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              Corporate email servers are being hacked. Private information is sold to the highest bidder. And
                they're blaming the software company.
            

             

            
              A shy computer programmer tries to stop the corporate espionage before the men with guns stop him,
                permanently.
            

          
        

        
          	
             

          
          	
            God’s Server

            
              Scammers are on the loose and nobody is safe, not even Jeff's mom.
            

             

            
              But when this shy computer programmer tries to catch the bad guys, he finds there is more standing in
                his way than he realizes.
            

          
        

        
          	
             

          
          	
            God’s Network

            
              Someone is trying to kill Jeff Davis, and succeeds. 
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    Prologue

    “You have reached Tech Support Services. How can we help you?”

    
      “Hi. This is Julie. I just got a pop up on my screen saying my computer is infected with viruses and my hard
        drive is going to be erased.”
    

    
      “It’s a good thing you called us Julie, alright. We can certainly help you with that. Are you at your computer
        right now?”
    

    “Yes.”

    
      “Then let me guide you through some steps you can take to remove those viruses and ensure your files will not
        be deleted. Is that alright?”
    

    
      “Well, I would normally get my son to look at it. He’s a computer guy himself.”
    

    
      “That’s OK. I can help you right now. These sorts of problems require highly skilled technicians, such as
        myself, to fix.”
    

    
      “Oh, Jeff is very skilled. He works as a computer programmer.”
    

    
      “They also require specific tools that I can offer you that an ordinary programmer wouldn't have. So let us
        begin, then OK?”
    

    “Well… maybe I should talk to him first.”

    
      “Julie, it sounds like this son of yours must spend a lot of time helping you with your computer. He may not
        have told you that he gets tired of helping you all the time.”
    

    “No, he’s never mentioned anything.”

    
      “He would probably be proud of you for handling the situation yourself instead of always getting him
        involved.”
    

    “Maybe…”

    
      “I will show you a few steps we can take to fix the situation, then you can brag to your son that you fixed it
        all by yourself. Shall we begin?”
    

    “Oh, OK.”

    
      “The first thing I will have you do is to download and run some software that will let me take a better look at
        your screen.”
    

    “OK.”

    
      The man on the phone directed Julie how to download and install the software that would give him full access to
        her computer. When it was set up, he said, “Do you see now that I am moving the mouse pointer?”
    

    “Yes. I’m not touching it.”

    
      “Good. Do not touch the mouse or the keyboard now, ma'am. I will show you where your computer is
        infected.”
    

    
      The man on the phone opened up the system log, which normally contains a long list of harmless information,
        warning, or error messages.
    

    
      “Do you see all those errors? Your computer is infected with hundreds of viruses.”
    

    “Oh, no. I didn't know it was that bad.”

    
      “Yes, it is bad, ma'am. But we have some anti-virus software that will clean up your computer system entirely.
        It will remove all the viruses so your files will not be deleted.”
    

    “How much does it cost?”

    
      “You are in luck today ma'am, because we are currently running a promotion. In exchange for some user feedback
        from you, we will not only install it for free, but we will actually pay you five hundred dollars.”
    

    “Wow. Really?”

    “Yes, ma'am. Does that sound like a good deal to you?”

    “It sure does. What's the catch?”

    
      “There is no catch. Your feedback is very valuable to us. So shall I get started?”
    

    “Yes, please.”

    “Excellent.”

    
      “I will start by transferring the five hundred dollars to your bank account. Do you bank online, ma'am?”
    

    “Yes, I do.”

    
      “Then please log in to your bank’s website right now. Don’t worry, you don't have to tell me your password. It
        is all completely safe and secure.”
    

    
      Julie opened up a web browser and logged in to her bank's website. Of course, the man on the phone was
        recording every keystroke.
    

    
      “Excellent, ma'am. Now while I transfer the money and install the anti-virus software, your screen will go
        blank.”
    

    
      The man on the phone blanked out Julie’s screen so she couldn’t see what he was doing.
    

    “It went all black.”

    “Good. Just a minute now while I fix your computer.”

    
      He cleared the system log with the click of a button, then back in her browser, he saw that Julie had a full
        savings account. He shuffled fifty thousand dollars from her savings account to her checking account. Then he
        turned her screen back on and showed her the system log.
    

    “As you can see, ma'am, all the viruses are gone.”

    “I see that. That’s good. Thank you.”

    
      “You are welcome, ma'am. And you can also see that I have transferred the five hundred dollars into your
        account.”
    

    
      He opened her browser and showed her the large balance in her checking account, saying, “And here is your
        account balance that now has an extra five hundred dollars in it.”
    

    “That’s a lot more than five hundred dollars!” Julie said.

