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        A human girl, desperate for a job

        A warrior who demands her complete submission

        Can Sammi give herself over to Roark?

        And can Roark save her from a deadly fate?

        Read Submitting to the Shadow to find out…

      

      

      Samantha Grey is in deep trouble—someone is stalking her and he’s getting closer every day. Desperate to escape, she goes to the one place she knows she can’t be followed—the Kindred Mother Ship. But she needs a job to stay aboard and the only one available in her field is…strange to say the least. When Sammi interviews with her new boss, she can tell that Commander Roark is an Alpha male who will be a challenge to work with. But she has no idea that he will demand her complete submission…or that she will give it willingly.

      Commander Roark knows that he wants Sammi the moment he sees her. She’s an Elite—her lush curves call to his deepest desires. But a bad experience with a human woman in the past has made him wary of love. He and Sammi grow closer and closer but when she reveals an unthinkable truth, he sends her away, vowing to never love again.

      Heartbroken, Sammi flees back to Earth…and straight into danger. Can Roark rescue her from a deadly fate before time runs out? You’ll have to read Submitting to the Shadow to find out…
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      When I started this book, I thought it was just going to be a kinky little short story. But then the characters grew and demanded more and more and it became a whole book—go figure. I know this isn’t as long as some of my books, but once again, we are dealing with homeschooling at my house.

      When we first began in August, I thought I’d never get used to it again, after having the whole summer off to write as much as I wanted. However, we seem to have found a system that works now. I let my son—who is almost a teenager—sleep in an extra hour while I get up 2 hours earlier. That way I have some time to write in the morning while I’m still fresh and he gets more sleep, which he apparently needs at this age.

      I’m telling you this not because I think my readers are interested in my life—you’ll notice you don’t see me much on social media posting my breakfast or whatever book I’m reading because I dislike that kind of thing for the most part. I’m just saying that if you’re a mom and you’re homeschooling, this new method is working well for us.

      If you need time to yourself to work and be productive, think about letting the kids sleep in. (If they will—I know this won’t work for really young kids. Sorry.) But if it works for you, let me know on Facebook. It’s good to have some time to myself before I have to dive into 7th grade math and science, (which I have completely forgotten, so basically I’m taking 7th grade all over again myself, right along with my kid. Fun.)

      Anyway, that’s all for now except that I hope you enjoy Submitting to the Shadow. It’s kind of kinky but I think my readers can handle that. ; )

      Hugs and Happy Reading to you all!

      Evangeline Sept 2020

      

      PS—I forgot to say that Submitting to the Shadow was partially inspired by one of my favorite movies, Secretary, which came out in the early 2000s. It’s much better than the 50 Shades movies, IMHO. If you haven’t seen it, check it out. Just don’t watch it until after the kids are in bed. ; )
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      “Are you pregnant?”

      “Excuse me?” Samantha Grey leaned across the desk, thinking she must have misunderstood the question.

      “Are you pregnant or are you planning to become pregnant in the next solar year?”

      This was shaping up to be the strangest job interview Sammi had ever had.

      “That’s a pretty personal question, don’t you think?” she asked, frowning.

      “Spare me your human opinions and answer my query, please.”

      Commander Roark was cold—ice cold, Sammi thought, looking at the large Kindred sitting across from her.

      He was also on the cutting edge of fertility technology and she really needed this job.

      “No,” she said unwillingly. “I’m not, uh, pregnant.”

      “That’s not good enough,” Commander Roark said flatly.

      “What? But you said—”

      “If you take this job, I will need you to take precautions in order not to become pregnant,” he interrupted.

      “But that’s sexist!” Sammi protested. “You can’t just order someone not to get pregnant!”

      “This is my project and I can order anything I like.” His pale eyes—silvery-white and ringed in black, unlike any eyes Sammi had ever seen before—flashed as he spoke. “But I am not trying to be ‘sexist’—I simply need your full concentration and I need you to be fully available to me at any and all times that I need you. Which leads to my next question—are you mated or planning to become mated or joined in the next year?”

      “What—so now you want me to promise not to get married while I’m working for you either?” Sammi couldn’t believe his nerve.

      “It would be better if you didn’t.” Commander Roark was obviously unruffled by her indignation. “As I said, I need your complete attention. So if you’re ‘dating’ anyone, as you humans put it, you’ll need to put any joining plans on hold.” He leaned forward, arching one jet black eyebrow at her. “Are you dating anyone, Ms. Grey?”

