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      Nya's pulse raced. The logo for her new client WorldWide Holdings flashed on her smart phone screen. A bold, red exclamation point rested next to the notification icon. Her fingers itched to unlock the screen. She forced her focus back on the camera to finish her recording. "Thank you for a fun semester. When your peers are looking for class recommendations in the fall, tell them to check out Professor Scales, API documentation with a side of sci-fi. Have a wonderful summer."

      Small beads of sweat pooled on the small of her back as she pressed the button on the remote in her left hand. Recording the final videos for her course felt bittersweet. She loved working in technology, but nothing prepared her for loving education. Teaching the students of Morgan State University filled her with such satisfaction. Sharing her appreciation for the power of words gave her a rush.

      Beep. Beep. The kind of rush she preferred. Without the threat of an international economic crisis due to shoddy cyber security. She counted backwards from nine. No need to work herself up when the text might not be bad.

      [Nya. Please get to HQ soon as you can. The worst scenario has happened. We're sending Wyatt Taylor to make sure you arrive unharmed. Here is his picture. - Eliza]

      A picture of an attractive red-haired, ruddy man almost smiled up from her screen. Wyatt Taylor. Kind eyes, Mr. Taylor.

      Nya shook her head. She emailed Wyatt's photo to security so he'd be allowed on campus. Small goose bumps erupted up her arm and spread across the expanse of her torso. Her feet moved her down the empty corridors of the school toward her dean's office. Dean Thompson referred her to speak as a cyber security expert at the online conference sponsored by WorldWide Holdings. He'd taught Eliza several years ago.

      Nya wanted to tell him about the dangerous code she found injected in the open source project Eliza customized for her company. Code Nya needed to debug and isolate. No big deal. Debug the program before every customer of any company using the project opened their bank accounts to a zero balance.

      Frustration crept up and down her spine. Her desire to tell Dean Thompson meant nothing. Thanks to the nondisclosure agreement, her dad had to be the only one who knew how much danger Nya's discovery posed to herself and the world.

      Inhale. Exhale.

      The weeks right after the spring semester before the summer activities began were quiet. Almost as if the school's campus needed a moment to breathe between the hustle and bustle of educating the minds of tomorrow's leaders. Young minds, she looked forward to shaping. She and Karim were supposed to be breathing in each other's love on their honeymoon before she returned.

      Tap. Tap. Tap.

      "Come in," Dean Thompson's booming voice called to her.

      "Dr. Thompson, I'm going to be needing those two weeks before my second summer course we discussed." Nya stood in front of his desk.

      His kind eyes opened. "Is that right? Glad you two changed your mind."

      "Yes, sir. I'll be back the Wednesday prior." Nya swallowed the doubt, attempting to lodge a knot in her throat.

      He stood with a familiar pause for the injury to his knee from his days playing football with her father for the Morgan State University Bears. "Very well. I'll get in touch with your father if you're needed. I promised him we'd look out for you."

      "Of course." Nya nodded. "Thank you for the referral. I've learned so much working with Eliza."

      Dr. Thompson nodded. "Have a safe sabbatical, Professor Scales."

      "Yes sir," Nya backed out of the office of the man everyone called the 'gentle giant'.

      Knock. Knock. She recognized the alert from campus security on her phone. A visitor. She forced herself not to turn and sprint to her office. A vibration from her phone interrupted her thoughts. Her head down, she chuckled at the irony of doing something she scolded her students not to do. Text while walking.

      [Nya, we've confirmed that your location and identification have been leaked and someone is going to try to find you. We don't know who is coming for you, so don't trust anyone who isn't Wyatt. Any idea how long it'll take for you to arrive?-Eliza]

      [I'll be there by the day after tomorrow, Eliza.-Nya]

      They knew her name. Her hair color. Height. Eye color. Where she worked. They were looking for her. To do what?

      Having a Dad who retired from the CIA made her appreciate preparation. Losing her mom made her value safety. Her Dad wanted her to do something safe with her technology degree like create video games. She wanted to help save the world. Just like him. So she poured all of her passion for tech into cyber security.

      The echo of her footsteps bounced around the hallway as Nya made her way toward her small office. Knowing criminals were 'trying to find her' made creating code for video games sound much better than trying to save the world. Maybe her dad had been right. Soon as this ended, she planned on joining some video game coding challenges.

