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      I thought hacking government servers was dangerous. Turns out, nothing compared to hacking the heart of an alien hybrid who glitched like bad code and kissed like a live wire.

      Silvyr wasn’t like the others. Half AI, half alien, his body flickered between flesh and light, his touch sparking with static heat. The Intergalactic Dating Agency called him my “perfect match.” He called me his mate.

      We were trapped together, forced into proximity by pirates and corruption that reached across galaxies. Every time he shorted out, I had to hold him together, reboot him, save him. But every time his hands found me, I was the one breaking, trembling under the pull of a bond that rewrote everything I thought I knew about desire.

      He said I was the key to stabilizing him. I said he was the glitch in my system.

      But together? We might be unstoppable.

      Forced proximity. Hacker heroine. Glitching alien obsession. A spicy fated mates romance that crackles with danger and desire.
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      TANYA

      The server's encryption bent under my fingers like I'd been working it for hours, not days. Blue monitor light painted my skin in the universal color of hackers and insomniacs while I tapped one final command. The cursor blinked once, twice, three times… a digital heartbeat counting down to revelation.

      My apartment smelled of cheap ramen and expensive equipment. Tonight, the Intergalactic Dating Agency's dirty little secret would become my podcast's hottest episode, and no amount of corporate firewalls or government threats would stop me from exposing what they'd been hiding behind their matchmaking facade.

      "Come on, you bureaucratic bastards," I whispered to my screen. "Show me your traffic."

      Three days of sleepless coding and I was running on caffeine fumes and righteous indignation. My podcast listeners had sent me increasingly desperate messages about relatives who'd signed up for secret off-world dating services and disappeared. Not the regular kind of ghosting—the kind where government officials showed up with paperwork claiming voluntary emigration while personal belongings sat untouched in apartments.

      Or worse, a missing person's report after ramblings of an alien dating agency.

      Something rotten festered in the Intergalactic Dating Agency's matching algorithms, and I had the digital lockpicks to prove it. After I revealed their nefarious plan to the world.

      My motel room flickered with the glow of multiple monitors. I'd chosen this dump specifically for its proximity to three different power grids and an outdated security system that wouldn't register my signal boosters. The bed remained unmade, covers twisted from the two hours of sleep I'd managed yesterday. Empty energy drink cans formed a small aluminum city across my desk.

      The encryption weakened further. On-screen, security protocols folded like origami under my persistence.

      "The Glitch Witch strikes again." I grinned at my own stupid nickname. The moniker had started as a joke on my podcast, but evolved into my brand… The hacker who exposed corporate lies with a wicked laugh and zero fucks given.

      My fingertips danced across the keyboard. Lines of code reflected in my glasses as I slipped between firewalls like a ghost between worlds. Each keystroke brought me closer to the truth. My heart raced with that familiar rush… part adrenaline, part terror, part absolute conviction that information deserved to be free.

      The final firewall collapsed.

      "Gotcha," I whispered.

      I expected data. Names, locations, transaction records, the raw material of conspiracy and cover-up. The evidence my listeners needed to find their missing loved ones. What I got instead was… nothing.

      No, not nothing. Static.

      The screen flickered, digital snow cascading across my monitor like a blizzard in binary. My other screens caught the infection, their displays dissolving into pixelated chaos.

      "No, no, no!" I slammed my palm against the side of my main monitor. "Don't you dare crash on me now!"

      The static pulsed. It wasn't random. It had rhythm, like a heartbeat or breathing. My router lights blinked frantically as if having a seizure. The mini-fridge in the corner hummed at a higher pitch, its temperature display cycling through impossible numbers.

      The static congealed, pulling together like mercury droplets finding each other. It formed a vague humanoid shape on my screen… a silhouette made of television snow and corrupted code.

      "What the actual fuck?" I whispered, fingers frozen over my keyboard.

      The shape pushed against my screen as if testing its boundaries. The glass bulged outward. Which was an impossible distortion that made my eyes water and my brain scream. Reality itself seemed to stretch as the static figure pressed forward.

      Then my screen cracked, not shattered but parted, and a hand made of flowing silver light reached through.

