,” said Gage
quietly.

“An excuse?” asked Andrew
as he continued eating.

“Yes. Likely, your father’s
Ulrich project wasn’t finished, so you were asked to continue. It’s
just that you didn’t know you were asked to continue with the
project,” said Gage.

To continue? To continue
what? thought Andrew.

“So what do they want?” he
asked softly.

“You are in it. You should
know that by now. Here,” said Gage while taking a paper from his
pocket and giving it to Andrew along with a pen.

With furrowed brows, Andrew looked at
Gage.

“Finish your meal first,
then let’s try to solve this puzzle,” said Gage, looking at the
other tables as if making sure that their presence here was
safe.

Andrew continued eating again, but
everything that went into his mouth was tasteless. He put his plate
aside and took a sip of beer.

Let’s get
started.

He took the paper and pen Gage gave
him and began to write down what was on his mind.

“Hmmm. Do you see a
connection between all of this?” asked Gage while looking at the
scheme Andrew made.

If Ulrich’s project is
related to my system, what does employee information and
transportation have to do with it? What does Ulrich get from
employee details? What does Ulrich get from the supervised
vehicles? Wait! Wait a minute. Employees. Vehicle. Transportation.
Security. Supervision.

A crazy idea popped into his
head.

But if it were
true…

“Got anything?” asked Gage,
seeing his expression.

“Gage. This is crazy.
Crazy.”

“What?” asked Gage
impatiently.

“From the start, I wondered
why Alpha Pharmaceuticals could appoint my company, and Liddy’s, to
build the system they needed,” explained Andrew.

“Then?” asked
Gage.

“What they want is not an
employee system or anything else but only one,
transportation.”

“Why? Isn’t that easy?”
asked Gage with a confused face.

“Indeed, but in the
proposal I offered, I included GPS tracking as one of the main
features in the transportation system,” explained Andrew
excitedly.

“But isn’t that
commonplace?” asked Gage.

“Yes, if it’s only used for
monitoring vehicles.”

“You mean?”

“In the proposal I offered,
it’s possible that the GPS can be used, other than in vehicles, in
various electronic devices such as laptop computers and even
cellphones,” explained Andrew again.

A confused look appeared on Gage’s
face as he tried to explain his theory.

“The point is that the GPS
tracking that I designed in the vehicle will use satellites to
track the coordinates in real-time. So, if they also build a
control center, they can monitor many vehicles at once,” he
added.

“The point?” asked Gage,
still confused.

“You know, Troy Company is
now spreading its wings. Apart from their focus on surveillance,
they are also in the antivirus sector, and most of their customers
come from the government side. What if their antivirus also
includes GPS tracking in its offering package? The GPS tracking
that I made has a feature to send the last coordinates via the
internet network so that it can be seen from the control center,”
explained Andrew at length.

“So what’s in it for Troy
Company? Isn’t that something that’s neither harmless nor in their
favor?” asked Gage.

“Yes, if it only sends the
last coordinate data, but in the last source code, it can be
developed into something else. The program can record user input.
So, you can imagine what if your username and password were sent
via that program. Or, what if the messages you write, the emails
you send, the photos you upload are all recorded and sent using
that program?” explained Andrew at length.

For a moment, the atmosphere became
silent between the two of them. What he described might be
difficult for ordinary people to understand.

“Hmmm. GPS, I now
understand its use, but how do you know there will be a program
that can record, as you say, and can send it using what you wrote?
Don’t programmers make the source code of their programs so
exclusive that it’s difficult for other people to use it?” asked
Gage.

“Because they use my
father’s program,” replied Andrew.

I finally understood why
they chose my company to work on the Troy Company
project.

“You mean?” asked Gage in
surprise.

“I entered the IT world
because I found a code snippet that belonged to my father. And the
code snippet used by Troy Company is pretty much the same as mine,
so I think the people who worked with my dad on the Ulrich project
will modify it. Do you remember this?” asked Andrew while checking
his cellphone and showing a text that he had kept a long time
ago.