      An image flashed through her mind. A note scrawled in a messy, unfamiliar hand, left on her kitchen counter. Hey, Beautiful, what time should I pick you up for our date tonight?

      She remembered the cold feeling of dread that crawled down her spine at the sight of that note, laying there where he must have known she would find it. Remembered thinking, Oh my God, he’s been in my house—in my house!

      “Ms. Grey?” Commander Roark’s voice cut through the creepy memory.

      “Oh, uh—no,” Sammi said quickly. “No, I’m not planning on getting married. In fact, I’m not even seeing anyone—I’m single right now.”

      The minute the words left her mouth, she wanted to smack herself on the head. Why had she put it like that? Like she was looking for a date instead of a job!

      But her answer seemed to please Commander Roark. He nodded and almost smiled—an expression that centered more in his pale eyes than his thin but sensual mouth.

      “That’s good—very good. I would prefer it if you remained ‘single’ as you put it, at least until this project is done.”

      “What project are we talking about?” Sammi asked, frowning. She’d heard rumors of course—word got around the fertility community—but she wanted to have them confirmed by Commander Roark himself.

      But he only shook his head.

      “All you need to know is that it’s going to revolutionize infertility treatments in the Kindred/human community. You’ll find out more if I decide to take you on.”

      Sammi frowned. “And that’s more likely to happen if I promise to stay single?”

      “Candidly, yes.” His voice was cool.

      “But…you can’t dictate my personal life!” Sammi protested.

      “I can and I will, while you’re working for me.” Those pale eyes flashed again. “I told you, Ms. Grey, I will need your full attention. There will be early mornings and late nights. The workload will be vast because there will be only the two of us.”

      “Why, though?” Sammi asked. “If I understand correctly, this is a very important project to the Kindred which means the funding should be, if not unlimited, then at least extremely generous. So why not hire more than just one assistant?”

      “Because one person is all I can trust!” Roark exclaimed.

      He stood up abruptly and started pacing as he ran a hand through his thick, black hair in a gesture of weary frustration.

      “I’d rather not even trust one, to be perfectly honest, Ms. Grey, but I need help. The project has grown beyond my ability as a single researcher to do it justice.”

      He leaned across the desk, staring at her intently.

      “I need an assistant—one who’s willing to be available to me and only me at any time of the day or night. One who can keep her mouth shut and keep focused with laser-like intensity on our ultimate goal—making certain any human female who wants to give birth to a Kindred child is able to have one.”

      “That is a very admirable goal,” Sammi admitted. She was a little taken aback by his fiery intensity. He’d seemed like a statue carved of ice through most of the interview and then he just erupted, like some kind of sexy, intense volcano…

      No, wait—why had she thought of him that way? He was going to be her boss—if he offered her this position, which didn’t seem likely now. She needed to keep a professional attitude.

      “I’m glad you applaud my goal,” Roark said dryly, sinking back down into his chair and steepling his long fingers beneath his chin. “So then, would you be willing to sign a contract stipulating that you will remain single and take steps not to get pregnant during your first year of working with me?”

      Sammi looked at him blankly.

      “So…you’re offering me the job?”

      “Of all my applicants, you have the best qualifications.” He was back to being icy cold again. “A Doctorate in Embryology from Stanford and you’re working on a second one in Developmental Biology, correct?”

      Sammi nodded.

      “Yes, that’s right. I’m at USF now—I moved back to Florida to be near my family.”

      “Very good.” He nodded. “So if you’re willing to sign the contract I mentioned, I’m willing to offer you the job.”

      Sammi knew perfectly well this wouldn’t have flown down on Earth. You couldn’t dictate to someone if they could get married or get pregnant just because you offered them a job! But apparently the same rules didn’t seem to apply here aboard the Kindred Mother Ship.

      The strange thing was, that the Kindred were said to be feminists. Women had more control of their own bodies and choices here—not less. It was a consequence of the fact that the Kindred race was 95% male, which meant they valued females highly. In fact, they even worshipped a female deity—the Mother of All Life.

      Given all this, she was extremely surprised to find herself in this position. Maybe Commander Roark hadn’t gotten the memo about the Kindred treating women with respect, she thought dryly.

      She wanted to get up and throw his sexist job offer in his face, and in any other situation, she would have done so. But the fact was, she needed this job—and not just for career advancement. She needed to get off of Earth and stay off for a while.

