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Chapter One
∞∞∞
 
Today I am interviewing for my dream job. Ever since my parents bought our first desktop I have been in love with all things tech. When my parents were alive both of them were computer engineers, so I came by it naturally.  I do not look like your stereotypical computer nerd. It is always a surprise to people when they find out that not only am I a girl computer nerd, but I am also a damn good one. I am short and curvy with long ash blonde hair. I don’t necessarily look prissy, but I definitely do give off a preppy look. Until I talk that is. My body can draw a man in, and as long as I keep my mouth shut, we are good. Problem is… I don’t keep my mouth shut. Needless to say, I am very much single. Men just want my body, not my mouth apparently.
I was drawn to cybersecurity in college when I started an internship in my first semester for a cybersecurity company, CyberShield. Within a week of interning for them, I changed my major from a master's in business administration to a master's in Cybersecurity management. I knew that changing to this major would be difficult in the sense of sexism. I stayed on as a paid intern with CyberShield until graduation one month ago. Fortunately, I can put six years down as a cyber security analyst on my résumé.
The sexism that I experience is an unfortunate thing that occurs when a man simply cannot fathom the idea of a woman doing something only a man should be doing or is capable of doing. What am I doing messing around with a computer when I could go in the kitchen and bake? I should pursue teaching or nursing instead, right?
When I worked for CyberShield as an intern, I was most often mistaken for the receptionist or anything other than a cyber security analyst. Luckily my boss did not put up with it because she loved to see women in this field. The only reason I cannot stay there is because they didn’t have any full-time positions and I can’t stay on as an intern. She got me this interview after multiple rejections based on sexism combined with my almost rape. She didn’t give me much information other than the company and job title, but I trust her judgment. This is a time when sexism is getting me somewhere. She hates that I have been ignored so many times just for being a woman. None of them have been subtle about it either. Let’s not forget the attempted assault.
I spent all of last night researching this company from how it got started and all the way through its history. CipherNet is in the top three in the digital security world so it is a big deal that not only did a college graduate score an interview with the company but that the owner, Elijah Davis, allowed it. I did not find anything that indicated that he was sexist as many of his employees are females, but he has a reputation for being a hard ass. Any time he is quoted, his answers are always blunt and crass, depending on the circumstances. Most often I get congratulations for the interview, but the moment they find out where I am interviewing, I immediately get pity, so that doesn’t make me feel great about walking into this building. Jennifer wouldn’t fuck me over though.
CipherNet’s ten-story building is located in downtown Olancha, Georgia. Being one of the most densely populated cities on the East Coast, the buildings are large, and the traffic is larger. It is not a big building by any means, but for a company that started from the ground up less than 10 years ago, it is fantastic.
I take a deep breath and finally force myself to walk forward to the front entrance of the building. I don’t know why I am this nervous. It is like any other interview, but this one could be life-changing. To go from a college student to a COO would be spectacular and unheard of. If a company sees past the fact that I’m a girl, I would be shot down because I just got out of college. I know that if they try and see past the technical details, they will see that I am exceptional at what I do. I am not arrogant, but I am confident in my abilities. I just hope that Mr. Davis gives me a chance to prove that. So far no one has gotten past my gender or where I went to school.
When I step into the building, I notice a reception desk about 30 feet from the front entrance. The lady sitting behind the desk gives off similar vibes that I do. The question is, are those vibes correct?
“How can I help you?” she asks in a sweet voice.
“Hi, yes! I am Evelyn Thompson. I am scheduled to have an interview with Elijah Davis this morning at nine-thirty. I was told by his assistant to speak with the front desk.” She looks at her computer and clicks around for a moment.
“Ah, yes. I see you here,” she says with a smile. She is a happy little thing, or I am being judged. Who knows really? “Mr. Davis’s office is located on the tenth floor. He left notes for you to wait for him here and he will take you up since he is running a bit behind this morning. Have a seat. He should be here any moment. Would you like a coffee or water?”
“I am okay, thank you so much though!” I smile sweetly at her and walk to the small sitting area. I am wearing a black and red slim-fitting knee-length dress with matching red heels that make a beautiful clicking sound when I walk across the clean white tiled floor. My best friend Amelia was the one who picked this outfit for me. She is a big advocate for dressing however you want, regardless of the situation, but obviously within normal boundaries of appropriateness. The dress is appropriate and gorgeous so it is only a bonus that it highlights my best features. I have no intention of using my looks to gain anything in life, but I am also not going to dull myself down for anyone. I am who I am and this is how I dress unless I am at home with Amelia. Then I am just a potato.
I am fighting off the nerves by looking over my printed resume for the hundredth time. I get restless and tuck it away inside my light pink leather folder on top of my planner. As I look up I see a tall broad-shouldered man walk in. He is wearing a flattering black Georgio Armani suit with dark blue accents on the tie. He has perfectly styled dark brown hair and he is gorgeous. He has muscles that nothing he wore could hide. His whole persona is oozing with confidence as he walks to the front desk. I peel my eyes away to see a text from Amelia.
Amelia: Kick ass today! Love you!
I smile and put my phone away just in time to see the beautiful man walk over to me. “Ms. Thompson?” he asks me with a deep voice that definitely matches his look deliciously.
“Yes,” I smile sweetly and stand to shake his hand.
“I am Elijah Davis. You can come up with me,” he smiles warmly. I gather my bag and folder to follow him towards the elevators. “I apologize for being late. I was running a bit behind this morning.”
“That’s quite all right! Better you than me I suppose,” I say with a smile. He grins at my joke, which calms my nerves.
“I suppose you are right. Did you find us okay?” he asks. He is so respectful. Where’s the catch?
“I did, yes! I’ve lived in the city or just outside of it my whole life, so I was already familiar with the location.” I answer as we step into the elevator. “I do have a physical copy of my resume when you get settled enough for it.” He switches his briefcase to his other hand.
“I can take it now,” he smiles. So far I don’t see the “hard ass” that everyone claimed him to be. Am I missing something or are people just dramatic?
I pull my resume out of my folder and hand it to him. I watch him closely as he looks over it, waiting to see the reaction that will indicate that he is disinterested. So far he looks impressed.
“You went to MIT?” he asks, trying his best to hide his surprise. It’s nice to see that he is aware that playing into that shock he has would be sexist.
“I did,” I reply. “I have a master's degree in cyber security management.”
“That is…” he stops himself from continuing his sentence, which makes me laugh at how he is trying to not stereotype me.
“Shocking?” I laugh. He smiles brightly at me, seemingly happy that I am understanding of his reaction.
“I was going to say impressive,” he smiles softly.
“I certainly don’t look the part. Oddly enough, it is the biggest deterrent that most companies have against me,” I say with a calm demeanor.
“Well, now I don’t feel as crappy,” he says with a grin as the elevator door opens and we step out. I follow him past a desk and into a large office, which I assume is his. “Please, have a seat,” he says, gesturing at the chairs in front of his desk. I take a seat and set my bag on the chair beside me and my folder in my lap so I can take notes if he doesn’t shut me down.
“Do you prefer Evelyn? I see in your letter of recommendation from the CEO of CyberShield that she is referring to you as Evie,” he says looking at the papers I handed him. He’s the first to actually read that letter. This is good.
“Yes! I go by Evie. Jennifer wrote the letter before she realized it should have said Evelyn,” I smile. I need to tone it down before he thinks that I am a psycho.
“How do you know Jennifer Williams?” he asks, already looking at the answer in my papers.
“I was an intern at CyberShield for six years,” I answer.
“Did you enjoy working for Jennifer?” he asks, looking back up at me as he leans back in his chair.
“I did. When I first started my internship, my major was originally supposed to be business administration, but within a week of being at her company, I switched my major to Cybersecurity management.”
“I assume that is not when you first got introduced to this field?” he asks. He is very attentive and unlike most people who interview me, he is actually paying attention to me and my answers.
“Oh, no. I have been around computers my entire life. Both of my parents were computer engineers,” I smile.
“Were?” he asks, already knowing my answer.
“Yes, they both passed away in a wreck when I was eighteen, right after I started college and switched my major.”
“I’m so sorry,” he frowns. “Despite that tragedy, you didn’t seem to let that affect your college education. You graduated at the top of your class?”
“Thank you, and yes. It was suffocating when they passed, but I knew they wouldn’t want me to ruin my college education over it. I grieved their loss by doing the absolute best I could do in memory of them.” I love the way he is watching me as I talk. Most people don’t have any interest in hearing about my parents dying or my education. Apparently, it’s too morbid.
His demeanor shifts slightly and I can tell where this is headed and try to prepare myself for the letdown.
“So, I am going to get straight to it here because I am not one to tiptoe around things. You have the education and experience in the field, but my concern is that you graduated a month ago,” he says with a much calmer attitude than I expected. He looks at me for a moment before continuing. “This is a massive undertaking to be a COO at your age.” He maintains a calm and content gaze on me.
“With all due respect Mr. Davis, I’m not very sure that my age should matter in this instance. You started this company when you were my age. So, if anybody should understand my capabilities, despite my age, it’s you,” I say with way more attitude than I intended. He tries to hide the amusement that my sass created as he continues to watch me for a moment. Against my better judgment, I don’t stop there. “I am confident in my ability to not only lead but also to navigate this field in its entirety. As a COO it would be my responsibility to complement not only your experience and expertise but also your vision for this company. I would be tasked with ensuring responsibilities are properly delegated and assist you in making these visions of yours flow into the company smoothly. There is no specific age where someone gains the ability to be able to take on that responsibility.” His level of amusement remains steady but his demeanor switches back to calmness. This is probably where the interview would go downhill if I hadn’t already been knocked out for being a woman. Most people do not like to be given answers that challenge their current thoughts. He breaks his gaze on me to rub his forehead. He sighs heavily when he looks back at me.
And down we go…
I try to hide my disappointment. Up until now, I thought the interview was going smoothly. “I’ve got to admit Evie… this is not how I expected this to go,” he says.
“I’m not sure if I should be happy or disappointed at that statement,” I admit flatly.
“It’s a good thing,” he says softly.
“Then I am glad I exceeded your expectations,” I chuckle. He returns my smile then leads forward and turns his attention to his computer and types for a moment before turning his attention back to me.
“Did you sign a nondisclosure agreement with CyberShield?” he asks.
“Yes,” I answer simply.
“Good,” he says. I am suddenly confused, so I simply narrow my eyes at him, trying to understand how that is relevant. He smiles again and looks at his computer. He scrolls through whatever it is that he is looking at as I continue to stare at him confused.
Elijah raises his eyebrows for a second, then leans back in his chair and continues his amused gaze on me for a few more moments before breaking the silence. “You have an assault charge on your record,” he states with a smirk.
Admittedly, this is the exact reaction I expected. I am also shocked we were at that point in the interview. I knew they had run my background because Jennifer told me they would. Being an older charge, I’m not concerned. It does shock people though.
“I do,” I try to not smile but it is kind of funny.
“I am intrigued as to how this charge came about,” he says and I lose my internal battle and a smile comes across my face.
“Uh… well… I had a bit of a disagreement with an ex. He shoved me… so I broke his nose. His dad just so happened to be the sheriff's oldest son, so I received six months of probation. I was reviewed by the college board because of the charge. They didn’t have an issue, so I was allowed to remain a student,” I answer honestly. He laughs heartily at my response. I smile at his laughter, understanding that again, I do not look the part.
“Answer me this, Evie. Where do you see yourself in ten years?” I could answer with some cheesy bullshit, but I decided to be a smart ass instead. No matter if I have the job or not, this answer won’t change anything.
“Here.” I smile at him sweetly. He grins at my answer then runs his hands down his face again with a slightly frustrated groan. I could be wrong, but I am sensing that he likes me for the job more than he expected or wanted to.
“Okay,” he says softly.
“Okay?” I mimic him, confused again. He sighs heavily then clicks a button on his computer. Elijah stands up and walks to the printer across the room to retrieve a paper as it comes out. When he sits back down he slides the paper to me and sits back in his chair.
“Read it and sign it,” he says softly, sitting back in his chair to study me. I furrow my eyebrow at him as I pick up the paper to read it. My heart jumps into my throat when I read what it says.
“This is a nondisclosure agreement?” I say, shocked. I look back up at him and he smiles.
“Sign it, Evie,” he says softly. I turn my attention back to the paper and read it in full before staring at the signature line for a moment. Is he about to hire me? I sign my name and lay the paper back on the desk and sit back in my seat. He pulls the paper back and signs next to my name. He keeps his eyes on me as he picks up his desk phone, presses a button, and puts the phone to his ear. “Hey. Can you come get this NDA and make a copy of it for me?… Thanks, Betty,” he says as he returns the phone to the receiver. Just before the door comes open his words stun me into silence. “I would like to offer you the position of COO for CipherNet,” he says. I stare at him in disbelief as an older woman comes in and takes the paper from the desk. When she exits the room, Elijah breaks the silence. “Are you surprised?” he asks with a smile. Fuck, that’s a nice smile.
“Um… I… yeah, that’s one way to put it,” I laugh and he smiles again.
“Your age is of no consequence to me. How you carry yourself and your level of confidence in your own abilities is what matters to me. I know you can do the job, but you have to know you can do the job. So… Do you accept it or would you like a few days to consider it? The position comes with full benefits and the salary is as it was listed on our website.” I stare at him for a few more seconds before shaking myself free of my shock.
“I don’t need any time. I accept,” I smile brighter than I intended. I try to contain my excitement, but I sense I’m not doing a very good job when he grins at me.
“Unless you have any prior commitments, I would like for you to start tomorrow. I just ask that we do the paperwork today,” he says.
“Uh. Yeah, let me step out and call my roommate so she doesn’t think someone murdered me and I can do that,” I smile and we stand at the same time.
“I’ll come down with you. I need to talk to the front desk so they can get you a badge and keys,” he says gesturing to the door. I grab my things and walk out of his office with him behind me.
“Keys?” I ask.
“Yes, keys,” he laughs then turns to an older lady at the desk outside his office and takes a paper from her, and hands it to me. “Thank you, Betty. You can just set her up a file. I will fill everything out when I get back.” she nods and we walk towards the elevator. I take notice that the paper is a copy of the NDA, and I slide it into my folder as the elevator opens.
“Why do I need keys?” I ask as we step into the elevator. He smiles and turns his attention to me.
“Because you are second in command of the second largest cyber security company on the East Coast and third in the country. That means you need to be able to at least unlock the front door,” he laughs.
“I’m sorry, I don’t really know what to say right now,” I laugh.
“You look extremely shocked. Admittedly it is interesting, considering how confident you are in your ability to do the job,” he says.
“I just… I’ve had over  15 interviews over the last six or so weeks prior to this, and I have never gotten past the fact that I am a woman,” I say. He frowns at my response. “I try to not pull the whole “woe is me, they’re discriminating” crap, but it was so painfully obvious in those interviews.”
“That seems a bit… sexiest,” he says.
“I’m used to getting stereotyped, unfortunately. I was lucky to be able to do my internship with Jennifer. Truth be told, I wish I had been able to stay on with her but she did not have any room to keep me without having to make me wait months.”
“I don’t know if I like that answer,” he laughs. I raise an eyebrow at him and he grins. “You know that Jennifer was in foster care as a child, correct?”
“I do…” I say slowly.
“My parents fostered her for three years and then legally adopted her. She’s my sister,” he smiles.
“That makes so much sense now,” I laugh.
“She talks shit about me, doesn’t she?” he asks.
“Uh… I feel like that falls under the NDA,” I say with a grin and he laughs again. “No, not really. She just said I wouldn’t face any issues with sexism here.”
“She said she was sending me someone to interview that she trusted. She wouldn’t tell me anything else though,” he shrugs.
“Yeah, I knew she got me the interview. She said to bring my resume and that was about it. I went and did my own research,” I smile.
“What did your research tell you?” he asks with a slight smirk.
“Well, an overwhelming amount of people claimed you to be a “hard ass”. I also found that you do not like the media,” I laugh.
“They only label me negatively because of the drama the CEO of CyberNet started. He is not my biggest fan,” he says, shaking his head. “He has a history of being abusive towards his ex-wife and I inadvertently made that public when someone from the media overheard a conversation I had with Jennifer.”
“Well, it sounds like he should keep his hands to himself and he wouldn’t have to worry about bad publicity,” I say with a shrug as the doors open up.
“I agree completely. I’ll wait for you. I’m going to bring you with me to do something before you do your paperwork,” he smiles and turns his attention to the front desk. I step outside and walk down the sidewalk a bit before pulling my phone out and texting Jennifer.
Me: You could have warned me he was your brother, asshole -_-
Jennifer: Ah, but it was more fun this way :) I assume you got the job?
Me: I did! About to do paperwork. Stepped out for a second to take a breather. I also need to call Amelia so she doesn’t send the cavalry after me for not letting her know where I am.
Jennifer: I am happy for you!
Me: Thanks! Glad he told me he was your brother. I would have made shit awkward really fast lol
Jennifer: Is that because you think he’s hot? Lol
Me: I shouldn’t have said that. I’m going to go now lol
Jennifer: It's okay to say you think my brother is sexy. I won’t be upset :D
Me: Goodbye, Jenn -_-
I can’t help but laugh at Jennifer and her crude humor. I was one of very few females she had come through the intern program, so we became close. I call Amelia and prepare myself for her exuberant response.
“Hello?” Amelia says.
“Hey, Beautiful,” I say happily.
“Give it to me straight, Evie. How sexist were they?” she asks
“I got the job,” I say slowly.
“Oh my god, Evie!” she yells excitedly.
“Jesus, woman. That was loud as fuck,” I laugh. “I just stepped out to call you so you don’t think someone chopped me up. I’m going back in to do paperwork in a second,” I say smiling.
“So, how hot is your boss? I read this morning that people think he’s sexy,” she asks about Elijah.
“He’s..” I abruptly stop talking when I turn back to the front entrance and see Elijah standing about ten feet behind me leaning against the brick wall, watching me. “He’s Jennifer’s brother,” I say, smiling at him. Absolutely no way I’m continuing that sentence.
“Did he just walk up?” she asks, laughing.
“Mhmm,” I say, still looking at Elijah. He is studying me again. He has this way of looking at me that warms my heart. Also turns me on. I should get that in check before I daydream about getting bent over his desk.
“Okay. Scale from one to ten?” she asks.
“Twenty,” I answer simply.
“I’ll change the subject so I don’t out you. I'm so fucking proud of you, Evie. Let’s go grab a drink tonight to celebrate, yeah?”
“Thank you, Amelia. Just one, but that sounds good. I’m going to go though. I’ll see you when you get off work,” I say.
“Okay, babe. Talk to you later.” She ends the call and I put my phone back in my purse.
“Is she always that loud?” he asks with a smile.
“When she’s excited, yes,” I say, laughing. I am secretly praying he didn’t hear anything else she said. “Why are you out here?” I ask. He smiles at me and then points behind me. When I turn around I see Jennifer walking up the sidewalk towards us. “Shit,” I grumble.
“She’s a bit forward, isn’t she?” he says, smiling like he knows what she texted me. I turn back to face Jennifer when I feel myself blush. Damnit, Jennifer.
“Hello Evie,” she says happily as she hugs me.
“Hi, Jennifer,” I sigh and narrow my eyes at her, making her laugh at my use of her full name. I know what she’s trying to do. She has mentioned more than once that she wanted to set me up with her brother. That is probably part of the reason she sent me here and why she didn’t tell me who he was.
“Why are you here, Jenn?” Elijah asks.
“I wanted to congratulate my favorite intern,” she grins.
“That’s a lie, considering you just did that over text,” I say bluntly.
Elijah hands me a badge and a set of keys but maintains a narrowed stare at his sister. “You annoy me,” he says to Jennifer and I laugh.
“She’s not as slick as she thinks she is,” I say and Elijah grins at me.
“You both love me though,” she laughs. “Also… I wanted to give Evie her last check so I didn’t have to mail it,” she says, handing me an envelope that I glance at to verify it is what she says it is, then I tuck it away in my folder.
“Why exactly didn’t you tell me anything about Evie?” he asks as he gestures to us to come inside. The three of us walk in. “You could have at least told me she was one of your interns or a friend.”
“I wanted you to hire her because you wanted to, not because I wanted you to. Also, I wanted her to not go into the interview biased in the case you were a sexist asshole like the rest of the people she has interviewed with,” she says as we step inside.
“You should know me well enough to know I am not sexist, Jenn. Half of my employees are women and I have never made my decisions based on gender,” he glares at her.
“That may be true, but some of the ones she’s interviewed with have said the same thing, but then the moment they see her they breeze through the interview and then never call her back. I never thought Andrew would do what he did, but he did,” she explains.
“He was the worst of them,” I frown.
“What did Andrew do?” Elijah asks. Jennifer looks at me, wanting me to answer, but I shake my head, wanting her to say it. Elijah turns to press the button for the elevator.
“Uh… In short, he said someone who looks like her should be on her knees for him rather than behind a computer,” she says slowly then glances at me, knowing I don’t want the full story said yet.
“I’m sorry? Andrew said that to you?” he asks me, shocked. I sense anger sneaking in.
“That is a very toned-down version of events, but yes. He never even looked at my resume or asked anything that was related to the job. Really nothing other than rather… personal things about me,” I say honestly. He takes a deep breath and slowly exhales, then shakes his head in disappointment at Andrew’s actions. The door opens to the elevator and we all get in. Elijah presses the button for the fifth floor.
“That is why I didn’t tell you anything. I knew the moment you saw her resume and spoke with her, that you’d hire her. if she knew you were my brother and then got the job, she would feel like she didn’t earn it, but she did earn it. She is very qualified for any position in this field. No one would give her the time of day simply because she is a beautiful woman. I guess she doesn’t look nerdy enough? Like that’s a requirement or something.”
“I won’t lie, I was definitely shocked,” he says. “But it’s only because MIT isn’t easy to get into regardless of gender.”
“Shocked is totally fine, Elijah. Propositioning a highly qualified woman for sex like she’s a prostitute is not fine,” she says bluntly. Elijah glances at me and I sigh, confirming what she said. The elevator door opens and Elijah and I step out while Jennifer stays. Elijah keeps his foot in the way of the door so the sensor will keep it open.
“Thank you, Jennifer,” he says softly. “Call me a little later, okay?”
“I will! Evie, congratulations again,” she smiles.
“Thank you,” I say, returning her smile. Elijah moves his foot to allow the door to shut and turns to me.
“I’m sorry Andrew did that. I thought he was a better man than that,” he frowns.
“Who is he to you?” I ask.
“Well until about two minutes ago he was my friend. Jennifer would probably stab me if she knew I told you this, but when she first got out of college and was looking for work, she was almost assaulted at one of her interviews. I offered for her to work with me and she said she wanted to make her own way, so she did,” he explains. Apparently, Jennifer and I share the same level of luck.
“Yeah, she told me when I first started setting up interviews. She warned me that I was going to get many “No’s” until I found the perfect company,” I smile.
“Well, I’m glad she sent you to me. She is correct in saying that you are highly qualified. Their loss is my gain, I suppose.” he turns to walk down the hallway.
“Are you really going to end a friendship over what he did?” I ask.
“Did or said?” he asks as he stops in the middle of the hallway and faces me.
“Uh… did. Technically,” I say carefully. Elijah tenses at my words, visibly mad over them.
“You don’t have to answer, but can I ask what he did?” he asks.
“I handed him my resume and he said, “a pretty girl like you should be working in a much different position for me.” I asked what position he felt like I should be in and he said “On your knees, if it were up to me.” I took my resume back and politely said I didn’t think the interview needed to go any further and excused myself. He uh… blocked me from getting out of the door and he started to walk towards me. I’m certain he was going to… do something awful to me. I could see it on his face on what he was about to do. His assistant came in to have him sign something so I took the opportunity and got out of there before he could grab me.
“I called Jennifer and told her everything and she came and picked me up so I didn’t have to wait on a rideshare alone,” I say quietly. “And then I assume she called you, because that evening she told me about the job and that she set the interview up for me with you. I haven’t had an interview since then because I was afraid of it happening again.”
“I am honestly at a loss for words. I’m so sorry he did that to you,” he frowns.
“It’s okay,” I smile softly. “I got out of there before he had a chance to show me his true intentions. Also, I sense you’re not taking this as well as you appear to be.”
“Uh no. Not as well as I appear,” he says with a warm and inviting smile.
“I am suddenly feeling afraid, for the safety of my would-be assailant,” I laugh.
“You are very observant, Evie,” he laughs and gestures for me to walk with me. “Come on. We have a quick staff meeting every day on this floor. The largest conference room is here. I am going to go ahead and tell everyone about you. I will still have everyone continue to come to me until you get settled. They can be a bit much sometimes,” he smiles and opens the door to the conference room.
I freeze for a moment when I see dozens and dozens of eyes looking at us. “Don’t worry,” he smiles at me again, easing my anxiety. I follow him up to the front. Many people are still watching us, but no one can hear us over the chatter in the room. “You look panicked,” he laughs.
“I didn’t expect to have so many people looking at me at one time,” I laugh with him.
“We have two hundred and seventeen employees, including you. I think we are only missing three people today,” he says.
“Oh. Only two hundred and thirteen people are looking at me,” I grin. “No big deal. Not like I didn’t get hired less than an hour ago.
He laughs and shakes his head. “I won’t make you talk today, don’t worry. I am just going to introduce you and give my updates. I am making you stay up here with me or they won’t pay attention to me though.”
“Why wouldn’t they pay attention?” I ask.
“Uh. I know my employees. Most of them are stereotypical nerds and you’re… their new boss,” he says after some hesitation.
“That is definitely not what you were going to say,” I giggle. “I’ll stay up here with you.”
“Much appreciated,” he smiles at me then turns his attention to everyone. In a few seconds, the room starts to get quiet when they notice Elijah is going to talk. “Good Morning everyone!” he says happily. Most mimic back his greeting. “As you all know, we have been without a COO for a while now. As of this morning, I have hired someone to fill that role. So, I would like for you all to meet the new COO of CipherNet. This is Evelyn Thompson. She is an MIT graduate with a master's degree in Cybersecurity management where she was at the top of her class. She also has six years of experience in cybersecurity. Until she gets settled, please continue to come to me. I will be setting up a meeting for Evelyn to meet the floor managers sometime next week. Now, if you come up to talk to me, you will get the chance to meet Evelyn, but please do not bombard her. I know everyone is eager to return to some form of normalcy, so let her get settled before you all rush her.” His words make many people laugh as if they have a history of rushing new people. “The only other update that I have is more of a threat,” I look at him confused until he continues. “We had another issue last night with someone trying to access the main server via hacking. Obviously, it was unsuccessful, but make no mistake when I say I will find out who is aiding in these situations. I do know someone here in this room for one reason or another gave this hacker access to their randomly generated PIN password. Considering this is a physical item and no one has reported theirs lost, it is a safe assumption that access to this device was given. If you are that person and you come to me before they gain access, I won’t pursue charges against you. You will be fired, but I understand if anyone illegally gets into the main server what you were doing is a felony and will land you in jail. “Does anyone have any questions relevant to anything I have said today?” One person raises their hand. “Go ahead, Jonathan.”
“Uh.” He hesitates when he looks at me and I smile. The only thing that was not covered about me was my age and considering the shock on people's faces right now they’re likely curious.
“I think he’s going to ask how old I am,” I say quietly to Elijah and he laughs.
“Jonathan, what do you want to know about Evelyn?” he asks kindly.
“A lot of us are curious about how old you are,” he says to me timidly.
“I will be twenty-five in a few weeks,” I say sweetly. “Is there anything else you all want to know?” I ask. He looks at Jonathan, clearly implying everyone has a lot of questions.
“It’s up to you,” he says quietly to me with a soft smile. 
“How about this? I will tell you all a little more about me and anything I don’t cover, just write it down and I’ll cover it next week,” I say to everyone and get many nods and smiles. “Okay. I was born and raised here. Both of my parents were computer engineers contracted by the state to work with their internal systems. I am an only child but my best friend is basically my sister. She started living with me at nine and we are still roommates. I have absolutely no life outside of going to the gym when I feel like it and computers. On the off chance that Amelia has an evening off she and I do absolutely nothing, just… together,” I explain and Elijah chuckles. A quiet girl in the back raises her hand.
“Luna,” Elijah says to me.
“Yes, Luna?”
“I was just curious how you deal with being a woman in this field,” she says shyly.
“What does she do?” I ask Elijah.
“She is one of the lead analysts. She is in the main server room as acting floor manager,” he says with a smile and I mirror his smile when I look back at Luna.
“I’m sure I don’t need to tell you this, but being a woman in this field especially when you start moving up in the ranks, is hard. It is sometimes depressing that I am not taken seriously despite the fact that I likely know more about computers and cybersecurity in general than the people who are judging me know about it. The only way I know how to handle it is to stay confident in my abilities and succeed despite the judgment of weak-minded men,” I say with a smile and Luna relaxes a bit and smiles brightly at me. “Any more questions?” I ask everyone.
“Are you single?” A male voice  asks from the small crowd.
“Yeah, I was waiting on that one,” Elijah says in a normal tone of voice, then starts laughing, triggering my own laughter. “Please keep it professional, guys.”
“Yes, I am single,” I smile warmly. “I sense you all should be working, so if you have any other questions, just write them down and drop them off with me,” I say.
“Betty will send out a summary of today's meeting after a while. Remember what I said. I really don’t want any of you to end up in prison because you trusted the wrong person. Just come talk to me. Get back to work,” he smiles and turns his attention to me as everyone leaves. “They seem content with you,” he says with a smile.
“I hope so,” I laugh. “Does anyone ever give Luna a hard time?”
“Unfortunately. She’s had a number of rude notes left at her desk over the last few weeks. I sense it has something to do with whoever has been trying to hack the main server, based on what they say,” he sighs. “I have finally gotten her to trust me enough to come to me with these notes the moment she finds them. She was fired from her last position two days after she reported sexual harassment from a coworker, so she is terrified that I will fire her for coming to me. Although it has been especially difficult lately. I cannot even get her to come sit down with me.”
“That’s awful. Maybe my presence will help her come out of her shell a little bit. She seemed to be happy when I answered her question.”
“I’d say so since that’s the first time I’ve ever seen her smile besides when I hired her and when I promoted her and then moved her to the internal system maintenance, which is highly coveted here for some reason. Let’s go back to the office,” he smiles and gestures for me to walk with him. When the elevator door closes Elijah goes to say something but stops himself.
“What?” I smile.
“What do you mean?” he asks.
“You were about to say something and stopped,” I remind him. He looks at me for a moment and I know he’s about to change the subject.
“Your office adjoins mine. The door is basically beside my desk. One of the keys I gave you can lock it,” he says. I narrow my eyes at him, but decide there is likely a reason he stopped himself from talking.
“And the others?” I ask.
“One is the front entrance. Your office, my office, the center door, and the control room. Everything else has a keypad. Betty probably has all of your codes written down for you by now. I’m fairly certain she’s a witch. She does everything so efficiently,” he laughs as the elevator door opens on the tenth floor.
When you get off of the elevator, you’re faced with two doors. Elijah’s office is to the right, which would lead me to believe that mine is to the left. There is a door on the left wall that I am assuming is the control room. As I suspected, Elijah goes to the mystery door. “This is not the main control room. This one is the only place that holds client or employee information or anything specific to the company, so only you and I can be in here. Your laptop and desktop can access this room to view only, so be mindful of where it is.”
“Be mindful, meaning if I lose it then I’ll disappear?” I say with a smile and he laughs and unlocks the door after typing in a code on the keypad.
“The code to every door for you is your social security number. Everyone else gets a different one for the doors in the building. My head of security should have your stuff entered by tomorrow,” he says. “But be mindful as in, if anyone gets ahold of the laptop, they can and will use it to help them hack our main server.”
“That is not only a lot of trust to put in someone else, but also it is very risky to put that amount of power on a laptop that would leave this building,” I say bluntly.
“Well, as far as the trusting you part, I wouldn’t have hired you if I didn’t think I could trust you. Also, there is a failsafe on them, so if anything ever happens and you lose that laptop or someone steals it, immediately call me so I can wipe the memory and so will do the same if something happens to mine. The moment it is turned on it will be empty.”
“What if they already have it turned on?” I ask.
“Same thing, the screen will just go solid black for just long enough so it can erase itself,” he smiles and picks up a laptop from a table just inside the door. He closes the door back and turns and gestures to what I assume is my office. He unlocks the door and when we step in it looks like a mirror image of his office.
“Who was the last COO?” I ask. He hesitates for a second but continues to my desk before turning to me.
“It was Andrew,” he says softly.
“Oh shit,” I say, wide-eyed. “Do you think?…” I trail off and stop talking.
“He stepped down when his wife caught him cheating. The moment the board heard about it they would have voted for his removal. Although I have the final say, going against what the board suggests is not exactly advisable.
“Most of the employees did not get along with him, especially the female employees. So now I have to find a way to ask the female employees if he tried or did assault them without saying his name or I could get sued, but also I could offend or trigger someone by asking that. I do know that it needs to be addressed to them. If there’s any possibility that Andrew hurt anybody in this building, I want to know,” he says.
“Do you want my advice?” I ask.
“It’s part of your job to advise me, so yeah,” he grins.
“Let me do it. Once I get access to the company email, I can send out an email to everyone, not just female employees, and simply say that it came to our attention that there are some allegations that an employee of CipherNet attempted to assault another employee. Give them a way to submit anonymously if they want but request they come to me if they would like to report or simply inform me.
“If any women in this building have been assaulted, they are not going to tell you willingly. Andrew was your friend, and as far as they know, you are still his friend. I would be willing to bet that is why Luna won’t sit down with you,” I say, walking around the desk to look at the papers. Elijah lays the laptop down on my desk and sits in the chair opposite of my desk. He rubs his hands down his face and sighs. “Are you okay?” I ask.
“Uh… No… I’ve known Andrew since we were in high school,” he says, pointing at my chair for me to sit. I sit down and look at the papers full of usernames, emails, phone extensions, and passwords. I look up to him and sigh.
“I’m sorry,” I say.
“Why are you sorry?” he asks me, confused.
“Because I just swooped right in and ruined your friendship,” I sigh. “I didn’t know you were close to him or so would have kept it to myself.
“Evie, how on earth did you come to the conclusion that you ruined my friendship with him?” he asks, still confused.
“Well, considering he never actually put his hands on me, it’s damaging to his character. I could've kept it to myself,” I say bluntly. He shakes his head and sighs again.
“Do you honestly think that he has only ever made an attempt and that was the first or last time?” he asks me.
“I haven’t put much thought into it,” I say quietly. I don’t think about it because it will haunt me if I do.
“If his assistant had not come in, where do you think that interview would have ended up?” he asks me, wanting me to admit out loud that it’s not my fault.
“I understand,” I sigh.
“Where would it have led, Evie?”
“You are a stubborn man aren’t you, Elijah?” I furrow my eyebrows at him and he smiles.
“Where, Evie?” he repeats softer.
“I think he probably would have actually assaulted me,” I sigh.
“Exactly, so I’ll ask you again… How on earth did you come to the conclusion that you ruined my friendship with him when he is the one who tried to assault you?”
“You know you and Jennifer share the same mannerisms?” I frown, avoiding answering.
“Did you just call me annoying?” he asks with a grin.
“Yes, I did,” I laugh. “Look, I get it. That doesn’t mean I don’t feel bad. I assume those boxes are his?” I say pointing to boxes by the door.
“Shit. Yeah, he’s coming today to get them,” he stands and unlocks the adjoining door then disappears into his office. Betty comes through my door and smiles.
“Hey!” she says happily. “If you need anything, let me know. I’m your assistant too,” she smiles. “Can you let Elijah know that Andrew is coming up? He is here to get his boxes.
“I’ll tell him. How long?” I ask.
“Two minutes max,” she smiles.
“Thank you,” I say as I stand and go to Elijah’s office. He is sitting at his desk looking at his phone.
“Hey,” he says, glancing up at me. “I’m going to have him meet me after work so he doesn’t come up here.”
“Too late. Betty said he was on his way up,” I say softly.
“Alright,” he sighs. “I don’t even know how to address this.”
“Act dumb and see what he does,” I shrug.
“Does that bother you?” he asks me.
“As long as he doesn’t touch me, I’ll be okay I think,” I smile and hear someone coming into my office door. My smile turns to unexpected panic and I step into Elijah’s office, suddenly feeling anxious. Elijah stands and steps past me into the doorway to block Andrew's access to me.
“Hey,” Andrew says happily.
“Hey. Are you here for the boxes?” he says without looking at him. He walks into my office further so I can get behind my desk.
“Yeah. Laurie said you hired a replacement today?” he asks. I step past Elijah and the moment Andrew sees me, I can see the fear creeping in as he realizes that Elijah knows what he did to me.
“I did. This is Evelyn. She is going to do great I think, I’m glad I hired her before someone else did,” Elijah says flatly, noticing that Andrew is staring me down. He shifts like he is going to walk towards me and Elijah steps in front of him. “I’d advise you to just grab your boxes and go, Andrew,” he says in a much different tone of voice. It’s the kind of anger where you are calm on the outside. He’s being protective.
“Elijah, let me…” he tries to say, knowing he knows, but Elijah cuts him off. 
“Get your boxes and get out, please,” Elijah says calmly.
“Do I not get to defend myself here?” he asks.
“What the fuck is there to defend, Andrew? You tried to rape her,” Elijah says with anger creeping to the surface.
“It wasn’t like that, Elijah. I don’t know what she told you, but…”
“But what? But you were a sexist piece of shit? But you tried to rape her? But what, Andrew? Tell me, was that just your first sad attempt or do I need to go ask my employees if you did that to any of them?” he says, calming down. “Get your shit and go. I don’t want to see you in my building again,” he says, turning and walking to me. He ignores Andrew watching us and comes over and stands beside me to grab the papers on my desk. “Go through the contract and notate anything you want to discuss. Otherwise, you can sign it.”
“I’ve read through some of it. So far so good,” I smile, trying to pretend he’s not there. I involuntarily flinch when Andrew takes a few steps towards us, contemplating his next move. Elijah gives me a look as if to tell me I’m okay. I believe him. His entire aura is radiating his protectiveness.
“If I have to say it again, I'm calling the police,” he says, not looking away from me.
“So you’re just going to believe this bitch over your best friend,” he growls. Elijah stands up straight and looks back at Andrew.
“Yes,” he says simply. “Get out. Now.” Elijah pulls his phone from his pocket and Andrew gives up and grabs his boxes. As he is walking out I sigh. “Are you okay?” he asks me softly.
“I am now. I thought I’d be okay but that was… hard,” I say trying to blink away annoying tears. I sit back in my chair and look back at the contract. He picks up my desk phone and dials an extension.
“Hey. Text me when Andrew is out of the building. He’s not allowed back… thanks,” he says then turns back to me. “I need to do something. Read over the contract and tell me what you think,” he says with a sigh then walks back into his office.
I go through the contract line by line. Everything is fairly basic as far as expectations and benefits. There isn’t anything that I see too much an issue with. The only thing I have found that I don’t particularly like is that vacation days are mandatory; I have to take the time off. I read through everything again, just to make sure. I make note of my one issue and go to the adjoining door. I pause in the doorway and lean against the door jam when I see that Elijah is on the phone.
So I don’t feel like I am eavesdropping, I pull my phone out and text Amelia.
Me: Remember the guy I interviewed with who tried to black me in his office? Andrew?
Amelia: Ew. Yeah. Why?
Me: So not only is he Elijah’s friend, but he is the old COO. Jenn told him what he did and I just blew up their friendship. Elijah was pretty upset about it. I feel bad
Amelia: Elijah is a good man then. Fuck Andrew. Don’t feel bad for outing someone who tried to rape you.
Me: Also, he came in to get the rest of his stuff just now… Elijah tried to catch him and make sure he didn’t come up, but he was already in the building…
Amelia: Oh my god. Are you okay?
Me: I don’t know. I thought I could handle it, but I almost broke down. I didn’t know it would be that hard… I just feel like the room is going to close in on me.
“Hey,” Elijah says, standing up from his desk.
“Oh hey. Sorry, I was trying not to bother you. I finished reading through the contract.” I say flatly. I’m trying to push the gloom out of my mind, but the look on Andrew’s face that day is haunting me.
“Okay,” he says softly. “Any issues?” he says as we walk to my desk and I sit down. He stands beside me and leans against my desk and I’m turned to face him.
“Just one. Why is it mandatory that I take my vacation days?” I ask.
“Because you’re not a robot. That one I won’t bend on. What else?” I narrow my eyes at him and he laughs. “What else, Evie?”
“That’s it. I don’t like it being mandatory,” I huff.
“Is that a deal breaker?” he asks with a grin.
“No, Elijah,” I roll my eyes and he laughs heartily.
“I’m not bending on it. If everything else is good, sign it.”
“Elijah,” I sigh with my voice filled with annoyance.
“Is it because it’s mandatory, or because you don’t want to take the time off,” he asks.
“Both,” I admit.
“Then I’m definitely not bending on it,” he smiles. “Sign it, Evie.”
“Jesus Christ,” I roll my eyes and turn back to the contract. I hesitate, still not liking it, but I sign it anyway. I slide the contract to him and he looks amused as he signs. He maintains his amusement as he steps out of the office and makes copies of the contract.
“Here is your copy,” he says, handing me the contact back. I narrow my eyes at him again and put it away in my folder. “If that’s the only thing I do that upsets you, we will work great together,” he smiles softly at me.
“I’m going to be a pain in the ass and take it at the very last moment,” I warn him.
“As long as you take it, I don’t care.” He walks around beside me and opens up the laptop. “Use the credentials that Betty wrote down and log in,” he says. I use the credentials she gave me and log in. It looks like an average computer, but it’s not. “So the failsafe is layered inside folders. Just follow the line of folders and you’ll run into it.” I click through folder after folder until finally it ends and inside the folder is a program. “All you have to do is open it and in the box just type ‘yes’ and my computer will kill itself.”
“That’s pretty simple. Did you make the program?” I ask.
“I did. It is very simple and very secure.”
“What happens if you lose yours and I’m not near mine?” I ask.
“Try to keep it with you, but in the worst-case scenario, one of us needs to come here and there is a laptop setup in our control room and it will kill both of the laptops.”
“Simple enough,” I shrug. I hear my phone ring beside me and see Amelia.
Amelia: Are you okay now?
Me: Still on edge. Idk. Everything feels… heavy
Elijah takes notice of my growing anxiety “Are you okay?” he asks softly.
“Uh… Not really. Just on edge now,” I admit.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t remember he was supposed to come today,” he sighs.
“No no no. Don’t apologize. It’s okay. I just didn’t realize it would be that hard. I just can’t get the look in his face out of my head,” I take a deep breath, trying to recenter myself. “I just need to get it out of my head.” When I say that I hear my phone go off again. I huff to look to see what Amelia said.
Unknown: Liars get punished.
I practically throw my phone down and get out of my chair. “What?” Elijah asks. If I talk I’ll cry or hit something, so I just point at my phone and shake my head. He furrows his eyebrows and picks my phone up. When he sees the text his entire body goes tense. When he looks back over at me I am trying with everything I am to not cry. I am so angry and for whatever reason when I get mad, I cry. “Evie,” he says as he steps closer.
“I’m fine. I’m just angry,” I say quietly. There is a knock at the door and Elijah walks to my office door to open it. I lean against the wall and close my eyes. Trying to calm down. I feel hands on my shoulders and I flinch. By reflex, I almost hit whoever touched me
“Woah, Woah, Woah. It’s me. It’s okay,” Jennifer says. I exhale the breath I was unintentionally holding in. “Take a deep breath.”
“I am,” I snap at her.
“Then do it again, Evelyn,” she says firmly, and I do. She grabs my hands and I realize I have them tightened into fists. “Evie, look at me.” I shake my head. I don’t want to cry. When I get angry I cry and this is not the place for that. “Evie, look at me.” I take a deep breath and open my eyes.
“Why are you here,” I ask.
“Elijah told me Andrew was here,” she says softly. I stare at her for a moment. I can’t be here. I can’t blow up a friendship and go on like nothing happened.
“I can’t do this,” I say quietly.
“Do what?” she asks.
“The contract has a three-day clause period. I can’t blow up someone's friendship and just act like I didn’t bring that on myself,” I say pointing to my phone that Elijah is still holding.
“What is she talking about?” she asks Elijah. He hands her my phone. She reads it, tosses my phone on my desk, then pulls me closer to her and hugs me. I put my arms around her and all of my anger comes out as tears. I keep myself contained enough to not completely melt down.
“I didn’t even do anything, Jenn,” I pull away and look at her. “I didn’t fucking do anything,” I say, almost yelling.
“Evie, I know you’re mad. You have every right to be mad, but I need you to take a step back. You can know where this is headed.”
“I can’t do it. I can’t be that person who just ruins shit,” I sniff the last of my tears away, but I am still angry.
“You’re not quitting, Evelyn,” she says seriously. I pull away from her, pick up my phone, and put it in my bag. “Elijah,” she says.
“Evie,” Elijah says softly. I shake my head and pick up my pink leather folder. Elijah takes the folder from me before I can open it and hands it to Jennifer while keeping his eyes on mine.
“Jenn, can we have a second,” he says quietly. She nods and walks into Elijah’s office, shutting the door. “Do you really want to quit? Honestly?”
“No,” I whisper and close my eyes back. “I’m sorry”
“For what?”
“For being a fucking psycho,” I huff and go to turn away but he catches my wrist and gently pulls me back.
“Andrew tried to hurt you and then threatened you. You’re not a psycho. You’re mad. Anger doesn’t wait for you to be home alone to boil over. What did she mean by you knew where this is headed?” he asks.
“I have… rage issues,” I say slowly. He grins at me and I narrow my eyes at him. “Why are you smiling at me?”
“I’m just trying to picture tiny little Evie raging,” he says. “So you have anger issues, so what? Just don’t break anyone’s nose.”
“It’s a lot of screaming and throwing things,” I sigh.
“You’re not quitting, Evie. Okay?”
“Okay,” I smile. The office door opens and Jennifer stays in the doorway watching me.
“Good. Let’s go get lunch, SheHulk,” he smiles and I laugh at his humor. I look over at Jennifer and she looks confused.
“How did you do that?” she asks, confused.
“Do what?” Elijah asks.
“I came in here because normally she’s throwing shit by now being that angry,” she tilts her head, then smiles.
“Do you want to come to lunch with us?” he asks, changing the subject.
“Nope. I have something I need to do. You guys go. We can all get together later. Evie, tell me if he texts again, okay?” She puts her arms out for a hug.
“Alright,” I smile and hug her.
“How did he calm you down?” she whispers.
“I… I don’t know. We were talking and It was like a switch. I just calmed down,” I shrug and she smiles.
“Okay. I’m gone. Bye,” she walks out of the office. I go back and sit in my chair and put my head in my arms on the desk.
“What’s up?” he asks. When I don’t answer him, he repeats himself. “What’s up? What’s going on?”
“I just feel ridiculous. I usually have my shit together, I’m sorry,” I say sitting up and leaning back in my chair. When I look up at Elijah he looks amused again. “Why are you looking at me like that?”
“You seem to want to appear a specific way around people. It’s like you don’t want people to know you’re a real human with real human emotions,” he says.
“Elijah, I lost my shit in front of you not even three hours after you hired me.”
“Because the person who tried to rape you came into this office, then threatened you via text. You’re a real human with real human emotions. No one can keep a calm and peaceful demeanor day in and day out. It’s not possible. Get your stuff and walk with me, please,” he says softly. I get my purse and leather folder then follow Elijah out. We lock the office doors then go to the elevator. “What did Jenn ask you before she left?” he asks me.
“She wanted to know how you calmed me down so quickly. I said I didn’t know, it was like a light switch. One minute I am mad and then the next I’m calm and smiling.”
“Where does your anger generally go?”
“Considering how mad I was, usually that would have ended up with me at the very least throwing something. See… I have pretty severe anxiety. That anxiety manifests as anger more often than not. Being angry generally makes me cry, which is annoying and slightly embarrassing,” I explain.
“How do you normally handle anger if you don’t have someone to help you calm down?”
“I don’t. I do my best to get out of the situation, so I don’t lose my mind in front of people. Jenn and Amelia are the only ones who have seen me completely lose it other than my parents. It’s like a blind rage. Some people sob hysterically with anxiety. Some shut down. Some disassociate. I rage,” I say as the elevator door opens to the ground level. “Also, I should warn you that Amelia is likely outside the building.”
“Why do you think that?” he laughs.
“Because I know Jennifer. I know she’s already called Amelia and told her I freaked out. She’s likely not convinced that I’m okay, and Amelia has known me a long time. She knows my anxiety, likely better than I do. Also, I know she just got off work,” I explain.
“What does she do for work?”
“She is a physician's assistant at the hospital. She works in the emergency room,” I say as we set out of the front entrance. I look around and spot Amelia right as she notices me. “See. I told you she’d be here,” I smile at him.
“Hey,” she smiles and hugs me tight.
“Jenn call you?” I ask
“She did. She was on her way up here and called me. She also texted me a few minutes ago and said you… struggled,” she says cautiously.
“First… Elijah, this is Amelia. Amelia… Elijah,” I say.
“It is nice to meet you,” Amelia says, shaking Elijah’s hand.
“It is nice to meet you too,” he says with a warm smile.
“To continue, yes I lost my shit for a second. I’m okay though,” I smile at her and she stares at me, checking for… something.
“Hmm,” she says.
“Alrighty then. Uh, we are going to get lunch if you would like to come with us,” I offer. My phone dings and I pull it out of my bag to see Jennifer texted.
Jennifer: I figured it out. I know how he did it.
Me: Oh?
I roll my eyes and look back up to the pair.
“I’m not interrupting anything?” she asks Elijah.
“You are not interrupting anything,” he laughs. My phone dings again.
Jennifer: You two are attracted to each other! ;)
I roll my eyes again and silence my phone before putting it back in my bag. “Yes or no to lunch,“ I ask.
“Yes,” she smiles. “Where are we eating?”
“No idea,” I shrug.
“It’s a place I frequent,” he smiles warmly at me. “It’s not far,” we turn right and start down the sidewalk. “Evie says you’re a PA at the ER?” he asks her.
“I am, yes,” she smiles. “I  started about four months ago.”
“Do you know Marcy and Thomas Davis?” he asks.
“I do. They’re general surgeons. I assisted Marcy today. Why?” she asks.
“They’re my parents.” he laughs.
“Well, your mom is the sweetest person on the planet.” Amelia’s phone ding and she laughs out loud when she reads her text. “Jennifer wants to..” I cut her off by taking her phone to read it silently.
Jennifer: Tell Evie to stop ignoring me :) All I’m doing is trying to do is set them up!
“Jesus Christ,” I mumble and hand her phone back to her. I pull my phone out and see messages from Jennifer.
Jennifer: The fact that you ignored my messages… I’m going to take that as a yes!
Jennifer: I know you and I also know my brother. Accept what I am saying, or don’t and I’ll just bug the shit out of you.
“What is she up to now?” Elijah laughs. Amelia goes to turn her phone to him but stops when I hand my phone to him to read the messages while I glare at a laughing Amelia.
“You two get on my nerves, you know that right? You two always gang up on me,” I tell her. Elijah chuckles and hands me my phone then hands me his phone. When I look at the screen, it’s texts from Jennifer.
Jenn: You think she’s hot, don’t you?
Elijah: Stop it, Jenn. I know what you’re doing.
Jenn: Nope. I saw the way you look at her. The fact that she is so calm around you says that she feels the same way.
Elijah: Jenn…
Jenn: At least admit you think she’s attractive.
Jenn: I can see that you read my message. Answer me.
Elijah: Fine. Yes, I think Evie is attractive. What is your point, Jennifer?
Jennifer: Ooooo. Full name. I hit a nerve, didn’t I brother? :)
Elijah: What is your point?
Jennifer: My point is simple. Spend some time with Evie. Get to know her and I promise you, you’ll realize what I’m saying.
Elijah: She is my COO, Jenn.
Jennifer: I don’t care. She will be an amazing COO, so that part doesn’t even matter.
Jennifer: You can’t hide from me forever.
I laugh and hand his phone back to him. His smile is warm and inviting again, soothing me. When he takes his phone from me, he intentionally grazes his fingertips across the back of my hand and I blush.
Oh shit.
Right as we stop in front of the restaurant, I realize I am starting to crush on Elijah. He pulls the door open and Amelia goes first then me.  He steps into ‘Italiano’ behind me and nonchalantly leads me with his hand on my lower back through the smaller waiting area. When the room opens up, his hand falls away. I catch myself wanting to feel his touch again. 
The server leads up to a booth. I am the first to sit, so I move to the inside of the booth. I expect Amelia to sit with me, but she sits across from me on the outside of the seat. I narrow my eyes at her when I realized she did it that way so he was sitting with me.
“Does she know about the text? he asks me.
“What text?,” she asks.
“Oh. I got an ominous threat earlier from Andrew.” I unlock my phone and pull up the next messages to show her.
“That’s fucked up. How did you lie?” she asks me.
“Uh. He was starting to make it sound like a consensual interaction when he talked to Elijah. I assume that is what he is sticking with,” I sigh. “I legitimately didn’t do anything to insinuate any interest. All I did was hand him my resume.” I feel myself slipping into anger again, so I close my eyes and take a deep breath. Elijah nudges my leg with his hand, getting my attention. I look over at him and he smiles softly. I feel the anger slip away and I smile back at him. I glance over at Amelia and she is watching me. She is leaned back in her seat with her arms crossed and smiling at me. “Oh god. What?” I ask her. Elijah breaks his gaze on me to look at her.
“Jenn and I couldn’t figure out how he calmed you down so quickly, considering his angry you were,” she says.
“First, I’m going to stab you and Jennifer if you don’t stop it. Second, I wasn’t so mad that I couldn’t handle myself.”
“Evie, Jenn said you almost hit her when she first got to you.
“No, I didn’t,” I say defensively.
“Yeah, you did,” Elijah laughs.
“Okay, that doesn’t even count. I had my eyes closed and didn’t know who put their hands on me.”
“Oh? What about you threatening to break your contract and quit?” she asks with a straight face. I don’t have an answer for that, so I just stare at her. “Oh, or the fact that I just sat here and watched you start to get mad, but the very moment you looked at him and he smiled at you, it was gone… just like that,” she says, snapping her fingers.
“You’re just as bad as Jennifer,” I frown at her. “I wasn’t getting mad.”
“Mhmm. Well, here’s what I’m going to do. I am going to skip out of here and let you two have lunch together. Tonight, I am taking you out with me. Okay?” she says with a bright smile then stands up as the server comes up to the table.
“Yeah yeah. I’ll see you at home,” I glare at her.
“Love you,” she blows me a kiss. “It was very nice to meet you, Elijah. You’ll have to come by the house and let Evie cook for you,” she says.
“I’m sure we can figure something out,” he says. She nods and walks away. “It is scary how much like Jenn she is,” he says to me with a smile. He moves to the other side of the booth and I come out of the corner. I prop my elbow on the table and rest my chin on my hand.
“What can I get you two to drink?” she asks.
“Water please,” I smile.
“And for you, sir?”
“Water also,” he smiles.
“Do we know what we want to eat?” she asks. I look at Elijah and he nods.
“I’ll just have the grilled chicken salad with the house dressing,” I say sweetly.
“Got it. For you sir?” she asks him.
“The wedge salad please,” he smiles.
“Is blue cheese okay?”
“It is,” he smiles and she grabs the menus.
“Also, is this one check or two?” she asks.
“One,” Elijah says.
“Two, please “ I smile.
“Evelyn,” Elijah says with a sigh.
“Fine, one check is okay, but bring it to me please,” I smile at her. She smiles brightly and walks away.
“I feel the need to apologize,” I say with a sigh.
“For trying to steal the check?” he glares at me. His frustration makes me laugh. “You didn’t have to do that,” he says.
“Neither did you,” I smile sweetly at him. He sighs and returns my smile. “No, I feel like apologizing for Amelia. Something tells me Jenn will do something worse than that though.”
“Without a doubt, yes,” Elijah smiles again. “Why did you lie about not getting mad just now?
“Because I’m stubborn,” I laugh.
“And she’s taking you to dinner?” he asks.
“No, she wants to take me to get a drink. She wants to celebrate me getting the job,” I smile.
“Ah. So can I expect you to be hungover tomorrow?”
“No,” I laugh. “I don’t drink much. I’ll have probably just the one and ditch her.”
“Why ditch her?”
“You ask a lot of questions,” I laugh and he grins at me. “Because she constantly tries to set me up with people.”
“Why?” he asks.
“Because I haven’t actually dated anyone since the year after my parents died a little over five years ago. I treated my depression with school and work, so I never had room to care. Now that I am not in school, she’s determined for me to date someone rather than ditching people after the first date.”
“Interesting,” he says, studying me for a moment. “Why after the first date?”
“Because either I fuck it up or it is simply a one-night stand,” I say bluntly and he smiles. “What about you?”
“Basically the same. I haven’t dated in four years but I’ve had a few first dates,” he admits.
“Define a few,” I ask.
“Enough to know it’s probably me,” he replies with a smile. I hear my phone ding, so I flip it over and see that Amelia texted.
Amelia: If you aren’t going to date Elijah yet, I have a friend whose roommate would like to meet you. Tomorrow at 7 at Freeman’s. You don’t have a choice. Love you.
“Speak of the devil,” I say, showing him my phone and he laughs heartily.
“Are you going to go?” he asks, still laughing.
“She’s not going to give me much of a choice,” I laugh. “Undoubtedly I will mess it up, so I won’t have to deal with it long.”
“Why do you think you’ll mess it up?” he asks, looking content.
“Me being single for five years was not my decision,” I smirk.
“And you think it was my decision either?” he says as he raises an eyebrow.
“Something tells me it was definitely your decision to be single.”
“Why do you say that?” he asks. I hesitate for long enough that the server appears with our food.
“Oh look! Food,” I grin. He smiles at me and shakes his head. The server sets our food down.
“I am about to get switched out, so I’ll go ahead and give you the check,” she smiles and hands me the check. I pull my wallet from my purse to get my credit card out and I hand her the card, all while smiling at Elijah.
“Thank you,” I say to the server.
“Not a problem,” she smiles and walks away to close out the check. He narrows his eyes for a moment then sighs.
“Something wrong?” I grin.
“Why do I get the feeling that you’re more stubborn than I initially thought?” he asks me as he eats his food.
“Hmm? You’re probably just observant,” I say as I eat.
“More than you realize,” he says, implying more than he is saying.
“I don’t think I want to ask you what you mean by that,” I laugh.
“No? Why not?” he grins.
“Mmmm. There are some conversations that shouldn’t take place on your first day of work,” I say, still smiling. I’m wondering if he is just making assumptions or if I am actually that obviously with my… attraction.
“Ah. So tomorrow?” he says, teasingly.
“Yeah, it will be way different to make assumptions tomorrow.” I continue to eat, trying to distract myself from him watching me so closely. “Why are you looking at me like that?” I say, finishing my food.
“You know Evie, your thoughts are practically written on your face the majority of the time,” he says, pushing his plate back.
“Oh? What am I thinking then?” There is no way I am that obvious with my thoughts.
“Do you really want me to say it?” He’s bluffing. He has to be. I’ve been flirty, but I think he’s hoping I shut him down so it can confirm or deny his simple theory rooted in what Jenn and Amelia have said.
“Let’s hear it, Elijah. What am I thinking?” I say, smiling.
“Right now I sense that you think I am bluffing but overall you are thinking that you want me to…”
“Alright,” I stop him, laughing.
“Now you’re about to change the subject, because you now understand you’re not as subtle with your thoughts as you think you are,” he says. I narrow my eyes at him and he maintains his calm demeanor.
“Am I done with paperwork? I ask, proving him right and he chuckles
“You have your tax forms to do,” he says “You can do those at home though.”
“I’ll do that before my face gives too much away,” I laugh.
“It already has, Evie,” he says with a slight laugh. I huff and he laughs at my frustration.
“On that note, I am going home,” I laugh. “Do you have my number?”
“I do not,” he says. I pull my phone out and start a new contact for him then hand the phone to him. He types his number in and hands me my phone back. I call his number and hang up when I hear his phone ring.
“Now you do,” I smile. “Let me know if there is anything else other than the tax forms you need from me. Otherwise, I will just see you first thing tomorrow,” I smile and grab my bag.
“Where are you parked?” he asks as the server comes back with my card I fill out the receipt
“A few blocks from the office in the city garage.”
“I will walk with you,” he says as he stands.
“Why?” I narrow my eyes at him.
“Because that is where I am parked. I have an errand to run,” he says, waiting for me to stand. I get out of the booth and we walk towards the exit. Yet again, leads me through the small area with his hand on my lower back as we exit the building. Once on the street, he turns to me.
“What?” I ask. He looks at me for a second, as if thinking about something intently.
“It’s nothing,” he smiles and goes to turn away.
“Aht. No. I had a meltdown in that office. The least I can get is honesty,” I say as I grab his arm when he’s turning. He turns back to me and smiles.
“If you couldn’t handle hearing your own thoughts, why do you think you can handle mine?” he asks softly. Elijah takes my wrist and pulls me to the inside of the sidewalk to stand against the building before releasing my hand. His touch is definitely painting something obvious on my face. The more he touches me, the more I need it.
“Because I can almost guarantee your thoughts are not as damaging as mine,” I smile.
“Okay. To make it fair, I am following up with what I know to be true for you also, okay?”
“I don’t know if I would call that “fair” but okay,” I laugh and he smiles at my obvious nervousness.
“I have come to realize in the last hour or so that Jenn was right. I am attracted to you, but to be transparent, I am not very sure how to process that, considering I don’t remember the last time I found someone attractive enough to say it outright,” his words bring a smile to my face but when he pauses, I know he’s about to out me. “And I think you feel the same way, and also do not know how to process it. I think you’re actively rejecting the idea of it, because you likely feel like you’re doing something wrong.” He pauses momentarily. “How close am I?”
“Close enough that I have the urge to run away now,” I smile and he laughs at my dramatic statement.
“So the real question is, what do we do about it?” he asks seriously.
“Well… right now, I have a lot to process. Including the ominous threat from dipshit, which truth be told, scares me a lot. Then a new job with many things to learn and adapt to. It’s not fair for me to throw my anxiety and rage off on others, but I am interested in exploring things,” I say honestly.
“Few things as a follow-up… I am handling Andrew. Well, Jenn is technically. Either way, that should be taken care of next week. As far as the rage, you’re so tiny, that I’m positive I can handle it. Okay?”
“Okay,” I smile. “What are you and Jenn doing exactly?
“Well, I think he is also the one who is trying to get into the main server. He would know how to bypass that random pin. If that’s the case, I will let him get in by simply leaving a door open for him so he can get caught. Then he gets charged,” he smiles. “Jenn is developing a virus of sorts as a failsafe. If they get in and we lose whoever it is, it will give her access to whatever computer they’re using.”
“Gotcha. I’m..”
“Stop Evie. Stop apologizing. If this is true and he is trying to hack the server, it means he’s working with someone who wants to destroy the company. You speaking up would have saved me from losing everything I’ve worked for. I never would have thought he was capable of it so I never would have seen the signs until it was too late.”
“I guess I can’t argue with that,” I laugh but stop when I hear my phone ringing. “Hold on. Hello?”
“Hey. Either make out already or come on,” Amelia says.
“I’m going to hurt you if you don’t stop picking on me,” I say, causing Elijah to laugh. “Where are you at, creep ass?”
“I went to meet Jenn. We are like forty feet behind Elijah,” she laughs.
“Since when do you and Jenn hang out?” I say as I sidestep to look for Amelia. I spot her walking towards us with Jenn. I end the call and step back. “I don’t know if you realize how bad it is that they are hanging out,” I laugh.
“I have a feeling I’m about to find out,” he smiles softly.
“Yeah. They’re walking up behind you. Like right now,” I say and we both laugh.
“How cute,” Amelia says.
“Shut up. What do you two want?” I ask, still smiling.
“You two to date,” Jenn shrugs.
“If that’s the case, why are you forcing a date on me Friday?” I frown.
“I’ll make you a deal and you don’t have to go,” Amelia grins.
“Oh no. Now I’m going just to spite you,” I say and Elijah laughs.
“I didn’t expect that to backfire,” she laughs.
“Can I ask you a question?” Jennifer asks me.
“No. You can’t,” I laugh.
“Humor me,” she smiles.
“Fine. What?” I sigh. She stares at me for a second, hesitating.
“She’s going to ask if we have established if we are attracted to each other or not,” he says, smiling at Jennifer.
“I still don’t understand how you do that,” I say, shaking my head.
“He took a body language and facial expressions class in college. It basically taught him how to read people's minds,” Jennifer tells me.
“So it’s not that I’m easy to read, someone just taught you to be psychic?” I ask him, laughing.
“No, you’re easy to read,” Amelia laughs.
“I could have been much more specific,” he says smiling, triggering Jennifer and Amelia to laugh.
“I don’t like this one bit,” I laugh nervously.
“What am I thinking then?” Amelia smiles connivingly. Elijah turns and looks at her for a moment, then smiles and looks at Jennifer.
“Shut the fuck up Elijah,” Jennifer warns him.
“There is no way,” Amelia says in denial.
“Do you want me to say it?” he asks simply. She stares at him for a second, not believing him.
“Say it,” she says, challenging him.
“Amelia…” Jennifer laughs as a warning.
“You two are dating... more specifically you two were fucking not too long ago,” he smiles proudly when Amelia’s jaw drops. I laugh heartily at her reaction.
“I told you,” Jennifer shrugs.
“Oh, I love this. For many reasons. How long?” I ask. They both hesitate.
“A while,” Elijah says to me.
“You’re outed now. Speak up,” I smile.
“Uh… like a year,” Amelia says carefully.
“How the fuck did I not figure that out?” I ask, mostly myself.
“You’re oblivious to a lot,” she laughs.
“That is true. Why did you two hide it? I know both of you are gay so it’s not like it wouldn’t have been a surprise that you were dating a woman,” I say.
“Because she was your boss,” she shrugs.
“Woah woah woah,” I say with a slightly raised voice, making Elijah laugh. “You want to sit here and hide a relationship you’ve had for a year because she was my boss, but somehow you two are perfectly content bugging the shit out of me and Elijah knowing he is currently my boss? Please explain the logic on this one,” I ask with a smile. “A bit of a double standard if you ask me.”
“She does have a point,” Elijah smiles.
“Also, I haven’t worked for Jenn for a month,” I remind her.
“Do as I say, not as I do,” she grins.
“Oh bite me,” I roll my eyes at her. “I’m going to punch both of you in the face if you ever hide shit from me again. Got it?”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Amelia says with a smile.
“In my defense, I told her to tell you a long time ago,” she shrugs.
“Alright, well it doesn’t change the fact that you two should date,” Amelia says.
“Dude, I literally met him today. Maybe give people a chance to talk for a second?” I ask laughing.
“Fine. I’ll leave you alone for a week,” Amelia says.
“Fine,” I sigh.
“Oh, I’m not stopping. I will even put us all in a group chat so I can bug you. If you take yourself out, I’ll just come visit you at work,” Jennifer smiles.
“What do we have to do to get you to back off for half of a second?” Elijah laughs.
“Take her on a date. Like a real date,” Jennifer says seriously. He glances at me and I smile.
“Okay. Back off for a second, okay? he asks.
“When you plan it, sure,” she grins. Elijah sighs heavily then turns to me.
“Are you free on Saturday?” he asks me with a smile.
“I am free on Saturday,” I smile.
“Perfect,” he says and turns back to Jennifer. “Now knock it off, okay?”
“Okay,” she grins. “Where are you taking her?”
“Somewhere you two aren’t around to be annoying,” he says and I laugh.
“I’m still going tomorrow to spite you,” I grin at Amelia and Elijah laughs.
“I’ll walk you to your car,” Elijah says to me laughing and I nod.
“Have fun you two,” I wink and they both shake their heads in annoyance. 




