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CHAPTER 8 

 
SHE WAS PROBABLY FAST asleep, Leo mused, lying in bed that night, brooding up at 

the ceiling. He hasn’t seen her again that day, but had received a polite, professional text asking him 
to please inform Nico that she’d have his cooler tomorrow night. According to the wiretap, McLeod 
was hosting a party on the yacht, which would tighten security, but would also make it easier to 
blend in. 

Leo punched down a pillow and tried to get comfortable. The rooms Nico provided were 
luxurious to a fault, but always served to remind Leo that he was living in the house of the enemy. 
Although he routinely swept the room for bugs and cameras, he was living under a microscope. 
Over the years, Nico had noticed his seemingly unflinching focus on the job and praised him for it, 
solicitously offering to provide him with prostitutes to compensate for his lack of a sex life, but Leo 
had just as graciously refused. On rare occasion he’d seek out a one-night stand in a bar, someone 
who needed what he needed for the night – hard and fast release, no emotions. No chance that Nico 
could use her as leverage. 

Then came Ali. When Ali waltzed into Leo’s world, he soon discovered that anonymous 
encounters were no match for his own hand coupled with the fantasy of the curvy little thief 
welcoming him into her body with a breathless moan. And now, thanks to his complete lack of 
control, Leo knew what that sounded like, what she tasted like. 

Aroused and irritated, Leo scowled up at the ceiling and tried to focus on the problem of the 
yacht. There was no way Ali could blend into that crowd, and he prayed she’d come up with some 
other method of getting on board the ship.  

He’d snuck back to the Arden after leaving Ali’s last night – paying off a busboy to retrieve 
her duffel bag and deliver it to him in the parking lot. From the gossip he’d coaxed out of the 
nervous youth, Leo knew that Shannon and his surviving men were on a rampage, trying to figure 
out who had gotten the drop on him. In the chaos, Leo managed to slip into the security room and 
swipe the hard drive with the night’s footage. He’d tossed it into the ocean at the first opportunity. 

The yacht would be swarming with men on the lookout for a gorgeous brunette who didn’t 
belong. The only reasonable approach would be a distraction that would allow Ali the precious 
moments she needed to get in and get out. What that distraction might be was a mystery. 

And the woman is too damn stubborn to accept help. Even when it might get her killed. 
Leo tensed as the bedroom door opened softly, and he quietly slid a hand under the pillow 

to wrap around his gun. He’d insisted on a lock for the adjoining sitting room, but the gun was an 
old habit, and Leo still wasn’t entirely convinced that Nico wouldn’t try to kill him in his sleep. A 
whisper of silk in the darkness, and Leo let the gun go as a voluptuous figure separated itself from 
the shadows. 

“What do you want, Mila,” he growled. 
Undeterred, Mila dropped a knee to the bed and straddled him, purring as she dropped the 

robe. In the filtered moonlight coming through the shade, Leo could see the outline of a skimpy 
negligee, and nothing else. 

“Someone’s been lying here thinking naughty thoughts,” murmured Mila approvingly, 
rocking against him, letting him feel her heat through the sheets that separated them. 

“Isn’t Nico going to miss you?” asked Leo, noting that the woman perched atop him was 
doing absolutely nothing for his cock. 



Even in the darkness he could see her eyes gleaming and the skimpiness of the little bit of 
nothing she was wearing. It was an outfit designed with a single purpose. Too bad Leo’s mind was 
permanently imprinted with the image of a naked Ali framed by the soft black leather of his jacket, 
coming apart under the stroke of his tongue. That was honest sex appeal, and fucking hot.  

This was artifice. Mila wanted something. 
Whatever it is, she’s shit out of luck, thought Leo. 
“Nico sleeps like the dead,” said Mila, “It’s a poor weakness. I could fuck another man in 

our bed and he’d never notice. I could slit his throat and he’d never see it coming.” 
“If he finds you here, he’ll kill you.” 
Mila seemed unconcerned, running her hands over his chest. 
“I just thought that we should get to know each other better. You’re loyal to Nico, and so 

am I. Perhaps it would be in both our best interests to be…loyal…to each other.” 
“That sounds great, Mila, except for one thing,” He caught her wrists. “I don’t trust you.” 
She pouted. 
“You want me as an ally, Leo, I promise.” 
“I don’t need allies,” replied Leo, letting her wrists go, “and if you’re looking for a cheap 

thrill, go fuck one of the security guards. Just remember that if Nico finds out, he’s a dead man, and 
you’re probably not far behind.” 

