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Prologue
 
 
Shivers of anticipation ran through her body.
Rena Morrigan clasped the bars of her cell and waited. Her body felt tight, her nipples ached, and she was on fire with need. Heavy footsteps heralded the start of her fantasy. She swallowed. Finally, a droid stepped into the dim overhead light of a single bulb. The droid was dressed as the captain of a space vessel.
Rena trembled as images of Captain Drogan Carter surfaced in her mind. Where the robot had been designed to look appealing, even pretty, Rena wanted the captain’s strong, square jaw, the scars that ran through his left eye. She wanted imperfections like the bump where his slightly hooked nose had been broken and not properly set. She wanted his hooded blue eyes looking back at her.
The robot’s shoulders weren’t as broad as Drogan’s, and the uniform seemed to be ill-fitted on the droid. Rena shook her head. She wouldn’t nitpick. This was her fantasy and she was going to pretend that the person standing before her was Drogan and no one else. She waited for the fantasy to officially begin.
The sex droid placed his hands on his hips and stared at her, dark red eyes roaming over her form. Rena sucked in a deep breath.
“Do you know why you’re here?” the droid asked.
“I swear, Captain, I did not do what they are accusing me of,” Rena insisted, following the script she had written.
“How can you possibly explain having drinks with a known criminal? He is wanted in all five of the known galaxies. His poster is up everywhere. Now tell me you did not know.”
Rena insisted. “Please, I didn’t know.”
The droid shook his head. “You’re lying to me and there must be consequences.”
Rena’s pussy clenched and her panties became moist. The door to her cell slid open and the robot stepped inside. She let go of the bars, turning to face him.
“Take off your clothes and get on your knees.”
She was about to open her mouth to protest, when two robots stepped into the cell behind the first. They walked around the captain and took hold of Rena’s arms. Her body shook as the men held her in place. The captain came toward her, his expression softening.
“Please don’t make me interrogate you. Please don’t push me to do this.” His deep baritone was edged with gruffness.
“I didn’t know.” Every nerve in her body was alive and on fire.
“Release her. I’ll be questioning her alone.”
The other robots let her go and left the cell. The door slid closed with a soft whoosh.
The Captain started to undress, unbuckling his weapons belt. He placed the strap on a nearby table. He then stripped to the waist. He grabbed a chair and placed it before Rena and pointed to it.
“Undress and sit down,” he ordered in his deep, gruff baritone.
With shaking hands, Rena began to undress, dropping her clothing to the floor. Then sat down in the chair and crossed her legs. The robot walked around her slowly, then bent down and placed his hands on the back of her chair, leaning in close.
“If you won’t cooperate, I will have to make you do what I say.” His voice was a low, husky whisper. “Now, uncross your legs and spread them. I want to see your sweet pussy. I can smell your desire. I know you want this. You want me. You can’t deny it.”
Rena did as commanded and waited for his next command, but the droid pulled back. The tips of his fingers brushed Rena’s cheeks before he straightened to his full height.
The captain finished undressing. His thick cock sprang up, the head an angry purplish red.
Rena longed to see a pearlescent drop of desire at the slit. Although his cock looked lifelike enough, she wanted the real thing. She gave herself a mental shake, imagining it was Drogan before her and not an android programmed for her pleasure. This was her fantasy, the only way she would ever make her secret dreams and desires come true. Taking a deep breath she watched as the android walked over to one of the cell’s windows and ripped down one of the curtains that framed the barred façade.
The droid moved over to Rena, the delicate, shredded, opaque cloth trailing behind him, his cock bobbing gently with each step. He walked around her to the back of the chair.
“Bring your hands together until your palms are touching.”
Rena’s heartbeat sped up, hammering against her rib cage as the droid wrapped the ripped curtain around her wrists, tying them together tightly. She tested her bonds and found she couldn’t get free.
The droid walked into her line of vision. His cock appeared before her face.
Rena blinked, remembering her other fantasies that had been played out—three men at once, two men in several different positions. She shivered.
The droid came closer, until his cock was mere inches away from her face.
Rena conjured Drogan before her. If he had been in front of her, she would have kissed the tip of his shaft before she took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the crest. She wanted to taste him, to inhale the musky male scent of him.
The man before her dropped down to his knees and Rena watched as he placed his hands on each of her legs, spreading them farther apart. Her heart was beating out of control. Rena forgot how to breathe. Sweat beaded on her brow as the android between her thighs moved closer to her pussy. Time seemed to still as she waited for his first touch. A jolt of electricity went through her as the tip of his tongue trailed over the seam of her nether lips. She jumped but did not make a sound. He teased her slowly, taking his time as he explored her sex. With his thumbs he pulled back her nether lips, exposing the aching bud.
Rena stilled, waiting for his next move.
“You want this, don’t you? You want me to suck your clit?”
“Yes.” She didn’t care that her voice had come out shaky and breathless.
He gently flicked the nub with just the tip of his tongue. Heat skittered through Rena’s body with that all-too-brief touch.
“Tell me what I need to know and I’ll give you what you need.”
“I can’t tell you what I don’t know. Please, just fuck me,” she pleaded.
He flicked her clit again and pulled back. “No.”
“Drogan, please, fuck me.” She didn’t even realize her slip until it was too late. She was going off script. All day long on the ship she saw him, and when she closed her eyes, she saw him in her dreams. This was her time to finally live out the fantasies she could never have with him in reality.
She looked down at the android, who moved his head back to her pussy.
“No”—flick—”not until you”—lave—“tell me”—lick—”what I want”—swipe—”to hear.”
Rena let out a frustrated growl, trying to move her hips forward as far as they would go, but the droid pulled his head back and looked up at her.
“Tell me what I want to hear and I’ll fuck you,” he urged.
Rena shook her head. “I can’t tell you anything. I don’t know.”
“Well, then the interrogation must continue.” He smiled at her. His head moved forward. His tongue continued the small, torturous flicks.
Electricity bounced around inside of Rena, each touch stoking the fire burning within her. She was unraveling, her empty pussy clenching on nothing. She gritted her teeth and closed her eyes trying to figure out a way to use his flicks to her advantage. Unfortunately her hands were tied behind her, and she could only lift them so far. She let out a strangled scream and the flicking stopped.
“Will you tell me the truth?” he asked. His dark red eyes seemed darker, and a wicked smile curved his full mouth.
“I’ll tell you anything. Anything. Just fuck me.”
He chuckled, a dark sound that spoke of wicked, sexy things that awaited her for cooperating. Without saying another word, he buried his head between her thighs, taking her clit between his teeth and sucking the sensitive bud into his mouth. She started to rock her hips against his mouth, riding his lips. Her orgasm twisted inside of her, coiling tighter and tighter until it broke, like a dam, the banked fire burst over her. She screamed Drogan’s name at the top of her lungs.
But it wasn’t over, not by a long shot.
All night the android interrogated her, using his mouth, fingers, and cock, bringing her to orgasm over and over again. By morning she was exhausted and had confessed to things she had never done, all in the name of coming. When she walked out of her fantasy suite, her legs were wobbly and her body ached. She made her way to the front desk, waiting for them to check her out.
“I hope you enjoyed your time here. Please do come back any time, Ms. Morrigan.”
She nodded and smiled but doubted she would be coming back. She had lived out every one of her fantasies. There was nothing more to do.
The receptionist looked up at Rena. The alien smiled, exposing short, sharp teeth. Her large, blue, pupil-less eyes gazed up at Rena. She slid a small silver disc across the desk.
“This is the account of your week with us. Payment has gone through. We assure you that we will be erasing your experience with us within twenty-four hours. Please do come back.”
Rena smiled and nodded. Picking up the disc, she slipped it into her purse and picked up her suitcase. She could say with honesty that, as much as she enjoyed it, she had no desire to come back. Now she could return to her ship and face Drogan with some sense of control.
She made her way to the teleport pad. When her turn came, she punched in her coordinates and stepped onto the circular platform. Within five minutes she had materialized on the ship Hades’ Helmet.
“Welcome back, Rena,” said Jason Mercy, second in command.
Rena smiled at the tall, redheaded officer.
“It’s good to be back. Is the captain…?”
“Nope, not yet. How was your trip? I’ve never been to the Fantasy Spa on Elysian 8.”
“It was wonderful. Very relaxing.”
“I can tell. You’re glowing.”
She nodded. “Thank you.”
“Are you free later? The ship is kind of empty. I’d hate to eat dinner alone.”
She shook her head. Jason had slept with pretty much all the women on the ship except her. She looked over his chiseled features and wasn’t the least bit moved. He was attractive but he did nothing for her.
“Sorry. I plan on trying to recover from my vacation.”
He laughed. “I could help with that. I’ve been told my fingers are like magic.”
He waggled his eyebrows and Rena laughed, opening her mouth to answer him, but just then the console in front of him began to beep. He pressed a button and the lights dimmed as someone was teleported in.
Captain Drogan Carter materialized before them.
Rena swallowed as her body heated in response to the captain’s appearance. Her nipples became taut buds. Her pussy clenched with need and the ache she had been trying to forget returned. She cleared her throat, trying to ignore the way his presence seemed to heat the room.
“Captain, sir.” She nodded.
“Rena. Jason. Good to see you both. I’m exhausted. I’m going to head to my quarters. See you two later.”
“Of course, Captain. Rena and I were just heading to dinner.” Jason grinned.
Drogan looked over at Rena with a raised eyebrow. She opened her mouth to deny his claim when her stomach chose that moment to growl.
“Looks like she’s hungry. Come on, Rena.” And with that, Jason led her out of the teleportation room, through the doors, and down the hall to the cafeteria.
Rena glanced back to find Drogan watching them with avid interest.
 



Chapter One
 
 
Captain Drogan Carter groaned inwardly. He tried not to stare at the firm backside of his assistant as she bent over to retrieve a paper. He clenched his teeth and tried to focus on what his second in command was saying, but out of the corner of his eye he watched Rena straighten up and place the paper back on the pile in her arms. She brushed a stray dark-brown tendril of hair out of her face and punched her access code into the security panel.
“So, the mission would be a good idea. We get to recharge our solar panels, fuel up, and buy supplies all at the same time. What do you think? Should we stop at Green-23t?”
Drogan blinked and pulled his attention back to his second in command, Lieutenant Jason Mercy.
“Sounds like a good idea. Have Rena put it on the schedule. We’ll do the run after we stop at Earth in the next few weeks.”
Jason nodded and made his way toward the captain’s private office.
Drogan blew out a breath. He wasn’t sure how much longer he could continue ignoring his attraction to Rena Morrigan. His assistant was driving him crazy. From day one, when he first hired her, he had been attracted to her. Now things were out of control. He couldn’t even smell the scent of jasmine without getting hard. If he thought he heard her voice, he would track down the source just to see if it was her. He found himself taking the long way to his quarters just to catch a glimpse of her.
He was obsessed and there were only two options before him: fuck her and get them both fired, or fire her and then fuck her. Neither option appealed to him. He loved his job as captain of the Venetian S89-class spaceship Hades’ Helmet. He wasn’t about to let some crush jeopardize his career. But his attraction to Rena had become a dangerous distraction. He wasn’t just dreaming or fantasizing about her at night. Now his mind would wander during the day, and he would find himself thinking about all the things he’d like to do to her.
He sighed. Damn it. She was one of the best assistants he had ever had. She put up with all his demands, and if he got even a toe out of line she would straighten him out in no time flat. More than that, she was a person he could confide in, have a laugh and a drink with, and just be himself around. The thought of being without Rena actually scared him.
Drogan looked over to his office and watched the doors slide open. Rena stepped across the threshold, smiling at Jason. Her smile warmed Drogan, even as he frowned. Jason Mercy was known to be one of the lady-killers of the crew. Was he flirting with her? Drogan glowered at the thought that Jason was after Rena. He almost stood up to tell his second in command to back off. Instead, he remained seated and gritted his teeth.
Rena looked up at him, her smile faltering on her lush, full lips.
“Captain, sir. Is something wrong?”
Drogan found himself pleased by her worried tone. “No, no, just tired. Been a long journey.”
“Oh, well, you should get some rest, sir, if you don’t mind me saying.”
He watched her look away shyly. Her concern touched him. His heart expanded in his chest and he grinned. The evil voice of a man who had gone six months with only his hand as a form of release slipped into his mind. He wouldn’t mind getting some rest after fucking her.
Drogan’s cock twitched in his pants and he clenched his jaw as an image of her curled up naked beside him entered his mind. He cleared his throat, trying to regain some of his control.
“Thank you for your concern, Rena. I will.” His voice was slightly husky from arousal.
Rena looked up at him and blinked, only to nod her head and leave the bridge. Drogan blew out a sigh and tilted his head back, closing his eyes and willing his body to calm down.
“You okay, Captain?” Jason asked.
“Yes, just tired.”
“Go on, Captain. I’ll take over. There’s nothing happening right now. Don’t worry about a thing.”
Drogan opened his eyes and stood up. Nodding to Jason, he left the bridge and headed for his quarters. The ship was silent and still. He loved this time in the voyage. No crew members rushing around bumping into each other. No murmuring through the halls and in the lifts. Just quiet.
He leaned against the back of the elevator and closed his eyes.
“Rena,” he whispered. He groaned aloud as the ache in his groin increased. He needed relief. Two years she had been on the ship, and not once had she given him a sign that she was interested. It was against regulations for crew to become involved, and Rena cared about regulations almost as much as he did.
The soft beep and swoosh of the elevator doors told him he had arrived on his floor. As Drogan made his way down the hall, he passed Rena’s room, only five doors down from his. He had insisted that she stay close by in case he ever needed her. It had been his little excuse to keep her near him. She had never questioned his logic, and he never explained further.
His cock became harder as he passed her door. He could have easily taken the lift that sat directly across from his room but had chosen not to.
I am a masochist, he thought.
He tortured himself with the hope of seeing her in the morning and at night before he went to sleep. He could easily insist that she move to the room next door to his to torture himself some more, but he wouldn’t go that far.
Drogan arrived at his door and punched in his security code. After the retinal and fingerprint scans, the door to his quarters slid open, and he entered the dim interior.
“Computer, soft jazz from Earth,” he called out. He started to strip. Undoing his weapons belt, he placed his sword and laser gun in his arsenal cabinet. He undressed and stepped into the shower. Grabbing a bottle of shower gel, he squeezed a small amount into his palm and started to wash his chest. He tilted his head upward and closed his eyes. Water pelted his face as his mind traveled back to Rena. His cock twitched in response.
He grabbed the bottle of gel again and ignored his cock as he washed the rest of his body. Finally he squeezed more soap into his hand and took hold of his cock, stroking his shaft from root to tip, smearing the pearlescent drops of precum on its thick head. He groaned, not wanting to use his hand to come. He needed to be sunk balls-deep in Rena’s tight, hot, wet pussy. He wanted to feel Rena’s body beneath him, rubbing, sliding against his, her hardened nipples scraping against his chest, her fingernails digging into his back as he fucked her long and hard.
He wanted to hear her sighs and moans as she grew closer to her climax. But most of all, he wanted to be with her at that very moment, to hold her in his arms and know that she felt the same way about him as he did about her.
It was no use hiding from his feelings, especially when he was alone. He was in love with Rena and could do nothing about it. His hand continued to pump his cock. As he grew closer to his climax, his hips started to move, thrusting forward while he tightened his grip. He reached down, taking his balls into his hand, rolling the delicate eggs as he drew closer and closer to the edge.
“Oh, Rena,” he moaned, seeing her so clearly in his mind. Droplets of water trailed down her mocha skin, sliding over things he could only wish to touch. Her dark brown eyes burned with desire as she took in his naked form. Her long, thick mass of chocolate-colored hair fell in waves around her shoulders. Her dark brown nipples tempted him, thick nubs that wanted to be licked, sucked, and nibbled.
Drogan groaned as his hips moved faster, fucking his hand exactly the way he wanted to fuck Rena. He stopped tugging and rolling his balls with his other hand and placed his palm flat against the wall. He leaned forward as he continued to pump his hips.
“Rena,” he groaned, and clenched his jaw as he felt close to coming.
Heat exploded within him as his climax hit him. Pearly strings of cum hit the tiled wall of the shower and slid down, mixing with the water to disappear down the drain. He continued to thrust into his hand until his balls were empty. The last trickle of his seed slipped down his hand, his breath coming out in harsh pants, his long, thin braids covering his face.
Once he felt calm enough, he cleaned up. Pressing another button made the water stop and the walls slide back to reveal heating panels. A blast of heat surrounded him on all sides, drying the moisture on his body.
“Dim lights,” he ordered.
The room became dusky. Shadows grew on the walls and in corners. He pulled back the covers of his bed and slid between the sheets, pulling the blanket over his nude body. He sighed as soft music lulled him to sleep. It had been a long day. Closing his eyes, he drifted off into dreamland.
 
