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CHAPTER 6 

 
LUCIOUS, ROUND, AND TIPPED with the most mouthwatering dusky rose nipples, 

Ali’s bare breasts momentarily robbed Leo of the ability to breathe, much less think, and the 
conflicting emotions that swamped him made him dizzy – lust, of course, because he was only male 
and what heterosexual male could resist the bounty of a goddess? But lust was quickly trampled by 
other emotions intent on having their say. 

MINE, insisted something dark and powerfully possessive inside him, swiftly pulling rage in 
its wake, and a desire to pulverize the men who ate Ali up with greedy eyes. Regret and fury 
clenched in his belly – regret that Nico’s scheming had brought this impossibly strong and vital 
woman to the point where she had to surrender her modesty to achieve his ends.  

Leo was done fighting it. He wanted Ali under him. Over him. Anyway he could get her, but 
most of all, he wanted her safe and away from Nico’s dangerous world. 

Every muscle in Leo’s body was clenched tight, but Ali just smiled at him, lowering her 
lashes over those heat-filled eyes, and lifted her arms up over her head, still swaying to the music as 
she turned to face a leering Johnny Shannon.  

“Worth every penny,” he said, licking his lips and fumbling with his zipper. 
“Trade places with me, man,” muttered the thug next to Leo, thickly, “I want a look at that 

ass.” 
Leo had to clench his fists to avoid breaking every tooth in the meathead’s face, and instead 

just gave him a look so full of censure that the guy actually flinched. He looked back at Ali, grateful 
that the screen partially obscured her from the guards’ lecherous grins, if not Johnny’s. The view 
from the back was just as bad, the creamy cheeks bisected by a tiny black thong. Briefly, he 
wondered if having a raging hard-on was going to impede his fighting ability. 

Ali sank to her knees. 
“Oh yeah, darlin’,” moaned Johnny as she palmed him, followed by a surprised hitch in his 

breath and a long, drawn-out groan.  
His head fell back. 
Leo got one glimpse of Ali’s smug, triumph-filled expression, saw the ring flash in her hands, 

and then she was diving for the balcony doors in nothing but those impossible leather boots and the 
tiny thong. 

“What the hell?”  
To their credit, the guards realized there was a problem almost immediately, and two hurried 

to Johnny, who was passed out cold, while the other two grabbed Leo’s arms in restraint. 
“Is he dead?” 
The guard with the pock-marked face took his pulse. 
“Knocked out.” 
“What’s wrong with him?” asked the other, and then gasped as he saw it – the red spike-

tipped cylinder sticking up from his open fly. 
“That’s a tranq – she stabbed his cock with a tranq!” 
“That’s my girl,” said Leo, and heaved, his arms breaking free of the guards’ hold as the pock-

marked guard rushed out to the balcony. 
“I’m going after her. She’s headed for the roof!” he called, but Leo had his hands full. 
Crunch. 



The meathead’s teeth broke under his powerful blow, and Leo couldn’t bring himself to feel 
sorry about it. A return kick momentarily knocked the wind out of him, but a quick jab and the guy 
was down for the count. Leo turned just as the other guard jumped him, pulling him to the ground 
in a brutal tumble of fists and raw strength. 

“Get out of the way, Kyle!” shouted the remaining guard, weapon drawn, looking for a clear 
shot, and Leo smoothly rolled, grabbed his assailant’s holster, and – 

BLAM! 
The thug dropped, crashing into the coffee table, and Leo tossed away the gun, but the 

momentary distraction cost him as his assailant wrapped his hands around his throat. Leo bucked, 
trying to dislodge him, as spots started to swim in front of his eyes. 

“Big mistake,” he gritted out, with a vicious knee to the groin. 
The brute roared in pain but tightened his grip. Leo threw his weight forward, grabbed the 

man’s head, and –  
SNAP. 
 
CLIMB FASTER, ALI THOUGHT to herself, stifling the terror as her infernal boots 

skidded on the cement and the rough surface abraded her tender naked skin. Jumping hadn’t been 
an option, so the only way out was up. Okay, so maybe she hadn’t thought this part of the plan out 
completely, but at least she had the ring. 

