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PART ONE

The Cipher




CHAPTER ONE

Waking up

I woke up at 04:00 AM with sweat all over my face. My mind was racing with too many thoughts, and I could feel my heart beating hard as it's about to explode right out of my chest. My breathing became heavier and faster as I lay there on my bed looking up to the ceiling, thinking what the hell I supposed to do next.




I knew what's happening! It started yesterday as I was browsing in one of the private bulletin boards I was signed up to. These bulletin boards are accessible only for private paying members who deal with stocks trading and bank finance. I was invited to join this particular bulletin board by a good friend of mine, who studied economics with me at the same class, and ever since we've become good friends.




Since I joined, my stock trading ability went up a notch, to the point I can make a decent sum from stock trading to pay my bills and still keep my daily job. Still, there was far techniques and setups I needed to learn, so keep an eye on forum members, online seminars and some preparation was a regular thing I'd do almost every night.




Yesterday, I logged into the bulletin board around 18:42 PM, hoping to find any good threads about stock tips that could prepare me for the next day. Instead of checking out those threads, a different thread caught my eyes:







IMPORTANT! For Your Eyes Only!




17:28 Mar 26, 2013




Dear Traders,




As a full time trader and as one of the most well known members in this community, I have something really important to tell you. It saddens me to be the first, but I can't bear that fact that it is hidden, so I decided to tell about it, so here it goes: One of my contacts (and personal friend) in the highest banks in our country has urge me to split my trading and/or personal accounts into 4-10 several accounts. The reason, for me at least seemed very weird at first, so I had to ask why.




Do note that this was a one on one conversation and therefore what I am saying is highly confidential that I am only sharing with you, because you are like a family to me, and I feel like I am your mentor and father.




'There has been a very well ingenious and thought out scheme lurking for the past 2 years' he told me, 'One that is going to shake the entire word, but mainly few countries in particular'.




At first I wasn't so sure what he was talking about so I asked him more and more questions. After an hour or so of talking, I was left completely stunned. I couldn't believe my ears at what I heard from him.




It turns out that a group of private banks devised a way to bring down countries to their knees using political and economical means, so that they could be bought out, or at least large parts of their resources could be bought (such as, real-estate, stocks, bonds ...etc) and therefor control those countries with their new acquired resources. Countries such as Spain, Greece and now Cyprus (as of Mar 27, 2013).  They are all apart of this evil plot. “Believe me. More countries are being targeted as we speak.” He said and with that we finished the conversation with me left dumbstruck and puzzled at what other countries are on their target!




- m0neyGrabber




That post seemed pretty peculiar, even for someone  like m0neyGrabber, who usually only write about awesome trades he's made in the stock market, or think are going to happen soon enough. Everyone in the community looked up to him like a guru or a mentor, and he sometimes used to give online seminars to some of us live, showing his trading capabilities and awesome predictions for free. No one knew how he looked like, or where he's from but from the sound of his voice we could kind of 'figure out' he's overall character.




Reading the post again, It didn't give out much info other than what already have been given, but the fact that the post was locked out and no comments could be written only strengthens the authenticity that something is indeed happening out-there.




I barely knew m0neyGrabber, most of his time he was online writing about the trades he's done or answering questions to his so called "students". I've had few private chats with him before, but we weren't friends. My idea of learning was usually to ask as many questions as I could, and go on webinars and/or live chats as I could. I was learning to day trade in my spare time, as I do still work full time job as an analyst in a prestigious firm in Washington. I thought that if I could learn how to trade stocks daily, eventually I would start seeing some results and start my own business.




CHAPTER TWO

The letter

Later on I went out to dinner with few friends of mine. The time on my digital Casio G-Shock watch was 08:25 PM, and we were already ordering pizza from the local pizzeria that we always go to during the week. Twenty Minutes or so later, As I was chewing a slice of hot melting buffalo cheese pizza, my Phone chimed and a new E-Mail notification appeared on the screen. I ate that slice of pizza in my mouth and slide away the notification in order to view it.




The message reads:




	A New Private Message From m0neyGrabber

	20:47 Mar 27, 2013




	Hey man,

	I think you’re the only one here who can help me out.

	Gambling isn’t my thing you know…

	However, I sensed you’re genuine and trust-worthy from our talks,

	Way more than most of the people on this forum.

	I got no time; I made a mistake writing that post last night,

	Running is all I can do now, some of the members are connected somehow. 

	Edmond, the forum is corrupted, message me when you get this message.




	- m0neyGrabber




I didn't really know what to think when I finished reading the message; I couldn't even swallow the piece of pizza slice that was now stuck halfway between my uvula and my throat.




I honestly didn't know what I should do... why me? I thought to myself, I was just starting to learn it all and the last thing I need is something like that. "What can I possibly do anyway?" I kept thinking as I started read the message once again.




I gazed for a few moments at the message until I heard my name, it was one of my friends, taking me out of the shock, asking what's going on. "Oh, nothing..." I said, and shut the screen of my phone with the power button. For the next thirty minutes my mind was racing with all sorts of thoughts, about what's going on while trying to sound as cool as possible when I was chatting with my friends.




CHAPTER THREE

Thread of Destiny

 I acted as cool possible and decided to bid my friends good-bye, saying that I have something important to do and that I have to leave and get somewhere. "Something happened?" one of them said and looked at me with odd expression. "Everything is fine." I replied, and got out of the table. "I'll call you guys soon!" I added and moved as fast as I could from the restaurant.




I got out and went straight to my car which was parking not so far. Once I got in, I sat behind the wheel, thinking what to do about the message. The more I was thinking about that message the more anxious I became. Sweat started to appear on my forehead, and my heart started to beat fast. "Why me? What does he want from me?" I started asking myself as I wipe my forehead from the cold sweat that now started to roll down slowly towards my eyes.




I took out my phone and re-read the message again, thinking that maybe I missed out on something when I was at the table with my friends... Nothing was different. I took a deep breath and re-collected my thoughts. I scrolled down to the end of the message and replied:




RE: A New Private Message From m0neyGrabber

21:09 Mar 27, 2013

	

Hey Man,

What’s going on?! Are you ok? I don’t really know what’s going on or how to help? 

	

	- Edmond




I sent it, but I didn't really know what to ask actually, I was in a panic attack, and all I wanted to do now is to go home and take a cold shower. I started up my car's engine and shifted into first gear and slowly started rolling away from the busy street that was filled with tourists and ordinary busy people who walked back and forth endlessly and aimlessly. When I finally got back home, it was already 22:14; I haven't checked my phone or the bulletin board since I left that message, scared to know what is going on, but I knew that m0neyGrabber must have had replied by now.




I opened up the lid of my Laptop, fired up a web browser and logged in to 'TheLion'  (or iHub as some members call it) which is a widely known bulletin board, but unlike the rest of the forums or bulletin boards, 'TheLion' had a private area (for invites only) which no one else could get access to unless specially invited. Once logged to the private area, a pop-up message appeared on the screen that indicated I have a new un-read new message. My fears came over me, and now I have to face the reality of reading what that guy had to say.




I clicked on the 'read message' button and in an instant my browser redirected the page to that message. Once the page loaded, I hesitated for a few moments before reading, thinking if I should or not read the content of the message. Finally I clicked on it, and here what was written:




RE: RE: A New Private Message From m0neyGrabber

21:11 Mar 27, 2013




Man,

I am freaking out, that's what's happening!

Nothing I can do now but hide somewhere safe, where no one can find me...

Edmond, Two people have been trailing since the message was posted at Five o'clock.

Remember, speak to people you trust only, and find a way to decrypt this message!

Also, make sure not to speak with members at the forum, or mention even my name.

Lastly, you will find an attached encrypted message; decrypt it asap, then you'll know where to find me.

Somewhere inside my messages, the password is hidden, please watch your Six!




p.s.




And Edmond, Stay safe until we meet!

Counting on you For making it Back safely.




- m0neyGrabber




After I finished reading the message I was  even more freaked out. It all seems too surreal to me. I downloaded the attached  file to my downloads directory and clicked on it in order to open it. Oddly there was no file extension to it, so I had to force open it via a text editing application that comes with the operating system. The content of the file was like this:

	




 couldn't understand what the hell I was looking at. "What should I do with it?" I asked myself. "It seems impossible for me to even figure out what it is, let alone even try to decrypt this message" I thought, and looked at it again.




    Just as I was about to look up about encryption in a search engine,  a pop-up alert message appeared on the trading bulletin board website, I also received an email on my email application as soon as it arrived.




    "Strange!" I thought. "Didn't m0neyGrabber just messaged me?" I added to my previous thought. I clicked on the 'read message' button and waited until the browser finish loading my messaging inbox again.




Once refreshed, I could see the title of the new message very clearly: "We know he contacted you!". At that moment I froze in my seat; my heart was racing even faster than before. The more I looked at it, the more my Heart started beating harder. My hand started to tremble and shake. So shaken I was that I couldn't even control the cursor on the screen any more.




After few moments I somehow managed to move the cursor over the message's title to click on it. This time, the message was short and clear:




	We know he contacted you!

22:37 Mar 27, 2013




	We’re coming for you.




	-X




My breathing started to become heavier, sweat started rolling down my forehead and my chest fell as if I was in a free fall. I stared at the message, unable to move from my seat. "What the fuck do I suppose to do now?" I said out loud as I turned around and walked all the way to my bed.




I covered my face with my hands as if I wanted to cry like a baby, but all that could come out are confusion and fear. I didn't even think about replying to the last message back; I wanted to stay away from this bulletin-board! But, I couldn't, for some reason I felt I had to help m0neyGrabber out.




"He is trusting me now, I just hope I'll manage to decrypt this message on time!" I thought, and looked at the weird encrypted message once again.




I had to get some sleep before doing anything. Although it's probably a good idea if I get the hell out of my house, I wasn't able to function properly with all these things happening all over.




I had to take the risk and sleep, and somehow start fresh in the morning, when my mind will be much focused. I locked my house, and shut down the door, then I disconnected my Router from the modem, so at least my IP address (At least I knew something about the internet - Documentary films do come handy I thought to myself) could not be reachable.




CHAPTER FOUR

Encryption

Once I got inside Washington DC’s Union Station, I checked the digital time board for the next train to NYC. Lucky for me, the next train was due to depart at one-fifty-five, which means I got around thirty minutes to buy the tickets, get something to eat and get out to the platform in time. “I got plenty of time to think about what to do in the train too,” I thought and headed towards the main hall.

As I walked towards the ticket booth area, an announcement was being announced, it was the train announcer, who called about the schedules. “Ladies and gentlemen boarding the Amtrak train to NYC, your train will depart at two-twenty-five due to unforeseen mechanical issues. We’re sorry for the inconvenient and wishing you a safe travel”. I stood there, listening to the message while more people started gathering around the tickets booth area, asking questions about the same train. “Shit,” I said to myself, “I hope I’ll be able to make it on time to meet with m0neyGrabber!” I thought and tried to avoid few peoples that were walking right in front of me.

After few minutes of waiting in line, I bought a one way ticket to Penn station, NYC for a total of $164. “That ain’t cheap!” I said and tried to recall when was the last time I bought a ticket to NYC. The station was now filled with people who were hasting, pacing and running all over the place. I managed to find my way to a coffee shop and bought a large size cup of Cappuccino and a Tuna and lattice bagel. 

I sat down on one of the free tables at the back of coffee shop, thinking about how the meeting with m0neyGrabber is going to be. The place was humming like a bee hive. Sounds of coffee machines, cashiers and people talking were all over the place. I ate my bagel sandwich rather quickly. Running around all day made me really hungry. I drank my coffee and checked out the local newspaper that was laying on the table. The headlines covered most of the country’s related problems, mostly the sub-prime and credit issues. While browsing through the inner pages of the newspaper, a small headline caught my eyes instantly:




“Fiscal crisis in Cyprus to benefit U.S. banks”




Money that’s been trapped in Cyprus banks for the last two weeks could begin to cross 

the Atlantic and flood the American banking system starting Thursday when banks on the 

European island reopen, one banking expert predicts.




Investors, concerned by the banking shutdown in Cyprus since March 16 and the government’s

eventual decision to freeze the funds of large depositors, may be tempted to take their money

and run to seemingly safer American banks. Wary of such a bank run, Cyprus officials plan to 

cap how much money consumers can withdraw from their savings and checking accounts and limit 

foreign credit card transactions over the next week to prevent a panic.”