      Peace flooded her mind as she remembered the disguise bag her dad told her to stash near her office when she told him about contracting with Worldwide Holdings. They'd laughed while coming up with the disguise. He'd laughed at the corny self made meme she sent before she stashed it that said 'Better safe than deleted.'

      He'd never answered the phone as fast as he did the night she told him what she found. Uncovering destructive code in the source files of her client's new software placed the financial information of millions -- and her life -- in jeopardy. No one calmed her fears and eased her anxiety like her dad.

      Loud footsteps in the hall pulled Nya from her thoughts. Dr. Thompson's steps were slower. Less harried. Sure.

      Nya darted into her office. She grabbed her purse and backpack. She slipped from her office into the custodian's closet. Thoughts raced through her mind as small beads of sweat in the small of her back turned into a wet spot. Her shirt clung to her skin.

      The visitor alert sounded on her phone. Again. Her breath caught in her throat. Sweat made the phone slippery as she silenced the treacherous device.

      The footsteps paused outside of the recording room. A prayer for guidance lifted from her heart. She needed a plan. She needed to see the person in the hallway without being seen.

      The outline of an average height dark-haired man passed the closet. Moments later, she heard a new set of steps. Two people in the middle of the day in her department. She smelled the trouble in the air.

      A third set of familiar footsteps paused outside of her classroom. Relief flooded her when she saw the familiar silhouette of a tall man with a fade haircut walk by the closet. Without waiting to second guess herself, Nya opened the door and ran smack dab into the chest of her new husband. He smelled like cinnamon, steel, and safety.
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      Karim braced himself to make contact with the hard linoleum floor. Shock covered his face as he recognized his bulldozer and wife. In seconds, he found himself yanked from his fall and stuffed with her in the cleaning supply room. Enticing thoughts about the beautiful light brown woman filled his mind.

      "Babe, we're in trouble."

      Karim shook the sexy thoughts from his mind before they traveled farther south. He needed to focus. "Why are we in here?"

      "You okay?" Nya whispered. She pulled a large wig with jet black hair from a bag hanging from the wall.

      Karim watched in confusion as she pulled the wig over her tightly coiled hair.

      "Two other people are in the building? Eliza told me-"

      Karim raised his finger to his lips and pointed to the wall in the direction of her classroom. Foreign words and anger were heard between grunts and banging.

      "Is he tearing up my office? The nerve." Nya yanked the wig down and lunged toward the wall. "Sounds like two squirrels fighting over the last acorn."

      Karim suppressed a smile. Her feisty disposition, where most people showed fear, intrigued him. "Be glad you weren't in there."

      "Please, whoever Wyatt is fighting doesn't want to wrestle with me." Nya balled her fists up. "He'd be dazed and confused after meeting my fisticuffs."

      Karim shook his head. "No, you could be dead after meeting a bullet. Your Dad text me. He said assassins don't fight. They kill. We have to get out of here."

      The smell of the cleaning supplies reminded Karim more of spearmint and leaves than the chemical odor he expected. A muffled cracking sound cut through the silence. Thump.

      Watching Nya fume at the wall, he clamped his mouth shut when the rustling sounds stopped. His respect for Nya rose another notch. She finished donning her disguise. Big sunglasses. Bright pink lipstick and blush replaced her flawless bare face.  An over sized graphic tee covered her fitted blouse complete with a pregnancy belly which hid her mini backpack purse. He clamped his hand down over her mouth when the faint footsteps came closer to the closet.

      Her eyes closed. The lids moved. He felt her lips making tiny movements under his hand. As if she were talking to herself. Karim recognized the focus in her eyes when they reopened. Nya shocked him by praying.

      The sound of footsteps and voices filled the hallway again. Raised voices filled the silence. Karim removed his hand from Nya's mouth. She stacked three crates on top of each other and two more next to them. In seconds, she stood on top of the three crates to see out of the window. She motioned for Karim to stand on the one next to her.

      Karim memorized the back of the head of a man being approached by three campus police officers. "So, when are you due?"

      "Very soon." Nya pointed at the patrol car approaching the assassin's car. "Where's Wyatt?"

      Karim stepped down. "Going to check your classroom. Be right back."

