
 



SHINY THINGS 
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CHAPTER 10 

 
“I HAD AN INTERESTING phone call from Warden Mills this morning,” said Nico, 

swirling his mimosa thoughtfully, his shark eyes flat as he considered Leo from across the breakfast 
table. 

“Oh?” Leo managed to sound nonchalant. 
“He was quite put out with me.  Something about caging my gorilla or he’d have him put 

down.  I think he meant you.” 
“We had a misunderstanding.” 
“Really, Leo, your preoccupation with Ms. Keats’ welfare is quite unlike you.” 
“I don’t trust her.  If she thinks I do, she’s more likely to let her guard down.” 
Mila laughed. 
“And of course, there’s the fact that Leo wants to fuck your little thief, Nico, don’t forget 

that.” 
Leo tamped down on the wave of anger and only quirked an eyebrow, keeping his face 

impassive.  Mila’s eyes were shining with malice. 
“Ah, now I understand,” said Nico, turning back to his breakfast, “I imagine Ms. Keats must 

be quite entertaining between the sheets.” 
“I wouldn’t know,” said Leo, trying to keep the growl out of his voice, “I didn’t want her to 

become distracted from her assignment,” 
“That’s very considerate of you, as always, Leo.  After she brings me the cooler tonight, 

please feel free to make use of her however you choose before you dispose of her.” 
Leo took a swallow of too-hot coffee, savoring the painful burn as it scalded his throat. 
“You want me to kill her?” 
 “Yes,” said Mila promptly. 
Nico tapped an elegant nail on the tablecloth. 
“I’m not completely certain yet.  Eventually, of course, but she’s been quite useful to me.  I 

would hate to let her go too soon.  And you’ve been quite loyal to me – I would be remiss if I didn’t 
reward you for your efforts.” 

He smiled, cold. 
“Assuming Ms. Keats is successful tonight, you may keep her to slate your thirst.  It would 

be unconscionable of me to deprive you of the chance to tap such a luscious piece of ass.” 
Leo had no response to that, as reaching across the table to rip Nico’s spine out through his 

nostrils was hardly an option.  Instead he simply nodded and forced the rest of his meal down, 
though it tasted like sawdust in his mouth.  Across the table, Mila pouted, unhappy with the whole 
situation, and Nico ignored her, scanning his messages on his tablet. 

Yeah, well I’m not happy either. 
He wasn’t thrilled that Mila had picked up on his fascination with Ali, and letting Nico think 

that he was being protective in order to get into her pants was safer for her than thinking that he 
was coming to care about her.  It was safer for them both. 

Leo thought about Ali, hot and wet and wrapped around his cock like a velvet vise.  He 
thought about her gasping out his name as she came, her eyes hot with pleasure, her lush breasts 
against his chest.  The only thing he regretted about last night’s brief encounter was not taking the 
time to go down on her, and then strip her bare before taking her again from behind, rubbing his 



shaft between her cheeks and then filling her up, one slow inch at a time.  Leo was grateful for the 
tablecloth as his cock swelled, approving the scenario. 

He realized he was only fooling himself – no matter what the situation, there was nothing 
about Ali Keats that was safe. 
 

ALI REALIZED TOO LATE that this was really a two-person operation, but she’d be 
damned if she called Leo for help. 

He’d probably find some way to talk her out of it, she fumed as she packed her duffel bag for the 
night’s adventure, pausing as her greedy libido thought of all the ways she’d enjoy letting Leo try to 
talk her out of it. 

Her pussy throbbed, the slight twinges from last night’s tryst setting off echoes of 
remembered pleasure.  And that fast little fuck against the wall hardly counted.  Ali’s mouth went 
dry at the thought of a full night with Leo, giving him the chance to take her properly – on the bed, 
in the shower, on the kitchen table.  The bag dropped from nerveless fingers as she pictured all the 
ways he could satisfy her with his big body and that deliciously substantial cock. 

So full. 
And the look in his eyes… 
Ali scowled and snapped out of the dreamy swirl of lust.  She couldn’t afford to get 

emotionally attached to a man who might be forced to kill her to maintain his job security.  It didn’t 
matter that he’d been nothing but protective of her so far – she’d learned early on that the most 
precious thing she owned was her trust, and she wasn’t about to give that away lightly. 