As I read these lines, I couldn’t sustain the anger I had towards those people who were responsible for that entire meltdown! “Damn with those people!” I exclaimed in my head, and turned the page in order to find something more calming to read. Moments after I finished reading the newspaper, as I was sipping from the coffee cup, two men walked passed by me and sat two tables behind me. I did not pay much attention to people, but for some reason I had a bad hunch about these two men. I rotated my head slightly and tilted my head to catch them with the corner of my right eye. These two gentlemen were dressed rather casual, but something in the clothing gave me the impression that they are working under an organization. With matching sun-glasses, shoes and watches, it was as if they were synchronised. One of the two was holding a mobile phone up to his ears and the other was looking at my direction, while holding a piece of newspaper in his hands for slightly covering his face.

The man with the mobile phone was looking at me while talking. As his eyes were fixed on me, a thought slowly began to form in my head. The more I looked at his direction, the more I started to understand that these guys were the guys who wrote me the forum message and are now after me. “Shit,” I thought and turned my head away as quickly as possible.

“These guys, are they the ones who are after m0neyGrabber and me?” I paused and rolled my eyes upwards, trying to figure out in my head a plausible solution to this unforeseen situation. “I must act normally,” I said to myself and pulled our my cellphone out of the inner left pocket of my leather jacket. I did a dummy call and pushed the table away and stood up, I paved my way through the crowded coffee shop and exited the place as naturally as possible, not to show these agents that I know about them.

Outside the coffee shop, I immediately blended with a group of people who were walking together diagonally from the coffee shop. I turned my head, and saw these two people pushing people around, pacing themselves as fast as they could without creating too much commission around them. I broke away from the group of people I was walking with, and headed towards the platform. The time was now two o’clock and seven-teen minutes; the electronic schedule board showed the boarding time. “I got eight minutes until the train comes” I said in my head. “I better think quick before they notice me” I added and looked around once more.


























PART TWO

Crunching Numbers




CHAPTER FIVE

At the University

I got out of the house around 07:20 AM, just to make it in time to the class that might start soon. I was hoping I could talk to the professor before he’ll begin his class. I know that the chances to catch him were slim, but I had to make sure I could get a meeting with him in a way.

The drive to the university in the subway was just as I remembered, that brought me some great memories from my days being a student. I stopped at the GWU  ‘Foggy Bottom’ metro stop and went out of the subway, the amount of people that were going out of the metro at least doubled since my days. I got out of the metro and was not so far the famous George Washington sculpture in the famous ‘Washington Circle Park’. I headed south towards ‘23rd Street’ and then turned left towards ‘2115 G Street’ until I stopped right next to Monroe Hall, where the department of Mathematics resides.

The building of the Monroe Hall wasn’t hard to find, there is a huge black and yellow flag right next the entrance to the building and it seems not a lot of people coming in or coming out, out of it. I pulled towards me the handle of the main door, and entered the building quietly, I didn’t wanted to attract any of the patrolling guards, since I am not a student there. “Excuse me,” I asked one of the girls that passed by just as I walked inside the build; “Yeah” a black haired women with round glasses answered back, “I am looking for Professor Tong, do you know where I may find him?” I asked quickly, “Sure” she replied, “you can find him at room office 240A when he is not teaching” she replied and pointed to the right direction of the office, “Thank you!” I told her and waved her goodbye. “It’s in that direction” she said while she pointed towards a corridor to the right of me, “oh, great!” I said, “Bye!” I added and turned to the right of me.

I walked down the hallway, reading each door’s label until I finally met with the correct one. “240A,” I said to myself, “that’s the one” I added to my previous thought. The label in a Gold-Yellow color, and was attached to the right door at the end of the hallway. On the label, below the room number was also written: “Yongwo Tong, Professor of Mathematics and chairmen of Department.”

Standing in front of the door, I thought how weird it is going to be to talk to him, but it is like I want to re-live my youth, “m0neyGrabber depends on me” I thought.

I knocked the old looking wooden door three times, and waited for a reply. “Come in” I heard in a slight English foreign language. I pressed the handle down and pushed the door inwards, inside I could see a man siting in a big table, looking over papers and checking his computer screen. “Yes, what can I help you with?” hey finally responded as he raised his head to meet mine, “Are you Professor Tong?” I asked. “That is correct,” Tong replied swiftly. “My name is Edmond, I used to be a student of yours few years back, I don’t know if you remember?” I said quickly, “I’m afraid I do not, it’s hard to keep any face around here as it is, not to mention few years back” he said, and dropped the papers on the table and focused more of his attention to me. “But what can I help you with?” he asked me.

“Well, I know it’s weird to ask,” I hesitated, “But, I was wondering if you can help me out with encryption? I have a friend in serious trouble, and he sent me an encrypted message, but I got no clue how to even decrypt it…” I paused and waited for him to decline me right there.

“Cryptography is not my field” he responded right away, “While I deal with numbers all of my life, I do not manipulating them in order to create different context.” He replied once more. “Yes, I understand, though I thought that you may know some parts of it, maybe to the point of hinting me or give me some valuable information?” I asked him once more. “Well, I did learn basic cryptography when I was doing my Masters degree, but to the point of studying simple symmetric encryption algorithms, who knows what used in the message that you received?” he said and looked over to his computer screen. “I got a class starting in ten minutes, I am sorry, but I won’t be able to help you right now.” He said as his eyes turned away from an e-mail he received from one of his students. “I see, that’s unfortunate” I said, “Maybe you know someone else that might help me?” I asked in desperation. “Well,” Tong gave a small hint, “I have a student in one of my classes who is remarkably good,” Professor Tong continued, “His is called, James Hill, I think he might be very helpful to you,” he added, “he actually does study cryptography to become a Navy Cryptologic technician, as a part of his army studies here.” Tong said and turned away to his computer once more, this time typing something on his keyboard.

“Oh,” I said, “thank you so much!” I added and let a smile of hope spread all over my face, ”Sure, I hope he will be able to help you out,” Professor Tong said, “there you go. You can find him at 2135, F Street - South Hall” he said while still checking out his computer screen. “Thank you very much,” I said as I started to step back towards the exit; “No problem.” He said, “When you’re there, just ask around where you can find him.” He added as he saw me reaching for the doorknob. “All right, I will do my best” I said as I opened the door. “It was pleasure seeing my older students” Professor Tong added and smiled as I was almost already out; “Me too!” I said and waved farewell as I closed the door behind me.




CHAPTER SIX

South Hall Dorms

I managed to reach to ‘South Hall’ building, 25 minutes after I finished my talk with the Professor, the campus was now very busy between classes and breaks, so I decided it is better to walk a little bit outside than taking the Metro line to ‘F’ Street. The street number ‘2135’ was written to the left entrance door on the fairly new ten story high, multi floor coloured looking building. Two ‘GWU’ flags were hanging above the main entrance, each of the flags waved faster as a new fresh breeze from the West pieced through building’s concrete walls. Above the main door, a big “George Washington University” text is seen, and just below it a “South Hall” was written in engraved stone texture.

I opened the main entrance door and entered the building’s main hallway, the place was quite, quiet and mostly empty, and since I didn’t know where I could find the guy Professor Tong told me about, I had to find someone random quickly to point me at the right direction. After a minute or two of waiting and looking around at various random job posts on the walls, I then saw a group of girls going down the stairs towards my direction, as soon as they approached me I stopped them at their tracks and hinted I need help from them.

“Excuse me?” I engaged them, as they were in the middle of talking to each other, “Yes?” one of the women replied as they stopped talking and turned their heads to me. “Maybe you can help me find someone who lives in this building?” I said and now was looking at the girl who was at the front of the women group, “I’m actually not from around,” she said rather quickly; “But Maya here, she is” she added and pointed with her finger to one of the girls in the group, “Hmm, Who are you looking for?” Maya replied as the other girls now was looking at her, Maya in fact, reminded me one of the girls I used to date back then in my college years, she had a black glasses that were thin and not so over powering her face, her long black hair and blue eyes gave me the same feelings I had when me and Rose were just starting to date, even the figure of Maya resembled the looks of Rose.

As soon as I regained my senses and thoughts I blurred out “James Hill” and waited for a reply. “Hmm, I’ve never heard of him” Maya replied, “What class is he taking?” Maya asked once more, “Is he cute?” one of the girls asked suddenly from the back of the group and giggled as she waited for my reply, “hmm” I thought for a second, “I don’t know, I never met him before.” I said to that cute girl at the back, I could see her smile then change to a frown one as displeased with my reply. I swiftly changed from focus back to Maya, “I think he studies Mathematics, and Cryptography?” I added with a slight of hesitation. “Hmm, well, I don’t think I’ve heard of him neither, but you should definitely look at floor six, it’s where all the math students usually are.” Maya said and gave a slight smile, the same kind of smile Rose use to give me. “Thanks” I said, and bid them goodbye.

I went up to the sixth floor with the elevator, once I got out, I found my self in a grey hallway, the hall was empty but I could here noises from one of the rooms near by. Walking towards one of the rooms, I knocked the door and waited few seconds for some kind of reply, but alas none came. I knocked once more, this time harder, and finally the door cracked open, and the first thing I could smell was the smell of weed. “Yes?, What do you want?” the guy said with a strong voice tone. “Hmm, never mind, wrong door” I said and backed away. The suspicious guy shut the door as quickly as I walked away. “Hehe, I remember those days” I said to myself and remembered how Cameron and me smoked weed back then while we were partying.

I decided to knock on another door, around in the middle of the hallway. I knocked three times, but no one replied, so I walked to the next door, and knocked on that one instead. Sound of footsteps came from the other side, and a sound of a turning key and finally the door shut open. In front of me stood a guy in his twenties dressed in a bathrobe, “yes?” he answered as he yawned deeply. “Sorry to bother you,” I said, “I am looking for a guy called James? James Hill,” I said, hoping this guy would be indeed James, because I was starting to get a little bit annoyed at this Cat and Mouse games, especially when m0neyGrabber’s life could be on the line, even thought I am not familiar with him. “Hmm, James is not here,” that guy at the door said after finishing his third yawn, “I think he’s at the computer lab or something” he said, while trying to keep himself somehow awake, “hmm, do you maybe have his cellphone? I really need to reach him, it’s important.” I said, trying to hurry up the conversation. “Hmm, yeah sure” he said, “wait a second, let me get my phone.” He said and shut the door half way.

One minute or so later, I could hear him talking over the phone, and then footsteps towards the door once more. “Yeah, he’s here” I heard, and that guy opened the door full once more, “Take!” he instructed me and handed me his cellphone, “Hello? Who’s this??” I could hear from the other side of the line, “H.. Hi” I said, “James? Is that you?” I added, “Yes, who’s this?” I heard him saying, “Hm, my name is Edmond, Professor Tong told me I can find you here at your dorms.” I said, and waited for James to reply back. “Professor Tong?” he replied, “Yeah,” I said once more. “What do you want?” James asked me, “Well, it’s a long story, and it involves cryptography, and Professor Tong told me you’re the only one in the Mathematics department who can help me out.” I said, now sounding more serious and to the point. “Cryptography? Don’t go anywhere, I’ll be there in ten!” James said and hung up the phone.

I returned the cellphone to the guy at the door who was now looking half asleep again, “He said he will be here in ten minutes,” I said to that guy, as he inserted his cellphone to his right bathrobe pocket. “Come inside’ he said as he rotated his body inwards toward the room and gave a gesture with his hand.




CHAPTER SEVEN

Meeting James

The living room was rather small and compact. I remember back in my days, I used to live with six other guys at some point. But, this place looks like it is built for two. “I guess it makes sense since students that are at their last year need more quite place to study” I thought to myself.

The room had a small leather black couch that seemed to see a lot of students as the years passed by. In front of the couch, there was a small LCD TV, around 39” screen or so that was hanging on the wall. Next to the couch, there was a small eating table with three small old chairs.

Below the TV there was a small counter that held inside a DVD player and a selection of DVD movies; mostly action, comedy and probably few porn movies too.

I walked around the living room, looking at some books and magazines. The other guy who lived there walked around the apartment, moving in and out of the kitchen and the shower.

