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Summer Crush 






Alyse

Dark Sin. Gabe was more than my fantasies gave him credit for. I haven’t been with my boyfriend that long, but I’ll never hurt him, not in a million years, even if Gabe is the man of my dreams. Illusion and reality are two entirely different things, and we aren’t shielded by anonymity anymore. I can’t trust Gabe De Santis, and he shouldn’t trust me. 




Gabe

Her voice. I would know it anywhere, spoken in any language. I stared at her without uttering a damn word. Artemis. Alyse Martin is the Goddess of the Hunt. Our connection was known, but my feelings weren’t. One kiss. That’s all I needed. A kiss would make Alyse mine, but it wasn’t the time or place for it. Yet, her lush pout was so damn inviting. My very existence depended on seeing her beautiful face. I’m a man obsessed, and I would go completely mad if Alyse and I were not linked in some way, but I don’t want her boyfriend yelling at her for something she’s not actively participating in.






      [image: image-placeholder]Gabe De Santis and Alyse Martin were adversaries and two of the best hackers in the world. They remained virtually unidentified until an encrypted gold envelope appeared on their computer screens. Their true identities were revealed with an offer from Lockwood Industries. Working together might be easier than dealing with the chemistry twisting between them. Alyse did her best to ignore it. Gabe enjoyed it, hoping she’d cross the line. Autumn was intriguing, Winter came with envy, Spring held promise, and Summer will be unforgettable. This is their love story. 










  
  
Gabe De Santis 




OCTOBER


She was blocking my attempts. It always started with a glimmer or spark. The virtual missteps were calculated. She was attempting to ruin something not necessarily legit but profitable. Damn her. 

My focus was on getting through and not caring when her name would show up. She went by Angel’s Haven, Marksman Dream, Puppy Kisses xo, and dozens of other personas and tags. My personal favorite was Artemis. She stalked her prey while pretending to be harmless. 

It happened. Bold colors ran down the monitor before a curvaceous silhouette came on. The artwork was nice but her natural speaking voice hooked me. She came in with her normal flare. Gold sparks lit up my screen with each color burst. Everything faded with her seductive sigh. 

“Hello Magi. Should I call you Alchemist this time? Dark Sin is the best, not that you’re asking my opinion.” 

It was all smoke and mirrors. She was flirting to keep me out. I kept working. My fingertips tingled. Victory was seconds away. I kept going, determined, but everything started scrambling. I tried a Hail Mary, needing fifteen seconds more. The security walls flew up, denying access, and sending notifications to the owner. 

I slapped my desk. A night’s worth of work. Gone. 

Artemis laughed, reveling in the chaos. Our virtual sparring matches often spilled into forums. She would comment. I would interrupt with something outrageous if only to get her worked up. Guys flirted constantly while offering to help with whatever she needed. They sent links to their discords, but what they really wanted was direct access. It was all wasted time. They wouldn’t chat, let alone send links if they knew what she was capable of. 

Artemis never hinted at her high IQ or revealed her true skill. Disagreements over programs, hardware, and the like happened. We never spoke unless we were alone. She was intense and fascinating. Damn if I didn’t like it, but tonight was unexpected. The contract was getting ditched. There was no breaking back in, not with sexy trouble around. No info. No cash. That’s how it went sometimes.

I sipped my beer, not in the mood for conversation. 

“We should be better than this. Dark Sin? Did you leave?” her alluring voice was still cloaked in mystery. She was feeling playful tonight. That much was clear. 

I tapped the key to speak. “You’re in the way.” 

“I’ll leave if you pay me. When can I have my cash?”

“We never had the pleasure. What am I paying for?” 

“Sex jokes. Cute. You owe me.” 

“I don’t recall making a deal,” I tried saying it with a straight face, but she heard the amusement in my voice. 

“Laugh if you want. I need my pay for last week.”

“You made it through.” 

“It took twice as long.”  

“Your clients should’ve been impressed with how fast it was done. Why are you upset? Don’t you like working?”