      She’d been staying with her best friend, Meg, and Meg’s Beast Kindred husband, Berik, for the past week but her visitor’s pass was up today. It was either take the job with Commander Roark or go back down to Tampa where she didn’t feel safe anymore.

      With a shiver, she remembered the pictures that had been popping up on her cellphone in the days before she’d come to visit Meg aboard the Mother Ship. Pictures of herself all around town—sitting in her car in the USF parking lot, shopping at Publix, buying a loaf of Cuban bread from a local bakery, La Segunda. And then, the picture that had finally driven her into calling Meg in tears—a picture of Sammi in the shower.

      That picture of herself, wet and naked and vulnerable, along with the note left on her kitchen counter, had sent her running scared. When she’d called her best friend, nearly hyperventilating with fear, Meg had been as upset as Sammi was.

      “Oh honey, he followed you all the way from California?” she’d asked as Sammi sobbed on the other end of the line.

      “I g-guess so. Meggie—what am I going to do?”

      “You’re going to come up here—right now,” Meg had said firmly. “I’ll ask Berik to apply for a visitor pass for you so you can stay for a little while and decide what to do next.”

      Sammi had agreed without hesitation. After all, whoever her anonymous stalker was, he might be able to follow her all the way across the country from California to Florida, but he couldn’t follow her to the Mother Ship where access was strictly limited.

      It was while she was staying with Meg and Berik that she found out about the job as an assistant to Commander Roark. Faced with the reality that she was about to be deported back down to Earth, she had jumped to apply.

      And now it had been offered to her—it should have been the answer to her fears, hopes, and prayers. It would have been, too, if the eccentric Kindred scientist hadn’t offered it to her under such strange circumstances.

      Still, beggars couldn’t be choosers and Sammi didn’t want to go back to Earth right now.

      So I guess I’m taking this job, she thought, staring at those strange, pale eyes. But I’m going to do the best I can to take it under my own terms.

      “All right,” she said, nodding at Roark, who had been waiting with more-than-human patience while she thought about his offer. “I’ll accept your offer and I’ll even sign a contract stating that I won’t start dating anyone or get pregnant…but for one year only.” She held up one finger to illustrate her point. “After that, I’m free to resume my social life. And let me warn you, Commander Roark—I come from a big Irish Catholic family on my mother’s side, which means I’m going to want to get married and have a lot of kids. I’ve always wanted that and since I’m thirty-eight this year, time is running out for me to have them.”

      “That’s your business,” Commander Roark said shortly. “I only need your commitment to exclusivity for a single solar year. By that time my prototype should be ready to mass produce and distribute to females who wish to be impregnated with Kindred fetuses.”

      “I’d like to ask ‘what prototype,’ but I’m sensing you won’t be willing to talk about your work until I sign the contract,” Sammi said dryly.

      “You’re correct about that. And, Ms. Grey—it’s going to be our work.” He gave her that intense look again—the one that made her stomach feel fluttery, though she tried to ignore it—and stood to offer his hand.

      Sammi stood as well and held out her own hand. Normally she would have said something along the lines of how she couldn’t wait to start working for him or how she was sure they were going to get along great, but she wasn’t sure of either of those things. So she simply said,

      “Thank you, Commander Roark. I, uh, I’m sure we’ll have an excellent working relationship.”

      “As long as you live up to your end of the contract, we certainly will,” he said gravely. “And I think we should dispense with formalities, as we’re going to be working so closely together. You may call me simply, Roark. May I call you Samantha?” he asked as he clasped her hand in his much larger one.

      “I…uh…” Suddenly all Sammi’s poise left her. The reason for that was the strange feeling that came over her the moment he touched her.

      A wave of tingling warmth swept up her arm and then covered her whole body. She felt for a moment as though she’d been standing on the beach and a huge, warm wave had drenched her.

      “I…I…that will be fine,” she managed at last, trying to regain her composure.

      “Very good.” He released her hand. “I’ll have the contracts drawn up and you can sign them tomorrow before we begin work.”

      “Oh, will…I mean, you want me to start tomorrow?” Sammi stammered. She wanted to ask Roark if he’d felt the same strange sensation when they had touched, but it was clear from his composure that he hadn’t.

      The strange warmth had faded from most of her body when he let her hand go, but it remained as an uncomfortable hot tingling sensation in her breasts and between her thighs. What in the world was going on—had she imagined it?

      Roark raised an eyebrow at her.

      “Do you have other plans?”

      “No, no!” Sammi assured him quickly. “I was just…surprised, that’s all. The hiring process tends to take a bit longer down on Earth.”