“Hey, what’s your name?” that guy said as he decided to stop next to me, “Hmm, it’s Edmond” I said, and took another look at a Science magazine that was laying on the counter. “Nice to meet you, I’m Alex,” he said, and reached his hand towards me, “Nice to meet you too,” I said and we shook hands. “Coffee?” he suggested me, “Sure,” I said, as I was starting to feel really tired from all the running around the campus. “How much sugar?” I heard Alex asking me from the kitchen area, “One,” I said in a high voice so he could hear me. It’s been around ten minutes now since I talked with James over the phone, but he’s still not here. Alex finally came in with the Coffee, “There you go.” he said and sat down on the couch. “Thanks,” I said, and took a sip from the hot black coffee, “I hope it is good?” Alex said as he took a second sip from his glass, “Yeah, that’s great” I said and took another round. “So what do you need James for?” Alex asked, “Hmm… well, it is personal, but, let’s say I need his help in Cryptography.” I said and looked right at Alex’s brown eyes, “I see,” he said. “Well, we’re in the same Math class, but I never really got interested at Cryptography as James does, I guess since he wants to work in the Navy he has to study such stuff.” Alex added, “I guess so,” I said. “Are you long time friends?” I asked Alex, and kept drinking from the coffee, seems like running around all day took its toll, and I had to awake my self somehow. “Not really,” Alex said, “James transferred to GWU only in the beginning of the year,” Alex said and took a longer sip from his glass. “Where did he transfer from?” I asked, “M.I.T” Alex replied, “He told me that he finished the 6.875 MIT Course number, and had to transfer here in order to finish courses that the Army requires.” Alex added and put his empty glass on the table. “Ah, I see…” I said and took a last sip of the glass.

Just as I was about to ask another question, I heard the sound of a key turning and unlocking the main door’s keyhole cylinder, “He’s here” Alex said, and grasped both glasses in order to return them back to the kitchen. The door opened swiftly and before me a young man, with short dark black hair, around 5”9 tall, wearing a black short that reads” “Science Rocks!”, an old blue jeans and a matching navy blue “All Stars” Converse shoes.

“Hi!” I said and got up from the couch, “Hey,” James replied back, as he reached to shake my hand as a formal greeting, “I came here as fast as I could,” James said as he released his grip from the formal introduction ceremony. “That’s fine,” I said, “Alex showed me around” I added and gave a slight smile and a small glimpse towards Alex’s position. “Oh, great,” James said, “hmm” James thought for a split moment, “let’s go to my room, better we talk there” James said and pointed to his room with a hand gesture. “Sure,” I said.

James’ room was not unusual than any other geek student around this campus. The large portion of his room was dedicated to all sorts of books, mainly about Mathematics such as “Fourier Analysis in Number Fields”, “Modular Elliptic Curve and Fermat’s Last Theorem” and of course there were many Cryptographic books such as “Applied Cryptography”, “Practical Cryptography”, “Modern Cryptography and Practice”. Although, among the many books that were neatly organised on his shelves, I could find some books about Statistics, Philosophy, and few thriller books such as “Digital Fortress”, “The Key to Rebecca” and “Enigma” that were clearly all about code breaking and analysis of the sorts.

“Impressive set of books you’ve got here,” I said as I checked the shelf out once entering the room. “Thanks” James said, and fetched his computer chair for me, “There, please sit” He said and pushed his chair towards me, “Math and cryptography is my world” James said, “I really love playing with numbers and breaking codes, ever since I was a little kid I used to watch a lot of documentaries and movies that involved with code breaking.” James added. He looked at me as if he is about to lecture his entire life story to me. “That sounds cool!” I said. “It’s very interesting actually.” James said, “If only I could be one of those cryptanalysts who worked on the Enigma machine back in WWII!” James said and seemed so excited about that very fact. “Take me back in time anytime!” James exclaimed and drifted back into WWII time frame for a split second.

“Alas!” James came back to his senses. “Tell me what was so urgent that you had to call me? You did mentioned cryptography over the phone, didn’t you?” James said, and now looked more focused and sharp, like a dog who is watching over a bone.

“Very well,” I said and started to tell him the story about m0neyGrabber, and the files that I got from him. “Whoa, that’s scary!” James said and looked a bit frightened from the fact that people might come to his apartment any second. “I know!” I said and took out the flash drive with all the messages from m0neyGrabber. “Here” I said to James, and handed him the flash drive; “I saved the messaged in the same order.” I said. James took the flash drive from the palm of my head, and stuck it inside his laptop’s USB port. 




CHAPTER EIGHT

Decryption

After James logged in to his machine, I could see that it is not the usual Operating System that I usually recognize, “What is this Operating System?” I asked James, and came a bit closer with the wheel-based chair.

“Oh, this?” James looked at me surprisingly, “That’s Linux,” he said and pointed to the weird looking User Interface. “Well, that’s actually a modified distribution of Linux,” He said, and now pointed on the image background of a dragon looking creature, “It is called ‘BackTrack’” James added and moved the cursor away from the image.

“This is the fifth version of this operating system.” James said and clicked on an application; the application quickly opened with a nice looking animation. “And what’s good about this ‘BackTrack’?” I asked James as he was fiddling with an application that looked like the old DOS operating system. “Well, this kind of distribution is mainly for penetration testing, hacking and cracking.” He said as he opened the ‘1.txt’ text file from my flash drive. “Hmm,” I thought for a moment, “I didn’t know such thing exists” I added and wondered for a second what other kind of software like that exists out there.

“Hmm” James thought for a second, “this is interesting,” he added once more. “What? What’s interesting?” I asked him. “Well,” James replied, “look here” he said and pointed towards the file output on the screen.

I followed his finger, but all I could read was the same old message I’ve read many times already. “It’s the first message,” I said to James and looked over to him.

“Yes, that I could figure out from the file name” he added, “But, don’t you see something else?” James said, and pointed towards the begging of the message this time.

I tried my best, but I still couldn’t figure out what is was referring to, “I still don’t get it, tell me” I said and now squeezed my eyes harder this time, and moved even closer to the old LCD screen that James kept on his old desk.

“Do you see that each letter in each new sentence starts with a capital letter?” James pointed that out to me by pointing his finger to the second, third and fourth line of the message.

“Hmm,” I thought for a split second. Now that you mention it,” I said and tried to follow the rest of the sentences. “So, what do you get by joining each capital letter in each sentence together?” James said and turned to look at me. “Let’s see” I paused for and joined each letter in my head. “It looks like it reads as: ‘H-I-G-E-W-I-R-E’” I said, and then blurred out “HIGHWIRE” faster, with exclamation this time.

“Yup” James said. “That’s how they used to hide data back in the Roman Empire days, just before the Cesar Substitution was invented.” James added and opened a blank new file and wrote the password down.

“Cesar Substitution…” I said, and recalled my Wikipedia research I did when I was awake last night.

“Yeah, it’s where you replace a character with a different character, right?” I blurred and watched James open up ‘2.txt’ from the flash drive this time.

“Yeah, though you never know which one they replaced the original character with, so you usually write a very simple program to try out all combinations and output it out to the screen and scroll down until you see a plain text you can actually read. You can also use a statistical language information in order to discover which letter is which!” James added and checked out the second file even more.

“I see. WOW!” I said, “This is so cool!” I added with enthusiasm this time. “Hehe…” James giggled. “Yeah, Its cool. Though very easy to decipher nowadays” James said and laughed lightly over the fact that I was so excited about a very simple encryption.

“So you think the second file uses the same method?” I asked James as I watched him go over the message. In fact, I did try to do the same method by myself while James was checking out the file. “Well, it seems it uses the same encrypted method here.” James said and pointed out the vertical message that m0neyGrabber’s message encoded with. “M I N E R A L S” it reads, I said to James. “Yup,” James said and wrote it down next to the previous password and opened up the third file, ‘3.txt’ this time.

“Hmm…” James paused for a second. “This might be a problem,” he said and took his hand off the mouse for a second or two. “You mean that blob of characters?” I added and watched as James was thinking harder this time.

“Well, it seems that, this friend of yours was using a stronger cipher to encrypt the real message.” James said and thought again. “So there is no way to brute-force it?” I said, trying to be smart while throwing related keywords I picked up at Wikipedia.

“That,” James said and paused to think once more. “That, would probably take couple of hundreds of years.” James finally said and now went back to the previous file. “Let’s see what we have got so far.” James thought to himself. “We got two plaintext passwords, and one encrypted file. However, we’re missing the type of encryption used to encrypt this message.” James noted to himself. “Could it be that it is also hidden in the message itself?” James mumbled to himself.

“You think the type of encryption is also in the message?” I said, now even more excited than before.

“I don’t know, but I am going to try and find.“ James said and added a new line in his text editor. “The letter ‘I’ seems to be just a grammar rule, so I should just think of it as a lower ‘I’ and it seems that the only words that are in  capital are not in the beginning of the sentence are-” James said as I was watching him extracting characters on the screen.

After few seconds James joined together capital words that seems to look like a solution, it reads:




“Two”, “Five”, “Six” -> (256)

“And”, “Edmond”, “Safe” -> (AES)

“Counting”, “For”, “Back” -> (CFB)



“Now, this is Interesting!” James said and smiled. “What is so interesting?” I asked James and tried to understand what these words on the screen mean.

“Well, that friend if yours was quite clever in giving us the encryption information encoded in his message!” James said. He hid the password, type and size of the encryption used in plain sight.

James pointed out the encoded areas on the screen and smiled once again. “How could I even noticed it by myself” I said and gave out a sigh out of ignorance. “So what does this CFB means? And what about the 256 number?” I asked James. “I know a little bit about AES” I said, “I read about it on Wikipedia” I smiled and waited for James’ reply.

“Well,” James said, “CFB is the mode used to encrypt the original message. There are various ways you can encrypt your message, for example, by operating on chunk of data or single piece of data. Some more secure, some less secure.” James replied to my question.

“Basically, it’s for creating confidentiality or authenticity.” James added, “But usually it is more complex than just that, there are many variables that makes up the encryption itself. It seems your friend used a very simple way to encrypt his data, not very secure for people who know what to look for. But I guess that from what you told me, he didn’t have much time to come up with something else.” James finished his explanation and opened Google Chrome browser and went straight into Google.com for a quick web search.

“I see.” I said, and watched James searching something over the web.

“So, if this ‘AES’ type is the encryption, and CFB is how it was ‘secured’ or ‘used’ for the encryption itself, what is the number 256 then?” I asked James.

“Well,” James said as he opened a website he just found; “the number 256, is the key size used in the encryption process, and that means there are more cycles that are being used in the encryption algorithm in order to produce a more secured encryption; just like the one you saw on the third file.”

“Oh!” I blurred out. “So now we have everything we need to decrypt the message, right?” I asked once more.

“Technically yes, but the only thing that we are missing is the algorithm process used” James said and clicked on an input button on the website he opened few seconds ago.

“You see this site?” James said, and pointed over to his web browser. The title of the web site was: ‘Online Decrypt Tool’ and on the website I could see two input text fields, and three select boxes.

“It looks like a web page you can encrypt or decrypt with your message with” I said and waited for James’s reply.

“Exactly!” He said, “It’s really easy nowadays to encrypt information, especially online.” He told me, “And all you got to do is choose your password, select the target algorithm and mode, and press the ‘Encrypt this!’ button on the bottom. Pretty easy Huh?” he added. “Yup, seems like it.” I said. “But, since we don’t know the algorithm process, how can we decrypt it?” I asked anxiously, as I was finally ready to read message m0neyGrabber wrote to me.

“The clue,” James said, “is in the ‘AES’ word” he said, and pointed out to an opened list of algorithms from the select box on that web page. “AES” - ‘Advanced Encryption Standard’ is a specification for encrypting electronic data, and it is based on a cipher that is called ‘Rijndael’.

“Since ‘AES’ is a symmetric key algorithm, the same password can be used for both encryption and decryption.” James said and scrolled down the list of available encryption algorithms processes and selected ‘Rijndael-256’.

Once selected James also changed the mode of the encryption to ‘CFB’ in the other select input box.

“Oh! that’s so cool!” I said and was glad I could finally make sense from all of this information.

“Btw, what’s this?” I pointed to the last select input box, “This ‘Base64’ word.” I waited for James’ reply. “Well, the thing with any computer data is that it has to be represented somehow” he said and paused for a sec.

“Computers talk in the binary number system. ‘1’ and ‘0’ to represent data. So a group of ones and zeros can mean either a command or an even text or a number.” James said and turned to me with his chair.

“Base64 is just a binary to text encoding scheme, that represents groups of ones and zeros in a text format.” James said and went back to his desk. “But, from the data I see on your encrypted message, it’s not encoded by Base64. It’s actually encoded with Hexadecimal scheme.” He said, and changed the select input to ‘Hexa’ in the webpage.

“I see,” I said, “so this Hexa is the same as Base64? What’s the difference?” I said and waited for James’ reply again.

“Basically, Hexadecimal is a number system, or Base-16 to be more precise.” James reply, “The numbers starts from zero to nine, like in the number system that we use in our daily life, but adds six more options: ‘A’ to ‘F’ after the number nine.” James finished his small introduction by writing it down in a newly opened text file. 

“Basically, it’s another way to represent data” James added.

“In web design, Hexadecimal numbers are used to represent RGB values, or color values. It’s just another simple way for humans to represent information using letters and numbers.” James said, and wrote another bunch of letters and numbers on the example file.

