Friday afternoon.
“So, everybody ready?” his father asked. “Packed your stuff? Your computers?”

“I loaded the Voyager Program and it prepared everything by itself.” Alexander said smiling.

“Just a sec. I wanna check everything once again.” his mum said.

“Mum! If something was wrong, the H.F.P. (House Functioning Program) would let us know!” Alexander said.

“You’re right. Let’s go!” she replied.

15 minutes later, they had arrived at Wales.

“I can’t wait to turn the computer on!” Alexander said. “There must be lots of sites from where I can learn for the history of Wales.”

“Can’t you just hold on two minutes, ‘till we find out which one of these is our hotel?” Mr. Albert said.

“Leave him alone. Can’t you see he loves history? Wouldn’t you like your son to become a history professor?” Amaris said.

“I don’t!” Alexander answered. “The fact that I like history isn’t stopping me from loving maths! Now will you please stop talking about me and check the hotels?”

“Here we are! << Ocean’s Secret Hotel>>. Saw these machines that took our luggage? Our company is producing them.” his father said.  
“They are gorgeous, honey. Congratulations!” his mum said. 

“On behalf of my company, I thank you.” he answered.

By this time they had arrived at their rooms.

Alexander went over his to “explore” it and turn his computer on.

After surfing the internet for about five minutes, he found out that Inty Terror had firstly invaded all the computers in Wales.

“Wanna come to pic-nic stimulation? Let me guess: No! You wanna work on your computer! Right?” Amaris said.
“Right, mum. I wanna search a little bit further something I found on the net.” Alexander replied.

“OK. We’ll be back in about two hours. If you need anything we’ll be on the 25th floor.” she said.

“Bye, mum.” he answered.

When his mother left, he tried to find out more about Inty Terror.

Then suddenly his computer turned off, and so did the lights.

“Excuse me?” Alexander said. When everything went back to normal, he found himself in a private chatroom , “talking” to D-Shark: “Who are you and why do you wanna know about Inty Terror?”

Alexander: “I’ve heard about how it works, and I was wondering about the motives. I can assure you, it is pure curiosity.”

D-Shark: “I see...I’m a little bit reserved, that’s why I’ll be watching you.

So you’d better not give me a motive to kill you.”
Alexander: “How can I give you a motive to kill me?”

D-Shark: “By searching more about Inty Terror. Everyone has something to hide, especially when he’s globally wanted.”

Alexander’s computer then went back to normal. Just in time before his parents arrived.
“Son, are you OK? Thank God! I was going crazy! I thought it was Inty Terror that was invading  the hotel’s computers. But the hotel’s manager said there was a minor glitch in the supplying system.” Mr. Albert said.
“I’m OK, dad. Wanna go sightseeing? I found some interesting monuments, here in Wales!” Alexander said.

“That’s a great idea, which could be perfect if it wasn’t 10:30 in the evening!” Amaris said.

“Sorry mum, I forgot it was night! But we can go tomorrow! Can’t we?” Alexander proposed.

“Of course we can. Good night, son.” his father said.

“Goodnight mum, goodnight dad.” Alexander said.

“Goodnight honey.” Amaris said.
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