Lips tight, Mila slithered off of him. 
“You shouldn’t underestimate me, Leo.” 
“I don’t underestimate anything.” 
Mila sauntered toward the door, stopping in the doorway. 
“When he has no more use for her, Nico will have you kill that obnoxious little bitch, so 

whatever fantasies you’ve spun about her…you may want to fuck her out of your system while you 
still have a chance.” 

“Get out,” ordered Leo, spine rigid. 
Her cruel chuckle followed her out, and she closed the door behind her. 
Leo lay in the dark for several long minutes, thinking about Ali dead – tortured and killed at 

the hands of McLeod’s men, bleeding out from a stray bullet as she tried to escape, or worst of all, 
the light fading from her eyes as he wrapped his hands around her neck and squeezed. 

Swearing, he pulled himself out of bed and started searching for his pants. 
 
ALI LET HERSELF INTO her apartment, feeling beyond tired. Her ankle was throbbing, 

her head hurt, and her attempts to scope out McLeod’s yacht had left her depressed and anxious. 
The boat was a floating fortress – guards, alarm systems, the works. Suddenly, lap-dancing Johnny 
Shannon into submission seemed like a piece of cake in comparison. She tugged off her turtleneck 
and kicked off her shoes, shedding her clothes as she headed to the bedroom. 

Sleep on it, she thought to herself, sure it would all come clear in the morning. 
Down to her underwear, she turned on the bedroom light…and shrieked. 
Leo scowled up at her from the armchair in the corner. 
“Jeez, don’t you ever knock like a normal human?” 
“I told you to get a security system.” 
Ali ignored that. 
“What if I were coming home with a guy?” she demanded, trying to ignore how his eyes 

roamed her nearly naked figure. 
He didn’t answer that, but the look in his eyes was somewhere between thunderous and 

murderous. The little devil in Ali’s brain prompted her to drop the bra and let her panties slide off 
her hips before strolling across to the dresser in search of a nightshirt. 



“Where were you?” demanded Leo, a husky note in his voice he was obviously trying to 
hide. 

“Scoping out McLeod’s yacht.” 
Tugging a button-down nightshirt from the drawer, Ali shrugged it onto her shoulders but 

didn’t bother buttoning it. She had a horrible feeling about the upcoming mission, and if she were 
going to get herself killed, she wanted a recent memory of Leo Santello’s hands and body bringing 
her unimaginable pleasure. She didn’t want to think about what would happen to Jonah without her. 
Completely unselfconscious, Ali strolled to the armchair and straddled Leo’s lap, pleased by the 
choked sound he made as his hands automatically came up to clasp her hips. 

“You’re not going to let me talk you out of this, are you?” he asked. 
“Jonah’s counting on me,” Ali said.  
It was that simple. 
Ali rocked against him, thrilled by the hard bulge that pressed up against her. 
“How do you get any work done like this?” she murmured. 
“It’s only like this when you’re around,” he said, then frowned, and Ali smiled. 
He hadn’t meant to give that away. 
“Poor baby,” she crooned, and slithered off his lap, down between his thighs, letting him 

feel the heat of her breath through the denim of his jeans. 
“Ali – ” he managed, tense. 
“Push me away, pull me close,” said Ali, tracing the thick length of him, “You have to make 

up your mind, Leo. You could give a girl a complex.” 
She pressed a series of kisses along the bulge as her hands blindly worked his buckle. His 

hands were on the armrests, as though he were afraid to touch her. 
Silly man. 
Ali gently worked the zipper down and peeled back the edges of the denim. He wasn’t 

wearing underwear, and his cock sprang free, large and wide, and with a magnificently rude, fat 
crown, already flushed for her. This was better than her fantasies. 

“We can either sit here and argue until I convince you that I’m not going to change my 
mind, or you can let me taste you before you take me to bed.” Ali offered the options with absolute 
determination, adding breathlessly, “I’ve been dying to, you know.” 