And a guard literally on her tail. She could hear him grunting as he followed her path toward 
the roof. 

Don’t stop. Don’t look back. 
If she looked back, she might freeze, and then she’d be dead. If she stopped, she’d have to 

think about the fact that Leo might be dead, and that was unacceptable. So she kept moving 
forward, finally clambering over the ledge of the roof, shivering in the chilled night air. 

Just make it to the entrance, she thought, panting, and started toward the door. 
“Since when do hookers carry tranqs?” snarled the thug, his meaty hand catching her waist 

as she cried out in alarm. 
She tried to jerk away, but forgot about the boots, and her ankle twisted as she tumbled to 

the ground, pinned under his weight. 
Ali fought like a demon, pleased when her nails drew blood, savoring the grunt of pain as 

the pock-marked guard took a knee in the stomach, but he was huge and rough, and shook her hard 
enough to bounce her head off the ground. 

Dazed, she slumped. 
“You’re a fucking hellcat,” he muttered, pinning her wrists over her head with one hand, and 

then using the other to fondle her breasts, “and you’re going to apologize before I fuck you.” 
“In your dreams,” Ali whispered painfully, and head-butted him. 
Broken noses bleed an awful lot, Ali thought as he howled and rolled off of her. She tried to 

scramble away, but the world was spinning, and the door didn’t seem to get any closer as she 
crawled to it. She felt a hand on her bad ankle, dragging her back, and cried out. 

“This was a shitty plan,” said Leo, and kicked the pock-marked guard in the face. 
Two more swift, merciless blows, and the man subsided in a bloody heap. 
“Don’t kill him,” whispered Ali, and Leo frowned.  
After a tense moment, he nodded and turned away to crouch at her side, taking in the 

scrapes on her breasts and thighs, and the ugly bruises, rage swirling in his eyes. He scooped her up 
and she gasped. 

“I can walk,” she protested. 
“Shut up,” he retorted, holding her close. 



“It was not a shitty plan,” Ali murmured, but the edges of the world were looking a little 
crinkly as she held up the ring with a satisfied grin. 

And then passed out. 
 
GETTING OUT OF THE hotel with a naked woman was surprisingly easier than Leo 

would have thought. Leaving her in the stairwell to the roof, he’d swiped a sheet from a service cart 
in the hallway and wrapped it, sarong-style, around Ali’s banged-up body. She was still woozy from 
the blow to the head, but alert enough to navigate the hallways to the staff entrance, though Leo was 
sure they were caught on every camera along the way. 

At the car, he wrapped her in his leather jacket before tucking her into the passenger seat, 
careful for her ankle. She was quiet on the drive back to her apartment, which was just as well, since 
Leo was still seething – over her injuries, over her stupid plan, over the whole situation to begin 
with. 

Ali let him carry her inside and set her on the bed, reaching over to switch on the lamp on 
the nightstand.  

“I’m okay. You should get that ring to Nico,” she said, but Leo just glared at her and 
stepped into the bathroom to find the First Aid kit.  

He sat on the bed and unwound the sheet from under the leather jacket, and carefully 
unzipping the boots. Ali couldn’t hold back a cry of pain as he eased the boot over her swollen 
ankle, and Leo’s jaw was tight as he left the room, returning with an ice pack and some painkillers 
for her to swallow. 

Ali was fascinated. He was clearly still furious, but Leo’s hands were gentle, his touch careful 
as he tended her injuries, scowling at her when she attempted to help. She was already feeling better, 
though she probably had a mild concussion. The ice and the painkillers went a long way, and then 
Leo was reaching for the zipper on his jacket, not meeting her eyes as he pulled the edges apart, 
baring her to his view. 

Suddenly, the air felt thick, and heat pooled in her abdomen, but Leo only reached for the kit 
and started swabbing the scrapes and scratches along her torso, and higher, on her sensitive breasts. 
His hands were deftly impersonal and she struggled not to squirm. 

This shouldn’t be making me hot, she thought, but it did. She was practically naked and he was 
fully dressed, and adrenaline was still coursing through her, spiking her libido even higher. Her 
nipples were tight with arousal, her pussy already damp. 