“Not when it’s unnecessary. Sin, I want my cash.”  

“Artemis, My Sweet, it seems we’re at odds.”  

She seductively laughed again, “Being dishonest isn’t attractive.”

“Staking claim to money through illicit gains isn’t either. The cash wasn’t yours until the contract was complete. The price, well, it can change based on many things, unless you charge a flat rate, and you don’t, or we wouldn’t be having this conversation.” 

“My clients paid for the information you blocked.” 

“Your clients aren’t exactly upstanding citizens, same as mine.” 

“Dark Sin, time is money. You know that.” 

I relaxed more, letting the remnants of frustration fade. “Perhaps, but it seems I’m your favorite person to stalk.” 

“You should be after all this time. It seems we’ll keep doing this. It’s useless,” she dramatically sighed. “We could be making money instead of going back and forth.”  

“You have a point. Where do you want the cash sent?” 

“Nice try. A trace won’t work.”  

I chuckled, “Give me credit. I don’t need to dox you.”  

“You wouldn’t dare. We’ve been through this across four continents. It didn’t work out well. Did it?”

 I relaxed at my desk. “Maybe we should stop doing it.”

“And have you bored? Not a chance. I like when you pay attention.”  

I chuckled, “Your voice keeps me up at night.” 

“You’re working. You’re up until after dawn.” 

“You’re clocking my hours, but you still can’t find me. Artemis, you’re a stalker.”  

“You’re obsessed. Stop tracking me through forums.” 

“Stop being addictive. I wouldn’t have to mark you.” 

She laughed, “Where’s your mark? Does it say I’m yours?”

“No, it expresses my undying devotion to you.” 

Artemis was silent. She wasn’t offended, not that I would know what it sounded like. Her sensual voice was always calm. It never rose, but sometimes her tone was cold and uninterested. Dominating, powerful, a chill happened with each word.

 It didn’t matter. I would get her riled up more. Artemis was clever in ways some people only imagined. She would be the ultimate lover. Every rule would be broken for her.

My plan went to hell, but our conversation was the highlight of my night. “What if I give you the cash?” 

“You won’t but go ahead.” 

“I can minus the time and money you cost me.” 

“For this? Come on it’s like ten grand.” 

“Sixteen and counting. How much would I owe?” 

“Forty-two plus fees.” 

“Hmm. Sounds interesting. I take it you’re mad at me.” 

“You won’t like it if I get angry. Think it over and let me know. I’m leaving before you get my location.” 

“You’re narrowing mine as we speak. Where are you? Singapore?” 

She was quiet. 

“Guess you pushed that one off the list.”  

She easily avoided answering, “You’re American.”  

“So are you, but you speak two other languages.” 

“You speak three. I’m behind.” 

I laughed, “My parents helped. I like your voice.” 

“Oh, then you’ll love this.” 

My screen bled bright pink with gold sparks and her signature script ripping through it. All the wild shit faded fifteen seconds later. The screen went dark. 

Artemis used the exact time she denied me. 

Everything was running seconds later. She was slowly torturing me. I sipped my beer and used a burner phone. My explanation was simple. The contract was null and void because a hacker came in, ripping apart code and making a mess. My client could hire someone else, but the hacker in question raised alarms. Weak points of entry would be patched so starting over would be a bitch. 

 I confirmed my message, destroyed the phone, and stretched. Steady girlfriends weren’t my thing. Random dates and hookups happened. Sometimes people only saw what they wanted. It was a common technique, but vulnerabilities were laid bare the more time spent with anyone in particular. Honesty didn’t suit my lifestyle. My backstory involved investments. I was a stockbroker or a Financial Advisor managing portfolios for New York’s wealthiest men and women. My lies didn’t need depth to be believed, but my wardrobe and black card helped. 

 I cancelled my date while thinking about the Goddess of the Hunt. Artemis. Her identity should’ve been known by now, but she was cautious and never took risks. 