    
      The man on the phone said, “Oh! Oh! I made a terrible mistake! I transferred way too much money to you. I don’t
        know what I’m going to do. This is a terrible mistake.”
    

    “Yeah,” Julie said.

    
      “I’ll tell you what. I’m going to go talk to my manager and see what he says.”
    

    
      A few minutes later the man came back and said, “My manager says that because of my mistake of accidentally
        giving you fifty thousand dollars instead of five hundred, he said that you should be allowed to keep five
        thousand of it, if you would be willing to give us forty-five thousand dollars back. I’m terribly sorry for all
        this, ma’am. I have made a terrible mistake. But if you would be willing to send us some of our money back, it
        would stop me from getting into trouble. I’ll probably be fired for that. Would you be willing to help us out,
        ma’am? You could keep a full five thousand of it.”
    

    
      “Of course I’m willing to help. You’ve been more than helpful to me.”
    

    
      “Thank you so much for that. I will tell you the details of how to send us the money. You’ll have to do it in
        person at your bank, because you can’t send that much money to us with your account type.”
    

    “Oh. OK. I can do that.”

    
      “Will you do it right now, please? Your computer is all fixed, and I would like this done as soon as
        possible.”
    

    “Yes, of course.”

    “Thank you very much, ma'am.”

    
      The man on the phone opened a text editor on Julie's computer and typed in his banking information. Julie wrote
        it down and drove to the bank. Then she sent this scammer forty-five thousand dollars of her own money.
    

     

  
    Chapter 1

    Tuesday 7:55 AM

    
      If I hadn't been distracted by the text from my mom saying she got scammed out of forty-five thousand dollars,
        I would have seen the car driving straight towards me, and I would have been able to avoid it.
    

    
      So I only noticed the vehicle coming at me when it was too late. Since we were both in a parking lot, the one
        where I work, not an open road, neither of us was going very fast. It was an intersection of sorts, and we
        should have been looking, but we weren't.
    

    
      I was staring at my phone, shocked by what I read, when I saw the car coming at me from my left side. The only
        thing I had time to do was to lift my hand up to my head in a weak gesture of self-preservation. I heard a
        horrible crunching sound as their car struck mine. My door came at me and pushed me over. My side window came at
        my head and smashed it, or rather smashed my hand that was trying to protect my head.
    

    
      I did not lose consciousness, but I was dazed. The force knocked me over onto the passenger's seat – the top
        half of me did anyway, because the bottom half was still belted in. When I sat up I noticed the force had pushed
        my car a few feet sideways. I tried to open my door, but it was stuck, due to the fact it was smashed in. So I
        unbuckled and crawled out the other side. When I did, I noticed my left hand hurt.
    

    
      Standing in the parking lot, I took inventory of myself. My head didn't feel good. My left hand hurt. So did my
        left shoulder and hip. But I could still walk. I could probably still talk too, if I wanted to, I guess.
    

    
      Two men from the car that hit me came up to me. “Are you OK?” The tall one asked.
    

    I shrugged. “I guess so.”

    
      The shorter one said, “Good. It’s too bad about this accident, but accidents happen.” They seemed to have a
        slight accent from somewhere. India maybe, I didn’t know. That wasn't uncommon for a multicultural city.
    

    It was my turn to ask them. “Are you OK?”

    “A little banged up, but we'll be fine.”

    
      “I guess we should exchange information.” They walked back to their car and I started to take out my driver's
        license from my left pocket, but my left hand protested, so I used my right. That was awkward and took a while,
        but I did it. While I was doing that, they drove their car into a parking spot.
    

    
      By the time I got my driver’s license and my car registration documents ready to share with these guys, they
        were walking away. I followed them and said, “Hey! I need your driver’s license and stuff to report this
        accident.”
    

    
      They kept walking, but the tall one, probably the driver, said, “I’m terribly sorry, but I don’t have my
        driver’s license on me. It’s at home.”
    

    “Could you send it to me?” I asked.

    “Of course.”

    
      I walked along with them, tagging behind. “You can send it to my email address, Jeff at omniscient dot
        software.”
    

    He smiled. “I’ll be sure to send it to you.”

    
      “Good. Thanks.” I stopped walking. For some reason I didn’t feel good about this arrangement, but what could I
        do? I wasn’t sure I could trust these guys. I would have to write down their license plate number myself. I
        walked back to the scene of the crime and took pictures of everything. Then I inspected my car. The door was dented in, but nothing seemed to
        be touching the front tire. It might still drive. I crawled in again from the wrong side and found a place to
        park.
    

    
      By then it was late, and I had probably missed our morning meeting. I’ll report this accident to the police and
        deal with my damaged car after work. Right now I need to go to work. No, first I need to get some drugs for the
        pain, then I’ll go to work. It’s too bad I missed the meeting. I hope I didn’t miss anything important
    

     

     

     

    8:39 AM

    “Hi Jeff,” the receptionist greeted me.

