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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 Consultant (in country - West Coast base)

      Field Mission Technician (in country - West Coast base)

      Field Mission Consultant (in country - Europe base)

      Logistics Analyst (WA - Sala Bay)

      Intern (CA - San Diego)

      Sr. Logistics Analyst (VA - McLean)

      Systems Engineer - Aviation (WA - Sala Bay)

      Russian Language Analyst (CA - San Diego)

      More…

      

      Don’t fall asleep just yet… The military is customer number one. Damon’s on a business trip to ACI to oversee some contracts. He sure as heck didn’t come looking for a wife! So turn the page already…
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      Damon

      I’m ready for this day to be over. Only there’s still no end in sight. I’m sitting here in this sorry excuse for a bar, waiting for these two guys to show up so we can fake ‘bond’ over a warm brew. I don’t want to socialize with two pricks who only want my signature on a few multi-million dollar requisitions from the Army. I want to be at my cabin in Idaho on my back deck with my feet propped up on the railing, nursing a cold one. Failing that, I’ll take being back in my hotel room debating whether or not to take Melissa up on her offer if I’m ever in town. Which I am, but I haven’t told her that yet. She was fun, and it’s been a while since I’ve fucked something other than my hand. I’m just not sure I want to tap that again. I don’t want her getting ideas that we have a future together.

      Probably doesn’t matter because I’m stuck here in a dingy room with no windows, in full service uniform because technically I’m working, watching the worst bartender I’ve ever seen try to keep up with a Monday night crowd. She’s spilling whiskey all over the bar. And in her efforts to mop it up, she’s pushing it into the laps of the three guys sitting there. They’re taking it better than I would. Since they’re dressed in a variety of military salvage, maybe they’re not as concerned with the dry cleaning bill.

      The woman is flustered and blushing. I can see her apologizing to the guys and yep, offering free drinks. I can’t help smirking, thinking that when word gets out, tomorrow night’s crowd is going to break some records for attendance. Oops. She’s glaring straight at me. My cock stirs to life, twitching. I must really need to get laid if angry bartenders are now doing it for me. She doesn’t have the edge that most publicans do. She’s either fresh out of a convent or they had to raid the front desk to find someone to work in this pit.

      I’m still waiting on Jeff and Kevin, who are now twenty minutes late. I check my phone for messages and yes, there it is, a rescheduling for tomorrow, sent five minutes ago. Great. The only thing worse than sitting here on a Monday night is coming back on Tuesday. I sigh and stand to gather up my briefcase. I never thought I’d be that guy. But then, does anyone go to West Point to become a glorified paper pusher? Wait, I take that back, my first roommate Neil did. He was all about operational process improvement. He once even tried to redesign the cafeteria layout so that all the carbohydrates were evenly distributed. In the Army’s infinite wisdom, after he barely managed to graduate (he wasn’t that great at taking orders), they put him in charge of translation services for the eastern sector. He hates it. I grin at the thought of Neil, trying to herd multi-lingual cats. I should send him an email in Arabic just to yank his chain.

      As I walk past the bar on my way to the exit, I get a better look at the woman serving. If she wasn’t so frazzled, she’d be a knockout. She’s probably in her mid-thirties. Her posture radiates that grounded-in-reality self-confidence that younger women just don’t have. It’s sexy as fuck. Her dark hair is pulled back tight in a no-nonsense ponytail and her brandy-colored eyes are frowning as she’s trying to make change for guys that keep passing her twenties for four dollar bottles. I’m pretty sure they’re messing with her, so I pause to take out my wallet. I slip a twenty into her tip jar, even though I haven’t ordered anything tonight. She deserves something for putting up with their shit. Plus, she’s adorable. She catches my movement out of the corner of her eye and turns to frown directly at me. Her mouth is wide and there’s a spray of freckles across her nose and cheeks. She’s fresh and unpainted and thank God this uniform jacket is long enough to cover the growing bulge in my pants.

      “Ma’am,” I manage to say evenly before turning to the door. Suddenly coming back tomorrow looks a lot more interesting.

      Kate

      Oh God. I suck at this minimum wage job that I now desperately need. On top of that, the gorgeous officer who’s been laughing at me is now giving me pity tips. I thought about telling him to take it back, but I seriously need the money. And if I take the time to argue with him, I’ll screw up something else.

      Nobody tells you that a history degree followed by law school gives you zero job skills for anything except being an attorney. Which I was. Until three months ago when suddenly I wasn’t. I tried to find another legal job, even going down to paralegal, but everyone knew who I was and didn’t want to touch me with a ten-foot pole. Office jobs that had nothing to do with attorneys didn’t want me because they thought lawyers were too argumentative. Which we kind of are. So when my savings got too low to pay the mortgage on my small condo, my cousin Luke told me about this job.

      It’s supposed to be easy. The bar is owned or subsidized or something by the company that owns the building so that all these big scary military dudes have a place to hang out and chill. Preferably without talking too much to people that shouldn’t be hearing them. The three guys that hired me absolutely loved that I had a law degree I wasn’t using. They promised me that the customers only drink three things: beer from a bottle, straight whiskey, or tequila shots. A simple matter of pouring and taking cash. No mixed drinks, no fancy garnishes. A kindergartener could do it if only it was legal to hire one. Luckily for me, it’s not because I suck at it. The bar patrons are almost all huge and good looking. If they just sat there, I’d have a hard enough time because I kept my nose in a book from first grade through graduate school. I thought there would be time to learn how to interact with men later, after I was established in my career. And then suddenly I looked up and I’m thirty-six, have no idea how to flirt and figure I’ll die of embarrassment if I ever get to the point of telling a man that I haven’t ever done… you know. At this point, I think I’m safe from ever having to have that conversation. Sigh. At least my hot book boyfriends love me.

      Anyway, these guys don’t just sit there. They think it’s more fun to try to rile me up. Most of it is just messing with my head, like having fifty big brothers all trying to claim they gave me a twenty when they gave me a ten. But others are a little more high strung. And those guys seem to think I should be offering some services that aren’t on the menu. There’s always a bouncer on duty, yet another of these big beefy guys working for extra pay while they’re between assignments, but they can’t step in for every single customer. So I get flustered and mess up. Pretty much the story of my life right there.

      This is my second week and the first night on my own. It’s not going well and I’ll need to try to stay up late tonight to get a few more job applications out. I’m thinking about trying for things farther out of state. Attorneys are a bunch of email gossips though, so I’m not holding my breath.

      Teddy, the guy acting as bouncer tonight, calls out, “Yo, Kate, time for last call.”

      I nod and tell the bar patrons, all six of them, who are clustered against the Formica bar. “You guys catch that?”

      They nod and don’t order anything further. When the Army guy left, he sort of took the energy out of the room with him. Most of these guys were military, but they’re out of the service now. They typically come in wearing something I’m starting to call salvage grunge. A lot of camo mixed with jeans and black or khaki t-shirts. Actual uniforms with shiny brass buttons and insignia haven’t happened before tonight. I’m not sure my heart can take seeing him again, so it’s a good thing that’s not likely to happen. I might indulge in one or two fantasies about him later as a reward for getting those job applications done…
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