
 



SHINY THINGS 
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CHAPTER 11 

 
THEY DIDN’T SLEEP.  LEO had meant to dry Ali off, tuck her into bed, and then go 

untangle this mess with Nico, but instead he’d left her toweling off and gone to the other room to 
use the landline to call and let Nico know that he’d bring her by in the morning – his cell phone had 
been ruined by their nighttime swim.  He’d ignored Nico’s chilly response, left the phone off the 
hook, and returned to the bathroom to find Ali, still naked but relatively dry, slathering honeysuckle-
scented lotion into her skin, her wet hair pinned up.  Any thoughts of discussing their nightmarish 
situation had gone out the window as he plucked the bottle from her hands. 

Her skin was meltingly soft, and he took his time, slowly rubbing the lotion into every 
delicious curve, savoring her gasps of pleasure as he found each little hot spot – the crease between 
thigh and pussy, the back of her knee, the hollow of her throat, and the plump undersides of her 
breasts.  By the time Leo hoisted Ali onto the bathroom counter and spread her legs, she was 
trembling, the swollen folds of her pussy hot and wet for him as he nudged her knees further with 
his shoulders.  She was speechless as he held her gaze, letting her watch as he traced her cleft with 
his tongue, but her head fell back on a moan when he found her clit, and Leo couldn’t help the 
surge of satisfaction that filled him as he feasted.  He held her thighs wide as she squirmed, 
desperate to get closer, and used lips and teeth and tongue to drive her up until she was begging for 
him. 

“Leo, please – oh God – ” 
That was all he wanted to hear tonight.  He didn’t want to talk about Nico, about McLeod, 

or about death.  For once in his lonely, brutal life, Leo just wanted to drown in the perfection of the 
moment and fuck himself into oblivion, losing the past and the future as he satisfied every dirty little 
fantasy he’d ever had with Ali Keats’ luscious siren’s body.  Luckily, she seemed to be of the same 
mindset, because she came apart like dynamite under his mouth, skin flushed, nipples peaked, crying 
out his name, and then smiled a Cheshire cat grin and slid off the counter. 

“Well, come on,” she murmured, and brushed past him into the bedroom. 
Eyes on her ass, he followed, his cock beyond hard and throbbing in his grip.  He nearly lost 

it when she stopped at the side of the bed and casually opened her drawer full of toys for him before 
crawling onto the bed, eyes brimming with heat and humor. 

“I’ve built up a lot of fantasies about you, Leo Santello,” Ali said, “Think you can fuck me 
until I can’t remember my own name?” 

He had lost the power of speech, so he just growled, and her grin widened as he reached into 
the drawer. 

 
ALI HAD NEVER HAD a lover like Leo, although maybe “lover” wasn’t the right term.  

She’d think about it tomorrow, when she wasn’t blissed out and floating in a sea of sexual overload.  
He fucked her hard – on the bed, on the floor, on the kitchen table when they paused to make a 
snack.  Nothing was off limits, and Ali was a little shocked at what she allowed him to do, but it felt 
so damn good that all she could do was whimper and urge him on.  It wasn’t just his cock, though 
the thick length filled her to bursting, hitting every nerve ending along the way.  It was the heat of 
his skin, the scent of him, the hard hands holding her for his possession, and the blue fire of his 
eyes. 

Leo was inventive.  At some point during the night, he tied her wrists and then found the ice 
cream in the freezer.  Her body exploded in sensation as he smeared it on her breasts and lapped 



and sucked until she came.  Then he sat on the edge of the bed in front of the vanity and arranged 
her over his lap, tilting her forward slightly so he could spread her cheeks and slide a well-lubed plug 
into her ass.  Her hands still bound, Ali could only watched their reflection in breathless excitement 
as he lifted her by the hips to allow her to slide onto the length of his cock, the feel of him making 
her blood run hot as he filled her an inch at a time.  His eyes gleamed as he thrust from below, 
watching her breasts bounce for him and the plunge of his thick flesh into her tight sheath.  The 
look of helpless pleasure on his face as he let go was one she’d remember for the rest of her life. 

Dawn was creeping into the bedroom when Ali roused herself enough to turn the tables on 
him.  They were taking a breather, Leo dozing lightly as Ali nestled against him, tracing the ridges of 
his abdomen.  He murmured disapprovingly as she moved away, but didn’t crack an eye open until 
she wrapped one velvet handcuff around his wrist. 

“What are you up to?” he asked, sucking her nipple into his mouth as she reached over him 
to secure both wrists to the headboard. 

“My turn,” said Ali, as Leo tugged the cuffs experimentally, seeming surprised at how sturdy 
they were.   

She kissed him hard, nipping his lip and then tracing his jaw with soft lips, pleased as he 
swallowed hard as her hair brushed his skin. 

“I’m all yours,” he muttered. 
Ali pleased herself, learning his hard body with hands and mouth, lingering over his flat 

nipples and the muscles of his chest and thighs, using every trick she could think of to drive him 
crazy before settling between his sprawled thighs. 