    “Hi Luanna,” I said.

    
      I walked past her, then peeked into the board room to see if the morning meeting was still going. It was not,
        so I made my way to my desk. On the way, I stopped by the cubicle of Cheryl Bankowsky. I smiled at her and said,
        “Hi Cheryl.”
    

    She returned the smile and said, “Hi Jeff.”

    
      The room I worked in was in the corner of the building of our floor. Our company, Omniscient Technologies only
        had this one floor, and only half the floor at that. When I got there, Doug was already there. I gave him a, “Hi
        Doug,” and he replied with a “Good morning Jeff.” Doug was older than I was, and not very talkative, which was
        fine with me.
    

    
      Before I sat down, I checked the Joke of the Day, which was written down on a little white-board by another
        co-worker, Garth. It said, “How many programmers does it take to change a light bulb? None. That’s a hardware
        problem.” I chuckled. Ah yes, hardware, something I probably should have known more about, but didn’t. I was a
        software guy, as were the rest of us in this room. Our company made a product called Omniscient, which handles email and almost all other forms of communication. We wrote the software. I was a computer programmer,
        and I loved it. I could do it all day long. In fact, I did.
    

    
      Then Garth came in, holding a can of Dr. Pepper. “Hello Jeff Davis,” he said. “You are at work, I see. You were
        absent earlier.” He eased his large form into his chair.
    

    “I had a car accident in the parking lot.”

    He raised his eyebrows. “Nothing too serious I hope.”

    “Well, some places still hurt.”

    “If you require anything of me, please do not hesitate to ask.”

    “Thanks.”

    
      He turned around in his chair toward his computer and I did too. Then Scott came in.
    

    “Jeff! You're here!” he said.

    “Yup. I had a car accident in the parking lot.”

    He looked at me. “Are you OK?”

    I shrugged. “I guess. Some things still hurt.”

    “How's your Honda?” he asked.

    “The driver's side door is smashed in.”

    
      “Oh! That’s terrible. A man’s car was taken out, and the man hurt. It is a sad day. But you need to get rid of
        that thing and get a real car anyway, Jeff. Something with more power. Your Civic was s little gutless.”
    

    “I liked it,” I said.

    
      Doug threw out a comment, “I wouldn’t dare to suggest a man’s vehicle is an indication of his character.”
    

    
      Garth snorted with laughter, and I half expected Dr. Pepper to come out his nose. “Are you suggesting young
        Jeff here is gutless himself?”
    

    “I didn't actually say that.”

    
      Scott said, “Hey, don’t insult my friend here. Jeff is not gutless. I’ll remind you all that he took down a
        whole pack of hackers, not that long ago. When was it? Two weeks ago?”
    

    “Four”, I said.

    
      “That’s right. A month ago. So he deserves our respect. Even if he seems a little passive or timid at times, he
        still got the job done. So well done to you, Jeff.”
    

    
      “Thanks, I guess,” I said. I was about to ask him if he was serious or just kidding about being me being
        passive and timid when Randal, our boss, walked in.
    

    
      He went up to Garth and extended his hand to him. He said, “It was good working with you, Garth.”
    

    
      What?! Is this what I missed? Is Garth quitting? He didn't get fired, did he?
    

    Garth shook it. “And you too, sir,” he said.

    
      Then my phone rang–the one in my pocket, not my desk. It was my mom. I answered the call on my way out of the
        room. “Hi, Mom.”
    

    “Jeff,” she said. “Did you get my text?”

    
      I didn’t have to think long to remember. It was the one about losing money. “Yeah. About you losing money?
        What’s that about?”
    

    
      “Oh, honey!” She started crying. “It’s gone. They cheated me! They… I… I’m so stupid! I’m so stupid!”
    

    “Mom! What happened? Tell me what happened.”

    
      “I… I called a phone number I saw on my screen, and…” Her voice was still quivering. “This is too hard over the
        phone. Can we get together for lunch?”
    

    “Of course, Mom. Any time.”

    “Good. I’ll stop by at noon. I need to tell you what happened.”

    “And I want to know what happened too.”

    
      “I’ll tell you everything. Oh, I’m so stupid. I’m sorry, Jeff. I’m sorry your mother is so stupid.”
    

    “Stop saying that, Mom. We’ll talk later. I’ll see you for lunch.”

    “I’ll see you later Jeff. Bye.”

    “Bye”.

    
      I disconnected the call, then walked back to our room. Something happened this morning and I still didn't know
        what it was.
    

     

     

     

    9:10 AM

    
      Back at my desk, I rolled my chair closer to Scott and whispered to him, “Did Garth quit?”
    

