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CHAPTER 5 

 
THE PLAN WAS DOOMED to fail. If one could call this entire fiasco of a situation a plan. 
Ali had shown up at the mansion in a simple black track suit and sneakers, carrying a duffel 

bag. 
“Ready?” she asked, and Leo was mildly pissed that she actually seemed somewhat excited 

by the coming debacle. 
“Do you have any idea how you’re going to manage this? If we can even get up to the 

penthouse, there are four armed bodyguards standing between you and Johnny Shannon, and it’s 
not like he’s just going to let you just slip that ring off his finger.” 

“I’ve got a few ideas.” 
Leo shook his head and squeezed himself into her little silver car. She laughed at his 

expression. 
“I guess they didn’t build this with men your size in mind,” she said, and put the car in gear. 
After his mind-blowing moment with Ali in the lounge last night, Leo had gritted his teeth 

through the rest of the evening, the scent of her arousal still in his head. She’d returned to the dining 
room a few minutes later, pristine and unruffled, and hadn’t looked at him again, which was a relief, 
because he was barely holding it together, and because Mila was watching them both like a hawk. 
Later that night, Leo had stumbled into the shower, turned the water on full blast, and jerked 
himself to a brutal, endless climax, reliving every moment of Ali’s delicious response. 

Incredible. She was incredible. And so dangerous she should come with a warning label. 
Because now Leo could no longer think of her as just a thrill-seeking, curvy little tease. Now she was 
a selfless, resourceful young woman determined to save her brother from Nico’s vicious world. 

But she’s still a tease. And oh God could she tease. 
The ride to the Arden Hotel was silent, which was just as well, as Leo was trying to ignore 

the soft honeysuckle scent of her that filled the car. To distract himself, he opened the duffel bag 
and scanned the contents. Climbing rope, pulleys… 

“Tranquilizer gun?” 
“For hunting big game,” grinned Ali. 
“Even if you did manage to shoot him without getting yourself gunned down by his goons, 

you still have to get close enough to reach that ring.” 
Ali waved dismissively. 
“You worry too much.” 
Leo grumbled to himself and tried to get more comfortable, impossible in the tight quarters. 

Every time she shifted gears, Ali’s fingers brushed his knee, and Leo had to forcibly remind himself 
that tugging that hand up to wrap around his aching dick would be a monumentally bad idea, no 
matter that there was enough electricity snapping between them to power a city block. 

She moved to adjust the air and her nails scraped his thigh. Leo barely suppressed a groan. 
“Sorry,” she said lightly, but a mischievous little smile played around her lips. 
It was going to be a long night. 
 
TEASING LEO IN THE car was all well and good, but as soon as Ali parked a few blocks 

away from the Arden, she forced herself into work mode.  
There are no second chances here, Keats. Don’t screw it up. 
Hefting the duffel bag, she turned to Leo. 



“Get us a room on the eighth floor, south side of the building. Tell them your wife wants a 
good view of the water. Then text me the number. I don’t want the entry cameras catching me.” 

All business, Leo nodded and headed out. 
Ali waited, and five minutes later, her cell phone pinged – Room 802. 
“Perfect,” she murmured. 
When she reached the opulent ten-story building, she pulled a baseball cap from her bag and 

tucked her hair up under it, and then carefully slipped in the staff entrance and took the freight 
elevator to the eighth floor. She nonchalantly headed down the hallway, keeping her face 
strategically hidden from the cameras. 

Leo answered her first knock and moved aside to let her in. He’d kept the lights low. The 
room was beautiful, all antique furniture and expensive furnishings in tasteful, rich materials. Under 
different circumstances, the Arden was the kind of place Ali would have loved to meet Leo for a 
night. Or a week. But these weren’t different circumstances. 

“While I was checking in, the penthouse called down for pizza and advised the concierge 
that they’re expecting a stripper as well, and to send her right up.” 

