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CHAPTER 2 
 

 
“WHAT’S THE MATTER, LEO?  You look like someone torched your teddy bear.” 
Leo forced a shrug for the dark-eyed goddess lounging on Nico’s desk, where he sat doing 

paperwork.  Mila Rubino was Nico’s latest acquisition – a voluptuous, exotic beauty with long, black 
hair and a predatory smile.  Where Ali was a living flame, a live wire that sparked every nerve ending 
in Leo’s body, Mila was as cold and hard as the baubles she draped herself in.  Since she had moved 
into the mansion two months ago, Nico had worked Ali overtime, collecting priceless trinkets to be 
disassembled and recombined into fantastic configurations for his new mistress. 

“You’re so tense, Mr. Santello,” continued Mila, sliding a glittery black nail, polished to 
match her dress, along his jaw. 

Leo wondered if this was how a mouse felt when being toyed with by a hungry, dangerous 
cat, for although Mila played the gracious hostess, the finest piece in Nico’s extensive collection, and 
fucked him with realistic enthusiasm in whatever manner he chose, there was no doubt that she was 
a predator in her own right.  He forced himself to remain impassive, rather than jerk away.  Ruefully, 
he noted the heat in her eyes – she clearly saw him as a challenge.  Great. 

The door opened and Nico Wallen entered, and Leo breathed an internal sigh of relief as 
Mila slithered off the desk to greet him.  Tall, elegant, and refined, Nico turned heads – his mother 
was had been a Greek supermodel, his father an alcoholic British aristocrat with no interest in 
children.  The outside world took one look at Nico and saw a handsome businessman with 
impeccable manners and a billion-dollar empire.  Leo had taken one look at Nico’s hands – rough, 
scarred, and brutal – and had known he was a killer.  His flat, black eyes were shark-like, a good 
reminder to Leo to keep his head in the game. 

“Darling – ” began Mila, plastering herself against his side. 
“Leo, where are we with the surveillance?” 
“I have McLeod’s house and office wired, and put your nephew Dmitri on keeping track of 

his movements.  We’re monitoring calls and emails as well.  No luck finding a weak link yet.” 
Nico frowned, absently tracing a hand down the curve of Mila’s body to cup her ass. 
“Any man can be turned.  Find someone.” 
Leo nodded, curt.  For weeks now, Nico had been obsessed with Hunter McLeod, the man 

whose own little organized crime ring was keeping him from absolute control of the city docks, still 
the best way to smuggle drugs, weapons, and stolen goods in and out of the city limits.  McLeod and 
his little army raked in the dough by charging for access, protection, and “safe passage,” along the 
wharf, and Nico had finally had enough.  It was going to come down to an assassination attempt, 
but try as he might, Leo couldn’t figure out the particulars.  Nico didn’t trust anyone completely, not 
even him. 

Which is why I’ve spent five fucking years trying to find something that will stick in court. 
Leo bruised when he needed to bruise, destroyed property, and put the fear of Nico into his 

enemies, but behind his job as thug-in-chief, he spent every waking moment trying to bring Nico 
Wallen to his knees.  The few times he’d been ordered to make someone “disappear,” Leo had 
moved mountains to relocate the poor victim instead of killing him and keep his cover intact.  So far, 
Nico seemed oblivious to the traitor living in his home. In fact, the only person who ever watched 
him with any sort of speculation or concern was…Ali. 



The door opened and she breezed in, strong and confident in stilettos and a tight leather 
skirt that made her legs look a mile long, topped by a soft turtleneck that clung to every delicious 
curve.  She glowed with energy and natural sexuality, making Mila’s carefully crafted look seem 
overdone and fake. 

“Good morning, everyone.  Nico, Mila.” 
She turned to look at Leo, smiling sweetly. 
“Leo.” 
For the millionth time, Leo wondered what Nico had on her.  Ali sank into a chair, and as 

she crossed her legs, Leo caught a flash of a black garter.  His mouth went dry as he imagined 
interrogating her, listening to her spilling every intimate detail to him, her secrecy no match for his 
hands tracing those garters as he spread her creamy thighs wide to unlock the mystery that was Ali 
with the touch of his tongue to her clit. 

Leo shook his head.  Nico had been speaking. 
“Sorry, could you repeat that?” 
“I said, how do you think I should punish Miss Keats?” 
 
ALI HOPED SHE WASN’T visibly shaking.  Yes, she should have brought the diamonds 

to Nico immediately, but it was the middle of the night, for Pete’s sake.  She’d caved to the thought of 
having the lustrous jewels in her possession, if only for the night, after all the trouble she’d went to 
to steal them from the Emir’s private collection.  Besides, it had only been a few hours before Leo 
had broken in to retrieve the stolen loot for his boss.  The reminder of Leo’s intrusion sent a lick of 
heat to her pussy, warring with the nerves she was trying not to show. 

“I don’t see why you have to punish me at all.”  Ali managed to keep her voice light. 
“I need to punish you, my dear little thief, because you broke a promise.  And if you don’t 

keep your promises, I can’t be expected to keep mine.” 
Ali blanched.  Yes, she needed Nico to keep his promises.  Her brother’s life depended on it.  