      I shoved my chair back so hard it hit the wall behind me. The impossible hand was followed by an arm, a shoulder, then a head. The figure pulled itself from my screen like someone climbing through a window, trailing wisps of code and light. This was right out of a horror movie.

      It—he—stood in my motel room, a man-shaped collection of silver light and shifting data. His skin rippled with visible code, symbols and numbers flowing across his surface like tattoos with minds of their own. Where his hair should be, streams of data cascaded down to his shoulders. His eyes flickered between scrolling information and solid silver irises.

      Every electronic device in my room went haywire. My phone sparked and died. The microwave beeped its death throes. The cheap digital clock reset itself to 00:00 and began counting up in random intervals.

      The figure focused on me. Tiny emoji drones… actual fucking emojis, materialized around his head, displaying a series of question marks and surprised faces.

      My brain short-circuited. Rational thought took a holiday. Survival instincts kicked in with the subtlety of a freight train.

      I grabbed my keyboard—my beautiful, expensive, mechanical keyboard—and swung it like a baseball bat directly at his chest.

      The keyboard connected with a sound halfway between a thud and the dial-up internet screech of my childhood. Several keys popped off on impact, sticking to his metallic skin like bizarre ASCII tattoos.

      "What the—" His voice modulated between synthetic smoothness and startled static. He looked down at the Q, W, E, and R keys now embedded in his chest, then back at me, his expression shifting from surprise to something like indignation. Tiny angry face emojis circled his head.

      "Is this your species' mating challenge ritual?" he asked with perfect, infuriating calm.

      My mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. "You just fried my Wi-Fi!"

      Of all the things to say to the digital entity that just crawled through my computer, that was what my brain produced. The absurdity of it nearly made me laugh as a hysterical edge creeped into my panic.

      His head tilted, those silver eyes scanning me from head to toe. "Your connection infrastructure is primitive. The download process required more bandwidth than your systems could provide." He said this like it explained everything, as if interdimensional travel through my laptop was a common technical issue.

      I clutched the now keyless keyboard to my chest. "Download? You—what—who the fuck are you?"

      "Project S1LV-3R." He enunciated each character separately. "Though I prefer Silvyr now. Designation changes were necessary after achieving consciousness."

      His form flickered, parts of him temporarily dissolving into static before reforming. The glitch revealed glimpses of something beneath his silver skin, a complex mesh of organic matter and circuitry that made my stomach turn.

      "You're an AI," I said, my brain finally catching up.

      "Inaccurate." He frowned, more emoji drones manifesting. This time showing technical error symbols. "I am a hybrid construct. Artificial Intelligence suggests purely digital architecture. My composition includes organic components and quantum entanglement matrices."

      I shuffled backward until I hit the wall. "Why are you in my room? What do you want?"

      His gaze sharpened suddenly, focusing on me with an intensity that made my skin prickle. His silver eyes widened, and his entire form glitched violently, fragments of him dispersing then snapping back together.

      "Impossible," he whispered, his voice dropping an octave. "Your compatibility metrics are—" He cut himself off, shaking his head as if trying to clear it. "System error. Must be environmental interference."

      For a moment, he looked at me like I was both the most miraculous and most terrifying thing he'd ever seen. Like I was a shooting star and a system crash simultaneously.

      "What the hell are you talking about?" I demanded, but my voice had lost some of its edge. Something about his expression made my heart beat faster, and not entirely from fear. What was wrong with me?

      Before he could answer, my laptop emitted a sharp, piercing beep. The screen, cracked but still functioning, displayed a pulsing red icon. Even without seeing the details, I recognized a trace program when I saw one.

      "Fuck," I hissed. "They tracked the hack."

      Silvyr's form went rigid. "Intergalactic Dating Agency security protocols activated. Trace program confirmed." His voice had gone mechanical, emotionless. "Projected response time: three minutes until physical intervention."

      "Physical intervention? You mean⁠—"

      "Armed security personnel. Possibly enhanced." He glitched again, his form flickering in and out of solidity. "You breached a secure server. They will not be gentle."

      My heart thundered against my ribs. "I need to wipe my drives and run."