    He leaned in to me and whispered back, “What?”

    “Did Garth just quit this morning?” I repeated.

    “No. Randal.”

    “Randal what?”

    “Randal quit.”

    “Randal quit?”

    “Yeah.”

    “Why?”

    
      “Sailboats, remember? He explained it all at the meeting. Weren’t you? Oh right, you weren’t there. And why are
        we whispering?” Scott sat back up and said out loud, “Randal quit this morning.”
    

    “Randal said he wanted to talk with Jeff,” said Doug.

    
      “That’s right.” Scott pointed at me. “Randal said he wanted to talk with you, because you weren’t at the
        meeting, and you just skipped out of the room. He wanted to talk to you about upcoming changes.”
    

    
      Changes. I hated change. Why can’t people just settle down and let me live in peace? I kept my feelings to
        myself and instead said, “OK, I’ll go find him right now.”
    

    
      I walked next door and found Randal sitting in his office. His usual mess was already half gone, and he was
        packing more stuff into boxes. He said, “Jeff, have a seat.” I sat down.
    

    He began. “You weren't here for the meeting this morning.”

    “I had a small car accident.”

    “Oh! Are you alright?”

    
      “Yeah, I guess. A bit sore. My finger on my left hand hurts.” I held up my hand, not that anyone could see the
        pain, but that’s just what you do. I didn’t bend it, though. “I took some drugs, so I’m good for now.”
    

    
      “I hope you get better soon, Jeff. But the reason I wanted to talk with you is that I made the announcement
        today in our morning meeting that I will be leaving Omniscient.”
    

    “Why?” I asked.

    
      He sat back and scratched his head. “Because… being a manager is stressful. And I don’t like the stress. I
        can’t handle it. I used to be a ship captain. I sailed yachts and boats for rich people mostly. So after last
        month's drama with everything around here…” He made some hand gesture. “And me going to the hospital for my
        bicycle accident, I decided to look into maybe changing careers.”
    

    
      I sat there, looking at him. He was probably waiting for me to comment, but I had nothing to say, so he
        continued.
    

    
      “And I found something. Someone was looking for a pilot to bring a yacht from California to Honolulu. That’s
        exactly my fit. And he hired me.”
    

    I still said nothing.

    
      “Of course I talked with Peter, and he has already found my replacement.”
    

    “When will he start?” I asked.

    “This morning some time. I guess we'll see him soon enough.”

    
      Wow. This was a big change. I didn't like change, but what could I do? I said, “OK.”
    

    “Do you have any questions about that?” my boss asked.

    I thought for a moment, then said, “Nope.”

    
      He stood up, and so did I. He held out his hand. “It was good working with you, Jeff. I wish you a long and
        successful career.”
    

    I shook his hand. “Thanks. You too.”

    
      As I left the room, I wondered to myself that two big things had already happened today–my car accident and my
        boss quitting. What else could happen?
    

     

     

     

    9:26 AM

    
      Then I almost bumped into Luanna, the receptionist, who held something out to me and said, “Somebody dropped
        this off at the front desk. I don't know who to give it to, so you can have it.”
    

    I took it and said, “OK, thanks.” She left.

    
      It was a USB stick that had our Omniscient Technologies logo on it. When I looked closer, the logo was a
        sticker that was stuck onto the USB stick, not printed directly onto it. But clearly this belonged to us.
    

    
      Five steps later I was in our room. “Does this belong to anyone?” I asked, holding it up.
    

    
      The guys turned around to look. Scott and Doug said, “Nope”. Garth said, “Not I.”
    

    
      I continued. “Luanna gave it to me. She said someone dropped it off.”
    

    “Perhaps it belongs to the artist down the hall,” said Garth.

    
      I turned around. That could only mean one person. I knocked on Andy’s door, and when he shouted for me to come
        in, I did. He was wearing a lime green button shirt with a lighter green flower print on it, and a dark green
        bow tie. His walls were lined not with the traditional black-and-white Dilbert comics which come standard in a
        programmer’s office, but with colorful posters. One said, “Sgt. Pepper`s Lonely Hearts Club Band”, and another
        said, “Creme Disraeli Gears,” and one said, “Born in the U.S.A. / Bruce Springsteen.” His one window was not to
        the outside of the building looking out, but to the inside, looking into the hall.
    

    He said, “Hey Jeff, what's up?”

    I showed him the USB stick. “Is this yours?” I asked.

    
      He took it and scowled. “Ugh. This is our old logo. And it’s not even centered. Absolutely not.” He gave it
        back. “By the way, why do you ask? Are we ordering USB things now? Because I certainly wasn’t asked to design
        them.”
    

    “Uhhh… no. Someone just found this.”

    “And you’re wondering who’s it is?”

