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AGENT EMILY IPSY IS determined to make a name for herself. That leads to unauthorized shifts and sneaking around. She keeps running into Anthracite, the bartender. If he’s really just a bartender, why is he everywhere—and why can’t she stop thinking about him?

Anth is stationed at Olympus Station on assignment from his government. He’s there to do a job, but Emily keeps getting in his way. She’s maddening, distracting, and pure temptation. He needs to keep his eyes on the job and hands off the security agent, but that’s proving impossible. When an old enemy of his people surfaces, he’ll need Emily’s help to find out why Baatesh is there and stop what he’s doing. After working with her at his side, will he ever want to let her go?
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Chapter One
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IT WAS LATE AT NIGHT or early in the morning, depending on one’s perspective. Though Emily Ipsy, Olympus Station security agent, was technically off duty, she was still monitoring the situation closely. 

The situation being Anthracite, ostensibly just the bartender at the bar on the promenade deck, but she was starting to suspect he was more. She kept seeing him turn up wherever she was, though she was certain he wasn’t following her. She was sure he had no idea she was trailing or observing him.

She wasn’t officially authorized to do so, but with her resolve to be promoted, she was determined to find something that could help her with that goal. If she could stop a crime before it happened or bring someone dangerous like Anthracite to the attention of Commander Templeton, it could only help her ambitions.

What had started out as a general all-purpose mission to ensure everything was as it should be had narrowed down over the past few weeks to focus on Anthracite. The man was everywhere, and he’d drawn her suspicion.

She followed him now, easily picking him out among the people crowding the club. Most beings were interested in hooking up or unwinding, but there was an air of purpose about Anthracite that added to her suspicions. She followed discreetly, trying to keep enough distance between them that he wouldn’t realize he was being followed while not risking losing him. With his distinctive red skin and red-black horns, she wasn’t likely to anyway.

She stumbled to a stop, quickly darting behind a canoodling throuple when Anthracite stopped at a table, sitting down with one of his own kind. There usually weren’t many diabels on Olympus Station, so two of them together was enough to pique her interest. Lifting her wrist comm, she used it to record a video of the two of them together, wishing she were close enough to pick up what they were talking about to record that as well.

Whatever the meeting was about, and it certainly didn’t seem to be anything but a meeting, it was over quickly. Anthracite said something to which the other man responded before passing over what looked like a small case. Emily was certain it was a data chip, having seen those cases all her life. 

She was dying to know what was on it, so she waited until Anthracite had left his meeting, slipping through the dance club several paces behind him. It was going to be harder to follow him once they were out of the club, so she waited near the entrance for a tick, though afraid to wait too long and lose track of him.

As she darted out, she looked first to the left and then to the right, seeing the red flash of his tail as he turned down the corridor. She quickly went that direction, though trying to maintain a casual distance. She slipped down the corridor he had followed, looking for him, and once again saw a flash of his tail as he turned to the left farther down.

She waited a moment before following him, hoping she didn’t miss him.

When she rounded the corner of that corridor, she looked around and saw nothing. She frowned in confusion since there was nothing but storerooms around her. If she recalled correctly from the schematics, this was a storage area for the businesses and shops on the promenade, and as she started to read the doors, the one labeled for the bar opened, revealing Anthracite. 

She started to think of a pretext, or simply just nod and walk by, but before she could, his tail snaked out, wrapped around her waist, and jerked her inside the room with him. The door closed a moment later, and she pressed her back against it.

Fear crept over her, making her respiration increase and her heart rate rise. She stared up at him in shock, licking her lips as she braced herself for him to hurt her.

He leaned closer, and there was definitely an edge of menace about him, so it was a surprise when his tone was perfectly pleasant as he said, “I’m flattered that you keep following me, Agent Ipsy. If you wish to mate, you only have to ask.”

Her eyes widened, and she gasped in outrage. How dare he proposition her? Even worse, if she didn’t follow the cue he was giving her, she risked blowing her entire operation and losing all the time she’d spent following him. She opened her mouth. “I...”

“Are you shy? Perhaps you think I’m not interested in humans? You’ll find I have eclectic tastes, Agent Ipsy.” He leaned closer, trailing a knuckle down her cheek. “Or should I call you Emily?”

She licked her lips again, nerves assailing her. She was uncertain how to respond. He was giving her the perfect opening to pretend like she hadn’t been following him, or at least not for the reason he suspected, but could she really go through with it? Could she fake an attraction to him?

Who was she kidding? There’d be nothing fake about it. This close to him, it was impossible not to admire what a beautiful creature he was, with his stunning features, rock-hard and well-defined body, and thick arms that could easily crush her. For some reason, that thought was mildly delightful, but only in a sexual context of course. “Emily is fine.”