* * *
 
 
Fingers drifted down his chest, over the ridges of his abdomen. Nails scraped his hips and thighs. His back arched, but he could only move so far. His wrists were bound and tied to something. Blackness was all he could see.
Drogan felt pressure on his cock, which caused it to ache. He hissed when he felt a single fingernail trail up his shaft, from root to tip. The feeling was more intense than usual. Something warm, wet, and slightly rough ran over the mushroom head of his erection. He hissed as pleasure and pain clashed within him. He was on fire, burning up with arousal. He didn’t know who was torturing him, but he swore he would return the favor once he was free.
“So beautiful. So delicious. By the gods, how I want you.”
Rena? She was doing this to him? He struggled against whatever was holding him down. He tried to pull his arms down but they wouldn’t move. He twisted this way and that, but it didn’t help much. He was being held by something that felt as soft as leather but as strong as steel.
“Rena,” he started, his voice sounding scratchy and rough as if he had been yelling. “Let me go, sweetheart.”
“No,” she giggled, a husky sound that caused his cock to twitch painfully.
“Why not?” He groaned inwardly, he sounded whiny. He hated to whine.
“Because, Captain, sir, I have you right where I want you.” Her moist, warm breath caressed his hard member as her tongue blazed a path of fire up his shaft.
Drogan cried out. He was on the edge of an orgasm and all he needed was a small push to send him over.
“Rena,” he groaned.
“Yes, Captain, sir?” she mocked. He felt her nibble the sensitive flesh at the juncture of his leg, which caused his hips to jerk up. She placed warm, wet kisses up his abdomen, nibbling each ridge. Moving upward, she swirled her tongue in the dent of his navel and ran it along the dip at the center of his chest.
Drogan felt her weight on his thighs, her hair tickling his stomach. His aching cockhead brushed the silky softness of her skin. Painful tingles of awareness ran through him.
“Captain?” she asked, flicking his nipple with her tongue. She sucked the tight nub into her mouth.
“Shit,” he groaned. He couldn’t remember what he was supposed to say as shards of electricity ran through him, straight to his groin.
She released his nipple with a soft pop before transferring her attention to the other turgid peak. His back bowed as far as he could go. Another soft pop sounded and he felt the withdrawal of her heat from over him.
The harsh noise of panting reached his ears. Drogan was shocked to find that he was the one making that sound. His heart was threatening to beat out of his chest, the thumping reverberation deafening to his own ears. He almost didn’t hear the soft, husky chuckle that escaped from Rena, still sitting on his thighs.
He felt the weight on his legs lift and the glide of soft skin against his hair-roughened legs. The bed dipped and then rose and he heard the soft patter of bare feet on a hard surface. He held his breath in anticipation of what she would do next.
He heard her return and then he felt the mattress underneath him dip. The weight of her body was on his chest this time. He felt her move above him, the wet heat of her sex against his ribcage. The hardened tips of her nipples pressed against his abdomen. The pressure on his cock was gone and blood flooded his shaft, warmth rushing through it.
Drogan cried out when he felt his erection surrounded by wet heat. The moisture moved upward and paused. He felt something flick the crest of his shaft before moving downward again and he realized that Rena was giving him a blowjob.
He moaned as her lips slid down his shaft and paused. For a moment, she didn’t move her head. It was torture to him. He could feel the slide of her saliva slipping over his balls.
Then she began to move up and then down, the pace slow but pleasurable. She increased the pressure on his erection, sliding her lips against him. He felt himself hit the back of her throat.
“Rena,” he groaned in a ragged whisper. She was driving him mad, slowly taking away parts of his sanity with every glide of her mouth on his shaft. All he could concentrate on was her mouth and what she was doing to him. Nothing else mattered to him. The ship could be exploding around them and all he could think of was Rena going down on him. He tried to thrust his hips upward but they wouldn’t go any farther.
Rena started to hum and Drogan barely kept himself from coming. His short fingernails dug into the palms of his hands. His teeth sunk into his bottom lip, drawing blood. He wanted to come so badly it hurt.
Her lips slid up and down more quickly. Faster and faster her head bobbed, pausing for just a few seconds to lap up the seed that was already leaking from the slit at the top of his cock. Drogan’s stomach tightened, his balls withdrawing into his body, and fire danced its way up his spine until it washed over him in a tidal wave. He came so hard he saw stars on the back of his eyelids. He spurt his hot seed into the moist cave of her mouth.
She continued to bob her head, milking his shaft for every drop of cum.
Breathing hard, his heart hammering against his chest and threatening to burst out of him, Drogan tried not to black out completely. He could feel her lapping at his slit. Every brush of her tongue caused little tremors to run through him. He could feel the sweat running over his body, could hear the harsh pant of his breath as it rushed past his lips, filling the strangely silent room. He felt the bindings on his arms and legs loosen.
His legs fell open and his arms relaxed. Taking slow, deep breaths he tried to calm his heart down.
He couldn’t hear her anywhere in the room now. He pulled down one arm, wincing as pain lanced up his arm when he tried to get his hand to straighten out. Drogan pulled the blindfold off and opened his eyes.
The ceiling was not the same as the one in his quarters and the lighting was brighter than on the ship. He sat up. His vision swam and he felt lightheaded. He licked his lips, and his gaze roamed over his surroundings. The room was empty save for a long metallic table, a chair, and the bed he sat on.
The walls were gray, devoid of paintings or even shelves, which might have made it look like someone lived in the room. A glossy black door was set into the far wall.
Looking down at the bed, Drogan found he was on a cot covered in a dark red cotton duvet. The bonds that had been holding him down were Taurean leather straps, one of the strongest yet most malleable fabrics found in the five known galaxies. His head moved this way and that as he looked for Rena. There was no sign of her. He slid down to the cold, tiled floor and looked under the bed. She wasn’t there. Much to Drogan’s annoyance, she had disappeared.
The door opened on well-greased hinges. Drogan hardly heard her enter the room. He jumped as he felt her breasts pressing against his back, her hands coming around to stroke his abdomen.
“Ready for another round, Captain, sir?” she asked in a low, husky voice.
He whirled around so quickly she didn’t have time to react. Her arms fell away from him, hanging at her sides. He wrapped his arms around her, keeping her arms pinned to her sides.
“Payback time, my sweetness,” he growled, his cock becoming semi-hard at the thought of having his way with her.
A loud knocking could be heard in the distance.
 
* * *
 
 
Drogan jerked awake, startled by a cacophony at the door of his quarters. Throwing the covers back, he stomped to the door, his achingly erect cock bobbing with each step, the dream at the forefront of his mind. He wanted to ignore the commotion at his door, climb back into bed, and give Rena the sexual payback she deserved. Instead, he punched the unlock button on the wall panel and was confronted with the real live version of Rena. She was wearing the standard-issue dark red uniform with gold and black piping on the collar, wrists, and hem of the jacket. She stopped arguing with Jason, who looked like he had just woken up too, red hair standing up in all directions, clothing wrinkled, and his pants clearly on backward.
“Captain, I told her not to bother you. I’ll take care of it,” Jason said, averting his eyes once he realized Drogan was naked.
Rena swallowed before meeting his eyes.
“It’s important, sir. The Galactic President wishes to speak to you,” she reported, also looking away.
Drogan sighed and ran a hand through his hair. The dream would have to wait.
 