Chapter Two
∞∞∞
 
I have zero interest in this blind date, but I refuse to give in to Amelia. I doubt I will like the person, considering I already have bad vibes. I don’t know why, but something has me on edge. I involuntarily jump when my phone vibrates.
Elijah: Excited about your date tonight? Lol
Me: Absolutely not, but I refuse to bend to Amelia. She’s been trying to get me to cancel all day. Although, I want to. Already have bad vibes.
Elijah: What do you mean?
Me: I don’t know what it is, but I just have a bad feeling about this…
Elijah: like safety-wise?
Me: Not sure. I just feel like something is off. We are meeting in public in like five minutes. My laptop is locked in my truck if I die :D
Elijah: That’s not funny -_-
Me: It is a little funny. Seriously though, Jenn and Amelia are still busy I think, so I'll call you if something is wrong.
Elijah: Like how wrong?
Me: I usually check in with Amelia, even if I’m in public. If I call it just means that I want out of there.
Elijah: Is this how it is for all women who date?
Me: Yes. Some men are terrible and have awful intentions.
Elijah: Well, that’s terrifying.
Me: I’m going to go in now -_- I’ll have my phone with me.
Elijah: What’s his name?
Me: Simon. I don’t know about his last name. Amelia doesn’t know it. Going in now. I’m at Freeman’s.
I lock my phone and turn the volume down before I get out of my car. I walk into Freeman’s and find a booth to sit in along the wall, facing the door. A server comes over and I order a glass of wine, and wait. I am a few minutes early but my mystery date is right in time.
“Evelyn?” A man asks.
“Yes! You must be Simon,” I smile. He sits in the booth across from me. Simon is handsome, but he has a soft smile that is seemingly harmless, but immediately makes me uncomfortable nonetheless.
“Does your friend force you on  blind dates too?” he laughs.
“Oh yeah,” I smile. “She means well though.”
“I think the same about my roommate,” he chuckles. “So, what do you do for work, Evelyn?”
“I am a manager for a security company,” I say. I’m not dumb enough to say what I really do, especially if I have bad vibes. “What about you?”
“I actually own my own business. It’s a computer repair company. How long have you been in security?”
“I’ve been around the industry my whole life. My parents passed at eighteen, so it’s nice to continue on what they got me into,” I smile. The way he grins at me makes my hair stand on end. I feel my phone going off yet again and decide this is my out. Something is not right. I pull my phone out and see a slew of texts from Elijah.
Elijah: Is it Yates?
Elijah: Evie, I need to know. Simon Yates owns CyberNet.
Elijah: I swear if you don’t answer me, I’m driving up there.
Elijah: Damnit, Evie.
Elijah: I have a bad feeling. I’m coming up there.
Me: SOS. Something is wrong. IDK his last name.
Elijah: It's him. Get away ASAP. Worse than Andrew. Be there in 3 minutes.
“Sorry about that,” I smile. “My sister forgot I had a date tonight and she is panicked.”
“Oh? Any way I can make her feel better?” he asks.
“What’s your last name,” I smile. “She'll stalk you on Facebook, then move on,” I force a laugh and take a generous sip of my wine. The aftertaste is oddly salty. I immediately have panic emitting out of me.
“It’s Yates,” he smiles in a sinister way, knowing exactly why I asked.
“And this is the part where I leave,” I say standing up.
“Awe. It was just starting to get interesting though,” he laughs.
“That is not what I would call interesting,” I say, pointing to my wine. He just drugged me.
“Goodbye,” I say as the room spins a bit. Something is very wrong. I need to get out of here now. I pull my phone out and call Elijah.
“Hey, are you.,”
“Where are you,” I say, cutting him off, panicking, and walking out of the building towards my car.
“About two blocks away. What’s wrong?”
“I left. I’m trying to get to my car. He put something in my wine. I need you to hurry. I don’t feel good,” my voice is becoming slurred, but I keep walking. “My car is one block down under a street lamp. It’s a black… uh.” I can’t think straight and everything is blurry.  “Camry,” I slur.
“Fuck. I’m coming. I'm almost there. Stay on the phone with me, Evie.” His voice sounds broken, but filled with rage. I hear footsteps behind me and I know it’s him.
“He’s coming up behind me. I don’t feel good Elijah,” I say. I see my car but I stumble and trip, dropping my phone. I catch myself on the hood of my car.
“Not feeling well tonight, Evelyn?” Simon says laughing from behind me. My brain is hazy. Even through that, I can see the same look on his face that Andrew had in his office. “I can’t wait to get my hands on you,” he growls.
“Elijah is going to kill you,” I mumble and walk backward to the driver-side door. I need to get in before I pass out. Everything is slowing down. I see Simon lunge at me then I feel hands wrap around me. I scream as loud as I can, but I feel my body giving up. I unwillingly slip away into blackness. 