John was counting on her, and she had to remember that dealing with Nico was dealing with a 
temperamental, self-obsessed, dangerous child.  He’d have no trouble slitting her throat if she 
annoyed him. 

Ali’s gaze slid to Mila, whose eyes were fairly glowing at the idea of Ali being punished.  The 
woman was a sadist, and Ali would swear that the thought of violence got her hot.  Even now, she 
was toying with Nico’s belt buckle in a way that made Ali’s skin crawl. 

At the desk, Leo was silent, doing his usual marble statue impression. 
Nico detached Mila and strolled over to the chair, caging Ali in, leaning over her until she 

could smell his expensive cologne and see every long lash that fringed those dead eyes. 
“I’m sorry, Nico,” Ali murmured, contrite, trying not to squirm in her seat. 
“I know you are, my dear,” responded Nico. 
Without warning, he backhanded her, and Ali’s head rocked back as she felt fire streak along 

her cheekbone, and the sharp tang of blood where his diamond signet ring split her lip. Ali bit back 
a cry as Nico straightened, calmly heading to the bar to pour himself a drink. 

“Don’t let it happen again.” 
Mila pouted, clearly wanting more. 
Leo was standing now, and though his expression hadn’t changed, his hands were clenched 

into white-knuckled fists.   
He disapproved of Nico’s Neanderthal tactics?  Interesting… 
The thought was enough to distract Ali from the pain in her cheekbone – she was going to 

have a hell of a bruise later. 
Bastard. 



Nico continued as though he hadn’t just rattled her skull, and Ali carefully dabbed at her lip 
with the edge of her sleeve. 

“Now, let’s forget your disobedience and put this unpleasantness behind us.  I have a new 
assignment for you.  Something quite precious, and quite difficult to acquire.  In fact, should you 
accomplish this little task, I may be persuaded to forget your debt to me.” 

Ali’s jaw dropped. 
He can’t mean it. 
The buzz of a cell phone had Nico holding up a finger.  He removed the device from his 

pocket to read the incoming text, his face unreadable. 
“The details will have to wait until later.  Why don’t you join Mila and I for dinner tonight 

and we can discuss the matter.” 
It wasn’t a request.  Ali struggled to hide her frustration – she’d waited this long, she could 

wait a little longer. 
Mila looked about as thrilled as she felt.  She had taken an instant dislike to Ali, which, 

though mutual, was also dangerous. 
“Leo, see Miss Keats out, if you will.” 
Leo nodded, stepping forward to take Ali’s elbow, practically lifting her out of the chair and 

propelling her toward the door.  He didn’t stop there, but propelled her through the labyrinth of 
wood-paneled corridors that filled the mansion until they were a safe distance from Nico’s study.  
Crowding her back against the wall, shielded from any watchful eyes or cameras by a luxurious giant 
fern, Leo got in Ali’s face, scowling.  She yanked her arm away from his tight grip. 

“Must you manhandle me at every opportunity?” 
“I’ll give you ten thousand dollars to leave town tonight.” 
 
HE’D SHOCKED HER.  GOOD.  Leo watched surprise, wariness, and finally amusement 

play across Ali’s face at his proposition. 
“I don’t get out of bed in the morning for ten, Leo.” 
“Fine, twenty.” 
Leo realized with a lick of unease that he’d empty his savings account and sell everything he 

owned if it meant getting Ali out of the city and safe from Nico’s clutches.  He’d nearly lost it back 
there when his boss had casually and brutally made his little cat burglar bleed.  More than anything, 
he wanted to grab the man and snap his neck, but he had held back, reminding himself to stick to 
the plan.  Killing Nico would be satisfying on some level, but Leo wasn’t a killer.  Nothing would 
compare to watching Nico brought down by his own corruption, rotting away in jail for decades on 
end for his sins. 

But he’d hit Ali.  Leo’s blood boiled. 
Ali chuckled. 
“Worried about my welfare?  How sweet.  Didn’t know you had it in you, big boy.” 
She would have ducked under his arm, but Leo caught her chin in his fingers, turning her 

jaw to examine her cheek and lip, which was already starting to swell.  This close, he couldn’t miss 
the fine tremor under her skin. 

“You know Nico will kill you if you fail him.  He might just kill you because he’s bored, Ali. 
Whatever he’s paying you to steal for him, it isn’t worth it.” 

“It is,” she breathed, pulling her chin free, her big brown eyes full of secrets. 
Leo gritted his teeth, preparing to step back before he did something beyond stupid, like kiss 

her.  Already, the scent of honeysuckle surrounded him, and the smooth fall of her hair was so 
inviting, he wanted to wrap it around his fist while he pulled her head back to taste the pulse that 
fluttered under the collar of her turtleneck. 



“You’re out of your mind,” he muttered. 
“Just very, very determined,” replied Ali. 
And smiled. 
 