      "Be careful." Nya continued staring out of the window.

      The smell of sweat and blood met Karim at the door. A pile of limbs crumpled over a ball of red hair lay in the middle of the disarray. Wyatt? Never mind a security guard. Nya needed a detail. Karim ran back to the closet. He flung the door open. "Let's go!"

      "Wyatt?"

      Karim followed her line-of-sight back to the killer outside. "Now, Nya."

      "They're giving him an escort off-campus." Nya pointed to a second patrol car entering the row of cars, leaving just enough space for the assassin to exit his parking space. "The other patrol car is coming, so he has someone in front and behind him."

      "Why?"

      "We have a strict visitor clearance policy during campus lock downs. Had a few large donation items stolen before they implemented the new policy. He didn't enter through the main security gate because you have to have a faculty member vouch for you when we're in lockdown. The way I did for you and Wyatt." Her breath caught in her throat.

      Karim shook his head. "Killer might not have come alone. Get your stuff, let's go."

      "I have to let them know." Nya's eyes teared up.

      Karim cleared his throat.. "They'll find him."

      "Find... Let's get out of here." Nya checked her wig, makeup, and sunglasses in the selfie camera on her phone.

      Karim shook his head. "We're going to your car in the parking garage?"

      "Yeah," Nya mumbled.
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      Nya took the disguise bag down from the hook. She stuffed it into the trash can. "We need to get going if I'm going to make it to the facility by the day after tomorrow."

      "What flight takes that long to get from Maryland to right outside of Georgia?" Confusion covered Karim's face.

      Nya scoffed. "No flight, Babe."

      Karim shook his head.

      "Flights are for people who aren't being hunted by cyber criminals. We can't use anything with any technology." Nya sighed. "I can't apologize enough."

      Karim blew her a kiss. "In ransom ware and infusion. Too soon for death."

      "That's intrusion. You're sexy when you get all protective." Nya shook her head. "We need to leave the building... Avoid all the security cameras in case they've hacked into the system. Then drive to the HQ. No planes. No trains. No technology adapted automobiles. I'd opt for a covered wagon if possible."

      "We can reschedule." Karim said.

      "Not too late to annul. Mild-mannered professors don't delay wedding celebrations."

      "You're not overdoing it."

      Nya wiped away a tear.

      "We're doing this together." Karim said. "In sickness and ant logs."

      "Funny." Nya adjusted her pregnancy belly.

      "Those companies have so many security mechanisms in place." Karim kissed Nya's cheek. "Private jets are different from commercial flights. You sure WorldWide Holdings can't..."

      "All those cameras. Putting too many other people at risk. These people injected phantom scripts into open-source code that has been used as the building block for hundreds if not thousands of software products. From smart phones to smart speakers and both of our car's operating systems. One deployment from them could bring the world crashing down." Nya crossed her arms. "And a plane or two. Not worth it. So it's off to midnight express. We worked on her for months, just in case."

      "Just in case," Karim pulled her close. "And all of those long hours paid off."

      "Thought you weren't the keep 'em barefoot and pregnant type." Nya rested her forehead on his chest. "I'm ready to deliver any moment."

      Karim's easy smile faded. Concern replaced the look of doubt on his face. "So, how do you plan to get to Eliza to stop all of this? How did you even find the code?"

      "I'm the best." Nya stuck her tongue out at him.

      Karim raised his left eyebrow. "You finally stopped shaking."

      "I did?" Nya wanted to be far away from campus as soon as possible. "Eliza knows I'm capable of doing what she hired me to do."

      Karim, "You really are the best."

      "That goes double for me with you and Leona." Nya changed her posture to mimic that of a woman close to the end of her pregnancy. "When we leave the closet, go to the right toward my office, then turn into the exit to take the stairs. Stay as close as possible to the wall. I'll lead you down the stairwell. Then meet you at your car."

      "I'm not leaving you. We're going to your car." Karim pulled his phone from his pocket. He pressed a few buttons. "Together."

      Nya's shoulders relaxed a bit. "My car. Together?"

      Karim exited the cleaning supply closet.

      Nya opened the door and made her way to the stairwell. She sighed as she straightened her posture. She moved with quiet grace and precision down the stairs.

      "You're sexy when you escape assassins." Karim winked.

