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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!

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      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 - Italy/North Africa)

      Logistics Analyst (CA - San Diego)

      Intern (WA - Sala Bay)

      Sr. Logistics Analyst (FL - Southern Port)

      Sr. Auditor (Sala Bay)

      Korean Language Specialist (Washington, DC)

      More …

      

      Don’t fall asleep just yet… it’s Thanksgiving in Sala Bay!  Valentina is determined to escape the kids’ table and Jake is equally committed to capturing her. So turn the page already…
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      Jake

      You would think with the number of project managers and analysts Alpha Corps employs, someone could have found something better than this tin can to fly us home. I swear this plane was transporting troops in World War II. It’s cramped, loud, and cold enough to freeze the balls off a polar bear. Nobody’s complaining because it’s the only chance of getting home in time for turkey. If you’re taking notes, I like sage and bacon in my stuffing and a serious wedge of Texas pecan pie, but I’ll be grateful to eat just about anything that didn’t come out of a vacuum-packed foil pouch.

      The guys are trying to take their minds off the discomfort by comparing what they’re expecting to get home to. I wouldn’t say they’re fibbing precisely, but being homesick tends to add a certain gloss to Aunt Tina’s green bean casserole. You know the one with the marshmallows and tomatoes. ‘Ginger’ Rogers is sitting next to me and a wide grin spreads across his face when it’s his turn to share. “I’m getting paid to eat all weekend! Can you believe it?” Nobody remembers his actual name, by the way. He’s been ‘Ginger’ since basic, even though he definitely can’t dance. I’m set to tune him out until he explains, “Y’all remember Peterson, right? His sister is still stuck at the kid’s table. Their grandma will only allow her to sit with the adults if she’s engaged. She’s so desperate, you’re looking at her new fiancé!”

      Fuck! How did I not hear about this? I grab Ginger around the neck and drag him close so I can yell in his ear, “Does Peterson know about this?”

      “Hell, yeah, Cap’n. It was his idea!”

      “You’re not going.”

      “Hey! I don’t break a promise to a lady. Not that I’ve ever made any, but sisters are sacred.”

      “I guess I didn’t make myself clear. You. Are. Not. Going.” I might have twisted his earlobe to make my point.

      “Cap’n?”

      “How much is she paying you?”

      “Hundred bucks. She’s meeting me at the airport in Seattle, going to drive to the grandma’s place in Spokane.”

      “She pay you yet?”

      He shakes his head, his eyes wide.

      I pull out my wallet. I wouldn’t normally have that kind of cash on me, but I’d found a working ATM right before we boarded and figured it wouldn’t hurt with the holidays messing everything up. I hand him two hundred-dollar bills. “Make yourself scarce when we land.”

      “What am I supposed to tell Peterson?”

      “You don’t need to say anything. He’s stuck in Berlin. I’ll take care of Valentina. If he asks later, say you were playing cupid.”

      His eyes widen further until they look like they might pop out of his head. Somewhere in there, he finds his backbone. “You aren’t planning something I wouldn’t do?”

      I glare at him, even if I respect him a little more for trying to stick up for her. “I am most definitely going to do things you wouldn’t know how to do. Relax, Rogers. I want to marry her, not hook and run.”

      “Marry?” He looks stunned, like he’s never heard of anyone entering into marriage voluntarily.

      I nod sharply and lean back, pushing my cap over my face. I need all the sleep I can get.

      Valentina

      I’m having second thoughts. Maybe I should be skipping Thanksgiving all together. A bunch of my friends are going shopping in Canada, since they do the holiday in October there, so it’s just another weekday. But my Nonna is already ninety-three. I’m worried if I skip, I might not see her again, and then I’d feel guilty for the rest of my life. And it’s ridiculous that she makes me sit with the little kids, my knees practically up to my chin. And the worst part? No freakin’ wine! For fuck’s sake, I turned twenty-seven last week. It defies logic that if room can be made for me and a fiancé at the big table, there isn’t room for just me. Let’s face it, it’s Nonna’s way of making everyone get married.

