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        **Get Lucy, an exclusive free Alpha Corps story, when you sign up for my newsletter!
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        * * *

      

      On the surface, ACI looks like any other big corporation. What really goes on behind the scenes? Hot alpha guys taking care of business and finding true love, for a start!
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        * * *

      

      From the company website:

      We are Alpha Corps International

      Always Forward

      Committed to achieving mission-critical challenges for our enterprise and government customers. Specializing in areas of national security and cyber warfare, we innovate where others hesitate to lead. Our team of experienced professionals share our core values of ethics, integrity, and honor. We take pride in providing our customers with outstanding service and a job well done.

      

      What we do:

      Mission Support

      Business & IT Systems

      Engineering

      PFD & Service Automation

      

      Current Openings

      Field Mission Lead (in country - West Coast base)

      Field Mission Consultant (in country - South America)

      Logistics Analyst (VA - McLean)

      Recruiter (WA - Sala Bay)

      Sr. Logistics Analyst (FL - Southern Port)

      Sr. Auditor (Sala Bay)

      Farsi Language Specialist (Washington, DC)

      More …

      

      Don’t fall asleep just yet… It’s New Year’s Eve and billionaire owner Rafe is grumpy until he encounters Kaycee up close and personal. Claiming her is making him excited for the new year. So turn the page already…
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      Kaycee

      My heart is in my throat. I’m about to knowingly commit a crime for the first time in my life. As long as you don’t count that candy bar I shoplifted when I was three. I’d only just learned to read small words, and the sign said Take One. I knew what that said, so I did it. I also knew you were supposed to pay for things unless an adult handed it to you. I still feel guilty.

      But this is much worse, and I could end up in jail or hurt if he wakes up and tackles me. I might get arrested anyway if I’m wrong about any of the security systems. He is Rafael Favre, Rafe to his friends and sycophants, of which he has an enormous number. The sycophants, that is, I can’t say if he has any actual friends. We aren’t close.

      The person I am close to and the reason I’m doing all this is my little brother. Okay, technically he’s only younger by six minutes and he stands almost two feet taller than me, but I’m holding on to that shred of superiority six minutes gives me. He got all the brawn, and I got most of the brains, or that’s what he likes to say, anyway. He’s proud of me and my nerdy brain, and I’d like to keep him alive so he can keep saying that.

      I push the door open as slowly as I can manage. I did a dry run two days ago when I knew the penthouse suite was unoccupied and brought an oil can with me for the hinges. It’s paying off because it opens smoothly without any sign of a squeak. I step cautiously into the hallway that leads to the master bedroom on one end and the living room on the other. I head towards the bedroom. The door is open as if he didn’t care if anyone saw him sleeping or not.

      I’ve seen his picture in various industry magazines and a handful of gossip rags. I’m expecting a good-looking man, but the one stretched out on his back in a sea of white bedding is downright gorgeous. Lucky for me it’s a full moon, and nobody drew the blinds. Moonlight rakes across his bare chest, bounces off his raven hair, shaggy in repose.

      Enough of this, I’m here on a mission not to drool over a man. I can do that at the party tomorrow night if I want to. I’ll be in plenty of good company and he won’t even notice me. He might notice me in a not-a-good-way if I wake him up now. There’s two critical things I need to accomplish here. I search around for his phone. It’s charging on the nightstand. As carefully as I can, I pick it up and bring it to life. I’ll know my next steps when I see what kind of security he has on it. This is a make or break moment.

      I breathe a tremendous sigh of relief (all of it silently inside) when I see it’s a fingerprint scan and not a password. First, I try to slide the phone under his hand, aiming for his right index finger, but he shifts in the bed and rolls towards me.

      Fuck. As gently as I can, I reach for his fingers. Suddenly he’s clasping my hand at the wrist and mumbling something. It sounded a bit like babe. I lean in closer. He moves our joined hands down and then I hear it clear as day, “Suck my cock, babe.”

      Oh God. How am I going to get out of this one? I consider my options. He’s still asleep, but that could change at any second. I reach my other hand towards his straining erection. Maybe if I can get him a little more distracted, I’ll be able to manipulate his right hand more easily.