I left my desk and sat in the windowsill. Cars came and went below, but the mysterious woman with the sensual voice was on my mind. One day we’ll meet, until then, I’ll be looking forward to our paths crossing in unlikely ways. 

My computer screen lit. Very odd. I went to check it out. Everything was running on all cylinders with an encrypted email flashing on the screen. A lavish gold envelope kept slowly turning and tempting me. 

The scan for viruses proved it seemed legit. Complex and intriguing. Artemis wasn’t finished with me.

“Okay. I’ll play your little game,” I said out loud and started ripping through the encryption.

 It took five minutes to decode the first line. Another thirty seconds to understand the severity of the situation. 

Chandler Lockwood was requesting an exclusive interview. I had rich clients, but they never offered to meet at their business. Cutting edge technology was a slogan used to show they were ahead of their competitors. It was supposed to be innovative, like the company was on the verge of discovering new concepts. 

I didn’t care for the word usage, but a request for Lockwood Industries was a flashing warning sign. Whatever data Chandler kept safe would be chock full of damn traps. One wrong move and everything could reverse swiftly. Information will flow into whatever source chosen. My IP address would be displayed. Packs would overload my server, denying service and causing lag, not to mention, endless connectivity issues and problems would result from this clusterfuck of a situation. 

The tech genius had my name, date of birth, and home address, so my signature would be on a non-disclosure agreement before we talked. My gut said to ignore the invite. How long would it be before Chandler notified someone? Would he send my info to the person that could ultimately put me in handcuffs? A game of chance. The unknown was thrilling, but Federal time wasn’t appealing. My only option was to negotiate on whatever he needed. 

I sipped my beer, memorized the code, and deleted the invitation. My night went downhill. Artemis. Did she know? She would’ve said something about knowing my identity. Wouldn’t she? No one in the business was to be trusted. That one rule served me well over the years. My fascination with her would be my downfall. 

 I slumped in my office chair, not wanting to work on anything. There was no point in starting another contract. Everything would be wiped in the next twenty-four hours. 

I ate dinner, hit the sack, and woke up slapping my damn alarm. Eleven o’clock in the morning was a god-awful hour. I rubbed my face and got in gear. 

Today could be life-changing but not for the better. I thought about it while showering. There wasn’t a plan of action for this, but I dressed business casual without the tie. A messenger bag held my laptop and charger. The expensive equipment can be ditched at a moment’s notice.

My wallet and keys were in hand. I didn’t wipe or destroy anything. Guilty acts led to consequences. The hardware would be useless with one tap from my phone. My livelihood depended on being anonymous. Uprooting my life and starting over was a hassle in itself. 

The trip to the Financial District came with pending doom, but I calmly walked into Lockwood Industries. 

A friendly approach was taken with the guy at the desk. “Hi, I have a twelve-thirty meeting with Mr. Lockwood.”  

He was looking at something. The guy’s name tag said Jimmy. He didn’t ask my name, and I wasn’t offering it.

“We’ve been expecting you.” A beautiful woman in a business suit stepped forward. She would’ve held my attention if it wasn’t for another guy standing nearby. 

He was in street clothes, and he looked ready for whatever. The woman offered a tablet. I put in the code. My name was displayed, proving it was a non-disclosure. 

“Niya Maxwell, CSO,” she extended her hand. 

I shook it. She introduced Levi Knight as the CISO. Chief Security Officers were waiting not fifty feet into the building. All the warning signs were showing, but I followed them down the corridor. Chandler Lockwood was standing in a glass conference room. He wore a custom suit. My guess was his tailor was the same caliber as mine. A woman was with him. She didn’t look in our direction. Chandler relaxed at the table.

Hell, guess it was time to sit. I did and waited for an explanation as to why a tech billionaire would ask for a meeting during work hours with other people around. 

Chandler spoke, “Gabe De Santis meet Alyse Martin.” 

She peered from across the table but didn’t speak. 