“Classy.” 
“Hooker more likely. Clearly a full service place. I don’t want some poor girl getting in the 

line of fire if things go south, Ali.” 
“We’ll be long gone by then. Ten minutes to check it out, three minutes to get it done, and 

we’re out of here. Then maybe I’ll let you do me in the backseat of my car.” 
She sidled up, tracing a pattern on the front of his dark knit shirt with a light finger. Leo 

grabbed her wrist. 
“We wouldn’t fit in the backseat of your car. Now cut it out,” he growled. 
“Then I guess you’ll just have to bend me over the hood,” Ali grinned, licking her lips before 

she pulled away, reaching for her duffel bag as he frowned. 
She quickly assembled her climbing gear and headed out to the balcony, tucking wire cutters 

and the tranquilizer gun in her waistband. 
“Be right back, baby, I’m going to check out the security system.” Ali said, blowing him a 

kiss as she climbed up to the railing, anchoring a carbine before starting the two stories up to the 
penthouse. 

 
LEO WATCHED ALI clamber up, graceful and limber as a monkey, until the upper 

balcony cut off his field of vision, leaving him squinting anxiously into the night, with nothing to do 
but count the seconds. 

Eight minutes later, to the second, Ali swung back down, a scowl on her beautiful face. 
“Well, that was a waste of time. McLeod must think this guy is pretty important.” 
“He’s been his right hand man since the dock wars put McLeod on top. That was fifteen 

years back. He doesn’t make a move without Shannon okaying it. They were sparring partners back 
in Dublin and came over together.” 

“Bulletproof glass, an alarm system that’s designed to go off if someone so much as breathes 
on it. I can’t bypass it,” groused Ali. 

“What about inside?” 
“Two bedrooms, couple of bathrooms, a living room, and a separate office area, no door. 

Four guards, but the only cameras are in the entryway. Guess Johnny doesn’t want an audience 
when he’s doing business.” 

Ali slumped down to rest against the balcony railing, working through the possibilities, 
looking uncharacteristically defeated. 

“There’s got to be a way,” she said. 



“There is a way. I’ll give you everything I’ve got. You go, I’ll square things with Nico.” 
“Even if he decides not to hunt me down, he’ll kill you. He’ll kill Jonah.” 
Leo couldn’t argue with that, and felt the urge to smash something. He paced the balcony, 

running his fingers through his hair, agitated. 
“So, what now? If we pick a fight, we’re not going to make it past the door, and I doubt 

they’re going to let you just waltz in and ask politely. You’re supposed to be this incredible cat 
burglar, Ali. There’s got to be a way.” 

“I told you, my reputation is greatly exaggerated!” she snapped, “Maybe I should just waltz in 
there…”  

She trailed off, pensive, and then her eyes widened and she leapt to her feet, quickly 
unhooking herself and stuffing everything back into the duffel bag. 

“How much cash do you have on you?” she asked, heading for the door, making sure her 
cap was pulled low. 

“Why?” Leo asked, suspicious. 
Ali didn’t answer, but hurried out the door and down the hallway, impatiently jabbing the 

freight elevator button. 
“Are you going to tell me what we’re doing?” Leo asked, stepping in after her. 
“It’s perfect,” she said. 
A middle-aged maid rolling a cart slid in after them, and Ali turned to Leo, pulling his arm 

around her and snuggling in, keeping her face hidden. He played along, nuzzling her throat, 
breathing in her scent, and the maid carefully kept her eyes averted.  

 
ALI KNEW THAT SHE shouldn’t keep touching Leo like this, but after last night, she was 

having a hard time keeping her hands off of him. She’d lain awake long after she got home from 
Nico’s, thinking about how Leo had pleasured her and how he made her forget all of her good 
intentions. Besides, when he found out what she had planned to get them into Johnny’s penthouse, 
he was going to be pissed. 

On the ground floor, they hurried out of the elevator and Ali led Leo through the maze of 
staff hallways out to the lobby, where she scanned the floor in search of someone. 

