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It was another seemingly ordinary morning in the Rao household, but for Dinesh, the protagonist of our tale, the threat of digital doom loomed large. As he lay in bed, his eyes snapped open, immediately scanning the room for any signs of compromise.




“Priya, is that you?” he whispered, nudging his wife gently. “I thought I heard something.”




Priya groaned, still half-asleep. “Dinesh, it’s 6 a.m. What on earth are you talking about?”




Dinesh’s brow furrowed as he sat up, clutching the bedsheet tightly. “I’m just being vigilant, that’s all. You can never be too careful these days, what with all the hackers and cyber criminals out there.” He glanced around the room, his gaze settling on the innocuous digital alarm clock on the nightstand. “That clock, for example – how do I know it’s not been compromised and is secretly transmitting our personal information to some shady Telegram group?”




Priya rolled her eyes and pulled the covers over her head. “Dinesh, the clock is fine. Can we please just go back to sleep?”




But Dinesh was already swinging his legs over the side of the bed, his mind racing with a million different security scenarios. “No, no, I can’t rest easy until I’ve thoroughly inspected it.” He leaned in, squinting at the clock’s display. “Hmm, the time seems to be accurate, but that could just be a ruse. I better check the settings, just to be safe.”




As Dinesh fiddled with the clock’s buttons, Priya peeked out from under the covers, her expression a mix of exasperation and concern. “Dinesh, this is getting a bit out of hand, don’t you think? I know you’re big on this whole ‘zero trust’ security thing, but this is our home – our sanctuary. Can’t you just relax for once?”




Dinesh paused, a look of genuine worry on his face. “Relax? Priya, you don’t understand. In this day and age, we can’t afford to let our guard down, even for a second. The cyber threats are everywhere, lurking in the shadows, waiting to pounce. We have to assume breach, always. Even in our own home, even in our own marriage.”




Priya sighed deeply, resigning herself to another morning of her husband’s cyber paranoia. “Alright, fine. What’s next on your list of security checks? The toaster? The microwave? The toilet?”




Dinesh’s eyes widened, and he quickly jotted down a mental note. “The toilet, you say? Hmm, that’s an interesting attack vector I hadn’t considered. You know, they could be using the plumbing system to infiltrate our network and—”




“Dinesh!” Priya interrupted, throwing up her hands in exasperation. “Please, just come back to bed. I promise I’m not a hacker, and neither is our toilet.”




Reluctantly, Dinesh relented, crawling back under the covers. But as he lay there, his mind continued to race, cataloguing every potential vulnerability in their home. The smoke detector, the thermostat, the refrigerator – all of them potential gateways for nefarious actors to breach his carefully constructed cyber defences.




“I’m just trying to keep us safe, Priya,” he whispered, his voice laced with a hint of desperation. “You can never be too careful these days. Assume breach, always. Even in marriage.”




Priya reached over and squeezed his hand, offering a sympathetic smile. “I know, Dinesh. I know. But sometimes, you have to learn to trust – even in this crazy, connected world of ours.”




Dinesh nodded slowly, his gaze fixed on the digital alarm clock, still silently questioning its loyalties. “Trust,” he murmured, the word sounding foreign on his lips. “I’ll try, Priya. I’ll try.”




As the first rays of dawn crept through the bedroom window of their Jayanagar apartment, Dinesh found himself once again lost in a labyrinth of cyber paranoia, unable to fully shake the nagging feeling that their home – and perhaps even their marriage – had been compromised. It was going to be a long day.
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It was another morning in the Rao household, and Dinesh was already on high alert. As he shuffled into the kitchen, his eyes immediately zeroed in on the innocuous-looking coffee machine sitting on the countertop.




“Priya, have you checked the coffee machine this morning?” he asked, his voice laced with suspicion.




Priya, still bleary-eyed from sleep, looked up from her mug of steaming filter coffee. “What? No, I haven’t ‘checked’ the coffee machine. I just wanted to have my morning cup in peace, Dinesh.”




Dinesh’s brow furrowed as he circled the coffee machine, scrutinizing it from every angle. “You know, these things can be hacked, Priya. They’re basically little computers, just waiting to be exploited by cybercriminals.”




Priya rolled her eyes and took a sip. “Dinesh, it’s a coffee machine. I highly doubt anyone is trying to hack into our kitchen appliances in Jayanagar.”




Undeterred, Dinesh continued his inspection, gently tapping the machine’s control panel. “Hmm, the display looks a bit off. And the buttons feel a little unresponsive. That could be a sign of malware.”




“Or it could just be an old machine we picked up during the Flipkart Diwali sale,” Priya countered, setting down her mug with a sigh. “Can we please just have a normal morning?”




Dinesh shook his head, his eyes narrowing. “Normal? Priya, there’s no such thing as ‘normal’ anymore—not in this age of constant cyber threats. We have to assume breach, always. Even with something as harmless-looking as a coffee machine.”