When he was done, Leo tossed the used cotton in a nearby wastebasket and turned back to 
her. Ali expected a scathing reprimand of her performance tonight, success notwithstanding. Yes, it 
had been a crazy plan, but if she had to get naked to distract a bunch of thuggish idiots, she could 
live with that. 

He killed two of them, she remembered, shuddering. In self-defense, but still, Leo was a 
powerful, dangerous man, and it wouldn’t hurt to remember that. She should probably head him off 
at the pass. 

“Look, I know tonight didn’t go exactly as – ” Ali lost the rest of the sentence to a moan as 
Leo bent over her and sucked a nipple into his mouth. 

He wasn’t harsh or demanding, didn’t seem to expect anything of her, but simply filled his 
mouth with her breast as though he couldn’t help himself, stroking the tight peak with his tongue 
and then suckling gently while his hand came up to caress and pet its partner. 

“Oh God, Leo…” Ali gasped, arching to him, her fingers sliding into his hair to hold him 
close. 

He took his time, and after a few minutes she was writhing beneath him, hot and panting 
and nearly begging. He looked up, his blue eyes dark with desire, and gently started kissing his way 



down her torso, careful about her injuries as he parted her and settled his shoulders between 
widespread thighs. 

“You nearly gave me a heart attack tonight,” he muttered, stroking a finger over the scrap of 
material that covered her clit in a move that sent sensation streaking up her spine. 

“We got the ring, didn’t we?” 
Leo nipped her thigh and she jerked. His eyes met hers over the length of her body. 
“Don’t move a muscle,” he ordered, his face tight with arousal, “I want you to lie here and 

let me taste you until the image of you baring yourself for that asshole is no longer seared in my 
brain. Got it?” 

Ali managed a nod, and quivered in excitement as Leo tugged the panel of her thong to the 
side, putting every inch of her swollen folds on display for him. Her fingers tightened in the sheets 
as he just looked for a long moment. Then, the same as he’d done with her breast, he bent his head 
and gently pulled her clit into his mouth to suckle. 

She jerked. She couldn’t help it, but he only held her thighs wide with big, warm hands and 
continued eating her out exactly as he wanted to until the first orgasm crashed over Ali, sharp and 
fast and intense. Leo simply spread her further and began learning her folds with his tongue, from 
her swollen clit to the sensitive opening to the delicate rosette beneath.  

Through it, Ali tried to hold still as ordered, but when Leo slid two fingers into her sheath 
and started fucking her gently while he flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue, she unraveled again 
in a sparkly shower of glitter. 

“Not done,” he insisted, and though she was sure she couldn’t come again, Ali let him give it 
the old college try, lapping and stroking and humming his approval at her taste, taking his time to 
build her up again. And again. 

“Come,” he ordered one last time as she writhed against his hand and mouth, and she was 
helpless to resist, crying out his name. 

When she finally came back to herself, he slid his fingers from her and pressed a soft kiss to 
the top of her cleft that had Ali’s heart clenching, and then sat back, breathing hard. The bulge of his 
erection was impressive, and though Ali was wrung out, her fingers itched to touch him. But as she 
started to sit up, he pressed a hand between her breasts, holding her down. 

“But – ” 
“Another night,” he promised, “I’m a fucking bastard for touching you at all.” 
“Did you hear me complaining?” she pouted, her body still tingling from head to toe. 
Leo grinned, and Ali forgot how to breathe. 
“No, but I did hear some very pretty begging.” 
Ali scowled, but Leo only tucked a blanket around her, mindful of her ankle. 
“Keep that foot elevated until the swelling goes down. I’m going to text you every hour. If 

you don’t text me back within one minute, I’m calling nine-one-one.” 
“You’re not staying?” 
Leo patted his pocket, where the ring was securely tucked away. 
“Nico’s waiting,” he said, and Ali felt relief course through her – it was done. 
I’m free. Finally. 
Leo surprised her by picking up her hand and pressing a soft kiss into the palm. 
“We’re not finished,” he said. 
But he walked out, leaving her confused, still humming with pleasure, and more baffled than 

before about the puzzle that was Leo Santello. 