Chapter Two
 
 
Rena tried to concentrate. Looking down at her notes, she groaned silently and erased the last three sentences before quickly scribbling down the correct information on her tablet. She couldn’t stop thinking of Drogan naked. So far she’d had to correct her notes four times. Instead of writing down the important details of Drogan’s upcoming meeting with the Galactic President, she’d written words like “cock,” “nipples,” and “sexy.” She’d also drawn a small doodle of what looked like a phallus. Rena was horny and lusting after her boss. She knew it wasn’t right and that she should simply let go of her infatuation with him, but she just couldn’t. Every day she saw him, and every day she found something new to adore about him.
He was a good man, decent, hard working, fair, loyal, and sexy as hell. Long, thin, dark brown braids trailed over his back, down to his waist. What seemed like a permanent five o’clock shadow dusted his jaw, making his cheeks more defined. Just the thought of those dark whiskers brushing against the inside of her thighs as he ate her out made her squeeze her legs together, her pussy tingling with awareness and need as her nipples hardened behind the rough fabric of her uniform.
She thought she had at least gotten some of her sexual frustration out when she’d gone to the Fantasy Spa. Instead, the experiences seemed to have intensified as of late.
On top of it all, Jason Mercy seemed to be showing some interest in her for some reason. Last time she checked, she was still Rena Morrigan. She was still the plain woman whom hardly anyone noticed. She still had large brown eyes, a nose she felt was too large for her face, and lips that were too full. Her face was a simple oval, hair a really dark brown, her best feature she felt—a clear mocha complexion. That was, in her mind, the only thing going for her.
She couldn’t understand why Jason Mercy would give her a second glance. He was probably desperate since he’d gone through most of the female crew members. She was the last one left he hadn’t slept with. Well, that wasn’t quite true. There was Alexa, but she was married to Daniella, so Jason didn’t have a shot in hell with her or her wife.
Rena hated to think she was basically a pity-fuck to Jason. She sighed inwardly. Drogan didn’t see her, and Jason thought of her as his final conquest. She was beginning to wish she had stayed on Elysian 8. At the spa there had been much less to think about, much less to ignore.
“Yes, Rena will send you my itinerary. We plan on stopping by Earth and then heading off to the Green Zone.” Drogan was looking at her, an eyebrow raised in question. He must have noticed her zoning out.
Swallowing quickly, she bent her head and started scribbling nonsense like mad to look busy.
Five minutes later the teleconference was finished and she stood up quickly to leave.
“Rena,” Drogan began.
Her shoulders slumped, nipples painfully hard nubs, panties soaked, and she wished that the air con was on because she was feeling feverish. She didn’t think she could bear a one-on-one conversation just now.
“Is something on your mind?” he asked. “Something wrong? I noticed that Jason Mercy has been paying a lot of attention to you lately. Is he bothering you?”
Rena held back a smile. Drogan had noticed Jason flirting with her, and this filled her with giddy happiness. But her euphoria was brief. She remembered that Drogan was the captain, and the regs clearly stated that if crew did get involved with one another, he would have to step in and deal with it. She realized he was just doing his job.
She cleared her throat. “No, sir, he’s not bothering me.”
“Are you sure? You’re not just saying that to be nice or not cause trouble?” He placed his elbows on the desk and clasped his hands together, bringing his head forward and resting it on his fists. She shook her head, trying to get this conversation over with.
“Yes. I’m sure.”
“Because as you know…”
“I know the regs.”
“He’s quite the Casanova around here.”
“I know it’s against policy to get involved with other crew members,” she said.
Drogan cleared his throat and unclasped his hands, letting them fall to the desktop with a soft slap that echoed off the walls of the small office.
“Um, it’s just I don’t want you to get hurt, should you decide…” His voice trailed off.
“I know of Lieutenant Mercy’s reputation.”
“Yes, well…” Drogan seemed to shift uncomfortably in his chair, not meeting her eyes.
“Sir?”
He cleared his throat again and swiveled his chair away from her. All Rena saw was the side of his face. His long, dark brown hair was pulled back, his profile clearly defined. For the first time she noticed a tattoo of what looked like a skull right below his ear. She raised an eyebrow. She had never noticed that before. She thought back to her days in school, and tales of Earth pirates floated to the top of her mind.
There were rumors of how Drogan’s family had gained their wealth and prominence. Drogan didn’t need to be a captain. Hell, he didn’t need to be anything. His family was rolling in money. People whispered that most of it came from pirating and looking at him now—with the scar through his eye and his strong square jaw, sharp cheekbones, slightly hooked nose, and hooded blue eyes—he sort of looked like a pirate. Could the skull be a sign that those rumors were true?
Rena didn’t have time to dwell on that thought. Drogan turned to her, a tenderness in his eyes that caught her off guard and caused her heart to melt. It had suddenly become difficult to breathe.
“I don’t want to see you get hurt. You mean a lot to me. I consider you more than my assistant. I consider you my friend. I’ve known Jason a long time. He doesn’t strike me as the man you deserve to be with.”
And what man should I be with, exactly? she wanted to ask, but her mouth and brain were not communicating. She was speechless, unsure how to respond. He was looking at her with tenderness, his face full of emotions she couldn’t identify.
Rena felt herself tearing up. She turned her head away, afraid she would embarrass herself by crying. She valued his friendship so much, and yet he had no idea the impact his words had on her heart. She wanted to be more than just his friend and knew that that could never be.
Regs aside, Rena knew in her heart that she wasn’t his type. Never in a million years would he go for her. He went for tall, willowy women who were curved in all the right places and full of vibrancy and fire. Rena preferred nights in her room curled up with a good book or quiet games of chess. She loathed crowds. She wanted intimacy without the fear of interruption. Drogan, on the other hand, loved crowds and nights out on the town, with a woman on each arm.
Also, Rena knew she lacked that sexual spark that men like Drogan and Jason Mercy were drawn to. They liked women who oozed sexual experience. She may have had a wild week at the Fantasy Spa, but put her in a position like that in real life and she would have no idea what to do. Sex with a real man scared her. Lover after lover had told her she was fine in bed, but in her mind “fine” meant boring. It was easier to be with a machine, her hand, or a vibrator than to risk being with someone who would inevitably go elsewhere when he realized just how limited she was when it came to sex.
Rena’s imagination knew no bounds, but she was too scared to live out her fantasies, especially the darker ones involving submission that she had played out during her time at the spa. She doubted anyone would believe her if she told them what she had done during her week off.
She glanced at Drogan, who was watching her closely, seeming to gauge her reaction to his words. She looked down at the floor, still not sure what to say.
“It can be lonely out here,” she suddenly blurted out, startling herself with how sad she sounded. She had allowed part of her guard to come down, exposing her vulnerability.
“Yes, it can be,” Drogan agreed. “But that is no reason to jump into some meaningless fling with Jason to fill the void.”
She raised her chin, feeling defiant. “Why not?”
“Because you deserve better,” he murmured.
She clenched her jaw. He sounded like he was talking to a child, like he was trying to show her the error of her ways. What was wrong with wanting to be desired? What was wrong with remembering, just for a moment, what it was to feel?
Rena realized, all of a sudden, that she was tired of her crush on Drogan. It hurt to want someone and know that they would never want you. Regulations be damned, she wanted to lose herself in a meaningless fuck, like she had done on Elysian 8.
“Maybe I don’t want better. Maybe I just want to forget.” She refused to look at Drogan to see his reaction.
“Forget what?” he asked in that same soft, patronizing tone that was now grating on her nerves.
“I want to forget that I’m wallpaper, that no one sees me, that all of the men on the crew treat me like a sister or a friend, but not like a woman. You guys love to stare at Ensign Lucinda’s assets. She bends over and all the guys stop and stare. I could do the same thing and…nothing.” She knew she was digging herself a hole that she wouldn’t be able to get out of, but she was too tired and angry to care. “I just want to be the center of attention for once, even if I know it means nothing.”
“Rena—”
“Forget it. Never mind. You wouldn’t understand. Forget I even said anything. It was stupid.”
She turned on her heel and left, ignoring him as he called after her. The doors swooshed shut and she power-walked to the lifts. She punched the call button with more force than it needed.
“You okay, Rena?” Jason asked. She had barely even noticed he was there, waiting for the elevator alongside her. Suddenly a wicked urge took hold of her.
“Do you want to have dinner with me?” she asked. Her brain and mouth were still not cooperating with each other.
“Sure. What time should I pick you up?” Jason asked, grinning.
“Eight o’clock.”
“I’ll be there.”
“Don’t be late. This is a one-time offer.”
The elevator doors slid open and she stepped in. Turning around, she punched the button for her floor. As the doors closed she saw the shocked look on Drogan’s face. He had overheard the conversation. Good.
Once the doors were closed, Rena leaned against the back of the car, head hanging down, heart threatening to beat out of her chest.
Oh fuck, what the hell have I done? She groaned.
When the doors opened to her floor, she walked out, shaking her head, her mind going a mile a minute trying to think of a way to get out of her date with Jason.
She paced the small sitting area of her quarters, trying to think of anything that wouldn’t sound like an excuse. She felt nauseous. She glanced at the clock. Four hours until dinner. She walked over to her desk to bury herself in work. It was the only thing that would take her mind off the colossal mistake she had just made.
Three hours later, a small screen popped up on her computer. It was a message from Drogan requesting her notes from a vid conference he’d had a few weeks ago. She shuffled through her papers until she found them. Placing them on top of a pile of other notes, she sent him a quick message telling him to let himself into her quarters to pick them up.
Glancing at the clock she saw that she had twenty minutes until Jason would come to get her. Her shoulders slumped. She would feel horrible if she didn’t go on the dinner date with him, but she knew she would also feel horrible if she did. She had used him in anger, wanting to get the patronizing tone of Drogan out of her head and prove that she was the kind of woman that men wanted. Now she was stuck.
Pushing her chair back, she trudged to the bathroom, figuring she should just get the date over with, even if she was going to feel miserable the whole time. She turned on the shower and quickly undressed, stepping into the warm spray of water.
She had been in the stall for only a few minutes when she heard Drogan’s voice call out to her just beyond the door of the bathroom.
“Where are the notes?”
She turned away from the spray and wiped water off her face, ignoring how her body tightened in response to that sexy baritone.
“The desk. The notes are on the desk,” she called out, and turned back to her shower. She didn’t have time to entertain her arousal. Where she would usually take her time, build up a fantasy in her mind and let her fingers do the walking, she had a date in a few minutes.
Cleaning up and drying off quickly, she stepped out of the stall and grabbed a towel. Wrapping it around her body she rushed into her bedroom only to stop short when she heard two male voices talking in the living room. Tilting her head, she listened to the conversation. Drogan was talking to Jason.
“Just treat her right,” Drogan ordered.
“Don’t worry, Captain. I swear I won’t fail you or her.”
Rena rolled her eyes. Drogan was acting like her father, sizing up a date. She shook her head and went to her closet. Rena selected a pair of dark pants and a simple red sweater, then quickly slathered lotion on her body. She’d deliberately avoided sexy underwear, going with a comfortable cotton panty-bra set instead, then pulled on her pants and sweater. Slipping her feet into simple black flats, she grabbed a small purse with her crew ID in it and stepped into the living room.
Drogan was still there, sitting on Rena’s couch talking with Jason.
“Why the hell are you still here?” she demanded. Annoyance quickly turned to real anger.
Drogan stood up quickly. “He and I were just discussing the latest sports scores.”
Rena resisted the urge to roll her eyes and marched over to Jason. She grabbed his hand and tugged him with her to the door.
“Good night, Captain, sir,” she threw over her shoulder as the door closed behind them. She dragged Jason all the way to the lifts and punched the up button.
“Wow, I had no idea you were so eager to go out with me,” Jason said. “Had I known, I would have asked you out sooner.”
Rena glanced over at him to find him smiling at her, eagerness shining in his eyes. She groaned inwardly. She just knew her night was not going to end well.
 



Chapter Three
 
 
Drogan resisted the urge to go after them. He clenched his jaw and reined in his temper. The thought of Jason being on a date with Rena, much less touching her, pissed him off. He had felt her pain when she told him how lonely she was. His heart ached for her. The pain turned into acidic anger, then desire. He wanted to show her just what he thought of her wallpaper comment. He’d almost gotten up from his desk, rip off her clothes and show her he did see her and wanted to see a lot more of her. Her anger and low self-esteem left a bitter taste in his mouth.
He could have wrung Jason’s neck. The man should be nowhere near his Rena, much less on a date with her. He had been mentally kicking himself for holding back when talking to her. He had wanted to tell her what he felt for her. Hell, he had wanted to do more than tell her. He had wanted to show her over and over again just how much he noticed her, desired her.
He took a deep breath and closed his eyes, trying to find something calming inside of himself, something that would keep him from going to the cafeteria and hauling her down to his quarters to give her a lesson on just how sexy she was to him.
The scent of jasmine reached his nose, causing his brain to go into a temporary fog of desire. His cock became hard in an instant. While she was in the bathroom, fantasy after fantasy had played in his mind, but Jason’s presence had thrown cold water on his fire.
He’d wanted to smack his lieutenant and order him to leave at once, but instead he made Jason promise to treat Rena with respect. Drogan knew Jason all too well. Hell, the man was his cousin and had been his old wingman before Drogan became captain of the Hades’ Helmet. They had been a holy terror to the female populace and had even shared women at times. Drogan didn’t want to share Rena with anyone. Blowing out a breath, he left her quarters and headed for his own. Once there, he did his security routine and entered the dim room.
“Lights,” he called out. The room began to become brighter. He made his way to his desk and laid down the pile of papers. He sat down in his executive chair and put as much concentration as he could into going over the notes before him. When he finally got to the bottom of the pile, he noticed a small, unmarked silver disc.
“Must be the softcopy,” he said to himself. Just to make sure, he slipped the disc into the console and waited for the computer to read the data. He had looked away from the monitor for a second, when he heard a male voice come through the speakers.
“On your knees,” the voice growled.
Glancing back at the screen, his heart stopped and his breath halted. Rena sank down to her knees, a blindfold around her eyes, her long hair unbound, falling around her shoulders in waves.
Drogan gulped. At first he was concerned with what he was seeing. There were two other men in the room. One of them walked over to Rena and gripped her hair in one of his hands. He pulled back gently until her face was tilted up toward him.
“Are you sure you want this? Do you understand what you are asking for?”
“Yes, master,” she replied in a husky whisper.
“Get on all fours. Ass in the air,” the man holding her hair ordered. She did as she was told. Her high, rounded ass lifted up as if in offering.
“Fuck,” Drogan uttered as his cock came to attention. The man was using the same tone that he fantasized about using with Rena himself.
Drogan reached down to caress his hard shaft, pressing against the soft material of his standard-issue uniform pants. He watched as the scene progressed.
One of the men dropped to his knees behind her, running his hands over her body with tenderness, reverence even. Rena stayed still. Only a slight tremble betrayed her nerves.
Drogan watched as the man took her from behind while the other two watched. Drogan’s hand moved faster over his cloth-covered cock, but it wasn’t enough. He quickly hit the pause button, stood up, and undressed. A small sense of guilt nudged at him, but it didn’t last for long. He opened a drawer and took out a bottle of lube. Squeezing the clear gel into the palm of his hand, he stroked his shaft from root to tip, pausing to smear precum over the thick head of his penis. Then he began sliding his hand up and down its length.
He pushed play with his free hand and watched as Rena began to climax. Jealousy warred with arousal, and arousal won. Rena’s soft moans and cries filled the quiet of his quarters. The first man took her hard and fast, spanking her ass cheeks from time to time. When Rena couldn’t take it anymore, the man let her rest, but soon another man had begun the process of bringing her to climax with his mouth.
The second man gently rolled Rena onto her back, spread her legs, and buried himself between her thighs. Her hips arched up off the floor. She ground her pussy into the man’s face as he gripped her hips tightly. She rode his mouth as the other two men dropped down to the floor, flicking, nipping, and sucking the hardened peaks of her nipples. She writhed and moaned beneath them. It wasn’t long before she let out a scream, and as she screamed she came, her body convulsing.
Drogan’s own climax joined Rena’s. His hips bucked off the chair as his hand pumped his cock faster and faster until he fell over the edge, crying out Rena’s name.
Drogan came down from his high gradually. Breathing in harsh pants, he let himself calm down and pushed the pause button. He reached down, pulled open a drawer, found a box of wet-wipes and cleaned up. He threw the used towelette in the trash and looked up at the screen. The frozen image on the monitor showed Rena on her hands and knees, mouth agape, ready to take in the hardened shaft of one of the men.
Drogan’s cock twitched and he groaned. His eyes roamed to the bar at the bottom of the screen, which indicated how long the disc would run for. He shook his head. Almost thirty-six hours of footage and he’d only watched about two hours of it.
He pushed a button on the tabletop. There was a soft pop, and he picked up the monitor, bringing it to bed with him. His paperwork was all but forgotten. All that mattered now was delving further into the mind of Rena. A part of him wanted to return the disc to her, but a wicked, curious side of him wanted to see what lay beyond the sensible exterior. The disc would finally allow him to get to know the sensual, sexy woman that she kept so carefully hidden.
Drogan placed the monitor on an armrest next to his bed. With a push of a button he was able to arrange the monitor so that he could watch while lying down. He was now able to take hold of his cock without feeling crowded. Leaning forward, he pushed the play button and watched the scene unfold.
Drogan came so many times that night that he began to feel light-headed. He’d watched Rena get taken by three men all at the same time. She’d been tied down and slowly aroused by just one man, then taken by two at once. She’d had five men on her—two to suck her nipples and three to fill every orifice she had. Drogan had never seen her so wild, free, and open before. He felt dirty for watching such intimate moments, and yet he couldn’t stop himself. Greedily, he watched every frame, burned every fantasy she had enacted into his mind, and stored them away for later.
Even though he was loath to admit it, she had seemed to enjoy having more than one man with her. He knew that when she was finally his, he would refuse to allow any other man to take her alone, but what if he were there too?
Drogan had watched at least five hours of the footage before he turned off the screen and let sleep consume him. He vowed to make a copy of the disc and give her back the original the next day. He refused to completely relinquish something that showed her in such a different light.
Besides, he thought to himself, this was as close as he would ever get to having sex with her.
 