“I see,” I said, “WOW. I didn’t know such things existed. I’m a real tech novice” I said and exclaimed by lack of knowledge and focused on what James is going to do next.

“That’s fine, not everyone supposed to know everything” James said and then concentrated on opened text files once more.

“First,” James noted, “let’s see what is the output would by using the parameters we just found.” James said and inserted some dummy password and dummy message and pressed the ‘Encrypt this!’ button. The result was a series of letters and numbers. “OK…” James said, “seems like the output is in lower case hexadecimal, and in our file it is all uppercased letters.” he added and quickly opened another instance of his text editor and pasted the content of the third file into it only to lower cased the entire data.

“Now that we have the output lowercased, let’s try decrypting it!” James blurred out and entered everything back into the input field where the encrypted text would be. James entered the first password we retrieved on the ‘Key’ field, and hit the ‘Decrypt this!’ button. Not a moment passed and a result came in. “Mmm…” James sighed and bent his lips in disappointment. “That’s not the correct password” he nodded in decline.

“We get gibberish.” I remarked; “Try the second one?” I added and waited for James to execute the next decryption process. “Already am!” James said and hit the decryption button once more.

“Nothing…” came another sigh from James, “I wonder what’s wrong? Do you think the algorithm is not the right one?” I asked James and watched him checking his notes. “Hmm, I don’t think so, but I have another idea.” James said and copied both passwords to the ‘Key’ field, in the same order they were sent, and without any spaces between the two of them. It was written like this: “HIGHWIREMINERALS”.

“Oh yeah!” James exclaimed with excitement. Let’s try that one and hope it’s the right one this time.” James said and clicked the decryption button the third time. It took a millisecond for the web site’s remote script to crunch the data; The result was there right on the screen. “Whoa!” I exclaimed, “You got it!” and then I jumped out of my seat. “It actually worked!” I cried, as I grabbed James’ right shoulder, and bended over to check out the decrypted message more closely in order to find out what’s written.


























PART THREE

Hideout




CHAPTER NINE

The Decrypted Message

I blinked once or twice before reading the decrypted message. I was too excited, eager and nervous to find out what m0neyGrabber wrote. I focused my vision on the first paragraph and started reading:




Hey Edmond,

Sorry I had to get you through all of this, but I had to make sure no one will read this message except you. Good job on decrypting my message!

I had to take precautions, so I used an encryption to make sure no one could read it in time but you.

Meet me at the TAZ Cafe, at the corner of William Str and Pine Str, NYC. Be there on March 30th, at exactly 07:00 PM.

I’ll be leaving five minutes after if you won’t show up in time. Make sure you come alone!

I'll be wearing a Knicks hat, a blue Superman t-shirt, and I’ll be reading a Superman comic book.

Make sure to use this phrase when you sit next to me: 'Gamblers never win when they gamble with their life.’

I'm Counting on you my friend!




- m0neyGrabber




“Wait a second!” James said, and checked out the date on his laptop, “Today is the 30th!” he exclaimed and pushed himself away from the desk that his laptop was resting on, “OMG!” I turned away towards James, and entered a state of shock! “You’re right! Wait, what’s the time?” I said and moved away from the chair. “It’s almost one O’clock.” James said and checked his hand watch to make sure of it.

“Fuck!” I exclaimed, “I don’t know if I can make it on time!” I said and started to walk towards the exit of the room, “It will take you around 4 hours just to reach New York with the Amtrak” James exclaimed as he followed me to the living room, “Yeah, I know!” I said as I passed Alex who was on his way towards the kitchen.

“What’s going on?” Alex said as he saw us talk loudly. “What’s the fastest way to get to the Union Station?” I asked both Alex and James. The last time I used the metro lines to the train station was when I visited my best friend Eithan in New York during my studies.

“Hmm,” Alex thought for a split second, “from Foggy, take the Blue line towards the Metro Center, and from there you take the Red line to Union Station” Alex then said and waited for my reply.

“How much time is it going to take me to get there?” I asked.

“Well,” Alex thought a bit, “around 25 minutes, give or take” he said and then paused to think about it again.

“But, it’s quite a walk to the Foggy station from here” James added and looked at me this time. “Let me give you a lift to the train station” he added, and went on to fetch his car keys from his room.

“What’s going on?” Alex said, looking puzzled. “James helped me find out the content of a message I received yesterday, and I need to be in New York until nine O’clock tonight.” I said and looked at the direction of James’ room, wondering how quickly he could get out of there with his car keys.

“That’s a long ride!” Alex exclaimed, “Did you at least order your tickets online already?” Alex added and looked at me.

“Hmm,” I paused, completely forgot about the tickets. “I will buy them when I’m at the train station,” I said and checked my phone this time for the current time.

James got out of his room with his car keys tangling and shaking in his hands, working his way fast towards the exit door that leads out of the apartment.

“Let’s go!” James said quickly said and opened the main door.

“You don’t have all day. It will be much faster for you if I’ll drive you to the train station myself.” He said and got out of the apartment.

I followed James out, but not before shaking Alex’s hand and telling him thanks and goodbyes.

“See you around,” Alex said and followed me out in order to close it after us. “I’ll be back soon.” James shouted from the edge of the corridor as he was waiting for the elevator to come.

I followed James’ voice as he was saying some last words to Alex. When I arrived to the end of the corridor, James was now waiting for me in the elevator.

“Thanks,” I said as I entered the elevator, “what for?” James replied with a question. “Well… for helping me with the message and now driving me now to the station,” I added and put on a more serious face this time.

“No problem” He said. “I’m glad I could give you a helping hand!” James added and pushed the G button to get to the ground floor. We exited as quickly as possible towards the main street When the elevator reached ground floor.

“The car isn’t far from here; just around the corner” James said as he stated walking even faster. When we went around the corner of the street, James inserted his keys into a brand new 2014 Red and White Ford Mustang.

“WOW! Nice car” I exclaimed made a grin face while opening the front passenger door.

“Thanks,” James said and started up the engine. “My parents said that if I’d get into the army, they’ll buy me any car I’d want” James added and smiled as he rolled his car backward out of his parking space.

The engine of the Mustang was bursting with power and sound as he rolled forward in first, second and third gear. “If we weren’t in the campus area or in the city, I’d modify the ‘Launch Control’ setting,” James said and smiled at me, “you’d be stuck to your chair as I’d press the gas pedal,” he added and laughed this time.

“Damn,” I added, “it’s a beast of a car” I was now starting to feel more envious as the power of the engine increased.

James continued his way out of the campus towards Downtown K’ St. and then towards Massachusetts Av. When we arrived, all I could think of was how fast I could reach NYC. “Twenty-Five minutes drive done in fifteen minutes, is why I love about my GT” James proudly said and winked at me as he pulled his car next to the entrance of the Train Station.

The entrance to the train station was busy from the outside just as on the inside; people were coming out and going non-stop; Taxis pulled in and out every moment. I got out of the car and looked around; James followed me to the entrance without shutting down his engine.

“Hey man, thank you so much,” I said with sincere gratitude while shaking James’ right hand. “If you need anything, here’s my number,” James said and took out a pen and paper from the inner pocket of his jacket, and wrote his mobile phone number down.

I stuffed the piece of paper in my old black leather wallet and bid James farewell. All I could think now was whether I can make it on time to the train towards NYC.




CHAPTER TEN

At the Union Station

Once I got inside Washington DC’s Union Station, I checked the digital time-board for the upcoming trains to NYC. Lucky for me the next train was due to depart at one-fifty-five, which meant that I got around thirty minutes to buy the tickets, get something to eat and get out to the platform in time. “I got plenty of time to think while I’m on the train so I better buy the ticket first,” I thought and headed towards the main hall.

As I walked towards the ticket booth area, an announcement was being announced, it was the train announcer, who called about the schedules. “Ladies and gentlemen boarding the Amtrak train to Penn Station, NYC, your train will depart at two-twenty-five due to unforeseen mechanical issues. We’re sorry for the inconvenient and wishing you a safe travel”. I stood there, listening to the announcer while more people started gathering around the tickets booth area, asking questions about the same train. “Shit,” I said to myself, “I hope I’ll be able to make it on time to meet with m0neyGrabber!” I thought and tried to avoid few peoples that were walking right in front of me.

After few minutes of waiting in line, I bought a one way ticket to Penn station, NYC, for a total of $164. “That ain’t cheap!” I said and stuffed the ticket in my inner pocket of my jacket and tried to recall when was the last time I bought a ticket to NYC, and what was the price. The station was now filled with people who were hasting, pacing and running all over the place. I managed to find my way to a coffee shop and bought a large size cup of Cappuccino and a Tuna and lattice bagel. 

I sat down on one of the free tables at the back of coffee shop, thinking about how the meeting with m0neyGrabber is going to be. The place was humming like a bee hive. Sounds of coffee machines, cashiers and people talking were all over the place. I ate my bagel sandwich rather quickly. Running around all day made me really hungry. I drank my coffee and checked out the local newspaper that was laying on the table. The headlines covered most of the country’s related problems, mostly the sub-prime and credit issues. While browsing through the inner pages of the newspaper, a small headline caught my eyes instantly:




“Fiscal crisis in Cyprus to benefit U.S. banks”




“Money that’s been trapped in Cyprus banks for the last two weeks could begin to cross 

the Atlantic and flood the American banking system starting Thursday when banks on the 

European island reopen, one banking expert predicts.




Investors, concerned by the banking shutdown in Cyprus since March 16 and the government’s

eventual decision to freeze the funds of large depositors, may be tempted to take their money

and run to seemingly safer American banks. Wary of such a bank run, Cyprus officials plan to 

cap how much money consumers can withdraw from their savings and checking accounts and limit 

foreign credit card transactions over the next week to prevent a panic.”




As I read these lines, I couldn’t sustain the anger I had towards those people who were responsible for that entire meltdown! “Damn with those people!” I exclaimed in my mind, and turned the page in order to find something more calming to read. Moments after I finished reading the newspaper, as I was sipping from the coffee cup, two men walked passed by me and sat two tables behind me. I did not pay much attention to people, but for some reason I had a bad hunch about these two men. I rotated my head slightly and tilted my head to catch them with the corner of my right eye. These two gentlemen were dressed rather casual, but something in the clothing gave me the impression that they are working under an organisation.

With matching sun-glasses, shoes and watches, it was as if they were synchronised. One of the two was holding a mobile phone up to his ears and the other was looking at my direction, while holding a piece of newspaper in his hands for slightly covering his face.

The man with the mobile phone was looking at me while talking. As his eyes were fixed on me, a thought slowly began to form in my head. The more I looked at his direction, the more I started to understand that these guys were the guys who wrote me the forum message and are now after me. “Shit,” I thought and turned my head away as quickly as possible.

“These guys, are they the ones who are after m0neyGrabber and me?” I paused and rolled my eyes upwards, trying to figure out in my head a plausible solution to this unforeseen situation.

“I must act normally,” I said to myself and pulled our my cellphone out of the inner left pocket of my leather jacket. I did a dummy call and pushed the table away and stood up, I paved my way through the crowded coffee shop and exited the place as naturally as possible, not to show these agents that I know about them.

Outside the coffee shop, I immediately blended with a group of people who were walking together diagonally from the coffee shop. I turned my head, and saw these two people pushing people around, pacing themselves as fast as they could without creating too much commission around them.

I broke away from the group of people and walked faster than before towards the main platform. The time was now almost Two-Fifteen PM, the platform began to fill up with people who were eager board the coming trains. “If I’d wait on the platform, they would be able to find me easily” I thought to myself. “I have to come up with some plan fast; the last thing I want is to let them board the train too.” I added to my previous thought.

“I need something drastic” I thought once more, and at that moment I could see them approaching the platform from the not far from where I was. They stopped at the platform line, each looking at a different direction. “Seems he is still hiding out” one of them said to the other. “He won’t get far.” The other replied and turned to Edmond’s direction this time.

“My Ten minutes turned to Eight, and I have yet found a way to board the train without them noticing me on it.” I thought with slight anger and blended with the ever growing crowd. Checking the platform line, I could now see an officer standing, and directing people around. “Here’s my chance” I thought, and came up with a quick plan that might give me a window of opportunity.

I pushed and moved slowly through the assembled crowed, and manage to get myself between the officer and these agents, who were now came even closer towards me, but haven’t yet had the chance to notice me.

“Ladies and Gentleman, the Amtrak train to Penn Station, NYC is now boarding.” An announcement came from the boarding platform ceiling speakers.

I quickly ripped My right sleeve, collar and bottom waist area off and ran straight towards the officer, who has turned his back over to my direction.