Chapter Three
Elijah
∞∞∞
 
“Fuck,” I scream when I hear Evie drop her phone. I pull my phone from my pocket and send a text to Jennifer while trying to maintain my lane. I could use voice to text but that thing has a mind of its own most of the time.
Me: SOS. Freeman’s. It’s Evie.
I stomp on the gas, pushing the car a little more. These people won’t get out of my damn way. I spot two people standing outside of a black car. I race to them and slam on my brakes just as I see Simon grab Evie as she collapses to the concrete.
“Get your fucking hands off of her, Simon,” I yell at him, jumping from my car.
“Good to see you too, Elijah,” he says with an evil laugh. Evie has completely gone limp now so he sweeps her feet and picks her up into his arms. “You won’t win this one,” he says as he pulls a gun from his waistband.
“She had absolutely nothing to do with anything. Put her down,” I growl at him.
“She is your new COO, Elijah. She’s half the problem now. Plus, I promised her to Andrew,” he grins and takes a step back. If I had my gun, I would just shoot him.
“Put her down, Simon. I’m warning you,” I say as I see Jennifer and Amelia sprinting down the sidewalk. When Jennifer sees us, she draws her pistol.
“Oh? What are you going…” he says, but then stops talking when he feels Jennifer put her gun to the back of his head. I can see the flash of reality in his eyes before his dilutions take back over.
“Put her down. Now,” I  repeat.
“You think I’m scared of your whore of a sister?” he yells. Jennifer pulls the hammer back and he freezes.
“You are going to see what his whore if a sister is going to do to you if you don’t put her down. I’m not asking again. You have five seconds,” she says.
“I’m calling your bluff, bitch,” he laughs.
“One,” she says. I see Amelia go around to the trunk of Evie’s car and quietly check for the laptop. Once I see she has it in her hand I turn my attention completely to Simon.
“Want me to count with you?” he says, antagonizing her.
“Two,” she says calmly.
“Three,” he mocks.
“Four… Last chance, Simon,” she yells. She shifts her footing, likely preparing to blow his brains out. I know she will do it, especially for Evie. Since I hired Evie I’ve seen a protective side of Jenn that I’ve never seen before. She really cares for her and Amelia.
When Simon feels the gun shift on his head he drops Evie to the ground and runs. I run to Evie and see Jennifer is about to chase Simon down.
“Let him go,” I yell at her, picking Evie up from the concrete. She is fully unconscious. “We can handle him later. Amelia, sit with her in the back, please. Do you want her to go to the hospital?”
“No. The three of us can handle it. She’ll fucking kill me if she wakes up in a hospital. We can leave her and Jenn’s car here. It’s a decent area. Jenn ride with us?” Amelia asks as she opens the back door to my car. 
“Of course,” she says, putting her gun back in its holster. Amelia runs to Evie’s car and grabs her purse and a black duffel bag before picking her phone up from the sidewalk.
“What is the duffle bag for?” I ask, laying Evie in the back seat. Amelia gets in the car at her head and lays Evie’s head in her lap and Jennifer gets in the passenger seat.
“It’s in case she decides to stop breathing,” she says bluntly. Her words make me start to panic. “Our house. If she wakes up somewhere unfamiliar she will panic. She’s already going to go into a rage, so it’ll be easier to calm her down if she is somewhere familiar,” she says as she pulls items from the duffel bag.
“What? Is something wrong?” I ask and Jennifer turns in her seat to look at them.
“I’m just checking her to make sure she’s okay. It was probably GHB but I just want to make sure,” she says calmly with her focus on Evie. “I’ve got her Elijah. Okay?”
“Okay,” I sigh. I focus on the road and Jennifer types their address into my GPS. I relax when Amelia stops messing with Evie and just watches. Eventually, we pull into their driveway. The house is a gorgeous white farmhouse-style house with a large covered porch. “This is a nice house,” I say.
“It was her parents. Their life insurance paid it off and was put in our names. Same thing with the land,” She explains as she opens the door and puts all of her items back in the bag. I go around to her head and gently get Evie out of the car.
“How long will she be out for?” Jennifer asks.
“Uh. As long as eight hours. It just depends on how much she had and how her body processes it at,” Amelia says, unlocking the front door.
“I called the bar and asked them if she was there. They said she and some guy skipped out on their tab but hardly touched their drinks. I told him I’d come tomorrow to pay and said there was an emergency.”
“So if she hardly touched her drink, I’d say it won’t be too long.” Amelia opens the door and turns on the lights. “You can lay her on the couch. Easier to handle her in the living room when she loses it.”
“Why exactly is she going to rage? Also, who exactly is he to you?”
“He is roommates with one of my coworkers. They used to date but they just coexist peacefully now. I’ve already texted her and told her what he did. She is going to let me know when he’s home so I can kill him myself.” I lay Evie on the couch and Amelia lays a small blanket over her.
“Why is she going to rage?” I repeat. Jennifer and Amelia exchange a look then turn back to me and Amelia sighs.
“She was date raped in college. Well, I assume. She refused to go to the hospital to find out for sure. She was at a bar with a few others. They ditched her and she said the last thing she remembers was talking to a few guys. The next day she woke up mostly naked in a frat house,” she says slowly.
“Oh my god,” I say, shocked. “Who does that? Can’t they just find someone willing to have sex? I just don’t get it,” I say with a sigh. 
“You have to remember that rape isn’t about sex, it’s about  power,” Jennifer says.
“Exactly, but anyway, when she wakes up that’s going to be the first thing she remembers and she’s going to get mad that it happened again. The silver lining is, she will know she was with people she trusts.”
“Yeah, it’s still probably scary,” I frown. I cannot imagine what it would be like to wake up like that and not know what happened.
“Oh yeah. Jenn and I are going to go take a nap. Are you okay with her?” she asks.
“Yeah, I’ve got her,” I smile.
“If her breathing changes, come get me. If she throws up, roll her to her side so she doesn’t breathe it in,” she says then her and Jenn go upstairs. I take a seat at her feet and pull my phone out to call Nick Hess. He is a friend and also  one of two security guards at the office.
“Hey Elijah,” Nick says.
“Hey. I have a problem,” I say.
“Uh oh. Is Andrew messing with Evie again?”
“You could say that. Evie went on a blind date tonight with a friend of a friend’s roommate. It was Simon,” I sigh.
“Oh my god. Is she okay?” Nick asks. It is sad that all I have to do is mention the name and Nick knows that something bad happened.
“She told me his first name before the date and said she had a bad feeling. I called the restaurant when she wasn’t answering and the manager described Simon so I told her to get the fuck out of there right as she realized who he was and what he did. Then she was not answering me. I had already started driving that way. He drugged her. Her best friend is a PA and said it’s probably GHB. I was on the phone with her as she started leaving and as the call went in she was struggling. I texted Jenn. She was trying to get to her car and lock herself in I think, but she got to the driver’s side before collapsing, which was when I pulled up. I jumped out as by the time I got over there he had picked her up and pulled a gun.”
“This story better fucking have a happy ending, Elijah,” he grumbles.
“Kinda. Jenn and Amelia came up behind them and Jenn pulled her gun on him. He realized she was actually about to shoot him and she dropped her and ran. So, he’s missing. Evie is beside me on her couch.”
“Holy fuck, Elijah. How is Andrew involved?” Simon said, “I promised her to Andrew.” Which is all I need to know to make that conclusion that when I kicked Andrew out the other day, he went straight to Simon.”
“What can I do?” Nick asks.
“A few things. I want to know where Andrew is, but especially Simon. Next, I’m afraid they’ll come after her again. She shouldn’t have to deal with this just because she’s COO. The last thing I want is for her to quit or to feel unsafe.”
“I’ll work on finding them. You got it bad for her, don’t you?” he asks.
“Yeah. We had already established we were attracted to one another. Nick, when I drove up and saw her collapsing with him grabbing her, I realized real fucking quick that a simple attraction is a massive understatement. I have never been that scared of losing someone before,” I say, watching Evie sleep peacefully. “After all this, I’m the last person she is going to want to be around.”
“Why do you say that? You weren’t the one who drugged her,” he asks.
“Yeah, but Simon did that because of me. He’s got some weird vendetta and now he’s coming after her and the company. Now he has her would-be rapist helping.”
“Why don’t you just talk to her, Elijah?”
“I would love to talk to her about it, Nick. She’s currently drugged into unconsciousness so for now I’m just going to overthink things,” I say. I look up from Evie and see Amelia standing in the living room watching me. “Let me know what you find, man?”
“I will. I’d like to sit down with her and set up a plan,” Nick says.
“I’ll ask her later on. Talk to you later,” I say then end the call.
“How is she?” Amelia asks. She comes over and sits on the ottoman beside the couch.
“Breathing, so I assume she’s okay,” I say and Amelia smiles.
“She won’t blame you, Elijah,” she says softly.
“I wouldn’t blame her if she did. What kind of impression is that? Someone threatens her, then drugs her in an attempt to likely assault her, all within two days of working for me.”
“Considering you saved her from Simon I’m going to assume she’s going to be really fucking grateful that you got to her. She called you for help and you helped. You made sure no one hurt her,” she says. “Originally I was just coming down here to tell you that when she wakes up just let us know if you need us. I think it would be better if it was just you. She may be able to calm down quicker and it would be less confusing if it was just you,” she says. She stands up and holds Evie’s wrist for a moment, I assume checking her pulse. “If she rages, I highly suggest you get a hold of her. I’m not strong enough and would definitely get hit, but you are much stronger than I am.”
“Well, hopefully, she just wakes up and is fine,” I smile.
“Don’t count on it. Just yell for me if you need me. Not like I won’t hear her screaming and throwing shit, but still,” she says, then goes back upstairs.
I just want her to be safe. I don’t know what it is about her that has me hooked, but I would do just about anything to see her happy.
I lay my hand on her calf and lay my head back. I think of all the things that could have gone wrong and all the things I could have done to prevent this from occurring at all. 




Chapter Four
Evelyn
∞∞∞
 
My brain is pulling me away from the stillness of my sleep. As the dreams fade away, memories come back. The sudden realization of my last memory floods in. I remember being tricked. Elijah was trying to get to me. Who was victorious?
I open my eyes and I don’t recognize my surroundings for just long enough for me to gasp and sit up. I am shaking and confused.
“Hey, you’re awake,” Elijah says with a soft smile that relaxes me for a moment. Instead of talking I just cross my legs and rest my face in my hands. I feel like I'm going to explode if I don’t stand up though. I startle Elijah when I throw the blanket off me and nearly jump off the couch. If he’s here that means Amelia and Jennifer are here.
I remember sitting at a bar talking to three guys. Why can’t I remember what they did to me? Did they? What about this time? Was I with Elijah the whole time? Will I have to add this to the time I probably got raped but can’t remember?
Anger fills me as I try to understand what I did wrong. Why would someone come after me just because of my job or one that I applied to? I slowly pace the room, trying to take deep breaths. I can’t focus on Elijah. I know he said something, but all I can hear right now is the small snippets of memories of being raped in that frat house. I remember someone being on top of me. It’s like trying to remember a dream the next day and you know the dream is there but your brain just won’t bring it up for you to grab hold of. You don’t even remember what you’re trying to remember but you are still confident that somewhere in the confines of your mind, the memory sits there; waiting for you to grab it and pull it out of hiding.
I am trying so hard to not scream. I don’t want to lose my shit again. If I lose my shit again I will probably ruin any chance I have of getting to know Elijah. When  I was trying to get to my car, it just hit me that I have feelings for him. It’s so much more than a simple crush. I intentionally sought him out for help, because I knew he would. I knew he cared, and I’m about to ruin all of that with my anger.
“Evie,” I hear Elijah say.
“I can’t remember anything,” I stop walking when I see my phone and look back through my texts with Elijahans I snap. “Why does this shit keep happening to me? I mind my own fucking business. I don’t hurt people. I don’t do anything. I just exist the wrong way and people keep trying to hurt me,” I yell. Elijah is slowly getting closer to me, but I can’t force myself to focus on him or whatever it is he is saying. “Why can’t I just be happy and no one try to rape me? I am so fucking sick of existing just for people to attack me.” I say, still yelling. Elijah is within arms reach, I want to reach out to him. I just want comfort. I feel all of my rage boiling inside me. I can’t calm it down. I turn away from Elijah because I don’t want to see the way he will look at me when I inevitably lose it. Something inside of me shifts just enough to let the rage force its way out.  I have my hand next to an empty glass. Without thinking or even attempting to stop myself, I pick the glass up and throw it. It makes contact with the wall across the room and shatters. “God damnit,” I scream. Elijah expeditiously grabs my arm and pulls me closer to him. Driven by raw anxiety and rage, instinctively I turn to hit him. He catches my other wrist and pulls me to his chest then wraps his arms around me.
“Stop,” I yell at him. I fight against him until I hear him talk to me.
“I’ve got you, Evie. I’m not going anywhere,” he says softly.
“I didn’t do anything wrong,” I say tearfully and quietly.
“You did nothing wrong. You didn’t deserve that,” he says quietly. He loosens his hold on me when he sees I won’t try to hit him again.
“You saved me from him,” I pull away and say to him.
“You tried to hit me,” he smiles and I laugh. He pulls me back to his chest and kisses the top of my head. “I won’t let anyone hurt you.”
“I’m sorry,” I say quietly.
“For what?” he asks, letting me chin to look at him.
“I tried so hard to not lose my shit,” I say with a sigh.
“You should look into replacing your glass cups with plastic ones,” he grins.
“I’m being serious,” I say, smiling.
“So am I. You fucking launched that cup. Poor little thing never stood a chance,” he laughs and wipes away my tears. “No matter how much rage or anxiety you have, I’m not going anywhere, Evie. Stop trying to hold it all in for the sake of maintaining whatever impossible image that you want me to see. I want to see you. I want to see the happiness, sadness, all of the anger, and all of the anxiety. I want to see it all. I want you to understand that you’re more than that rage, anxiety, or grief. You’re so much more than that, Evie. You’re a brilliant woman who has busted her ass to get where she is, despite the rage. Despite the grief. Despite the anxiety. All of that may be a part of you, but it is not all of you. It’s hardly even a portion of who you are. You understand?” I nod and he moves his hands to cup my face. “You are more than your anxiety, Evelyn.”
“I’m afraid if I let people see it, they’ll just run away, so I just keep to myself,” I say in a near-whispered voice.
“Evie honey, I just watched you throw a glass at the wall at damn Mach ten, then immediately try to hit me. I’m still here. I’m not going anywhere. I am not judging you for how your mental health manifests itself. You clearly try to keep it under control, which is all that’s important to me. Everyone should always consistently work on their mental health, and for you, that means you need to find another hobby than… glass throwing,” he says with a smile.  “I’m not going anywhere, Evie. I’m right here.” I find myself lost looking into his eyes, processing his words.
“Please don’t say that if you don’t mean it the way it sounds,” I whisper.
“I mean every single word, Evie. I am right here and I am not going anywhere,” he says softly.
“When I fall, I fall hard and I fall fast. If you can’t be there to catch me, walk away and save me the heartbreak,” I say through tears. Elijah gently wipes them away and looks at me in a way that warms me.
“I’m right here, Evie,” he says softly. Elijah cups my face and pulls my lips to his. He kisses me softly,   clearing my mind of all the lingering anxiety and anger. Lips parted, and our tongues tease each other. I loop my arms around his neck and his hands fall to my waist. We pull away from our kiss breathlessly, but we remain close with foreheads touching.
“I don’t have the words to describe just how much I like you, Elijah,” I say, pulling away so I can look at him. “But you have to be patient with me.”
“We have all the time in the world, Evie. I like you so much and I know it’s just a matter of time before I fall for you.”
“Yeah?” I smile.
“Mhmm,” he says, kissing me. “You know they’re watching us, right?”
“Yeah… I forgot about them,” I smile.
“Yeah. They’re at the base of the stairs. They came down when you were yelling.”
“So, now they’re just being creepy?” I laugh. “Amelia is about to go all doctor mode on me”
“Yeah I’m sure,” he smiles. “I want us to both have a clear understanding of what we are doing here.”
“Say what you mean,” I smile.
“Are we dating?” he asks bluntly.
“Are you asking me to stop going on blind dates, Elijah?” I grin.
“For the love of god, don’t go on a blind date again,” he laughs.
“No more dates,” I smile sweetly. “What do you want?”
“I want you to be mine,” he says quietly then kisses me softly.
“Then I'm yours,” I say with a smile.
“Good. Would have gotten weird if you didn’t want to date after kissing like that.” he laughs and kisses my forehead. “I’m glad you are okay.”
“Thank you for saving me.”
“You are very welcome,” he says, stepping back. “Go hug them then sit down.”
“So bossy,” I grin. I step past Elijah and both Amelia and Jennifer and sitting on the bottom stair watching. Amelia is the first to get to me. She hugs me tight and I can tell she is crying. “I’m okay,” I whisper. She pulls away and sniffs back her tears.
“You scared me,” she says, wiping her tears.
“Thank you for taking care of me. You have helped me so much since Mom and Dad died. One of these days I’ll get my shit together,” I smile and turn to Jennifer who also hugs me tight. When she pulls away her eyes are filled with tears.
“How do you feel?” Jennifer asks me.
“I have a headache and I’m dizzy,” I sigh.
“No pain?” she asks. I narrow my eyes at her.
“Go sit and let Amelia check you and we will tell you what happened,” she says, pointing to the couch. I go and sit down and Amelia hands me a bottle of water which I take a generous sip.
“So you have two options here. I can tell you word for word, or I can breeze over the things he said,” Elijah says seriously.
“I’d rather know everything,” I tell him.
“Okay… I heard when you dropped the phone. I was stuck behind some people but I was maybe a block and a half away. I could hear him talking,” Elijah says. Amelia starts by checking my blood pressure.
“So the last thing that I remember clearly is him saying he couldn’t wait to get his hands on me. After that, I very vaguely remember getting to the driver's door, but then everything is blank.”
“That’s the last thing I heard clearly. I didn’t hang up the call so I heard you scream when he grabbed you, but what I pulled up to was you collapsing and him grabbing you. I got out and he picked you up. We went back and forth for a second. He ended up pulling a gun, but I knew Jennifer and Amelia were likely just around the corner. I texted them on the way.”
“Yeah, when you texted we had just gotten service back. We were like six blocks away and we just ran. It was easier than getting back into the car,” Jennifer says.
“I told him that you had nothing to do with anything and he said you were now half of the problem, which admittedly doesn’t make much sense. He made mention of you being promised to Andrew. Anyway, Jennifer came up behind him and put a gun to the back of his head.” I laugh picturing Jennifer holding a gun on someone. Elijah smiles, likely knowing what I am laughing at. “He said he wasn’t scared of my “Whore of a sister” and Jennifer basically said he was going to find out what my “Whore of a sister” was going to do if he didn’t put you down. She gave him five seconds and she started counting. He was a smartass partway through and counted a number with her. She got to four and said that was his last chance. She readied herself to pull the trigger and he dropped you and ran,”
“Like dropped?” I ask.
“Like a sack of potatoes on the curb,” Amelia laughs and I smile.
“That would explain why my side is sore,” I shrug. Amelia sits on the couch behind me to look at my back.
“Which side?” she asks.
“Right side bottom of my ribcage. It’s not awful. I just felt it when I got off the couch.”
“Lean forward so I can pull the back of your shirt up. I bring my legs up on the couch and sit cross-legged, facing Elijah. I lean forward, resting my head on my arms in my lap. She pulls the back of my shirt up and Jennifer gasps.
“Well, that's not a good sign,” I laugh.
“Are you positive that your side doesn’t hurt?” Amelia asks.
“Yes. I mean it’s tender, but that's it. Why?”
“Oh my god,” Elijah says, shocked.
“Yeah… That’s concerning. Come upstairs so you can lie down. I need to do something,” Amelia says, getting off the couch.”
“Are you being dramatic, because otherwise you’re scaring me?” I ask seriously
“I think you might have a broken rib. I need you to lay down so I can feel. I’m trying to avoid taking you to the hospital, but If I think it’s broken, you have to go. Have Elijah and Jenn help you and I will be up there in a second. I’m going to call Samantha real quick. Okay?” she says softly and I nod.
“Who is Samanatha?” Elijah asks.
“Her boss and a family friend. I am uh… Terrified of hospitals. I would risk death before I willingly go. Samantha would see me without making me come into the hospital,” I explain.
“But if it’s broken, she doesn’t have a choice but to go. If it's a full break it could puncture her lung,” Amelia says as she puts her phone to her ear.
“Well, let’s get upstairs,” Jennifer says. Everything feels fine until I take a step up and a sharp pain shoots up my side and I wince. I take another step, but slower. Another pain and it steals my breath. “Are you okay,” Jennifer asks. I shake my head. Dizziness sweeps over me and I stumble. Elijah steadies me and keeps his hands on me as I become unstable. “Is it pain?”
“Yeah. only when I step up. I got dizzy because I am probably dehydrated.” Elijah puts his hand out for me to take and I do. He keeps his other hand on my back and Jennifer has a hold of my left arm. I hold my breath and take another step. One by one, I get to the top of the stairs. I let out the breath I was holding in and lean against the banister for a moment. When I stand up straight I take a small step and I have no pain. I walk slowly down the hallway and to the master bedroom. Centered on the wall is a queen-sized bed with a pink floral comforter and two nightstands on either side of the bed. The master bathroom door is on the left wall and the dresser is on the far right wall beside the closet. A large TV is mounted to the wall opposite of the bed.
“Are you always this clean?” Jennifer asks.
“Yes. She’s a clean freak,” Amelia says from behind me.
“I am not a clean freak,” I laugh.
“Mhmm. Samantha is on her way. I’m going to check but I'd feel better having her do it,” she says. “Have trouble with the stairs?”
“Yeah. That’s the only time it hurts.” I say.
“Yeah, wait until I touch it. Take your shirt off. Do you want them to step out?” Amelia asks.
“Well considering everyone here has seen me drugged and passed out, No shirt is fine.”
“Okay. Lay on your stomach. That will keep me from getting punched,” she winks at me. I take my shirt off and lay down. Elijah sits to my left and I rest my head in my arms. He has his hand rested between my shoulders. “I advise you to hold his hand or something,” Amelia warns. Elijah offers his hand and I take it and suck in a deep breath. “Okay. Do your best to not move.” I nod and take a deep breath.
Amelia starts feeling along my ribs from my bra line down. It becomes uncomfortable near the end, but when she feels along one of the last ribs a sharp pain shoots through my side and I cry out in pain. I squeeze Elijah’s hand and groan in pain as she feels across the rib. When she takes her hands off my side I exhale. “Holy fuck that hurt,” I complain.
“I need to do it again. Hold your breath and try not to move.” Amelia says softly.
“I don’t like you,” I groan and she laughs.
“Ready?” she asks. I nod, take a deep breath, and hold. The pain returns worse. She goes over the rib and backs off. I exhale and I hear the doorbell ring.
“She’s going to do it too, isn’t she?” I ask
“Yeah, she’s nicer though. She’ll have you lay on your side with your arm above your head though.” Elijah’s phone goes off and he answers.
“Hey Nick… Yeah, she’s awake… Amelia is checking her out… No, possibly a broken rib… Oh, wonderful… Yeah, We have both laptops here so I’m not concerned about that. Just go ahead and change the locks…. No, the center door can stay the same… Yeah, I’ll tell her. I’d rather spend the money than let anyone get into that room and everything fall apart… Yeah… I’ll ask her and text you…see ya…” He hangs up the phone and sighs.
“What happened?” I ask as Amelia and Samantha come in. “Your keys were stolen during all of that. Someone got into the building and into your office and tried to get the control room door open but failed and bolted. Nick is a friend of mind and is also in charge of security at the building. We’ve never had to have more than one or two max, but we will have to add some.
“He’s changing the locks and installing a new biometric lock on both. Ours will require both handprints, keys, and a PIN. The main control room is getting just the handprint and key for two people who have been given access. We need to pull everyone from that control room and hand-pick people to be in there so we can limit who has access,”
“It’s sad we have to do all of this,” I sigh.
“Why do you have to do all of that?” Amelia asks.
“Because if they get into that main control room that only Evie and Elijah have access to, they could very literally destroy the company in minutes,” Jennifer says. “If you want, You all can move the laptop from inside the room to my office. That way I can shut the other two down if you need to.”
“That’s not a bad idea. Simon won’t fuck with your office,” Elijah chuckles.
“Only three days in here but I have a dumb idea…” I say
“What’s that?” Jennifer says.
“So you, Elijah, and Simon are the top three in that order, yes?”
“Mhmm,” Elijah says. I sit up on my elbows to look at Jennifer.
“Merge the companies under one business that you both own. Have it to where each side has autonomy over their side but work in sync. Have weekly meetings to keep the other side up to date. That new company would automatically take over and he not only wouldn’t stand a chance, but if two large companies come together like that then the new company could pull customers from the lower guys. It wouldn’t be so large that the government would call it a monopoly. So in short, two siblings merge and push Simon out. Then to add fuel to the fire, I publicly out both him and Andrew. Luna has already told me about her assault and has a rape kit sitting at the police department lab with results and is very adamant about outing him if given the chance.
“So if you think about it, what the public will see is Elijah and I connected Andrew to assaults based on my experience, so we did our due diligence by checking in with our employees. Andrew threatened me with his personal cell phone number. Then I just happened to get drugged two days later. Elijah hiring me will be even more of a positive. The public doesn’t take kindly to sexual assault, especially serial cases. I guarantee if the media gets a hold of Andrew, he will have people coming in left and right to report him,” I explain. They are both watching me intently as I talk and once I am finished talking they just look at each other, then me again. “Words would be nice,” I laugh.
“I won’t speak for Elijah, but that is honestly a great idea,” Jennifer smiles.
“I agree,” Elijah nods.
“I have an idea,” Amelia says.
“What’s that?” Jennifer asks.
“What better way to take a stand against sexual assault than to take the victim that made it possible for anyone to come forward and put her as a third owner of the main umbrella company,” she says with a shrug. “If you really want to take a stand on sexual assault and give people confidence to come forward and ruin Simon and Andrew… Make Evie the third. Then she can finally do something with the massive amount of money sitting in her savings by investing in the main company upon startup.”
“Define massive,” Jennifer asks me and I laugh.
“Can we let Samantha torture me first so I can get up?”
“Yeah, Let’s do that,” Amelia says. “I don’t think it’s fully broken but I’d rather your lungs remain inflated so...”
“Alright, babe. Roll to your left side and bring your right arm above your head. I am doing it differently than normal so it should not hurt. I am not pressing in.”
“I’m holding you to that,” I smile. I roll to my left side and bring my arm up. She feels across my side, not pushing in.
“Amelia, the reason I'm doing it this way is because she is smaller. When she brings her arm up you can see her ribs so you don't have to actually feel them. Evie, I think you have a bruised rib. Maybe a small fracture, but it’s not a full break. I’d like for you to come to the office here in the next few weeks so I can check you again, okay?”
“One of these days I'll get over my fear of hospitals,” I say, getting up and putting my shirt back on.
“Honey, you watched both of your parents die back to back in my ER. I’d be scared too.”
“Wait, you were there?” Elijah asks me.
“Yeah. I was in for fall break and I was in my car behind them when a car going the wrong way on the interstate hit the head-on. Both went brain-dead from a brain bleed and I opted to not allow them to stay on life support. I called Amelia and she came up to say goodbye to them with me then I signed the papers. Samantha shut the machines off at the same time and they both were pronounced thirty seconds apart. I’m glad they were in the same room together at least.”
“Holy shit, Evie. I’m so sorry,” he frowns.
“Thank you. I spent the next six months doing nothing but studying and reading through their work. I was determined to be the best I could in memory of them.” I shrug.
“And you definitely are the best. You are better than me, that’s for sure,” Jennifer smiles.
“I think you are just delusional. Let’s go back downstairs,” I sigh.
“Okay. Change into something comfortable at least,” Amelia says.
“Yes, mother,” I smile at her.
“Smartass. Elijah, make sure she doesn’t fall over,” she says as they walk out and shut my door, leaving Elijah and me alone. He brings me to his chest and kisses the top of my head.
“Are you not tired,” he asks and I pull back.
“Not at the moment. Are you?” I laugh.
“Uh. A little,” he smiles and kisses me.
“You are not required to stay. You can go home and go to bed if you want,” I say as I go to my dresser and get my pajamas out.
“I know I'm not required. Do you want me to go?” he asks seriously.
“Not really. I feel more at ease with you close by, but I can always force Amelia to come sleep with me,” I laugh.
“Mmmm I think I’d like to be the one to provide that comfort,” he smiles and kisses me again. His hands settle on my waist and pulls me close to his body causing me to lightly moan. I loop my arms around his neck when he backs me against my bedroom wall.
“If I take too long Amelia is going to come back up here,” I say reluctantly. “Although I would much rather continue this. I am going to change so make your choice if you want to stay,” I smile.
“Oh, I’m staying,” he grins. “You know, to make sure you are okay.”
“Mhmm,” I laugh. Elijah watches me closely as I change. His eyes are filled with a new look. He has this look that implies that he is struggling to keep himself from advancing on me. When I unhook my bra and take it off, he sighs in frustration.
“What’s wrong?” I ask, putting my oversized t-shirt on.
“You are gorgeous,” he says softly.
“That caused you to sigh like that?” I laugh, and take my dress slacks off, and put on pajama shorts.
“Oh no, the frustration is me restraining myself,” he smiles.
“Why are you restraining yourself?” I ask innocently and walk over to stand in front of him where he is sitting on my bed.
“You are being mean to me,” he laughs.
“Oh, that’s not being mean. I can show you mean if you want,” I grin.
“Let’s go downstairs before I take those clothes off of you,” he says softly.
“Hmm. Rain Check then?” I grin and he laughs and shakes his head. We walk out and go to the stairs. I take a small step down and it doesn’t hurt as bad as going up, so I walk off the way down. We go into the living room and there is a new person here.
“Hey, Nick?” Elijah says skeptically. Nick laughs and points to Jennifer.
“Jenn and Amelia told me to come by,” he smiles “Good to see you’re okay Evie,” Nick says.
“You’ve met?” he asks me.
“Yeah, I met him this morning at the floor meeting when you were talking to Luna about the system notification being faulty,” I smile.
“Ah, what’s up?” he asks.
“So Jennifer may or may not have hacked Andrew’s personal computer,” he says slowly and Amelia and I burst out laughing. Nick gives me a sympathetic look.
“He’s more of a creep ass than we thought, huh?” I ask.
“When was your interview with him?” Nick asks.
“I feel like I should go sit down for this conversation,” I frown. Elijah sits and pulls me into his lap as I go to step past him. He sits back and I turn to put my back against the armrest, stretch my legs out on the couch, and cover up with a blanket. He rests his hands on my thighs. I feel safe and warm. “I had the interview about two weeks before graduation, so seven weeks ago max. He was my last interview. Why?”
“When did you apply?” Nick continues to ask questions.
“Two weeks before that. Why?” I say, annoyed.
“I thought he was fired four weeks ago?” Jennifer asks.
“Officially, yes. He had found a new position likely about three months before. He just transitioned over three months.
“Again… Why?” I say again
“He had just under nine weeks' worth of pictures on his computer of you,” he says to me.
“I’m sorry… what?” I say calmly. He sighs and sits down beside my feet. Jennifer and Amelia stand close by.
“Andrew has been stalking you since the day you applied,” he says slowly. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. What the fuck?
“Show me please,” I ask. Jennifer nods and hands me her laptop.
“Just click over to the external hard drive,” she says. I click over and the first picture is of the outside of my gym. It is dated as the first picture. I click through dozens of photos. Some are far away, but some are close up. The most concerning ones are the ones of me in my house. “The last one you won’t like,” she warns me right as I go to click over to it. I take a deep breath and click over to see a mostly nude photo of me taken outside of my bedroom window. Something about this picture is odd. I stare at it trying to figure out what I am missing.
“Evie…” Amilia says softly.  When I hear her voice it clicks.
“Oh fuck,” I say standing. “Bring the laptop and come upstairs.” They look at me like I’m insane. “Am I speaking gibberish? Come on,” I say. I take a deep breath and take a few steps at a time before stopping for a second. When I get to the top I go to Amelia’s room. “Do you have a flashlight?”
“Yeah, here,” she says, handing me a small pen light.
“Do you remember when we were kids, we would sit out on the roof and talk all night?” I ask her.
“Yeah?” she says skeptically. I go and pull her curtains open. I turn the penlight on and point it toward the large oak tree. “Oh Shit,” she yells and opens her window then climbs out on the roof.
“It’s probably live. Don't let it see you. It’s not going to have audio, I tell her.”
“What the fuck are you talking about?” Elijah asks, confused.
“This picture looks like it was taken from the tree. If you sit in that tree you can see into the master bedroom. I know that because Amelia and I used to get on this roof and step over into that tree and drink at sixteen and I could see if my parents woke up. It’s almost the same angle, so that means either someone sat in that tree, or there is video recording,” I say.
“Evie, I got it. What do you want me to do?” Amelia asks.
“Do you know anything about video?” I ask Jennifer and Elijah and they both shake their heads. “Okay… I’m going to have to come out. If you pull the wrong wire I won't be able to track it.”
“Uh… Is that a good idea?” Jennifer asks.
“She came out here with a broken leg and a broken collarbone once, she’ll be fine. We practically lived out here as kids,” Amelia smiles and comes back to the window. To help me. I carefully get out of the window and sit down to take my shoes off and put them back inside. “Oh, you took your shoes off too?”
“Yeah, We learned that shit the hard way once,” I laugh.
“You better not fall off the damn roof. Either of you,” Elijah says sternly. I smile brightly and step closer to the edge. “Jesus Christ woman, you are going to be the death of me.” Amelia and I laugh heartily at his nervousness.
“Chill out. I need wire cutters. Also, someone come outside and goes around to where we are.” I say.
“Why?” Nick asks.
“So I can learn to fly just like a baby bird does,” I grin. “Because I need someone to find where this wire goes.”
“I’ll come down,” Nick laughs.
“Wire cutters,” Jennifer says.
“One of you is going to have to step out here and hand them to me. We both have a hold of this.
“Won’t be me,” Jennifer says. “Fuck that,” she says, laughing. “Go on big bro,” she smiles and pats him on the back.
“You both are insane,” he complains.
“I highly advise you take your shoes and socks off,” I laugh.
“Why?” he glares at me.
“Unless you wanna see how well gravity works from up here,” I shrug. He shakes his head and obliges. He steps out of the room and carefully walks to me. “Thank you, dear. Don’t touch me or I will fall,” I say as I step closer to the edge to look at the back of the camera better.
“I swear to god if you fall off this roof, I am not pushing your wheelchair,” he warns.
“You are being dramatic,” I laugh. “I like to live on the edge,” I shoot him a smile before looking down at Nick. “Do you see the wire I have my right hand on?”
“Uh… no... Well, I can see you’re holding it but I can't tell where it goes. There are two wires,” he says. I look at Amelia and she grins then looks at Elijah and Jenn.
“You wanna tell them?” she says with a smile.
“You can do the honors,” I smile. I look at Elijah and he immediately knows.
“Evie, no,” he says wide-eyed.
“What?” Jenn says, confused.
“These two crackpots are going to step over to the tree,” he tells her, and Amelia and I laugh again. I let go of the wire and Amelia does too so we can step back from the edge. “Evie, you are going to give me a heart attack,” he frowns.
“Do you two trust me?” I ask Elijah and Jenn and smile.
“Yes,” they say in sync.
“Amelia and I are very capable of this,” I say.
“We just did it like a week ago out of the guest room,” Amelia shrugs.
“You do know your side is black and blue?” Elijah asks.
“Yeah, you know what that camera has caught? I want it down and I want to put whoever did it in jail, so either spider monkey over there yourself or close your eyes and wait for her and me to go find out which wire is which,” I say. “I want to be able to trace it and I can’t just yank wires out.”
“I say go for it,” Jenn says with a smile. I look at Elijah. He huffs and kisses me then goes back to the window.
“Please don’t die,” he says.
“I won’t,” I smile and hand the wire cutters to Amelia so she can put them in her pocket. “Me or you first?” I ask her, stepping closer to the edge again.
“You go first. You go to the right one and I’ll go to the left,” she says
“Yeah, the right one is closer to the camera too,” I say, stepping back.
“Dear god,” Jennifer groans,”
“Hush or shut the window,” I laugh. I look at the spot I plan on stepping over to then take a small leap over to the thick limb and grin at Amelia. Pain in my side radiates out but I suppress the urge to groan.
“It looks like a bigger jump than it is,” I say to Elijah. “Really this tree is entirely too close to the house. We will have to cut it back soon.”
“You're still crazy,” he smiles.
“Come on,” I say to Amelia. She does the same process and she leaps over just as gracefully. I sink down and sit on the thick limb so I can inch over to the camera. “Mia, come over here and hold my hand so I can lean over and grab this camera.” She goes to the trunk and crosses over. Once she sits down, she takes my hand and I lean over and grab the camera so I can pull it back. “Nick, I am going to pull on a wire. Look and see if you can see anything around the base of the tree.” I take hold of the wire giving it power and pull.”
“Got it,” he says.
“Follow it and see where it’s going, please.” I sit and wait for him to find it and see that Jennifer and Elijah are still on edge. “We are almost done if you would like to come down here and help us down,” I smile. “Specifically me, because I am not jumping from this tree with my side hurting,” I say.
“I’m going to jump!” Amelia smiles.
“We will come down,” Elijah laughs. A few minutes later they appear at the base of the tree. 
“Got it. It’s going to the main powerbox,” Nick says.
“Ohh, clever… okay I’m going to pull the other one, it should go off to something to help it get a better signal,” I say as I pull on the other wire.
“Got it, it’s an antenna on the other side of the tree,” Nick says.
“Alright. Go pull the wire from the power box. So I can cut the other wire.” Nick goes back to the power box and comes back a few minutes later with the other end in hand. I take the wire cutters and cut the wire that helped boost its signal, then pull the power line through to free it from the tree. “Incoming,” I say, tossing the camera to Nick and then the wire cutters. “Let me see your hand so I don’t break my neck,” I laugh. She holds on to a limb and gives me her other hand so I can get up with the least amount of pain. Amelia follows the limb to the trunk then steps down a few limbs to get as low as she can, then she jumps and lands on her feet.
“You are not doing that,” Elijah says sternly.
“Hell no. That would hurt. You’re going to catch my ass,” I laugh and follow the same path to the lowest limb. I get low enough to where Elijah can grab me around my hips and lower me. “Thank you,” I smile when I am back on the ground.
“You are nuts,” he says, kissing me.
“That is tame,” Amelia shrugs.
“What is that supposed to mean,” he frowns.
“We occasionally go rock climbing,” I smile. “We haven’t been in a few weeks.
“Well that's not…” he says but Jennifer interrupts him.
“They free climb. They don’t harness,” she laughs.
“Why in the hell would that be something people do?” he asks me.
“It’s an adrenaline thing,” I smile.
“Let’s go inside before you try to play chicken with cars next,” he says as we walk inside. I use Jennifer’s laptop and start the trace on the camera then go to the couch. Elijah pulls me back into his lap and I sit the way I was before.
“Okay. So Andrew is stalking me. Simon is trying to take the company down. Thoughts?”
“You never answered our questions,” Jennifer reminds me.
“Ah, yes. So…” I look at Amelia and we both giggle. “Uh.. I think I’d rather show you. I pull up my banking app, log in, and go to my savings account. I hand my phone to Jennifer and her eyes go wide.
“Holy hell, Evie. Why haven’t you done anything with it?” she says, handing me my phone back and I turn it to Elijah and he sees the balance is a few thousand dollars short of six million.
“Oh my god,” he says after a minute.
“So, it’s a win for everyone. She doesn’t sit on the money she will literally never use, we take down both creeps, and both of your businesses do better together,” Amelia says.
“Why haven’t you used it?” Elijah asks.
“Because it feels like I traded my parents for money,” I shrug. “I stuck it in the bank and never did anything with it.
“And you would really invest in something like that?” he asks.
“Obviously for my own assurance, I would have to be part owner, but this is exactly the type of thing that my parents would love for me to invest money in. It is my passion and I’m helping others. I literally don’t care if I lose the money, but I’m also smart enough to know that investing it would be I turn it into something I feel like I deserve to use. So you two think it over. It's just two separate ideas shoved together.” Jennifer looks at Elijah, as if they’re communicating.
“I will sign on it,” Jennifer says with a smile. “I know you know this business. I made sure you understood everything and then you took that and ran with it. Now you could probably bankrupt all of us if you tried hard enough. Even split and even responsibility
“How would it work with you being part owner of the main and COO for me?” Elijah asks me.
“The same way you would?” I say, confused.
“I mean, that wouldn’t be overwhelming?” he asks
“No more than anything else. I would use my office for both. I would just get a separate filing system for the main.” I say.
“We could set Jennifer up a desk in your office since it’s huge so she can have room to work on the main company stuff with us at Cypher,” Elijah says.
“That would be easier than me trying to file anything at my office. Really, long term we could look into one main building for everything,” Jennifer says. “See, if you’d take my offer and be my COO you could come to work with us,” Jennifer says to Amelia as she pulls her closer to sit in her lap.
“Hey. That would be awesome,” I say.
“I have no idea what you guys even do. Like I get the operations  and manager stuff. That would be fine, but I know nothing about cybersecurity.”
“You don’t need to and it’s something you could learn if you wanted to be over any projects,” Jennifer says.
“I say do it,” Elijah shrugs.
“Do I get an office?” she raises an eyebrow at Jennifer and she laughs.
“Yes. You would get your own office right beside mine,” she smiles.
“Okay. Samantha is gonna be upset,” she sighs. “But I feel like the pay would be better.”
“By a lot,” Elijah laughs. Jennifer’s laptop sounds like my trace is done so she hands it over to me. I look over everything and shake my head.
“It’s being sent to Andrew's personal laptop. Is your laptop traceable?” I ask her.
“No ma’am,” she smiles, knowing what I am going to do. I start tapping away until a window pops up that looks like a live feed.
“Is this his Webcam?” Elijah laughs.
“Yep, and audio” I grin and hand the laptop to Nick. “My present to you.”
“You’re an interesting woman,” Nick smiles.
“So I have been told,” I laugh. “I am going to bed,” I sigh.
“I will call Elijah and my lawyer and we can get some shit drawn up,” Jennifer says. “Are you staying here, Elijah?”
“I am,” he smiles.
“Are you worried about me?” I ask with a smile and stand up.
“Someone has to make sure you don’t jump off the roof,” he says laughing.
“Funny. Good night guys. Thanks for not letting me get raped. Much appreciated,” Jennifer and Amelia laugh as we walk away. I slowly make my way up to my room. When we get in the room I go and shut the curtains and blinds. Elijah gets undressed down to boxers and lays down.
I crawl into bed and face him “This has been the weirdest fucking week,” I smile. He pulls me closer to him and rests a hand on my waist.
“I still can’t believe you almost hit me,” he laughs.
“I feel like you’re being dramatic,” I smile.
“Little lady, you had your fist balled up. You were going to swing on me,” he laughs.
“In my defense, you grabbed my wrist and it freaked me out for like a half second. I really need to check my shit. I hate getting that mad.”
“It’s okay. It wouldn't have hurt,” he says, kissing me. He pulls my body closer and I let out a small moan. He pulls my hair back to expose my neck and gently bites my soft skin causing me to softly gasp. The way he makes me feel clouds my brain and I want more. Elijah pulls back and smiles when he sees the lust clearly painted on my face. “What are you thinking?” he asks. I narrow my eyes at him and he laughs.
“Why do I get the feeling you’re going to find joy in torturing me?” I ask.
“Kind of like when you got undressed in front of me? You seemed to enjoy how difficult that was,” he says with a smile.
“Oh, I did enjoy it! I’m surprised you didn’t break, although I know you wanted to,” I say, matching his smile.
“Of course, I wanted to break, Evie. You are fucking gorgeous, but I also strive to be as respectful as I can be.”
“Define respect for me,” I grin.
“I just mean that no matter how much I would love to make you scream my name, I want you to want that also,” he says at a low rumble.
“You’re missing something very important, Elijah,” I say, propping up on my elbow.
“And what’s that?” he smiles brightly.
I lean in closer so I can speak in a hushed tone “Did you ever stop to think that I also want you to make me scream your name?” he groans in frustration again, struggling to keep himself composed. “If you are holding yourself back because you think that I won’t be completely willing, understand that I have not had sex in over a year. I knew exactly what I was doing when I was changing earlier. So know that this is me telling you that I know what I am getting myself into and I am completely consenting to whatever is going through your mind right now.”
“You are hurt though,” he frowns
“I have a bruised side. I have no broken bones. I’m not in pain. Again, I know what I am getting myself into. Do not make decisions for me and I won’t make them for you, yeah?”
“You’re making this sound so logical,” he smiles.
“Don’t talk yourself into something you’re not comfortable with,” I smile softly. This must have increased his frustration because, in the blink of an eye, he has my hands pinned above my head and is settled between my legs. he’s being very careful of my side. Wow, that only melts me further. My breath catches in my throat when he pushes himself against me, letting me feel every inch of his erection. “Fuck,” I groan quietly.
“Trust me when I say that I am extremely comfortable with fucking you,” he says, nearly growling.
“Prove it,” I smile sweetly. He almost breaks, but stops himself for a moment. I answer his question before he has a chance to open his mouth. “I’m on birth control, so prove it, if you are so confident that you can make me scream your name,” I say, challenging him.
“You’re going to be the death of me, Evelyn,” he says with a smile as he releases my wrists and leans back. I lean up enough for him to pull my shirt off, then lift my hips when he goes to pull my underwear off of me. He gets out of his boxers before returning to his position between my legs. “I’m not going to be gentle with you, Evie,” he says as a warning. “Speak up if I hurt you though.”
“I don’t want you to be,” I grin then lean up to kiss him. He leans into my lips and I groan when I feel the head of his cock teasing me. I loop my arms around his neck to pull him closer, instead, he breaks our kiss and leans back enough to watch me as he slides himself inside of me. I inhale sharply, arching against him.
“Oh, fuck,” I whimper. “Please, Elijah.”
“What is it, baby?” he asks as he slams into me, forcing a moan from me.
“Fuck, I want to come. Please, Elijah,” I beg. His smile turns devious as he pulls my knees up to my chest, giving him access to fuck me deeper while not putting pressure on my side. When he thrusts into me I gasp loudly and cover my mouth to keep my sounds contained. When he starts fucking me hard and fast, he pulls orgasms from me like it was always his for the taking. I easily ignore the pain in my side as he fucks me.
“Shit, Evie,” he groans. Elijah stops for long enough to roll to his back and pull me on top of him. I slowly lower myself on his cock, groaning as he stretches me. He lays me across his chest and starts fucking me with more force and speed. Laying like this takes all of the pain out of my side, so I bury my face in his chest to muffle my pleasured screams that he easily pulls from me. He forces orgasms from me, as if it is one long continuous climax. His own groans of pleasure get louder and more consistent. “Come again for me, Evie,” he growls. My body responds to his demands by shoving me into a blinding orgasm. I scream my satisfaction into his chest and clinch my muscles around his cock. I send him spiraling into his own climax.
“Oh yes, Elijah. Oh god,” I moan as I ride the high of my climax out. When it fades I stay laid across his chest until he rolls us to our side. My brain is completely numb making it impossible to form words. I stay snuggled against him until my breathing returns to normal and the clouds start to disappear from my mind. Elijah leans back to gently kiss me.
“You are amazing,” he smiles and brushes my hair from my face.
“You are very good at that,” I laugh softly.
“You think so?” he laughs.
“I am certainly down to test the theory,” I grin and he laughs as he kisses me again. Seriously though, that was amazing.” I smile.
“How is your side?” he asks me.
“Well, I’m laying in it right now and not crying, so that’s a good sign,” I laugh. “It’s okay. It’s tender but it’s not bad.”
“I’m glad,” he says softly.
“I am going to take a shower, okay?”
“I won’t lie, I’m likely going to fall asleep,” he laughs. 
“That’s okay. You sleep! I am going to go downstairs and get something to eat after. I haven’t eaten since lunchtime,” I say, kissing him. I get my clothes and phone then go to the bathroom and turn the shower on. As I wait for the shower to warm up I check my phone and see that I have another text from Andrew.
Andrew: Soon you will be mine!
“Oh fuck,” I sigh “Elijah,” I call out to him.
“Yes?” he says, stepping into the bathroom. I hand him my phone and step into the shower. “Jesus Christ. He knows we cut the feed,” he groans. “Hold on. I’m going to get dressed and the girls up here, okay?”
“Okay,” I say with a hint of sadness in my voice. Elijah goes back into the bedroom and a few minutes later I hear all of them come in. “So that is his personal number, yes?” I ask.
“Yeah, it is. We are going to have to call the cops, Evie. This is getting ridiculous. He’s fucking delusional,” Jennifer says as I rinse the shampoo from my hair.
“Yeah, I know. That means they’ll want me to go to the hospital to get tested for GHB as soon as possible,” I complain.
“Yeah…” Amelia says. “I know you don’t want that though.”
“Will it help get him to fuck off?” I ask.
“Yeah, if you have GHB in your system and the restaurant can back that up with video, Simon is looking at real jail time. Andrew will be harder because we have to be able to give the cops something so they can get a warrant for his shit,” Jennifer says.
“The trace I did in the camera was legal. We can all testify to the fact that it came out of that tree. I am qualified by a court's standards to do that trace, so the moment they link it back to Andrew, they will be able to at minimum get a warrant for his devices,” I say as I wash my body.
“Let’s do that then. I will call up to the sheriff’s department but they’re going to want to meet you at the hospital so that the test for GHB is legal and the chain of custody is followed,” Elijah warns.
“Is that okay?” Amelia asks.
“I’m going to be honest here, I think that if Mom and Dad were here they would kick my ass if I did not go. This feels like the only real way to actually be able to get them on criminal charges in the long run the less likely it is that the drug will be in my system. It has only been roughly six hours at most so we don’t have much longer,” I say, as I put conditioner in my hair.
“How do you think you will handle it?” Amelia asks.
“Uh, not sure. I have not been back in the hospital since that day. It would just be very helpful if no one left me alone,” I say rinsing my hair and then turning the water off. Amelia hands me a towel to put around me and to wrap my hair so I can step out of the shower. “So I will get dressed and we should go I guess,” I sigh.
“Evie, I'm not going to lie. I’m a bit nervous about this,” Amelia says.
“So am I,” I say, taking my hair out of the towel and drying it more. “I just need to remember that I’m there for a reason that is much bigger than me and my grief. At a minimum, I deserve justice for what they have done to me.” I walk past everyone and go to the dresser to get clothes out.
“I’m going to go talk to Nick. Is he still on the computer?” Elijah asks.
“Yeah. Tell him to clear out any trace of us hacking Andrew. I’ll double-check behind him,” Jennifer says. He nods and walks out. Jennifer and Amelia sit on my bed while I get dressed.
“I think we should get an alarm system,” I frown.
“Amelia already talked to Nick about it. He’s coming back tomorrow afternoon to install it,” Jennifer says.
“It needs to be hardwired. It’s pointless if a simple radio transmission can take it down,” I sigh and put my feet down in my flats.
“What does that mean?” Amelia asks as we walk out of the room.
“Wireless alarm systems can be bypassed by a radio transmission set at the right frequency. It makes the alarm think everything is fine, meanwhile, I’m getting raped and killed in my bed,” I say stopping at the top of the stairs.
“Can I ask a question,” Amelia smiles.
“If it’s related to the current topic,” I laugh.
“Oh come on,” she complains.
“The fact she doesn’t want you to ask means they actually did have sex,” Jennifer laughs.
“You really want to hear about me having sex with your brother?” I raise an eyebrow.
“Good point. Let’s go,” she laughs. We get downstairs as Elijah gets off the phone. He gives me a kiss when he sees me.
“So I explained the entire thing to a detective. She is going to meet us at the hospital. I asked her if it was an issue that you didn’t go immediately and she said as long as Amelia at minimum can testify to your condition, it’s fine. Because we had our eyes on you, there is no chance of sexual assault. She’s calling the bar now to get footage,” Elijah explains.
“I just texted Samantha and told her we were coming up there. She will be the one to get you when we get there so you have a familiar face,” Amelia says softly.
“Well, I am definitely coming with you all,” Nick says.
“I mean that’s fine, but why?” I ask.
“Because I think one of them is going to try and take you again. The more eyes on you the better,” he says bluntly.
“Well we need to bring the laptops with us,” I say.
“I have them. I also texted Luna and told her you were going to the police and why. She said she would call the sheriff’s department and sign off on them testing the kit.” Elijah smiles. “Ready?”
“No, but we can go,” I sigh. We all go to Elijah’s car. I sit up front with him and everyone else sits in the back. They all make random conversations as we drive to the hospital. At some point, Elijah takes my hand. When he kisses my hand I realize we are parked and everyone is out of the car but us.
“Are you okay?” he asks.
“No,” I whisper. “But I have to do it. It’s the only way,” I say as Amelia opens my door. I carefully get out and a sharp pain takes my breath away for a second. Elijah wraps his arm around my waist to provide me with physical and emotional support. When we get to the door I am sniffing back tears. Amelia steps in front of me and cups my face.
“You are doing this because you deserve justice. Luna deserves justice. Every single one of their victims deserves justice,” she says. We hear someone approaching and I turn to see a woman walking towards us. She has shoulder-length, brown hair, tied up into a ponytail with black slacks, a yellow shirt, and a black blazer. She is slender but looks like she could hold her own if needed.
“Detective Beth Silva?” Elijah asks.
“That is me,” she smiles. “Evelyn?” she asks me
“Unfortunately,” I smile.
“He tells me hospitals aren’t your favorite place to be?” she asks, pointing to Elijah.
“Uh no. The last time I was here I watched both of my parents die at the same time when I was eighteen,” I say with a sigh.
“Well, I for one am proud of you for speaking up, even despite your history. At some point, I can distract you and I can get your statements,” she smiles.
I take a deep breath and we walk into the emergency room. I see Samantha and she smiles at me. Tears roll down my cheeks, but I stay in control.
“I’m proud of you,” she smiles. “Let’s go to a room, okay?” I nod and we follow her through the ER. I see a room that looks familiar and I freeze. “Are you okay?” Samantha asks. I shake my head.
“That’s the room her parents were in,” Amelia says. “Room 117. I remember when she called she told me the number. It was the only thing I understood,” she says, grabbing my hand. “Let’s go, okay?” I nod and she pulls me away. We get to a room and she has me sit in the bed.
“Registration will come through at some point to get you, but for now we are going to do three different tests to check for GHB. I will do a blood test, a urine test, and a hair follicle sample, okay?” I nod and sigh. “You are the detective?” Samantha asks.
“Yes, I’ll sign off as the witness to the tests,” she smiles.
“Okay. Just get to it while the clock is ticking. Amelia, go with her to do the urine sample so she doesn’t fall over and actually break a rib in half. I’ll have someone come and draw blood as soon as you are done, then I’ll do the hair sample. Then I’m making you get an X-ray while I have you, okay?”
“Okay,” I sigh. Amelia goes with me to the bathroom. Afterwards, I wash my hands and return. A nurse comes in and draws blood. As she is finishing up Samantha comes in to do the hair follicle test. She hands that test off to the detective for testing at a state lab. Before I run away, Samantha takes me back for an X-ray. She returns me to my room to give my statement to Detective Silva.
“So, when did you realize the drink was spiked?” the detective asks me.
“Uh, pretty much right away. The first sip I took when he was not there was fine, but the one that I took after I texted Elijah had a salty aftertaste. Within minutes I felt dizzy and by the time I walked the block to my car, I could hardly talk. I tripped and dropped my phone when I got to my car but caught myself. I tried to get inside the car but I didn’t get there. My last clear memory is him saying he couldn’t wait to get his hands on me, ” I say.
“I heard parts of the conversation on the phone. When I pulled up I heard her scream over the phone and saw him grab her as she was falling. By the time I got out, she was completely passed out. I had already texted Jennifer for help so I was trying to talk him down but he was making comments that he had promised her to Andrew and implied that he had to get rid of her. He had pulled a gun and was threatening her with it and Jennifer came up behind him with hers. After about thirty seconds he dropped her and ran. We had Amelia with us and she was confident in caring for her to avoid bringing her in due to history. She woke up about three hours after our original call.  Amelia checked her out and we noticed the bruise so she checked it and Samantha did too,” Elijah says.
“I had decided to leave it at first because I didn’t have any proof I thought and I knew I’d have to come to the hospital. I got another text from Andrew and I decided it was too much and we called it in,” I explain. “This evening before I got the text, I did find a camera in a tree in my side yard pointing towards my bedroom window. You could clearly see it outside of Amelia’s window. The tree is close enough to the house that you can basically just step over onto the limbs, which is how it was taken down. I did a simple trace in it using a paid software program that essentially just shows what IP addresses have access to the camera. The only one that showed was for Andrew Pratt,” I say. Nick hands her the camera and power cord in a plastic bag. She takes the bag and smiles.
“Do you think you can recreate this trace for me if I provide you with a laptop?” she asks me.
“I’ll do you one better,” Jennifer says, handing me her laptop.
“I can show you the original trace as well as recreate it,” I smile. “What exactly will this help you with?”
“If I can verify the trace and who it goes to, I can get a judge to sign off on a search warrant for all of his devices,” she says simply. I nod and pull up the original trace then reconnect the camera and do the trace again. This time another comes up and
“There is another one now,” I say.
“What does that mean?” she asks me.
“That means that someone else logged into the account to view the history,” I say as it locates the owner of the IP address. It pops up and I shake my head. “It was Simon. It’s a main server computer at CyberNet,” I say, turning my computer to her. She laughs and shakes her head.
“Well, now I will be able to get a warrant for the entirety of the company and both of their personal devices,” she grins and makes a call.
“Hi. Sorry for calling so late, judge. I need three search warrants. One is for the entirety of Cybernet Inc., one is for Simon Yates, and one is for Andrew Pratt. I am looking at a camera with a verified and court-admissible trace from Evelyn Thompson’s home. It was located today in a tree facing her bedroom window. She is also currently at the hospital being tested for GHB after she was witnessed at a restaurant being drugged and subsequently was almost kidnapped by Simon Yates in the presence of three others, one of whom had been on the phone with her from the moment she realized she was drugged. I have a recorded statement from all of the parties and the physical camera, and in just a moment, I should be receiving the results of the urine and blood test for GHB… Yes, we have the trace back on all texts that she has received and they all came from Andrew…mhmm,” we all look at as Samantha comes in and gives a thumbs up. “Judge, I'm going to put you on speaker so you can hear the doctor give the results…okay you’re on speaker,” she says.
“Okay. Just so everyone in the room is aware, this call is recorded. Go ahead,” the judge says.
“Alright. We did a urine test, a blood test, and a hair follicle test. The hair follicle test is in the custody of the detective. The results of the urine test and the blood test showed a high amount of GHB. Based on the levels, in my opinion, if she had consumed her entire drink then she probably would’ve overdosed due to her statement, being that she only took one sip, while in the presence of Mr. Yates. She also does have a small hairline fracture to her tenth rib on her right side. This is likely due to the blunt force impact that was reported from when she was dropped while unconscious,” Samantha says, looking at me.
“In your professional opinion, was this life-threatening?” the judge asks.
“Without a doubt. If she had that high of levels after one sip, she would have died if she consumed an average glass of wine and I am more than willing to testify to that in court if I am needed to,” she says, still watching me.
“Okay. Detective Silva, I’m issuing a search warrant for both Simon Yates, Andrew Pratt, and the entirety of CyberNet Inc. This will include all digital and physical items. I am also adding the recommendation that charges for attempted murder against Simon Yates and accessory after the fact for Andrew Pratt. I will inform the DA and those arrest warrants will be available within the hour so that all warrants can be served at the same time. Is there anything else that I can do for you guys?” he says. My mouth is practically on the floor. I'm not sure what I expected but this took me by surprise.
“That will be good for now. Evelyn does have hired security that we will remain in contact with through the duration of the investigation. Thank you!”
“That is not a problem. I am also allowing any and all media coverage as long as Ms Thompson signs off on it,” he says with amusement in his voice as he ends the call.
“What the fuck,” I say looking at Samantha.
“You are really fucking lucky,” Samantha says to me. “The levels that I saw are in people who have had multiple spiked drinks. How you woke up in just a few hours with minimal symptoms is a bit confusing, but if you had drunk that entire glass then your body would not have handled it at all. You would’ve gone into respiratory arrest or a coma at minimum. Either they are an idiot who has never done this before or done any research, or they were trying to kill you,” she says bluntly.
“I’m not even sure what to say right now,” I say then look at Elijah. “What did I do that was so bad that it was worth it for them to try to kill me?”
“You didn’t do anything wrong, Evie. Simon is angry with me because Jennifer and I outed him for beating his wife half to death,” but otherwise I don’t know why they are doing this. I have not the slightest clue why Andrew is doing this. There was no way for him to know that Jennifer would have sent you to me for an interview, so I think that ruined his plan of getting to you when you started working with me, so then he went to Simon knowing Simon hated me,” he says.
“I just… I don’t know what to say. I don’t even think I’m angry. I am genuinely shocked that they tried to kill me,” I frown. “Can I go home now?”
“Yes. Be careful with your rib, but how the break is, it’s unlikely to fully break unless you fall in that side hard enough. It is hardly broken at all,” she says, patting my leg.
“Okay. Thank you so much, but I’m leaving now,” I say as I hug her. We all walk back to the parking lot and I lean against the car.
“So, did I just make myself a larger target?” I ask.
“Not really. You have enough protection that they won’t be able to get to you,” Silva says.
“Yeah, she’s definitely not going to be alone,” Elijah says.
“Awe. Are you going to be my babysitter?” I smile at him.
“Considering the age difference, that’s possible,” Amelia shrugs.
“Alright. That was uncalled for,” Elijah frowns at her and she laughs.
“It’s only nine years. You two are seven years apart,” I remind her.
“I don’t like that,” Jennifer shakes her head.
“Anyway, yes. In a way less predatory way than Amelia said, I am going to babysit you,” he laughs.
“I’m coming tomorrow to hardwire an alarm system. I suggest you get a gun though,” Nick says.
“I already have one,” I smile.
“Wait really?” Elijah asks.
“Yeah, it’s in my nightstand closest to the bathroom. It’s a nine-millimeter,” I say.
“Maybe you should start carrying it then,” Nick laughs.
“I have a holster and a concealed carry permit, so I could do that,” I say with a smile. “Alright. Let’s go home. I’m tired,” I sigh.