“Ali, what the hell – ” said Leo, impatient. 
“There.” 
Ali dragged Leo toward the tall woman with long black hair who was making her way from 

the front desk to the bank of elevators. She wore thigh high boots under a short trenchcoat and way 
too much makeup. 

“You’re going up to Johnny Shannon’s room, right?” 
“Do I know you?” the woman asked, warily. 
Ten minutes later, the deal was done in the lobby restroom, and the stripper/hooker left the 

hotel wearing Ali’s tracksuit and sneakers, with a pocket full of cash. Leo stepped inside, made sure 
the room was empty save for the two of them, and scowled at Ali, who was busy painting on 
makeup, glad she’d shoved her purse in the duffel bag out of habit. 

“You should smile more,” she said, blotting her lipstick. 
The black sequined cocktail dress was a tight fit, strapless and low-cut, a simple glittery 

sheath that barely covered her ass, no room for a bra. The boots fit, thank goodness, and the overall 
effect was sort of high-class slutty. 

Leo didn’t seem to appreciate it, though his eyes lingered on her breasts for a long moment. 
“This is crazy.” 
“Yes it is,” Ali agreed, “but if you’ve got a better idea, I’d love to hear it.” 
He was silent. 



“That’s what I thought. Now, roll up those sleeves and be my big, bad bouncer, and let’s do 
this.” 

She belted the trenchcoat and rummaged through the duffel bag for a moment for one last 
crucial piece to her outfit, and then stood, stashing the bag in a small cabinet full of toiletries. 

“How do I look?” she asked, fluffing her hair. 
“Like trouble,” Leo said. 
“Perfect. Let’s go.” 
The goon at the penthouse door sized Leo up, suspicious. He was an ugly brute, built like a 

tank, with a pockmarked face and beady eyes. 
“Who’s this?” 
“My bodyguard.” 
“I can’t let him in.” 
Ali turned to go. 
“That’s too bad. I know Johnny asked for something special tonight. If you want to tell him 

you’re the reason he didn’t get it…” 
The brute hesitated, and then –  
“Fine, but I’ve got to pat him down.” 
Ali shrugged, and Leo glared at her, but let the guard frisk him before reluctantly letting 

them in. He led them past three other hulking goons sitting in the living room, watching a football 
game on TV. Only a filigree screen separated the office area and the balcony from the living room, 
giving the illusion of privacy. 

“Boss, the broad is here.” 
Johnny Shannon looked up from his desk, a grin spreading across his boxer’s mug, his red 

hair sticking up. 
“Hello, darlin’. Now aren’t you a pretty thing?” There was the slightest Irish lilt to his voice, 

though most of the accent had disappeared after decades away from the homeland. 
He jerked his chin at Leo. 
“Who’s this?” 
“Bodyguard,” grunted the goon. 
Johnny laughed, the sound harsh. 
“I don’t need no fuckin’ babysitter.” 
“The agency said you were a special client who might require special attention. Angela here is 

the best, and we have to protect our…assets.” 
Ali unbelted the trenchcoat and let it slide to her feet in a whisper of material, which 

effectively silenced every male in the suite. The goons in the other room craned their necks for a 
glimpse. Ali steeled herself, knowing that she wasn’t going to make it out of the penthouse with her 
modesty intact, but if she played her cards right, at least she’d get the ring. 

She sashayed over to the stereo on the bookshelf and swiftly pulled up something low and 
sultry before pulling a chair to the middle of the small room. 

“Why don’t you take a seat and let me dance for you, baby? I promise, you won’t even know 
he’s here,” she purred. 

Johnny looked like he was going to protest, but Ali started swaying to the music, and he 
finally nodded. 

“He waits out there.” 
The goon jerked his head at Leo and Ali nodded imperceptibly. Stoic, Leo took a seat in the 

living room, and Ali noted that he positioned himself so that he had a clear view of her at all times, 
which was both comforting and nerve-wracking. 