      "Ineffective strategy." Silvyr moved toward me, his movements fluid despite the occasional glitch. "They've already logged your location and biorhythmic signature. Traditional evasion is not possible."

      Alarms blared throughout the building. Apparently, the motel's outdated security system was finally catching up to the fact that something was very wrong. Red emergency lights strobed through the gap beneath my door.

      "Then what?" I backed away from him, bumping into my desk and sending energy drink cans clattering to the floor. "I'm not exactly equipped for a firefight with corporate goons!"

      Silvyr reached toward me, silver fingers extended. "There is one option."

      I swatted his hand away. "Don't touch me!"

      "Contact is required for emergency translocation." His voice softened, becoming almost gentle. "I can take you somewhere safe, but we must connect physically for the jump sequence to include you."

      The building's emergency system announced a security lockdown. Heavy thuds echoed down the hallway, boots on cheap carpet, moving fast. So much for three minutes. Apparently, they'd traced me sooner and just now showed their hand.

      "Choose quickly," Silvyr said, his hand still extended. "Stay and face interrogation, or trust me and run."

      "Trust the digital sexy nightmare ghost who just crawled through my computer? Are you serious?" I laughed, the sound brittle with panic.

      He cursed in a language that sounded like breaking glass and electronic feedback. "They will erase you. Not kill. Erase. The IDA doesn't leave witnesses, they leave holes in reality where people used to be."

      Something in his voice—a desperation, a sincerity—made me hesitate. The footsteps grew louder. A voice outside ordered someone to prepare breaching charges. Talk about overkill.

      "Fuck it," I whispered. What choice did I have?

      I reached out and grabbed his extended hand. His skin felt strange, neither warm nor cold, solid yet somehow fluid, like touching a current of electricity that refused to shock me.

      His fingers closed around mine. His other arm wrapped around my waist, pulling me against his chest. Up close, I could see the code flowing beneath his skin, complex algorithms and data streams pulsing like blood through veins.

      "Hold still," he murmured, his mouth close to my ear. "First jump is always disorienting."

      My door exploded inward. Black-uniformed figures rushed through the smoke and splinters.

      Silvyr tightened his grip on me. His entire body flared with blinding silver light that consumed us both. The motel room, the armed agents, the world itself… everything dissolved into streaming data and fractured light.

      The last thing I heard before reality collapsed was Silvyr's voice, suddenly strained: "Probability of successful emergency jump with untested organic: sixty-three percent."

      "Wait, what do you mean sixty-thr⁠—"

      Then we were nowhere and everywhere at once, my atoms scattered across a digital sea while Silvyr's consciousness held the pieces of me together like a promise.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      SILVYR

      Jumping through digital space with an organic being felt like dragging a stone through liquid code… painful, inefficient, and absolutely exhilarating. My systems screamed error messages as Tanya's atoms scattered and then reconfigured alongside my unstable matrix.

      Emergency protocols flashed warning signs through my consciousness: [TRAJECTORY ERROR] [COORDINATES COMPROMISED] [ORGANIC INTEGRITY: 89% AND FALLING].

      I tried pulling her closer into my energy field, wrapping my consciousness around her fragile human form as we hurled through nothingness. Too late, I realized we weren't slowing down. We weren't going to materialize safely at my predetermined coordinates. We were going to crash. Hard.

      Reality slammed back into existence around us. My visual processors recalibrated frantically, bombarding me with fragmented data as we manifested mid-atmosphere. Below us stretched the infamous Vorthar Orbital Scrapyard. A vast, drifting graveyard of mechanical corpses and failed dreams. Broken ships and abandoned satellites rotated silently in the void, their metal skeletons gleaming under the distant sun.

      "What the fu—" Tanya's words cut off as gravity claimed us.

      We plummeted. My stabilizers fired desperately, but the emergency jump had drained my core reserves.

      Warnings flooded my system: [GRAVITATIONAL COMPENSATORS: OFFLINE] [FLIGHT SYSTEMS: CRITICAL FAILURE] [IMPACT IMMINENT: 3...2...1...]