Chapter Five
∞∞∞
 
My semi-conscious mind goes into a panic when I feel a hand on my arm. I am thrown from my dreams and thrust into reality with a loud gasp.
“It’s me. I’m sorry,” Elijah says softly.
“You scared the fuck out of me,” I mumble and drape my arm over my face. Elijah moves my arm and leans over the bed to kiss me. His soft lips taste of coffee and my brain begs for caffeine.
“You need to wake up if you still want to come to the office today,” he says softly. I groan, throw the blanket off me, and sit up.
“I’m not normally this tired,” I complain
“You slept a lot. Amelia only freaked out a tiny bit,” he laughs.
“She did?” I ask.
“Yeah. We couldn’t wake you up that afternoon and she freaked the fuck out then called Samantha and made her come check on you. When Samantha said Coma at the hospital it scared her I think. Samantha came and you woke up for a second for her,” he says, hugging me.
“I remember that. I told her to go away,” I smile.
“That made Amelia feel better. Do you want to stay home?” he asks.
“No. I just need coffee. Are we meeting with the lawyer today?” I ask, going to the closet and pulling out clothes.
“Yes.”
“What time is it?” I ask.
“Uh… late. It’s 7:45 AM,” he laughs.
“Jesus. Why didn’t you wake me sooner?” I ask, putting on flats.
“Because you’re adorable when you sleep,” he says, kissing me. “And I wanted you to sleep a bit more. When we get there we will do the stuff with the lawyer then the staff meeting. If we finalize with the lawyer, we can announce at any time. IronLock is technically operational under you right now. Jenn and I will sign in today and you sign for us to be added, then we will sign our companies off to fall under IronLock.”
“Are you sure about this?” I ask cautiously. “If we do this, this links us for as long as the companies are operating.
“I am very sure, Evie. I would not risk my company if I wasn’t confident in you,” he says, kissing me. “Why are you afraid?”
“I’m just afraid one day you’ll change your mind about wanting to be with me and it will affect the companies,” I sigh.
“Is it that or is it you’re just afraid I’ll leave?” he asks, raising an eyebrow at me.
“Yeah… Other than Amelia, I lost everyone. Amelia is my only family left. My parents' families disowned me after I signed to take them off the machines,” I frown.
“I am right here, Evie. I am not going anywhere. Okay? I will tell you that as many times as I need to,” he says, stroking my cheek. I sigh and lean into his touch.
“I’m sorry. I’m just not used to people caring. We should go though,” I go to step away and he pulls me back and kisses me. The intensity of his kiss makes me sigh.
“I’m right here, yeah?”
“Yeah,” I smile. I grab my purse and phone and we go downstairs. Elijah gets both laptops while I tell Amelia we are leaving. I step into the kitchen and she smiles at me from the table. “We are leaving. Set the alarm please,” I say, hugging her.
“Okay, doll. Tell me when everything is final with the companies,” she smiles. “I’m proud of you.”
“Thanks,” I say, kissing her cheek. I walk out on the porch where Elijah is and we go to the car. We get to the office and when we come in we see Detective Silva waiting on us. “Hi,” I smile.
“Good morning,” she smiles.
“You can walk up with us. We are meeting with our lawyer about a business deal with my sister's company,” Elijah says.
“I hope you bring good news,” I frown.
“It’s wonderful news,” she smiles as we all step into the elevator. I sigh a breath of relief. We stay silent until the elevator opens on the tenth floor. When we walk in we see Nick waiting for us.
“Good morning,” he smiles. “I would like to borrow your hands for a moment.”
“That’s… okay,” Elijah laughs.
“Sicko. I need to scan your hands so you can get into the control room.”
“What is so special about this room?” Silva asks as Nick places my right hand on the scanner.
“If someone with bad intentions got in here, they could collapse the whole company with enough time. We are adding additional steps after the break-in and all of this shit in general,” I say.
“I’m going to pretend I understand. I don’t even know how to use my phone,” she laughs, watching Elijah get scanned in.
“Your doors are unlocked right now. New keys are on your desk. One is Evie. Two is Elijah,” Nick says.
“Why do I get two?” Elijah laughs.
“Because I like Evie more. She is nice to me,” Nick grins. “Alright. So one by one do handprint, key, then code. The next person will go. If you mess up, press the red button on the keypad and you’ll start back at the beginning with the first person.” I go through mine then Elijah does his, then the door unlocks. I push the door open and step inside to look around. Elijah steps in behind me, followed by Silva.
“This is the most confusing room I have ever been in,” she says with a half smile and I laugh.
“Other one gone?” I ask Elijah.
“It is,” he says simply. No need for anyone to know what we are talking about.
“Good,” I say as I walk out and wait for everyone. When I see the door is closed and hear the lock, I go into my office and they all follow me. I put my new keys on my keyring and put them in my bag. I turn around and see Jennifer sitting at a desk in the corner looking at me and I gasp. “God damnit, Jenn,” I huff. Everyone is laughing at my reaction, making me smile.
“Good morning,” she smiles.
“Mhmm. You too,” I smile at her and sit down at my desk. Elijah stands beside me to put my laptop in my drawer then leans against the wall beside me. Jennifer brings her chair over and the others sit across from me. “So?” I say to Silva.
“Simon is in custody as of an hour ago,” she smiles. “I guess he assumed you would not say anything because he went into work like nothing happened Friday. All employees were sent home and their devices were left in the office. We have multiple officers searching his home and the company building.”
“And Andrew?” I ask.
“He has not been located, but his home and devices were seized yesterday afternoon,” she sighs.
“And?” I ask. She glances at Elijah. Little does she know I know already. He nods and she turns back to me.
“We found over two month’s worth of photos and videos of you,” she unlocks her tablet and hands it to me. “This is his office,” she says sympathetically. I look at the tablet and I see  what would look like a normal office if it weren’t for the hundreds of photos of me all over the walls. My routine from before I started here at CipherNet is written on a whiteboard along with usernames and passwords to my social media accounts. I swipe to the next photo and it is an assortment of partial to full nude photos of me inside my bedroom. The last picture sends ice through my veins and I toss the tablet on my desk, backing up and covering my mouth. The photo is from inside my room. It is dated for Thursday night.
“Oh my god,” I say, standing up from my desk and walking a few feet away. Elijah comes closer and puts his hands on my shoulders to keep me in place. “He was in my house, Elijah. He was in my room,” I say with a shaky voice.
“I know, baby,” he says softly.
“He threatened me, then came into my room that same fucking night,” I say with tears forming in my eyes. This time I am not angry, I am scared and hurt. “He could have hurt me. How many times was he in my home?” Tears fall down my cheeks and he wipes them away.
“I’m so sorry, Evie. I’m sorry that he did this to you. I know you’re scared and hurt, but I swear to you, he won’t get close to you again,” he says softly.
“Uh, I wouldn’t say that just yet,” Silva says. I turn and look at her, confused. “I have an idea. They’re not going to like it.”
“No. Absolutely not, Silva. No,” Elijah says after a second.
“What?” I ask.
“My idea is to have you wear a wire, call him, and set up a public meeting. He is delusional and obsessed with you. He will meet you in person because in his mind, you belong with him. You get him distracted for just long enough that we can come in and arrest him,” she says to me, ignoring the glares from everyone.
“So it would be in public?” I ask.
“Yes. We would have many eyes on you. There is absolutely no way he will be able to hurt you. You would have a code word and a gesture that if you do either, we come in immediately,” she says confidently. I stare at her and consider the possibilities. The only way I see that he could actually hurt me is if he had a gun, but if they are paying attention, he would not be able to hurt me. “That is the easier and fastest way, but we have other options. We can simply wait and see when he pops back up, but this way ensures that he cannot surprise you.” I turn and look at Elijah.
“What are you thinking?” I ask him.
“I don’t like it. I don’t want him near you,” he says, but then sighs. “But if he pops up and surprises us, he could do it the one time you’re by yourself which may very well be deadly.”
“So?” I ask.
“So, I don’t like it… but it’s the safest option,” he says, stroking my cheek and then looking at Silva. “I get to be there somewhere and be able to hear what’s going on and Nick does too. That’s all I ask,” he says to her.
“As long as you can keep your shit together and not go near him, yes. This has to be done by the letter or he will walk. Okay?” 
“Okay,” he sighs.
“When do I call him?” I ask her.
“Whenever you want. Use your cell phone. We added a track to it today, so be mindful of what you text or say, because I don’t want to see anything… personal,” she smiles.
“I should tell Amelia before she says something inappropriate,” I laugh.
“Oh, she has. It came through thirty minutes ago,” she smiles. I go to my phone and see an unread message from Amelia.
Amelia: Scale of one to ten. How good was the dick? Lol
Me: Silva has a track on my phone as of this morning and can see all texts and calls lol chill with the dirty shit. We can talk in person.
I smile and shake my head. “I’ll go ahead and warn you, she’s not going to stop,” I laugh and show Elijah the message as another one comes through.
“Amelia is something else,” he laughs as I read her next message.
Amelia: So I can’t send you any more titty pics? :’(
Me: If you want the entire police department to see, go ahead lol.
“She is entertaining,” I laugh. “Okay. I’m going to just call him, then we need to do something to keep me busy,” I say to Elijah and he nods. There is a knock at the door and our lawyer steps in.
“Hey. Take a seat. We are just luring in her stalker,” Jennifer says.
“Sounds triggering,” Cleo Archer says with a smile.
I take a deep breath and close my eyes for a second. Elijah kneads my shoulders and centers me. I dial the number with it on speaker and focus on Elijah’s touch.
“It’s so nice of you to call me Evelyn,” Andrew says happily. I tighten my fists for a moment before focusing on Elijah’s touch again.
“What do I have to do to get you to leave me alone,” I say flatly, keeping my eyes closed and focusing on his hands.
“Have dinner with me,” he says, thinking he’s got me.
“That’s it? Just dinner and you go away?” I ask.
“Yes. Pick a restaurant and meet me there Friday night at seven,” he says with an evil voice. “You come by yourself. I don’t want to see Elijah or Amelia or Jennifer, got it?”
“Okay. They won’t know until after I meet with you, fair?” I say then smiling at Silva.
“That is perfect. If I see that detective, you’re dead. Got it?” He says with anger in his voice. I tighten my fists again.
“I understand, Andrew. Anything else?” I ask.
“Yeah… wear that cute little dress you had on last week,” he says with an audible grin. I am so angry that I am shaking. 
“Fine. Friday at seven at Ridgemont. If you are late, I will call the detective,” I say with anger in my voice.
“Are you threatening me, sweet girl?”
“No. I’m promising you. If you are late, I will call her. If you try to pull any bullshit, I will call her. Got it?”
“It’s a deal. Don’t think I’m not afraid to kill you, Evelyn,” he warns.
“Likewise, dickhead,” I say as I end the call. Jennifer takes my phone and I try to focus back on Elijah’s touch. My hands are still tightened into fists and I keep my eyes closed. No one speaks, but I maintain a reasonably level head, as long as I focus on Elijah. A knock at the door startles me out of my anger and I open my eyes. “It’s Luna. Let her in,” I say quietly. Jennifer opens the door and Luna looks confused.
“Are you okay, Evie?” she asks me.
“Uh. No. I’ll be okay. This is Detective Silva,” I say to Luna. “She wanted to come tell us her story about Andrew.” Nick stands and lets her sit down. “Are you okay with everyone being here?” I ask.
“Yes. That’s fine. People should know. This office is a happier place now that it’s filled with kind people,” she sighs. Elijah tenses, understanding that she was raped in this office. Luna notices and looks at him.
“Please don’t blame yourself, Elijah. You didn’t know. You weren’t even in your office,” she says softly and he nods.
“Whenever you’re ready, I’m recording,” Silva says.
“Alright,” she sighs heavily. “Three months ago I was in the main control room running tests when Andrew came in and said that we needed to talk about my attendance. The day before I had been out to take my mom to the doctor, so I figured maybe he didn’t know I had requested off. He had me come up here and sit down. I heard him lock the door, so I knew immediately what he was doing. I had already heard rumors that he had done it to others, but when I heard him lock the door I stood back up and went to the middle door to go into Elijah’s office to get away from him, but he must have sensed that’s what I was going to do. He grabbed me by the hair and dragged me over to the couches that used to sit in the middle of that coffee table. I yelled once but he… uh. He put a knife to my throat and told me to “shut up or die” so I shut up. He…” She pauses and thinks for a moment. I suspect there is something she is not wanting to say. “He tore my clothes off and raped me. He kept choking me while he was raping me until I was nearly unconscious but then would stop. And start back after a few seconds. Eventually, he finished and just… left the room. I got dressed and I got the fuck out of there. I went and got my shit and left and went to the hospital. I wanted to at least get the rape kit done so if I decided I was safe enough I could sign off on it being released. I did that last week when Evie talked to me.
“Uh the next day I didn’t come in and Elijah called and asked if I was okay. I told him no and he gave me paid time off and told me to feel better and to call if I needed anything. That’s when I decided to stay here. I knew eventually Andrew would get caught, but I never was alone with him again. He tried but I told him if he didn’t fuck off id sign to have it released and if anything happened to me it would automatically get tested. He left me alone and I haven’t heard from him since,” she says, wiping her tears. I look up at Elijah and he has tears in his eyes. Luna sees this and stands up and hugs him. “You didn’t know, Elijah.” She says when she steps back.
“I had a feeling you were lying when you refused to come up to my office to get your replacement key to the control room the day you came back. When Andrew walked into my office you practically ran away. I should have known,”
“Don’t blame yourself for things you didn’t know,” I say to him.
“I assume you want to press charges?” Silva asks.
“I do. I’ve already released the test results,” she says with a sigh. “I’m going to go back to work.”
“Before you go, I want you to be the first one to know since you were going to be the one affected the most in that control room. Here in just a few minutes, we are merging with Elijah’s sister’s company. That means we are going to lock the control room down and limit who can be in there. We have decided to make you supervisor down there, so at some point, we need to sit down and go over what exactly that means, okay?” I say to her and she grins.
“Thank you so much,” she says.
“You’re welcome. Friday afternoon I was taking a look at your previous projects and you are very good at what you do. You deserve it,” I smile. She grins and leaves the room. “Alright. Silva, anything else you’d like to throw at me?” I ask.
“Not right now,” she smiles. “try to enjoy your week, but stay vigilant. I don’t think you are going to have an issue with him this week. He’s going to want to sit down with you, so he’s not gonna fuck that up.”
“How comforting,” I smile and roll my eyes. “Hang out and come to the staff meeting. I’m going to address everyone about Andrew.”
“Gotcha,” she smiles.
“I am going to go catch Luna and put her handprint in the system for that scanner I’m putting him down there,” Nick smiles and exits.
“Shall we?” Jennifer smiles and sits down in front of me. Cleo joins us beside Jennifer.”
“So I am just going to go over everything. You all have read this, so this is just a recap. Stop me if anything is wrong,” she says and we nod. “Okay. Evelyn, you're the current owner and sole investor for IronLock.
Elijah and Jennifer, you’re being brought in as co-owners. The three of you will share equal amounts of power. Everything you do requires everyone’s signature. Any sale requires everyone’s signatures. No one can transfer ownership without the other two signatures. With that, we are bringing Elijah’s company, CipherNet, under the IronLock umbrella. We are also bringing Jennifer’s company, CyberNet, under the IronLock umbrella. Each company will operate individually until stated otherwise and will remain in sync as far as finances. The three of you are equally responsible for and profit from the finances of both companies and any business that comes under the IronLock umbrella. Any questions?”
“I am good,” Jennifer says.
“I’m okay,” Elijah says confidently.
“I know I keep asking us, but are you guys sure? You two are putting a whole lot of fucking trust in me right now,” I sigh.
“I’ve known you for six years. I know I can trust you and I know you will do amazing. Elijah trusts both of us, so yes. We are fine. Don’t try to tell us how we are supposed to feel about trusting you,” she smiles.
“Alright,” I smile. “Let’s do it,” I take the paperwork and sign in all of the spots designated for me to sign. And then hand the paper to Elijah and he does the same for handing it to Jennifer. Jennifer signs all of the paperwork and then hands it back to the lawyer, who signs everything.
“Congratulations!” she says to us.
“I am assuming those funds have moved into the IronLock account, yes?” I ask.
“They should have. If not just text me and I will fix it,” she smiles.
“Staff meeting is in two minutes,” I sigh and stand up. “Are you coming Jenn?”
“Oh. I guess I should,” she smiles. “Are you okay?”
“Him being in my room hurts. It doesn’t make me mad. It legitimately hurts and it makes me sad. Having to see him makes me want to shoot him in the face, but I can’t do that, so I’m just going to be angry until I get it out of my system.” We all walk out and lock the doors.
“Amelia said you have uh… anger issues?” Silva asks.
“You could put it that way,” I grin and Elijah laughs.
“Ever tried just throwing a ball with someone? Sounds dumb but better than throwing dishes,” she grins. We all step onto the elevator to go to the fifth floor.
“Oh I see how it is,” I laugh.
“Really though. When I get mad, I throw shit too. Get a racquetball and throw it against a brick wall. Work on catching before you throw it too hard or you’ll knock yourself out.”
“Can’t be mad if you’re unconscious,” I shrug and smile. “It’s worth a try!”
“Better than punching your boyfriend,” Elijah smiles.
“I didn’t touch you, ya big baby,” I grin. The elevator door opens and everyone steps out. Elijah stops, grabs my wrist, and turns me to face him. “Yes?” I smile.
“I’m going to say something and I don’t want you to freak out on me, okay?” he says quietly while the others watch from down the hall.
“Okay?”
“I am falling in love with you,” he says as he kisses me.
“Wanna know something?” I say pulling away.
“What’s that?” he smiles.
“I am falling in love with you too,” I grin and kiss him again. “Let’s go.” We turn and walk towards the conference room, catching up with the others.
“What was that?” Jennifer asks.
“Nunya,” I grin as I open the conference room door. Everyone turns to face up and goes silent. “I assume word of what Simon and Andrew did to me hit the news?” I ask Silva.
“Oh yeah. Late last night,” she smiles.
“Good. So they’ll know what I’m going to talk about,” I shrug. “Do you want to say anything?” I ask Elijah.
“After. We should probably disclose our relationship so no one thinks it’s a secret. How long is irrelevant,” he says with a smile.
“Good morning everyone,” I say to get everyone to look at me. “So, today's meeting is going to be a bit different. I want to start by introducing Detective Beth Silva with the city police department. I’m sure most of you know already but this is Elijah’s sister, Jennifer she owns CyberNet.
Now, I’m going to start with this… raise your hand if you saw the news report on Simon Yates and Andrew Pratt?” I ask and everyone raises their hand. I look at Elijah and he chuckles. “So, I am going to explain to you all what happened, then I have a question for everyone.
“I am not going into detail because really, I don’t feel like triggering myself again. So… Andrew Pratt attempted to assault me a bit over two months ago when I worked for Jennifer. I was interviewing for permanent positions after my internship ended and unfortunately, Andrew was the one who “interviewed” me. Moving forward, I was made aware last week that he was the old COO here. That is when Elijah was made aware of the attempted assault on me by Andrew. I hadn’t told anyone besides one other, so he was completely in the dark until I started here. From there he has “teamed up” with Simon Yates to come after not only me but this company. Friday I was drugged with GHB by Simon..” Chatter starts up and Elijah shuts it down.
“Guys. Pay attention, please. You can talk after,” Elijah says nicely.
“So, fortunately for me, I had only taken one sip of my wine. I called Elijah the moment I realized what he had done. Little knowledge… If your drink gets spiked with GHB it has a salty aftertaste. So, when my wine was salty the moment Simon was at my table, I left immediately. More knowledge… It can kick in and start affecting you anywhere between three and ten minutes depending on how much you had. In my case, my one sip contained that of three or so “normal” doses, so I felt the effects of it within minutes.
“By the look on everyone’s face, I think you all know or think you know where this is headed, but hang in there with me. Now mind you, I am telling you all this because my follow-up question is hard and you all deserve to know why I care
“I called Elijah and told him what was going on and he was just a few blocks away. When I say it hit me fast, I mean it. By the time I walked a block and a half, which was less than six minutes after taking that sip, I was not able to talk and ultimately I passed out with Simon there with me.” A few gasps hurt my heart, and I take a deep breath. “So basically the moment I passed out Elijah was pulling up. He was still on the call so he could hear everything being said. Between him, Jennifer, and my best friend, I left there with them and a hairline fracture to my rib. I was told at the hospital that the concentration in that one sip would have been deadly if I had drunk the entire glass of wine. So, Simon put so much in there that not only was I able to clearly taste it, but if I hadn't known any better, I would have stopped breathing on that sidewalk and died Friday night. From there we learned a few things. Simon one hundred percent tried to kill me. Simon was one hundred percent working with Andrew. 
“Now… back to Andrew. I learned today that he has been stalking me since that interview. He was not aware I had interviewed here and got the position until my first day when he came to get the rest of his things. Last Friday night a warrant for his arrest and Simon Yates when I found a camera outside my bedroom window. I guess they didn’t believe my resume when I said I had a master’s in cybersecurity management, but I performed a trace on the device and it led straight back to Andrew’s personal computer and a main server computer at CyberNet, which Simon owns. A search of Simon, Andrew, and CyberNet was and still is being performed. Simon is in custody as of this morning. Andrew is not in custody as of yet.
“When police searched Andrew’s personal computer there were…” I look at Silva.
“Five hundred…” She says it loud enough for everyone to hear. More gasps echo through the small crowd.
“Jesus Christ… Five hundred plus photos of me over the last nine weeks. These ranged from public photos… all the way to photos from inside my home. Now obviously that is awful and it is just sick. But this leads me to my next issue,” I look at Luna for a second and she smiles. I sigh and collect my thoughts for a second. “I knew if he tried to rape me, he did it to someone else. Last week I made a guess on someone here I thought he had targeted and I was right. This person does not have to come forward, but I do have her permission to share this with you all.” Luna promptly sets her coffee down and walks up to stand with me. “Want me to say it all?” I ask her in a whispered voice and she nods. “Okay… So I asked Luna if she ever had any negative experiences as far as harassment, attempted rape, or rape in this building by any employee past or present. I told her my experience and withheld the name and she promptly told me about her situation three months ago where Andrew Pratt raped her in this building while Elijah was at a conference across town. She had an exam performed at the hospital that day and it has since been tested and reported back to police. No one knows yet what the report says, because they have no one to compare it to until Andrew is apprehended.
“Again, by the look on some of your faces, you know what my question is. I will start with this… You do not have to come up right now. You do not need to even talk to Silva, but I do ask that you come talk to myself and Elijah. I won’t speak for Elijah on his feelings learning all of this, so he will talk to you all when I am done.
“So when we get done here I will give this word, but if you have ever faced sexual harassment or sexual assault, attempted included, I ask that you come talk to myself and Elijah at a very minimum. If you don’t want to, do not feel guilty. No one is asking you to press charges. We simply want an idea of how hard this was because Sexual assault is serious and people should be made to feel comfortable to speak up when evil people hurt them. If you want to disclose to Silva, let us know and we will have her sit in on it and record your statement. If you don’t want her to sit in, nothing will be recorded nor will we even have a device with us. Think about it, but please pay attention to Elijah. I will give you the word if you want to come up or instructions on how to talk without having to come forward in front of everyone. Luna is standing here with me because she wants you all to know that not only is it safe to come forward, but also wants to help us provide support to the people here that I know he hurt even if by just a threat. Elijah,” I nod at him and step back. Luna stays with Elijah.
“Hey guys,” he says with a sigh. He is clearly affected by everything heavily today.
“So I just want you all to know, and especially the ones Andrew hurt, that I am so sorry. I placed my trust in someone who I thought was my friend and business partner. When I learned what he had done to Evie some weeks back, it immediately made me afraid for you all. I have always made a point to be a boss that everyone sees and knows. I try to be as helpful as I possibly can. I am fully open and understanding of almost everything. The fact that all of this slipped past me is heartbreaking and it makes me angry not just with him, but myself. Despite what anyone tells me, I still should have noticed something, but I didn’t, so again, I am so very sorry that we are where we are.
“To add to what Evie said, I want you all to feel comfortable to come forward and talk to us. We want to make sure that Andrew gets the jail time he deserves, but the only way we can make damn sure he cannot get out and hurt more people is if we have enough people come and tell their stories. Please do not feel obligated. Think of yourself and your mental health before anyone else here.
“Now…” he looks back at me and I nod and smile. “So Evie and I need to correct something that she said last week on the first day you all met her. It was stated that she was single…” A handful of “ooo’s and ahh’s” break out across the crowd and Elijah smiles and waits for everyone to calm down. “Okay okay. Listen, guys. We are giving you all full transparency and letting you know that she and I are in a relationship. Although we owe no one any explanation on our personal lives, it is only fair if we are asking you to talk about a possible assault, we could at least tell you we are together.” Someone a bit older than Elijah shouts out a lewd comment.
“Is that how you got your job?” he laughs. Elijah goes to snap and Jennifer hits him and lets me handle it.
“No, I got this job because I have a Master’s degree in CyberSecurity management, I have six years of experience in the field, and my entire life I have been around computers in every sense. Come up here please,” I say. He doesn’t move at first until the person beside him pushes him forward. “If you are going to make sexist comments in front of two hundred people then you can come up here. It’s not a request.” A few people shout hateful things. “Aht. No. None of that. Don’t be that person.” He finally comes up and stands about seven feet from me. “What’s your name?”
“Billy Clarence,” he says.
“Alright. What do you do here?” I ask and Billy gives me an angry glare. “I have all day. Either talk here or you can come up with us and get a written warning at the same time for your sexist and lewd comments. Take your pick.
“I work in the main control room,” he says with a growl. I motion for Elijah to come up so I can talk to him.
“I’m moving him to system maintenance outside of the control room,” I say in a whisper and he smiles and nods.
“Okay. You are no longer working in the main control room. You are being moved to System maintenance. Get with Johnathan, your new supervisor, about getting your credentials switched.” he mumbles something under his breath about me being a bitch and Elijah hears him as soon as I do. “I’m sorry? If you are going to say something to me, I need you to speak up. Otherwise, go sit down and keep your mouth shut.” He stares at me for a second and walks away to go back to his seat. “No part of that is ever okay . I will make an example of anyone who wants to make comments like those. It is hateful and it’s degrading to every single woman in this building. Every single person here earned their spot and I better never want to hear something like that again.” I smile at Elijah when I see he looks amused. “Please continue,” I say with a laugh and Jennifer laughs heartily at me.
“Like I was saying… We are being transparent with our relationship because we want you all to understand that we practice what we preach. There is nothing that Evie or myself will ask of you if we wouldn’t do it ourselves.
“Now… The next thing is a massive change, but none of you should feel the effects of it. CipherNet is merging with my sister’s company CyberNet. We will be operating independently under an umbrella company that Evie, Jennifer, and I own called IronLock. The only thing that will change for you all is that your employer will be IronLock. That is what all checks will say. Otherwise, this building will still be CipherNet. So your main bosses will be myself, Evie, and Jennifer. Evie will still be the COO here. This was just the easiest way for us to merge and still operate separately. We have plans of a full merge one day in the future and everyone will work under one room, but we are not making those plans just yet. We have obvious things to take care of first.
“I can see some confused faces so I will go ahead and say this. We are merging because both companies do the same exact thing. We have always worked side by side and have always consulted with one another, so instead of doing it the hard way, we are making it easier on ourselves and also giving us more opportunities to expand.
“Last thing is security. A few changes that will affect you all. We are changing all keypads out, and it will require your same PIN and fingerprint. This is not stored in a capacity that anyone has access to the fingerprint, but it will help us keep our company and you all safe. The main control room is the biggest change. We are pulling everyone and Evie, Jennifer, myself, and Luna will be hand-picking a new team. Luna is the new control room supervisor as we have not had one there in months now. She was already acting supervisor, so you all are used to working with her. The new security lock there will be a full handprint scan, a key, and a PIN.
“We are doing this because when Evie was attacked, this building almost had a massive security breach when the private control room was almost accessed. I have always been transparent as to why no one is allowed in that room. It will stay that way and the only individuals that are allowed in are Evie, Jennifer, and myself.
“Nick, our current head of physical security is adding in checkpoints for scanning in with a guard, we will be getting more guards during the day and a team at night. If you stay late you have to tell me or Evie. This is very important because If we do not tell them you will be there after hours then those guards are instructed to detain you, so please, just shoot us an email or something and let us know.” He looks back to me and sighs.
“Alright… do not move just yet. Let me finish this first. We are asking if you have experienced sexual harassment, sexual assault, or attempted sexual assault to come up here and write down your name and number, and if you are okay with Silva sitting in to record for her investigation. If you want to report and press charges, we will talk with you first so that those charges can be made as soon as possible. Also, this is not just about Andrew Pratt. If anyone had hurt you by harassment, attempted rape, or rape, then I urge you to seek justice for yourself. You will remain anonymous if you opt out of Silva sitting in. You will simply be added to a tally for court records without any information. Before I give you the go-ahead I want you to raise your hand if you know of anyone in this building that we do not know about who was hurt by harassment, attempted rape, or rape. This is not outing yourself. This is just if you know of someone. This is not being recorded, I just want to prepare myself in a way. So if you know of anyone, raise your hand please.” out of the two hundred plus employees, well more than half raise their hands. “Oh dear god,” I cover my mouth and say. I look at Elijah and his face is twisted with sadness and anger. “That… Okay. If you wish to disclose but not publicly, you can email me. Just say “meeting request” and provide me with your phone number. You can send this from any email that you wish. Now, if you are okay with coming up, you can do so now and sign the clipboard with your name and number. Step over with Silva if you are disclosing and want to pursue charges. Everyone else go back to work please”
I step back to stand with Elijah and Jennifer. Elijah put his arm around my waist and leans in. “This is going to be bad,” he whispers. We stand and watch every female employee come up and sign the board. Among those, thirty-six are pursuing charges.
“Before anyone leaves I want to say something to you all since it is just us… okay I am not going to lie, I knew it would be bad but I didn’t think it would be every female employee. Among you all, again if you are willing to say… Wait, am I allowed to ask this?” I look at Silva and she nods. “Okay. Of all roughly ninety women. Raise your hand if you are disclosing against Andrew Pratt.” Everyone raises their hand and Elijah snaps.
“Fuck,” he shouts, walks away, and rubs his hands down his face. Jennifer stands to take my place in watching the sign-in and I go to Elijah. Everyone is watching us with concerned faces.
“Elijah,” I say quietly. “You cannot blame yourself for this. This is Andrew’s fault.”
“Elijah,” one of the women yells for his attention. I nudge him and smile.
“Go. Let them talk to you.” he nods and walks back, obviously on the verge of tears. I stand beside him. I recognize the woman who shouted as Ashley Granger. “Go ahead, Ashley”
“I can’t speak for everyone, but as far as I have heard… No one blames you. Everyone knew you didn’t know but everyone was too scared of losing their job to try and out him. We know you care and we aren’t mad at you or this company. The day you announced that he was fired, we all basically celebrated. The fact that Evie is out here telling her story is why anyone is willing to speak up. Please don’t blame yourself,” she says softly. “Can I prove a point and ask everyone something?” she asks me and I nod. “Hey, guys. Raise your hand if you knew that Elijah was innocent in this and was unaware,” she says and everyone in the room raises their hand. I nudge Elijah and smile. He wraps his arm around me and kisses the top of my head.
“I appreciate that Ashley, and everyone really. I still hold guilt for this, but It is helpful to have the support.”
“To go back to a dark place… Who is disclosing sexual assault or rape? I will ask about attempts in a moment.” Everyone but six raise their hands. I look at Silva and she sighs.
“So… Just so everyone knows… This is at a level now where the FBI is going to get involved the moment I call my boss. I want to give Evie and Elijah the reassurance that nothing changes. No fault is being placed on the company or anyone other than Elijah and even via media that will be expressed. Nothing will change besides if you opt for charges, they are federal charges now,” Silva says. I see a few people move over to be in line to press charges.
“I am going to ask once more and I won't ask again… If you want to press charges for assault or attempted assault, step over to where Silva is… I won’t lie… I want everyone to press charges because each and every one of you deserves justice for what he did to you. I deserve justice for him being in my bedroom while I slept. Luna deserves justice for being raped in her workplace. I also will not hold judgment if you do not want to press charges because that is asking something huge of you.
“So, if you want to move lines..go ahead and do so now.” Everyone stands still for a second but then one by one everyone moves over to Silva’s side. Silva smiles at me. “Okay. I am going to do this differently. I am going to have everyone get a piece of paper and write out your statement. Please make sure it includes your first and last name, your phone number, and your employee ID, and staple them if it is multiple pages. Do not rush and add as much detail as you can. You are all still on the clock, so don’t worry about that.” Jennifer grabs a pack of printer paper and sets it on the table in the front and a bucket of pens.
“If this goes into lunch then We will have pizza sent up for you all,” Elijah says then turns to me to hug me.
“Hey,” Silva says to us. “You all need to hold a press conference as soon as possible. Evie needs to be the one to do it so it comes across as more sincere since she is his victim also, but all three of you and your lawyer need to be present and support her. I can call my boss and have them help set it up. I texted him and he is sending officers over to help with statements. I will stay here and Luna is going to help me. You guys go take a breather and prepare to talk to the press. They will probably rush the front door, so have your security stand with the officers we will have outside. I’ll get my boss to do everything with the press conference, so I’ll text you a twenty-minute warning,” she tells us.
“Fuck… okay,” I sigh. Without much else to say we go to the elevator. When the door shut Jennifer turns to me.
“You should feel very proud, Evie,” she says.
“Why?” I ask, confused.
“Because of you, you helped nearly one hundred women seek justice. When this hits the media, it’ll grab the ones he interviewed and attacked, just like you. That is amazing,” she says hugging me
I turn to Elijah and hug him. He wraps his arms around me and holds me tight until the elevator opens on the tenth floor. We walk in and Betty practically runs over and hugs Elijah, which almost makes him cry.
“You keep your head up. Everyone in this building knows you’re amazing,” Betty smiles. “Evie, your printer hasn’t stopped.
“Can you keep an eye on it? I’ll probably cry if I go and see that right now,” I sigh. “Also, does press conference mean local or…”
“No baby... This is going to hit the national media,” Betty says and anxiety floods me. I turn to walk away and Elijah catches me.
“You are the most compassionate person I think I have ever met. Speak to the media the same way you talked to all two hundred of them. Speak to the victims and help them find their voice, because there are more out there, and they deserve a chance to speak up. You will do amazing, and I will be right here beside you. Yeah?” he smiles and hugs me.
“I’m pretty sure I love you,” I say quietly. I pull away and he cups my face.
“I’m pretty sure I love you too,” he grins then kisses me just long enough to relax me.
“I need to call Amelia,” I frown.
“Yeah, she’s blowing my phone up wanting you to call her,” Jennifer says. “I’d advise calling from your phone. It just further proves Elijah wasn’t involved. I’ll text her and tell her you’re going to call her from it and to be good,” she laughs. I nod and go into my office. Betty is in there stapling papers. I go to my desk and call Amelia.
“Hey. Are you okay?” she asks.
“Uh, almost one hundred women are currently writing statements to press charges on Andrew for rape so… I have to go and do a press conference that is probably going to be national... Oh and the FBI is getting involved now. I just started a whole fucking shit storm for speaking up about what he did to me. Now he’s definitely going to want me dead,” I sigh.
“Don’t think like that. If anything, you’ve done a good thing. Elijah knows the truth about who Andrew is now. Every single woman in there spoke up because you made them feel safe. Every woman who discloses after is going to feel safe to speak up because you helped them. No one is going to let him hurt you,” she says sweetly. “How is Elijah? I’m sure this is hard for him.”
“Uh, I think he’s taking it pretty hard. He’s learning that the person he’s known since he was a child is a fucking psychotic predator. When I was addressing the ones disclosing to Silva I asked who all was disclosing against Andrew and when they all raised their hand he got pretty emotional. One of the women gave him the reassurance that no one blamed him. There is no way he could have known. Andrew has likely been doing this bullshit for a long time and likely well before he worked here. Elijah just wants to see the good in everyone and Andrew was really fucking good at hiding it. This press conference is probably going to pull more of his victims out. I’m just so worried that he’s going to fucking kill me. Silva showed me what his office looked like. He had hundreds of fucking pictures of me up, Amelia. Hundreds,”
“Oh my god. What?”
“Yeah. This fucking sick ass man had a full-ass book of pictures of me naked from that camera outside. To top it off, one of the pictures in the very back of the book was dated Thursday. He took it from my room, Mia. He was in my goddamn room Thursday night. He literally could have done anything to me in my sleep and I have no idea. Like how many fucking times was he in there? Did he ever touch me and I never woke up?”
“Oh, baby. I am so sorry. I can’t imagine how that feels.
“Like how am I supposed to sleep in there alone now knowing he could come in again? Until he is arrested he could come in at any time and rape and kill me and no one would know until the next morning. I don’t even want to sleep now.”
“You really think Elijah is going to leave you alone, especially all night?”
“I can’t expect him to just always be here. He has his own life too that doesn’t revolve around me. It’s not fair for me to expect anyone to give up their life and personal time because I’m afraid to sleep at night now. It also makes me look clingy as fuck.”
“Evie, that man loves you. I don’t know if he has said it but it was written all over his face Friday night when Simon dripped you and he ran to pick you up. The entire way home he was so fucking scared for you he was shaking. You can’t sit there and tell me you would do the same thing if it was him who was afraid to sleep at night. You would drop everything for him for as long as you needed, right?”
“I mean, yeah I would,” I sigh.
“Okay, so why can’t he do the same for you? There is no difference. I know you love him and I know that scares the fuck out of you. I know you two haven’t been together long, but can you imagine your life without him now?” she asks me.
“No, I couldn’t. I’m so just fucking scared of getting dropped on my ass. You and Mom and Dad were the only ones in my life who stuck around through anything and everything, then they died and it’s just been you and me. I do love him, but saying it or thinking it makes me feel stupid because I feel like It’s all going to just disappear and here I’ll be, just as lonely as I was before. I told me today that he would continue to give me that reassurance, but it doesn’t change the fact that I feel like a burden because I spoke up about Andrew trying to rape me. It doesn’t change the fact that I don’t know how to let someone love me. I don’t know how to date someone. I don’t know how to not dive head first, but I am and it scares me,” I say.
“Why don’t you say all this to him?”
“A lot of it I have said in passing, I’ve just never gone deep into any one topic. I just… I just want to be happy. I want him to be the one I am happy with, but I do not understand why I am the one he wants to be happy with.”
“Because you are amazing, Evie. You’re smart, funny, and caring. You are sexy as fuck and you’re not stuck up about it, You see the good in everyone, but you constantly take on all of the weight, instead of letting others take some of it from you. Let him take some of that from you,” Amelia says.
“That requires me to open my mouth first and go into these topics more,” I say.
“Well, not really. He’s behind you in the center door.”
“God damnit Amelia,” I sigh. Elijah turns my chair and pulls me up to stand in front of him. He takes my phone and ends the call before setting it down on my desk .
“Evie, I’m not going anywhere,” he says, stroking my cheek “I want you to understand that I want you and us forever. I don’t know what to expect going forward, but what I do know is that I love you. I have never met someone before that I felt so connected to so quickly. I know everything won’t always be sunshine and rainbows. I know we will have our arguments, but I also know that I will not let us go to bed mad at each other. I will spend the rest of my life telling you every single day that I am right here beside you and that is not changing. When I say forever, I mean it. I am not going anywhere.” he says, wiping away my tears. “I love you, Evelyn, more than I know how to put into words and more than I understand myself.”
“I love you too, Elijah,” I sniff back tears. “I just can’t lose anyone else. I don’t have many people left to lose and I don’t want to be alone in this world,” I say. Elijah hugs me and I bury my face in his chest. I hear someone at the door to my office clear their throat. I turn around and see Jennifer, Nick, and Silva.
“Sorry to interrupt this adorable scene, but we have ten minutes. Amelia is on her way up now with Cleo,” Jennifer says. “Evie, I want you to know that if Elijah says he loves you, he means it. I have never heard him say it to anyone but his family. I know that may not mean much when anxiety is telling you otherwise, but it’s true. I also know you well enough to know you would not say it unless you meant it.”
“I can vouch for that. I’ve known Elijah since we were ten. He doesn’t bullshit with stuff like that,” Nick smiles. “But to get your mind off the anxiety, I want to tell you my plan. “
“For?” I ask, wiping my face. I sit down at my desk and get my compact mirror to check and fix my makeup.
“The press conference. There are a few protesters out there, so I want to make sure you know to stay with me or Elijah at all times. Silva is going to be out there too, but she is going to be focused on making sure the media keeps their distance. Jennifer, Amelia, and Cleo are going to stand behind you and to the right side. I will be directly to your left and Elijah to your right. Silva will be up and to my left.”
“Who the fuck is protesting for sexual assault?” I ask.
“They are protesting because Simon’s groupies believe that you set him up. I am only concerned because I think Simon has some kind of help with that,” Nick says. Amelia and Cleo walk up behind them.
“Any advice Cleo?” I ask.
“Introduce yourself as CEO of IronLock and COO of CipherNet. Do not lie. If you do not know something to be one hundred percent, say that you will look into it and release a statement when you have the answers. Do not lose your temper with the media. Be as nice as you possibly can, because you are a victim. If they see hostility from you, they will eat you alive. Elijah, same thing. Be her support, but keep your mouth shut. If they are going to go after anyone it is going to be you, so let Evie do the talking,” she says.
“Is that it?” I ask sarcastically, and she smiles.
“Just tell the truth and don't scream at anyone,” she grins.
“Or throw anything,” Amelia winks.
“Yeah yeah yeah. Let’s go,” I sigh and stand up. We all get in the elevator and take it down. The moment we step out I see a hoard of people outside in front of the building.
“How many news outlets,” I ask whoever wants to answer.
“A lot,” Silva says slowly. “All the locals and most from the state. The big national guys are here too.”
“So the whole country is watching?” I ask.
“Yes,” she says matter of fact. “My advice, focus on one reporter and look at them. Find the nicest looking one and just focus on them, they are used to that. When you ask questions, ask that one first.” I nod and walk to the front desk. “I should also warn you two, someone from your staff meeting recorded and shared everything you said. I am getting you guys a name of who it was, but so far all of the feedback is very positive for you two and a lot of compassion is coming your way, so I am hoping that they ask questions about your attack on Friday.”
“Anything else from anyone?” I ask.
“We love you,” Elijah says, kissing my cheek.
“Oh, if you two have disclosed you two are together, that needs to show through to that camera. Either hold hands or he has his arm around you. Something that shows a sense of him protecting you,” Cleo says. She hands me a paper with the current total for charges.
“So act normal,” Jennifer laughs and I smile.
“Okay. Let's do this,” I say. I wait for Nick to get beside me before we step out. The rush of noise makes me hesitate, but Elijah has his arm around my waist and Amelia has her hand on my back. Their touch keeps me centered. I stop where the red line on the ground was placed so I knew where to stand. I look at Elijah, trying to not panic
“You’ve got this. I’m right here,” he whispers in my ear. I sigh and smile up at him for a moment before turning towards the crows of people.
“Good Afternoon! I am Evelyn Thompson. I am the CEO of IronLock and the COO of CipherNet. I am here today to give a statement on behalf of both companies in regard to the recent charges brought against Simon Yates, the CEO of CyberShield, and against Andrew Pratt, former COO of CipherNet.
“I want to start by giving thanks to the dedication of Detective Beth Silva as well as the entire Olancha City Police Department.
“As of right now, Simon Yates is being charged with attempted murder. He is currently in custody and awaiting arraignment. Andrew Pratt as of right now is being charged with eighty-nine counts of Rape in the first degree, six counts of attempted Rape, Accessory after the fact in regards to Simon Yate’s charge, Aggravated stalking, and Unlawful surveillance. The total for first-degree rape and attempted rape is expected to grow as the investigation expands beyond where it is currently.
“I am going to briefly go over what I know to be true about these charges based on my own experiences and the evidence obtained by the Olancha police department for things specifically related to my case.
“Roughly nine weeks ago I had what I thought was to be a job interview with Mr Pratt but it was a rouse to get me in his office. Once I was there he attempted to block me into the room after making lewd statements that I wouldn’t dare repeat in public. Thankfully someone came into his office and distracted him before he had the chance to put his hands on me. I then immediately disclosed to one other. I kept this information to myself until I began my position as COO of CipherNet last week. Elijah Davis, CEO of CipherNet and CEO of IronLock, was notified by me as soon as I was aware that he was the former COO of CipherNet. Mr Pratt came that first day I started to retrieve items from my office. He then put it together that I has disclosed my attempted rape to Mr Davis without having to be told by either of us. He was then banned from the property by Elijah. About thirty minutes after he left, I received a text from her personal number that said “Liars get punished.” Elijah and I realized that if he did it once, he likely did it more than once and we were afraid someone employed at CipherNet had been harmed by Mr. Pratt. I had a feeling that one specific employee may have been based on my interaction with her and how she acted when his name was brought up in passing. I asked her very simply if any employee, past or present, had ever harmed her or attempted to harm her. She then Disclosed a rape that took place in the COO’s office three months ago while Elijah was at a conference across town. This was also three days before he was fired from CipherNet by Elijah Davis for unbecoming behavior related to infidelity. She then told me that she had a rape kit preformed and she had disclosed everything, she just had to sign to release it. She was the first employee to file charges against Mr. Pratt for first-degree rape. I do have her permission and have been encouraged by her to say her name. Luna Simmons is a floor supervisor for our main control room, She has been acting supervisor for four months now.
“Friday evening, I had dinner with someone assumed to be someone different. I had been in constant communication with Elijah and when he realized that who I was meeting with was actually Simon Yates… I left. Unfortunately, I had already taken a sip of my wine to which I tasted a salty aftertaste. I had knowledge of GHB leaving that salty taste behind, so I immediately left and called Elijah for help. He was already on his way to me, knowing that Simon Yates had bad intentions, so he was only a few blocks away from me. Within six minutes of taking that sip and walking a block and a half to my car, I was unconscious. Elijah arrived to see me go unconscious with Mr. Yates standing with me, to which Mr. Yates threatened my life and Elijah's life with a gun. He had already contacted Jennifer Williams and my best friend because they were also close by, so he stalled for long enough for Jennifer Williams and Amelia Jones to arrive on foot. Jennifer then drew her concealed carry weapon and gave Mr Yates an opportunity to leave unharmed to which I was dropped to the ground and he ran away. They then focused their attention on me and got me to a safer place so that Amelia could monitor me. Being a Physicians Assistant, she is qualified to oversee that. When I woke it was discovered I had an injury to my right rib that we later found out was a hairline fracture. I opted to not go to the hospital because at the time I didn’t have the emotional capacity to handle going and reporting. It was then discovered that there was a camera pointing into my bedroom window from a tree. It was then removed and I performed a trace on the device with a paid and legal program to which it was directly connected to a CyberShild main server computer and Andrew Pratt's personal computer. We did contact the police and I went to the hospital to be checked for GHB. I was then told that the level of GHB in my system from that one sip was equivalent to someone who would have had three full drinks, which means if I had finished the glass, I would have without a doubt died. The doctor confirmed this in her own statement to the police that even at the levels I was at six hours later, My life was in danger. The police confirmed my trace and performed one of their own then an arrest warrant was issued for Simon Yates and Andrew Pratt in relation to the GHB and the unlawful surveillance. Search warrants for Andrew Pratt, Simon yates, and the entirety of CyberSheild Simon Yates was placed in custody early this morning. The search of Andrew Pratt’s home and personal devices was completed, but Andrew Yates remains a fugitive.
“When the search was completed I was then notified of the contents related to me. Andrew Pratt had been stalking me since the day after I submitted my application.” Silva leans in and whispers to me.
“Nude photos leaked. Say it now or they will blindside you,” she whispers then tells Elijah. I take a deep breath and wipe away a tear falling down my cheek. Elijah leans in and kisses my temple, providing me with much-needed comfort.
“He had over five hundred photos of me. They ranged from public photos to photos of me taken from inside my home while I slept. He also had an entire section of nude photos of me that had been taken from that illegal device outside of my home. It has also just come to my attention that all of those photos were leaked to the public.
“Today, Elijah, Jennifer, and I finalized the merger of CiferNet and CyberNet under IronLock. Elijah and I then brought Jennifer and Detective Silva to the staff meeting to tell our employees what I have told you, although they received more detail as you well know from the video that was posted by one of our employees. We then covered our updates before I moved on to asking something difficult from our employees. I asked them the same thing that I asked Luna Simmons. By the time all was said and done we then discovered that every single female employee had been victimized by Mr Pratt. Eighty-nine rapes and six attempted rapes.
“To say this was a devastating discovery for myself and Elijah does not begin to cover it. Elijah was learning all of this for the first time when Luna disclosed to me. He didn’t learn the details of the statements until this morning. We are taking steps within our company to not only make our employees safe but also actively make a stand against all forms of sexual assault. Our employees have been understanding of the position that not just I have been put in with this, but also Elijah. Going forward we ask the public for help. If you have been a victim of Mr Pratt, please come forward. Help us take a stand against Sexual assault by showing the world just how much of a monster Andrew Pratt really is. I know If I was almost assaulted by him, six other attempts, and eighty-nine rapes then there are more out there. I urge you to contact the Olancha police department. We would also like to ask for not only our privacy but the privacy of all of Andrew Pratt’s victims.
“I will take a few questions now.” I immediately point to the blonde lady that I have been staring at.
“So it is correct to say that Elijah Davis had no knowledge of Andrew Pratt’s actions?” she asks.
“That is correct. In every statement so far that I have read as well as the conversation I have had with the victims, Mr Davis was either in another part of the building or not in the office when these attacks took place.” I point to a random bald guy.
“There is a rumor that you were on a date with Mr. Yates but it is also stated that you and Mr. Davis are in a relationship. Would you like to give up and clarify on that?” I resist the urge to roll my eyes. Cleo steps forward and whispers in my ear.
“Do not call it a date. Call it a dinner meeting set up by a mutual friend.”
“The dinner meeting had been set up by a friend of a friend. I was unaware of who Simon Yates was. As I stated before, I had been in constant communication with Elijah that entire night and he knew my whereabouts. He was just unaware that the Simon I was seeing was the same Simon who has been trying to hack into our Main server for weeks. To answer the last statement you made, Mr. Davis and I are in a relationship,” I say as Cleo steps forward again and whispers to me.
“Do not tell them how long you have been together. Be vague.” I point to a black-headed woman.
“Is it true that you scolded an employee in front of two hundred other employees during your staff meeting today?” she asks with a smug smile. I look at Elijah and he smiles slightly to tell me yes,
“Yes, I did. I will also give you the reason why I did it. When Elijah and I disclosed our relationship for reasons of transparency, the employee made a lewd and sexist comment about me. I do not tolerate sexism, especially when there were ninety-seven other women in there. That was not only a smack in the face to every single victim in that room, but also to a superior. I do not and will not allow my employees to degrade anyone for any reason, no matter if it was directed to me or anyone else.” The lady doesn’t have her smug smile anymore. I point to a random man.
“How long have you and Elijah Davis been partners?” he asks.
“Our personal lives are not of any consequence to you or the public, but we have been together for a little while now.” I point to someone else before he can speak.
“Have you seen the nude photos circulating of you? My question is if you have any comment regarding them being leaked” I put my finger up and take the tablet form Silva for Elijah and I to look at. I scroll through and most of these I have seen already. All of them for just me topless. At least they are flattering pictures. When Silva steps closer I whisper a question. “Can I be a smartass?” She smiles and nods as she takes the tablet from me and Elijah leans in and whispers.
“Make a stab at him. Trust me. I’ll explain later. Nick's idea,” I nod and turn back to the woman.
“I have seen them now. All of these photos were included in what I was shown this morning but my comment is this… How desperate does someone have to be to stalk someone and place a camera in hopes of catching a glimpse of something? It is weak and cowardly, and whoever leaked the photos falls into the same category. Last question.” I point to a man in the front.
“Is it true that you live with Amelia Jones? There is a rumor of an affair.” I involuntarily giggle, triggering laughter from Amelia, Jennifer, and Elijah. I look at Amelia to ask permission to out her and she nods.
“Amelia has lived with me in that home since we were nine years old. My parents raised her and when our parents died at eighteen the house was given to us in their Will. Amelia is my sister. She is also in a committed relationship with Jennifer Williams, who is Elijah’s sister. They have been together for over a year. I am not counting that one as a real question,” I say as I point back to the blonde lady.
“How has this affected your mental health being the target of stalking with a history of rape as well as the victim of attempted murder?” she asks. Man, she asks good questions.
“Oh goodness… well… It is unnerving to know a sick and disgusting man was in my home Thursday night while I slept. It makes me not want to sleep and makes me hyper-focus on small things, waiting for something bad to happen. It has made me doubt my own self-confidence by instilling this fear that I caused this because I didn’t notice. No matter how much I know it was not my fault, it doesn't change how it makes me feel. I am lucky to have the support system that I do. I am lucky that Elijah was there Friday night and very literally saved my life, as did Jennifer and Amelia. I do and will struggle with anxiety, but I am confident in my support system to help me through this, no matter how long that may take.” She shouts one more question with a smile.
“If you could say one thing to Andrew Pratt right now, what would that be?” she asks with a grin. I look at Silva and then Cleo and they both shrug and smile.
“Well… I am trying to find words I can use on television.” I smile and a few reporters laugh. “I would likely tell him that I hope someone makes him feel exactly how he made all of his victims feel physically and emotionally,” I say with a smile. “That is all we have time for today.” Right as I go to turn, someone in crowd screams
“Gun!” and in a flash, Elijah and Nick take me to the ground right as I hear a gunshot. A window behind us shatters and I hold my breath for a moment. Silva disappears. Jennifer, Amelia, and Cleo are on the ground at my head.
“Is everyone okay,” Nick asks. Everyone responds yes besides me. Elijah leans back to look at me and sees that I am shaking uncontrollably. I have my hands over my mouth, trying to compose my panic. Silva comes over and kneels down beside me.
“Are you okay?” she asks and I nod. “Elijah, help her stand up. The cameras are still rolling. Don’t hide emotion. If you have it let them see it.” Nick helps the others up and Elijah helps me up but then pulls me to his chest, kisses my forehead, and hugs me tightly for a few moments. Nick looks at Silva and she gives a thumbs up and we go back inside. I see that the door to the building is shattered.
“I’ll get someone over here to fix that as soon as possible,” Nick says. He takes off once we are inside.
“No one is hurt?” I ask Silva.
“No, everyone is fine,” she says.
“That was aimed at me, wasn’t it?” I ask and she nods.
“The shot to the glass was directly behind you. Elijah and Nick got you down very quickly. The shot came from the protesters,”
“Wonderful,” I sigh and hit the button for the elevator. No one talks, likely in fear of me flipping out. We get to the tenth floor and Betty hugs me the moment I step out of the elevator.
“I heard the shot and someone said someone was trying to shoot you. Are you okay?” she asks
“No bullet holes, so I think I’m good. Better than the front door,” I smile and she chuckles softly. “Are all the statements printed or written out?” I ask Silva.
“Yeah. Betty made copies so you can have a copy also. My supervisor said the FBI is joining us in a while. They want to talk to you and Elijah.”
“Well, they’ll have to come to my house because I’m going home. I’ve pressed my luck enough today. Also, why did I make a stab at Andrew's manhood? Although that was my favorite part.”
“We are trying to get him to reach out again so we can trace the call. He wouldn’t have taken that shot at you if that’s what you’re worried about,” Silva says.
“Oh, I know. That was Simon's groupies. Andrew has some weird fetish for me. Also, at least the photos that got leaked are flattering. I mean it kinda sucks that now everyone has seen my tits, but hey. At least they look nice,” I say with a smile and everyone laughs.
“There is a photo trending,” Amelia says,” looking at her phone.
“Of my tits?” I ask.
“No,” she laughs “Of you and  Elijah when he kisses your forehead after he helped you up. That snippet of the video is tending too.”
“I mean, that’s kinda cute,” I say smiling at the photo. “too bad I look scared out of my fucking mind.”
“I mean someone just shot at you, so I guess that’s appropriate,” Jennifer smiles.
“Yeah, most of the comments are sweet saying Elijah is caring and such. I think the worst comment so far says “he’s being nice so he can get laid later”.
“I mean… they’re not wrong,” Elijah smiles at me.
“Oop. Now your tits are trending,” she laughs and shows me a meme group on Facebook where someone turned my photos into different memes. I take her phone and search for my name. There are dozens of articles, posts, and pictures ranging from support to lewd comments.
“At least I’m not getting bashed too badly,” I shrug. I grab my stuff and put the stack of statements in my pink leather folder before grabbing my laptop which Elijah goes and grabs his things. I step out and talk to Betty. “Let everyone know that we left for the day via email but if anyone needs to get hold of us immediately call and let us know and we will call them. They can email us if they need to but calling us will be quicker. Nick should have someone replacing the door soon,” I say.
“Okay! Go home and rest.”
“I’m going to hang out and work on a few things for IronLock and I’ll be right behind you guys. Y’all want to do dinner?” Jennifer asks me.
“At our house, yeah. Not in public. I’m making Chicken and Dumplings,” I smile.
“Oh I’m down,” Jennifer says.
“Didn’t you force chicken and dumplings on me once?” Elijah asks.
“Yeah. They were Evie’s,” she laughs.
“Then I’m down too,” he smiles and kisses me.
“Question… has anyone actually checked the inside of the house for cameras? If he got into the House, logically he could’ve put cameras up right?”
“I didn’t even think of that,” Elijah frowns and I laugh.
“Oh fuck. If there is anything in the room…” I look at Elijah.
“Oh… I don’t want to laugh but…” Elijah smiles. The elevator door opens, and Nick comes in.
“Did you check the inside of the house for cameras by chance?” I ask.
“Oh fuck. No, I haven’t.” He says wide-eyed.
“Well, we should probably go do that,” I laugh.
“So should we be on the lookout for revenge porn?” Amelia laughs.
“Yes,” I laugh. “It wasn’t in his personal computer, so maybe he doesn’t.”
“If he does, think he would post it?” Jennifer asks
“If he found anything that he could use to try to embarrass Evie, he would do it fast,” Silva says.
“So how mad are we going to be if it posts?” Amelia asks.
“Depends if it looks flattering or not,” I shrug “There are way worse things that could happen.”
“That’s fair,” Amelia says.
“Let’s go home,” I sigh. 