She didn’t bother waiting for a response, but wrapped a hand around the base, her tongue 
flickering out to taste. And then taste again, rubbing a mind-altering circle into the sweet spot under 
the head with her thumb. She lapped at him daintily, like a cat, her eyes shining. 

“God, your mouth…” muttered Leo, and gave up all at once, sinking his fingers into her 
hair and gently moving her where he needed her to be. 

Taking her time, Ali slid him into her mouth, the taste and girth and heat of him 
overwhelming her senses, sending an answering pulse to the hot flesh between her thighs, that was 
weeping and swollen for him.  

Just a few more minutes, she promised her aching pussy, A few more minutes to enjoy him just like 
this. 

In a million years, Ali could never have imagined the flood of lust and power that filled her 
as she played Leo Santello’s body like a finely crafted instrument. He was heat and power and warm, 
tensed muscle under her hands, hot blue eyes watching helplessly as she enjoyed him, inch by 
spectacular inch. 

 
THE RING OF THE phone didn’t register at first. Hell, Leo wasn’t entirely sure of his own 

name. His entire world was focused on the goddess at his feet, giving and taking pleasure from his 
incredibly willing body. She could have asked him for anything right now – his bank accounts, a 



kidney, and he would have happily handed it over, if only to keep her right where she was for a few 
minutes more.  

Right there, sweetheart.  
He didn’t know why he’d come over here in the first place – there was no chance that Ali 

would change her mind, but after Mila’s little attempted seduction and unsubtle threat, Leo needed 
to see Ali one more time, even if just to pick a fight. Just in case. This was better and worse at the 
same time. 

She wriggled a hand under the denim to cup his balls and Leo lost his train of thought as he 
cried out. Pleased, she stroked the soft skin behind the heavy sac. Helpless, Leo thrust, unable to 
suppress the groan as he sank to the back of her throat, hot and wet and soft and incredible as she 
sucked him into a mindless haze of pure pleasure. 

Ring, ring, ring. 
The damned phone had to go. Leo was about to reach over and rip it out of the wall, but 

then Ali was moving away with a murmured, “Hang on, big boy. Be right back,” and he had to stifle 
the whine of disapproval as cool air bathed the head of his dick. 

“Hello? Yes. Oh my God. I’ll be right there.” 
Leo only needed one look at Ali’s distressed face to know that their magical, insane little 

interlude was over for the night.  
“I have to go,” said Ali, shedding the nightshirt and scrambling for clothes, “Jonah’s in a 

coma.” 
 
 
 
 

  



CHAPTER 9 
 
ALI LOOKED DOWN AT Jonah’s still body in the hospital bed and felt fury, grief, and 

helplessness roll through her in unending waves.  A guard stood outside the room and they’d 
handcuffed him to the bed. 

As though he’s going to just get up and go. 
His face was a mess, but it was the bandage on his head, dotted with blood that stood out 

against the stark white of the dressing, that caused Ali’s heart to clench.  From what she’d learned 
from the orderly she’d passed a hundred to, Jonah had been cornered in the wood shop by a group 
of Nico’s thugs and pummeled within an inch of his life.  She had no doubt the convicts were under 
orders.  That they hadn’t killed him was clearly deliberate, though Ali suspected that they had only 
managed to get word that Jonah needed help because it looked like he might not make it. 

If Jonah died, Nico would have no hold over Ali, but making him hurt would serve to 
remind her that his life was in Nico Wallen’s cruel and merciless hands.  Failure was not an option. 

Leo stood next to Ali and surreptitiously brushed his knuckles along the small of her back in 
comfort, though his face and demeanor were impassive.  The invisible gesture brought tears to Ali’s 
eyes, and she sucked in a shuddering breath and willed herself not to throw herself into his arms for 
comfort.  For the first time, she realized with absolute certainty that if she did, Leo would hold her 
tight and safe from the world, appearances be damned. 

The doctors had come and gone – there was swelling in Jonah’s brain, and nothing to be 
done until it went down, at which point hopefully he would wake up.  They’d advised her to go 
home and sleep – they’d keep her up to speed. 