Johnny took a seat in the chair, his excitement palpable.  



“You like it when men watch you dance, don’t you, darlin’? Do you like it when they watch 
you fuck?” 

Ali wanted to gag, but she only smiled and stole a glance at the ugly ring on his right hand, 
the object of the game. 

“Be a good boy and maybe you’ll find out.” 
 
HOW FAR IS SHE willing to take this? Leo wondered, trying to look bored as he and the 

goons pretended not to watch every move Ali made as she swayed to the music, teasingly running 
her hands over her breasts and hips and gyrating for Johnny Shannon in seductively believable 
stripper moves. 

The screen separating the living room offered no real privacy, and Leo knew though he was 
positioned to be the only one who could catch the whole show, the other four men would see 
plenty. 

“Damn, that chick is fucking hot,” murmured the thug next to him, and Leo made a mental 
note to rip his eyes out. 

“You’re new at the agency,” said Johnny, burying his face in Ali’s cleavage as she bent over 
him. 

“I’m part of their new Diamond Tier,” said Ali, pulling back as he started to tug her dress 
down, “Only the most important clients.” 

“I hope they told you what I like,” he said, roughly yanking her down to his lap to rub her 
against his crotch. 

“Oh yes, I’ve been very well-trained,” Ali replied, her eyes on his right hand and the ring. 
She extricated herself from his grasp and stood again. 
Flushed, Johnny loosened his tie. 
“You’ve had your fun, darlin’, but let’s get to the main event. If I were a gent, I’d take you 

back to the bedroom, but you’ve got me all worked up, and I ain’t never been a gent. Strip off yer 
frock and come have a taste of this.” 

He grabbed the bulge in his crotch, expectant. 
Leo tensed, waiting for Ali to give the signal, preferably in the form of knocking the 

bastard’s teeth out. He didn’t like the odds, four against one, not to mention Johnny himself, but 
she’d gotten this close. Maybe they’d get lucky. 

And so it took every last scrap of control Leo had not to react when Ali turned around, 
pulled her hair out of the way and said, breathily, “Give a girl a hand?” 

Leo caught a glimpse of the shit-eating grin on Johnny’s face as he lowered the zipper at the 
back of the dress, and then simply grabbed two handfuls in his meaty fists and ripped. Ali cringed, 
irritated, as the material slipped off her hips, her modesty retained by one hand clutching the swath 
of black sequins over her breasts. Her shoulders were bare, as were the luscious swell of her hips, 
save for the tiny black band of her thong,  

“Oops,” said Johnny unapologetically, running his hands over her ass and playfully snapping 
the waistband of her thong before giving one cheek a ringing slap, “Like things a little rough, don’t 
ya, darlin’?” 

Leo could see Ali rolling her eyes, but she only purred and let Johnny fondle her, her back 
still turned from him, disgust evident on her face. Suddenly she looked up, and her eyes locked with 
Leo’s across the room. Every muscle in Leo’s body tensed as he saw her expression change, and 
then there was heat in her eyes. For him. It was insane, it was dangerous, but Ali was looking at him 
like a hungry tiger eyed a steak dinner, the way she’d watched him in the mirror last night. The 
memory of her body under his hands, the scent of her arousal, and her shudders of pleasure as she 



came around his fingers swamped him, and his cock throbbed against his zipper. He didn’t give a 
shit if the goons around him noticed or not.  

“Now, be a good girl and show Johnny those big tits,” said the Irishman, and Leo felt fury 
wash over him, warring with arousal in an explosive combination. 

Johnny moaned as Ali arched her back slightly, running one hand over her hip, down her 
thigh, and into her boot. She straightened a moment later, her fist clutched tight around a small, red 
cylinder, and a lightbulb went off – Leo knew exactly what she was going to do, and it was brilliant. 

Still, he couldn’t keep his jaw from dropping as she tilted her chin up, smiled at him and 
murmured, “Anything you want, baby.” 

And she dropped the tattered remains of the dress. 