* * *
 
 
Panic raced through Rena’s body as she tore her quarters apart. She sank down, panting, sweat pouring down her brow. She’d been searching for the disc for the last two hours and there was still no sign of it. She swore, regretting not having labeled it properly.
As soon as she’d returned to the ship and unpacked, she’d been called back to her duties. Her life had become a hectic jumble of meetings, conferences, scheduling, and chores. She had almost forgotten about the disc, always swearing before she went to sleep to label and hide the disc in the morning, only to forget about it when the time came.
Her date with Jason had been a bust. Not only had it been boring, but her mind kept wandering back to Drogan. She found herself wishing that he were eating dinner with her, regaling her with stories of his crazy antics. Instead, she’d had to settle for the usual spiel that she’d heard a hundred times before.
Eventually, she gave up all pretense of listening to Jason and told him she was tired and needed to go back to her quarters. He seemed to take that as some sort of signal that he was getting sex, but she dismissed him as soon as they got to the door, bidding him good night instead of inviting him in for a nightcap. She didn’t give it much thought. She was more concerned with going through her evening routine and getting a good night’s sleep.
She wasn’t sure what triggered her urge to look for the disc, but then she remembered the disappearance of the large pile of papers on her desk and the sudden panic that she had put the disc with them. Drogan might, at that very moment, be watching it, watching her. She felt like crying. Hanging her head, she sniffled. She prayed that he didn’t have the disc, or if he did that he hadn’t had a chance to look at it.
Rena felt raw, vulnerable, and exposed, and she hated that feeling. She felt dirty and ashamed. She’d allowed herself to finally indulge in her secret desires and needs—things she had never been able to admit to another person—and now Drogan could see everything she had been keeping inside.
“Oh God,” she gasped. She remembered the very last fantasy. Large tears rolled down her cheeks as she slumped forward. If he’d seen it, he would fire her for sure.
Large wet spots formed on the papers bunched in her hand as she cried, wanting to scream at how cruel fate could be. Drogan now had both her heart and career in his hands, and he could crush both with just a few words.
Rena sat on the floor a few more minutes before wiping her nose with the back of her hand and rising. She cleaned up as best she could before undressing and crawling into bed. All she wanted to do was sleep, but her mind kept playing out thousands of humiliating, horrifying possibilities.
When her alarm sounded, she reached out from under the covers to turn it off. Burying herself farther under her duvet, she closed her eyes and decided to call in sick that day, and then drifted back into a fitful sleep.
When next she woke the door was buzzing and Drogan’s voice was on the intercom. Rena squeezed her eyes shut and tried to ignore him, but Drogan wasn’t the sort of man you could ignore for long. Much to her annoyance, he used his security clearance to bypass her system and stroll into her quarters.
“Get up. I've been patient long enough. We have work to do today, and I come here to find you lazing around in bed? Get. Up!” he commanded.
Rena grumbled and snuggled deeper under the covers, attempting to wish it all away.
“Rena? Answer me,” Drogan demanded.
She squeezed her eyes shut and willed him to go away, far away. She just couldn’t face him, not after losing the disc. Someone, somewhere on the ship could be watching her every torrid fantasy she had had about him. Maybe he had even seen those fantasies himself.
“Rena, get up and look at me,” Drogan growled.
She felt him feeling around on the bed. Finding her leg, he took hold of her calf and shook her. She wanted to kick him. She lay still instead and he let go, but then she felt the covers slide off her body. She made a mad grab for the blanket and sheets, only to get air instead.
Rena didn't want him to see her like this, hair mussed, nipples tight and outlined by her shirt, and yet something about the situation made her pussy throb with desire. She was exposed before him, and he was ordering her around, just like in her fantasies.
“Unless your ass is at death's door, get up,” he ordered.
She opened her mouth to give him an acerbic retort, anything to distract him from the state of arousal he had put her in.
Anger flashed in the dark blue depths of his eyes. “Do you like your job? Because if you do, you’d better start doing it. We have work to do and daylight to burn.”
Rena opened her mouth to speak but was too confused to put into words what she was thinking. Her emotions were a roiling tide within her, crashing against one another. She was furious, embarrassed, confused, and extremely aroused. She liked seeing him this way. There was something sexy about his anger.
“Do I have to fire you?” He raised a thick black brow in question.
“No,” she finally croaked, wincing inwardly at how raw her voice sounded.
“Good. Get dressed and I'll meet you out in the hall. Don't make me have to replace you with Redford.” His voice was a low growl, edged with anger.
When his words finally penetrated her mind, she scrambled out of bed. Dashing to the bathroom, she skidded to a stop in front of the mirror. She looked like she'd been crying. Her eyes were puffy and still red, her hair beyond mussed and sticking up in all directions, her lips so thick they could've doubled as old-fashioned flotation devices.
There was no way in hell she'd let Deyanna Redford become Drogan's assistant. She'd earned this job and no cockpit junkie on sick leave would be taking her place. But there was no way she could go to work like this. She was a professional, and, well, she wanted to look good for Drogan, damn it. No amount of cosmetic tech could make this right. She'd tried that in college and had looked like a walking science experiment for a week and a half.
Tears welled up in her eyes again. Groaning, she returned to her bedroom, trudged past Drogan, and crawled back onto the bed, pulling the covering over her body and closing her eyes. She didn't care that he'd be pissed at her. How could he possibly want her if she looked like the thing they'd dragged out of the lake of Santurian 5?
“It’s my time of the month, I’m emotional,” she lied. Rena prayed that he would be like most men and get freaked out and back away slowly.
“You're going to use that as an excuse? Fine. I'll call Redford up from the deck crew. You can start packing your things. We'll drop you off at Earth when we get there. You'll be confined to quarters for the remainder of the trip.” Drogan turned and started to walk away.
Fuck no! Rena got up, hating every second of it. She loved her job, damn it, loved working with Drogan. There was no way she could let anyone else work for him, disc or no disc. She marched off to the bathroom and locked the door. After the quickest shower she could manage, she donned her uniform in record time and found Drogan still in the living room. The fact that he'd waited for her brought a small smile to her face.
“Let's go,” he said, his face betraying no emotion at all. “You have work to do. I expect you to do overtime for what you've missed.” Drogan turned on his heel and left the room with Rena trailing after him.
Overtime? Rena couldn't stop her brain from diving headlong into the dark, dirty place in her mind.
 
* * *
 
 
Drogan felt like an ass for not just returning the disc right then and there. He’d had every intention of copying it and just giving her the original, telling her he hadn’t played it, that he had thought it was blank. But the wicked, horny voice inside of him convinced him to keep it, watch it, and use it. He had a nagging feeling that she had been crying because of the lost disc, that she had discovered its absence and panicked. It was either that or his stupid-ass cousin had done something to make her cry.
Just seeing her so vulnerable in bed, so sad, had broken his heart and caused something to snap inside of him. His more dominant side had come out. He hadn't meant for it to happen but it had, and now he couldn't put that genie back in the bottle. It had turned him on, dominating her like that, giving her orders while she lay helpless in bed. Now his erection pressed uncomfortably against the crotch of his uniform.
He could feel her eyes on his back as they walked down the corridor. All he wanted to do was stop and give her another set of orders, ones that could get them both fired.
With every step he fought to keep himself from turning around, dragging her back to her quarters, stripping her naked, climbing up on that bed, and ordering her to ride him.
He gave himself a mental shake before his daydreams could populate his brain. No. He would return the disc to her the next day and they would keep it professional.
 



Chapter Four
 
 
One day turned into two weeks. Drogan had watched the disc so many times he knew every minute of it by heart. Now the smallest things she did brought on sexual thoughts. He was slowly being driven mad. Rena’s every fantasy, desire, and need were playing on a loop in Drogan’s head and kept popping up at the most inopportune moments.
The good intentions he’d had about returning the disc had evaporated. Now he didn’t want to let it out of his sight for fear that she would destroy it. He no longer just wanted the disc; he wanted the woman on it as well. He needed the carefree, wanton, sexual being who had submitted to her desires and the men in her fantasies.
Drogan wanted to dominate her, show her he could give her what she needed in ways she never thought possible. The more he thought about it, the more firing her began to appeal to him. But Redford would suck as an assistant; she was a pilot first and foremost. Her brash, bold style was better suited to a cockpit. She took orders, but only so she could fly.
Rena, on the other hand, loved her job. She was excellent at everything, from running his office to setting up his vid conferences, to organizing his schedule. Professionally, Rena was perfect.
A plan formed in Drogan’s mind. It would require dishonesty. He felt it would be cruel, but that it was the only way. She wanted him. He had watched the disc to the end, and that last fantasy left no doubt in his mind that she returned his attraction. The droid had interrogated her with every sexual technique programmed into it, and she had cried out Drogan’s name over and over again as she’d come.
He had to tell her the truth, that he wanted her too, and that he had for a long time, but he couldn’t leave his post as captain of the Hades’ Helmet. As long as he was her captain and she was his assistant, he would never be able to seduce her, to make her his. But if he fired her, she would never agree to be with him. The only way to have both was to fire her and bind her to him at the same time. He was going to need to be a heartless bastard, and to win her over he was going to have to force her to submit to him in the only way he could.
 
* * *
 
 
Leaving his office, Drogan rode the elevator down to level two. Striding down the hallway he made his way over to suite number five, his own private fantasy suite. Punching in his code, he placed his hand over the scanner and waited for the light to turn green. Cool air wafted over him as the doors parted with a soft whoosh. Anticipation hummed through his body. His skin felt tight and his cock was rock hard. It throbbed painfully with each beat of his heart.
He shed his clothes in record time as he walked to the large, cushioned silver chair that sat in the middle of the large room. Shiny black surfaces reflected everything back at him on every panel from floor to ceiling. His cock gently bounced with each step. Sinking down into the deep, velvet depths of the chair, he pushed a button and closed his eyes as the chair tilted back and extended so his whole body was resting on the cushioned surface.
A soft whirring sound filled the silent stillness of the room as a small mask rose on a bar from the armrest of the chair. He took the mask and placed it over his face, closing his eyes once again, quelling a sense of claustrophobia that had surfaced. Then he pushed a button on the side of the mask and waited.
The chair started to vibrate and images began to flit before his eyes, playing on the small black screens that coved the eye slots. It took him awhile to get pulled into what he was seeing. He barely felt the caress of the chair reforming around him, encasing him in silken fabric that wrapped around his body. He drew in a breath when he felt a gentle squeeze on his cock and light, silken touches circling his nipples, plucking the hardened peaks. His balls were being tugged and rolled gently as his fantasy played before his eyes.
Rena came to him wearing nothing but a red satin sheet. The smooth fabric slowly slipped down her body, uncovering her full, dark chocolate-tipped breasts. Her nipples were already tightened, thick nubs just begging for his mouth to suck them. The fabric slipped down over her slightly rounded belly, exposing her bare mound.
Drogan’s hips jerked forward. His cock wanted to sink into her hot, wet, tight depths. He yearned to feel the walls of her vagina clench around him as he thrust into her.
Her thick thighs were exposed to his hungry gaze. He felt soft ripples running up and down his shaft, from root to tip. Soft touches caressed his legs, back, neck, arms, and stomach. He was slowly burning up as he watched Rena turn, exposing her high, rounded ass to his gaze.
He wanted to see her on all fours, bottom high in the air, begging for him to spank her, to fuck her in her back entrance. Humid air passed his lips in a hiss when his nipples were pinched. Shards of electricity went straight to his groin. His cock twitched in response and he ached to come. He wanted the blessed relief of being drained after an orgasm. He longed for a dreamless sleep, in which Rena didn’t haunt him, in which his guilt for what he was about to do wouldn’t poke and prod him.
He watched as Rena placed one leg on a semicircular bed, her head turned to look over her shoulder at him. Her luminous, dark brown eyes sparkled with desire and need. Her other leg rose and she proceeded to crawl toward the center, keeping her eyes on him. She was like a sleek jungle cat on the prowl.
Drogan followed her, climbing onto the bed, eagerness dictating his every movement. Cool air caressed his body. Goose flesh rose on his skin as he made his way toward her. There was no finesse in his movements. His lust, his need for her, had stripped away all of his careful control.
In his fantasy, he reached out and grabbed her hips, and his fingers dug into the soft firm flesh. Letting go of one hip he took hold of his cock. Without even preparing her, he positioned the head of his shaft at her entrance.
He nearly came when he entered her, feeling the moist heat of her core. He didn’t stop pushing his hips until he was balls-deep inside of her wet, tight heat. He withdrew only to thrust into her again. He was fucking her, not making love to her as he had so many nights in his dreams, but fucking her hard and fast. Pumping his hips, he brought his hand up to take hold of her hair. He pulled it until her head bowed back. Her mouth hung open as soft moans passed between her lips. Her walls clenched around him as her hips moved back to meet his thrusts.
The sound of wet flesh filled his ears as the silken cocoon around him simulated Rena’s body, tightening around his shaft, stroking the hardened rod with soft, soothing pumps. He could almost believe that Rena’s pussy was wrapped around his heated flesh. The blanket rolled and plucked his nipples, delved between the cheeks of his ass to tease the puckered bud of his anus. Soft, silken hands rolled and tugged his balls gently as light caresses traced the area between his scrotum and back entrance. He thrust upward, the fabric feeling as if it was melting around his cock, squeezing his shaft just under the thick mushroom head, staving off his orgasm.
He growled in frustration. His hips jerked faster and faster as if trying to punch a hole through the fabric. In the fantasy, he pounded her pussy, sweat sliding down his chest, stomach, arms, forehead. He moved in concert with his fantasy self. Flames licked their way up his spine. His body started to shake. His stomach tightened. He came, crying out Rena’s name.
His cum hit the cloth. Warm trails of liquid coated his shaft, sliding down his balls. He continued to pump his hips and the blanket continued to squeeze his shaft. The last dribbles of his release slipped down his cock. He closed his eyes, panting in harsh breaths. He swore and shoved the mask off of his face as he tried to sit up. His vision swam and he felt light-headed.
Anger engulfed him as he fought to regain his breath. He didn’t want fantasies or substitutes. He wanted her, needed her.
Once his body had calmed down and he had caught his breath, he sat up. The silken fabric slid down his chest, causing shivers to run through him. Bumps broke out on his skin and desire coiled within him. His need for her hadn’t slackened. He was still hungry for the feel of her body against his, her nipples scraping his chest, her nails digging into his shoulders, the scent of her desire surrounding him, mingling with the aroma of sex in the air. He could smell her perfume, feel the softness of her skin against his palms.
He gritted his teeth. Their arrival at Earth couldn’t come soon enough.
 
* * *
 
 
The large blue-green marble glowed with an indescribable light as Rena gazed out the window of Drogan’s office. In a few hours she would be stepping foot on Earth, a planet whose environmental damage had been reversed through alien technology. The oceans were clean, the air purified. Rena knew that one third of Earth’s population had been lost due to nuclear war and disease, but looking down on it from space, it was beautiful.
Drogan had told her he wanted to go over the results of her monthly review. She tried to calm her body down, but her heart was beating erratically. Heat was dancing along her nerves. Her pussy clenched and her stomach tightened.
Over the last few weeks she had been having the most erotic dreams about Drogan. Her mind played out all the scenarios that she had experienced at the Fantasy Spa. All the droids’ faces would morph into Drogan’s. It would be Drogan taking her from behind; Drogan fucking her from underneath; Drogan all around her, taking her to heights of pleasure she could only imagine.
She had become so engrossed in thoughts of her dreams that she hadn’t heard him come in. It didn't help that during her review those fantasies had played out as he had questioned her. When he'd asked her if she felt she had any issues that wouldn't allow her to do her job to the best of her ability, she'd thought of the disc and her fantasies—and those testing machines had ways of detecting stray thoughts. Rena didn't know how that would affect her results. She hoped it wouldn't be enough to lead to any kind of discipline.
She turned around with a smile on her face but it quickly faltered. Drogan looked serious, and fear rose inside Rena. Something had happened. She tried to think over the last few weeks. Had someone been hurt when they had made their way through the last meteor cluster? Did her stupid fantasies screw up her results?
“Sit down, Rena, please.” Drogan took his seat behind his desk and gestured toward the visitor’s chair across from him.
Rena walked over to the chair and sat down, reluctantly. Worry ate at her. She resisted the urge to nibble her bottom lip. “Is someone hurt? What is wrong, Captain? Sir, did something happen?”
“First, I want to say that I found your disc…”
 