The job ahead was a problem, and her plan was risky at best, but hopefully the distraction 
she’d concocted would do the trick and give her enough time to get in and get out without 
detection.  She grinned, thinking about it.  If it weren’t for the possibility of getting caught or the 
end of her whole fucking life –  

This might actually be fun. 
The marina was crowded when Ali reached the docks – fishermen coming in with the day’s 

haul, tourists taking pictures of the last of the sunrise.  In jeans and a t-shirt, with a camera slung 
around her neck and a map in one hand, Ali looked like any other sightseer coming down for a 
closer look at the boats. 

McLeod’s yacht was right where she left it, but rather than the imposing fortress-like floating 
command center it appeared to be in broad daylight, it was lit up at dusk, with tuxedo-clad men 
escorted women in sequins and silks up the gangway.  Slipping onto an unused boat, Ali stashed her 
tourist garb and reemerged wearing a classic waiter’s black and white.  She tucked a vial and a few 
essentials into a pocket and made her way over to where similarly clad servers from what looked like 
three different catering companies were moving heavily laden trays up the secondary gangway to the 
kitchen. 

This was the easy part.  Ali only had one bad moment when Johnny Shannon came over to 
inspect the covered trays as his men took them from the catering crew, but she managed to hide her 
face until he moved away.  None of the other servers seemed to care that they didn’t know her – 
they were too focused on being terrified.  McLeod, like Nico Wallen, inspired that kind of distress. 

Ali had no trouble at all sprinkling the ipecac with a liberal hand, unnoticed.  Finished, she 
settled back into the shadows to wait.  She couldn’t help the wry grin as the first retch hit the air. 

Serves them right for rubbing elbows with a mobster. 
A chorus of retching followed, and Ali watched McLeod’s confused security team hurry to 

the aid of the ailing guests. 
That’s my cue. 
 



LEO PEERED THROUGH HIS binoculars and whistled low.  Whatever Ali had put in the 
hors d’oeuvres, it was potent stuff, and the sight of the rich and famous and corrupt puking their 
guts out all over the deck of McLeod’s multimillion dollar deck had him chuckling.  They might be 
enemies, but McLeod was as corrupt as Nico. 

Scanning the length of the ship, Leo frowned. 
She should be out by now. 
He ran through all the possible reasonable scenarios in his head, and they all came to the 

same conclusion – Ali was in trouble. 
“Shit.” 
Leo was moving before he even realized that he wanted to.  He’d seen Ali disappear into the 

passageway that led to the Master Suite, but although the security team was tied up now, they 
wouldn’t be away from their posts forever. 

“Where do you think you’re – ” 
Leo didn’t give the guard a chance to finish his sentence, jabbing him in the throat with a 

move that took the brutish thug to his knees.  Two more guards were dispatched in similar fashion, 
and then Leo was hurrying into the Master Suite…only to find a nightmare in progress. 

Johnny Shannon had Ali in a tight grip, and though she’d bloodied his lip and done 
something to his leg, he had her against the ropes.  Bless her, thought Leo as Ali crunched the guy’s 
nuts with a well-placed foot, forcing him to drop her, and started to scramble away. 

“Oh no, you don’t.  You and I have some unfinished business.” 
He didn’t get any further because Leo tackled him, pounding his head against the floor until 

he stopped moving.  Ali watched, wide-eyed, a few feet away, catching her breath, and in that 
moment, Leo hated himself for being a man who knew how to kill, and he hated Ali for watching 
him do it, necessary though it might be in a kill or be killed situation.  He waited for some scathing 
comment. 

“I thought the room was clear,” was all she said. 
Leo blinked at that, staring at her for a long moment, and then tugged her to her feet. 
“This idiotic plan of yours…we have to get out of here.” 
“The safe!” 
“There’s no time.” 
“But the cooler!” 
“There is no time, Ali!” 
The approach of heavy footsteps punctuated his point, and Ali nodded, lips tight.  By mutual 

consent, they rushed for the balcony.  Out the door, over the railing, and splash!  Leo heard the 
rapport of gunfire, muffled by the water, and saw bullets whizzing by, but could only swim and 
swim, and hope that Ali was doing the same.   

Deeper and further they swam, until they emerged under a dock, panting for air, and hid in 
the cold water as McLeod’s men started a futile search in the dark. 

 
WELL, THAT WAS A disaster, thought Ali, reliving the moment when, about to open the 

safe, she was interrupted by a seriously pissed off Johnny Shannon.  It had been going too well, and 
Ali had let her guard down – even Mila’s key worked flawlessly, and Ali had barely had time to yank 
it away before Shannon was on her, making escape impossible in the tight confines. 