I checked her out, needing to assess her threat level. She was pretty with light brown eyes and dimples. Her button nose held her oversize glasses in place. The thin frames didn’t hide her features or take away from her appearance. Alyse had an understated beauty in a knit sweater and floral dress. She meant to present herself a certain way. Alyse wanted to look harmless. 

An uneasy feeling settled in my gut. We never did business, but if so, I couldn’t identify her by looks. 

Alyse studied me and then she broke our connection. Maybe Chandler would clear up the confusion. 

He spoke, “I want you both to work exclusively for me.” 

Alyse appeared delicate at first glance, but something flashed in her eyes, and it would’ve been exhilarating any other time. We would flirt in whatever way she felt most comfortable with. Attraction was one thing, but working together was something else. 

Alyse gave me the once over. Maybe she didn’t think I would be up for the challenge. Maybe I needed to leave with her number. Either way she was cute. 

Alyse noticed my teasing smile. She looked away, “Mr. Lockwood I’m flattered you’re considering me, but I’m not sure how this came to be. Did someone refer me?” 

Her voice. I would know it anywhere, spoken in any language. I stared at her without uttering a damn word. Artemis. Alyse Martin was the Goddess of the Hunt. Fuck. 

My mind raced. Alyse had questions as to who recommended her, not that she’d get the truth on it.

Alyse looked in my direction. Her brown eyes quickly assessed me. “Don’t you want to know why we’re here?”

I nodded, not wanting to give away my identity. She was polite. “I’m not trying to be rude. Really I’m not.”  

I inwardly groaned while smiling to show it was okay. 

Chandler seemed amused. Too much so for my liking. He laughed, “Ms. Martin, he is practicing humility.”  

“Please use my first name,” Alyse said while curiously looking at me. Her brown skin was a deep honey tone. Her hair was cut in wispy layers framing her face, giving a mused, angelic appearance. High cheekbones and lush full lips completed her unearthly, innocent look. 

Alyse knew something was up. She tilted her head, still assessing. I stalled for time, needing the final moments when things were still unknown. Our intriguing cycle went on for three years. Everything was about to change because there weren’t any computer screens or firewalls. We didn’t have redirection pits or infrastructure to navigate. We were rivals and it couldn’t be hashed out with other people in the room. 

How Chandler discovered our true identities was anyone’s guess, but talking was unavoidable. 

“Yes. I’m interested in knowing.” 

My voice was a dead giveaway. Her eyes narrowed dangerously. “I should’ve known it was you.”  

“Mister De Santis. Miss Martin,” Chandler spoke to break the animosity. “How many hackers of your caliber are in the world?”

“Twenty-one,” we said at the same time. 

“What did you do?” Alyse shot a threatening look my way, daring me to deny I was involved in whatever scheme she was thinking.

“Maybe this is the result of your recent stunt.” 

Alyse looked ready to slap me. Her fierce attitude was everything I imagined, so I was willing to risk a busted lip, but it wasn’t the time or place for it. 

Unfortunately, Alyse wouldn’t be calmed easily. There was a chill in her voice. “Confess. Explain what you did.”  

I denied any wrong doing, well, any about the current situation. Alyse wasn’t convinced. She calmly started questioning my motives. 

“Please, if I may,” Chandler interrupted us. “First, I would like to say it is impressive. Neither of you included yourselves or the other person while counting. It seems there are twenty-three people in the world with this remarkable skill set. Absolutely fascinating.” 

Niya set company folders on the table. “Should you choose to accept our terms, please know the contract will need to be followed to the letter. If it’s violated, your positions will be terminated, and you both will be released from Lockwood Industries.” 

“Your identities have been revealed. It would be wise to have you both agree as the other will be vulnerable. My company will also be at risk,” Chandler explained. “It’s not the ideal circumstance, so it seems, but perhaps it will be taken into consideration.”   

We reached for our folders at the same time. Alyse was a speed reader. It was something her alter ego, Artemis, let slip during a forum argument. She reads faster than she speaks while I say things, however. 