Chapter Five
 
 
Rena sat on the transport to the Nevada 896-04 Spaceport. When she’d first arrived on Earth, two months earlier, she had stayed in her apartment, getting up only to eat, use the bathroom, and shower. She had repeated the routine mindlessly, without thought or care. She was in too much turmoil.
Drogan had betrayed her. He hadn’t even tried to protect her or destroy the disc. She understood his sense of duty and loyalty to his ship and crew, but in those moments in his office, he had made it clear where she stood with him. Drogan was known to go to great lengths for his crew, but she was not part of his crew; she was just someone he had hired. He could have turned a blind eye. He could have hushed it up. But he hadn’t. He had followed the letter of the law and suspended her, telling her that she needed a break, needed time to think about what she had done.
Rena knew that was bullshit. She didn't need a break or time to think. She needed to show him she could still do her job, despite her feelings. But clearly he hadn't valued her enough to keep her on his crew. That is what hurt most of all. He had cast her in the role of a temp unworthy of such loyalty. The years she had worked for him seemed irrelevant to him.
He hadn’t looked disgusted with her. That was the sole saving grace. There had even been desire in his eyes, on his face, as he had played back the evidence of her so-called “nymphomania,” but his body showed no response.
After three weeks of moping at her increasingly unaffordable apartment, anger took the place of pain. How dare he cast her aside like some replaceable part? She was the best damn assistant he would ever find in all the quadrants. Rena was mad at herself for being so careless with the disc in the first place, but she was angrier still at Drogan. He could do any of the things she had done and get away with them.
When Rena had signed onto the Hades’ Helmet, she had heard all about Drogan’s reputation with the ladies. But unlike Jason, Drogan didn’t go after crew members. No, he went after gorgeous women who were models, actresses, daughters of Fed Commanders; anyone beautiful, rich, and powerful was game. Rena had seen his infamous charm in action and envied the women who were his prey. She heard whispers of his bedroom prowess. He was said to be the spaceship captain’s version of Casanova.
It angered her in ways she couldn’t fathom. She had just been trying to blow off steam at that Fantasy Spa, had been trying to lay her desires to rest so that she could do her job even better. And yet he had suspended her, all for a few harmless fantasies? It just wasn't fair. Jason got away with far worse things. Hell, even Drogan himself should have been fired long ago. The double standard he had used to let her go overwhelmed any sense of self-loathing or sadness she had. Now she was just mad.
He hadn’t even given the disc back. He said he was keeping it “as evidence.” Rena guessed he was passing it around to all the men on the Hades’ Helmet and having a good laugh about it. Well, Rena was going to get it back, and that’s why she was on her way to Nevada 896-04 Spaceport.
She knew Drogan’s schedule well. He had reiterated it to her over and over again enough times. She would break into his suite of rooms, get the disc, and get the hell out of there. She had no idea how she would react if she saw him again, but he had meetings all this week and would not be back at the spaceport for ages.
Rena yawned and glanced up at the clock in the small cabin she had been given in the transport. It had taken nearly all of her savings and then some to get a ticket on the transport on such short notice. They charged extra to stow bags, so she hadn’t brought any luggage. She had only the clothes on her back.
She ran over the list of things she needed to do. First, she needed to get past his security detail, who were always stationed at the entrance of the hallway leading to his suite of rooms. After that she had to get into the room itself. She sent up a silent prayer that he hadn’t changed the codes yet. Drogan always told her, as his assistant, his access code in case he needed her to fetch something for him. Once she was inside, she needed to find the disc. Then all she needed to do was leave the station and she would never see him again.
Once back on Earth she would find a job that suited her skills. She couldn’t go back to work for the Galactic Federation. That could bring her face-to-face with Drogan, and who knew what would happen then? There would be a slap of course. No one looked down on her like that, not even Drogan. No. She would get work with a planetary corporation. As much as she was loath to work for another big business outfit, she needed the money. She would move on with her life after she got the disc back and forget about Drogan.
The cabin shook slightly as the transport hit a patch of turbulence.
“Nothing to worry about folks, we’re almost there. Just hang on for a few more hours and keep those seatbelts fastened,” the captain announced. Then the intercom fell silent.
Glancing out the window, Rena saw the large, dusty red planet approach. Despite its color, she knew there was life down there. There were jungles of lush green; frozen deserts of bright white; and, here and there, communities of humans living with the alien life of the planet. She wished she had time to see it all, but she shook her head. In a few hours she would be at the station. There was no time for sightseeing. Besides, it took money she didn’t have to go planetside for even a few hours.
The turbulence increased and she gripped the edge of her seat, praying that they would get there in one piece. After four hours of gut-wrenching turbulence, they arrived at the station. On wobbly legs, Rena left the small spacecraft. She stared around her in awe at the size of the entrance hall. People, humans and aliens alike, were everywhere. Bright neon signs blinked on and off, offering every imaginable service. The noise of life rushed all around her, almost overwhelming.
Her heartbeat increased in her chest, sweat prickled the back of her neck and forehead, and gooseflesh broke out on her arms as panic set in. In such a vast space station, how the hell was she supposed to find his quarters?
Someone bumped into her and jolted her out of her nervous state of mind. Clenching her jaw in determination, she checked her watch. She had ten hours to carry out her mission and leave. Striding farther into the entrance hall, her gaze was drawn everywhere at once. Then the captain’s voice slid into her mind, a distant, almost comforting sound.
My suite is on the black level, topmost floor, the penthouse suites.
Rena shivered as her nipples turned to hardened points, pressing against her shirt. She had rushed out of the house that morning, not willing to give herself the chance to change her mind and chicken out. In her hurry, she had forgotten to put on a bra.
She looked all around until she saw an elevator. She felt like a fish trying to swim upstream. A multitude of bodies was pushing against her, going the other way. Finally she made it to the elevator and waited.
Soon she would be in his suite and then the real panic would begin.
 
* * *
 
 
“She’s here. She arrived a few minutes ago,” Jason said, walking into Drogan’s suite in the Private Room Club. Drogan looked around—black silk sheets on the bed, candles lit, jasmine perfuming the air. Everything was set.
“Are my arrangements on the ship made? The room next to mine cleaned out?” He'd been planning this for a month and a half. Everything had to be just right.
Jason nodded and answered, “Yes, they finished this morning.”
“I’ll check with you again in a few hours just to make sure. After that I don’t want to be disturbed. You’re in charge. If the ship catches fire or the crew decides to duel each other to the death, you are to handle it, understand?”
Jason chuckled. “But, Captain, what if I’m caught up in a duel?”
Drogan's lips quirked into a smile. “Then make sure you don’t die. Now go. I have to eat and then confront Rena.”
“Have fun,” Jason said in parting. The doors closed with a soft click behind him. Drogan breathed in deeply and exhaled.
“Oh, Rena. Tonight I make you mine, love.” Drogan left the room to have a leisurely dinner. Things were going according to plan. He knew her far too well.
 



Chapter Six
 
 
Rena’s hands shook as she reached for the doorknob. This was her chance, her one and only opportunity to get the disc back. Otherwise, Drogan and the disc would be gone forever. She had managed to get past security easily by showing them her credentials. They hadn’t even bothered to check if she was on the list, just nodded and let her by. She made a mental note to tell her replacement about that and have him or her get a new security team together for the captain.
Twisting the knob, she stepped over the threshold. Cool air brushed against her cheek. She could smell a whiff of cologne rushing past her. Closing the door behind her she reached out, searching for the light switch. She pressed the button and suddenly the room was flooded with a soft, golden glow. The dimmer was set on low, undoubtedly for the benefit of Drogan’s latest conquest tonight. Anger burned in Rena’s stomach. This meant that she didn’t have a lot of time before he returned from wherever he was.
Rushing forward, she looked everywhere for the data disc that contained her secrets. She searched his living room in every conceivable hiding place, but it was nowhere. Checking her watch, she saw she needed to move faster. An hour had already gone by. She made her way to the study. After a quick but exhaustive search, she came up empty. Where the hell was the bastard keeping it?
He couldn’t have left it on the ship. She knew that Drogan brought all sensitive material with him whenever he left for a station or planet. She just hoped he wasn’t carrying the damn thing on his person. That would end up getting her arrested for trying to beat the shit out of him.
In desperation she checked the bathroom and then the master bedroom. Dropping down to the floor on her hands and knees, she searched under the bed for almost twenty minutes. She had just come up for air when she heard a voice.
“Looking for this?”
She stilled and prayed that it was not the captain’s voice that had uttered those words. She hoped that in her panic she was hearing things, that her paranoia and anger were causing her to lose her mind.
“I believe you were in a similar position on the disc, only naked,” Drogan murmured in that rough and husky tone he had.
She bit her lip to keep from groaning aloud. Her nipples peaked and moisture gathered within her. Her labia flooded with heat and her clit thickened. Her vaginal walls fluttered. Not now, she admonished herself. But she was powerless to stop the effects on her body.
Slowly, she wiggled out from under the bed. She was on her knees, about to stand up, when she saw him shake his head, his tiny, dark brown braids swinging this way and that.
“Don’t move. Stay just like that,” he ordered.
Her eyes widened and she swallowed. Was he going to call security? Have her arrested? Panic started to overwhelm her. She couldn’t get arrested. Rena needed to find a new job. She couldn’t do that if she was booked as a criminal. She would do anything he wanted just as long as he didn’t call security. Anger mingled with her desire.
“Captain, sir, please, I’ll leave. Just don’t call security. Please, I’m begging you. If I’m arrested I won’t be able to get another job. I need to work.” As much as she hated to grovel, it was the only way to get out of this unscathed. She balled her hands into fists.
She knew Drogan was wealthy. He never had to worry about having a job. He could quit today and live off his inheritance. Some said it was due to his family’s history of piracy. Looking at him now, he looked every inch the pirate, and she felt like his captive, utterly at his mercy.
“Mmm, I always loved it when you called me ‘Captain, sir,’ in that sweet voice of yours.” His tone went lower, deeper, rougher.
She just stared at him, confused. What the hell was he talking about? He had always winced when she spoke to him. She bit her lip to keep from having the words come out.
“And then I find this.” He held up the data disc she had been looking for. It took every ounce of self-control she had to stop herself from getting up and launching herself at him.
“I was already attracted to you, and then I found this little beauty. You took on a whole new image in my mind. I had to suspend you, Rena. It wouldn’t have been good for either of our careers if I had fucked you in front of the crew on the bridge. You needed to clear your mind and I needed to clear mine. These weeks without you have been hell, but now I can't just let you go.”
Rena’s mouth dropped open in shock, her eyes bulging. Drogan walked forward and tossed the disc onto the bed.
“You have no idea how many times I watched that disc and wanted to be that man, fucking you, disciplining you. Jesus, I must have jacked off at least three times a day once I found that. I couldn’t be around you without picturing you naked and bending over, waiting for me to take you from behind.”
Drogan shivered and Rena continued to stare at him, her mouth agape. He stopped in front of her, leaned down, and slid his callused fingers under her chin, gently pushing it up, closing her mouth. “I had to do that. You have no idea how tempting it is to unzip my pants, push them down, and slip my cock into your mouth.”
Rena’s jaw would have dropped open again if his fingers hadn’t still been under her chin. His thumb reached up and caressed her full bottom lip, lightly. An almost wistful look was on his face at her now-closed mouth.
“Now, I’m sure you’re wondering what you have to do to get the disc back. Well, that’s simple. Join me at the Private Room Club. Go to the hostess and tell her I’m expecting you and she will show you to my suite. We will play out every scenario on that disc. We will fuck until neither you nor I can walk.”
Rena’s breath caught in her throat, heart hammering out of control. She felt so angry she could punch him. Any minute now she expected him to say, “April Fools!” This bit of blackmail had better be a joke.
Only it wasn’t April, and by the look in his eyes he wasn’t kidding.
The callused tips of his fingers slipped along the soft skin of her jaw. He straightened up and stepped back from her.
“I know you want me, otherwise you wouldn’t have said what you did on the disc. I’ll meet you in my rooms in an hour.”
 



Chapter Seven
 
 
Rena made her way blindly through the busy spaceport. Her mind was going a mile a minute. She couldn’t stop hearing his deep growl in her head, telling her he knew, knew her secrets; telling her he wanted her. He had watched the disc to the end where she revealed her very private fantasy of the captain throwing her in the brig and having his way with her.
How many times had he watched that disc? Her mind produced an image of him in bed, naked, stroking his cock, hips thrusting up and down as he watched every second of her most secret desires, desires she had kept hidden for good reasons. The crew would never have respected her if they had known she liked to be dominated, enjoyed role playing and other things—things she was doing her best not to think about at the moment.
She finally made it to the Private Room Club and told the hostess that the captain was expecting her. She caught the look of surprise and then the brief once-over the woman gave her. Rena knew she was not the captain’s usual type of woman.
The Private Room Club was an infamous sex den. All around them naked flesh heaved and pulsed. As they wove their way through the crowds of people, Rena couldn’t help but wonder if he was going to make her do any of what she was seeing. She felt hot and bothered just watching some of the sexual acts around her.
Would he have her suck him off in public? Maybe he would fuck her for a private audience. Would he give her a ménage à trois with two of the muscular, half-naked waiters who walked around the club? She almost swayed on her feet from the very thought. Anticipation sung along her nerve endings. Her body was on fire with arousal.
She felt embarrassment flood through her as she noticed a few of her old crewmates at some of the tables, taking in the show on the main stage. Some of their eyes widened when they saw her, and she caught heads turning to watch her progress through the club.
Rena and the hostess found their way to the back, slipped through a black satin curtain and down a dimly lit corridor. She could hear moans and groans along with the slick, slapping sounds of wet flesh. Rena’s back stiffened when she heard the unmistakable sound of a whip being snapped. She hoped he wouldn’t do that to her. She liked some pain with her pleasure, but not that kind. This was absurd. She was getting turned on when she should be ready to spit nails. He was trying to blackmail her into having sex with him.
“Here we are. Enjoy,” the hostess said, pulling back another black satin curtain for her. As Rena stepped through, she didn’t miss the look of envy on the woman’s face. She was going to enjoy this, that was for sure. She’d enjoy punching him out and taking that disc back. How the hell she was going to get home—well, she’d find a way.
The curtain slipped down and the door whisked shut. The scent of jasmine permeated the air. He must have used that scent for all his conquests. Candles flickered as cool air slipped quietly into the room from the vents in the ceiling. For a moment Rena was impressed that he'd go to such trouble for her.
She picked her way over pillows and blankets strewn all over the floor and made her way toward a set of tables near the back of the room. There was a huge round bed loaded down with pillows of all shapes and sizes, covered in black satin with the monogram D.C. etched on the corner of the bedspread. She ignored the wall of whips, handcuffs, floggers, blindfolds, dildos, vibrators, anal plugs, ball gags, and other sexual toys.
She looked at her watch and groaned. She had only two hours to get to the transport. Not only did she not have the disc, but she was about to miss her shuttle. She couldn’t imagine paying another several thousand credits for a ticket back to Earth. She didn’t have that kind of money.
She brushed her hair back behind her ear and waited. An hour passed and she started to feel as if she’d been had. He had only been toying with her so she would miss her shuttle and not have the disc. Tears blurred her vision, and her anger only grew. How could he be so cruel? He was not the man she had thought he was. She would be stuck on the space station for God knew how long as she worked for her passage back to Earth.
She didn’t know what she would do for the money. What if word got out about why she'd been suspended by Drogan? Who in the world would want her when she refused to tell them why she left? She had to figure out a way to get off the station, but first, when Captain Drogan finally put in an appearance, she was going to let him have it for humiliating her.
Another ten minutes passed before the door finally swished open and the captain stepped in. Rena’s body stilled when she realized he wasn’t alone. With him was Jason Mercy. She stood up, ready to bolt should they try to do anything to her, but neither man seemed to have noticed her. They seemed to be talking about ship’s business.
“Make sure that the room has been properly cleaned out and everything that I ordered be put in there. Also, send out a notice to the crew about my arrangements. I don’t want anyone to question me on this,” Drogan said.
Jason responded, “Yes, sir, Captain, sir.”
“Good man. Now go. I have a guest.” That rough, husky tone was back.
Rena shivered as his voice dropped an octave and he looked over the lieutenant’s shoulder at her. She gave Jason credit. He didn’t so much as steal a glance at the so-called “guest.” He just bowed to the captain before leaving the room.
“Give me the disc and I’ll be on my way,” Rena said. “I’ve already missed my shuttle.” She tried to sound calm and collected but her voice shook with anger. She tried to ignore the way he was looking at her. It was as if he could see her naked through her T-shirt and pants.
“You don’t have to worry about a shuttle. You can always catch the next one,” he replied nonchalantly as he made his way toward her. He ignored the pillows and blankets that were scattered on the floor. His boots crushed the soft material.
“I can catch the next one?” she hissed. Rena glanced away, trying to ignore the sight of him dressed head-to-toe in black leather. “Some of us aren't lucky enough to be born into wealth. Now give me my damn disc back and I'll be on my way, you asshole.”
She finally looked up at him. He stood towering over her petite frame. She swallowed at the lust burning in his eyes.
 



