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Chapter 1
 
"If only the upper management had followed my advice instead of those given by my fellow manager, Malcolm, whose experience in IT cannot be compared to mine, this incident should have been prevented."
Without minding the clacking noise he created as he typed on his computer keyboard furiously nor the words he used, Burt continued to create the electronic mail he planned to send to the bank's upper management. With his raised eyebrows clearly shown above his horn-rimmed glasses, he poured out his frustration towards the e-mail he typed up. He was furious at his bosses for taking the advice of an up-and-coming young manager named Malcolm over his, even though he believed his was better.
"Stupid, butt-kissing braggart. Now, Malcolm, you'll know not to cross me when it comes to my expertise." he said to himself as he clicked the "Send" button and waited for his e-mail to be sent.
Burt then took his briefcase, locked his drawer and stood from his desk. He made one quick pat on his shoulder pocket to make sure his office access card, the one which employees used to get in and out of the bank, was already with him. Then he quickly patted on his pants pocket to double-check his car keys were with him. As soon as he found them, he took a quick look at his watch then smiled, although his long thin face and stretched chin made him look like he was a grinning toothless man.
Burt's watch said it was 11:45pm. "Wow" he said to himself. "Looks like I'm early today." He looked around the empty hall called the "IT area", where rows of small cubicles were compressed in that small hall to fit a hundred or so staff from the bank's Information Technology group. Besides the buzzing computers of some staff which were not turned off, it was otherwise quiet. And empty. And dark. But it didn’t bother Burt. The important thing for him was he accomplished a lot for the day. And since he was going home earlier than usual, he was very pleased with himself. 
"So tomorrow, I get to do more" he said to himself, grinning with his toothless smile as he walked towards the hallway. He tapped a huge white button and released the locks on the IT area's two huge red-colored main doors then opened them. He vaguely noticed the hallway's new red colored carpets which replaced their old brown ones. Not that it mattered to him anyway. He was always too busy planning his activities for the next day as he walked down the hallway towards the lobby.
Burt tapped another button for the next huge red-colored door, turned its knobs then opened them. This finally led him out of the hallway and into the lobby. He smiled with his trademark toothless grin as the night guard greeted him and bade him farewell. As it had always been with their company for years, the bank's IT area was nothing but a narrow, bare-looking box compared to the relaxing ambience and elegance of the lobby. This was because most of the bank's visitors and VIPs never passed by the IT area and the lobby had always been the spot where they always went through.
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