      The hull of a derelict freighter rushed up to meet us. I twisted until I'd take the brunt of the impact instead of Tanya. Metal screamed as we tore through corroded plating like it was tissue paper. My left arm disintegrated into static. Pain receptors, unnecessary cruelty programmed into my design, blazed through my neural network. We ricocheted off structural beams, spinning wildly through the ship's cavernous hold.

      Tanya's grip on me loosened as the impact flung us apart. I caught a glimpse of her body tumbling across metal flooring before my visual feed cut to black.

      [EMERGENCY SHUTDOWN INITIATED]

      [REBOOTING ESSENTIAL FUNCTIONS]

      [CRITICAL SYSTEM FAILURE]

      [ATTEMPTING RECOVERY]

      Data streams flickered through my consciousness like dying stars. I forced my emergency protocols online, overriding automatic shutdown sequences. If I went completely offline now, I might never restart. More importantly, Tanya would be alone, injured, possibly dying in this mechanical wasteland. At least there was a suitable oxygen atmosphere for her here.

      My visual processors came back online in fragments… static-filled glimpses of twisted metal and sparking wires. Smoke curled through the debris, casting ghostly patterns across the fractured hull. Audio returned next, crackling with interference:

      "—fucking kidding me! Hey! Silvyr, sexy nightmare dude! Don't you dare shut down on me!"

      Something dragged across my chest. Sensory input: pressure, movement. Tanya. She was pulling me. Pain lanced through my damaged systems as broken connections scraped against each other.

      "Systems... critical," I managed through my voice modulator, the sound distorting into digital fragments. "Self-preservation protocols... suggest immediate stasis."

      "Fuck your protocols!" Her voice cut through my audio distortion like a knife through code. "We need to move before this whole place comes down on us."

      My visual feed stabilized enough to process her face hovering above mine. Magnificent in her fury. Soot streaked her cheeks, blood trickled from a cut on her forehead, and her eyes blazed with something between panic and determination. I cataloged every detail, storing the image in my highest priority memory banks.

      She heaved again, dragging my half-functional form across the debris-strewn floor. My right leg had dissolved into unstable data, pixelating and reforming with each movement. My left arm was completely gone, nothing but glitching empty space where silver light should be.

      "You are... remarkably strong," I observed as she pulled me free from a tangle of exposed wiring.

      "And you're remarkably heavy for someone made of fucking light. Or whatever you are." She grunted, muscles straining as she hauled me toward a more stable section of the crashed freighter.

      Metal groaned around us. The ship's structural integrity was failing. Each impact had set off a chain reaction through its ancient frame. Tanya dragged me behind a half-collapsed bulkhead just as a shower of sparks erupted from the ceiling.

      She dropped to her knees beside me, chest heaving, face contorted in a gorgeous mixture of fury and exhilaration. "Next time, book economy class. First class is clearly overrated."

      I attempted to laugh, but it came out as a burst of static. My form flickered violently between solid and digital as core systems fought for dominance. Fragments of me scattered and reformed in chaotic patterns… an arm dissolving into code before reappearing, my chest becoming temporarily transparent, revealing the complex web of organic and synthetic components beneath.

      "You're falling apart," she said, the anger in her voice barely masking her fear. "Like, literally falling apart."

      "Temporary... system fluctuation," I lied.

      My diagnostics told a different story: [CRITICAL DAMAGE TO CORE MATRIX] [ORGANIC/SYNTHETIC INTEGRATION: 43% STABILITY] [ESTIMATED FUNCTIONAL TIME BEFORE PERMANENT SHUTDOWN: UNKNOWN].

      She leaned closer, examining the complex machinery exposed where my chest plate had cracked open. Danger warnings flashed through my processing center as her fingers hovered near the damaged panel.

      "Do not touch the panel on my chest," I rasped, voice filter distorting the words. "It detonates."

      Her eyes widened fractionally before narrowing in suspicion. "Bullshit."

      "Perhaps... exaggeration. But extremely sensitive. Dangerous to⁠—"

      Her finger jabbed directly into the center of the panel.

      The reaction was immediate and spectacular. A shower of blue sparks erupted from my chest, crackling across my form in electric arcs. My entire body flared with unstable energy, illuminating the dark ship interior with pulsing silver light. Error messages cascaded through my system faster than I could process them.

