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When Terrance pulled into the parking lot at work, he knew something was wrong. There were very few cars. Usually, there were more cars at night than during the day. He worked from midnight to eight. Backdoor Security had most of its people working at night because that’s when most hackers operated. Terrance was a hacker, but one of the good ones. His job, along with the rest of the staff, was to test the security of government websites and facilities by trying to hack in, exploit backdoors in their security systems to see if they could be penetrated, and try to plant a fake computer virus. 

He went inside, and the security guard asked for his photo ID and issued him a temporary badge. Terrance knew he was done. Inside the large room, bigger than a football field, he walked past cubicle after cubicle that were empty. When he got to his, there was an envelope stuck in his keyboard.

Inside the envelope was a letter stating that Backdoor had lost its government contract and the entire operation was being outsourced to India. He couldn’t believe they were going to entrust the security of government websites to people in a foreign country. Of course, it was all about money; they could get the people over there to work for ten cents on the dollar compared to Americans. On the other hand, it wasn’t the American workers' fault that you couldn’t live on two dollars a day. 

He sat down at the computer, tried to log in, but his access had already been denied. He could talk to his supervisor, Maureen, to try to get some more information, but didn’t like her. She was a ball buster. 

“Mr. Terrance Hill.”

He turned, and there was a woman and a security guard. He was huge, and Terrance immediately noticed the gun.

“I’m Glenda from human resources. Please sign these forms,” she said, handing him a clipboard. 

“A courier will deliver your severance package and last paycheck.” He signed the forms and handed the clipboard back to her. One was a non-disclosure form stating there were fines and possible jail time if he talked about what he did here. 
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