I ran as fast as possible, avoiding people as much as I can. In an instant, I bumped in the officer as hard as I can, hitting him hard and solid. “Hey! what th-” The officer cried out. We both fell on the dirty floor that was filled with pieces of cigarets, gum, candy and other junk. My left shoulder got hit hard from the floor, and my right love handle got a bruise from the offer’s gun belt.

After a few seconds of catching up with what just happened, the officer regained his thoughts and turned to me while standing up. “What is going on here?” He shouted and looked at me while I tried to regain my posture. “People...” I said, softly. “These people over there,” I stopped for a split second, “with the black shades and red shirts”, I pointed at the general direction of where these agents were coming from.

“They attacked me for no reason.” I said with a louder voice this time. The officer took a quick look at me, and noticed my current condition and then turned his head upwards too the direction I was pointing. The officer somehow found these two men; they were now almost near the fake accident I made. They haven’t realised what happened until they got really close to where I was. “Hey you two” the officer shouted. Immediately the people in the crowd that was engaging in the situation turned their heads around to see who the officer is pointed at.

“Shit” one of the agents said to the other, “We’ve been played out by him. We gotta move out of here. We don’t want cops snooping around on us.” The other agent said. “You two, Stop!” the officer cried once again, and started walking towards them. When the officer realised that these two men aren’t going to stop or answer back, he immediately reached his COM communicator and cried for backup. “Let’s split” one of the agents told his fellow agent. “I’ll board the train as soon as he follows you” he added. “Alright, send me the address as soon as you get to New York. I’ll catch the next flight as soon as soon as possible.” The second agent said and started running to a direction near the officer’s position.

The Amtrak train arrived at the platform just in time for me to escape the officer’s view. The general crowd was now pushing to go inside, and I somehow managed to board the train without too many answers to questions from people who were near me.

As soon as I was in, I walked all the way to the far end of the train. There I found an empty seat near the window on the far and sat. I kept low profile as possible. Avoiding all people and interactions. I had no idea if there were more agents (or group members) that were after me.

It took 2 hours and Fifty-One minutes for the train to dock at Penn Station, NYC. I was one of the firsts to stand before the train’s exit doors. Once the train stopped, I made sure everything I needed was still in my pocket; A habit of mine, just one of the many. “I am out of time and look like shit” I said to myself after I brushed some dust away from my jacket. I exited the train without even noticing that there was actually another agent following me from behind.




CHAPTER ELEVEN

Digital Crawler

As soon as the train stopped, I got out of my chair and made it to the exit; each time looking behind to heck if there is someone trailing me or acting weird behind me, then I checked the people in front of me as well. I couldn’t find any strange behaviour, but then again I got no clue at who should I look for.

Once out of the train, I checked the time as soon as I was out of the train station. It was Five-Fifteen PM. “I have less than two hours.” I thought. “But it should take me around 20 Mins to get to the William and Pine Street.” I thought once more. I knew I wasn’t in a hurry, but something inside of me told me that I should be there as fast as possible; now that I am being followed around.

I headed to the nearest Metro in order to get to TAZ Cafe in time. I was still unaware that someone is following me. When I was near the Metro’s entrance, I could sense my hunger taking over me. Without even thinking I entered the first shop I saw ‘Sbarro’, (which was right to the metro) and ordered something to eat to keep me last for an hour or so. The lightest thing I could find on the menu was a chicken breast sandwich.

As I waited for my sandwich, I looked around the shop, checking out people and thinking what the hell I’m doing here (again). I became very alert due to what happened at Washington Station. Every person looked suspicious to me now. “That Man, he looks strange, like he doesn’t belong here,” I said, convincing myself that the person I look at is another agent who’s after me. “Maybe she?” another thought came to mind, “This person looks odd now that I am thinking” I once more thought…

Too many thoughts ran through my mind as I kept looking around. “Sir…” a voice came from behind, but I didn’t even pay attention, I was too obsessive with the thoughts that everyone inside the shop is an agent, looking to take me down, interrogate and capture me for unknown reason.

“Sir,” an even louder voice came from behind. “Your meal” the voice came again. “What… ?” I thought, and in a blink of an eye I came out of my thoughts. “Sir, your meal is ready.” I could hear the lady from the other side of the counter saying. “Sorry!” I said and quickly realised I was day-dreaming. I took my sandwich and got out of the shop as quickly as I could.

Little did I know, one of the people I thought was an agent in my mind, was an actual agent that was tailing me, and this was the first time I saw his face and clothes, but classified him as a regular customer at that time.

I bought a ticket and waited for M2 to arrive. I finished my sandwich in Three minutes and still had two more minutes for the metro to come. The place was humming with people from all over. The cold white walls of the station were covered with pictures and images from Albert Einstein to  the latest Movies. After Two or so minutes, I sound of the metro subway train could be heard coming from the depth of the underground city. Another train passed by as the M2 arrived. People were flowing in and out of that line like an active ant farm on summer day. I quickly entered the train and found a suitable spot for me to hang on while standing. As more and more people were pushing and standing beside me, a somewhat familiar face appear right next to me. I couldn’t really recognize from where I know that face, but something inside knew I’ve seen this person before and that the energy associated isn’t good. I kept looking at him, but still nothing came to mind, too many people were distracting me while I was trying to concentrate and focus. The person was changing his positions time after time, as to avoid me, so it was hard for me to really come up with a conclusion.

After Fifteen or so minutes or stopping and moving, the train finally reached Wall Str. “Funny,” I thought to myself, “I’ve been trading stocks for some time now and I’ve never been to Wall Street before.” I thought and a first sign of a smile came all over my face. I walked One block north, until I reached William Str & Pine Str. “The cafe should be here somewhere,” I thought and looked around. All I could see was that the area was being under construction. Sky Scrapers, and a Church was in pain sight, but no Caffe house was to be seen. 

I didn’t want to check my phone, it was still closed since the last time I used it, and I am not planning to use it until I get a temporary sim card, I have no idea who might be listening. “Excuse me,” I asked a random lady who was just passing by me. “Hm, Yes…?” she replied while turning her head towards me. “I am looking for a Caffe place named ‘Taz’; do you know where it is?” I asked. “Hmm-” she thought for a second; “No. I don’t know where it is I’m sorry.” She replied and started to walk away as fast as possible. “Thanks” I shouted towards her as she kept walking faster away from my position. I turned my head to look for a different person since I didn’t want to get a cold from staying too long outside. “It should be here somewhere…” I thought and I decided to head over towards Pine Street; Somehow the Cross on the wall gave me an intuition that I might be on the right track. The street was rather dark and filled with scaffolds on both sides. I walked around 50 meters until I saw a glowing neon red sign pop out behind a dark curtain that hid half of the letters. It reads: “TAZ-”. “That’s the place!” I thought in excitement and went straight to the entrance.

When I opened the door, I could quickly sense that the place has a warm and cozy feeling to it. The smell of fresh Coffee beans in the air was stronger than the usual coffee places like Starbucks. Few people were sitting on the far end of the shop, drinking coffee and eating their lunch meal. Two waitresses were walking around the bar-tender’s table take some prepared food back to their customers. “Welcome to Taz” one of girl greeted me on my way in. “Thank you,” I replied with a smile and walked right inside.

I carefully scanned the place, looking for a strange person with a hat and blue shirt; No one inside gave in to that description. “Shit, what now?” I thought to myself. “Excuse me,” I blurred towards one of the waitresses who was walking right by, “yes?” she replied and stopped right on her tracks with a tray of empty coffee cups on it. “I am looking for a guy with a Knicks hat and a blue Superman shirt. Did he come here by any chance?” I said, hoping she would give me some good news. “Not that I know of,” she said. “I’ll ask Jennifer, may she knows” she said and quickly turned towards her friend and asked her the same question. “No, I afraid not” Jennifer replied. “I see,” I said and looked a round, as if I was missing something. “What is the time?” I asked once again, “It’s Fifteen minutes after Six” she said after taking a close glimpsed at her watch, “Thank you,” I replied and had a sensation of relief coming all over my body. “Is there anything else I can help you with?” the waitress asked, “No, that is all; thanks again for the help” I said. “No problem, please call me when you are ready to order anything.” She said and walked away towards one of the tables.

I sat at one of the farthest tables in the restaurant, rocking my right leg up and down from nervousness. It was 5 minutes to 7 when a weird looking man entered the coffee place. I wasn’t sure if this is the guy I was looking for, he had a long black coat, which is quite unusual for this period of the season; a beige messenger bag, and black shoes; I couldn’t notice his face as he swiftly entered the coffee place, turning away from me and quickly disappeared into the toilets.




CHAPTER TWELVE

Meet Up

At 1 minute before 7:00 PM, I noticed someone appear from the toilets area. At first I couldn’t recognise the features as he went away as quickly as possible to the nearest table. The first things I could notice as he sat down, is that he took out a comic book and a hat out of he messenger’s bag. I could quickly tell it’s a Knicks hat and that the comic book is of DC’s Superman thanks to the big blue figure. The lightning was rather dim inside the coffee shop, but I could tell for sure that it’s m0neyGrabber! His blue shirt with a small Superman logo on the side sure did match his full description. 

I was having a hard time moving out of my seat… I was scared, I could feel the sweat running down my forehead as I quickly gave away to my fear and stood up. I walked slowly towards the guy, hoping nothing weird will happen during this weird encounter. “Wait!” I quickly thought, “Don’t I have to say something?” I thought once more as I came closer towards the table. “What was it… shit!” I thought to myself, trying to quickly recover what the phrase was, “Gamblers-” I strained my thoughts. “Win-“ I thought once again, and as I was few paces away from him, it came to me like a bolt of lightning that strikes the earth on a storm and cloudy day.

“Gamblers never win when they gamble with their life.” I quickly said in lower voice as I leaned in as soon as I reached the table. It seemed like forever until I got any response, instead he looked up at me and said nothing. His dark brown eyes pierced through me like a blade through hot cheese, and he kept his eyes fixed on me like an eagle trying to catch pray. “So you’ve managed to decipher the message in time” he said in a quiet voice, “well done!” he added and quickly rose on his feet and looked straight into my eyes.

It was quite awkward moment, as I wasn’t really sure what’s going on. “But we can’t stay here Edmond; they probably hack your account and acquire the message I’ve sent you.” M0neyGrabber added. “Let’s get out of here.” M0neyGrabber said and picked up his bag, slipped in on his right shoulder across his left waist and went straight away to the exit door. On the way out I could notice the waitress look at me with worrying eyes, as if something is going to happen to me, but I didn’t have time to think about it, I had to follow m0neyGrabber and not get lost. “Let’s head to the nearest metro, it’s just around the block; that would give us some time to get away from the people who follow you and me,” he said and looked left and right, trying to locate them predators. “How do you know someone is still following me?” I said, and looked around to find someone unusual, “I lost them at the train station!” I added as I finished scouting the area. “I was watching one of them just outside the coffee place,” he said, look back towards my direction, “That’s why I had to change my clothes when I came inside the coffee shop” he talked faster now, “Look, non of these matter now, we have to get rid of them first; and I got an idea just how” he added, and as fast as we exited Pine Str, he pointed towards the nearest metro station, “down there!” he pointed and started running, “faster now, Edmond!” he exclaimed.

I followed him into the crowded ‘Wall Str’ subway station. Business people, students, brokers and traders were roaming the underground subway tunnel, trying to reach their unknown destination. As soon as we bought our one way tickets, we were piercing our course through each of them. “Edmond, get ready for the train!” he said and checked his watch, “It’s not here yet,” I shouted back and kept following him as fast as possible, “here it comes” he shouted back,  and at that moment I could hear the subway training coming from the South. I could see the training coming to a stop and on it, Line 2 was highlighted in bright yellow, “Hop on” m0neyGrabber shouted as the train settled down and opened its doors

As soon as we were inside we were pushed to the far end of the cabin, squeezed like a tuna can we were now facing eye to eye. “Where are we going?” I asked M0neyGrabber; “all the way to Times Square” he replied, “We will be safe there; there are too many people over there, and they wouldn’t be able to follow us once we reach there.” M0neyGrabber replied. “Sorry we couldn’t officially get to know each other back at the coffee shop” M0neyGrabber said in a lower voice, “I was deeply worried that, that agent won’t rush in and try to kill us” M0neyGrabber added.

I could sense anger in his voice, but I was now even more frightened! “They don’t want to kill you, but they will of they have too” M0neyGrabber said. “Yeah, like I’m not already deeply into this” I said, and looked around to see if someone is acting suspiciously. “I’ll tell you everything as soon as we reach Times Square” M0neyGrabber said and touch his bag as if someone is trying to shoplift him any second.