Chapter Eight
 
 
Drogan kept himself from reaching out to her. He wanted to pull her to him, feel her curves against his body. He wanted to enact every fantasy played out on the disc and more. Being away from her had been torture.
He worried about the way she looked at the moment. There were dark circles under her eyes, and although she was still curvy, she had lost some weight. Drogan was angry with himself for causing her so much pain and distress. He had beaten himself up a lot while away from her. He ached to hold her, to soothe her and tell her it would be okay, that from now on he would take care of her. That she would never, ever have to be put through that again.
He prayed that Rena would agree to the deal that he would offer her tomorrow morning, but for now he would have to seduce her and play out as many fantasies as possible. He had to show her a night of such bliss that she would realize she couldn’t live without him. He needed to convince her that he was the only man who could provide the things she needed. He licked his lips and smiled at her. He could see her nipples clearly pressing against the thin fabric of her shirt. Without a thought he reached for the dagger at his side, withdrawing it from the scabbard. Rena tensed as he grabbed the hem of her shirt, pierced it with the sharp tip of the weapon, and then proceeded to rip the shirt in two with an upward thrust.
The sides of her now-torn shirt hung limply open. He could see she wasn’t wearing a bra as the curves of her breasts were exposed to his gaze. He swallowed, trying to hold back the need to destroy the rest of her clothing.
“My shirt!” she shrieked before pulling both sides of the material together. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” she demanded, fire burning in her eyes.
A predatory smile curved his lips. “I’m relieving you of your clothing. Now take off the pants too.” When she paused, he added, “Do you want that little disc or not?”
Rena unfastened her pants slowly, pulling down the zipper. “You're a real piece of work, you asshole. Sexual blackmail, and your version of bodice ripping? Do all your lovers enjoy your general bastardry or just you?”
She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and pushed down, bending over to give him a lovely view of her cleavage. She paused to kick off her flats and then pulled off her pants completely.
He ignored her anger and focused on the rest of her clothing. “Take off your underwear and your shirt.”
Drogan rubbed his cock through his pants, savoring the feel of the soft, warm leather stroking his hot length. She shrugged out of her tattered shirt and then pushed down her panties, teasing him more as she did so. When she straightened, she stared at him with defiance and anger in her eyes.
“Fuck,” he murmured. He could feel himself losing control. He wanted to say just screw it, rip open his pants, and take her against the nearest wall.
He shrugged out of his jacket and pulled his shirt up and over his head. “I can’t wait to be inside of you.”
He unbuckled his belt and placed the thin strip of leather and its dangling weapons gently on a nearby table. His eyes roamed over her naked form. Her milk-chocolate skin gleamed in the candlelight. Her dark-chocolate nipples were already hardened, waiting for his mouth. The slight swell of her stomach begged for his kisses. Her bare mounds were revealed to his gaze. He couldn’t wait to spread her legs wide and taste her, eat her until she screamed for him.
“You look beautiful, love, as I always knew you would, even before I saw the disc.” He watched her face. Emotions flitted across her features too quickly for him to take account of them all. Drogan took in a shaky breath as the scent of her arousal mixed with the jasmine floating in the air. He wanted her so badly, but he had to keep control of himself. He licked his lips again and smiled at her.
“Kneel,” he ordered.
Rena went down to her knees slowly, face tilted up to him, watching him warily. There were still traces of anger on her face. Drogan undid his pants, leaned down and took off his boots, then shoved his leather pants down. Taking hold of his shaft, he started to stroke himself slowly, savoring the image before him.
“I’ve wanted you from the moment I hired you for the job as my assistant, and now I have you. Not only will I get to carry out your fantasies but mine as well.”
He let go of his cock and walked over to the wall. After selecting a black silken scarf, Drogan returned and crouched down behind her. He draped the soft cloth over her shoulder, then pulled it up slowly, letting it slide against her nipple.
“Close your eyes,” he whispered, ignoring the throb of his balls.
He watched as she complied with his orders. He carefully placed the blindfold over her eyes and tied it tight.
“I’m going to place you on the bed. You will stretch your arms out over your head. You will also address me as ‘Captain, sir,’ unless told otherwise. Understand?”
“Yes, Captain, sir,” she gritted out through clenched teeth.
He rolled his eyes upward, loving the sound of his rank on her lips, her voice husky with arousal and anger. His cock throbbed with the need to slip into her wet pussy and fuck her, brand her, forget about playing games. But he couldn’t do that, not yet. He had to get her so worked up, so out of her mind, she would forget why she was here and care only about the pleasure he, and only he, could give her.
Drogan picked her up with ease. Holding her in his arms, he carried her to the bed. He climbed onto the mattress and made his way to the center, holding her. He laid her down and waited for her to follow his orders. He took one outstretched arm and slipped her hand through the loop of a silken rope attached to the bed. He climbed over her body and did the same thing to her other arm.
“Try to pull out.” He watched her tug, but she couldn’t get free. “Good.”
He moved off of the bed and walked along the wall of toys until he found what he wanted. Drogan chose a wireless silver bullet, a vibrating butt plug, and unflavored lube. He got back on the bed, spread Rena’s legs wide, and teased her slick folds with the smooth bullet. Then he slipped it inside.
“I want you to remain still. Do not move. Do you understand?” he asked.
“Yes, Captain, sir.” Her voice was soft and husky but not as rough with anger as before. Her body had also relaxed into the bed, which he took as a good sign that she was giving into her desire.
“I love when you say that,” he murmured, and placed a soft kiss on her mons. He parted her folds carefully, treating her sex with the reverence afforded to a rare flower. Drogan turned on the bullet and ran it around her clit and up and down the folds of her thickened labia before slipping it into her slick passage. She was already hot, wet, and ready for him.
“Your pussy smells delicious. I can’t wait to taste it. Tell me, my sweet captive, have you ever been fucked up the ass?” He already knew the answer but wanted to hear it from her.
“Yes, Captain, sir.” This time her voice quivered in response, no anger to be found.
“Did you ever fantasize about me fucking you up the ass, my beautiful one?” He had to know the answer.
“Yes, Captain, sir.” Rena’s voice shook as if she was trying not to let him hear how aroused she truly was.
“And I will. Tonight, I will fuck your pussy, your ass, and that beautiful mouth of yours. Would you like that, sweetling?” His control eroded a bit more.
“Yes, Captain, sir,” she whispered.
“Raise your hips,” Drogan ordered.
She did as he asked, planting her feet to push up. He coated his fingers with lube and rimmed her dark passage first before inserting one finger, pushing past the first ring of her anus. To her credit, she said nothing and held herself still, without even a tremble or a shiver. He inserted a second finger into her tight passage, both fingers knuckle-deep. He started to finger-fuck her slowly. When Drogan looked up her body, he could see she was biting down on her bottom lip, trying not to say a word.
He pulled out his fingers, coated them again, and thrust them into her ass. Her body was shaking from the effort to hold still.
“Bad sweetling. You moved. You shall be punished for that.” Just the thought of spanking her had him almost coming.
He slid off the bed, cleaned his fingers with a wet-wipe, and then took a flogger with suede lashes from the rack. He snapped it and watched her tense.
Parting her folds, he rubbed the suede ends of the flogger against her aching nub before smacking it hard with the flogger. Rena cried out as she went up on her toes, hips arched in the air.
“I told you not to move,” he growled. He slapped her clit with the handle of the flogger again.
She cried out. “Please, Captain, sir, I can’t take it. I want to come, sir, please.”
“You will not come, my sweetling. Do you understand? Not until I tell you to.” He slapped her again, and to her credit she didn’t move, although her hips were still arched.
“Plant your feet on the mattress,” he growled.
She did as she was told, slowly lowering her feet back to the bed.
“Good, sweetling. Very good. Now, again, do not come until I tell you to, otherwise I will have to repeat that.” He put down the flogger and picked up the butt plug. He looked down at the slick lips of her labia where cream dripped down from her passage, seeping around the bullet. He dipped a finger into her juices and brought it to his lips. His tongue flicked out for a taste. Her tangy, salty essence made him groan. He wanted to gorge himself on her cream but shook his head. For now he had other plans.
Grabbing the lube, he coated the plug and parted her ass cheeks, carefully sliding the toy into place. He picked up the remote control and turned it on. The soft buzzing of the toy filled the air. Rena gasped but did not move.
“You are stuffed, aren’t you? Your ass and pussy are full and you want your mouth full too, don’t you? You want every hole in your body full. Do you want my cock in your mouth? Do you want me to fuck your mouth, my sweetling?” Drogan needed to hear her say it. He watched her swallow, he knew from the disc that she had enjoyed being taken by three men, ass, pussy, and mouth filled with cock. Drogan had hated that he hadn’t been there to join in, but then again he wouldn’t have shared her with anyone else.
“Well, my beautiful one, do you want me to fuck that gorgeous mouth of yours?” he asked, proud that his voice was intelligible.
“You haven’t even kissed me yet, Captain, sir,” she replied, her voice breathy with anticipation. There was that fire he loved. There was no more anger now.
He threw back his head and laughed. “I shall kiss you and then fuck your mouth, yes?”
 



Chapter Nine
 
 
Rena tried to fight her body and concentrate on his words. The bullet vibrated between her legs, the butt plug filled her ass, her clit throbbed from the spanking it had received, and now he wanted to fuck her mouth. She was trying so hard not to lose her mind. The pleasure was overwhelming. She’d wanted to come so badly when he’d shredded her shirt and made her strip. As angry as she had been, Rena admitted to herself that she had been turned on by the danger in his actions. When she’d looked into those blue eyes of his, she’d known right then and there she wasn’t going anywhere.
And now he wanted to fuck her mouth. Every orifice in her body would be stuffed. She was eager to taste him, but Rena wanted him to kiss her before he did it. She wanted a gesture of intimacy from him. It seemed ridiculous in her current situation, but she wanted it nonetheless. Once she left his rooms in the morning, disc in hand, he would forget about her, and this night was all she would have to remember of him. She wanted a kiss to be part of it. It was the only good thing she wanted to remember of him. To be able to push away the betrayal and pain and focus on something special.
“Please, Captain, sir, please. Kiss me and then fuck my mouth,” she requested.
He said nothing and she felt like crying. Her career with the Hades’ Helmet was over. She was humiliated and at the mercy of the last man she had wanted to discover her secrets, and he wouldn’t even give her a kiss. She would be some nameless fuck, a notch on his bedpost. She was glad that he wouldn’t be able to see the tears. Then she felt him over her. His heat nearly scorching her body, she could feel his shaft against her stomach, the tip wetting her skin.
“Oh, my sweetling, I will do so much more than kiss you, but as you request it, so shall it be,” he murmured, his breath caressing her lips. First it was one brush of his mouth and then two. Her mouth fell open and his lips crushed hers in a hungry fury of sucking, biting, and licking. His tongue thrust into her mouth at the same time she felt his cock thrust forward, smearing a streak on her stomach with his precum.
With each thrust of his hips, his tongue mimicked the action, fucking her mouth. His hips picked up speed, his body lowering closer to her to increase the pressure. With each brush of his chest against her aching nipples, bolts of electricity shot through her. He pulled back his head, his hips continuing to thrust a few more times before he stilled.
“Shit,” he swore. “Darling, I need to be in your mouth. I can’t last long. I need to fuck that beautiful mouth of yours.”
“Yes, my Captain, sir,” she whispered.
For a second, she felt the heat of his body leave her and then felt something against her clit vibrating as the bullet between her legs increased in speed. She felt him over her again.
“Damn, you are beautiful!” He murmured, awe edged with desire filled his voice.
She wanted to cry at his words. Maybe he really did want to be with her. She gave herself a mental shake. No. This would only be for tonight and then he would be gone.
“Yes, Captain, sir,” she whispered, afraid her voice would betray her. She was in love with him, always had been. She felt the brush of something hot, soft, and wet against her mouth. Her tongue darted out for a taste. His salty essence burst over her taste buds as his musky, masculine scent rushed up her nostrils.
She breathed deeply and opened her mouth wide. He entered her mouth slowly, her lips brushing the velvety skin of his thick rod, savoring the softness. He stretched her lips as he slowly fed her inch by inch until he hit the back of her throat. Her tongue came up to explore his heat and softness. She loved having him in her mouth, loved the feel, weight, and texture of him.
“So wet. So hot. Good Lord,” he groaned as he pulled back slowly. Her tongue licked his essence from the slit, lapping, circling the bulbous head slowly, and she relished his taste. He withdrew from her mouth completely before getting into position to do sixty-nine. She had never done something like this before. Panic started to drive away arousal.
“Relax, sweetling. Relax,” he urged.
His breath brushed against her clit, causing her to shiver. His tongue flicked the engorged bud gently and she cried out.
“Take as much of me as you can in your mouth. It’s just like a blowjob,” he assured her.
She felt his cock at her mouth. As she parted her lips and opened wide, he slowly fed her his shaft again, until he hit the back of her throat. He thrust in and out of her mouth until she got used to the feel of things. At this angle it was easier for her to deep throat him. As his hips pumped into her mouth slowly, he licked and flicked her clit with his tongue, taking the aching bud into his mouth, sucking it hard.
She explored the length of his cock, traced the veins that ran along the side of his shaft with her tongue, swirled and lapped up his cum, and savored the slide of his flesh between her lips. She wished her hands were free to take hold of his cock and roll his balls. She hollowed out her cheeks, increasing the pressure of her mouth.
Drogan growled, the vibration bringing her closer to the edge. He continued to suck her clit but removed the bullet. Suddenly the plug in her ass started to vibrate. Rena cried out around his cock when he shoved his fingers into her sopping center, her vaginal walls clamping down on the digits. He began to suck hard, nipping her clit while he finger-fucked her pussy, his hips thrusting in and out of her mouth faster and faster.
“Come now, sweetling,” he ordered gruffly. He bit her clit and she screamed as her orgasm burst over her. Her legs shook and her pussy twitched as he continued to fuck her through it all, tongue laving her clit as his hips pistoned. He thrust once, twice, three times before she felt his cock twitch in her mouth. He withdrew until only the head of him was in her mouth, and came, spurting into her wet cavern.
She swallowed every drop and lapped up every last trace of his seed from the tip of his cock. Drogan finally stopped flicking her clit with his tongue. The head of his cock disappeared from her lips and the vibrations of the anal plug stopped. She could hear him breathing hard, close by her.
“Captain?” she asked.
 