He quickly retrieved a small toolkit from the kitchen drawer and began disassembling the coffee machine, much to Priya’s dismay.




“Dinesh, what are you doing? You’re going to break it!” she exclaimed, watching helplessly as her husband removed the outer casing.




“I’m just doing a quick inspection, Priya. I need to check for signs of tampering or unauthorized modifications,” Dinesh explained, fully focused on the machine’s innards.




Priya sighed and leaned against the counter, resigned to another morning of her husband’s cyber paranoia. “And what exactly are you looking for? A bunch of tiny hackers hiding inside the coffee pot?”




Dinesh paused, brow furrowed in thought. “Well, you never know. Threat actors today are absurdly creative. They could be using the coffee machine’s Wi-Fi to infiltrate our home network—or even installing a hidden camera.”




Priya blinked. “A hidden camera? In the coffee machine? Dinesh, this is bordering on science fiction.”




Ignoring her protests, Dinesh continued examining every circuit and screw. He muttered under his breath, cataloguing vulnerabilities and theoretical attack paths.




“Aha! Just as I suspected,” he exclaimed, eyes glinting with triumph and dread.




Priya leaned in, reluctant but curious. “What is it? What did you find?”




Dinesh held up a small, innocuous-looking chip, his tone grave. “This is a Bluetooth module. Likely used for remote access and control. Hackers could be monitoring us—or worse, hijacking the machine.”




Priya stared at the chip, unimpressed. “That’s the Wi-Fi module, Dinesh. It’s how the coffee machine connects to the app on our phones.”




Dinesh squinted. “Oh. Well, still—anything connected to the internet is a potential breach point.”




Priya pinched the bridge of her nose. “Dinesh, it’s not the Coffee Czar of Beijing. It’s a kitchen appliance.”




Unfazed, Dinesh began reassembling the machine, muttering about firmware updates and risk surfaces.




“You can never be too careful, Priya. We need to secure it properly before using it again.”




Priya watched with quiet exasperation as he calibrated settings like a Mission Control engineer. Her headache brewed faster than the coffee.




When Dinesh finally stepped back, satisfied, he declared, “There. Now we can drink coffee without worrying about digital surveillance.”




Priya shook her head, took a cautious sip from her now-lukewarm cup. “Dinesh, I love you. But sometimes I wish you’d just enjoy your coffee instead of turning it into a CISF training module.”




Before Dinesh could reply, the machine let out a loud beep and flashed a cryptic error. Dinesh gasped and flew into action.




“No, no, no! This can’t be happening!” he cried, tapping and muttering like an incident response team.




“What now?” Priya asked, resigned.




“The machine’s been compromised! This error is new—it could be a sophisticated APT in progress!”




Priya took a deep breath. “Have you tried turning it off and on again?”




Dinesh froze. “Of course! Why didn’t I think of that?” He unplugged the machine, waited a few seconds, then plugged it back in.




It restarted with a cheerful chime. The error vanished. Dinesh exhaled with visible relief.




Priya chuckled. “See? Problem solved. Can we please have our coffee now—without DEFCON alerts?”




Dinesh nodded, pouring a cup for himself. “You’re right. I may have overreacted. But you can never be too careful. Even coffee machines can be threat actors.”




Priya sipped alongside him, bracing herself for tomorrow’s adversary. The toaster, perhaps?
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It was another morning in the Rao household, and Dinesh was already knee-deep in his daily cybersecurity rituals. Seated at the kitchen table with brows furrowed, Priya couldn’t help but notice the growing scatter of multicoloured sticky notes around his laptop.


“Dinesh, what on earth are you doing?” she asked, peering over his shoulder.


Dinesh didn’t look up, fingers dancing furiously over the keyboard. “Updating all my passwords, Priya. You can never be too careful these days.”


Priya rolled her eyes and took a sip of her filter coffee. “Again? Didn’t you just change them last week?”


Dinesh nodded solemnly. “Yes, but you can never be too sure. Hackers are evolving—brute-force attacks, phishing scams, deepfakes. I have to stay one step ahead.”


Priya watched as he carefully typed out a series of complex strings, muttering under his breath. “Okay, but don’t you think this is a bit much? I mean, how many accounts do you even have?”


Dinesh began counting on his fingers, eyes wide. “Let’s see… my work email, personal email, bank accounts, EPFO, cloud storage, social media, smart home apps, fitness tracker, streaming platforms, my UPI apps, IRCTC, DigiLocker—”


Priya held up a hand. “Alright, I get it. That’s a lot.”


Dinesh nodded, intense as ever. “Exactly. Each is a potential breach vector. I can’t afford to use weak passwords.”


He turned back to his laptop, switching between password generators like a cryptographer at a war desk. Priya watched in
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