    “Yeah.”

    
      “Well, let's just take a look at the files.” He motioned for the stick back, so I gave it back to him. “If they
        are .xcf or .svg files, or even .aud or .ogg they are probably mine. But .ods or .odt probably belong to a
        manager. Let me think here…” He popped the USB drive into his computer. “What do you work with, Jeff? Zip files?
        .html?”
    

    “Yes. And… a lot more,” I said.

    
      Just then we heard a tumpety sound coming from his large expensive speakers and he stared at his screen in
        surprise. I went over to see too. There was a large blue window that said, “You've Been Hacked!”
    

    
      “What in the world is this?” he said. “Hacked?! And by a shade of blue from the '90s! Do you know anything
        about this, Jeff?”
    

    
      “No. I have no idea. But…” It just occurred to me. “If your computer just got hacked, we should probably take
        it off the network before it infects everyone else.”
    

    
      Andy stood and put his hands up. “I don't know anything about that. You do it, Jeff.”
    

    
      I climbed under his desk and unplugged the network cable with my right hand, because my left still hurt. Then I
        yanked the USB stick out. I said to Andy, “I’ll go talk with Ronja.”
    

    “Good. Thanks. And I’ll go get a latte.”

    
      I sighed. How many of us just got infected with this thing? I looked at the USB stick. And where did this thing
        come from anyway?
    

     

     

     

    9:44 AM

    
      Ronja Wolff was our system administrator, so she was the person to talk to about a possible local infection. I
        found her at her desk and said, “Andy's computer might be infected with a virus.”
    

    “How do you know this?”

    
      “We plugged in a USB stick and then a window popped up saying ‘You’ve Been Hacked.’ So I unplugged it from the
        network so it won’t infect anyone else.”
    

    “Did it say anything besides that?”

    “No.”

    
      “It didn't say your files were hijacked? Or where to send money to get them back?”
    

    “No. Just that message.”

    
      “That sounds odd. Malware usually tries to be very silent. Or it does something malicious. To be loud and
        peaceful is very unusual.”
    

    
      “Yeah, well, you're the system administrator, so can you take care of it?”
    

    “I will.”

    “And it may have infected everyone else, too.”

    “I could check, but I don't think so.”

    “Why not?”

    
      “Because we have software that sniffs the network looking for viruses. If it found any, I would have received a
        message by now.”
    

    “Oh. OK. That’s good.”

    “Do you have the USB drive so I can analyze that also?” she asked.

    I handed it to her.

    “Where did this come from?” she asked.

    “I don’t know, but I’m going to find out.”

    
      I walked over to the reception desk and found Luanna there. I said, “Hi Luanna.”
    

    “Hi, Jeff! Are you having a good morning?”

    “Ha. Um… Well, I've had better.”

    “What's up?”

    
      “Well, besides having a car accident this morning, and my boss quitting, it seems this USB stick you gave us
        had a virus on it or something.”
    

    
      “Oh! Someone just handed it to me and said they found it outside our door. I just assumed it was one of
        yours.”
    

    
      “Well, it’s not. It infected Andy’s computer. Can you tell us anything about the person who gave it to
        you?”
    

    “Sure. It was Peter Steele, the CEO. He’s the one who found it.”

    
      “Thanks, Luanna!” I made my way straight for his office. His door was closed and I could see him talking with
        someone inside. His visitor just stood up, so I hung around waiting for them to be done. I glanced over at
        Randal's office. He was in there, finishing up packing. All the walls were bare and all the desk space was
        empty. It looked a little lonely.
    

    
      While I was looking through the window into his office, I noticed my reflection in the glass. My 5’ 10" frame
        was not much to notice, especially with my boring brown hair and being a little skinny. At 28 years old I should
        have had a girlfriend or been married by now, but not me. Well, Cheryl and I have gone out for lunch a few
        times, and I enjoyed spending time with her, but I don’t know what you would call that.
    

    “Hey, Jeff!” Randal called to me. “What's up?”

    
      “Oh, I was just waiting for Peter. It seems we have been infected by a virus that came from a USB stick that he
        found outside.”
    

    
      He seemed in a good mood, considering the news. “Wow. Well, have fun with that. That’s another reason I’m out
        of here.”
    

    
      I probably should have been sad or something about Randal leaving, but I didn’t know if I was. I wasn’t a very
        emotional person. Well, except for that one time I got mad at my dad a few weeks, but I try not to think about
        that. Besides, he’s in jail now anyway.
    

    
      Just then Peter’s door opened and a large man walked out. He must have been six feet three or four. He didn’t
        smile as he walked past me. I didn't say anything to him either, because my life is hard enough without more
        grumpy people in it. I went in to see Peter.
    

    “Ah, Jeff! What can I do for you?”