He was paranoid, and I was freaking out. “Look,” he said while leaning in very closely, “I’ve got sensitive material on me, and I can’t let anybody have it!” M0neyGrabber said in a whisper to my right ear, “we have to be very careful,” he continued and then backed away from me. I did not notice, but when m0neyGrabber whispered in my ear, he put a small electronic key in my front left pocket.

20 minutes or so passed since we entered Line 2, the train finally arrived at its destination: 42nd Street; we were out as quick as we could, the sheer amount of people that were on their way was the perfect disguise for m0neyGrabber as he tried to change groups of people everyone and then until we were out of the metro and into the busy streets of Manhattan. The street was flourishing with many types of people from all over the globe, it was the perfect place to hide, or at least blend in with the crowd and stay mobile, “It would make anyone a hard time figuring where are we” I thought, as the high buildings who were covered with plasma screens, banners, advertisements of all sorts and neon-lights kept my senses all fired up.

“Aren’t we safe here?” I asked m0neyGrabber as we walked along side the main road. “Not quite” he replied, and looked backward to see if the tail is still on its course. “It would be difficult for them to hear us,” he said, “but there’re ways for them to reduce the noise.” He added, and started to slow down his pace. “Them? Who is them?” I quickly asked and also started to slow down, “and why are we slowing down?” I added. “I’ll answer you as soon as we’re safe enough!” he responded and raised he hand and made a gesture with his fingers.

A few moments later, a yellow taxi stopped right next to us and waited for us to come in, “Let’s go, Edmond!” m0neyGrabber said, and quickly opened the back door. “I know it looks weird,” m0neyGrabber said once we finally settled in the back seat of the taxi, “I’m sorry for not talking much,” he continued, “I had to make sure your follow and probably mine won’t hear us and get a hold us until we’re safe” he finished his sentence. From close look, m0neyGrabber looked like he is in his late Thirties, around Thirty-Seven or so; aside from the goofy clothing that he wore, you could see his brown hair picking out of the cap he was wearing which matched the dark brown eyes who were now piercing through me once again.

“Yeah, I understand!” I said, “I just don’t really know what’s going on,” I added, “who’s really after us?” I continued. “Who’s after us doesn’t really matter; they could be CIA, MI6, Mossad, or even private hitmen; I got no clue myself.” He said in an anxious voice. “All I know is that they are after me for knowing their secret, and they probably afraid that I’ll go public with them as soon as I reach the media.” He paused and look outside the window. “The media? You mean release everything to the newspaper?” I said, and waited anxiously to his reply. “Not only the newspaper,” he remarked, “social media, TV, radio, they will all talk about it.” He said and straighten his look towards the driver. “Shit…” I said, “What did I sign in for …” I said to myself. “I’m sorry to drag you in, Edmond” m0neyGrabber noted. “I had no one else to turn too, as weird as it sounds.” He said and looked me in my eyes. “Yeah…” I said, and had no idea what else to say in return.

The streets of NYC got busy as the evening drew to its peak moments. Rush hours started and the long lines of cars ahead of our cab kept piling. We drove for Ten minutes until m0neyGrabber ordered the cab driver to pull aside. "Let's go Edmond," m0neyGrabber said. He opened the door next to him and went outside into the busy street. Outside I was standing in front of an old castle; which is unusual, particularly to the view of New York City; “comm'on," m0neyGrabber signaled me and started to walk towards the entrance until his he vanished inside the building. I walk right after him and soon found myself standing in front of an old sign with these words etched onto it: "Tesla Memorial Society”.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Ghosts & Goblins

“Tesla-” I stopped to ponder for a second.

“Wasn’t it that guy who did experimented with Electricity?” another thought rushed through to my head.

“They kept his entire experiments here?” I asked myself and I kept follow m0neyGrabber, who was already in the building by now. The space inside was damp and chilli; dusk was everywhere. "Geez, no one cleans around here" I said as I kept walking. Many devices appeared everywhere I looked, one that caught my eye was a high tower with a ball on top of it. “Why are we here?” I asked m0neyGrabber as soon as I was next to him. “That's the perfect place,” he remarked. “How so?” I asked back.

“There aren’t many, ‘Faraday cages’ around New York, you see.”,  m0neyGrabber said. “A what?” I replied, now looking more perplexed. “A Faraday cage is an enclosure formed by conductive material used to block electric fields.” He replied. “OK…” I replied back, still not having any clue what he talk about. “Basically, it will block our communication in and out; any signals will be blocked.” He smiled, “Is it safe to use?” I asked, now getting a bit anxious about that cage. “Of course,” he replied, “It will even protect you from lightning, wanna try it out?” he said and then laughed. “Ok, let’s go” he said. “Isn’t there a security guard around here?” I asked before entering the cage, “Don’t worry about that, I know that old geezer, he owes me a favor.” m0neyGrabber said and then stepped inside the cage. “Step inside, there is much to talk” m0neyGrabber said. “Alright,” I said and entered what seemed to be a very old type of cage, with many wires and bars all around.

“This feels like being in prison!” I said and looked at m0neyGrabber, “haha” he laughed, “It sure does!” he said and laughed once more. “Check your phone, Edmond,” he asked me. “It’s closed since I went on the train,” I said. “Then turn it on” m0neyGrabber urged me. “Alright” I said and turned my cell-phone on. After a minute or so my phone was booted and was ready to use. “There’s no signal!” I exclaimed. “Yup,” m0neyGrabber said, “that’s the whole point; not only you can’t get signal in, you can get signal out. This is a genius device” m0neyGrabber said, “Nice!” I replied, “So no one can hear us then?” I asked. “Unless there are standing next to you, no one will be able to sniff out our conversation”. m0neyGrabber said. “So why are we really here?” I asked, dying to know what is really happening. “Alright. Let me share it with you.” He said, and took a long breath.

“One day, I was working late at night, covering some stocks and checking out the SEC filings, looking for good Pump and Dumps plays that might break out in the next couple of weeks.” He said and paused for a mother breath of air.

“While checking out my dedicated pump and dump stocks email account, I came across a very detailed email concerning the bank of cyprus; in the spam email it was detailed how and even when the bank’s stock will soon crash; which in turn will yield high percentage of ‘return on investment’.” m0neyGrabber said and stopped for a second.

“Of course I knew it was a scam from the get go, but I was eager to find out how deep the rabbit’s hole go,” m0neyGrabber paused. “Damn!” m0neyGrabber exclaimed, “I’d wish I’d never researched that cursed stock,” m0neyGrabber paused and recollected his thoughts.

“And then what happened?” I asked.

“You see,”  m0neyGrabber replied. “I am not an ordinary guy, whose looking for stocks and make money all the time.” m0neyGrabber paused. “My nick name ‘m0neyGrabber’ came from somewhere.” m0neyGrabber said and looked around to see if everything is ok. “My real name is Derrick Lowe.” Derrick said. “I came with that name back when I was lurking the IRC hacking channels.” Derrick added.

“How did you came across the stock market then?” I asked, now even more anxious to hear.

“Back in the IRC days, I was inside a hacking group called ‘H1V3’.” Derrick noted the numbers as a part of the name. “We were competing against other hacking groups on virtual space. But our main activity were to find exploits in corporate companies, such as local or remote banks, companies, large foundations..etc.” Derrick said.

“Whoa,” I replied, “then you must be very sought out by the FBI?” I asked.

“I was,” Derrick replied. “I was arrested and found guilty in several crimes,” derrick added. “But I was never convicted on any case because of lack of evidences.” Derrick said. “I did my time though.” Derrick sighed. “I spent 5 years in Jail.” Derrick added. “So I swore to never to hack again.” Derrick noted and looked around once more, to ensure that the place is still empty.

“5 years.. Wow!” I replied.

“Yeah, I don’t wanna go over that mistake again…” Derrick sighed and recollected some of the memories he had when he spent the time Jail.

“Please, continue the story.” I said.

“Well, I started to look deeper into this stock. I collected a lot of Securities and Exchange Commission’s filings. I did deep research on the bank and all of his public statements, both last year and current year.” Derrick said and paused for a second.

“I started to notice a very weird reports; the behaviour of the stock felt really weird, it went down the last couple of years really hard, from $5 to few cents.” Derrick noted.

“Indeed that’s strange” I said. “I analyse companies for a living, and this indeed seems like an insider job. Isn’t it?” I added. “There is no way a big institute like a corporate company, or even a bank would drop such high percentages over few years.” I said. 

“Correct.” Derrick said. “At first I suspected that the Bank would fall into a flip cycle for a while; like every bank does.” Derrick noted, “but it wasn’t the case this time.” Derrick said. “It went down in a linear function, straight to its doom, taking all the investors with it.” Derrick exclaimed.

“That’s strange!” I noted. “For a bank to lose almost all of its worth, there has to be something really big going on.” I noted. “Do you think someone is selling the bank’s assets?” I asked, now even more agitated to know what is going on.

“At first,” Derrick replied, “I thought maybe the bank filed for a bankruptcy” derrick said, “but there was no memo for that anywhere. Not even from the manager of the bank.” Derrick replied. “So I called them!” Derricked noted and smiled.

“You called them?” I asked in a state of shock. “I did. And not only they are not bankrupted, they even said the bank is operating as normal,” Derricked replied. “It’s as if the public doesn’t know what’s going on.” Derrick added.

“But, wouldn’t stock traders in Greece concern themselves with the current price of the stock?” I asked Derrick, hoping to know if people are ignorant as they are poor in trading.

“No,” Derrick replied. “They blame the current situation in the economy for the lower bank price.” He replied.

“Not only they are misled,” Derrick added, “They don’t even understand that the whole situation that Greece is facing is intact due to the attack on the economic!” Derrick stated.

“What do you mean by, ‘Attack’?” I asked Derrick in wonder.

“Well,” Derrick sighed. “I would show you if I had the time; but, in fact, the Bank was hacked by a group of people who would like to control the bank’s operation.” Derrick finally stated the truth.

“Doesn’t the bank run an Anti-Virus or something?” I asked in ignorance.

“Anti-Virus?” Derrick replied and immediately started to laugh. He laughed so hard that he forgot he couldn’t stop himself for a few moments.

“Did I say something funny?” I asked Derrick.

“Oh man…” Derrick finally stopped laughing and came to his senses.

“Anti-Viruses are for people who put their trust in security companies who actually create viruses just to justify the costs of their software. Not to mention security companies compete with each other, on who will crack their virus first.” Derrick replied and now took them matter seriously.

“No,” he added. “Banks use a custom build of Linux operating system. They constantly update and patch security holes in the kernel and other various system-wide threats and backdoors.” Derrick said.

“But, this bank.” Derrick added. “This bank is different.” Derrick added once more.

“So I decided to check for myself, know this is a criminal act altogether.” Derrick said. “After going through several firewalls I manage to get to the server’s main terminal, making sure my computer IP address is as hidden as possible. That gave me enough time to play around before the system administrator could trace me back.” Derrick said.

“It seems that the main server is not as secured as I thought it would have.” Derrick said. “Not only it wasn’t as secure, it had running scripts on it. Those scripts were so smart that they couldn’t be identified by a normal security check.” Derrick kept going with this details. “Not only these scripts were hidden, I know exactly who wrote them!” Derrick exclaimed. “‘GH0stS & G0bl1nS’” Derricked said. “They created these scripts” Derrick added.

“What did the script do?” I asked.

“Well,” derrick replied. “The script mainly kept a secure channel between the attacker’s machine and the target’s” Derrick said. “Meaning, they can access the machine from everywhere, anytime, without being tracked.” Derrick said.

“Jesus!” I replied. 

“So that means they could do any kind of monitoring they wanted?” I asked.

“Yes. Exactly.” Derrick said.

“They wrote several programs that had a root access.” Derrick said.

“Root access? What is that?” I asked Derrick.

“Well, ‘root’ access is the highest authentication level on a linux/unix based machine. With root user you are able to run, delete, change, alter anything, from system files and its configurations to hardware or memory addresses. All of these, from a remote location.” Derrick explained in detail.

“Wow, that’s sound dangerous!” I exclaimed and then quickly turned my head toward a far corner of the room, thinking I heard something from outside.

“Did you — “ I immediately said

“I did!” Derrick replied and quickly opened the cage’s door.

“It’s better we get out of here, I don’t feel safe anymore.” Derrick said and moved quickly to the other side of the room.

“Let’s go out of the back door!” Derrick yelled as he pushed his way through several antiques that were blocking the way.

“I’m coming!” I said while raising my voice.

As soon as I came close to he door, Derrick was already outside. But for some reason I hesitated. I had a strong intuition not to follow m0neyGrabber. I had what people refer to as “Six Sensation”. Instead of going through the door, I turned around. The noise I heard back was not a noise anymore. It was a sound of people gathering and shouting. I wasn’t sure if it was the police, the guys in the black suites or that something has happened outside. I wasn’t sure. And I didn’t wanted to even know! I had to get away somehow.