SHE WASN’T ABOUT TO let the man go just yet.  This new, protective side of Leo made 

Ali feel all fluttery and feminine.  Though she knew she was perfectly capable of taking care of 
herself, there was something about Leo seething over her welfare that had her breath coming short, 
her panties dampening in sudden arousal.  Did he feel it, too?  Or was he just trying to be decent for 
reasons of his own? 

Just a little push, she thought, to see how far he’ll go. 
“I was all put out when you left last night,” she murmured, stepping forward into his space, 

nimble fingers skimming up his blazer to adjust the knot of his blue silk tie.  He always looked so 
civilized while “on duty,” but Ali preferred him the way he’d been last night, in jeans and t-shirt and 
a black leather jacket, casual and unpredictable and hot. 

Leo hastily moved back, his eyes widening, instinctively recognizing danger. 
Smart man. 
“You got me all wound up.  I had to play with my vibrator for hours before I’d come hard 

enough to relax.” 
“Quit screwing around, Ali.”   
His back hit the wall across the hall, but she kept coming, snuggling her breasts against his 

chest, sliding her hands up around his neck, plastering every inch of her body against his.  Rigid, Leo 
kept his arms at his sides, fists clenched, but there was nothing he could do about his cock, swelling 
against her abdomen, getting harder with every teasing little twitch of her hips. 

“That must be painful,” she tsked, “I’d offer to take care of it for you…” 
Her clit throbbed at the flare in his eyes, and she pressed her advantage, sliding her knee up 

his outer thigh, letting him feel her heat as her tight skirt edged up.   
“…but you’re a little grumpy this morning.” 
Leo’s hands came up to grab her wrists, warningly – an echo of last night’s dalliance. 
“You shouldn’t play with me, Ali.  You don’t know what I’m capable of.” 
“Well, you seem to like holding me captive.  That says a lot.” 
“It says I don’t trust you.”  He ground the words out. 
“I’m hurt, Leo.  I really am.” 
Ali tsked again and feathered her lips over his mouth.  His lips were warm, dry, and softer 

than she had imagined, but set in a hard line.  She nuzzled his jaw, shivering at the hint of stubble, 
inhaling that woodsy, knee-weakening scent, and found his pulse with her lips, pleased at his 
accelerated heart rate and the way his hands tightened on her wrists as she tasted him.  Her own 
pulse was off the charts.  Teasing Leo made her feel powerful and sexy, but it was also like climbing 
into a cage with a hungry tiger.  She knew this was a monumentally stupid move, but she really 
couldn’t help herself.   

Yummy. 
“You know, Leo, I’ve got some velvet handcuffs back home.  If you weren’t such a downer 

today, I might be persuaded to wear them for you while you spank me.” 
She nipped his earlobe. 
Suddenly there was a harsh groan and Ali’s world shifted.  In an instant there was hard wood 

at her back and a hot, muscled body crushing her into the wall.  It took a second for her brain to 
catch up as searing pleasure raced along every nerve ending.  She opened her mouth to deliver a 
scathing comment on his capitulation, but all that emerged was a squeak. 

“You should be spanked,” Leo muttered heatedly, and his mouth came down on hers. 



Ali melted under the sensual assault, knees like wet noodles, clinging to his biceps for dear life 
as his mouth claimed her – there was no other word for it.  Lips demanding a response, his tongue 
tangling with hers in a wet, mind-scrambling possession.  His hands gripped her ass, lifting her off 
the ground, grinding her against him, and Ali could only hang there, pinned, eagerly lapping up every 
morsel of sensation, though a tiny portion of her lust-addled mind noted that she probably shouldn’t 
let him fuck her in an open hallway… 

 
THE WOMAN WAS A menace, Leo fumed, but the anger behind the thought was quickly 

swamped by a lust so powerful, he nearly dropped her on her perfect, curvy little ass.  Ali’s body 
against his was as soft and lush as he remembered, but this was better than last night, because this 
time his tongue was exploring the heady contours of her mouth and his hands were filled with her 
firm cheeks.  She was making sweet, sexy little noises as he rubbed the ridge of his dick against her 
pussy, her heat searing him through several layers of cloth.  Ali’s tight skirt rolled up as her knees 
came up to grip his hips, sharp heels digging into his ass. 

This is what I want, thought Leo, feeling drugged, moving to fill one hand with the mind-
blowing warm weight of her breast, the sweet nipple hard and pressing into his palm, even through 
bra and shirt. 

Ali moaned into his mouth, and Leo froze. 
Danger. 
He dropped her so fast she stumbled.  Breathing hard, Leo backed away, closing his eyes 

briefly to block out the sight of Ali, tousled and dazed and pink-cheeked, her skirt hiked up to 
expose her black garters and the edge of lacy little black panties.  Her lip had split again under his 
mouth, though she didn’t seem to notice, leaning back against the wall as though she’d lost her 
strength. 

Leo’s cock was pounding a protest behind his zipper, but he ignored it, clenching his fists to 
keep from reaching for her again. 

“Nico will expect you to dress for dinner.  Eight o’clock.  And put some ice on that cheek.” 
He turned on his heel and walked away, managing to hide the fact that he was completely 

undone until he was out of sight. 