She’d never been happier to see Leo than she was at that particular moment in time. 
After countless minutes in the freezing water, Leo had dragged her out and propelled her 

toward the street, both of them frozen and wet and numb. 
He’d been silent all the way home, with only a muttered, “I don’t want to hear it, Ali,” 

before he shoved her in the nearest cab, ignoring the driver’s distress over their soaked state.  A few 



extra bills covered the water damage to the seats, and Leo had hurried her out of the vehicle and 
into her apartment at record speed.  

Ali had no idea how they even got there – she’d never been this cold in her life, and every 
particle of her being was focused on conserving warmth. 

Not bothering to do more than strip off his ruined leather jacket, Leo tugged Ali into the 
shower with him and turned the water on, full blast.  The shock of heat as the water warmed had her 
whimpering, which earned her a vicious scowl from Leo, who glared at her as he methodically 
peeled her clothes off.  The water was hot and drugging, and Ali drowned in the bliss of it, barely 
noticing as Leo tore off his own clothes and wrapped his arms around her from behind.  It was a 
testament to how fucking freezing she’d been that it took Ali a moment to register the hot naked 
man plastered against her back, his cock pressed into her back.  Aroused. 

“Leo,” she started. 
“Shut,” he said, “Up.” 
Oookaaay. 
After a moment, he sighed behind her and reached for the shampoo.  Ali moaned as Leo 

washed her hair, massaging her scalp and then using the lather to soap her up from head to toe.  In 
minutes she was squeaky clean, and so turned on she was shaking.  She started to turn around, to 
reach for him, but he stopped her and gently pressed her to her knees. 

“Put your hands on the tiles, arms straight,” he said, using his foot to slide her thighs wide. 
Ali complied, trembling as he came down behind her.  She arched her back and heard him 

mutter, “Fuck me,” as he spread her even further.  He cupped her ass, stroking the wet cheeks and 
then up around to stroke her breasts.  With her hands on the tiles and her thighs open, he had full 
access to her body, and she quaked at the submissive position – not generally her thing, but for Leo, 
she’d try anything. 

There’s an upsetting thought. 
Leo slid two slick fingers from the small of her back down along her cleft, to her clit, which 

he stroked as he pushed her hair aside to nibble on her neck.  She cried out. 
“Why does you nearly getting yourself killed always make me want to take you like a 

caveman?” he asked, “I swear I’m capable of normal sex.” 
“Normal is overrated,” gasped Ali as Leo fitted the head of his cock to her opening and 

began a slow push inside. 
“No talking.” He nipped her shoulder. 
Ali moaned.  If he kept up this pace, he’d hilt sometime next week.  She felt like a powder 

keg about to go off. 
Time to move things along. 
“You feel so good, Leo,” she said, tightening her muscles around the inches he’d given her, 

“Hot and hard, and so big I can barely take it.  Know what I like best?” 
He was silent behind her, frozen in place, his harsh pants mixing with the sound of the water 

raining down over them. 
“I like it when you’re all the way in, so deep I can practically taste you.  I can feel you 

throbbing inside me, and you stretch me.  I feel like I’ll never stop coming.  And I like how your balls 
slap against me with every thrust, so naughty and hot.” 

Leo growled, thrusting forward as his hips jerked, giving her another couple of inches, and 
she gasped. 

“If you’d stop dicking around and fuck me, I’m sure I could come up with a few other things 
that I like.” 

Wrapping her wet hair around his fist, Leo yanked her head back to feast on her throat, and 
she couldn’t help the laugh that bubbled up as he practically snarled. 



“You’re crazy,” he said. 
Crazy for you. 
And that thought was enough to freeze the laughter in Ali’s throat, which was just as well 

because Leo started moving, all tight muscle and raw power – and he was inside her and around her 
and over her, and his fingers were milking her clit as she came and came while his shout of climax 
echoed against the shower tiles.  Panting and shaken, Ali curled into a satiated, wet ball, Leo’s arms 
wrapped around her, making her feel loved and safe. 

But it’s all a lie, she thought.  Good sex didn’t change the fact that she had to face Nico’s 
wrath, or that the man whose body still filled hers while his hands petted and soothed would 
probably be ordered to kill her in the morning. 