I stated what we knew. “You’re hiring us to hack.” 

Chandler replied. “You both would be Ethical Hackers.” 

Alyse spoke up, “There are plenty of qualified people who can test company software for you. Why us?” 

“You are the best,” he replied with ease. “I can’t say I’m privy to your exploits as it’s unidentifiable information.” 

Chandler was brilliant. He didn’t reveal his source. Alyse looked at me, knowing our client lists needed to be scrapped. I didn’t say anything. It would spark another argument with her, for sure. I read, turned the page, and kept going until the seven-figure proposal came into play.

“Your salaries are negotiable,” Chandler explained, “Quarterly bonuses are twenty-five percent of your base.” 

I said out loud, “We’ll be paid double what’s written.” 

“Precisely. Take time to look over all the documents. This room is soundproof. Feel free to work through your differences. I’ll return in one hour. Until then.” 

Chandler left. Niya asked. “Do you have questions?” 

I glanced at her, “Not at the moment. Thanks.” 

“I’m fine also,” Alyse quickly replied. “Thank you.” 

Niya smiled, “Call extension forty-six-thirteen if you need anything.” 

“Stay and talk with Lockwood,” Levi spoke to us. “It’s best to tell him your decision.” He held the door for Niya.

They walked out and we were alone. Alyse was silently reading. She was doing her best to ignore me.

 “Your voice is incredible,” I complimented her, but it didn’t go well. Alyse damn near lunged across the table. Whatever came my way would be a good time. 

My eyes locked on hers. “It’s true. It is.” 

“Sin, drop the act. All the charm in the world won’t get us out of this. What did you get into last night?”  

“I didn’t work. You made sure of that. I called it a night, and I was minding my business when a gold envelope came on my screen. It was encrypted. I thought it was you and decided to play along.” 

Alyse’s cheeks had a slight hue to them. She was blushing or trying not to cry. Her alluring presence made the heat between us unbearable. 

Alyse looked in my direction. She shook her head, “Don’t go there. We have chemistry.” 

“Can you explain how you came to that conclusion?”

She wanted to answer but decided against it. It was her call. My reasoning skills were front and center, but Alyse had to know I appreciated the woman behind the sensual voice. My mind was preoccupied with thoughts of her.

Alyse whispered, “Sin, you don’t understand.”  

“You’re using your favorite name for me. I like that, but I’m not pushing it. Explain so I can.” 

Alyse was surprised. She expected verbal sparring with nothing but the conference room table between us. We were exposed, so we needed to deal with this. 

I went from being a loner to having a pretty terror by my side. Fascination didn’t begin to describe the rush. 














  
  
Alyse Martin




Gabe was more than my fantasies gave him credit for. I stopped fidgeting with the folder and redirected my attention. “We’ll have to cut our clients loose and start from scratch.” 

He agreed, “Our hardware will need to be wiped and replaced.”   

I groaned, releasing the pent-up anxiety, “I can’t believe this is happening. We could go to prison.”  

“For what? Chandler wants our skill set. It’ll be legit.” 

“And he’s willing to pay well. Gabe, I have to know, please say you didn’t have anything to do with this.” 

“Your voice still has the same effect on me,” he mused and then answered. “I would’ve loved nothing more than to find out your identity on my own, but this happened without influence from me.”  

I bit my lip and flopped back in the chair. “I thought about going legit, you know, having a nine to five.” 

Gabe laughed, “No, I don’t know. I can’t relate.”  

He was too much. It still felt weird being in the same space with him. “You’re different than I imagined. Better.”  

Gabe smiled, “Thanks. You’re downplaying your looks.” 

“I’m not. I’m comfortable wearing this.” 

“It’s cute, very delicate, but I know how fierce you are. What do you think about the offer?” 

“We can stay and negotiate or leave and start over, but we’ll be risking jail time. Maybe we’ll be burned entirely.” 

“That nine to five doesn’t sound so good now. Does it?” Gabe was teasing me. I laughed despite our situation. 