      “Well, you’re not on Earth now, Samantha,” he said firmly. “And we need to get to work immediately—we have a lot to get done if we’re going to be finished in a year, so you can immediately begin procreating.”

      “Immediately begin—oh.” Sammi understood that he was referring to her remark that she wanted a big family. “Of course.” She nodded. “I’m sure we can manage.”

      “I’ll see you tomorrow, then.” Roark was already turning back to his desktop monitor, clearly absorbed in his research. “Seven sharp. Don’t be late.”

      “No, I…I won’t be.” Sammi still felt rattled by the strange feelings that lingered after their handshake. “Goodbye…Roark,” she said, feeling odd about calling her new boss by his name with no titles in front of it.

      “Goodbye.” He wasn’t even looking at her anymore—his eyes were focused on the monitor in front of him. “You can show yourself out.”

      “Okay—thank you.” Sammi nodded and left his office, still feeling rather dazed. It was undoubtedly the strangest interview she’d ever had.

      She had no idea the job she’d just taken would be even stranger.
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      Roark focused fiercely on his monitor, though he saw nothing on it. He was fighting to hold on to his composure—fighting not to come around the desk and take his new assistant by the shoulders and…

      And what? Drag her in for a kiss? Embrace her? Hold her full, curvy body to his and crush her against him so he could breathe in her sweet, hypnotically feminine fragrance?

      He’d felt the Strike when he first touched her—the tingling warmth that engulfed his whole body when their skin made contact. It was a sign, some would say. A sign they ought to be together. And he’d been able to tell by her reaction—her wide eyes and quickened pulse—that she had felt it too.

      What’s wrong with you? Get hold of yourself! he commanded himself sternly. Forget about the Strike—you must have imagined it. And even if you didn’t, it doesn’t matter.

      At last Samantha Grey left, taking her sweet scent with her and he was able to breathe a sigh of relief.

      Why in the Seven Hells had he hired her?

      Roark got up and began to pace. She was going to be a complete distraction—he just knew it. He should have cut the interview short the moment he saw her luscious, full curves and long, reddish-gold hair…her pale, creamy skin with the Goddess kisses—what humans called freckles—sprinkled across her nose and cheeks…her big, green eyes that held so much intelligence and curiosity and fire…

      Those eyes had snapped in anger when he’d demanded that she not get pregnant—not even date or try to find a mate—while she worked for him. But Roark had known the moment he laid eyes on her that he couldn’t stand the thought of her with another male.

      Not even if he could never have her himself.

      Her defiant words echoed in his mind, “…I’m going to want to get married and have a lot of kids. I’ve always wanted that.”

      That was something Roark could never give her—never give any female.

      Not that it mattered, he told himself firmly. His work—that was the important thing—that was all that mattered. He was so close to a breakthrough and now, with Samantha Grey to help, surely his research would finally bear fruit.

      And in the meantime, he would have to ignore the immediate, intense attraction he’d felt the moment he first laid eyes on her. She wasn’t for him, Roark told himself.

      But then, for the next solar year, she wasn’t for anyone else, either.

      Taking comfort in that thought, he forced the memory of the tingling warmth her touch had caused him out of his mind and focused on his monitor.

      Work first, everything else last. That was his motto and he intended to live by it, no matter how distractingly lovely his new assistant was.
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      “So, how did it go?” Meg asked anxiously as Sammi walked into the lovely suite her best friend shared with her Beast Kindred husband. “Did you get the job?”

      “I got it.” Sammi tried to smile but she was still feeling strange after her encounter with Roark. She’d gotten distracted, thinking about him, and had taken a wrong turn on her way back to Meg and Berik’s suite. As a result, she’d ended up on the wrong end of the ship and had to come all the way back again—no small journey since the Mother Ship was huge.

      “You got it?” Meg grabbed her by the arms and danced around excitedly. “You got it, Sammie—you got it! Hey…” She paused her happy dance and frowned. “Why aren’t you more excited? This means you can stay up here on the Mother Ship with me! Meggie and Sammie together again, right?”

      “And it also means they’ll assign me a suite of my own so I can stop crashing in your spare room,” Sammi pointed out, trying to smile.

      “Sammi, honey, you know we don’t mind! Berik and I love having you here!” Meg protested.

      “And I love being here,” Sammi said, though in truth, it was a little awkward staying with her friend at times. Mainly because Meg and Berik hadn’t been married that long and they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. They were always kissing and canoodling and forgetting Sammie was in the same room when things got really hot and heavy.