Chapter Ten
 
 
Drogan tried to catch his breath. His gaze roamed over her body. She was covered in sweat. The smell of sex permeated the air. Fucking her mouth had been wonderful, but he wasn’t done. He removed the toys and found a box of wet-wipes, which he used to carefully clean her body.
“Captain, sir?” A note of worry in her voice tugged at his heart.
“It’s all right, my sweetling. I’m giving you a chance to rest before I fuck you again.”
“Oh,” she said simply, betraying no emotion whatsoever.
He tried to push away worry and focus on caring for her. “Hungry, my beautiful?”
Her stomach growled, answering for her.
He smiled. “I’ll take that as a yes.”
Drogan walked over to the phone and placed an order for simple food that could be eaten by hand. After that, he loosened her bonds and slipped off the blindfold. He massaged her wrists and ankles as he watched her open her eyes and blink once, twice, three times, before looking around the room until her gaze settled on him.
He smiled. Unable to resist touching her, he covered her body with his and took her lips in a soft yet passionate kiss. A soft buzzer sounded throughout the room. He pulled back gently, brushed the hair away from her face, and started to crawl off the bed. As he slid off the mattress, he looked back at her.
“Cover up, darling. I don’t want anyone else to see that beautiful body but me.” Drogan didn't want to get into a fight with anyone for looking at his woman.
Rena smiled shyly at him and scrambled under the covers. He didn’t care if they saw him naked. He had used this room often enough that each member of the staff at one time or another had seen his body, but he was strangely possessive of Rena.
The waiters placed trays laden with assorted food onto the tables, bowed and left. Drogan picked up a tray of fresh fruits and cream from Hector Omega 7. Carrying it to the bed, he crawled across the silken expanse, careful not to drop anything. He proceeded to feed her lush, juicy fruit covered in cream between kisses. He covered her nipples in cream before lapping, sucking, and nibbling the lush foam from her sensitive tips. She moaned and writhed under his attention. He dribbled more cream down the center of her abdomen, covering her navel in froth. He lapped it up slowly before dribbling some over the lips of her sex. He licked his way up one side and down the other.
She giggled, a musical sound that tugged at his heart. She said, “Captain, you’re staining the silk.”
“Drogan, sweetling. Call me Drogan. I’m not dominating you at the moment.” He wanted to hear his name on her tongue, both in passion and when they weren't on the job.
“Drogan,” she tested slowly, causing his cock to twitch and stir into a hardened state. He loved the sound of his name on her lips. Putting the cream back on the platter, he replaced the tray on the table and returned to the bed, lying down next to her.
He couldn't wait any longer. “Looks like it’s time for another round, my darling. I want to watch you fuck me. Ride me, sweetling. Come on my cock.”
She climbed on top of him, threw her leg over his hips, and placed her hands on his chest. He watched her balance with one hand and wrap her other small hand around his cock. Her fingertips just barely touched. She stroked him slowly. They both watched as he grew in size. She looked up at him, a question in her eyes.
“Captain, shouldn’t we use protection?” A serious look was on her face.
“Rena, love. I’m clean and I know you are, as those were sex droids in that disc with you. Besides I've had my STD shots.” He managed to get the words out through gritted teeth. Pleasure threatened to overwhelm him as another orgasm built up again.
“But what about pregnancy?” she asked, that serious look still on her face.
His breath caught in his throat as he thought of her round with his child, furthering his arousal. If he said out loud what he thought, she wouldn’t believe him. For now, they would use protection.
“In the drawer of the nightstand, over there.” He pointed. Drogan didn't want to pause and give himself a shot to allow him to shoot blanks; the pain would only take away from his arousal. Old-fashioned condoms it had to be.
She crawled off of him and found the box. Rena extracted one silver packet and then scrambled back to him. She ripped open the silver aluminum envelope, rolled on the prophylactic, and then maneuvered herself over him. His cock in one hand, she lowered herself down until the tip of him was at her entrance. He could feel her heat and had to grit his teeth to keep himself from surging his hips upward. Slowly she sank down, acclimating to his girth. It seemed like forever before he was finally inside of her, balls-deep. They both moaned. She placed her hand on his chest, then she rose up and down. He reached up to grip her hips as she rode him.
Her inner muscles clenched around him with each downward stroke, causing him to moan at the tight feel of her walls clutching him like a fist. He placed a palm on her stomach, slipping his thumb between her slick folds to massage her clit. She moaned and picked up the pace, riding him faster and harder.
She brought up one hand to tug and roll a nipple. She threw back her head, her dark brown hair falling down her back like a waterfall. She was his erotic goddess and he knew he wouldn’t let her get away from him. Even if he had to kidnap her, she would be his.
“That’s it, sweetling. Ride me. Fuck me. Ride me harder. I want to watch you come.” Drogan fought the tidal wave of fire and the pressure that was building inside of him. Not until she'd met her own orgasm would he let go. Her pleasure was more important.
She did as he urged, her body bouncing up and down, faster and faster. He wanted to see her pushed over the edge. He pressed down on her clit and watched her break apart. Her vaginal walls quivered around his cock, and the muscles in her legs trembled as she cried out, “Drogan!”
“That's right. You're mine, all mine. Remember my name. I'm your man,” he growled out.
Hearing his name on her lips sent him over the edge. That was all that it took for him to lose control. Gripping her hips, he rolled them until she was under him. He began to fuck her harder. With each stroke, he branded her as his. Like a mad man he pounded her, trying to erase all others and burn their lovemaking into her mind. No one else would claim her. She wouldn't need another lover. Rena was his, all his.
“You’re mine, sweetling. I’m not letting you go, ever. I’m going to be the only man to fuck you, the only man to make you come over and over again until you can’t walk away. Mine…mine…mine.” He punctuated each “mine” with a thrust of his hips.
He came with a roar. Her name left his lips as he spurted deep inside of her. Panting, he bent his head down to claim her lips in a bruising kiss. Drogan rolled off of her and pulled her close, refusing to let go of her.
Rena was his no matter what, and she would always be his. Kissing the top of her head he closed his eyes as the pounding of his heart lulled him to sleep. He just wished he could have come inside of her with no barriers between them.
 



Chapter Eleven
 
 
Rena awoke with a start. She felt Drogan’s hot body pressed against hers. She tried to wiggle free but couldn’t. His fingers dug into her hip, letting her know he was awake and he wasn't going to let her leave. More humiliation. Her hurt and anger flared back to life. Not even what he'd said in passion could discount what he'd done to get her into his bed.
“Morning, sweetling.” She felt him kiss the back of her head, and panic rushed through her. It was morning, which meant he would be going, leaving her all alone on a spaceport she barely knew. Rena tried to wriggle away from him but to no avail.
“Captain, please let me go,” she whispered. Tears burned her eyes. Rena didn't want him to see her cry over him.
“Am I hurting you?” he asked, voice rough with sleep and arousal.
Yes, she wanted to say but shook her head. She was unable to hold back the turmoil in her heart. How could she walk away from him now that he knew her body and she knew his? How could she walk away knowing that they shared this love of bondage, domination, and submission? She didn't know. She only knew she had to leave.
“Well then, I’m holding onto you.” He snuggled against her, pressing his hardened cock against the crack of her ass.
“Why?” The word came out around a sob. Tears slipped down her cheeks, unchecked.
“Because you’re mine now.” He kissed her again.
She stilled. “What does that mean?”
Rena couldn't fathom the meaning behind those words. She dared not hope that he intended to carry this affair on, back aboard the ship. She couldn’t just go back to her job after this.
“It means, my sweetling, that I am going to board the transport ship to the Hades’ Helmet and you’re coming with me. You're going to be my assistant once more, and you'll be my lover as well.” He pressed a kiss to her temple.
She dashed away the tears and said, “I can’t. I need to go. I need to find a job, look for a place to live. I can’t go with you. I can't work for you anymore.”
“You won’t need to find work, sweetling. You have a job waiting for you,” he said.
“Right. But I won’t be your assistant will I? I’ll just be your fuck buddy.”
“I told you, you will be my assistant, but now you'll also be my lover. Why are you being so stubborn about this?” he asked, confusion in his voice.
She tried to get out of his arms again. Rena couldn't take it. How could he be so obtuse? He'd put her on suspension and then blackmailed her into having sex with him. How could she work for him and sleep with him after that?
“Drogan, let me go.”
His arm slipped from around her waist and Rena scrambled to the other side of the bed. Turning toward him she pulled the blanket up to cover her nudity. Leaving would have been much better, but her shirt was torn and she wanted him to leave first so she could be alone with her anger, embarrassment, and pain.
“What is it, my beautiful? What did I say?” Genuine confusion marred his features.
She sighed and decided to try and explain it to him. “How can I work for someone who blackmailed me into sleeping with him? How can I trust you not to hold that disc over my head to get back into my bed? How can I respect you for suspending me when you've let others off with mere warnings for things far worse than what I did? I can’t do that. I wouldn’t be able to respect myself or you. I need a job, one where my position is secure and I will be treated with respect and dignity. I may have given my body to you, but you used me. You used my disc against me, my private fantasies. How can I trust you again?”
There. She had said it. Her gaze dropped from his. She had said her piece. Whether she had gotten through to him or not, she didn’t know. He groaned. At the sound, she looked back at him and he sat up, cock ready for another round. Rena moved her attention to his face and watched him run a hand through his messy braids.
“Give me a chance, sweetling. You can trust me, I swear.” He gave her an earnest look. His gaze was filled with sadness and a pleading that tugged at her heart.
“How?” she asked, not wanting to give into his puppy dog looks.
“You trusted me with your body. Please let me protect your heart. I can't be without you, sweetling. I need you.” Emotion filled his face. Every wrinkle, line, edge, and hollow of his features was filled with love and adoration.
It bowled her over to see such raw emotion on his normally closed-off face.
“I…I…” She didn't know how to respond to him without opening up her own bruised heart and soul, and telling him what she'd kept hidden all those years—that she loved him.
“Damn it, woman. What do you want from me? I'll give you anything you want to make you trust me again, to keep you with me.” Drogan leaned forward and grabbed her hands away from her chest. The sheet fell, exposing her breasts to the cool air of the room. Much to his credit, his gaze didn't leave her face.
“I don’t know.” She studied him from head to toe. Tension radiated off of him in waves. His body shook with restrained energy.
She couldn't make him want her beyond sex, and she sure as hell couldn't make him fall in love with her. He wanted his way, and she knew from experience that he always got what he wanted. Could she truly give him her body and keep her heart safe? Could she truly trust that if she went back to work for him, he wouldn't use the disc to get her back into bed?
“I won’t leave without you,” he said, his voice hard and unyielding. “I refuse to be without you.”
She sighed. He was a stubborn jackass of a man. “Well, we’re at an impasse, aren’t we? You can be stubborn all you want, but you've given me no reason to trust you.”
His face became hardened like granite. Determination filled the blue depths of his eyes. “Darling, please. Don’t make me use the disc.”
She narrowed her eyes at him. “If you do that, you’re not the man I…came to respect.” Her heart broke all over again. She yanked her hands from his hold. She couldn't trust him.
Drogan sighed heavily. “What can I do to make you stay? I want you with me.”
“As your assistant and fuck buddy?” she pressed, knowing the answer already.
“More than that.” He reached out to try and take her hands again, but she moved away, far enough that she almost fell off the edge of the bed.
“As what then?” she asked, feeling that she already knew the answer. He'd said lover before, but what did that word even mean to a man like him?
“You were more to me than an assistant when you were on the ship. You were my friend and confidante, and now you’re my lover. Doesn’t that mean anything? Come with me.” He held out his hand to her.
Her eyes blurred with tears, and as much as she wanted to say yes, she knew she wouldn’t be able to honestly accept his offer, not when he could use the disc against her like he'd tried to before.
“No, it’s not enough. I refuse to be looked at as just your casual fuck. I wouldn’t be able to stand it. I worked hard to earn my reputation. I wouldn’t sacrifice that for you or anyone else. The price is too damn high. This conversation is pointless. You've already proven I can't trust you or your discretion.”
It was painful to say those words. Her heart ached as they left her tongue, but she had to say them, had to show him that in her eyes, he wasn't worth her trust.
Drogan let out a groan, and then looked at her. Tears shone in his eyes, along with a raw emotion that Rena didn't recognize. It stole her breath away.
“You stubborn, beautiful, exasperating woman. Why do I love you?” he asked her. Drogan rolled onto all fours and crawled toward her, stopping only a foot away from her.
All she could do was stare at him. “You what?”
Drogan grinned. “I love you. Yes, I said it. I’ve always loved you. Why the bloody hell do you think I went to all the trouble of suspending you? I needed you to get your head together, needed you to figure out what you wanted. Desiring me was fucking with your ability to do your job. Did you want me or did you want your job? I had to know your priorities.”
“By suspending me you took that decision away from me!”
“Okay, it was for my benefit as well. I knew we needed to get all this lust out of our systems, and we couldn’t do that while you were my assistant. Neither one of us could have functioned like that for much longer, that's for damn sure.
Rena was boiling with fury. “You let the crew think—”
“Rena, everybody on the crew knows I love you.”
She stopped moving long enough to stare at him. “What?”
“Why else would I suspend my best assistant? Because she was distracted? No one believed that for a second. Nobody would have thought that was fair. We got drunk on the way back from the Green sector and I told them all I loved you.” He grinned at her. “Don’t worry. I didn’t breathe a word about the disc.”
“You let me think…You son of a bitch.” Her arms went flailing for him.
“I love you, my beautiful. I love you and I have no intention of letting you go. I'll kidnap you first.” He winked at her, and for a second the tattoo beneath his ear was visible. “Oh, and by the way, that disc on the table is blank. I destroyed the original. It pained me to do it, but I wasn't going to risk your reputation or anyone disrespecting you.”
“Tough. I can't go back to that job. Not after what you've done. You may have fooled me, you may have made me jump through hoops for sex, but you’re not going to make me come back and work for you.”
“Stubborn woman. Fine. The General of the spaceport has a job opening, but it will require you to travel with me anyway.” A mischievous spark lit his eyes.
She stared at him. “What?”
“Dr. Cassandra Germaine is coming aboard the Hades’ Helmet. We are to escort her to the Ward Planets for her research there. She needs an assistant to help her put together data and such.” His gaze never left her face.
Damn him. He knew her too well. “And you can get me this job?”
“No,” he said. “I can give you a glowing reference, but you’ll have to prove to the general and the doctor that you can do the work.”
She shook her head in exasperation. Had he planned this too? A way for her to be with him but outside of his chain of command? A way for her to stay on the Hades’ Helmet on her own terms?
“Now, my darling one, tell me you love me,” he demanded, the serious look back on his face.
“How do you know I love you?” She didn't want to just give him the words. Rena wanted to make him work for them a bit.
“Because I just do. I know you, my darling. I knew you'd come for the disc after stewing for so long, and I knew you'd be angry with me. Now say it or I’ll spank this luscious ass of yours and then fuck you again.” To prove his point, he gave her left butt cheek a sound smack that spread heat through her pussy.
“Such a threat,” she said, laughing. “But just because you say you love me…”
He rolled them over and let go of her hands. Brushing her hair back he looked down at her, tenderness in his eyes.
“I do love you, you know. I can’t let you go. I hate to beg, but I need to know that you love me too. Please tell me, sweetling. I will earn your trust back, but can I have your love?” His eyes were pleading.
She smiled at him and reached up to tuck a few braids behind his ears.
“I love you, Drogan, Captain, sir,” she said, giggling. “And yes, I'll let you earn my trust back.”
He let out a whoop of joy before he grew serious once more. “You ruined it. I have to punish you now.”
He rolled them over, until she was on top of him. He slid his hand down to her hip, took hold, and pulled her up. He let go and smacked her ass once, hard.
“Naughty vixen, you deserved that,” he teased.
She laughed and he rolled them over again until he was on top. He brought his lips down for a bruising kiss.
“Now say it right,” he ordered gruffly.
She stopped giggling and looked at him, allowing him to see into her heart and soul what she'd hidden from him all these years. “I love you, Captain Drogan Carter. I love you.”
“I’ll never get tired of hearing that.” He sighed. “Now we must get cleaned up. You have a job interview, and I have our room on the ship to inspect…”
She held up a hand, stopping him. “Whoa, our room?”
He just smiled at her.
Rena shook her head. “You sneaky bastard.”
He slid out of bed and rushed toward a door. Rena scrambled after him, catching up to him in a large bathroom.
“Come on, my beautiful. Let’s get cleaned up. You can punish me later.” He gave her a lascivious grin before he dragged her into the shower.
“Yes, Captain, sir,” she answered, feeling better by the moment.
 