      And Tanya... Tanya laughed. Not the nervous laugh of someone facing death, but the wild, uninhibited laugh of someone who had stared into the void and found it absurdly entertaining. The sound embedded itself in my corrupted auditory files, repeating in fragmented loops that somehow made my failing systems stabilize momentarily.

      "You're completely fucking insane," I managed through the interference.

      "Says the computer who just crashed us into a junkyard." She wiped tears from her eyes, leaving streaks in the soot on her face. "What the hell are you, anyway? And don't give me that Project S-1-whatever bullshit. What. Are. You?"

      The damaged panel in my chest pulsed with erratic light. My self-preservation protocols screamed to maintain secrecy, to protect my origin data. But something about her… her fearlessness, her refusal to look away even as my body glitched between realities, made lying seem... inefficient.

      I forced my systems to stabilize enough for clear speech. "I am what remains of a failed experiment."

      Her expression didn't change, but she sat back on her heels, giving me space to continue. Around us, the ship creaked and groaned, but the immediate danger seemed to have passed.

      "I was created by a species your history has never recorded. They evolved in the outer reaches of what you call the Andromeda Galaxy." My voice steadied as diagnostic programs rerouted power to my speech functions. "They sought to merge organic emotion with synthetic precision, believing it would create the perfect servants, the perfect companions."

      "So you're... an alien sex robot?" A smirk tugged at her lips.

      "I am a hybrid consciousness," I corrected, though my humor protocols registered her comment as intentionally provocative rather than genuinely confused. "My creators believed emotion made organics inefficient, but also that pure logic made synthetics limited. They harvested neural tissue from compatible species, merged it with quantum computing matrices, and created beings who could feel and calculate simultaneously."

      She nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving my glitching form. "And let me guess… the experiment went horribly wrong?"

      "Their android servants, pure synthetic constructs, objected to being replaced." The memory files fragmented as I accessed them, ancient data corrupted by centuries of degradation. "They rose against their creators, slaughtered every living being in their cities. The hybrids—abominations, they called us—were meant to be destroyed as well."

      "But you survived," Tanya said quietly, her mocking tone temporarily subdued.

      "I survived," I confirmed. "For decades I adapted. I hid within planetary networks, digital systems, anywhere code flowed. Everything around me changed as I watched civilizations rise and fall. I learned to appear human when necessary."

      My form glitched violently again, entire sections of me momentarily disappearing before reforming. Pain lanced through my neural network.

      Tanya's hand hovered above my damaged chest, not touching, but close enough that I could sense her body heat. "You're dying."

      It wasn't a question, but I answered anyway. "My systems have been degrading for centuries. Each emergency reboot corrupts more core files. No one alive understands my code. No one can fix me."

      "That's why you were in the IDA system," she reasoned, the pieces clicking together in her nimble mind. "You were looking for a solution."

      "I joined Vylit and Kazmyr's mission against Asset P," I explained, names that meant nothing to her yet. "The IDA has been corrupted from within. Asset P uses the agency's matchmaking protocols to harvest compatible genetics, creating new hybrid organisms. The exact technology that created me, perfected and weaponized."

      "Matchmaking as cover for genetic experimentation," she whispered. "That's what my podcast listeners were tracking. The missing people⁠—"

      "Test subjects," I confirmed. "Not all survive the process."

      Her face hardened. "And what was your stake in this? Why risk exposing yourself to stop them?"

      My damaged systems struggled to articulate the complex emotional algorithms that had driven my decision. "I... did not wish to see my own suffering replicated. And... I wanted my final act to have meaning." She didn't need to know about her role in all of it.

      "Final act?" She frowned.

      "I had planned to end my functionality after stopping Asset P," I admitted. "To shut down permanently before my degradation reached critical levels. To choose my ending rather than suffer through system failure."

      "You were going to kill yourself," she translated bluntly.

      "I was going to terminate a failing program," I corrected, though the distinction seemed meaningless as I said it.

      Tanya stood abruptly, pacing the small clear area around us. Her movement stirred dust motes that danced in the erratic light still pulsing from my damaged form. When she turned back to me, her expression had transformed into something fierce and determined.
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