 


Composition 1:

 


Sildenafil citrate 150–200
mg

Microcrystalline
cellulose

Anhydrous dibasic calcium
phosphate

Croscarmellose
sodium

Magnesium
stearate

Hypromellose

Titanium dioxide

Lactose

Triacetin

FD&C Blue No. 2
Aluminum Lake

 


Composition 2:

 


L-arginine

Theobromine

Indole-3-carbinol

Ginseng

Ginkgo biloba

Damiana leaf

Black cohosh
root

Red raspberry

Licorice root

Ginger root

Valerian root

Kudzu

Vitamin A

Vitamin C

Vitamin E

Vitamin B
complex

Folic acid

Biotin

Calcium

Carbonate

Iron

Zinc

 


In MD5

b4de12cb51d20942e5e7074f17b600fa

 


Out MD5

4bf5d8869c993f4cf5dc8d7b7a39fc0e


See, boss?

 


“Isn’t this what your dead
man gave you?” asked Gage doubtfully.

“Right, look at this part,”
said Andrew, pointing to a piece of text on his cellphone
screen.

 


In MD5

b4de12cb51d20942e5e7074f17b600fa

 


Out MD5

4bf5d8869c993f4cf5dc8d7b7a39fc0e

 


“MD5 hash is usually used
to check whether a file has been changed or not. If the MD5 is not
the same, there’s a possibility that the file has changed. In
essence, Addy wanted to say that the email or whatever it was,
after passing the security filter from Troy Company, will change. I
don’t know how it was modified. I don’t know,” explained
Andrew.

“Hmmm. Extraordinary. So
that’s how they gather useful information from important people in
government, company CEOs, or whoever they want,” exclaimed
Gage.

“Yes, Gage,” replied Andrew
simply. “But we don’t have solid evidence for that,” he
said.

“Maybe you can recall what
your subordinate was doing in the past, so you can find a common
thread between what he found until he lost his own life,” suggested
Gage.

“Or we can sneak in
tomorrow,” said Andrew, turning his head over to Gage.

“No, it’s too risky. You
and I don’t know the situation there. It’s too dangerous to do that
tomorrow,” argued Gage.

“So what can we do now?”
asked Andrew.

“Looking for information
about Troy Company. And don’t you want to visit your girlfriend?”
asked Gage, looking at Andrew.

Ahh. The white panties. How
are you there? Are you still the same as I used to know? Or what I
saw in the fire was true. You, just like me, have someone to
protect you.

Andrew shifted his gaze toward the
road to clear his mind. But Liddy’s shadow continued to loom in his
eyes.

It’s been three years. Does
Liddy still remember me? Or has she forgotten all about us? Is she
okay there? Is anyone taking care of her now? Is her condition
better?

An old poem from the past entered
Andrew’s memory.

 


When the face is dim,
red

Allow the wound to drain
blood

My heart is
screaming

But

My mouth can only be
silent

 


“Randy. Randy.
Randy!”

“Eh, yes?” asked Andrew,
still thinking.

“Maybe we should turn back
now,” suggested Gage.

“Okay, Gage,” said Andrew
as he headed for the cashier.

Liddy, or Sherley, wait for
me there.

 


“Daydreaming?”

A quiet, deep voice startled
Sherley.

“Uh, Mrs. Kurzmann,”
stuttered Sherley a little.

“Mrs. Kurzmann?” replied
River with a smile, which could make her feel peaceful.

“Uh. Yes, mom,” replied
Sherley.

“Yuck, mom. Just let her
go. She must remember again,” said a small voice, which belonged to
Anima.

“Yes, mom. Sorry, I don’t
remember yet,” replied Sherley while looking down.

There was no courage in her heart to
look into River’s eyes.

“It’s okay. Come on, sit
down. I’ll feed you,” said River, taking the plate from Anima’s
hand.

“Come on. Get up. To be
strong later… to get some,” whispered Anima, which made Sherley’s
face heated up.

“Go. Don’t disturb
Liddy.”

“Mommy. I’m your daughter,”
said Anima, pretending to be sullen.

“Here,” cried the
womanizer’s mother as she began to feed her.

Her chest felt warm, feeling this
thick familiarity. Although, perhaps, Sherley was just Liddy’s dark
side, still, their attention made her chest feel warm, and with all
her strength, she held back
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