      Also, though the walls were well insulated, Meg was a screamer during sex—something Sammi remembered well from their undergrad days when they had shared an apartment. She did her best to ignore the sounds coming from her best friend’s bedroom, but she’d begun to wish she had invested in a pair of noise-cancelling earphones before coming up to the Mother Ship.

      So, though she loved Meg to death and would always be grateful to her friend for offering her shelter when things got scary, she wasn’t sorry to be moving to her own place.

      “Maybe you can get a suite in our same corridor,” Meg suggested brightly. “And Berik can go back down to Earth for your stuff—he won’t mind.”

      “If he really doesn’t mind, that would be wonderful. I’ll have my Aunt Vicky pack it all up,” Sammi said. “I just…don’t feel safe down there right now.”

      “Of course you don’t!” Meg said indignantly. “Down there all by yourself with some crazy stalker chasing you! I can’t believe the police weren’t more help!”

      Sammi shrugged uneasily.

      “They said he covered his tracks too well and without an identity, how could the court issue any kind of restraining order?”

      “Still, somebody should have helped you,” Meg grumbled.

      “They did. You did,” Sammi reminded her. “You brought me up here and let me stay with you and even got me a job.”

      “No, you got the job. Which reminds me all over again—why aren’t you happier? I thought this was supposed to be a feather in your cap, working with the super-respected researcher and scientist, Commander Roark.”

      “It will be. And I am happy—don’t get me wrong. It’s just…” Sammi bit her lip, not wanting to complain.

      But Meg wasn’t having it.

      “Just what? Come on, Sammi—spill. You know you always do.”

      “Well, it’s just that Commander Roark is kind of…kind of strange,” Sammi admitted. “I mean, I shouldn’t say anything about him at all—he did give me the job,” she rushed on. “But he’s just…”

      “He’s just weird, right?” Meg said so nonchalantly that Sammi stared at her.

      “Well, yes. But how do you know about him?”

      “I don’t,” Meg said. “But I do know that he’s a Shadow Twin.”

      “A what?” Sammi shook her head. “Is that a special kind of Kindred or something?” Come to think of it, she had wondered what kind of Kindred Roark was. He didn’t have fangs like a Blood Kindred or golden eyes like a Beast Kindred or a twin like a Twin Kindred—at least none she’d seen hanging around.

      “A shadow twin,” Meg repeated. “It’s what happens sometimes when a woman who’s mated to Twin Kindred gets pregnant. It’s a one in a million kind of thing but every once in a while instead of two babies, she’s carrying three.”

      “So she has triplets instead of twins, right? What’s so strange about that?” Sammi asked.

      “Nope—they’re not triplets. Two of them are regular Twin Kindred,” Meg explained. “But the third—the Shadow Twin—is kind of a loner. They don’t have a twin to bond with or help them along so it’s kind of rough for them. Also, they have really dramatic coloring.”

      “Well, I noticed that at least,” Sammi remarked. “Roark has such black hair. And those pale eyes—I’ve never seen anything like them!”

      “Well the thing is, they don’t start out that way,” Meg said. “They’re actually born with white hair and black eyes. Then when they hit puberty, it switches. Isn’t that strange?”

      “Wow…” Sammi shook her head. “That is weird. So…is that the reason Commander Roark is so, uh, stern and demanding? Because he’s a Shadow Twin?”

      “Ooo, stern and demanding? Sounds sexy!” Meg fluttered her eyelashes and put one hand to her cheek. “Oh, Commander Roark…what’s that you say? You want to chain me to the bed and spank me? Oh dear, I suppose if it’s part of my job, then I can’t refuse…”

      “Stop it!” Half laughing/half serious, Sammi gave her friend a playful nudge. “It’s nothing like that!”

      “Oh? What is it like, then?” Meg raised an eyebrow.

      Sammi found herself strangely reluctant to disclose the details of the contract she’d agreed to sign—even to her best friend.

      “He just wants my exclusive and undivided attention, that’s’ all,” she said uneasily. “He said there were going to be a lot of early mornings and late evenings—that kind of thing.”

      “Well, that’s nothing new for you, though,” Meg objected. “I mean, I remember how hard it always was trying to pry you away from the lab! I could hardly ever get you to go out!”

      “Because when I did, I wound up falling down drunk,” Sammi laughed.

      Meg giggled.