      I’m just not sure I can carry off Ginger Rogers as my fake fiancé. I snort at the name. But my brother insisted he was the only guy available. Personally, I’m guessing he was the only guy Scott trusted not to try anything which is rich coming from my big brother. And my parents know I’m not really engaged. The only one that has to believe it is Nonna. Everyone else enjoys watching a little holiday drama that’s not about them.

      Still, I’m here. I might as well go through with it. I stand up from the row of vinyl bench seats in baggage claim. There’s a back corner reserved for private charters, and I just saw the call numbers for the ACI flight flash up on the screen. There are a few families waiting with me and a few other women on their own, but not as many as you might expect. I don’t have any idea what Rogers looks like. Scott described him as mid-twenties, dark, and skinny. Not all that much to go on.

      The glass security doors burst open and big tough guys come streaming through. Eyes soften and smiles widen as they spot the person waiting for them. The rest of the men seem tired, but glad to be nearly home. They’re all dressed in random military gear and slinging giant duffles over their shoulders. The kind that would never fit in an overhead compartment. One particularly large specimen is headed my way. I can’t see his face because the end of his bag is obscuring it, but then he lowers his luggage.

      This is not Ginger Rogers. The man staring at me like he wants to eat me is Jake Dolman. He was my brother’s commanding officer in the army, and they stayed friends and colleagues when they transitioned to the private sector. He’s never deigned to speak to me. On the few occasions when we were in the same space at the same time, he was suddenly on the other side of the room before I could get a word out. His facial expressions range from stern to angry. I’ve seen him countless times in the background when I’ve video-called Scott, but he’s always acted like he wasn’t paying attention. I’ve gotten pretty used to it, at least if he’s ignoring me I don’t have to worry about embarrassing myself. I’m sure other people have noticed my crush, but nobody says anything. Not to me, anyway. And who could blame me? Any woman is going to drool in the presence of this much alpha chiseled gorgeousness.

      I enjoy looking at him. The man is beautiful. And massive in a covert ops kind of way. He has these silvery gray eyes that go stormy when he’s pissed, which is often. And an amazingly chiseled jawline that he keeps clean shaven, obsessively so because if he doesn’t shave twice a day, he gets this dangerous dark stubble. The kind you know you would feel, if it were to say, brush against your inner thigh. His hair is practically black it’s so dark and while it’s longer now than when he was in the army he still keeps it fairly short. Believe it or not, his mouth is his best feature. It’s perfectly shaped, with full lips that aren’t puffy and a girl could hate him for this, his lips are never chapped. No matter the weather, or location from swamp to desert, they’re silky smooth.

      Hard to comprehend I’ve never talked to the man, isn’t it?

      So it takes me a minute to process when he says, “Valentina? Your grandma’s never going to buy our engagement if this is how you greet your new fiancé.” His face is stern, but his eyes are twinkling in amusement. I blush, I can’t help it. He knows how sad my love life is, apparently.

      “Scott told you?” I mumble, looking down at the floor.

      “No. And we’ll be having a few words about that when I see him next. Let’s get going, I need to make a stop at my place before we head out.”

      “What? But you… I can’t…”

      He waits for me, one eyebrow raised like he can’t comprehend I could possibly have questions.

      “You aren’t Ginger Rogers.”

      “Thank fuck. I’d look horrible in a dress.”

      “You know what I mean. I can’t take you to Nonna’s.” I’m practically screeching I’m so panicked at the idea.

      “Why not?”

      “Um, because you… well… I…” I’m getting more and more flustered.

      “Let’s get going and when you think of a good reason, tell me.” He turns to head towards the parking garage, but I’m frozen in place.

      “Valentina? I don’t know where you’re parked, babe.”

      I shudder. “Don’t call me babe, or sugar, or honey and definitely do not call me cupcake.” I glare as best I can.

      “Can we discuss all that on the road? This bag is heavy.” He shows off by balancing it on his shoulder with just one hand while he uses the other to tug me towards the garage. Out of instinct, I lead the way back to my little Honda. Nothing about Jake is going to fit in my car, not even his bag.

      He somehow stuffs his luggage in the backseat. Then he turns to me with his hand out. “Keys?”

      “It is my car, you know.”

      His expression doesn’t change, he just waits. So of course I hand them over because, well, I’m not entirely sure why, but it probably has to do with a firm belief that Jake always gets his own way, eventually.
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