* * *
 
 
After showering, Drogan got Rena a new shirt and underwear. He then arranged a meeting for her with Dr. Germaine and the general of the spaceport. The meeting took over an hour. Drogan waited in the hallway for her to bring him news of whether or not she had got the job. It had been easy to convince the General to place her as Dr. Germaine’s assistant, but that didn't mean the good doctor wanted her in that position. Drogan paced outside the office, his mind turning over all the possible scenarios. He had planned for almost everything, but if she didn’t get the job…
When she finally came out, beaming, he knew she’d been successful. Pride swelled in his chest. He didn’t know why he’d been worried. Rena could do anything she set her mind to. Wrapping his arms around her, he lifted her up, holding her tight.
That night he escorted her back to the ship, bypassing the celebrations of her return to show her his newly modified quarters. He had taken over the room next door and had racks and shelves installed. On one rack was an assortment of floggers and paddles. On another shelf were various sex toys. He was determined to make up for lost time.
 
* * *
 
 
Rena stared at the walls in wonder, moisture soaking her panties as her pussy lips began to tingle. Her clit throbbed, aching to be touched. Her nipples became stiff peaks begging for his mouth on them.
Drogan wrapped his arms around her waist, grinding his erection against her ass. He traced the shell of her ear with his tongue. “Shall we test things out now, my love?” he whispered.
He left her for a moment. The lights dimmed as a bed rose from the floor. He returned to her and placed his hands on her hips, pulling her ass flush against his groin.
“I have yet to play out every scenario on that disc. I want to try fantasy number six, where you’re bound to the wall and your legs are wrapped around my waist while I fuck you,” he murmured, voice rough and husky.
His lips caressed the side of her neck. His hands came up to hold her breasts, squeezing the globes gently before seeking her nipples and tugging the hardened nubs. She took a step away from him, undressed quickly, walked to the bed, and climbed on. She looked over her shoulder at him.
“Actually, I was just hoping you’d take me from behind. We can do anything else you want later.” Rena didn't want to deny herself now that she had him. Over time she knew the breach of trust between them would be bridged. It helped that he'd understood her need for a new job and had destroyed the disc. Those were good starts.
He practically ripped his clothes off in haste. Drogan grabbed a silver packet off a nearby shelf and ripped it open. He sheathed his cock and climbed up on the mattress, then took hold of her hips and positioned himself at her entrance.
With one thrust he was inside her. He let out a groan, pulling back out and entering her slowly once again. She clenched her walls around him, trying to draw him deeper into herself. He reached up and took hold of her hair and pulled her head back. Drogan withdrew with care, allowing her to feel every inch of his cock as it rubbed against her sensitive vaginal walls. He slammed back into her tight sheath, harder this time. She met his thrusts with her own. He let go of her hair, slid his fingertips along her spine and over her ass before passing his hand around to her stomach. Drogan moved his palm down to her mound. He slipped his fingers between the thickened lips of her pussy and zeroed in on her clit.
He circled the engorged bud softly, tapped it lightly.
Rena cried out. “I’m so close.”
Her vaginal walls fluttered and clamped down around him. He pressed down on the nub and she cried out his name. He continued to fuck her until he found his release, crying out her name as he came.
When they were done, he leaned over her body and placed kisses along her shoulders and up to the nape of her neck.
“I love you,” he whispered against her ear.
“I love you too,” she murmured back.
He pulled out of her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and took her down with him as he fell to the bed. She curved her body against his and sighed. He kissed her head and held her close.
There was nothing more she could ask for. She was back on the ship, Drogan loved her and shared in her sexual desires, and she had a new job, a new future.
Losing that disc had been worth it.
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Dragons at Midnight
Dragon New Year Book One
 
 
One dragon is hot enough, but three can make this tiger shifter burn in the most delightful ways.
Tiger shifter Louisa thought she'd ring in the New Year all alone. Little did she know that three younger dragon shifters plan on making sure she celebrates things right. Add a little steam, a few dragon shifters with dirty minds, and some creative use of furniture and New Year's Eve becomes the perfect scorching-hot party for four.
 
Buy Dragons at Midnight here
http://www.amazon.com/Dragons-at-Midnight-ebook/dp/B006M47PV0/
 



 
 

Dragon Ugly
Dragon New Year Book Two
 
Can a dragon shifter give more than just hot sex? 
After Brent’s New Year’s fling with his friends Fletcher and Tor—and Tor’s mate Louisa—Brent is determined to find his own mate. His dragon wants him to find their mate, too, and if Brent doesn’t find a way to locate her soon, his dragon will take matters into his own talons. And that could spell trouble.
Wolf shifter Carissa has no desire to live up to her wild musician mother and artistic father’s vision of free love and sex parties. She’s buried her sexual desires and focused on building up her aromatherapy store, Scentify, no distractions allowed. Until she meets Brent. The sexy dragon shifter makes her burn with suppressed need. The only problem? His dragon wants Carissa, too. And pursuing the dominant dragon would be playing with fire. 
Giving in to his dragon saps Brent of his focus and energy. Things are turning ugly—dragon ugly. How can he bond with his mate when his dragon only wants sex?
 
Buy Dragon Ugly here
http://www.amazon.com/Dragon-Ugly-New-Year-ebook/dp/B00D8DE0AM/
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Can a mere woman heal a fallen angel's wounds?
Author Tristina Deveroux has been dreaming of a man—a tall, dark, sexy man whose nightly visits bring her to a fever pitch. But come morning, she always awakens agitated and unsatisfied—and alone. When her agent suggests a writer's getaway in Scotland, Tristina can’t resist the chance to gain a little distance, hoping a change of scene will help her escape the dreams and get her mind back into her latest book. 
But when she receives a passionate letter from a mysterious Scot, she can't resist the urge to meet him. Can love triumph and heal them both from past hurts? Or will the clash of fantasy and reality bring the past back to haunt them?
 
Buy Roman: Fallen Lovers here
http://www.amazon.com/Roman-Fallen-Lovers-ebook/dp/B004GHN5NW/
 



 
 

Renny’s Mate
 
 
 
One Island. One Werewolf. One week of wicked sex in the sun...
When Larissa's given a week at her boss's private island, she jumps at the chance for some sun, sand, and complete relaxation.
Avoiding his family's annual get together, Renny hops a plane for his brother's private island. But once the werewolf in hiding spots Larissa coming out of the surf--wet, nude, and irresistible--hiding is the last thing on his mind. And the last thing he expected was to find his mate. But how can a woman like her trust the black sheep of the family who's never committed to anything in his life?
 
Buy Renny’s Mate here
http://www.amazon.com/Rennys-Mate-Beach-Bums-ebook/dp/B0074B6IM2/
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Halloween Heat II
An Anthology of Erotic Paranormal Ménage
 
 
Three stories of blazing paranormal ménage. Hot dragons, sexy wolf shifters, and scorching threesomes to make an unforgettable Halloween night.
 
 
"Master Me" by Rachel Firasek
"Dragons at Samhain" by Selena Illyria
"Witchvine Seduction" by Dawn Montgomery
 
Buy Halloween Heat II here
http://www.amazon.com/Halloween-Heat-II-ebook/dp/B009MRN9SW/
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Symphony of Light and Winter
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Symphony of Light Book One
 
One woman. Seven men. All bound by one man’s undying devotion.
Fundraiser Linden Hill has a knack for reading people. She always knows which conversations will put a prospect at ease, which drink will loosen a patron’s lips—or his wallet, and how cleavage will make a donor sweeten the deal. She’s even foreseen her dateless weekends four hundred and sixty-four times in a row.
But ten years after watching life drain from her former mentor’s and first love’s eyes, her skills for divining the predictable are lost. When Cyril returns, he’s still gorgeous, but this time he’s beyond human, far less dead, and pissed. His lack of memory drives him to desperate acts, and his turbulent re-acquaintance with Linden pulls her into his war with a creature hell-bent on his destruction. His group of six supernatural men share a tantalizing secret, but despite the hunger, it’s love that leads her to sacrifice everything to save him…
 
Buy Symphony of Light and Winter here
http://www.amazon.com/Symphony-Light-Winter-ebook/dp/B00DI9DMN2/
 



 
 

Secret Studies
C.P. Foster
 
Arcaneology Book Two
 
If she could only stop running, she could start living…
With a million-dollar bounty on her head, Angie Clark has been hiding under the noses of her enemies for nearly a decade. But trying to prevent a war between humans and vampires has landed her in trouble—again. A vampire monarch bent on revenge has taken out a new contract on her, and Angie knows that if she’s caught, her enemies will torture her until she begs for death. Mired in violence and death, keeping her secrets becomes more important than ever. And as her life unravels bit by bit, she fears she’ll have to leave behind everyone and everything that matters to her and run. 
But when Steffen Scott puts his life on the line in order to protect her, she can no longer deny her feelings for him. As the threat of war looms over humanity once again, it could mean the annihilation of both species, and Angie must decide whether to keep running or to turn and fight. And maybe find out what she and Steffen could become.
 
Buy Secret Studies here
http://www.amazon.com/Secret-Studies-Arcaneology-ebook/dp/B00EPOJAWQ/
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Loribelle Hunt
 
 
Pride Law Book Three
 
Switching loyalties isn’t nearly as hard as losing her heart.
Morgan is one of the last remaining members of a once-proud lion pride. Orphaned at a young age, she and her brother, the pride’s rightful king, have fought long and hard to keep what’s theirs. But with their territory slipping away and an enemy at the gates, they’re forced to seek sanctuary—and an alliance—with the Savannah, Georgia pride. The last pride Morgan wants to deal with. Long ago, she’d shunned the king and his second—Isaac and Davis—and fled their pack after realizing they were her mates.
Isaac and Davis have spent ten years looking for the mate who’d left them, never imaging she was the daughter of another pride’s king. When fate drops her on their doorstep seeking help, they have no intention of letting her go again. But she’s fearful and suspicious, and she doesn’t seem to want to offer them her loyalty. Will helping her ravaged pride help them earn her trust—and her heart?
 
Buy The Alliance here
http://www.amazon.com/The-Alliance-Pride-Law-ebook/dp/B00DDTRK12/
 



 
 
 

To Hiss or to Kiss
Katya Armock
 
 
Chloe can “talk” to animals…so why can she hear the thoughts of this hot, green-eyed man?
Abandoned by her mother and raised by a father who’d given up on life, Chloe doesn’t let anyone get close. Lucky for her, she can communicate with animals—telepathically. Her long hours at the animal shelter help her cope with the stress, and the animals are the only people she needs. But when a suspected dog-fighting ring comes to her attention, Chloe decides to do a little spying. And in her rush to win the dogs’ trust, she almost gets herself caught.
Until a sexy stranger intervenes, and she finds she can overhear his thoughts. She’s never been able to hear people, and this man’s about as sexy as she’s ever seen. It’s more than intellectual curiosity that drives her to discover his secret: he’s a jaguar shape-shifter, and the presence of this cat among the dogs might be a bit too much to handle. But the animal attraction is just too hot to resist, and the passion between them makes both the sparks—and the fur—fly…
 
Buy To Hiss or to Kiss here
http://www.amazon.com/To-Hiss-Kiss-ebook/dp/B00BMVRTP0/
 



 
 

Kissed by Moonlight
Erin Moore
 
 
When woman meets werewolf, the sex can drive them wild…
Morgane has problems with men. Being a werewolf, and wary of humans, it’s inevitable. But when she meets the intense and enigmatic Aelric, she falls hard. She’s never experienced feelings like this before: desperate for his touch, crazy for the feeling of his skin on hers, and ready to surrender to him heart and soul.
Aelric has never had a problem with women; he’s a master of seduction. So when his alpha orders him to seduce Morgane for information about her clan, he accepts. He’s entranced by her supple curves and soft lips, but for once, he wants more than just her body. He wants her for his mate. But he can’t reveal his true identity, or his intentions. For he’s part of a rival clan of werewolves intent on the domination of Morgane’s pack. And dark forces are gathering that might destroy their fiery relationship…
 
Buy Kissed by Moonlight here
http://www.amazon.com/Kissed-by-Moonlight-ebook/dp/B00BUCBM3Q/
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