      “You never did have a head for any kind of alcohol. Remember that time back in grad school when you danced on the table and sang The Star Spangled Banner at One-eyed Joe’s?”

      “Hey—you were right up there with me!” Sammi reminded her, laughing even harder. “And it was your idea to go on an all-you-can-drink Margarita night!”

      “Well, well—and what are you two lovely ladies laughing about?” Berik came through the front door of the suite, smiling widely.

      He had the glowing, golden eyes of all Beast Kindred and he was an exceptionally nice guy, Sammi thought. She was so glad her best friend had ended up with Berik—especially considering some of the losers she’d dated in college.

      “Oh, nothing,” she said, smiling at him. “Just remembering old times.”

      “And celebrating new times!” Meg exclaimed. “Honey, Sammi got the job!”

      “She did? Wonderful!” Berik smiled at her with genuine enthusiasm. “Congratulations, friend of my mate.”

      “Thank you.” Sammi smiled. “I’m so glad I get to stay up here where it’s safe!”

      “And honey, I told her you would go get her things. You will, won’t you?” Meg put in quickly.

      “No problem,” Berik said easily. He frowned. “Of course you can’t go back down to your home world when some evil male is trying to hurt you.”

      “Thanks for being so kind and understanding,” Sammi said gratefully. “I promise there won’t be much and I’ll have my Aunt Vicky pack it all up and have it waiting for you.”

      “But not right away,” Meg said anxiously. “Because tonight, we celebrate!”

      “I’d say celebrations are definitely in order,” Berik agreed, putting an arm around Meg’s waist and pulling her in close for a kiss on the cheek.

      “All right—but no alcohol,” Sammi said. “I don’t need to be hung-over on my first day at work tomorrow.”

      “Ah, come on, Sammi!” Meg protested. “What’s a celebration without champagne?”

      “Well…” Sammi sighed. “Maybe just one glass.”

      “Just one bottle, you mean!” Meg grinned at her and Sammi smiled back. Her best friend was incorrigible but she couldn’t help loving her.

      I really do have a lot to celebrate, she told herself. I can stay here on the Mother Ship and I have a new job anyone in Embryology would be envious of!

      Well, anyone who didn’t mind working with the stern and somewhat scary Commander Roark, that was.

      I don’t mind, Sammi told herself firmly. In fact, I’m sure I overreacted and imagined that weird tingling warmth I felt when I touched him. I was probably just nervous and on edge and I let my imagination run away with me. We got a bit of a rocky start, but once we start working together, everything is going to be wonderful—I’m sure it is.

      She hoped so, anyway. But even as she laughed and celebrated with Meg and Berik, she still had a nagging uncertainty about Roark in the back of her mind…
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      “Do you make it a habit to come into work hung-over, Samantha?”

      Roark’s question caught Sammi off guard. She put a hand to her throat apprehensively, uncertain what to say. She wasn’t hung-over—not exactly, anyway. But the celebratory champagne had flowed a little free the night before. And it seemed like every time Sammi said it was time to go to bed, Meg proposed just one more toast.

      As a result, she’d been rubbing her temples and squinting at the too-bright light over her workstation as she went over the paperwork her new boss had given her. Roark must have noticed—not that it was any of his business, she thought indignantly.

      “I’m not hung-over,” she said stiffly. “I just have a headache this morning, that’s all.”

      “A headache brought on by overindulgence.” There was a slight growl to Roark’s deep voice and his pale silver-white eyes seemed to skewer her in a way that made Sammi squirm uncomfortably.

      “I didn’t ‘overindulge.’ I just—” she began but her new boss cut her off.

      “Don’t lie to me, Samantha.” His voice was low and stern. “I can smell the alcohol on you.”

      She looked at him in surprise.

      “What? But I took a shower this morning!”

      “And used plenty of some kind of flowery body wash—I can tell,” Roark said, his nose wrinkling. “But I can also smell the remains of the alcohol you over-imbibed last night seeping from your pores. That, added to your obvious headache and the redness of your eyes, lets me know you drank a lot last night—much more than was good for you.”

      His irrefutable evidence made her stomach clench with dread but Sammi wasn’t one to give in without a fight.

      “This is unbelievable!” She shook her head. “So you’re accusing me of coming to work hung over because of all these ‘clues’ you think you’ve found?”

      “I am.” Roark folded his arms over his broad chest and gave her a hard stare. “So I’m asking you again—are you hung over? Before you answer, remember, I can and will punish you for deliberate untruthfulness.”