    
      “Hi, Peter. It seems Andy's computer has been infected with a virus of some sort, and it came from the USB
        stick you found outside our door this morning. I was wondering if you could tell me anything more about
        that.”
    

    “A virus?” he said. “On one of our devices?”

    
      “I think it might not be one of ours. Maybe somebody put a virus on it and put our logo on it and left it
        around our office for us to plug in.”
    

    “To try to infect us by disguising it with our logo?”

    “Yes.”

    “That’s terrible. What do you know about this so far?”

    
      “Nothing,” I said. “I was hoping you could tell me something about where you found this USB stick.”
    

    “I just found it outside our doors. That’s all I know.”

    “OK, thanks, Mr. Steele.”

    “You’re welcome. And you should tell your boss what’s going on.”

    I smiled. “Randal doesn’t care. He’s leaving.”

    “Oh, I don't mean Randal. I mean your new boss.”

    “I haven't met him yet.”

    
      “I believe you have, outside my office just now. He was the man I was just meeting with.”
    

  
    Chapter 2

    9:53 AM

    When I got back to my computer, I saw an email waiting for me.

     

    From: victora@omniscient.software

    To: developers@omniscient.software

    Subject: Your New Boss

    
      I am Victor Akulov. I am your new boss. Be in the board room for a meeting at 11:00.
    

    –

    Victor Akulov

    VP of Development

    Omniscient Technologies

     

    
      I noticed this guy wasn’t very wordy. That might be OK. Perhaps he wasn’t very polite either. That might not be
        good.
    

    
      “Well, that’s it.” I turned around to see Randal holding a box. “Goodbye, everyone.”
    

    Scott said, “Enjoy the water.”

    “Oh, I will,” he replied.

    “Goodbye, Randal,” said Garth.

    Doug and I just said, “Bye,” at the same time.

    With that, he turned around and left.

    
      The three others turned back around, but I sat there and contemplated the end of an era. I wouldn’t have called
        Randal my friend, but he wasn’t a bad guy. I don’t know how good a manager he was either, but he got the job done I
        guess. But about the new guy, I’m not sure how he’s going to work out.
    

    
      Scott piped up. “Hey, how do you think you pronounce the new boss's last name? Ah-kulov or Ay-kulov?”
    

    “We'll find out in an hour, I guess,” said Doug.

    “It matters not to me,” said Garth.

    
      Just then Victor himself showed himself at the entrance to our room. He scowled and announced. “We’re having a
        meeting in one hour. In the board room.” Then he spied Garth’s little whiteboard. Without pausing, he wiped out
        the joke with his hand, grabbed the near-by marker, and wrote: “Meeting. 11:00 in the board room.”
    

    
      As he turned to leave, Garth spoke up and said, “Excuse me, sir. That is mine.”
    

    
      Victor turned back and glared at Garth. “If it is property of Omniscient Technologies, it is not yours, it is
        mine. If it not property of Omniscient Technologies, take it home.” And without waiting for a response, he
        walked away, leaving Garth speechless for perhaps the first time in his life.
    

    
      Garth stood, grabbed the whiteboard off its hook on the wall, and furiously wiped out the note. Then he threw
        it under his desk and sat down again. I think he was mad. I don't blame him.
    

    
      We were all kind of in shock. Who could be that rude? It just wasn't possible.
    

    Scott said, “I think I’ll call him Ay-kulov, as in Adolf.”

    
      Just then I remembered that Peter Steele told me I had to talk with him about the USB stick that infected
        Andy's computer. “And I have to go talk to him,” I said.
    

    “About what?” Scott asked.

    
      “Haven’t I told you? Peter found a USB stick outside our office door, and when we plugged it into Andy’s
        computer, a window popped up saying we've been hacked.”
    

    “I trust you took his computer off the network,” Garth said.

    “Yes.”

    “Has our system administrator been notified?”

    
      “Yeah, I told Ronja. And Peter says I need to talk to our new boss about it.”
    

    “While you're there, kick him in the shins for me.”

    
      I’m sure Garth was kidding. Well, no he wasn’t, but I wasn’t going to kick anyone. I stood up and walked over
        to Randal’s old office, now Victor's office. Nothing was hung on the walls. Nothing decorated his desk space. He
        was staring at his computer and not looking happy.
    

    
      His door was closed, so I would have to knock. I noticed my heart beat faster and my breathing increased. This
        was like conflict, and I hated conflict. I took a deep breath. Then another one. Then I mentally pushed my
        anxious thoughts to one side as my hand came up and knocked on the door.
    

    Victor looked up and said, “Come in.”

    
      I opened the door and walked in. As quickly as possible, I sat down on a chair opposite his desk. I
        subconsciously pulled my feet under the chair and held my hands on my lap with my elbows close to me.
    