He was breathing hard, jaw and body tight. 
“Comfortable?” she purred, wrapping a hand around the rigid shaft, chuckling as he strained 

against the cuffs. 
“I haven’t spanked you yet,” he reminded her, and she laughed, the warmth of her breath 

curling over the head of his cock, pulling a groan from his throat. 
“You’re not the spanking type,” she noted, “Big, bad Leo Santello doesn’t hit girls.  It’s one 

of the things I like about you.” 
She pressed her lips against the wide crown, a hot little kiss of approval, and he shifted 

restlessly.  Ali nibbled gently around the soft collar, squeezing and stroking, and finally opening her 
mouth to take him in, sucking and taking as much as she could while he shuddered beneath her. 

“Ali, sweet fuck, baby – ” 
Feeling him close, she let him go with a last luxurious lick from root to tip, then rose to 

straddle him. 
“Wait,” he ordered, and Ali frowned, “Are you wet enough?” 
It was a legitimate question – they’d been at it a while.  She leaned over and grabbed the lube 

from where Leo had dropped it a few hours earlier and slicked his cock up before sliding two fingers 
into her pussy, moaning as the swollen folds protested the intrusion.  She’d have to go slow. 

“You’re the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” murmured Leo in awe, his eyes on the slow stroke 
of her hand between her thighs. 

Ali removed her fingers and carefully fitted him to her core, biting her lip as she slid him in, 
slowly, until he was seated to the hilt, and they were both panting from the effort of holding back. 

“Ride me, baby,” said Leo as she started moving, “Oh God, just like that.” 
Ali knew she’d be sore, but every heavy stroke was worth it, and she could feel her mind 

shatter as she rode him harder and harder, taking every inch, and using her fingers to stroke her clit 
as she fucked him until she cried out, one last brutal orgasm, and soon after felt him shake in release 
beneath her, hot seed flooding her as she crashed down to his chest.   



She fumbled for the button on the cuffs and they fell away, and Ali realized how much 
better it felt with Leo’s strong arms wrapped around her, his hands stroking her back and holding 
her close, his lips crooning nonsense into her hair. 

Too good, she thought, and snuggled closer. 
 
ALI WAS QUIET AS Leo escorted her into Nico’s mansion, and had been quiet since 

they’d stumbled into the shower again to clean up.  Leo was grateful – not only did he have no idea 
what to say in the aftermath of a night of such mind-blowing pleasure, but there was a good chance 
that Nico was going to have them killed, so he needed his remaining wits about him.  There was a 
rock the size of a watermelon sitting in his gut, partially over the upcoming meeting, but mostly 
because he knew that last night had done nothing to drive Ali Keats out of his mind.  They’d fucked 
to the point of exhaustion in every way Leo could imagine, but instead of feeling satiated and ready 
to move on, all Leo felt was the kind of satisfaction that led to more craving, and part of his brain 
was already concocting new ways to wring those sweet cries of pleasure out of his little thief. 

She stumbled as they entered and he automatically moved to steady her, hearing her sharp 
little intake of breath as his hands touched her waist.  Leo’s cock gave an interested little twitch, and 
he sternly reminded it that that he was just a mere mortal and needed his rest.  Besides, he knew he’d 
used her tender flesh roughly, but the thought that she could feel the memory of him with every 
little movement did nothing to cool his libido. 

Leo took a deliberate step away from her and Ali looked up, surprised, until her features 
relaxed into a rueful grin. 

“Ready?” he asked, and she nodded. 
Leo pushed the door to the study open and stepped in first – he wouldn’t put it past Nico to 

shoot first and scold later.  Nico was lounging in an armchair, sipping his coffee as he read from a 
tablet.  He looked up as they walked in, his eyes cold. 

“Do you have my cooler?” he asked. 
“Nico, I – ” began Ali. 
“Yes or no?” Nico’s voice was clipped. 
“No.” 
“I have no use for a bad thief.” 
He nodded at Leo, who stiffened.  The command was clear, but for the first time in their 

association, Leo blanked.  He needed time – time to find a way out, time to bring Nico down, time 
to figure out how to get Ali Keats out from under his skin.  But if he didn’t do something now, 
they’d both be dead before they reached the front door. 

Ali was backing away. 
“Give me another chance, Nico.  I promise I can get it done.” 
“I don’t give second chances.” 
Leo held himself rigid and Nico quirked an eyebrow at him. 
“Not going soft on me, are you, Leo?” 
Leo scowled, and knew he had to act quickly.  Before Ali realized what was happening he 

was on her, her arm doubled up behind her back, his hand around her throat as he pulled her back 
against his chest. 

“Leo?” Her whisper was scared.  She was truly scared, and Leo felt like utter scum.  Her 
pulse fluttered madly against his fingers and her whole body strained away from him.  His mind was 
racing as he considered his options, but her damned honeysuckle scent was clouding his brain, filling 
his lungs as memory swamped him.  The smart thing to do would be to knock her out, take her 
outside, and put her on a boat to the other side of the planet.   

And I’d never see her again. 



And Jonah would be killed. 
And…I’d never see her again. 
Leo couldn’t do it.  He couldn’t “disappear” her to safety like the others.  He needed her 

here with him for as long as he could swing it, no matter what the consequences. 
He dropped his hands. 
“Hey Boss, I’ve got a better idea.” 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 