      “What?” She stared at him in anger and surprise. “Did you just say you’d punish me?”

      “I will, without hesitation.” He nodded decisively.

      “But you can’t—”

      “I can. There is a punishment clause in the contract you signed. Or did you neglect to read that part?” He raised one raven-black eyebrow at her challengingly.

      “I don’t believe this.”

      Sammi stood up from the small workstation he’d given her—located across the room from his large desk.

      “Let me see it,” she said, stalking over to his desk and holding out her hand. “Let me see it right now.”

      “As you wish.”

      Roark reached into a desk drawer and pulled out the document she’d signed only that morning.

      “Here you are.” He placed the thick document on the desk in front of her and leaned back in his chair, steepling his long fingers as he watched her.

      Sammi snatched up the document and peered at it. She’d been fighting the headache from all that champagne Meg had talked her into drinking when he gave it to her, and she’d barely glanced at it as she signed wherever he pointed. Now she wondered what the hell it was she’d put her name on!

      “You’ll find the punishment clause on page fifty-three, right after the non-disclosure agreement,” he said helpfully as Sammi paged through the dense legalese trying to find what he was talking about.

      Sure enough, when she turned to page fifty-three, she saw something she definitely shouldn’t have missed when she signed. Punishment Clause—Consequences for Illegal or Unethical Behavior, read the page, in large, bold print.

      “This is crazy!” she exclaimed as she read through the clause. “I thought this was just part of the nondisclosure agreement!”

      “It is…in a way,” Roark remarked. “It tells the consequences if you get caught divulging confidential information. Or acting in any other unethical manner. Including lying.”

      “But…but this says you can…can spank me if you want to!” Sammi exclaimed.

      “Yes, it does.” He nodded calmly, as though this was a completely normal requirement of any job.

      “But I didn’t agree to that!” Sammi exclaimed.

      “I’m afraid you did—when you signed the contract.” He raised an eyebrow again. “So I’ll ask you just once more—are you or are you not hung-over from drinking too much alcohol last night?”

      “I was only drinking to celebrate getting this job!” Sammi snapped, glaring at him.

      “I see.” Roark rose suddenly and came around the desk to stand beside her—though “to loom over her” might have been a better description. He was so tall, Sammi thought, looking up at him uneasily. Almost seven feet if he was an inch! And so big and muscular too—the crisp white lab jacket he wore bulged in the biceps, as though the fabric could barely contain his muscles.

      He smelled good too—which was definitely something she didn’t want to notice. A cool scent, like the sea in winter and under that, a dark, alien spice which made her tingle in sensitive areas when she breathed it in.

      “I see,” he said again, looking down at her. “Does this mean you’re admitting your first denial about being hung-over was a lie?”

      Sammi felt her mouth going dry as her knees trembled under her professional black pencil skirt.

      “I…I don’t…” She licked her lips. “I never said—”

      Roark raised a hand to stop her.

      “Tread carefully, Samantha. The punishment will be more severe if you compound your first lie with another.”

      “What—you’re saying you want to punish me now?” Sammi’s eyes widened and she took a step back, her thighs hitting the edge of his desk and jostling some paperwork there.

      “I most certainly do,” Roark said sternly. “I won’t tolerate dishonesty from you—not even in small particulars, Samantha. And I also won’t allow you to come to work and be involved in my research when you’re at less than one hundred percent mental acuity. Coming to work hung over and lying about it are both unacceptable behaviors which deserve a punishment.”

      “But I can’t let you—I mean, you can’t do that!” Sammi blurted. “You can’t spank me.”

      “According to the contract you signed, I certainly can,” Roark pointed at the thick document she still held in trembling hands. “Or would you like to be let out of it? Do you find the job not to your liking?”

      “I hardly know—I’ve only been doing this ‘job’ for half a day! You know, I’m a professional!” Sammi exclaimed—she was losing her fear and disbelief and getting really angry now. “I have advanced degrees in my field! I didn’t work my ass off in grad school to come to your lab and bend over your knee and let you spank me!”

      He raised an eyebrow.

      “Actually, you will be bent over my desk,” he rumbled with deceptive mildness. “Unless you prefer my knee?”

      “No, I don’t prefer your knee! I don’t prefer to be spanked anywhere at all!” Sammi exclaimed.

      “Very well.” Roark went to the door of his office and threw it open for her. “Then you may leave. Good day, Samantha.”