Chapter Six
∞∞∞
 
By the time we fight through the mob of people and get home, it’s time for me to cook dinner. Elijah sits with me while I cook while Jennifer and Amelia go take a shower.
“I have a feeling Jennifer is going to end up moving in,” I laugh.
“Yeah, Jenn mentioned Amelia wanting to ask you but was waiting until things settled,” he smiles.
“Hell, I don’t care. I’d rather there be lots of people in the house,” I smile. Once I have the food set up to where I can step away, I walk over to where Elijah is sitting at the island bar. “I already know what you will say, but you don’t have to stay here if you don’t want to. I know you have a home and a life of your own.”
“You are assuming I have a life,” he laughs. “I have work, Jennifer, and you. All the things are in this house right now, so I’d rather be here with you,” he smiles and kisses me.
“Be careful saying things like that. I might invite you to live here so I can sleep at night again,” I laugh.
“Hey, do it,” Amelia says from the doorway.
“Jennifer can move in,” I say to her and she looks at me confused.
“How did you know that? She asks me.
“Because I’m magic,” I grin. “Seriously, I want people in the house and I like Jennifer. Also, it is just as much your house as it is mine. You don’t need my permission”
“You finally talk to her?” Jennifer says.
“She just knew,” Amelia shrugs.
“It’s because I told Elijah, sweetie,” Jennifer says, kissing Amelia. “I told you she wouldn’t care.”
“Start talking to me more Amelia. We’ve known each other our whole lives. Stop hiding shit from me,” I smile and kiss her cheek.
“And apparently you’re lesbian lovers too,” Elijah laughs.
“And that,” I laugh. “I really didn’t mean to laugh at the reporter.
“That’s okay,” Elijah smiles and brings me to his chest for a hug. I wrap my arms around his body and sigh. “What’s wrong?” he asks, kissing my forehead.
“Oh, nothing. I just like everyone being here. It’s comforting to have people in the house again,” I say, laying my head on his chest. Amelia stirs the food in the pot, giving me more time to sit and stay wrapped in his arms.
“Why don’t you have Elijah move in,” she glances up at me from the stove.
“Because that’s not my decision to make Amelia,” I say, keeping my head on his chest.
“So is it my choice?” Elijah asks.
“That’s generally how consent works,” I laugh. He lifts my chin to make me look at him.
“What do you want, Evie?”
“You,” I say simply.
“Then I’m yours,” he says, kissing me.
“That’s still kinda vague,” I smile.
“So if it’s just as much my house as it is yours, then I say Elijah moves in,” Amelia says, pulling the food off the stove. I sigh and Elijah cups my face so I can’t look away.
“I’m not going anywhere, Evie. I know you’re afraid of getting hurt, but I’m not leaving you,” he says softly.
“If he does hurt you, I’ll kick his ass for you,” Jennifer smiles.
“Babe, if you want him here and he wants to be here, what’s the problem?” Amelia asks.
“I don’t know,” I sigh, pull bowls down, and dish out the food.
“Then it’s settled. Elijah and Jennifer are moving in,” Amelia smiles and takes a bowl for herself and Amelia. I take my bowl and Elijah’s and set them on the table. Elijah turns me to face him.
“Is that what you want?” he asks me.
“Yes,” I say with a smile
“Okay,” he smiles and kisses me. “What if you get sick of me?” I ask.
“I haven’t,” Amelia smiles. “Also, you’re the easiest person to live with. You aren’t messy. You respect the people around you. If anything, you’re too nice.”
“How am I too nice?” I laugh.
“When was the last time you let me pay for groceries?” she asks me.
“I… don’t know,” I laugh.
“Exactly. So, with more people here it means there are more people around to force you to stop doing everything. Sit down and eat,” she smiles. I  sit down and everyone else follows. We all sit in silence and eat. When I finish I push my bowl away and lay my head on my arms. Elijah runs my back and I sigh, enjoying the feeling. After a few minutes of this, he pulls me over to face him.
“Evie, do you want me here permanently? I’m asking you, not your fear or anxiety.”
“Yes. I want you to stay here with me,” I say
“Okay,” he smiles.
“Any house rules we should know?” Jennifer asks.
“Don’t burn it down,” I laugh. “I’m going to go change clothes.”
“I’m going to do the same. Nick is on his way to check for cameras,” he says as the doorbell rings. I get up and walk to the door to let him in.
“Hey,” he smiles.
“Hi. Would you like some food before you see if anyone is going to post revenge porn of me?” I ask. “It’s chicken and dumplings.”
“Definitely want food,” he smiles.
“Can you check the bedrooms first so she can change?” Jennifer asks.
“I can do that. I’ll do the bedrooms and bathrooms first. Show me the way?” he says to me. I nod and we all walk up to my room. He starts in the bathroom and then moves into the bedroom. He uses a device that can detect them. As he moves to the TV, the device starts beeping.
“It better be picking up the fucking TV, Nick,” I say wide-eyed. He pulls over the chair from the corner to stand and look on top of the mounted TV. The moment he looks, he sighs heavily. “Let me see,” I sigh. He steps down and Elijah offers me his hand to help me up. When I stand up straight, I see the tiny camera sitting on top and powered directly into the TV. “ It’s plugged into the back of the TV so it’s pulling Internet connection and power constantly,” I sigh. I unplug the tiny device and hand it down to Jennifer while Elijah helps me down. “Someone call Silva please.” I sigh and lay across the bed. Elijah comes over and sits beside me and rubs my back as he calls Silva.
“Hey, Beth… Yeah, we have a problem… Evie had Nick check the inside of the house for cameras and he found one in her bedroom. It was plugged into the back of the TV and sitting up on top… yeah it was basically at ceiling level facing the bed… Yeah, that’s the concern… Okay, yeah we can tell you more when you get here… mhmm… bye.” He ends the call and leans down to kiss my cheek. “She’s on her way. Are you okay?”
“Can I say something to make you smile?” Amelia asks.
“Yeah,” I sit up and laugh at her.
“You are hot as fuck. If a video gets posted, it’ll just help you all more with IronLock. People are weird,” she smiles.
“I mean, that’s not wrong. Someone as smart as you are and beautiful? You’re every nerd's dream,” Elijah smiles and kisses me.
“Yeah, y’all aren’t the ones that will be slut shamed on tv,” I chuckle.
“Do you really care if people think you’re a slut or not?” Amelia says, raising an eyebrow.
“Not really. Sex is sex. That’s just going to be a pretty graphic video,” I say and Elijah laughs.
“I’m going to keep checking around. Amelia, your room is the last door?” Nick says after he laughs
“It is. Is it bad that I kind of want there to be one in there?” She cackles.
“People love hot lesbian porn,” I laugh and lay back on the bed. Nick walks away and a few minutes later he comes back.
“No lesbian porn today. Sorry Amelia,” he laughs. “I’m going to go downstairs and start.”
“I’ll go make you a bowl,” Amelia says “I’ll text you when Silva gets here. Just take a shower or something and relax,” she smiles and everyone exits the room.
When the door shuts, Elijah lays beside me and kisses me. I pull him closer. When he pulls back, he has a look of lust in his eyes. I decide to tease him, so I get up and change clothes. He sits on the edge of the bed and watches me take my shirt off and toss it in the hamper. I take my pants off and do the same by tossing them in the hamper. I unhook my bra and set it down on the dresser. As I go to put a sports bra on, Elijah takes it from my hands and backs me against the wall. He pulls my hair back, exposing my neck. He bites just below my ear. “Fuck, Elijah,” I sigh. He pulls me over to the bed and lays me back then pulls my underwear off of me. He leans in and kisses me, sending chills through my body. While keeping his lips locked with mine, he spreads my legs so he can gently rub my clit. I groan against his mouth and he buries two fingers deep inside me.
“I want to hear you, Evie,” he whispers in my ear as he starts to fuck me with his fingers. As works me from the inside out, he kisses his way across my chest and down my belly until I feel his warm tongue drag across my clit then lightly sucking.
“Oh god, Elijah,” I whimper, covering my mouth. The closer I get to coming to harder he fucks me with his fingers. He expertly works my clit with his tongue and like an explosion, an orgasm bursts out of me. I pull a pillow over my face to scream out my pleasure as I rock my hips against his tongue. As my orgasm fades he rolls me over then pulls me to the edge of the bed so that I am bent over with my feet on the floor. Without warning, he pushes his cock into me, stretching me. I groan as he fills me.
“Fuck, Evie,” he growls. He grips onto my hips and pounds into me making me scream out my pleasures into the pillow. Elijah gathers my hair into his hand then pulls my head back and away from the pillow forcing me up onto my elbows.
“Oh shit,” I gasp as he slams into me. “Fuck, Elijah”. I struggle to keep myself quiet when he lets go of my hair and starts fucking me harder.
“Be my good girl and come for me, Evie,” he demands, slamming himself into me deeper. I whimper as the orgasm starts to take over my body. Unable to keep my pleasure quiet, I bring myself back down to the bed.
“Fuck,” I scream out, only to be muffled by the pillow. “Oh, Elijah.” I groan as I fall into a mind-numbing orgasm, and pull Elijah down into his own. Once the ripples subside, I pull myself up onto the bed to lay on my stomach and catch my breath. Elijah moves beside me and gently traces the length of my spine with his fingers. I stay where I am, enjoying his touch, long after I have caught my breath. I love this feeling of being close to him. I don’t know what I did to deserve such an amazing man, but I never want to lose him. I sense that it is going to be amazing having him stay here permanently.
“What are you thinking?” he asks, kissing my shoulder blade.
“That I love you,” I say as I roll to face him.
“Well, I love you too,” he smiles and rests his hand on my belly.
“Do you really want to move in with me?”
“I do,” he smiles.
“Even having only been dating a few days?” I ask.
“The amount of time doesn’t matter, Evie. You and I both are mature adults. Complete strangers become roommates, so what difference does it make? You seem to be the one with reservations, babe.”
“I don’t. I just don’t want to make you feel obligated to be here because someone tried to kill me… Twice.” I sigh.
“You have not made me feel obligated to do anything. I’m here because I want to be here. I am with you because I want to be with you. I love you because you’re amazing. You are kind. You are smart. You constantly strive to be a better person. You are silly and funny.
“If time does not matter when it comes to how you feel about me, do not make it matter when it comes to how I feel about you,” he smiles.
”Well, if you are going to put logic in it then I guess I have to accept it,” I laugh. “I should get dressed,” I say. Elijah kisses me before letting me get up. I grab my clothes so I can clean up and get dressed. When I come out Elijah pulls me back to the bed.
“You wanna know something,” he says as he props up on his elbow to look at me.
“What?” I smile.
“You’re absolutely gorgeous when you come,” he smiles.
“Well, if shit-for-brains got Friday on video, a lot of others will get to make that judgment also,” I laugh.
“Honestly… if that happens, how are you going to handle it? You do realize that every single one of our employees are probably going to see that?” he says.
“Honestly, it’s more upsetting that everyone knows the details about Simon drugging me. Anybody with two brain cells would see that video and understand that that video was obtained by fucking psycho. If anybody would lose respect for me because someone violated my privacy then that is their problem, not mine. Sex is sex. If I start getting trashed online… I’m probably gonna get upset,” I laugh.
“Something tells me no one is going to be trashing you besides the prudish people,” he laughs.
“Oh? Why’s that?” I grin.
“Because you are beautiful. I don’t know how I feel about other people getting to see your body though,” he smiles and kisses me. We are broken apart by a knock at the door.
“It’s open,” I say. Amelia comes in slowly.
“Oh good. You’re not fucking. I texted but you didn’t respond. Silva and someone from the FBI is here.”
“Any new porn videos I need to be aware of,” I say as I stand up.
“Uh…” she stops talking.
“Oh… I don’t like that response,” I laugh nervously.
“The guy with the FBI just found it. His name is Cain Hodge,” Amelia says carefully.
“Have you seen it?” I ask, putting my phone in my pocket.
“Yeah,” she giggles.
“I don’t know how I feel about you laughing,” I smile.
“It’s not a bad thing. I told you that you   are hot as fuck,” she says stepping out of the bedroom behind me.
“Hold on,” Elijah says, and we stop.
“Evie, are you really okay?” he asks.
“Is it embarrassing? Yes, it is. It was a private moment between you and me and I don’t want anyone else to be involved in that… but there are worse things in this world that could happen to me. Like getting shot on national television.”
“That’s a good point. Your Employees are definitely gonna jerk off to you now though,” Amelia laughs.
“As long as I don’t have to know about it I don’t care what anyone does,” I laugh. “Even if I was not comfortable in my own skin, there are worse things in life than someone leaking a sex tape,” I say as I walk carefully downstairs. When I come down Jennifer laughs.
“Did you tell her?” she asks Amelia.
“Yeah. She knows,” she smiles.
“I am Cain Hodge. I am a field agent with the FBI,” he says, shaking my hand.
“I guess I really don’t need to tell you who I am,” I laugh. Elijah sits and pulls me back to sit in his lap as Nick comes into the room.
“You’re an amazing cook, Evie,” he smiles.
“Thank you,” I smile.
“How are you?” Silva asks.
“Good. Stop stalling and show me the video,” I smile. She laughs and hands me the tablet. I turn and rest against the arm of the couch so Elijah can see it. “Does it have sound,” I laugh.
“Sure does,” Jennifer laughs and hands me my wireless headphones off the coffee table. I give Elijah one before connecting them.
“This is so fucked up,” I shake my head.
I look at Elijah and he smiles. “Press play, Evie,” he says, laughing.
I turn back and press play on a twenty-minute video. “Look at that. Twenty minutes,” Elijah laughs, making Nick and Hodge laugh. I turn my attention to the tablet and watch a video of Elijah and I having sex Friday night. Occasionally I glance at Elijah to see him watching with amusement on his face. Although it's a weird angle, it’s not a bad video. It sucks that someone leaked this. As I am watching the video my phone vibrates in my pocket. When I pull it out I see it’s Andrew. I show Elijah then set it down so we can watch the last few minutes of the video.
When the video is over, I take my headphones out and hand the tablet back to Silva then pick up my phone again. “Andrew texted,” I say reading the message.
“What?” Silva says, jumping up to sit beside me. Hodge comes over to sit beside her.
Andrew: The next video I take will be of me fucking you while Elijah watches.
“That’s…” I trail off. “That’s a pretty specific threat.”  I frown. “Hopefully this doesn’t piss you guys off, but I’m not meeting him Friday. No way in hell I’m getting near him now.”
“Yeah, absolutely not,” Elijah agrees.
“Text him back and say that,” Silva says.
Me: I said no bullshit. The meeting is off on Friday. Go fuck yourself.
“I guess I should have specified to not antagonize him,” Silva laughs.
“Fuck it. At least now he will just come after me and we can get this over with,” I say as my phone vibrates again. “He texted back.”
Andrew: You don't have a choice. Meet or die.
Me: You’re awfully
cocky for someone hiding from the police lol. If you’re such a big tough man, show up!
“I hope you know what you just did,” Hodge says with amusement.
“Oh, I know. He’s going to come after me now. That’s the goal, right?” I smile as my phone goes off again.
Andrew: Your a dead bitch.
Me: You’re* I am very much alive, asshole!
“You’re fucking hilarious,” Amelia laughs heartily.
“You just grammar-checked a psycho rapist,” Jennifer giggles. “I shouldn’t laugh. He’s definitely going to come after you.
“He was already going to try to kill me. If I had met him Friday, I already know he would’ve done what he could either kill me or take me,” I say.
“I agree. He is the type to die before he goes into custody,” Hodge says. “I say tip him over the edge and block the number.” I smile, heed his advice, and block the number.
“Done. Now what?” I ask.
“Now we wait for him to try to kill you,” Silva says matter of fact.