We weren’t shielded by anonymity. I couldn’t trust Gabe De Santis, and he shouldn’t trust me. 

“We don’t have to be rivals. This could work,” he relaxed more, “We don’t have an honor system, but we’ll need one. I don’t want to live a regular life, so I would rather be extraordinary within the confines of the law as opposed to not doing what gives me pleasure.”   

Gabe sounded sexier in person, but he had the same wonderful speech pattern. Gabe was a gentleman even while taunting me. Damn him. 

He was waiting for feedback. I had to say something. 

“I don’t trust you, and I’m questioning your sanity. How can you be up for this? Look at the not so fine print. You can’t break the law.”  

“Neither can you. That includes tracking on restricted sites.”  

“I don’t patch into traffic lights or street cams.”   

Gabe shrugged, “Now, you’re getting technical. I’m impressed you know my habits.” 

“You shouldn’t be. We’ve been at this for a while.” 

“Three years, two months, twenty-four days, twelve hours.”

“And forty-two minutes,” I finished his sentence. “You’re not the only one who can count.”  

Gabe grinned, “It seems our time together was special.” 

I ignored him, “We need to be careful and ask questions upfront. Chandler Lockwood would expect it.”   

“Our salary should be twenty-five thousand more each quarter.”  

I eyed Gabe warily, “I’m all for knowing your worth, and I’m not disagreeing, but we shouldn’t start on bad terms.” 

“We’re not. Chandler said our salaries are negotiable.” 

“He did. One hundred grand more, and the overall number should be reflected in our bonuses.”  

“Agreed. Artemis, what do you want?”  

“You know my name,” I reminded him. 

“And you know mine, but you like Dark Sin.” 

“I do. That’s what you are,” I said without hesitating. “I’m with someone, so I can’t get involved with you. My thoughts are coming out. I’m sorry. I wasn’t accusing you of anything.”  

“I know. I’m not offended. Do you love him?” 

“Can we stick to the proposal and not going to prison?” 

“I mentioned your favorite name. You started talking. We can go over the paperwork, but it’s still a question with an answer.” 

Gabe wasn’t letting it go. A little honesty could work.

 I took a calming breath, “It’s not serious, well, not yet, but I like his parents.” 

“Meeting the parents is very serious.”   

“They own a restaurant. We had dinner there.”  

“He might as well have taken you home.”  

“It’s not the same,” my words didn’t sound convincing, “Gabe, I’m attracted to you. What more do you want?” 

“Your honesty has satisfied my curiosity for the time being. Do you want something not in this contract?”  

“You.” My one-word answer happened while reading. Gabe was silent. He had been a constant thorn in my side before our identities were revealed. I looked into his heated gaze. He was all my desires in the flesh, but I couldn’t give in. We needed to handle this with care.

“Gabe, can we get this done?” 

“You admitted to wanting me. I want to talk about it.” 

I paused realizing my mistake, “I should’ve spoken more clearly. I want you to follow the rules.” 

“Sure. We’ll go with that, but I’m not the only one capable of breaking rules. I don’t have to run it down.”  

“Sin, this is a once in a lifetime chance. I want it.”   

“I love that you want it.”  

“End it,” I quietly warned him. “We need to leave the drama and flirting behind. We’ll share responsibilities including screwups. You need to have my back, and I’ll have yours. Do we have a deal?” 

Gabe wanted to shake on it. I touched his hand. This enticing jolt shocked my senses. I pulled back like he singed me. Gabe noticed, but he didn’t say anything. 

I motioned to the papers. “We should start reading.” 

We went through the proposal. Gabe mentioned questions I didn’t think of. We kept it about business, but I couldn’t help feeling like the super-charged emotion was gone. It shouldn’t have mattered because I was with, and instant guilt happened from forgetting his name. 

Ben. I was with Ben. 