    “What is this about?” he asked.

    
      I said, “This morning Peter Steele found a USB stick outside. When we plugged it in, it said ‘You’ve Been
        Hacked.’ Now we might have infected the whole network, but Ronja doesn’t think so.”
    

    
      “Why did you do that?” I didn't dare make eye contact, because his eyes were drilling into me.
    

    “Do what?”

    “Were you familiar with this USB drive?”

    “Ah… no.”

    
      “So why did you plug in an unfamiliar USB drive into your computer?” I thought he was going to come up with a
        plan to sanitize Andy's computer and the network, but instead he almost sounded angry.
    

    “Well… it had our logo on it.”

    “But you admit it was unfamiliar to you.”

    “Well… yeah.”

    
      “That was your mistake. Don’t put anything in your computer that you don’t trust.”
    

    “OK, but what about Andy's computer and the network?”

    
      “I will deal with it.” He turned back to his computer and waved me away with the back of his hand like a fly.
        “Dismissed.”
    

    
      I considered asking what he was planning to do, but for some reason I didn't feel like spending any more time
        there. I stood up and left the room, but not before I dropped the USB stick onto his desk.
    

    Back at my desk, Scott asked, “How did it go?”

    I said, “Terrible.”

    “Why?”

    “He basically said it was my fault.”

    “Your fault for hacking us?!”

    “Something like that.”

    “That’s crazy.”

    
      Ronja appeared and said, “I have started scanning Andy's computer for viruses and malware. We should know in an
        hour if it finds anything.”
    

    “Thanks,” I said.

    
      “Has anyone in here noticed anything unusual that I should look at?” She addressed the room.
    

    We all said no.

    
      “Garth, is your computer working for you? Would you like me to take a look at anything?”
    

    
      Garth kept staring straight at his screen. “Everything is fine, Ms. System Administrator. ”
    

    “Good. But if you notice anything, please come see me.”

    “Thank you for your concern,” he said.

    
      It amazed me how Ronja could keep trying to get past Garth’s rock-solid shell. Didn’t she know that he just
        puts up his wall even higher when she is around? But then again, I suppose she was free to try.
    

    
      I looked at the time. In a few minutes, we were going to officially meet our new boss. I’m not sure I was
        looking forward to it.
    

     

     

     

    11:00 AM

    
      The giant table in the middle of the board room would have been the first thing you saw, except that everyone
        expects to see the table. Instead, the art on the wall is what gets your attention. They were beautifully framed
        photographs of airplanes, mostly old airplanes, and mostly black and white. It turns out that our CEO, Peter
        Steele, had a pilot's license and liked planes. Rumor has it that he still flew a glider once in a while.
    

    
      On the opposite wall were portraits of the board members. I've never studied them, because they were mostly old
        people, and in a social class far removed from me. However, as I was sitting there with everyone else waiting
        for the meeting to begin, my eyes fell on one board member. He was the stereotypical thing: old white male, gray
        hair, but he did seem to have a friendly smile and a peace on his face that most others lacked. He appeared
        strangely familiar somehow, but I almost spit out my coffee when I read the small plaque underneath the frame.
        It said, “Darryl Bankowsky”.
    

    
      Then Victor Akulov walked in. He didn't seem happy to be there, but I was beginning to conclude that he never
        looked happy.
    

    
      He stood at the end of the room and announced, “I am Victor Akulov, the new Vice President of Development.” He
        pronounced the A in his last name like Apple, not like Adolf, but for some reason, I already associated this man
        with the word “Adolf”. He continued. “The first thing I am doing as boss, is to clean up and fill in the holes left by my predecessor. In the news, last month, I read that hackers were trying to hack into
        Omniscient Technologies.” He grew stern. “This will not happen while I am here! The first thing I am doing is to
        mandate a list of security rules you will all obey.” He held up a piece of paper with black words printed on
        it.
    

    
      I pondered this idea. Security might be a good thing, but I don't think anybody likes obeying rules. I sat back
        and listened to his rules.
    

    
      He began reading them. “Rule number one. Don’t put anything into your computer such as a USB drive, CD, etc,
        that you don’t trust.”
    

    Well, I broke the first one already.

    
      He continued. “Two. Never open attachments from people you don’t trust.” Wow. That’s going to severely limit
        communication.
    

    
      “Three: Never download anything from websites you don't trust. Four: Never send private data by unencrypted
        email, chat, or web sites.”
    

    Wow. That’s going to slow down productivity around here.

    
      He continued. “Five: Use long passwords, random upper and lower case letters, numbers, and symbols. At least 16
        characters long, preferably 24. Never use the same password twice. Change it every 4-6 months. Use 2-factor
        authentication if available. Six: Always use a VPN on networks you don’t trust. And finally, seven, Never trust
        anyone by phone or in-person that you don’t know.”
    