“Come on, I’ll drive you home,” murmured Leo, and guided her toward the door. 
In a daze, Ali moved down the hallway, but she snapped out of it, her eyes narrowing as a 

tall, heavyset man with thinning gray man stepped through the elevator doors. 
“Warden Mills,” said Ali, hurrying forward. 
“Miss Keats,” he said, with an obvious lack of enthusiasm, “I was sorry to hear about your 

brother.” 
“Sorry?  He’s in a coma because your guards missed the signs of an inmate under your watch 

being nearly beaten to death.  Were they on a coffee break?” 
He had the grace to look shamed, but avoided eye contact. 
“This is a maximum security prison, Miss Keats.  The men we incarcerate are difficult to 

control under the best of circumstances – ” 
“Then maybe you’d like to attempt to explain to me, again, why Jonah is locked up there to 

begin with?  He was convicted of grand theft, not a violent crime.” 
“You’ll have to take that up with the lawyers.  The system is overcrowded – ” 
“Fuck the system.  You know as well as I do that Nico Wallen had him put there to keep an 

eye on him.  And apparently a fist.” 
Warden Mills turned an unbecoming shade of purple. 
“How dare you imply –” 
“I’m not implying anything.  I’m stating it for the record.” 
It was then that the Warden did something unbelievably stupid.  
He grabbed her arm. 
In a heartbeat, Leo had him crushed against the wall, his arm doubled up painfully behind 

his back.  Ali blinked at the sudden shift. 
“Apologize for touching her, you bastard,” he growled. 
“I’m sorry!” cried the man. 



A tense moment passed, and then Leo abruptly let him go and stepped back to let Ali into 
the elevator, as Warden Mills stumbled back, terrified. 

“You’ll pay for that,” he said, his voice shaking. 
The doors closed. 
“You shouldn’t have done that,” said Ali quietly. 
“He shouldn’t have touched you,” replied Leo, just as quietly. 
 
ALI WAS TOO QUIET in the car on the drive back to her apartment, and Leo didn’t like it.  

He didn’t like the distance in her eyes, the fear, or the sight of Jonah Keats lying battered and 
broken in a hospital bed. Ali only blinked when he insisted on escorting her up to her apartment, 
but she slapped a hand against his chest when he would have followed her inside. 

“You can’t come in, because if you come in, I’m going to ask you to sleep with me.” 
Leo just stared at her, and the heat he’d banked in an effort to be there for her while she 

dealt with the night’s situation came roaring back. 
“Isn’t that where we were headed earlier?” he asked. 
“It’s different now,” Ali insisted, “I thought you were a good form of stress relief, but Nico 

just gave me a very effective reminder that tomorrow night has to go off without a hitch.” 
She reached up to kiss his cheek. 
“Thanks for everything.  If I don’t make it…would you do what you can for Jonah?” 
The words were delivered simply, but the thought was so gut-wrenching, so 

incomprehensible that Leo growled, and the next thing he knew, he’d propelled Ali inside and 
pinned her against the foyer wall, kicking the door closed. 

“Don’t say that,” he ordered, his voice nearly unrecognizable. 
Then he kissed her, which was probably a mistake given her request of three seconds ago, 

but given that his other plan was to throw her over his shoulder and lock her in the trunk of the car 
until he could drive her far from Nico’s fatal scheming, it seemed like the smart move of the 
moment. 

He kissed her, and then the only thing that mattered was kissing her again as Ali moaned 
under the onslaught of his mouth, her tongue greedily tangling with his.  He stopped thinking and 
simply yanked her shirt up to find the smooth skin of her torso, warm and alive under his fingers.  A 
quick flick of fingers and her bra fell away.  The first touch of her breasts had Leo’s breath 
stuttering, and he wrenched his mouth away to explore her throat as he tested their weight, stroking 
her velvety nipples to hard peaks. 

Ali wasn’t still under his hands, either, but trembled as she wrapped her arms around his 
neck, and then moaned in approval as he reached down to cup her ass and lift her.  She locked her 
ankles around his waist, grinding her hot pussy against his aching cock, her head falling back as he 
braced her against the wall to suck one berry nipple into his mouth.  She tasted like heaven. 

“Like sweet honey.  Love these tits,” he muttered. 
“God, Leo – ” Ali gasped, arching to press more of her flesh into his mouth as he licked and 

suckled and gently used his teeth to drive her insane. 
“Are you protected?” he growled against the curve of her breast. 
“Yes – yes!” Ali replied, and Leo grunted in approval. 
Without ceremony he reached between them to rip her panties away, and then fumbled to 

free his dick.  He snuggled the weeping head between her folds, tight against her opening.  Hot. 
“Tell me you want this.” 
“Leo,” moaned Ali, trying unsuccessfully to impale herself as he held her pinned against the 

wall. 
“Tell me or I stop,” Leo insisted, dying for her, but needing to hear it. 