Chapter Seven
One month later
∞∞∞
 
The last month has been a whirlwind as we navigated not only the video of Elijah and me but also Simon Yates pleading guilty to attempted murder. In exchange for his testimony against Andrew Pratt, he will receive a sentence reduction. In addition to that, he had to tell the court what and how he did what he did. Turns out, he drugged my drink when I looked down at my phone to text Elijah back. Andrew still hasn’t shown his face, but I know he will eventually. Simon told Detective Silva and Agent Hodge that he obsessively watched me, and as time went on, his goal was to essentially kidnap me and lock me up somewhere to “make me his wife.”
They found out from his ex that he was diagnosed with antisocial personality disorder at twenty-one, which makes him a sociopath. Elijah explained that he did get into trouble a lot as a kid but his parents paid his way to keep his record clean.
Jennifer and Elijah have been living with Amelia and me for a month now and things could never be better on that front. Obviously, no relationship is perfect, but anytime an issue arises we always sit down and discuss everything. As a way to help my anger issues, I have started running every morning with Elijah. Anytime I get overwhelmed I get myself to where I can either go running or I simply meditate. Meditation is far more rewarding than I thought it would be, as it clears my mind.
The fallout at work over our video was very minimal. After scolding an employee in front of everyone, we haven’t had so much as a rumor of drama from that video. We also have not had any more attempts at hacks to our server since we increased security and CyberShield closed permanently.
Today we have a meeting with the board of CipherNet to discuss a full merger and dissolving the two companies into IronLock. CyberNet board gave their blessing and will move with us to IronLock. If the CipherNet board follows their lead, they will also move over. If they don’t, they will dissolve with the company.
I step into the hot shower and let the warmth engulf me. I hear the bathroom door open and when I pull the curtain back, I see Elijah.
“Hi,” I smile.
“Hey,” he says, kissing me.
“Join me?” I smile, pull the curtain closed, and step back under the water.
“If I get in that shower with you, I’m going to do something dirty to you,” he warns.
“Why do you think I told you to join me?” I laugh. A few seconds later, Elijah steps into the shower behind me. He wraps his arms around me, and kisses my neck. “Mmm. I like that,” I smile.
“Yeah?” he says as he bites my neck, making me groan and lean into him.
The shower is a larger tiled stand-up shower with a built-in bench. It is meant for sitting and shaving or even just lounging, but we primarily use it for sex. I’ve never really been one who had a high sex drive, but something about this man drives me absolutely insane. I can’t get enough of him and he certainly can’t get enough of me either. My favorite thing to do is draw out his dominant side, then be a brat. There is nothing better than getting fucked so hard that you can think straight afterward.
“How long do we have before we have to leave?” I ask.
“Not for another hour and a half. Why? Any big plans?” he asks.
“That’s a good way to put it,” I giggle. He turns me and backs me against the wall.
“You have been teasing me since yesterday morning,” he says seductively.
“Yeah. And you still haven’t fucked me, so I guess I’m not trying hard enough,” I smile innocently. “Maybe I will break you at work and you can bend me over your desk and fuck me again,” I say, giving him a quick kiss. I go to slip past him but he wraps his hand around my throat and gently pushes me back against the wall.
“Tone it down, Evelyn,” he says at a low rumble.
“Make me, Elijah,” I whisper to him, leaning into his hold on my throat. An audible growl comes from him, making my smile wider.
“One of these days I’m going to teach you a lesson on why you shouldn’t mouth off to me,” he threatens.
“One of these days you will actually follow through with that threat,” I say, quickly kissing him again then pulling back to grin at him. His eyes are filled with lust and I can tell he is seconds from letting that lust out. He knows what I want him to do, but he is always reluctant in fear of hurting me. “Sometimes the follow-through is the hardest part, huh?” As my final word hangs in the air still, he spins me towards the tiled bench and bends me over so that my hands are on the edge of the seat and I have my feet placed apart, exposing me to him. The warm water beats down on my back, flowing down my body. Elijah roughly grips my hips and slams into me with no warning. I inhale sharply as I am suddenly stretched and filled. He relentlessly fucks me and pulls an orgasm from me in seconds. I go down on my elbows, giving him access to thrust deeper into me. I groan, unable to force sounds from me as he overwhelms my brain. A slow-growing orgasm spreads and won't break. I move back up to my hands and he wraps his around my waist to expertly stroke across my clit. I move my hands up to the wall and stand up straighter. My legs shake as an impending climax threatens to collapse me. Elijah grabs my hair and pulls me back towards his body as he continues to fuck me. He bites down on the crook of my neck and the jolt of the pain thrusts me into a blinding orgasm. My pleasure brings him to his own and he drains himself in me. When the waves subside he stands me up and turns me to face him so he can wrap his arms around me. He leans me against the wall to support me as my shaking subsides and my breathing returns to normal. “Fuck, that’s amazing,” I smile. He runs his fingers across the mark he left on my shoulder.
“I left a mark,” he frowns.
“It felt amazing. If I don’t speak up, you are free to assume that I am thoroughly enjoying it,” I smile. “I know you were and still are hesitant to show me what it is specifically you desire the most, but I promise I can handle it. I know you are not a sadist.”
“You are tougher than you look,” he grins and I laugh.
“Why are you so hesitant to just do what you want?” I ask.
“Because I don’t want to hurt you.”
“Unless you cause permanent damage, I will love it all the same,” I laugh. “Just once, humor me. Okay?”
“Okay. I hope you know what you’re getting yourself into,” he smiles.
“I do. A lot of orgasms,” I say with a smile and he laughs.
“Finish your shower. We need to go to work,” he says, kissing me, then stepping out of the shower and wrapping me in a towel. I quickly finish my shower, get out, and dry off. When I step into the bedroom, Elijah is already dressed in his Midnight blue Brioni suit.
“You look nice,” I smile and go to the closet. Today I decide on a soft pink Elisabetta Franchi Blazer Dress and four-inch black Louboutin heels. I go back to the bathroom to finish fixing my hair so I can wear it down today. When I am done I go downstairs where Elijah, Jennifer, and Amelia are waiting.
Amelia is going to take over as COO of IronLock when CipherNet dissolves today, so she is coming in with us to the meeting. She was reluctant to take on the job because she didn’t know if she could do it. I brought her with me for a few days to show her that she was very capable. She doesn’t give herself enough credit and assumes that because she cannot write a whole program somehow she would be unable to perform her job. Ultimately when Samantha took another job she decided she was going to dive head first.
“You look hot,” Amelia says when I come downstairs.
“Thank you,” I smile. “Are you guys waiting on me?”
“Yes, but not for long,” Jennifer smiles.
I set the alarm to ‘Away’ and open the door. I notice an envelope fall from somewhere when I open the door. I grab it and step out of the way so Elijah can close and lock the door. When I turn it over it has my name written on it.
“Elijah,” I say slowly, getting a bad feeling. Everyone snaps their head to me to see my name on the envelope.
“Uh oh,” Jennifer says solemnly.
“I’ll open it in the car. Let’s go,” I say as I walk to Elijah’s car. I sit in the passenger seat and put my purse and bag with the laptop and quarterly reports in it at my feet. Everyone gets in and looks at me. “Just drive please,” I sigh. He nods and pulls out of the driveway. After a few minutes of silence, I open the envelope. I open the paper and my heart drops.
Don’t think I forgot about you, Evelyn. You and Elijah will be seeing me very soon. Only then you will realize that I am the only one who can please you properly.
-Andrew
I feel tears burn my eyes so I hand it back to Amelia for them to read. I don’t want to hold it anymore. Jennifer reads it aloud for Elijah to know what it says. I sniff back tears, suddenly becoming paranoid and overwhelmed. No one says anything to me until we pull into the office parking lot.
“I’m going to call Silva, okay?” Elijah says and I nod. He takes his phone out and calls her. While the phone rings he holds his hand out for me to take. When I give him my hand he kisses it right as she answers. “Hey Beth, it’s Elijah Davis… No. When we left this morning there was an envelope on our porch addressed to Evie… Mhmm… Yeah hold on…” he gestures for the note from Jennifer. “It says Don’t think I forgot about you, Evelyn. You and Elijah will be seeing me very soon. Only then you will realize that I’m the only one who can please you… Yeah… Okay, we are at the office now so when you and Hodge get here just come up. I’ll let Nick know to expect you two at the front… thanks.” he ends his call and gets out. I know he is coming to me so I wait for him to open my door. He pulls me from the car and hugs me. Amelia gets out, walks around the car, and grabs my things. I walk into the building with Elijah’s arm around my waist. When we get to the security checkpoint Nick sees the look on my face.
“Oh no…” he frowns and hugs me. When he steps back Elijah hands him the note while we scan in. “Jodi. There is going to be Detective Beth Silva and an FBI agent Hodge come in in the next little bit. Let them in, okay?” The woman nods and we walk to the elevator. When the doors close I turn and Elijah puts his arms around me.
“I’m going to hang out with you two today,” Nick says, normally Elijah argues with him on the feeling that he doesn't need anyone to watch over him, but today he doesn’t.
“Thank you. Just stick close to Evie please,” he says softly and Nick nods. “Do you want to reschedule the meeting?” he asks me.
“No!” I say pulling back. “I refuse to let this asshole affect the company. We move forward,” I say. He goes to say something, but I cut him off. “I’m not arguing with you over it. Nick will be with us and we will be in the building anyway.” The elevator doors open and I walk out, leaving everyone to trail behind me. I go to my office door and unlock it. When I get in I go to my desk and sit my stuff down. When I go to grab the file I need for the meeting Elijah cuts me off from getting to the filing cabinet. “Please move,” I snap at him.
“Will you talk to me, please?” he asks softly.
“No. please move,” I repeat.
“I won’t. Look at me,” he says gently lifting my chin so I will look at him. “Tell me what you are feeling?”
“Scared,” I whisper. He brings me to his chest and holds me for a long time. Time passes, but I don't move. I don’t pull away because I need his comfort and reassurance that I’m not going to die. He pulls back and looks at me for a second before kissing my forehead and stepping out of my way. I grab the file and turn back to see Silva and Hodge standing in the doorway. Amelia and Jennifer are standing at Jennifer’s desk watching us.
“Hey,” Silva says softly. I grab the note and envelope as well as my file, leather notebook, and phone, and walk to the door. I hand the note and envelope to them.
“We have a meeting. You’re welcome to come,” I say stepping past them and going to the elevator. Luckily no one argues with me and everyone follows me into the elevator. When the doors shut and I press the button for the first floor, Elijah turns to me. I know he is going to ask if I am okay to still lead the meeting. “I swear to god if you ask me if I can do my job still, I am going to lose my shit. Let’s get through the meeting and sign off on this stuff with Cleo and we can deal with Andrew.”
“Okay,” he says softly. “I understand that you are scared, but understand I am only trying to help ease this as much as I can,” he says. Guilt stings me for being a bitch to him. I take a deep breath and look at him.
“I know. I’m sorry,” I say quietly. “If I get overwhelmed I hand it over to you.” he doesn't say anything, but he pulls me close and kisses my temple. The doors open and we step out. “I will have to tell the board why they are here,” I say.
“Yeah, they’ll act weird if they think we are hiding something,” he agrees.
We walk to the board room and when we step in we see all ten board members and Cleo. Without a word, I go up to the front. Silva, Hodge, and Nick step in the back by the door. Jennifer and Amelia sit down at the table on one side and Elija sits on the other. I sit at the head of the table since I am leading today.
“Good morning guys,” I say flatly. “Before I get started I want to tell you who the additions are with us and why they are here.” All ten board members look confused when they look at the three at the door. “I’m sure you all remember the issues stemming from Andrew Prett and how he is not in custody. This morning on our way to work, I found a little note from Andrew on my porch, and in layman's terms, he threatened my life and Elijah’s they are here to address this once we are done here.” I don’t give anyone a chance to ask any questions before moving on. “Today we are going to discuss the inevitable future of CipherNet dissolving into IronLock. We have everything complete on the CyberNet side as of last week. Their board will move over to IronLock as soon as we sign papers with our lawyer at the end of this meeting. This meeting is a courtesy to allow you the opportunity to vote to move over into IronLock or if you all will Dissolve with CipherNet. Our goal is to move the entirety of CyberNet and their staff into this building as we have the parking and space to more than accommodate. We expect to be able to make this move complete in the next three months. Do you all have any questions before you vote? Nothing is off limits as we want you all to be sure of your vote. If the vote is not unanimous, we will allow individuals to move over if they wish.”
“Do we not get a vote on if the merge happens?” a board member named Richard Adaiah asks.
“No,” I say simply.
“And why not?” he says with a clear attitude directed at me. I look at Elijah and he takes a deep breath and nods slightly, permitting me to be blunt.
“Because you all do not own this company nor do you hold any power over this company,” I say flatly.
“You don’t own it either,” he snaps back. “I’m not even sure you belong in these meetings or this company to begin with. Everything was running smoothly until you got here.” I don’t have a chance to respond before Elijah is the one to snap.
Elijah slams his hand down on the table and turns to Richard. “The moment she brought CipherNet and CyberNet under her company, IronLock, and appointed Jennifer and myself as co-owners, she immediately had just as much say in this company, in CyberNet, and IronLock. Even besides that, she is still the COO of this company and I have always held the opinion of my COO into account. Everything coming from her mouth is also coming from mine. If you have an issue with her simply because she is a woman, just say so, so that I can remove you from our property myself,” he says with a calm voice but with audible venom lurking in his voice. I glance at Jennifer and she has her hand over her mouth and tries to keep from laughing. Elijah looks back at me and smiles. “Please continue, Evelyn.”
“Does anyone else have any questions?” I ask.
“I do,” a man named Tyrell Sabauro. I nod and he continues. “When this all is complete, will that be immediate or will there be a phase-out period?”
“It will be immediate. We will sign the paperwork with you all sitting here,” I smile. “Anything else?” no one answers me but Richard glares at me. “So we are ready to vote?” everyone nods.
“Richard, we do not need a vote from you. Have a good day,” Elijah says simply. He looks at him in shock, so I decide to be a smartass.
“I’ll get the door for you,” I smile at him and go to the door and hold it open. He stares at me and then looks at the others who look at him blankly.
“Goodbye,” Jennifer says sweetly. He huffs, gathers his items, and walks to the door.
“Badge please,” I smile and hold my hand out for him. He scoffs and goes to step past me so I step in front of the doorway. “I promise this will not end the way you’re expecting it to. Badge please,” I say holding my hand out. Nick has moved to quietly stand beside me. Richard slaps the badge down in my hand and waits for me to move. “Don’t come back on my property. Have a good day, Richard,” I say as I step out of his way. He hesitates for a minute and glares at me, fuming. I maintain a slight smile, which only makes him more angry. Everyone in the room is watching as Richard doesn’t move. I notice that he has his hands tightened into fists and I glance at Elijah, needing him to come closer. He quietly gets up and walks over to stand behind him. Jennifer and Amelia move, understanding what’s might happen. “I don’t believe it was a request. Get out,” I say with anger in my voice. His hands are still tightened into fists. I know he wants nothing more than to hit me, and he’s close enough to get a chance to do it.
“This whole company went to shit the moment he hired a fucking whore,” he growls.
“You sound jealous, Richard,” I say, tilting my head a bit. He takes a step towards me and Elijah has fury burning in his eyes, moving closer. “Go ahead. I promise you won’t like what happens if you put your hands on me.” He is close enough that I can smell the coffee on his breath.
“Maybe if Andrew had raped you in that office it would have taught you what purpose cunts like you serve. Bitch.”
Richard steps past me and Elijah goes to step out behind him but Nick grabs his arm. We turn and watch him walk out. Elijah pulls me out into the hallway away from everyone and hugs me.
“Sorry, I made that worse,” I whisper.
“Don’t apologize because he is a sexist piece of shit. He is the one who got his feelings hurt because you gave him back what he gave you. Are you okay?” he asks.
“Yes. Are you?” I smile and raise an eyebrow.
“I am okay,” he smiles softly.
“Good. Let's get these people to vote and let them leave,” I smile and he kisses me before stepping back and letting me walk into the room.
“Anyway…” I smile and sit down. I wait for everyone to settle down.
“You should have hit him,” Tyrell says to Elijah with a grin.
“Hell, I wanted to hit him,” a man named Paul Evans says.
“Sorry about that guys. Are we ready to vote?” I ask
“Don’t apologize. It was fun to see Elijah almost kill that prick. None of us liked him anyway. Also, you are a little badass. Let’s vote,” Tyrell says with a smile.
“Alright. Super simple… If you wish to merge into IronLock, stay seated. If not, drop off your badge and you are free to go,” I say simply. I look around and no one moves. “I won’t block you in, I promise,” I smile and everyone laughs. “Alright. If you all are good, I think we are ready to sign Cleo.” Cleo gets up and comes around. Elijah and Jennifer move their chairs to sit beside me.
“Jennifer and Elijah, I just need you to sign here and here. This is you allowing IronLock to absorb the companies. Then I need all three of you to sign the bottom, which is the acknowledgment that you all three agree co-owners of IronLock,” Cleo says. Everyone signs where we have been told to, then she signs as a witness. “And that’s it,” she smiles. Everyone in the room claps.
“You all are free to go. We will have our weekly board meetings as usual and we will work on the replacement of the tenth. You all will get a chance to meet the other members next week,” I say. Everyone files out of the room, leaving Elijah, Jennifer, Amelia, Nick, Silva, and Hodge with me.
“You’re the biggest smartass ever. I love you,” Amelia smiles.
“Yeah, I’m pretty sure I almost got myself punched in the face though,” I sigh.
“You have four people watching. He wouldn’t have hurt you,” Amelia smiles.
“He was inches away from me. He definitely could have hurt me before anyone would be able to react. Either way. What are we doing about Andrew?”
“Well… we have two options. We could continue to just wait or we could antagonize him and bring him out,” Hodge says.
“Both of those suck,” I say bluntly and he snickers.
“They do, but that’s what we’ve got to work with,” he says.
“Well, I for one and fucking done with this. I say to piss him off and draw him out,” I say. “But how?”
“Unblock his number and call him,” he says. “Doesn’t matter what you say, anything will piss him off.”
“Oh. I’ll piss him off alright,” I say, pulling my phone out and sitting down. I go unblock his number and call him which he picks up after two rings.
“Hello Evelyn,” he says with a sinister voice.
“Is this 1897? A letter? What the fuck do you want?”
“You,” he says with a cold voice. Laugher leaves my lips.
“Is that right? You think I want you?” I ask.
“You will learn,” he says nonchalantly.
“You’re a fucking idiot Andrew. Do you know that? All because I applied for a job, and you’ve been stalking me ever since. Clearly, I didn’t want you at the interview, considering I ran away. Then you thought breaking into my home at night would work, but you were too weak to do anything. Then you got another idiot to try and drug me. Oh, and now you’re hiding.
“So tell me, Andrew? What are your ways, because as far as I see, it’s fuck up after fuck up. You wouldn’t know which way was up if the sky didn’t have a light,” I laugh. I look up at Elijah and wink which he finds amusement in.
“You’re asking for it, bitch,” he growls.
“Asking for what? Nothing? Because that’s all I see from you is a bunch of nothing. You make all these threats and promises, yet you never follow through. I hope you’re not hesitating with every aspect of your plan or I don’t have much to look forward to, do I?”
“You fucking bitch. I will fucking kill you,” he screams at me. 
“Aht Aht. I thought you wanted to teach me something, Andrew. You’re all over the place this morning. So, let’s try this again. What do you want, Andrew?”
“I want to fuck you until you scream my name,” he says with more controlled anger.
“I have your best friend for that,” I laugh. “You think I would willingly choose a delusional sociopath over Elijah Davis? You are kidding me, right?”
“You’re a cunt, just like your mother,” he growls. I snap my head up to Silva and she mouths to me.
“He worked with your parents on the board for CyberShield,” she says with a solemn look on her face. I narrow my eyes at her in anger for keeping this from me.
“Wait. So you’re mad and obsessed with me because my mother rejected you? Are you seven, Andrew?” I say in shock.
“The best day of my life was the day I ran them off that road. She chose him over me and she died because of it. Are you willing to get Elijah killed?” He laughs.
“You know… I would be mad if you were even close to getting things correct. You are pulling things out of your ass in hopes of setting me off. I will educate you on something. An elderly man driving the wrong way on the interstate hit them head-on. I was in my vehicle behind them when it happened. So unless you are an eighty-six-year-old man all of a sudden, you are still fucking delusional.”
“How was it, watching them take their last breath right before you killed them?” he asks, trying to antagonize me.
“It will be far better watching you take your last breath. I am sick and tired of playing games with you. Either show up and prove all of your threats to be true, or go fucking kill yourself and do the world a favor.” Silva turns her phone to me to see a message from her boss.
Trace done. He is a mile away from the office and closing in fast. Get them to lure him away from the city if they are willing. He’s volatile and will take others down with him. There are too many people in that building to not have mass casualties.
I look at Elijah and he nods and stands up. I stand up and we walk to the door. Amelia  and Nick jump up and I shake my head at them then hug them.
“Cat got your tongue, Andrew? We were having such a nice conversation.” I say as Elijah and I walk hurriedly out of the building. Silva and Hodge are behind us. As soon as we step out of the room, I take my phone off speaker so we can walk through the lobby. As soon as we are out in the working lot I put it back on speaker.
“You won’t be running your mouth as much when I have my cock down your throat,” he laughs.
“You think it’ll actually reach that far?” I say with a serious tone but Elijah laughs out loud.
“Wanna find out, bitch?” he yells.
“I don’t feel like being disappointed by something so small today,” I laugh. I kiss Elijah before he jumps into the driver seat and I go to the passenger side. Silva and Hodge get into his car beside us. They get on the phone with Elijah so we can keep in contact. Right as we are pulling forward to exit the parking lot, we see a car speed into the parking lot. “It’s been disappointing so far, Andrew. If you want me, catch me,” I say as I hang up. Elijah takes off into the main road and Elijah switches his card to Bluetooth.
“Is he following?” I ask, turning to look.
“Yeah, he’s following,” Hodge says. Try to take him north into the farmlands,” he says.
“Got it,” Elijah says.
“Why did no one tell me he knew my parents?” I ask.
“We only found out this morning. We wanted to be sure their death was actually an accident before bringing it up,” Silva says.
“I appreciate that. What happens when we get out of the city? If he had a gun he’s going to just shoot me the second he gets a chance.” I say.
“Let’s focus on getting out of the city but we are following and so is the FBI. We have plenty of people responding or already nearby,” Silva says.
Elijah takes my hand and holds onto me tight as we weave through traffic. As we near the edge of the city, my nerves are on edge, waiting for something to happen. We have completely lost everyone besides Andrew, so they are trying to catch up. He is no longer hiding. He knows we can see him behind us. As we cross over into the farmlands, Andrew stomps in the gas and slams into the back of the car.
“Elijah,” I scream. I look behind us and I can see he is still close.
“What happened?” Silva says panicked.
“He hit the back of our car. He’s trying to wreck us,” Elijah says calmly. Andrew moved to the side a bit and I realize he is going to try and spin us out.
“Elijah. We will kill if he hits us like that. That’s a fucking drop off beside us,” I say panicking.
“Fuck,” Elijah yells. “Beth we have to stop. He’s going to flip us down this mountain if we keep going,” he says as he slams on the brakes. I pull my gun from my purse and disengage the safety. We see Andrew get out of his car and casually walk towards us. He is a few hundred feet away
“Try to hold him off. Shoot if you have to,” Silva yells at us.
“Take your heels off,” Elijah tells me calmly. I nod and slip my feet out of my heels. “I’m going to get out. When you get out, go around the back of the car and come around to me, okay?”
“Okay,” I whisper.
“Hey… look at me, Evie.” I look over at him and he kisses me.
“I love you,” he says.
“I love you too. Ready?” I say, grabbing the handle. He nods and I throw my door open and run around to Elijah. He wraps his arm around my waist and pulls me close to him just as Andrew closes in with a gun in his hand. I realize I am shaking.
“I’m scared,” I whisper. Elijah squeezes me tighter.
“It’s good to see you, Elijah” Andrew says with an evil grin. This is the man I remember in his office that day.
“What do you want, Andrew?” Elijah asks.
“You out of my way. Evelyn and I have some things to discuss,” he says, looking at me.
“We have nothing to discuss you fucking psycho. I don’t want you,” I spit at him. Andrew fires a shot in my direction, intentionally missing. Elijah holds me tighter when I scream. Andrew snickers at my fear. I tighten my hand around the gun, getting ready to raise it.
Andrew moves the gun to where it is pointed at Elijah. “Want to see who’s faster?” He grins at me. “Do you want to watch him die?”
“You know this won’t end well,” Elijah says.
“Shut up,” he screams. “Here are your options. You die here and now, or Evelyn gets in that back seat with me and you drive.”
“You’re fucking delusional,” I yell at him
“Choose. Now.” He screams and fires a round close enough to Elijah that he flinches. He raises the gun again, pointing it directly at Elijah’s head. He moves his finger to the trigger and tears flood my face.
“Okay,” I yell.
“You don’t have to do this,” Elijah says softly to me.
“I won’t let him kill you. Just drive. We can figure the rest out later,” I say as I lean up and kiss him until Andrew yells at me again.
“Get in the fucking car,” he yells. I flinch when Andrew comes around behind me and takes the gun from my hand and throws it.
“Drive,” he says to Elijah as he grabs me by the hair and yanks me back and pulls me toward him. I scream in pain as he holds onto my hair. When I’m close, Andrew wraps his arm around my waist and puts his gun to my head. “I’m not going to repeat myself, Elijah,” he yells.
Elijah has his eyes fixed on me. I’m trying to calm myself down but my breathing is coming in short bursts as I near hyperventilation. 
“Go, Evie,” Elijah says with tears in his eyes. I trust him, so when he gets into the car I let Andrew push me into the back seat. I see the call with Silva is still going but he turns the display off before Andrew notices. She must have the call on mute because the speakers are silent. Andrew gets into the car and I move to the other side to get as far away from him as possible.
“Come here,” he says to me with a calm voice. I shake my head and he screams “Now.” He holds the gun to the back of Elijah’s head and sobs burst out of me again. I move to the center seat and he wraps his arm around me and drags me closer so that I am pressed against his body. “Drive or she dies,” he says to Elijah calmly. Elijah nods and puts the car into drive. As he pulls away and drives past the car Andrew was in, he lowers the gun and puts it in the door pull handle.  “Isn’t this nice? Just a little road trip,” Andrew smiles. He places his hand on my bare thigh and slides it up.
“Stop,” I yell and try to pull away from him. He wraps his hand around my throat and pulls me against his body for more leverage. I can’t draw in any oxygen and my brain panics. I pull at his hand, trying to breathe.
“Fight me and he won’t make it out of this car. I will fuck you no matter if he watches or if he sits in that front seat with a hole in the back of his head. Do you understand me?” I nod as tears continue to stream down my cheeks. He loosens his grip on my throat but doesn’t remove his hand.
“Where am I driving, Andrew?” Elijah says as he looks at me in the rearview mirror.
“Hmm… your parents hunting cabin,” he grins. He slides his hand up my thigh. When his fingers slip past my underwear I start to sob again.
“Please don’t,” I beg him.
“Fight me and he dies, Evelyn,” he warns me as he roughly shoves his fingers inside of me.
“Please stop,” I whimper. I am trying to just relax and let him do what he wants. I know he is torturing me and Elijah. I also know his goal is to make me unwillingly orgasm.
He roughly assaults my insides as he maintains eye contact with Elijah. He knows that if he stops the car Andrew will shoot me and I know he will shoot Elijah if I fight him. He removes his fingers from me and moves his assault externally. My body immediately betrays me and I fall back into sobs, trying to make my body fight with me. I can’t take a deep breath in, but between gasping I beg him to stop touching me. I don’t want this. Why won’t my body cooperate with me? I look at Elijah. I need him to do something before he gets what he wants out of me. He is gripping the steering wheel hard enough to make his knuckles white. When he sees the look on my face, he understands what Andrew is trying to make me do.
“Just because you force it out of her doesn’t mean she wants it,” Elijah growls. I think he is trying to tell me he understands that I don’t want this. I am terrified that if he gets what he wants, Elijah will be angry with me for letting him make me orgasm. I’m trying to fight it off, but the more I fight it the more it builds inside me. Andrew knows just how close he is to pulling a climax from me because my body refuses to stop me from reacting the way he wants me to.
Just as a disgusting climax pours out of me, he tightens his grip around my throat and fear follows alongside it. I groan through my steady stream of tears and my body tenses. I arch my back, trying to escape his touch; trying to make it stop. His grip tightens and stars flood my vision.
When the feeling fades, he lets go of my throat and shoves me forward so that I fall over the center console. I feel him move to sit behind me and I know what he is about to do. He violently rips my underwear off of me and I scream out my pleas.
“Stop. Please don’t,” I scream. I try to move away from him but he takes back control by grabbing my hips and slamming me down on his member. I scream out in pain as he buries himself inside my bottom. The pain is intense and nearly debilitating. My arms are stretched out in front of me and as Andrew positions himself to thrust his into me, Elijah grabs my hand. I scream out in pain as he rapes me from behind. I squeeze his hand as hard and lay my head against his arm as I can while sobbing. I remember Silva is still on the phone when I open my eyes to see Elijah has his phone in his lap. His texts are up, so I assume he is talking to Silva. My body goes numb and I give up my fight as he hurts me. Only whimpers escape me, praying he stops soon.
I think he senses I can see his phone because he adjusts how it is sitting so I can see but Andrew cannot.
Elijah: Driving. Evie is in the back with him. Hurry.
Elijah: Hurry the fuck up. I can’t stop driving or he will shoot her.
Silva: Trying to catch up. Wtf is happening?
Elijah: He's hurting her. Please hurry. I can’t stop or she’ll die.
Elijah: He’s raping her, Silva. Hurry or I’m going to wreck us.
Silva: Do what you have to, but be smart. We are a mile behind you. Trying to catch up.
I squeeze his hand harder, trying to tell him to do it. I want it to stop. I don’t care if I die. I need it to stop. It hurts.
When he squeezes my hand I know he’s going to do it. I lay my head down in the center console and my other hand grips into the console, bracing for whatever is about to happen.
The car slams into something and then rolls. Andrew falls away from me and I am dazed when we come to a stop on the roof. I notice I am in the front row. I can’t make myself move. My whole body is in shock. I hear Elijah yelling at me, but I can’t make out what he is saying. I am still holding onto his hand but when he pulls his hand away from me I snap back into reality.
Elijah takes his seatbelt off and falls beside me. I watch while laying on my back as he kicks out the windshield. Once he exits he grabs my hands and pulls me from the car and scoops me up into his arms. We move to the side of the road so he can sit and pull me into his lap. I fall into hysterics again as my brain is completely overwhelmed.
“I’m so sorry, Elijah. I’m sorry,” I sob.
“Shhh. Evie, it’s okay. Breathe. You didn’t do anything wrong, baby,” he says softly. “Are you hurt?” he asks.
“I don’t know,” I sob. I hear cars approaching but I don’t move. I don’t care who it is.
“Are you guys okay?” Silva says as she runs towards us.
“I’m okay. I don’t know if Evie is,” he says quietly. She puts her hand in my arm and I flinch away from her.
“Please don’t touch me,” I sob.
“We have to make sure you’re okay, Evie,” she says softly. Elijah stands up and cradles my body. I lean into him to lay against his chest as sobs shake through me. He walks me somewhere and sits down. Silva wraps a blanket around me and I relax, feeling less exposed now.
“EMS is here,” Hodge says. “How is she,” he asks.
“I don’t know. She won’t let us look at her,” Silva says.
“Amelia and Jennifer are here,” he says as I hear hurried footsteps running towards us.
Amelia doesn’t offer me a choice when she pulls me to her chest and hugs me. I feel more hands on me and so know it’s Jennifer. All three of them hug me and I start sobbing again. They hold onto me until I calm down.
“Let EMS look at you. We will all be right here with you, okay? No one is going anywhere,” Amelia says. I nod and sit up to wipe my eyes. I feel a sharp pain in my wrist and wince. Elijah pulls my hand away from my face so Amelia can look at it.
“Yeah, that’s broken. She has a break to her right Ulna,” she says to an approaching paramedic. “Did you hit your head?” she asks me.
“I don’t think so. I don’t know. I can’t think straight,” I mumble. She lifts my chin so she can look at me. She shines her phone flashlight into my eyes one at a time and her face goes white and she looks at one of the paramedics. “She needs to go now. Twenty-five no allergies,” she says, standing up and stepping to the side.
The paramedic quickly does the same thing and gets on his radio as Amelia gets Elijah to lay me on the gurney that the other EMT brought. Before anyone moves me they put a neck brace on me. I am assuming in case I have a spinal injury.
“Olancha Regional Medical, this is EMS 50. We are transporting a twenty-five-year-old female. Apparent head injury after an unrestrained rollover. The left pupil is dilated and fixed. Notify the trauma team of potential TBI. She also has a break to her right Ulna. She is conscious and speaks clearly. Vitals to follow,” the man says.
“Wait what doesn’t that mean? What’s wrong?” Elijah asks, panicking.
“It’s a brain bleed. It’s how Mom and Dad died,” I whisper. “I don’t feel good. I’m dizzy.”
“Can I ride with them? I’m a PA,” Amelia asks.
“Yeah. She’ll have to stay behind. We don’t have room for another,” the man says.
“Meet us at the hospital, Jenn. Get their stuff first so she has it. Get the laptops to Betty,” Amelia says as the man shuts the back door to the ambulance.
“Amelia,” I mumble, trying to keep my eyes open.
“No Evie. Don’t go there,” she cries.
“Update for Olancha Regional, this is EMS 50 again. We are transporting a twenty-five-year-old female. Apparent head injury after an unrestrained rollover. The left pupil is still dilated and fixed. She is still conscious. Possible loss of consciousness to follow. Speech is affected. Vitals are 88/61 heart rate is 167. Notify the trauma team of a code red. ETA is fifteen minutes. Will update with any change in condition.” he says “Can you tell me your name, honey?” he asks me.
“Evelyn Thompson,” I whisper.
“Tell me what happened, Evelyn,” he asks.
“He raped me,” I say with tears in my eyes.
“I’m sorry he did that, Evelyn. You want to know something?” he asks me as he leans in so I can see him. I nod. “He’s dead. He was dead on arrival.”
“Good,” I smile.
“Does anything else hurt?” he asks me.
“Just my wrist. I’m nauseous,” I say.
“I can splint her wrist,” Amelia offers.
“That’ll be good,” he says softly and hands her something. He is likely just keeping them busy. Elijah is holding onto my other hand. He is in shock but seems to be unharmed.
“She worries,” I tell him.
“It’s because she loves you. Is she your sister?”
“Basically. Mom and Dad died of a brain bleed the same way,” I tell him.
“You’re not going anywhere, Evelyn. You’re going to be just fine,” he says to try to reassure me.
“You have to tell me that so I don’t panic. They did the same thing with Mom. She was so scared,” I say. I wince in pain as Amelia wraps my wrist.
“Evie baby. You’re going to be okay. I’m right here with you, okay?” Elijah says through tears.