“Alyse,” Gabe said my name. I looked up, ready to confess who knows what. Concern marred his handsome face. Gabe wasn’t the arrogant, brooding guy I thought he was, well, maybe he would be at times, but I liked that, and it was a major contradiction in itself. I could’ve been friendlier online and not taunted him every step of the way, but I kept quiet about that part. 

“Gabe, did you say something?” 

He smiled, “It’s time. How are you feeling about this?” 

“I’m one hundred percent confident we can do it.”  

We talked until Chandler walked in. He waited until the door closed to speak, “Is there a decision?” 

Gabe signaled to me. I nodded to thank him for being a gentleman and then started talking, “Mister Lockwood.” 

He smiled, “Chandler please.”  

I politely continued, “Of course. This offer is low.” 

Gabe agreed, “Twenty-five thousand a quarter.” 

Chandler didn’t look surprised about us joining forces, “One hundred thousand more each is fair.” 

I chimed in, “It would be in our base salaries.”  

Chandler answered without hesitating, “I can manage another four hundred thousand dollars between salary and bonuses.” 

 “What would our schedule look like?” Gabe asked. 

“Assignments must be completed in the allotted time-frame. Some are case sensitive. All testing will be conducted here on site. If there are no requests, any time you have is your own. Feel free to work from home at your discretion. I doubt you’ll be working any less than you were. You will have a shared, private workspace during office hours. It is similar to this conference room.” 

A question was threatening to spill out. I had to know. “Will the office be soundproof?”  

Gabe was amused because I was capable of chatting away. Chandler replied, “Yes. It’s best for conversations you deem necessary to have. All employees have to pass an extensive background check.” 

“When will it start?” I asked, ignoring Gabe for the time being. 

He interrupted, “Chandler ran our names through every government database before inviting us here.”  

Chandler agreed, “Your records are clean. No criminal history. Gabe, you have overdue parking tickets.” 

Gabe replied with a chuckle. “I’ll pay them.” 

“Excellent. Please remove any data you wish to keep. We will supply you with everything necessary for work.” 

Backing up data wasn’t something we cared about. We erased or destroyed it, never wanting to leave an imprint anywhere. We opened our laptops to initiate the processes needed to obliterate anything that could incriminate us. 

Gabe tapped his phone. He checked his laptop and then relaxed to let it work. My intricate system caused a domino effect. Everything was disappearing at warp speed. Our purpose changed. Gabe felt it too. He looked at me. I nodded. We were in this together. 

Niya came in with hi-tech laptops, generic passwords, and identification badges. I took everything in at a glance. “You use facial recognition.”

“Fingerprint identification is also used,” Niya replied. “You’ll need it to access our client’s files. Everything security-related will be handled by Levi or myself. Please reset your password and send copies of your birth certificates and social security cards via encrypted email. Place tickets to have old hardware picked up. We will destroy it upon receipt. Request anything you need.” 

Levi came in with phones. “Clean and factory reset your old ones. You can’t leave with them. These phones are for business and personal use. You have private access to a secure line. One phone with two numbers. Tracking won’t happen unless we need to find you.” 

I thanked Levi and checked out my expensive gadgets.

Chandler was silently observing our dynamic. “Niya and Levi will handle everything else from this point forward. Welcome to Lockwood Industries.”

 Chandler left again. Hours went into completing paperwork and downloading whatever was needed including installing layers of security. We ate a late lunch and then checked our schedule. We were to work from a queue with testing on projects in-between. We were also expected to do hourly checks from seven until midnight. 

“Gabe, you were right about our salary.”   

He teased me, “I’m rarely wrong.” 

“You are more than you would admit, but I can handle the workload,” I replied without saying more. My bad habit of speaking my mind will come back to haunt me. 









OEBPS/images/2e9f1fd3-bac0-4d0f-8d1f-3a0ff97d49f1.png





OEBPS/images/fcef6d9d-3a5e-4554-b439-93bec51564fc.png
ATAINTED
SWEETHEART
ROMANCE

lmimen

Cuush

TESSICA CARYN