“She certainly is.” With a chuckle, he moved closer, grasping her hip with a hand as his tail pulled her against him. “Very fine indeed.”

“What should I call you? I don’t know your last name.”

He smiled. “Just Anthracite or Anth will do.”

She tipped her head slightly. “But what is your last name? I’d like to know.” It could be pertinent for an investigation of him, though now that she thought about it, she didn’t recall seeing his last name listed on any of his personnel files that she’d accessed through legitimate means.

“Diabels aren’t big on last names, sweet Emily.” His mouth came closer, grazing her cheek. “Besides, you only need to know one name, don’t you?”

She hesitated. “I suppose?” That came out sounding more like a question than an answer, and she shivered when his lips brushed her cheek.

“You just need to know what to call out when you come around my cock, don’t you?”

Emily gasped, no longer able to keep up the pretense. He was attractive, but he could also be a criminal, and there was no way she was going to sleep with him just to keep it quiet that she was investigating him. “You’re so rude.” 

She put her hands on his chest and shoved, moving him backward. She suspected he let her go as easily as he moved. She put her hands on her hips, her fingers brushing against her taser. She kept her fingers well away from it, feeling no need to draw it at the moment. “You might as well know I’m on to you.”

He tilted his head slightly. “You’re not yet, but you could be.” His eyes gleamed, making her realize they were just black pupils and irises surrounded by pale red sclera. It was unusual and striking, but it fit with the rest of the man.

She glared at him. “Enough. I keep seeing you sneak around Olympus Station, and I demand to know what you’re doing.”

He seemed unbothered by her accusation. He just grinned at her again. “Oddly enough, I’ve seen you doing the same thing, Agent Ipsy. You’ve been my little shadow for days now, but it’s not just me you follow. You poke around everywhere, including places where it isn’t your business.”

Her eyes widened at his knowledge. “Are you investigating me?”

He chuckled then. “No, and I couldn’t care less what you’re doing as a rule, except when it involves me. Why are you following me?” As he asked, he put both his hands on the door, pushing her against it again and holding her with his body. He wasn’t holding her tightly, but there was a sense of confinement. 

“If you’re not after my body, what is it you want, Emily?” He brought his mouth forward, his lips once again teasing her cheek and making her shiver. “I suspect my body might be part of the package.” As he chuckled, he thrust forward slightly, revealing the full length of his hard cock as he swept it against the juncture of her thighs in a brief touch before moving away.

Emily stiffened at the words even as her panties grew damp. She glared at him, though she couldn’t deny the physical reaction sweeping through her. “You’re doing something.”

“Not at the moment.”

She glared at him. “I don’t know what you’re up to, but you’re surely creeping around, and who is that man you met with tonight?”

“I don’t feel I can give you an explanation, Emily. The next time you follow me, you’d better be sure what you want, and just know I’m ready to give it to you whenever you’re begging for it.” With those words, his lips touched hers.

Emily meant to push him away. She put her hands against his chest with the intention of doing so, but somehow, she ended up grabbing his shirt and holding him against her, dragging him closer as his lips pressed to hers. His mouth sealed over hers, his tongue darting in between the seams of her lips to steal a taste of her. 

She thought about biting him, but before she could decide either way, her teeth made the decision and were holding his tongue captive. It wasn’t a hard bite though, and it wasn’t intended to inflict pain. Well, maybe a little pain, but the pleasurable kind.

He growled low in his throat before pulling back from her. “Careful what promises you make that you aren’t prepared to keep. I would never force you to do anything you don’t want to, but it’s not nice to lead a man on.”

“I’m not leading you anywhere, except maybe to the brig.” She was struggling to restore her composure now, telling herself she was angry that he had violated her in such a fashion. “Stay away from me, Anthracite.”

He dipped his head in a pseudo-respectful fashion, though his lips were twitching. “I can do that, but the question is... Can you stay away from me, Emily?” With a wink, he stepped back from her, using his tail to move her aside before it unwound from her waist, and he passed through the door. He didn’t look back as he left, turning right down the corridor.

For a moment, Emily considered following him, but she was too shaken by the experience. What had she been thinking, allowing him to kiss her? She hadn’t even just allowed it. She had practically begged for it, clinging to him, and her bite hadn’t been one to get him to free her. It had simply been to test his boundaries.

She shook her head at her own stupidity and hormonal urges. It had been a while since she’d taken a lover because she was focused on advancing in her career and looking out for Olympus Station. This foolishness meant she needed to rectify that. Yes, she could go back to the club she had just been in and no doubt find an alien or human with whom to spend the night, but the idea held no appeal. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
7 4
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR
KIT TUNSTALL, WRITING AS

AURELIA SKYE

\x \\:,\ \
; n‘
wm C E ¥/
a "1\
,/ Sy > g u v L2 :





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