“I want my part of IronLock to go to Mia,” I tell him.
“Don’t talk like that, Evie. You’re going to be fine,” he says as he strokes my cheek.
“Don’t let them keep me on a machine. I’d rather see Mom and Dad,” I whisper.
“Evie, please don’t talk like that. You have to stay here with us, okay? I love you so much, Evie.”
“I love you too” I slur. “Something’s wrong…”  My vision starts to blur as I hear beeping noises as I slip into unconsciousness.
Suddenly I am at the kitchen table. I look around and everything looks like it did seven years ago.
“Evie,” a woman calls out from the living room. There’s no way. Mom? “Evie,” she says again. I stand up and walk to the living room
When I look down, I am wearing what I had on when Andrew was raping me and the car flipped.
“Hey sweetie,” Mom says as I walk into the living room. Dad is sitting beside her on the couch.
“Mom? Dad?”
“Come sit down honey,” Dad smiles. I go and sit between my parents. I’ve missed them so much. They are wearing what they had on that night.
“Am I dead?” I ask Mom.
“No baby. You’re not dead. You are very hurt though,” she says as she strokes my cheek.
“Am I going to die?” I ask Dad.
“That’s up to you, babe. We can’t make that choice for you,” he says softly.
“I miss you guys so much,” I say, hugging Mom. Her warm embrace soothes me. Dad wraps his arms around me and I am happy. I have my parents' back. “Amelia won’t have anyone left if I die,” I frown.
“She won’t. That’s why you have to think about this,” Dad says sternly.
“I love Elijah so much. I don’t want to hurt him, but I miss you guys so much,” I cry.
“We will be here when you’re ready, Evie. We will continue to watch over you, but you don’t belong here yet. You shouldn’t be here,” Dad says softer this time.
“I didn’t want to sign those papers. I didn’t want to kill you guys,” I sigh.
“We were already gone, sweetie. You know that. You gave our bodies peace. We had already moved on,” Mom says.
“Andrew hurt me,” I say, wiping my tears.
“I know, baby. You are strong. That is no reason to give up. Amelia, Jennifer, and Elijah love you. They will help you get past this,” Dad tells me. “Elijah is a good man. You deserve to have a life with him”
“You do not belong here, Evelyn. You need to go back. You have more to do and things to experience. They need you,” Mom says sternly. I nod and stand up. Mom and Dad stand with me and hug me tightly.
“I love you guys so much. I will keep missing you every day,” I say.
“We love you too. Go on now before it’s too late. Tell Amelia we love her so much,” Mom says hurriedly.
“How do I go back?” I ask.
“Just fight. You have to fight,” he says in a voice that sounds like Elijah.
I’m not ready to go. I don’t want to die.
Brightness floods my eyes when I open them and I groan. Where am I at?
“Evie?” Elijah says.
“Elijah,” I croak. My throat is dryer than a desert.
“Amelia. Jenn. Wake up. Evie is awake,” he says. I rub my eyes. Trying to clear the blur. I blink a few times and clear the haze before looking at Amelia.
“I saw Mom and Dad,” I say quietly. They all exchange odd glances.
“What did you see exactly?” she asks me.
“Can I sit up?” I say. Elijah helps me sit up as Amelia lifts the head of the bed. Jennifer hands me a cup of water with a straw. I take a few generous sips before laying my head back and sighing. “I was in the kitchen and I heard Mom calling for me. I went into the living room and they were just standing there. They said hey and told me to come sit down, so I did. I told them that I loved them and missed them. They said they loved me and told me I didn’t belong there and so had to go back. They said they would keep watching over me. They told me they loved me again and told me to tell you they loved you. Then I’m here. I remember being in the ambulance and thinking I was about to die. I just felt like I was going to die. My body just gave up and I fell asleep.”
“You did die, Evie. Right after you went unconscious you coded. He got you back pretty quickly though. It happened again when they got you into the trauma bay. It took a while to get you to come back. They let me and Elijah stay as long as we stayed calm and out of the way so we just stood by the door and watched,” Amelia says.
“How long?” I ask.
“How long, what? How long were you out? she asks and I nod. “Uhhh… a day and a half. It’s Wednesday morning,” she tells me.
“Was it a brain bleed?” I ask. There is a knock at the door, then Samantha comes in. “Hey,” I smile.
“I never thought I’d be so happy to see you sitting up in here,” she smiles. “How do you feel?”
“I feel fine. Just stiff. Was it a brain bleed?”
“Yeah, it was. It was minor but the concussion caused an increase in pressure. Once we brought you back the second time you leveled out. We kept you sedated until about an hour ago.
“Am I on pain medication?” I ask.
“You are not. Are you in pain?” she asks.
“No. That’s why I was wondering,” I smile and look at my wrist. “I forgot about that. How bad was the break?”
“Not bad. Just a hairline fracture. You’ll have the brace one for a few weeks,” she says as she sits down at the end of my bed.
“And?” I ask, wanting her to tell me I had any other injuries. She sighs, knowing what I mean.
“You sustained very minor injuries from the rape. They will heal on their own. You were given antibiotics to prevent any STDs but tests are negative. Amelia is your medical power of attorney, so she signed off on emergency contraception but we had to….” She stops and looks at Elijah then at Amelia and Jennifer.
“I mean she’s going to find out either way,” Amelia laughs.
“She’s going to find out what?” I ask, confused. I look at Elijah and he smiles. “Someone’s gonna have to say something because I’m confused.”
“Tell her, Elijah,” Samantha says. He moves to sit in front of me and takes my hands.
“I’m confused by the smiles,” I frown and Elijah smiles again.
“Amelia signed off on the emergency contraception, but they couldn’t give it to you,” he says slowly.
“Why?” I ask slowly.
“Because you’re already pregnant. They had to do blood work before they could give it to you, but your HCG levels were elevated,” he says with a smile.
“I… what?” I ask him.
“You’re about six and a half weeks pregnant, Evie,” Elijah says kissing my hand. I try to think back to remember if I missed birth control.
“The GHB could have made it stop working for a few days until it got out of your system,” Amelia says, knowing what I’m thinking.
“I don’t think I took it that night anyways,” say.
“What are you thinking?” Elijah asks.
“Uh… I don’t know. If I died twice, would that hurt the baby?” I ask “That’s the weirdest thing I’ve ever said.” Elijah laughs and kisses me.
“I’m asking if you’re okay with this,” he asks.
“I mean, yeah. Not the worst thing I could be told considering,” I say.
“We can do an ultrasound if you’d like to check on the baby, but it shouldn’t cause any issues,” Samantha smiles. I look at Amelia and Jennifer. The shock on my face must be funny because everyone chuckles.
“What the fuck?” I say to Amelia. “I don’t know what to say.”
“Well let’s start here… let’s get your IV out so you can get dressed in real clothes. I’m going to do some checks. You had a CT scan before we took you off sedation so we already know the bleed had stopped and the pressure subsided when we sedated you. From there we will take you to get an abdominal ultrasound,” Samantha says as she stands up and comes over to me. She listens to my breathing then moves on to her other checks and they take my IV out.
“Wait, I thought you went to a different hospital or something?” I ask her.
“I did. I was just visiting and getting the rest of my things when you came in. I still have privileges, so I took over,” she laughs.
“Ah… when can I go home?” I ask.
“After the scan I will sign off on your discharge since you’ll be with Amelia,” she says as she shines a light into my eyes one at a time.
“Did I hear the EMT correctly that Andrew is dead?” I ask Elijah when Samantha steps away to let the nurse come over and take the IV out.
“Yeah. He was dead before anyone got there,” he says as he kisses my hand.
“Did he actually die or did you kill him,” I smile.
“Unfortunately I didn’t get a chance,” he smirks. “He was ejected when we rolled. He ended up under the car.”
“Well that makes me happy,” I laugh. “I’m assuming the media got a hold of this all?”
“Yeah. They showed up as you got loaded in the ambulance,” he sighs.
“They reported the rape, didn’t they?” I frown.
“Yeah… they did. They are reporting more or less that he abducted you and I saved you. Which is not true, but better than getting dragged,” Elijah sighs. 
“I’m going to force Amelia down to the cafeteria to eat so Elijah can help you get dressed. Elijah, you didn’t do anything wrong. Evie didn’t do anything wrong. You two did what you had to do and he’s dead now. Amelia got into that car to prevent him from shooting you. You chose to wreck the car to stop her rape and to prevent him from killing one of both of you. You did save her because the alternative to wrecking that car would be a morgue and a funeral home for the both of you,” Jennifer says. “Get dressed and talk about what happened.”
“When they get back I’ll have a tech come get you for the scan,” Samantha says. Amelia sets a bag on the bed and kisses my cheek before they all walk out. I lay my head back and sigh. I don’t want to face what happened because the guilt I feel will surface.
“Evie,” he says softly and I shake my head. “At least get dressed. We don’t have to talk until after you dress okay?”
“Okay,” I sigh. I throw the blanket and slowly move to the edge of the bed. My muscles are aching. Elijah holds my arm as I stand up. I am wobbly for a moment but I recover. He helps me out of the hospital gown and helps me dress in regular clothes. Before I can sit back down he brings me to his chest and hugs me. After a few seconds, I put my arms around him. The guilt is setting back in. “I’m sorry,” I say through building tears.
“For what, Evie?” he asks.
“I tried not to. I tried so hard to not let that happen. I couldn’t stop it,” I whimper through my growing sobs. He pulls away and cups my face.
“I don’t ever want to hear you apologize again for something he did to you. He knew what he was doing when he did that. He knew very well you had no control over that and he used it to hurt you mentally.
“You did absolutely nothing wrong. That is not your fault. You have nothing to feel guilty for. In the same way, I can’t blame myself for anything. Andrew made his choices and we made decisions to keep ourselves and others alive. I love you so much. Please don’t feel guilty for what he made you do,” he says to me as he wipes the tears from my face. There is a knock at the door and I see Silva come in. I turn my attention back to Elijah.
“Why do I feel so guilty?”  I ask him quietly. He hesitates, not knowing what to say.
“Because it’s still stigmatized. For a long time, it was thought that if a person had an orgasm or got pregnant from an assault, then they must’ve been willing because for whatever reason people used to think that your body would not let that happen, which is the furthest thing from the truth. About five percent of victims report arousal from an assault. In reality, I believe that number is likely higher due to the fact that many victims are reluctant to even tell someone that they were assaulted let alone that they were unwillingly aroused. What he did was specifically to cause you to feel that guilt. It was a mind game,” Silva says.
“How do I make it go away?” I ask her.
“My advice is to continue to allow Elijah to reassure you, but at the same time actively try and make sure that you do not attach that guilt to anything intimate with Elijah. If you let that affect your relationship with him, Andrew gets what he wants,” she says simply.
“So you’re saying listen to Elijah and have sex with him?” I laugh, wiping my tears away.
“If you want to put it that way, yes,” she smiles. “My point is, rewrite those memories and do not allow Andrew to keep any hold on you.”
“Okay,” I smile. She walks closer and hugs me.
“I’m sorry that happened,” she whispers.
“I'm sorry you had to hear it,” I say, pulling back.
“I didn’t know that you knew I was on the phone still,” Silva says.
“ I saw Elijah turn off the display as I was getting into the car and the call was still going. I figured you had your phone on mute. I saw Elijah’s phone and y’all’s messages. I know you guys were doing your best to try to get to us. I appreciate how much work you put in on this,” I tell her
“I didn’t actually intend to flip the car, but I guess it worked out since he ended up underneath it,” Elijah says.
“That sounds gruesome,” I say.
“Uh, it was. His head was crushed,” Silva says matter of fact.
“That’s not the punishment I wanted for him, but it’ll do,” I smile.
“You wanna tell her?” Elijah asks me.
“Oh. Apparently, I’m six weeks pregnant,” I tell her.
“Oh that’s wonderful!” she says with a wide smile. “Congratulations!”
“Thank you,” I smile. “Awful way to find out, but it’s a silver lining.
“Silver linings are what makes things bearable. I just wanted to come to check and see how you were doing. Here in the next couple of days, I need to sit down with you two to make a statement, okay? she asks.
“I’m going home today so I will probably call you tomorrow.”
“Okay. You two take care of each other,” she smiles and walks out. Elijah turns me to face him again.
“I love you, Evie,” he says softly.
“I love you too, Elijah,” I smile and hug him.
“Are you okay?” he asks, kissing the top of my head. I sigh and look up at him.
“I just want to get the feeling of him touching me out of my head. The moment we got that note I knew that’s where it was going. I knew somehow he would get to me, so it’s not devastating. I knew he was going to hurt me. I just can’t get the feeling out of my mind,” I say to him.
“What can I do?” he asks, tucking my hair behind my ear.
“Rewrite the memory. I want you and only you. I don’t like the feeling that my body has betrayed me,” I say simply.
“Okay,” he smiles. “Let’s get this scan and get you home. I have some stipulations, okay?”
“And what are those,” I laugh.
“When we get home, you go lay down and rest for a second while we make lunch,” he says as he pulls me closer and gently kisses me. The door to the room opens and I see Amelia smiling at the doorway with Jennifer.
“No. The very first thing I’m doing when we get home is bathing in battery acid,” I smile and step back
“Let’s start with soap first, hmm?” he laughs.
A few minutes later an ultrasound technician comes and takes me for my ultrasound. I tried to get Elijah to let me walk, but he wanted nothing to do with that.
“Alright. Just lift your shirt for me. I’ll be scanning down by your pubic bone since the baby is pretty low still,” she says with a smile. She squirts out the cool gel in my belly and maneuvers the wind around until she finds what she’s looking for. I have seen ultrasounds before, so I know what I am looking at but it looks different.
“Uh… Evie…” Amelia says as two gestational sacs show on ultrasound.
“You shut the fuck up right now,” I gasp. Amelia and the technician start laughing while Elijah and Jennifer look more confused. “No. I’m going to fucking die, Amelia,” I say and she laughs harder. I cover my mouth not knowing if I want to cry, scream, or celebrate.
“Alright. You’re going to have to explain what you’re flipping out over,” Elijah says frowning. All of a sudden it clicks in Jennifer’s find and she bursts out laughing.
“Oh shit,” Jennifer says, still laughing.
“Someone help me out here,” he sighs.
“So, you see this,” the tech says, circling the uterus and he nods. “So that is the uterus. And this is a gestational sac where the baby is,” she says slowly.
“Why are there two?” As soon as the words leave his mouth, he connects the dots. “Oh god,” he says quietly and looks at me. For some reason, I expect to see panic or at least a tiny bit of wanting to run away, but I see happiness.
“Would you like to hear the heartbeats?” she asks me and I nod. “Here is baby A…” a thumping sound fills the room and happiness fills me. “That was one forty-five. Here is baby B…” More thumping fills the room and tears of happiness come from my eyes. Elijah sees my reaction and kisses me. “I’ll get you some pictures printed, but you have two healthy babies. Both are measuring six weeks and two days,”
“Uh… okay,” I say, still shocked. She hands me a towel to wipe the gel from my belly. 
“I can take you back. A nurse should have your discharge papers ready,” she says. I stand up and turn to Elijah.
“What the fuck,” I say and he laughs.
“Come on,” he says, kissing me. I sit down in the chair and we go back to the room I was in. As we come up to the room I notice the room number is 117. I see Samantha waiting for us.
“Why in the hell am I in this room?” I ask her. Elijah looks confused for a moment until Amelia nudges him to be quiet.
“Because I knew you’d be okay and I wanted to show you that this place isn’t scary,” she says softly.
“I beg to fucking differ,” I say, handing her the ultrasound photos. She looks at it for a second and then smiles.
“You have me there, but you are among the strongest people I know. If anyone can handle twins, it’s you,” she smiles.
“I can’t even handle a goldfish, Samantha. They all die,” I laugh and stand up.
“I feel like this is slightly different,” she says as she hugs me. “Your mom loved you so much, Evelyn.”
“I’m forcing you into a grandmother role, so pick a name you want to be called,” I smile. Elijah looks confused again, so I turn to him. “Samantha and my Mom were best friends. She was my Mom’s maid of honor when my parents got married. I don’t think I’ve mentioned it before,” I tell him.
“No, I don’t believe you have. Weren’t you the one…” he trails off.
“I was the one who was working when her parents came in, yes. I was with all of them until the end and I was the one who called the time of death,” she says softly.
“I think they would have liked it that way honestly,” Amelia laughs.
“Jill and Henry were lively and fun. Boy did they live playing jokes on people,” Samantha laughs.
“When I went unconscious in the ambulance, I had a dream that I talked to them. Or I did talk to them. I don’t know how that works if I didn’t actually die… Either way. They kept telling me that I didn’t belong there, and I needed to come back,” I tell her.
“I’d like to think that was them. That second time you coded, I started to think the worst. It was exactly how it was with your parents, so I just kept telling myself that you couldn’t leave this world like they did,” she says.
“No. Now it’ll be delivering two humans,” I laugh and make her smile. The nurse hands me the paperwork.
“Amelia knows the drill but if you have any onset of nausea, blurry vision, headaches that don’t go away with medicine, any stroke-like symptoms, or excessive fatigue you come back immediately. No waiting. No stalling. If you have any symptoms at all that something has gotten worse, come right back. I will come check on you tomorrow, okay?” Samantha tells me.
“Okay,” I smile. “I have a question…”
“Evelyn Thompson you better not say it,” Elijah warns and I smile.
“When can I go back to work?” I ask her and Elijah sighs heavily.
“Acting as someone who is basically your aunt and mother figure, I would tell you to take a couple weeks off for the sake of healing both mentally, and physically… but… we all know you’re not gonna do that. So from a doctor's standpoint, I will tell you that as long as you are not dizzy, and you can be sitting as much as possible you can return whenever you want,” Samantha says. “Elijah, she will be in the same office as someone who is a physician's assistant. Just because she changed careers does not mean that she’s not still a medical professional.”
“I still am, technically. I am on call on the weekends so if they have a big trauma come and take people away or are just generally short-staffed, I’ll come in and work,” Amelia says.
“See. Even better,” she smiles at Elijah.
“Also, the majority of the employees have called or emailed me today. I think she needs to at least show her face so they know she’s not dead,” Jennifer says.
“Why are they calling and emailing just you?” Elijah asks.
“Because I sent out an email updating everyone about what was going on. The only thing that the media had said at the time was that Evelyn’s condition was unknown but life-threatening, so everybody thought she was dying. By this point, she had stabilized and was just sedated, so I told everybody that she was okay and she was resting. I told them that they were welcome to call me or email me, but as soon as I was able, I would give them an update. I have not given them an update today so they are already starting to call and email again,” Jennifer explains.
“Evie, no…” Elijah sighs when he sees me look at him.
“Just the staff meeting. I already know one of you will be going up there anyway,” I say.
“My inbox would appreciate it,” Jennifer says.
“Fine,” Elijah grumbles. “Just the staff meeting and I’m taking you home.”
“Okay! I assume my car is here?” I ask.
“Yeah. Jennifer got our stuff out of my car. The laptops are with Betty. The insurance adjuster wants to see the car tomorrow,” he says.
“Uh, why? It’s obviously totaled,” I say.
“I guess to prove the entire room is caved in. I don’t know,” he shrugs. “I don’t even care about the car. Even if it hadn’t been totaled I would have gotten rid of it.”
“Yeah… No way I would have ever rode in that car again,” I say as I pull my phone from the bag on the bed. When the screen lights up I see I have over seven hundred emails. “Who the fuck is emailing me seven hundred times?” I say. Elijah comes around to see my phone. I scroll through the messages and the majority are our employees and the new ones moving from CyberNet. A handful seem to be from the media requesting an interview.”
“Wow,” Elijah says wide-eyed.
“I’ll have to have everyone’s help sorting these emails. I can’t tell what's work and what’s not,” I sigh and put my phone back. “Thanks for not letting me die,” I say to Samantha as I hug her.
“I’m glad you didn’t for obvious reasons, but I would have felt bad if I put you in the same room that your parents died in just for you to die in it,” she smiles. “Just let me know if you’re at home or the office tomorrow.”
“She is staying home tomorrow,” he glares at me and I smile.
“Only if you stay with me,” I grin.
“Deal,” he says, kissing my temple.
“I texted Betty and told her that Evie is coming. She is going to send out an urgent email so everyone knows to be in the conference room in an hour rather than later. She said Nick hasn’t shut the fuck up since the wreck and asked that she stops and see him first,” she laughs.
“Yeah, he’s been texting me. He feels bad because he feels he should have come with us when we left the office,” Elijah says as he picks up my bag. “Sit,” he says to me.
“I would very much like to walk,” I smile. “You going to carry me into the office too?”
“Don’t tempt me,” he grins.
“I hope you know he is going to try and wait on you hand and foot for a while,” Jennifer says.
“I am sensing that,” I laugh as we walk out of the room and head toward the exit. The more I walk, the better I feel. My wrist is throbbing though. We sit down in my car and I groan when I bump my wrist on the door.
“What?” Amelia says.
“My wrist just hurts,” I sigh.”I’m hungry. We are getting lunch when we get home right?”
“Yeah,” Elijah smiles and holds my hand. “Amelia wouldn’t sign off on a feeding tube so I’d imagine you’re very hungry. I still don’t know why not though.”
“Because I know she would have gotten mad at me. Since Mom and Dad died she has been very explicit about not wanting anything like that. No matter how much it would have broken my heart, I would have signed those papers the moment you all got to say goodbye, just like she did with her parents.”
“I appreciate that. I’m glad you didn’t have to do that,” I smile. “I don’t like this car.”
“Why?” Jennifer asks.
“Because it looks too much like Elijah’s car. I mean it is the same car, mine is just older. Did Elijah explain what all happened?” I ask them.
“Yeah. Everything he knew the answer to he told us and Samantha,” Amelia says.
“Do you have any questions?” I ask, refusing to look at the back seat.
“The biggest thing is that I don’t understand why he forced you to have an orgasm. Like what could he possibly gain from that?” she says cautiously.
“It’s the mental aspect of it and the fact Elijah was there and couldn’t do anything without getting me shot. He knew that would do the most damage,” I explain. “Also, sexual assault is about power. He had the power to do whatever he wanted, so he did.”
“That’s fucked up,” Jennifer grumbles.
We get to the office and I turn to get my cardigan from the pack seat and memories hit me. It takes my breath away. Elijah sees my flip in demeanor so he comes around and pulls me from the car and hugs me.
“Are you okay?” he asks softly.
“Yeah. I think I want a new car though. Also, I just realized that leggings and a T-shirt may not be super appropriate for the office,” I sigh.
“We can go look at new cars tomorrow and what you have on is fine. I highly doubt anyone is going to care what you're wearing,” he says, kissing me.
“I’m going to show Nick and Betty the scans. I kinda want to tell everyone so at least they can see something else when they look at me other than me getting raped.”
“That is up to you,” Elijah smiles and pulls my lips back to his. I sigh and relax. We pull apart and walk slowly into the office. Elijah opens the door and I let Amelia and Jennifer go first.
“Hey, how’s Evie?” Nick asks them as they step in. I assume he saw my car, but not me.
“Ask her yourself,” Jennifer smiles and steps out from in front of me. Elijah steps back so Nick can hug me.
“I’m so glad you’re okay, Evie,” he whispers. When he pulls away he smiles. “And he’s dead,”
“Apparently he is very dead,” I laugh.
“Hodge came by late Monday to have me sign my statement. He said Andrew was unrecognizable as even a human. Apparently when the car flipped and landed on him, it slid across the pavement with him under it.”
“Let’s hope he felt every bit of it,” I smile. Nick and Elijah chuckle as we walk towards the elevator. “Tell Betty to meet us outside the room. I want to see her before we go in,” I tell Jennifer.
“Oh, she’ll already be waiting out there. She said she’d get a hold of you after Nick did,” Jennifer smiles.
“Do you want to come for lunch?” Elijah asks him.
“It depends. Who’s cooking? It better not be Evie,” he frowns at me and I laugh when the elevator doors open.
“No, I’m cooking,” Elijah smiles. “She is going to take a shower and rest, right Evie?”
“Right. Soap first then battery acid,” I smile and step out of the elevator. I see Betty down the hall in front of the conference room on her tablet. She is lost in her screen. Elijah whistles loudly and she pops her head up. She squeals and comes up to me almost at a run and hugs me.
“I am so happy to see you,” she says, squeezing me.
“I am happy to see you,” I smile at her when I pull away. “What’s the vibe?” I say pointing to the door?”
“They don’t know you’re here. Jennifer told me to tell them about the meeting time changing… So I told them there was an emergent meeting and everyone had to attend so we could update them on your condition.” she smiles.
“Betty,” I gasp. “They think I’m dead.”
“Probably, but I didn’t lie. We are updating them on your condition,” she grins.
“Alright. Y’all go on in. Let me talk to Elijah for a second. Don’t say anything to them,” I smile and they nod. I step out of the way of the door so no one sees me. The room is oddly quiet.
Elijah kisses me and I bring my hands up to his face. His hands find my waist and he backs me against the wall. I pull him closer and he moves his lips to kiss my neck. Euphoria floods my brain, but when he gently bites I moan quietly. The feeling is met with some resistance but when he does it again that guilt inside me falls away. I realize and truly believe at this moment that it is not my fault. Every part of what Elijah is doing makes me happy. That is what makes what he does to me so special. It’s because he is what makes it special.
“That felt… nice” I smile.
“I’m glad. Ready?” he asks as he steps closer to the door.
“I am. We should go in before they start making my funeral arrangements,” I laugh and step behind him. Elijah slowly opens the door and I hear Luna.
“Why can’t you just tell us?” Luna asks.
“Elijah will tell you when he comes in here,” Jennifer says softly. Everyone notices Elijah and starts hurling questions at him all at once.
“How is Evelyn?” Luna asks.
“You’re free to ask her yourself,” Elijah says with a happy voice as he continues into the room and everyone can see me. Cheers and well wishes flood the room all at once and Luna sprints to me and slows when she gets close. I catch her and put my arms around her. “Be careful, Luna,” Elijah warns.
“Sorry,” she sniffs back her tears and pulls away. “I was so worried,” she says to me.
“I know. I’ll explain what happened,” I smile and rub her shoulder. The room is silent as everyone watches me.
“Go sit down Evelyn,” Elijah says sternly.
“Yes sir,” I say with a salute and the room fills with laughter.
“Very funny,” he smiles and kisses my forehead. “Go sit down please.” I go and take a seat on the stool that they have pulled out.
“Please don't all jump on her at once, guys,” Elijah warns and puts his hand on my back.
“Good morning everyone,” I say sweetly. Everyone mimics my words back to me and they fall silent again.
“I just wanted to come in and show you guys that I wasn’t dead although I don’t think Elijah is really happy that I came in,” I say smiling back at him. “A few things from worst to best. I know the media is reporting a lot. Most of what I have seen is accurate, but I am going to go over everything with you all so you know the truth,” I take a deep breath and look at Elijah. “I don’t know how far to go into this. It’s not fair for me to ask every woman in this building to write out a detailed report of their assault but I only give vague details,” I whisper to him
“Ask them what they want,” he says.
“Okay. So, there are a few ways I can tell you all this, but I need to know how much information you guys want. It isn’t fair for me to ask you all to write out every detail of your trauma if I don’t reciprocate that. So raise your hand if you want all the details I am willing to tell you all?” As I expected, everyone raises their hands. “I kinda thought so. There are things that I am leaving out because honestly, I don’t think I will be able to say it out loud without breaking down. So far I haven’t done that so I’d like to keep it that way.
“So, Monday Andrew sent me a very direct threat after a month of his being missing. I called him so that the police could attempt to trace him. I… Pissed him off. Pretty badly apparently. The police got a trace and said he was a mile away, so Elijah and I got in his car and drove away so that he wasn’t near you all. We knew he was going to do something and we didn’t want him around you all or anyone in the city for that matter. We drove north of the city towards the farmlands. He was actively trying to wreck us so we stopped…” I pause and Elijah kisses the top of my head.
“You okay?” he asks me.
“Yeah… So he was a bit quicker with a gun than I was so he got into the car with us. Specifically, I was with him and Elijah was told to drive. There was literally nothing that either one of us could do without getting the other killed… So we complied…” I wipe away a tear and close my eyes for a second. When I open the back I see that most of our employees have tears in their eyes. “He…” I pause again and take a deep breath. “I haven’t actually said this out loud yet, so you all are going to have to be patient with me here… I uh… He did something very bad before he raped me but uh… once he did start to rape me the only way to get him to stop hurting me was just to wreck the car. I knew he was going to do it because I knew that Detective Silva was on the Bluetooth in the car and could hear everything and Elijah was texting with her. How I was… positioned I could see that he told her he was going to do it… So he held onto my hand and hit… something. What did you hit?”
“Uh… a ditch,” he smiles.
“Well, the ditch decided the car needed to roll around a bit…and it did and stopped on the roof. I ended up in the front, still holding Elijah’s hand. I was pretty disoriented so he took his seatbelt off and got me out. I had forgotten about Andrew at this point.
“Silva and Hodge finally caught up since we accidentally lost them in the city. Then Jennifer and Amelia got there. Now… Amelia is a Physician’s Assistant for those of you who don’t know. We figured out pretty quickly that my wrist was broken but when Amelia checked my pupils she knew something was wrong and EMS called ahead to the hospital to let them know that they were bringing someone in with a TBI, which is a traumatic brain injury. One of my pupils was dilated and fixed, which means I likely had a brain bleed or too much pressure on my brain. I actually had both apparently. I don’t know If I should say this next part,” I look at Elijah.
“They can handle it. You are here now,” he smiles.
“I uh. I technically died twice,” I say slowly and have the room gasps. “The first time I remember right up until the moment it happened. I was… telling Elijah my wishes if something happened and suddenly I just felt… Cold… almost. My voice was slurred and I just knew something was about to happen. I said I didn’t feel good, and then I heard the monitor start beeping. They were saying something but I’m not sure what before I passed out. I assume my blood pressure bottomed out and that's what I heard.
“Uhh. That beeping was when you flatlined. It happened fast,” Amelia says to me.
“Well I heard myself die then I suppose. Either way. The next time it happened I guess when I had just gotten to the hospital. From what I’ve been told it was a bit harder to get me back, but obviously, they did. I had a minor brain bleed that they didn’t really need to do anything for. The issue was it had put some pressure on my brain. They got me stable again then kept me sedated so my brain could chill out for a minute. They took me off the sedation early this morning after the CT scan came back good. I woke up and asked my hundreds of questions. Then we…” I look at Jennifer and Amelia. “Should I?” I say quietly. They both nod excitedly. “They had to do one other… check? Then I was discharged. Living with a PA has its benefits I guess. All and all, my injuries other than the brain bleed were minor and will heal just fine. I’ll have the brace on for a few weeks since it was a hairline fracture.”
“Can I ask something,” Luna says quietly.
“Of course. What’s up?” I ask.
“Well… You don’t have to answer but after all the women here figured out about each other we started talking about what happened to us. Yesterday we all realized that he did pretty much the same things to everyone and we all left out a big part of his assault that he did to all of us. Even the ones who he attempted to rape… I just wanted to know if he… I just wanted to know if he stuck with that pattern,” she says sheepishly. I drag my hands down my face, not knowing if I am willing to admit or say what he did to me in that car. I wipe my tears away, trying to maintain my composure. “How about this? I will tell you what I left out of my statement and anyone who also left this out of their statement can stand so you can see how many of us there are that left this out, okay?” I nod and lean into Elijah. “So, what I left out was that before he raped me… he somehow managed to make me have an orgasm. I actively tried not to, but it happened anyway. It hurt me more than the rape because I left in some way I much have asked for it because my body responded like I was enjoying it… but I wasn’t. It was embarrassing and humiliating so I didn’t put it in my statement. I didn’t even plan on telling anyone, but then we found out he assaulted you Monday and we started talking yesterday. We figured out that we all felt humiliated. He made us question if what he was doing actually was rape. For the ones in a relationship, it felt like cheating. I know It was out of my control, but it didn't stop me or others from feeling like we had cheated. So… If you also left that out, stand up.” I have tears running down my cheeks as I listen to her explain what he did to her. I see every victim of Andrew’s stand up and I cover my mouth to keep the cries inside. “So, I won’t make assumptions, but if that is what you were referring to, I just want you to know that you are not alone and nothing he did was your fault, no matter how many different ways you find to blame yourself,” Luna and Elijah sense that I am about to cry so she comes up and hugs me.
“Thank you for showing me I’m not alone,” I whisper to her.
“Just keep telling yourself that just because it happened doesn’t mean you did anything wrong,” she whispers back to me. She pulls away and hugs Elijah. I know she said something to him because I can sense his near breakdown over whatever it was. When she pulls away he wipes a tear away.
“So while you are standing up here I want to tell you all the silver lining to all of this. I want you to see it first because you in two minutes took away all of the guilt I had in me over something I had no control over. So think of this as my thank you,” I smile at her. “Right now only myself, Elijah, Jennifer, and Amelia know so Nick and Betty, y’all should probably pay attention to this one,” I smile at Nick and Betty when they both perk up. I reach into my bag and hand the ultrasound pictures to Luna.
“Oh my god,” she squeals and jumps around before hugging me again.
“Give them to Nick,” I tell her then turn to everyone else. “So… I didn’t want to come in and bum you all out with my trauma so I decided to tell you guys this to hopefully make you happy.
“After a rape, emergency contraception is offered. Amelia is my medical power of attorney, so she signed off on it since I was sedated. They did blood work before giving it to me. They uh... Couldn’t give it to me because I apparently am already pregnant and just wasn't aware yet,” I say, and it is met with such positivity and happiness that it warms my heart.
“Are these two?” Nick says to me and everyone gets quiet. Nick looks up from the scan and looks between Elijah and I. “Are you having Twins?”
“I am,” I smile. More clapping and excited voices fill the room. “Y’all are awfully happy for not having to carry the things,” I laugh. “Alright, guys. I will not be here tomorrow since Elijah has forbidden it, but I will be here Friday.”
“When she does come back, please remember she still has a concussion and a broken wrist. If you see her walking around, I give you my permission to scold her and tell her to go back to her office,” he grins and everyone laughs. “On a serious note, thank you all for your kindness. Evie has nearly seven hundred emails stemming from this so for now, if you need anything, don’t email her. Just email one of us and we will get it to her for you. Next week we have the first wave of people moving over. We will also be changing our staff meetings twice a week on Tuesday and Thursday starting next week, rather than daily. When the merge is complete, we will have over five hundred people in this building on any given day. With that, we will be working on renovations over time to make the same easier to use, but we very much have enough room for everyone. That is all we have today. Evie and I will see you Friday.” Elijah turns to me and hugs me tight.
“What did Luna say to you?” I ask him quietly.
“She said you are hurting more than you’ll ever admit to anyone and that she was sorry that I was made to be a part of that. Uhh then said I was a victim too and it’s okay for me to have feelings about all of it,” he explains.
“That’s sweet,” I smile. “Alright. Let’s go home. 