    
      We sat there, staring at our new boss like people who just had straight jackets thrown onto them and were now
        expected to get to work.
    

    
      He said, "I will send these rules to everyone. I also have a list of rules for the network that I will send to
        Ronja. He pronounced Ronja's name with a jay sound instead of the proper German yeh sound. I looked at Ronja to
        see her reaction.
    

    She said, “It’s pronounced Ron-ya. It’s German.”

    
      He waved his hand. “Whatever. Before I take any questions from you, I should mention that someone already broke
        one of these rules this morning. It was Jim. He plugged in a USB drive he did not recognize into Andy's
        computer.”
    

    
      He was referring to me, and he got my name wrong. Now my friends looked at me to see if I would correct him.
        Not on your life. I sat there, not moving a muscle on my face. The less communication with this guy the
        better.
    

    
      “Now, does anyone have any questions about this list of rules? Does everybody understand what they are supposed
        to do?”
    

    
      Scott spoke up. “Yeah. What are we supposed to do if we see a USB drive with our company's logo on it?”
    

    Adolf glared at Scott. “Do we have USB drives with our logo on it?”

    
      “Well I didn't know of any until now, but when I saw one, apparently we do.”
    

    
      Now Victor wasn't just grumpy. He looked a little angry. “Your problem is that you trusted something you should
        not have trusted. You were gullible and you were deceived. Stop being gullible. It is gullibility like this that
        will get us all hacked. This is how we invite viruses and malware into our network and onto our computers. This
        will not happen with me in charge. This sloppiness stops now.” He hit the table.
    

    
      Now Garth spoke up. He wasn't one to walk away from a fight. He said, “But the question remains, sir, what are
        we supposed to do?”
    

    
      Victor relaxed. He said, “A good question. Ronja will set up a computer that is not on the network. Whenever
        you receive anything you don't trust, anything at all, bring it to that computer. You can scan it there for
        malware.”
    

    Ronja said, “We don't have a spare computer available.”

    Victor said, “You'd better get one. Your delay is holding up work.”

    
      Garth said, “And how will we bring it to that computer if it is not on the network.”
    

    “Use a USB drive.”

    
      Scott asked, “Will it have our logo on it?” Scott had a lot more guts than I did.
    

    
      Victor stared at my friend and pointed at him. “I don’t like your impertinence. You will respect your boss, and
        you will respect these rules.” He stood up and started monologing. “I run a tight ship, and good rules are what
        define a good company. You can judge a company by the rules they live by, the same way you can judge a person by
        the rules he lives by. Even whole countries and religions are judged by their rules. A good country has good
        rules. And a bad country has bad rules, or no laws at all. That’s why Christianity is the best religion, because
        it has the best rules. I’m referring to the ten commandments of course.”
    

    
      I was in shock. I couldn’t believe he said that last thing. I just couldn’t believe it. You can’t say something
        like that. You just can’t say it. This guy’s crazy. He’s not just crazy, he’s a religious nut. I work for a
        religious nut job.
    

    
      There were a few other questions, and Victor answered them. Then we were dismissed.
    

     

     

     

    11:49 AM

    
      Back at our desks, Doug spoke first. “So, what do you think of our new boss?”
    

    
      We all reacted. Scott rolled his eyes and groaned. I frowned and thought unpleasant thoughts. Garth said, “Not
        so loudly. He’s not that far away.”
    

    
      It was at times like this that the chat feature on the software we made, Omniscient, came in useful. It was
        available as an app on our phones, but also as a website. Garth started typing, and soon we were all in the chat.
    

     

    Garth: Victor Adolf

    Scott: He’s not very cheerful, is he?

    Me: I don't think I like him.

    
      Scott: Can you believe that thing he said? Christianity is the best religion?
    

    Doug: Should we all become Christians like our new boss?

    Me: I certainly won't

    
      Garth: The Jews have more rights to the ten commandments than Christians. He was actually promoting
        Judaism.
    

    Scott: Poor, confused man

    Garth: Religious wackos are the worst kind of wackos

    Just then we all received an email from Victor with an attachment.

    
      Scott: I don’t trust this email from Adolf. I’m going to put it on a USB stick and stick it somewhere.
    

    Doug: Careful!

    Scott: OK, I’ll carefully stick it somewhere

     

    
      Then I saw Cheryl walk past our doorway. I checked the time and guessed maybe she was on her way to lunch. I
        stood up. “I gotta go,” I said to the room.
    

    “Have fun with your girlfriend,” said Scott.

    
      “She’s not my…” I stopped talking and ran to meet her instead. Her reddish-blond hair looked
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