“What, do you need a written invitation?  Please, please fuck me already!” 
Catching her mouth again in a drugging kiss, Leo surged up, filling her in one deep thrust 

that filled her to bursting and changed his world forever. 
 
ALI COULDN’T CATCH HER breath.  Leo was huge inside of her, filling her with 

blistering, rock hard cock with every heavy stroke.  It wasn’t smooth or refined, but raw and intense 
and she felt pleasure coiling tightly in her abdomen, pushing her higher and higher with each thrust.  
He dropped his head to gently bite the curve of her neck, and she whimpered as he licked the spot. 

“Do you know how long I’ve dreamed of this?” he asked, “Every time you sashayed that 
little ass into the mansion, I wanted to bend you over the nearest chair.” 

“More,” was all Ali could manage, even though she couldn’t possibly take more. 
“Greedy,” he muttered, chuckling, but hilted for her, grinding the full press of his cock into 

her so that she cried out. 
He reached a hand down to stroke her clit, and the gentle touch was so at odds with the hard 

fuck that Ali lost her mind, shattering against him with a cry.  She could feel him tense and hold on, 
and as she melted over him, he simply held on and started moving again, slower this time. 

“God, you’re pretty when you come,” he said, drawing back so that his fat crown tugged the 
opening of her pussy before sliding home again. 

Ali whimpered. 
Leo continued the slow, mind-numbing thrusts, this time with the finesse missing before, 

and Ali could only hold tight and let him take her against the wall, watching the play of emotion and 
heat that filled his eyes in the darkened hallway. 

He pushed into her one last time, gripping her hips and holding her there, impaled as he 
pulsed inside her, and the feeling was so sublime that all it took was a gentle nip of his teeth on her 
jaw and the lightest brush of his thumb into the ultra-sensitive crease between thigh and pussy and 
she was coming again, long and hard and completely undone as he followed her over. 

Leo slumped against her and she welcomed his weight as he pressed her into the wall.  After 
a few minutes, he blew out a breath that ruffled her hair and carefully separated them.  Ali’s legs 
were wobbly, her thighs wet. 

“That was – ” said Leo, shaking his head. 
“Totally,” agreed Ali, reaching down to trace his cock with her fingers, still half-hard. 
She relished the shudder that shook his huge frame, and for a moment thought about 

dragging him back to the bedroom for another round.  Maybe she’d let him bend her over the chair, 
this time.  Or maybe he’d be up for fun with toys.  Given how fast the flesh under her hands was 
recovering, it seemed like he would be up for anything. 

Stop it, Ali ordered herself, recognizing her brain’s desperate attempt to get her mind off of 
things, and realizing that she needed to focus.   

Or else. 
She gave Leo’s well-used cock a final appreciative squeeze and let go.  He was watching her 

face, his expression unreadable.’ 
“You’re still kicking me out,” he deduced. 
“I have to concentrate.  If you stay, I’m going to handcuff you to the bed and treat your 

body like my own personal ice cream sundae,” she said, “and much as the thought of you in 
whipped cream and chocolate sauce appeals to me, I have a job to do.” 

She waited for him to protest, but he just pulled her skirt down to cover her ass and then 
dropped a soft kiss on each tight nipple before tugging her shirt over her breasts as well.  Then he 
kissed her, so hot and deep and thorough that her toes curled and she found herself clinging to him. 

“Be careful,” he murmured, nipping her lower lip, “Don’t do anything stupid.” 



“You too,” she replied. 
LEO’S WHOLE BODY WAS singing as he walked back toward his car.  The pleasure Ali 

had given him and the generosity she displayed, gifting him with her lush body and incredible 
response made him want to sink to his knees in gratitude.  Instead, he pushed the post-coital 
satisfaction to the back of his mind.  He needed to have a serious talk with Nico, and had a feeling 
that the whole thing would put him squarely in Ali’s category of “stupid.”  

But he had to do something. 
Before Ali gets herself killed. 