      Sammi stared in appalled silence at the open door and then up at her boss. She literally had no idea what to say. She’d never even imagined such a scenario when she took this job—it was unthinkable. For a moment, she wondered if she was dreaming.

      “Go on,” Roark nodded at the open door. “Please leave. I’ll send you a credit slip for the hours you’ve worked today along with your termination notice.”

      “But…” Sammi’s mouth was dry as she remembered the pictures on her phone and the note on the counter of her house back in Tampa. It would also look really bad on her résumé to have worked only four hours at a job with the prestigious Commander Roark before being fired. “But I need this job!” she blurted out.

      “All right, then.” Roark closed the door and walked back to loom over her. “In that case, you’d better bend over my desk and raise your skirt.”

      “I…you can’t…” But it appeared that he could. The question was—was she going to let him?

      Lifting her chin, Sammi glared up into those strange, stern eyes. Roark looked back at her, unflinching and it felt to Sammi like he was looking into her very soul. Her heart was pounding in her ears and she could feel her cheeks getting hot. She was determined not to be intimidated but there was something about his stern demeanor that did something to her. As she looked at him, she felt a strange tightening in her lower belly—a heat between her thighs that hadn’t been there before.

      Wait…was this strange scenario with her boss actually turning her on?

      Don’t be stupid! Sammi told herself angrily. Of course it’s not turning you on! He’s being an overbearing asshole, demanding you let him spank you for some minor infraction! This is crazy—this is wrong! This is ridiculous.

      But no matter how she described the predicament she found herself in, she couldn’t think of any way out of it other than to let Roark spank her.

      Clenching her hands into fists, she bent stiffly over the desk, bracing herself against its edge.

      “Very good,” Roark murmured. “But I believe I told you to pull your skirt up, Samantha. And have the goodness to remove your lab coat as well, please.”

      “Can’t believe I’m doing this!” Sammi muttered to herself as she rose and took off her white lab coat in quick, jerky motions. She tossed it over to her workstation, where it hit the chair and slithered to the floor with a rustling sound. Then she grabbed her black pencil skirt and began to yank it up, baring first the backs of her thighs, and then her black lace panties.

      All the time her heart was pounding with a mixture of fear, fury, and some other emotion she couldn’t name or define, even to herself. Whatever it was, she had to admit it was making her even hotter between her thighs and her breath was coming in short little pants.

      As a last gesture of defiance, before she leaned over the desk again, she looked Roark in the eyes once more and deliberately pulled her lacy black panties down to her thighs. Then she leaned over, gripped the edge of the desk, and looked up at him as she offered him her bare ass.

      “All right,” she snapped—well, she tried to snap. What came out, to her chagrin, was more of a breathless whisper. “All right, I’m ready for my punishment.”

      “Very good.” He nodded in approval. “The removal of your underthings wasn’t necessary, but it’s a very nice touch. I like a female with a strong spirit.”

      Before Sammi could reply, his hard palm connected with her bare bottom with a loud smack!

      “Oh!” Sammi couldn’t help crying out as she jumped in surprise. She’d been thinking that the “punishment” was meant to be some kind of superficial show of his authority but when he spanked her it really hurt.

      Looking over her shoulder, she saw a large red handprint forming on the pale white curve of her ass and the skin where he had spanked her was tingling and warm.

      “That’s one,” Roark said sternly. “For the first lie you told. I’ll give you another for coming to work in an impaired mental state and a third for defiance. Then you may pull down your skirt and get back to work—if you can still sit down.”

      Before Sammi could answer, he spanked her again and then a third time. Smack…smack!

      Sammi bit her lip and tried not to cry out but little gasps of pain were drawn from her anyway and she found herself jumping with each impact.

      As he had promised, Roark straightened up after the third blow and nodded at her.

      “Very well, Samantha—you’ve been punished. Now get back to work.”

      Numbly, Sammi pulled up her panties and pushed down her skirt. She still felt like she was in a dream—a really bizarre one—-and even now she was wondering if what had just happened had actually happened.

      Had she really pushed up her skirt, pulled down her panties, leaned over her boss’s desk and let him spank her?

      The stinging pain in her bottom, which was now hot and red from the “punishment” he had given her, answered the question. She didn’t know if she wanted to cry or rage at him but she did neither. Stiffly, she walked back to her desk and tried to sit down.

      But though he had only given her three blows, her behind was much too sore for sitting. Sammi bit back a curse as she shifted around in her chair and found she was wholly unable to concentrate on the paperwork she’d been
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