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Tyler Ortez was a 2nd Lieutenant in the Earth Quad Force. She didn’t have time for a social life and kept to herself. She was a lifer and wanted to be old and gray when she retired from the Force. 

Benz Clach is the epitome of a warrior, six feet seven of muscle and brawn. He’s a hybrid, half-human and half-Drole, an alien species that can breathe carbon monoxide and oxygen. He’s an interspecies and a captain with The Earth Quad Force commanding a massive battle starship, Viking One.

While on R&R, he’s looking for a specific type of female, one hundred percent human, and primarily a fair-haired one. Tyler fits the bill but wears the wings of an officer.

He’s rough, demanding, and cold-blooded. He has no time for romance.

Benz will take Tyler to heights of passion in the dark recesses of the unknown. She will break every vow she has ever made as she submits to the savage, brute alien captain. 

Benz always gets what he wants and surprises Tyler by saying it is her that he wants to be with forever.
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Chapter One
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“Tyler,” the captain bellowed. “Where the hell are my squishy cushions?”

“Captain, you and those little squishy things. I think they’re in the side box of the captain’s seat.”

“They’re great stress relievers,” he said, showing her his hands. “I need something to squeeze unless you’re willing to let me squeeze your ass.’

“Jack, cut the shit.” She threw two small balls at him. “We need some serious R&R. We’ve been in deep space too long. We’ve all lost our minds.”

Jack Osborn was the Captain of the Trojan, a sleek battle cruiser. He laughed because his second in command was not only beautiful but tough. However, she was a loner, making her even more of an excellent starship second. Her priorities always remained strong. The ship and the crew were always number one to her.

Soon, they would be on Tardated Fifty, a designated military leisure stop. The crew, all members of the Earth Quad Force, could let their hair down and play until they were ready to drop from exhaustion. He would meet his new wife there to finish celebrating their honeymoon, interrupted by an uprising on the Chageon One settlement.

“So, Tyler, what are your plans when we get to Tardated Fifty?”

“I’ve already booked a three-day massage and oiling. It will be heavenly.”

“Any cock?”

She gave the captain an evil look. “Nope, I picked up a trusty little mechanical toy when we settled that melee on Chageon One. It is quite efficient, and I am sure any cock on Tardated Fifty will have trouble keeping up with my new toy.”

“Babe, you need to try the real thing every so often. It has merits.”

Tyler smiled and whispered into his ear. “You know I set my sights on you, and you disappointed me by marrying Evie. But she’s a beauty and needs a medal for putting up with your crazy ass,” she said, teasing him.

“Awe, Tyler, so sorry to disappoint you, but you’re full of shit. I tried to get into your pants when we first met, but you were having none of it. Evie knew what she was getting into when she said yes to my proposal. In time, she’ll be on every mission with me.”

“Jack, marriage and a partner would be a problem for me. I like my time alone, and I’m better off just how I am, me myself, and I.”

She saluted him, smiled, and left the bridge. In her mind, mating was a disadvantage because human nature was an obstacle. The warrior mind was always on keeping those under its command safe. Tyler was no different; her crew was her number one concern.

She entered her cabin and flopped down on the bed. The entire crew, especially her, needed their time off at Tardated Fifty. The need to be alone for a few days was critical. At least, that’s what she told herself.
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Benz Clach slapped the bare ass of the pretty human hybrid, Illiana. “So, your mother was human?”

“Yes, and the seeder was a Gassony. That accounts for my black-as-coal eyes and coiling tongue,” his bedmate said.

“Yeah, that’s quite a tongue, Illiana.”

She draped her voluptuous body over his. “Your big alien cock enjoyed my unique blow job.”

“My cock is one hundred percent human. I’m just gifted.”

She giggled and ran her fingers down his perfect abs. “Your big stature and hard body are all Drole, and your handsome face, again, an interesting mixture of human and Drole. You inherited the best of both worlds.”

And he had. His skin had a slight olive tone, and his eyes an astounding blue. He wore his raven-colored hair in one long, thick braid. But his perfectly sculpted jawline, long slender nose, and not too-overly high cheekbones drew many species to him. It didn’t hurt the image that he commanded one of the biggest battle starships, the Viking One, with Earth Quad Force. 

The hybrid, named Iliana, mounted his cock and took him deep. “You are the best,” she sighed as she rode him hard. 

She came, and her body shuddered with her orgasm, but he stayed hard and needed more of her exceptional tongue to satisfy him. He inherited his ability to ejaculate countless times and maintain an erection from his Drole father. When he matured and found his sexuality, he realized why his human mother was always smiling.

It had been years since he’d been to his home planet, Terra Drole. He missed the serenity of his home and his father’s people. But he was needed by the Earth Quad Force as they ventured deeper and deeper into the uncharted depths of space. 

He gasped and closed his eyes as the pretty Iliana brought him to a smashing climax. That was another pleasantry he inherited from his father. Every orgasm was better than the one before.
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Chapter Two
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Tyler sat at the helm as the Trojan docked with Tardated Fifty, an outpost in the middle of nowhere where the crew anxiously awaited refuge. Finally, they could relax, meet friends, visit the top pleasure houses, and push aside their call to duty. She looked forward to her three days of pampering at one of the most expensive spas. But first, she had to eat, and the stunning new officer’s mess hall was her destination.

Her luggage was already in her luxury quarters on which she’d spent half of her R&R pay. She pulled her long blonde hair back in a hair clip and headed down the massive escalator to the main gallery. Hunger ate at her belly.

Tardated Fifty was a beautiful place, so bright and large, and the resort always welcomed the crews of the Force. 

Her large blue eyes took in the art from all over the galaxy displayed on the walls and the fine alien marble on the floor. The new owner spared no expense.

When she held her hand over the sensor and scanned her eyes, the large door to the officer’s mess hall opened.

The atmosphere was quiet. She looked around and noted the alien and human hybrids at the tables and booths. Leaving Earth and venturing into deep space was an eye-opener for the naive Earthlings. But here she was, serving in the Force, a dream come true, and second in command of the Trojan.

Humans learned a few hundred years ago that they weren’t the only intelligent life in their galaxy. Humanity had come so far, and interspecies mating was now commonplace. However, she only had human DNA, which was becoming rare. 

She immediately went to the buffet and eyed all of the dishes. Half of what she saw made her stomach churn, so she looked away and stuck to human cuisine. The man behind her cleared his throat and, in a deep, sexy voice, said, “I see that you’re not bothering with the wormy fair on the other end?”

She didn’t turn around. “I’m human and have yet to acquire a taste for anything alien,” she said flatly.

“Not even hybrid?” he asked.

“I don’t have the time or the desire to try alien or foreign fair. I’m not a hybrid. You ask a lot of questions. Who the hell are you,” she asked as she turned to face him and had to hold her reaction to him under wraps. 

He was attractive, large, and strongly built, and she was cautious because it was apparent he was coming on to her. He wore a Force uniform with a captain’s emblem and towered over her five-foot-seven slender body.

He smiled, which made him appear even more pleasing to the eye. “I’m the Captain of the Viking One, Benz Clach, at your service.”

She gave him a quick smile. “A Force, Captain? That emblem looks new, congratulations.” She turned away quickly
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