      This is so wrong. But he’s huge and warm. I stroke his cock gently from root to tip, slightly distracted by a few glistening drops of pre-cum that appear on the bulbous head. Why is he alone in this bed? Not that I’m not glad he is, for any number of reasons. But mainly because two sleeping people would doubly complicate my mission. Yeah, that’s the only reason I’m glad he’s here alone.

      Once I get my head back in the game, my plan works beautifully. He holds still for my admittedly inexperienced hand job, and I’m able to get the screen pressed against his finger after a few tries. Then I send my burner phone a text message, after which I send a few more to some other random numbers so he won’t immediately notice mine. I put the phone back on the charger.

      I take the helmet off my head and place it on the duvet next to him. My work here is done. Well, except for making a clean escape and his now weeping cock that I don’t dare touch again. He’s shifting in the bed restlessly, so I lean down and place a small kiss on his beautiful shaft, whispering, “Sorry.” Then I make my escape. I’m a teensy bit sad I’m never going to see him naked again.

      Rafe

      I wake up painfully aroused in the early hours of New Year’s Eve. I hate New Year’s, but that doesn’t explain my throbbing cock. This isn’t morning wood. And I have vague dreamy flashes of a small hand trying to circle my girth. Unsuccessfully, I might add. And a fairy-light kiss. But that’s all. Surely if that was a dream I could manage a better ending and if it wasn’t, then where the hell is she and why did she leave me hanging? I pry open my eyelids. It’s still dark outside. I always leave the blinds open when I travel so the natural light can reset my circadian rhythms, or at least try. But there is no sunlight at the moment. And then I remember. I’m in Sala Bay, the most northern of the ACI offices (except for Alaska) in the middle of winter. There won’t be any natural light for a few hours yet.

      Reaching down to take care of my problem, my hand hits something hard. And not my cock, although that’s hard enough to pound nails. This is getting weird. I sit up, groaning, and turn on the light. I discover there’s a camouflage covered helmet on my bed with a big dent in it. Please tell me a guy wasn’t in here last night feeling me up. Nothing else looks disturbed, though. I flip the helmet over and look inside. K.C. is in black felt-tip marker on the inside rim. Not much, but something.

      I grab my phone and call the head of security. I don’t care if he’s at home in bed or not. I growl, “Get me the security tapes for the penthouse last night. Someone was in my room.” I hang up before he can answer. I don’t want to hear it. I want to see those tapes. I don’t answer when he immediately calls me back.

      Did I mention I hate New Year’s? Too many tired, drunk people all believing that somehow the coming year will be radically different from the past one. It won’t be. You won’t go to the gym anymore than you did before and if you got dumped four times last year, I’m sorry. Maybe this year that will happen three times or even seven, but it’s highly unlikely that you’re going to ride off into the sunset with Prince fucking Charming.

      And yet, my presence is still required at some lucky office’s annual New Year’s Eve Gala. Which used to be the Christmas party until HR decided that wasn’t fair to all the non-Christmas-celebrating folks and opted for New Year’s Eve instead. They claim this is the reason anyway, but the convincing argument is everything is cheaper after Christmas.

      The non-Christmas-celebrating employees filled out the same survey as the Christmas-celebrating ones and basically said, just like everyone else, they’d rather have a nice bonus than have to spend an evening socializing with the same people they see in the office every day. HR didn’t like that answer, so they came up with their own.

      Technically, I don’t work for ACI since I bloody own the damn place, or at least a controlling interest. I’m on the board and I’m a principal stakeholder, but that’s it. That’s the extent of my involvement except for being guilted into attending this stupid party every year. On the plus side, it does get me out of having to attend my sister Dahlia’s do in New York, which I hate even more because she’s always trying to fix me up with some plastic socialite. Basically, I’m grumpy as fuck and the lucky folks of Sala Bay get to enjoy that at their party tonight.

    

  


OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Welcome to ACI
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Not ready for it to end?
      


      		
        About Olivia Sinclair
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About Olivia Sinclair


      		Copyright


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