      Nya smiled and shook her head. She hoped he'd still be flirting with her after going to her car. "I know this seems like a lot. I just didn't want to take a chance to be seen on a surveillance camera. Even if whoever did this is not on campus anymore. The guards have wives. Families. You saw what happened to Wyatt."

      "Yes. The assassin folded him like clothes at the mall on display."

      "Those security guards didn't." Nya held back her nervous chuckle. She loved his inappropriate sense of humor. He knew it helped calm her nerves. "And I don't want them to die on account of me."

      Karim cleared his throat.

      Nya assumed the posture of a pregnant lady, then stepped outside of the door.
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      Karim watched his wife waddle. He'd never admired a woman so much. "Next stop your car."

      Nya sighed. "Then midnight express."

      "If you want to, you can wait in my car and I'll grab whatever you need," Karim said.

      She shook her head. "Thanks, Babe. But its gotta be me."

      "You won't hear me say this often." Karim said. "Let's make it quick."

      Nya gave him a nervous smile. "You're so naughty."

      "And you love it."

      Nya blew him a kiss.

      "And you're sure Eliza can't arrange for a private jet to take us to her facility? A plane could have us there in less than three hours." Karim positioned himself next to Nya like a doting husband helping his pregnant wife.

      Nya took the hand he offered to hold as they turned the corner from the back of the building. They to walked toward the North Campus parking garage. "Us and everyone involved would die on that flight."

      "Damn. Everybody?!" Karim nodded at a couple walking by toward the student union building. "We rely a bit too much on software. Some stuff should stay analog."

      Nya's hand tensed and relaxed. "The scripts they wrote were brilliant. Sometimes brilliance comes with sociopathy. I know me and my dad sounded crazy walking you through all the preparation drills, but him working for the government made his loved ones potential targets. We've been running what ifs since I was eleven."

      "When your mom died." Karim said.

      Nya's shoulders sagged a bit. "Yep. "

      Karim squeezed his wife's hand. He raised it to his lips. "Let's go in like we're taking the elevator, then sneak up to your car using the stairs. To avoid the security cameras."

      "You know how much your mind turns me on." Nya said.

      Karim smiled. "Save it for later, Mrs. Tocome."

      Nya returned his smile as they bypassed the elevator in the parking garage and entered the stairwell. When they reached the third floor, Nya crouched down by the door. She looked through the window and pulled a device from her purse. "Can you stand in front of me and open the door when I give you the signal?"

      "What's the signal?" Karim said.

      Nya gave him a sultry look. "I'll touch your butt."

      "Don't start what you can't finish."

      Nya smiled. "Never have I ever, Mr. Tocome. Can you see anyone near my car?"

      "No." Karim's shoulders tensed as he looked around. He felt his wife's hand caress his butt.

      Nya raised a device in her hand. She stood on her tiptoes and pressed what looked like a piece of putty on the top of the door. "Open the door."

      "Okay." Karim stood so close to Nya he felt the front of her fake baby bump. His breath caught in his throat as a realistic holograph of Nya walked through the door.

      Nya's breath tickled the back of his neck. "Let the door close."

      "Wait till I get you alone, tonight." Karim crouched down behind Nya and watched her image walk toward her car.

      Karim's arousal stirred as he realized the footsteps he heard matched the cadence of the holograph. His woman thought of everything. He wondered if she'd coded a holograph to carry stuff.

      "Can you take out the fob for my car, please?" Nya said.

      Karim pulled the small remote from his pocket. "Got it."

      "Great. When I nod, press the unlock button for me," Nya said, without turning her head toward him.

      Karim cleared his throat. "Yep."

      The sound of the footsteps stopped. Nya pressed a few buttons on the device, then nodded her head.

      Karim sighed. He pressed the unlock button on the fob. His mouth dropped open as the holograph appeared to climb into the car after Nya used her device to open and close the car door.

      Nya pulled the putty from above the door. She turned around and grabbed the fob from his hands. Without a word, she looked him in the eye. "Start back down the stairwell."

      "No, don't." Karim reached for the fob.

      Nya pulled the fob out of his reach as she pressed the ignition button.

      Karim grabbed her hand. As he darted toward the stairs.

      "I'm sorry, babe. That's why I wanted to make sure the floor was clear." Nya said as she followed him down the stairs.
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