I looked around everywhere I could. To my luck, the chimney was the only logical place I could come up with at that moment.

I quickly ran towards the middle of the room, pushing through several dusty chairs and fail experimental objects out of my way. When I reached the chimney, I didn’t care if it was filled with old and used Coal that burned it way hundreds of hours before. I had to hide. I had to be safe.

I bended and entered the chimney and squeezed my way through as much as I can. I could barely breath. It felt to me as I was in some kind of a horror movie. I tried to get dust out of my way, so I covered my nose with my under-shirt and breath through it.

A minute later, I started to hear the first steps inside the room. A sound of a heavy boots echoed through the room. A step and another step filled the room. My heart started to pound faster and sweat started to come down through my forehead. I squeezed the sides of the wall harder, making sure I wouldn’t fall. I breathed slowly and deeply. Taking my time before each breath. My ears were now sharpen than ever as I listened to what’s happening just outside of the brick wall I was suffocating in.

Noises of Items breaking and footsteps going in and out of my way.

“Search everywhere!” a voice was heard.

“Yes, Sir!’” another replied.

All I did was to pray. To pray that they would not come up with the idea to search in the chimney. The idea seemed very much into my favor and I prayed to God it will work.

A few minutes of foot steps, stuff breaking and non step talks passed like hours. Yet, there was no sign of anyone looking inside the chimney. All I could do is pray and not sneeze. That was my ultimate goal.

“Are you sure there is no one here?” asked the same voice. This time with a more authoritative manner.

“Yes, Sir! We searched everywhere. There is no sign to a second person.” A reply came forth.

“Did you check near the chimney? The attic and the basement?” The same voice asked again. Demanding better results.

“We have.” The same subordinate answered.

“Very well.” The authoritative personal replied.

“Move out, leave the place as it is. Let the Police think the place was raided and used by drug addicts. Leave traces of drug usage as quickly as possible and move out in 30 seconds.” The authoritative person said.

“Right away Sir!” the same subordinate replied and then commanded his fellow agents to follow his orders.

“This is Romeo—Alpha—India—November. Over.” a voice came from the authorities’ hand-held communication device.

“This is Zolo—Echo—Romeo—Oscar. Speak. Over.” - The authoritative person replied

“We have apprehended the suspect. He was coming out of the back door. We caught him. Over” - The voice from the speaker came.

“Was he alone? Over” The authoritative person asked.

“Yes. Over” The same voice from the other end replied.

“Roger. Wait for me outside. Over” The authoritative person said and ended the transmission.

“30 seconds. Move out. The Police are on their way.” The authoritative person shouted and paced his way through the room until he was out.

It took 10 more seconds for the sound of endless steps to clear the room. When everybody was gone, silence came forth and the sounds of people breaking and walking could no longer echo through out my ears. I wouldn’t dare to come out for another 2 minutes. Not knowing if someone is still spectating for a while.

Then I gather strangled and courage and loosened my grip. I fell down the chimney, only a few inches above the ground. Upon falling I injured my right foot. I wasn’t bad, but I couldn’t run for a while.

“Damn it!” I exclaimed to myself as I check the foot. “I just hope it’s not broken.” I thought again and tried to step on the foot. It hurt, but I could walk on it.

I bended once more and exited the chimney. The place was a wreck. The faraday cage was completely upside down, antics and experiments were all broken and thrown everywhere. Traces of drugs were everywhere! Open bags of white material, which I assumed as Cocain was all over the place. Needles of sort were thrown randomly all over. Burned weed and bangs could be found at the bottom of the chimney, as if it was a part of some kind of a ritual. The place was carefully rigged, and I had to get out of there before the police would show up.

I decided to use the backdoor to avoid the arriving police. My guess is that the police will use the front door and will soon back up the back door. I hasted towards the door, avoiding any kind of drug along the way; the last thing I wanted is any kind of trace of drug on me.

Outside the busy street loomed in all its glory, and there was no sign of Derrick or the agents. “Once again I find myself by myself” I thought to myself. With no idea what should I do or where to turn to I ran to the other side of the street and blended with the crowed who now slowly came out at the signs of police sirens arriving at the scene.

I kept walking as fast as I can, until I turn left on towards Broadway Str. There I noticed the nearest Metro line; but I was hungry, and tired from the chasing and escaping. I had to find a place to rest. Lucky for me, a street sign pointed towards a close by hotel.

“This looks decent.” I said to myself.

“At least it is close to a metro station.” I thought once more.

“There is nothing much I can do now that Derrick is captured.” I thought once again.

“I guess I’ll be going home. I just hope that since they captured him they would leave me alone.” Another thought burst.

As soon as I stopped thinking and came back to reality, I was already at the entrance of Ace Hotel. Getting ready to check-in for the night.




CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Truth on a Stick

As soon as I was inside, I went straight away the receptionist, hoping to book a room as fast as possible.

“Good evening Sir” The receptionist greeted me. 

“Good evening” I replied. “I would like to book a room for the night” I said.

“Sure Sir” The receptionist answered back and took a close look at his computer. “Just a moment” he added and gave a few more looks.

In the mean-while while waiting for the receptionist to find me a room I scanned the surrounding. The hotel gave me a warm feeling, the yellowish tint color that was emanating from the light bulbs gave me a sense of protection that I haven’t felt since I left home.

“Sir” I heard a voice call me. But I didn’t notice at first. 

“Sir?” once again another voice ran through my ears.

“Sir, your Room.” I heard it clear and quickly turn towards the receptionist. I must have been day-dreaming. I was too tired to concentrate.

“Yes” I replied and waited for a response.

“Your room, number 205, on the 3rd floor. Here’s the key” He said and handed me 2 copies of the room’s key.

‘Thank you.” I replied and took both of the keys and put them on the left pocket of my jacket.

“How are you willing to pay?” He said and waited for me to reply.

“Will a credit card do?” I replied.

“Very much so, Sir” The receptionist said and waited for me to hand him the credit card.




After completing the transaction, I thanked the receptionist and went straight into the end of the lobby, the place was filled with different kind of people, from tourists to business men. When I finally reached the end of the lobby’s entrance, I could see a bar on the left. It was filled with the many drinks upon which our nation was founded on, drinks like, Whiskey, Beer and many more. “Whiskey, beer… thats what I  need right now” I thought to myself”.

I went to the bartender and ordered myself Whiskey on the Rock. I wasn’t much in the mood to talk so I took my glass of Whiskey and sat down on one of the couches that were placed next to the Bar.  My mind still couldn’t grasp all the things that were happened today. I was filled with dread and confusion, and onto of it all, I couldn’t understand what I was going to make from now on.

“A good night sleep will help.” I said to myself as I drink few sips from the glass.

“How the hell did they find us anyway” A thought jumped to my head as I laid back on the couch. Trying to think it through I could feel the Whiskey starting to affect me. Even though I was tired, I couldn’t resist to drink the entire glass.

Upon finishing the drink, I got up and walked towards the elevator. I pressed the button ’3’ and waited for the elevator to stop. “Room 205, should be around here…” I asked myself as soon as I got out of the elevator, “ah, there it is.” I added to my previous thought. I put my left hand inside my left pocket to get the key to the room, and as I drew out my hand, a very small black card like object fell on the ground. “What is this?” I asked myself as I bent to pick it up. The size of it was too small to even notice. It was roughly 0.4 inches by 1.5 inches, with a gold striped head and a round circle with an Wifi symbol embroidered on it. 

“I don’t remember putting that into my pocket?” I mumbled to myself and kept analysing that object for a split more second. “Where the Hell did that came from?” I said to myself once again. “No way it is mine” I added. “Could be it belongs to m0neyGrabber?” a thought popped into my mind. “But, when?” I thought to myself as I looked around the floor. “He never gave me anything!” I exclaimed to myself. “Alas, I’ll look into that in the morning. I am too tired to even think any more though.” I said to myself and unlocked the door to my room. That night I slept like a baby.

I didn’t care about anything at that particular moment. The thought that someone would find me here didn’t even cross my mind. I was drained, emotionally and physically. I slept, like I haven’t slept in a long-long time. In the morning I woke up around 10:23 AM. Few rays of the sun pierced through a tiny crack in the curtain that blocked me from getting hit by a massive amount of photons coming all the way from space. I yawed and opened my eyes slowly, trying to adjust to the coming light.

After I showered, and cleaned myself up, I knew I had to leave this place. “I had some luck yesterday” I thought to myself as I tied my old sport shoes. “If I’d been caught I would surely disappear from the face of the earth.” Another thought raced down quickly. “Alas,” I thought again. “Time to split.”

I went down to ground level and went towards the bar, “Do you serve coffee here?” I asked the bar tender, who was busy wiping some glasses clean. “We do” he replied. “Which one would you like?” he added. “I would like cappuccino, with low-fat milk and 1 tea-spoon sugar please” I replied. “Very well,” he said and went to the coffee machine and to prepare some coffee beans. “Any thing to eat with it?” he shouted as he placed the coffee beans inside the machine. “Do you have Croissant with butter?” I asked. “Yes, sir” he replied. “I’ll prepare one for you.” He said. “Shall I warm it for you as well?” he added as he steered the milk. “Yes, please” I added and looked around for a spot to sit that’s quite.

Few minutes later, I was abrupt by the bar tender, “There you go sir” he said and put my coffee and croissant on the bar. “That will be $5.60” he said. “Just put it on my tab, room 205” I said and picked up the drink and food and walked towards an empty table.

Few moments after I took a bite from the croissant and few sips of the coffee, I took out the small key like object I found yesterday. “This looks peculiar״ I said to myself. “What is that? It looks like something you would put inside a USB drive.” A thought came rushing down. “Even if I had a computer with me, I wouldn’t even know what to do with it.” I said to myself and kept looking a that strange object. “I gotta get help” I said to myself and wondered if James could get here in a short notice.

After I finished my coffee and my butter croissant, I went back to the receptionist and paid for the night at the hotel with my credit card. “Thank you for staying at Ace Hotel” he said. I smiled and exit out of the hotel.

“I need a phone.” I said to myself, remembering that my current phone is shut off to minimize anyone from tracking me. “Shit!” I just recalled, I used my Credit Card to pay for the hotel; they are going to be here soon. I Gotta get out of this street as fast as possible,” I thought and I started walking fast towards the nearest metro at Broadway 28st.

I boarded the first underground train that headed towards Times Square; After 6 minutes I exited the place and looked around for a mobile shop. T-Mobile shop appeared not to far from where I was, it was easy enough to spot amidst all the people who were rushing by all over the place.

“Hello” one of the sales people greeted me as I entered the shop. “How can I help you with” he said and smiled. “I would like to buy a phone without GPS and a one time sim card that I can recharge at will” I said and waited for his reply. “A phone without GPS?” he said and thought for a second. “I doubt that we have one” he said and thought once more. “Let me ask my supervisor” he said and walked towards the counter. In the meanwhile I looked around the shop, checking out all those state of the art phones, Samsung Galaxies, LG, Ace, iPhones… “All of those are basically tracking devices” I thought to myself, and disgusted by that very notion. “Sir” he said, “We do not hold any old phones anymore. But I can suggest you a small shop not very far from here, they might be able to help you.” He continued. “Please” I said and waited for his instructions. “The place is called ‘The Device Shop’” he replied, “You’ll find it at 1501 Broadway.” He added. “And as for the sim, it depends on the type of phone you’ll have. Buy one and return here or get one there.” He said and smiled once more. “Thank you!” I said and bid him farewell.

It took me 3 minutes by foot to get to the place. It was rather a busy place. People coming in and out, fixing their phones or discussing which phones they would like to buy or compare between different types. I came across one of the sellers as I was waiting for spot to get free. “Can I help you with something?” one of them said. “I am looking to buy an old phone” I said, “What do you mean by old” he replied. “A phone without GPS, something like that” I replied. “Hmmm” the sales person thought for a second. “We might have some somewhere in the back” he said. “Perfect!” I said. “Let me go and search.” The sales person said and walked away towards the back of the store. I waited around 8 minutes until he showed up with a box in his hand. “Will that work?” he said and presented me with the box with many old phones in it.