Chapter Eight
∞∞∞
 
I am drifting somewhere between sleep and consciousness when I feel hands wrap around me. I instinctively roll so I can face Elijah and snuggle closer. He brushes my hair from my face and kisses my cheek.
“Mmm,” I smile.
“Get up and come eat and you can come lay back down,” he says softly. I groan in protest. “I can carry you if you want,” he laughs.
“You would not,” I smile not opening my eyes. Elijah jumps up from the bed and scoops me up. I squeal and laugh as I wrap my arms out around his neck. He leans in and kisses me and a fire spreads inside of me. He lets me come to my feet and pulls my body closer, so I sense he has the same fire burning inside him. Elijah puts his hands on my waist and walks me backward to the bed. I loop my arms around his neck, needing him closer. In sync with each other, I lay back and he moves with me. Our kiss is filled with hunger for each other. Elijah settles between my legs and brings his lips to my neck to gently kiss my sensitive skin. Right as I sigh he bites my neck. I moan and arch my back. This involuntary response is overwhelmingly blissful and Elijah seems to love to see my pleasured reactions.
He presses his hips into mine and I groan when I feel his erection. He brings his mouth back to mine and this time our kiss is filled with pure lust. reluctantly, he groans and pulls back to look at me.
“You need to eat, then we can resume this, okay?” he says with a disappointed tone I sigh in frustration. “If I don’t come back down with you soon, they’ll all come up here to check on you.”
“That would be unfortunate,” I laugh. Elijah gets off the bed and pulls me up with him. As soon as I stand, there is a knock at the door followed by Amelia coming in.
“Told you,” he laughs. “We're coming down now.”
“How do you feel?” Amelia asks me.
“The same as I did the last six times you asked me,” I smile. “What did you make?”
“I made spaghetti,” Elijah says as he kisses me.
“That is my favorite meal,” I grin.
“I know. I am pretty sure you would live off it if we let you,” he smiles and pulls me to the door. Once we get down to the kitchen the smell of spaghetti and garlic bread floods my brain. “Sit,” Elijah says. Elijah brings the food over while Amelia brings the plates.
“That is a lot of food,” Nick says.
“Clearly you have not seen Evie eat spaghetti before,” Amelia laughs and I grin. She plates my food and hands it to me before doing the rest for everyone else.
“Did you get to take a shower?” Jennifer asks.
“No. I was tired when we got here so I just took a nap instead. I’m going to take one when I get done eating,” I say as I take a bite of my food. I could easily groan from how good this is. I quietly eat my food while everyone is talking. I notice everyone is done, so I stand to take plates to the counter. I won’t even attempt to wash them, but I can at least get them close.
“What the hell are you doing?” Nick asks, outing me.
“Well, I was going to put plates on the counter until you had to go run your mouth and tell on me,” I grin.
“Evie, sit down,” Elijah says sternly. I look at Amelia and she laughs.
“Don’t look at me. You’ll get the same answer” she smiles. I sigh heavily and sit back down. Nick stands and takes my plate from my hands and I glare at him.
“Tattletale,” I say to Nick. He laughs and takes my plate away. Jennifer gets up from the table and starts washing dishes. “I feel useless over here watching everyone else clean.”
“Well, go take a shower and relax and you won’t have to see it,” Amelia says bluntly.
“You guys are so bossy,” I furrow my brows at her. She looks up at me with a look that tells me I am not going to win this argument.
“Fine. You win. I’m going upstairs,” I huff. As I am leaving the kitchen I spot a chance to be rebellious. I see the dishwasher is full and detergent has been added so I close it up and start it to wash. I turn around and Amelia is behind me. “I’m hurt you can’t touch me,” I grin.
“You are going to be hurt more if you don’t go upstairs and relax,” she says with her eyes narrowed. I kiss her cheek.
“You are feisty today,” Elijah shakes his head. “Come on,” he says as he leads me out of the kitchen. Before we walk out I make my last poke at everyone. I turn away from Elijah and go to grab my phone from the counter.
“I can just start answering emails to fill my time,” I say with a smile. This time it’s Jennifer who scolds me with her eyes as she snatches my phone from my hands as Elijah scoops me up.
“I’m going to go lock her in a closet somewhere so she will stop trying to be productive,” he says.
“Don’t forget she has a tablet,” Nick reminds him.
“Shut the fuck up, Nick,” I laugh.
“We are not going anywhere. Go relax,” Nick says.
“I’ll text me if we are going to come up there, Elijah,” Jennifer tells him. He takes me from the kitchen and up the stairs. When we get back into the bedroom he sets me back down on my feet. He goes to the dresser and pulls out clothes for me to put on after I shower and lays them on the bed.
“Shower, Evie,” he commands.
“You are just trying to trick me into napping again,” I grin.
“You are so sassy today,” he smiles at me.
“How am I supposed to shower with a brace on,” I ask, confused.
“You can take it off to shower. I will help you wash your hair. For the love of god, just don’t fall,” he laughs.
“I am pretty sure if I fell Amelia would fucking panic. I am honestly surprised that she held it together when she saw my eyes. Although, I’m pretty sure neither of you did well when I died twice in front of you,”
“Uhh. She held it together okay. I mean she and Jennifer cried a lot. Really most of the time until that scan came back good today. They kept checking to make sure your brain activity was okay. I just had a gut feeling that you were going to be fine. Maybe that was denial and It just happened to work out for me,” he smiles and kisses me. “Shower. Now.” I stick my tongue out at him and walk into the bathroom.
“What happened to the dress that I was wearing?” I ask.
“Amelia threw it away,” he says, glancing at me.
“Why did she do that?” he sighs and brings me to his chest to hug me.
“It had blood on it,” he says softly. I don’t say anything to the realization, I just wrap my arms around his and enjoy his warmth for a second before he pulls back and lifts my chin. “I love you, Evelyn.”
“I love you too, Elijah,” I smile and step back to undress. He goes and turns the shower on as I undress. I catch a glimpse of my reflection and I gasp and step away from the mirror when I see bruises on my neck.
“Hey hey you’re okay,” Elijah says as he turns me away from the mirror to face him.
“I have bruises,” I whisper.
“I know, baby.”
“I just forgot that he kept choking me. Seeing the bruises reminded me of how I couldn’t breathe,” I sigh. He lifts my chin and kisses me. When I relax he pulls away. I hold my wrist out for him to help me take my brace off. He carefully takes it off. My wrist is back and blue but surprisingly, it is not very swollen.
“Get in,” he says softly.
“Are you getting in too?” I ask him as I step into the hot water.
“I am. I just wanted you to get in first,” he says as he undresses. I turn and face the water to let it hit me on the top of my head. The warmth lulls me. Elijah puts his hand on my waist from behind me and I jump.
“I’m sorry,” I whisper.
“Don’t be,” he says as he wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me to his chest. I relax against his body and close my eyes. We sit like this for a few moments before he kisses my cheeks and steps back. Elijah gets my shampoo and washes my hair for me. Feeling his hands on my skin, even in a non-sexual way, reignites that fire inside me. He then conditions my hair.
I grab my loofa, but he takes it from me. I step under the water and close my eyes. Elijah gently washes my body. He pays no mind to when I flinch. I can’t stop myself from reacting that way, but I do know I don’t want him to stop. I love the way he cares for me. I love the way he understands my emotions without me having to tell him. He knows I am on the edge right now, and he is taking special care to ensure he doesn’t push me too far. When he is done he shuts the water off and hands me a towel.
“Why did I have to break my right wrist? I feel like an invalid,” I complain.
“Bones heal,” he says with a smile. I step out of the shower and give him my wrist so he can wrap it back up. Once it is secure he helps me dry my hair and body. I go to the bed to grab clothes and as I turn to say something he takes the clothes out of my hand and kisses me. My whole body is tense as he lays me on the bed. “Tell me if I need to stop. Don’t be stubborn,” he says sweetly.
“Okay,” I smile. He kisses me down my chest and belly. When he pushes my legs apart I flinch. He slows for a second, seeing if I’ll call it. When I don’t he continues. Feeling his hands on my body sends mixed signals to my head. When I get overwhelmed I look at him and remind myself who is touching me.
His tongue slowly swipes across my clit and a guttural groan comes from me and so push my hips towards him. He expertly starts flicking across me, slowly pulling an orgasm forward. The feeling brings fear over me until I look to Elijah and remind myself that I am safe. He sucks hard on my clit and I moan loudly. At the same time, he pushes two fingers inside of me. By the time my brain registers what he has done, he is well on his way to making me come. He brings his mouth up to mine as he continues to fuck me with his fingers and tease my clit. I am so tense but I want this so badly.
“What do you want, Evie,” he says softly. I groan. I want to come. I want him to make me come. I’m afraid of the feeling suddenly. “Tell me. Do you want me to stop?” he asks. I realize he has wanted me to tell him what I want so that I know that it was my choice. It’s a very subtle way of helping me, and I appreciate it more than he will ever understand.
“Make me come. Please Elijah,” I whimper. “Fuck. Make me come,” I says as I arches my back and moan softly. I turn to look at him. he covers my mouth.
“Keep your eyes on me, Evie. I’m right here,” he says softly. His words burst my orgasm from me and I scream out against his hand and shake under his touch and the climax vibrates through my body. It is mind-numbing and absolutly blissful. In this moment, I realize the difference between what is forced for me, and what I allowed to happen. I realized that my body did not betray me, it simply reacted to something that it had no control over.
As the waves subside, it’s not enough. I want more. “Fuck me, Elijah. Please,” I whisper. He moves and settles between my legs and starts to kiss me. Just as I go to beg him to fuck me, I feel his cock teasing my entrance. He slowly fills me and I groan as euphoria takes over my brain. His movements are slow and gentle.
I have my eyes squeezed shut. The memories threaten to invade my psyche and Elijah takes notice. “Look at me, Evie,” I open my eyes and remember that I am safe. “I’m right here,” he whispers. His words soothe me and my anxiety is replaced with a quickly growing climax.
“Fuck, make me come, Elijah,” I groan. He slams into me and my eyes roll back. “God, yes,” I whimper. Elijah brings his lips to mine and fucks me harder. I moan through my orgasm and his own climax soon follows.
When he moves beside me and rolls onto his side to face me, a wave of emotions slams down on me. I cover my face with my hands, begging myself to stop the tears.
“Evie,” he says softly and pulls my hands from my face. I shake my head, not wanting him to see my tears. “Shhh. It’s okay. You’re okay,” he says softly as he pulls me to face him and pulls a blanket over me. He wraps his arms around me and all of the emotion I have been holding back floods out of me in sobs. I’m terrified that he thinks he did something wrong. He is absolutely perfect and everything he did was amazing. I knew I was in control of the situation and I don’t regret it at all. I’m not even upset because of having sex with him. Elijah pulls away from me so he can look at me. I snivel and try to stop my tears. He gently strokes my cheeks and waits until I am calm. “Tell me the emotions,” he says softly.
“Angry. I’m so fucking mad at myself for antagonizing someone that I knew wanted to hurt me. I feel like I did this to myself,” I whimper.
“Evelyn honey, he was going to try to do what he did regardless of what you said or did. Even besides that, nothing anyone does ever justifies sexual assault. No one deserves that no matter what they have said or done. I know that that does not instantly make you feel better, but I will continue to remind you that you have done absolutely nothing wrong and nothing you did was deserving of this.
“I want to sit here and blame myself too for sitting there and letting it happen, but logically I know I had no other choice that would have kept you alive. Neither one of us is at fault here. The only one who is at fault is currently at the morgue where he belongs.” Elijah’s phone vibrates on the nightstand. He sits up and looks at it. “They’re coming up in a second. We should get dressed,” he says, kissing me. Elijah helps me clean up and get dressed. When we are done we lie back down across the bed. Elijah joins me, propped up on his elbow so he can look at me. “What are you thinking?”
“That I upset you by crying after we had sex,” I say quietly, not wanting to meet his eyes. He gently grabs my chin and turns my face towards him. I hear the door open but they don’t say anything.
“I am not upset. You were sexually assaulted just two days ago. Just because you wanted to have sex with me doesn’t make it any less emotional. You put yourself in a position to trust me on that level after the choice was taken from you by him. You have every right to your emotions. You have every right to be angry. You have every right to feel or react any way you want because it is your trauma, not anyone else’s. I know it doesn’t feel like it right now, but everything will get easier. I promise,” he says, kissing me.
“I just feel so goddamn humiliated and I can’t make it stop,” I say with an attitude.
“Do you want to know something, Evelyn?” Nick says from the doorway.
“I forgot y’all were there,” I say, glancing at Nick, Jennifer, and Amelia. “Yet another thing to feel embarrassed about,” I mutter. All three come in and sit in the bed when we sit up and Elijah pulls me into his lap.
“Do you?” Nick asks softly.
“Sure,” I sigh.
“So let me ask you a question first. What about him forcing you to have an orgasm upsets you?”
“Jesus Christ Nick,” I sigh and close my eyes.
“Humor me,” he says softly. “I have a point. I promise.”
“I just… in a way it makes me feel like I have no right to call it assault because my body reacted the way it did. I know I had no control over it and I knew even in the moment why he did it. It’s humiliating because I feel like it invalidates the fact that he raped me. Never mind the fact that he did all of this in front of Elijah.” I feel myself getting angry so I take a deep breath but it doesn’t work. “I mean for fuck sake. Elijah held my hand while I was being raped right after he made me orgasm. Minutes passed with him hurting me and all I did was take it while he sat and held my hand. When he was… touching me… I tried so fucking hard to make it stop. I made it worse for myself mentally when I kept looking at Elijah in the rearview mirror. Luna was right when she said it made her feel like she cheated. I feel like I did something wrong and that I can’t be upset that he raped me,” I explain.
“Let me ask you this as a follow-up… do you think a man can be raped by means other than him being penetrated?” he asks me.
“Of course I do…” I trail off.
“When I was in college I was assaulted by a woman when I was drunk who ended up pregnant from the assault. She got an abortion when I refused to have any part of her or that child because of the assault. I did try to report the assault, and I was told that there was no way that I could have been assaulted because I got off,” he says to me.
“That doesn’t even make sense. You didn’t have any control over that,” I frown.
“Exactly,” he smiles.
“Oh… I see what you did there,” I say.
“So, if you can call what happened to me assault, you can call what happened to you assault. There is no difference, honey,” Nick says with a soft smile.
“I don’t really have much argument for that,” I smile. “Thank you for telling me that.”
“You’re welcome. I commend you for facing these topics publicly. There’s no doubt that it is difficult, but society has told people to not talk about their assault. People are told not to talk about it because it makes others uncomfortable. They in return refuse to prevent the assaults to begin with. If anybody who hears you talk about your assault is uncomfortable, they would hate to experience what actually happened. It’s not supposed to be a “feel good” story. It’s trauma.
“You keep telling your truth, and I will keep telling mine because, at the end of the day, rape has nothing to do with sex. Rape is about power and the abuse of the power.”
“I’m glad he’s dead,” I sigh. “I know a lot of people wanted him to go to court and have his day in court for what he did, but I’m glad it ended how it did.”
I know going forward I will have more moments of despair and even moments where I still blame myself. I know it’s going to hurt for a long time, and that may never go away. I know that I will learn to live with the pain.
I also know that my support system is amazing and they will be by my side no matter what. They will continue to reassure me and guide me through this pain.
No matter what, I never want my children to know the pain that I have suffered. I never want them to have to make the decision at 18 years old to shut life-support off on me. I never want them to have to be paranoid that someone is lurking around the corner. I never want them to have to feel the pain of blaming themselves for others hurting them. They will know only love and peace and I will fight anyone and everyone in their path that I have to, so I can pave them a road to happiness.
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