“Let me take a look” I said and grabbed phones for inspection. “Do you know which one doesn’t have GPS inside of it?” I asked. “Hmm,” he said. “Let me see” he said and took a closer look. “This Nokia 6233 doest’t have one” he said and handed it to me. “Ok,” I said and waited to see if there are any more phones that would me the criteria. “Btw,” the sales person said, “Why do you want a phone without GPS?” he added. “Well, I am not tech guy, I don’t need this kind of stuff, and I like the fact that I can’t be tracked. I watched the news the other day about big brother, I don’t like how everybody knows everything about you, you know?” I said, trying to keep low profile as possible. “Well,” the sales person replied, “I know exactly how you feel. I used to work in a cell site before. Phones can be easily tracked.” He added and played with some of the phones.

“How do you mean easily tracked? By the GPS function?” I asked him. “No” he replied quickly. “Phones don’t need to have GPS chip inside of the to be tracked, it’s easily done by triangulation of the cell towers. Although it’s not perfect location like the GPS is, but it’s as close as it get to pin-point your general location” he added, and picked another phone for me. “How about this one?” he handed me another Nokia phone, the Nokia 6310 this time. “So it doesn’t matter which phone I’ll use, it’s easily tracked?” I asked once more. “Yup, even if it’s closed!” he added. “What?” I said, “That’s insane!” I remarked. “Well, that’s how it phones works, they have to talk with cell-towers in order to transmit your voice over.” He added and picked up another phone. “So what would be the best phone to buy?” I added and waited for his reply. “Well, to be honest,” the sales person said and paused he phone selection, “it’s safer to use a satellite phones with encryption enabled, but only if the other party uses the same harder. Encryption worked both ways.” He said and waited for my reply. “Either this or risk getting tracked at the cost of estimated triangulation” he noted.

“I see.” I said and paused for thinking. “I guess, as long as I don’t use the phone as often and it’s in air-plane mode it’s as safe as it possibly get, isn’t it?” I asked. “Well, I guess. It’s never safe when it comes to technology. If you want to get really incognito you’d better encrypt a file and send it over the internet, that would be the best bet, but of course the other party must have your password to read the message.” He said and looked at another phone this time. “There you go, this one should serve your purpose of being as safe as it gets” he said and he handed me an old Motorola StarTAC clamshell phone. “It’s not the StarTAC III so this one doesn’t have any GPS chip in it.” The sales person exclaimed. “I’ll take it” I said and was draught by the fear of triangulation. “Sure, let me see if we can enable a sim card for it.” He said and walked away towards the counter.

After around 10 minutes of calling and talking with a phone company, the sim card was enabled and authorized for usage. “That would be $50” for the phone“ he said as he registered the phone in the computer. “How many hours of talk do I have on this sim card” I asked. “There are 100 minutes of talk per charge” he said and continue typing on the keyboard. “If you want to charge the sim card, call this number” he said and handed me over a paper with the phone number of the phone company registered with this card. “Thank you” I said and paid once again with my Credit Card, knowingly that it will definitely be tracked.

“Damn it, I forget to get cash out of the bank!” I thought. For some reason I still forgot I need to be on the move and remain incognito. “I got to find a band quickly and get some cash, before I will be run-over by those agents” I said to myself.

“Excuse me” I asked an old lady that just passed by, “Yes?” She answered in a low crackly voice, “Do you know where is the nearest bank around here?” I asked. “Hmm” she mumbled to herself, “The nearest would be the ’The Bank of America and ‘Chase Bank’” she said and paused. “But the are renovating the Bank of America branch right now, so the ‘Chase Bank’ would be the only option for your right now.” She said. “Where is it located?” I asked, anxiously wanting to be on the move already. “Go up the street and turn right, then turn left on Broadway, the chase bank is next to a Starbucks place” she answered quietly. “Thank you very much!” I replied. “You’re welcome” she replied and went on with her day.

“Quickly as possible I hurried towards the bank. Once I was there I drew 500$ and walked towards Starbucks so I could buy some food to have during the day. “What now?” I thought to myself as I was sitting at an empty coffee table next to a window, overlooking the street. Sipping an orange juice and eating a sandwich made with eggs and tuna made me think more clearly.

I took the small object that resembled some kind of a USB card and tried to make sense out of it and when exactly m0neyGrabber put it there. “At the train!” A thought quickly raced through to me. “I was afraid of the agents, that he probably put it there without me noticing!” I thought. “I will probably need a computer for that, but even with one I still wouldn’t know what to do with it.” I said to myself, still analyzing the USB like device. “I know…” I smiled and took a bite off the sandwich! “I gotta call James!” I said and took out my wallet. James’ number was right there written on a piece of white paper, waiting to be used.

“Hello?” I heard a voice answering my call. “James! It’s Edmond!” I quickly said. “Edmond? How are you man?” He answered. “I’m good!” I replied. “Look,” I said, “I don’t have much time, will you be able to meet with me tomorrow? I gotta show you something and only you can help me out” I said. “Wow.. Ye… Yes, of course!” James said and asked me for the details of our meeting place.

“14:00. Starbucks, 771 Broadway, New York. Bring a laptop. Got it!” James said and hung up. “I hope I can manage until tomorrow” I said and got out of Starbucks. The rest of the day I tried to lay-low as much as possible. I bought new cloths, good running shoes, a NYC cap and sunglasses to hide my face as much as possible. I checked-in into a a near by hotel “The Hotel Albert” and slept the night peacefully, knowing that with James’ aid I could at least know what’s my next moves would be.”

The next day, at 15:55 I stood outside of the Starbucks coffee place, waiting for James, when after 2 mins, a sound of a rev American muscle car pulled next to me. It was James’ Red and White Ford Mustang! The right window lowered down, and from within the car, James signaled me to enter the car. Once inside we drove off as quickly as possible. “Hey man” James said, as he shifted towards second gear. “Nice to see you again!” He added and slowly started to stop the car as we approached a stopping light that just turned red. “Man, it’s so good to see you” I said as I looked into his eyes. “Where to?” James said and waited for my reply. “I think it’s better if we go back to NYC public Library, we will have some privacy there” I said. “Alright” James said and turned to the left as we exited ‘3rd avenue’ towards ‘24th Street’, Did the meeting went good?” James asked and looked back and forth at me as he checked a stopping light. “It’s not a good ending” I said as I looked down towards my hands.

I told him the entire story of what happened since I arrived to NYC. “Wow!” James said, “This is fucking unbelievable!” I didn’t think it would turn into something like that, “to tell you the truth, I thought when we met for the first time, that it’s all a joke or something, it didn’t seemed to be too complicated.” James added and approached another stopping light. “Man, I had no idea as well, I thought it was something really small, you know, nothing too special at first, but man, when those agents spied on us and then tried to capture us inside the Museum, then I knew something bigger is happening” - I said. “Are they on your tail right now?” James said, looking a bit worried. “I don’t think so.” I said. “I mean, last time I saw them were two days ago, so I think I managed to shake them off completely. But since I had no choice, I had to use my credit card, so if they are monitoring my card usage, they could get a sense of where I am.” I said and looking at the car’s side mirrors to check for any abnormal behavior on the street. “Show me that USB device of yours” James said and continued towards ‘Madison Avenue’. “There it is” I said and handed him the device.

James checked the USB device out and fiddled with it, turning it back and forth. “Do you know what it is?” I asked. “Yes, I know what it is” he replied and turned to the left towards ‘E 43rd Street’, “This neat little usb device is called a ‘YubiKey’” he replied and handed it back to me. “‘YubiKey’?” I said, “I never heard of it, what does it do?” I asked. “Well, the ‘YubiKey’, is a small USB and NFC device supporting multiple authentication and cryptographic protocols. its initial purpose is to act like a keyboard when inserted into a USB port, but it’s primary use is generate one-time password for authentication. Any website that supports the protocol used by ‘YubiKey’ can be accessed only by it if setup to do so. It’s like a physical key to a virtual service, website, machine that is connected to the internet.” James explained in detail. “Wow, this is amazing” I replied, “So m0neyGrabber must have given me this device so we could access his data?” I asked once more. “Probably” James replied. “We still don’t know what service he used, it could be an email service, a physical machine, online server, there are various possibilities.” James replied and finally stopped in-front of NYC great public Library. “Let’s park somewhere and head inside” I said.

Inside the public library, the place was rather quiet. We found an empty room in one of the buildings and made sure no one else can hear us. “We should have public WiFi here,” James said, “Albeit not really secured.” He added. “Any way around it?” I asked as I was checking James’ computer loading. “Yeah, any VPN service can mask out our location, that should suffice. No need to use Tor or anything for basic internet browsing for now” James said and fired a software. “VPN? Tor? What are those?” I asked. “Hmm,” James hesitated for a second. “While different services and practices, they both can hide your ‘virtual’ presence identifier, and make sure you appear as if you are connected from different location of your choosing.” James added. “Here look,” James said once more, “This is our current IP, our identifier on the public network,” he said and showed me a number on the screen that looked like this: ’64.23.41.151’, “I will select Italy as my origin” he selected Italy from a list of countries and upon successful connection the number changed to ‘158.52.162.45’

“We won’t have any much issue from now on” James said and inserted the USB key like device into an available USB port of computer. “What now?” I asked James. “Do you see this button?” James said, and pointed to a golden button. “Yes,” I replied. “Well, when you tap it while it is connected to a computer, a random string will be generated.” James said, and quickly tapped on the golden circle button”. In an instant on the screen a long string of text appeared that looked like this:




“Xgggggggjghrkccdggewhrbedtthivwwiihccjuctgc”.




“Every time you press on the button, a new random string will be generated. This is a one-time password mechanism that allows website to give you access only when you generate such key that matches their implementation of this security mechanism.” James replied and then deleted the string that was printed in a notepad application.

	“I see” I replied, “And how would that help us? We still don’t where to use it.” I said and waited for James to come up with some clever idea. “Well, the cool thing about this YubiKey card, is that not only it can generate a one time password, it can also act as a security card, as it has PGP java applet inside of it and…” James paused for a second, “it can also act as a hidden password container by pressing a long press on the button!” James exclaimed and pressed around 1 second on the golden round button, and out came a string that looked like this: “3956813N749643W”

	“What do you think is that?” I asked James, having no ideas if that’s some kind of an encryption output. “I don’t think this is a form of encryption” James suggested, still trying to figure it out. “Let’s check if something comes up in Google” he suggested and paste the string inside Google’s search engine. “Nothing…” I remarked. “Hmm” James pondered for a second. “Wait at second” I said, “we have numbers and at the end either ’N’ or ‘W’ no?” I remarked. “Yes,” James replied and tried to make sense of it. “Well, maybe that means some kind of coordinates? Like, North and West?” I said. “Sounds too simple” James replied, “But let’s try anyway” James added, and looked online for a good website where one could insert coordinates.

	“Seems like we can enter different types of coordinates on this website” James pointed to a website called ‘www.geoplaner.com’.

	“There, you can enter North and West coordinates in the 3rd column” I pointed with my finger onto the screen. “Yes, but this one needs dots as coordinate positioning” James replied. “We don’t have them in our text” he added to his last observation. “Hmm” I replied, “Just forcibly put them there and lets try anyway”. I said, trying to sound like a smart-ass that I wasn’t. “Where should we put the dots then?” James said and wondered to himself. “I don’t know, lets try a bunch of options until we get something useful or logical out of it” I replied.

	We tried several options. Nothing worked so far, but we kept trying various combinations, until we found one that actually worked, or at least it seems to be working.

 We tried this coordinates: “39’56.813N, 74’9.643W” and once James hit the ‘ok’ button, the map zoomed in, and a marker pinpointed to the eastern part of New Jersey, in an Island called “Money Island”.

	“Fuck!” I said in astonishment. “Fuck yeah!” James jumped out of his seat! “I guess we know know where to go!”







CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Virus Ahead

“When do you want to leave?” I asked James. “I think we must very cautious here” James replied, “I mean, we don’t know who are we dealing with, and what will we find on that Island.” James replied, closed the lid of his laptop and got the ‘YubiKey’ out of the USB port. “Man, I know what you mean” I replied. “You don’t have to do this if you think this is too serious and dangerous.” I added and waited for James to say something. “Yeah… But, who else will be able to help you out with this tech stuff?” James replied. “I don’t have anything to do anyway, university is on break leave, and I won’t be needed there for 2 weeks. I want to help!” James replied and smiled once more. “Don’t worry about me! There is something going on here and you need any kind of help you can get. And, anyway I might have someone who could join us and give an extra help!” James said and handed me the ‘YubiKey’ Back. “Who?” I said, sound intrigued.

“I have a friend from university, she’s like the best programmer I came across with, and smart as hell, she can break into any system given enough time and resources!” James replied, “Damn” I replied, “break into any system?” I replied, “Yeah!” James said, “She was an intern at the NSA during her university studies and worked there as a researcher for around a year until she finished her Ph.D” James replied, “she’s friggin smart!” James added. “Do you think she’ll join?” I asked James in hesitation.
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