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      “Dance with me.”

      Those three words were a command rather than a request. Nor did Carla need to glance away from the person she was conversing with to know who had made it. She would recognize that husky after-good-sex and smoky voice anywhere. She had never seen the man smoke so much as a single cigar, but she didn’t doubt for a moment that at forty-three, he’d had plenty of sex, with dozens of women.

      Leonardo Brunelli.

      Powerful and ruthless head of the New York Mafia.

      Capo dei capi.

      Boss of all bosses.

      Because that’s what he was. Not just the don of the New York Mafia but the worldwide capo of all the Mafia organizations around the world.

      Except he wasn’t in New York today, but in London, attending and celebrating the same wedding and reception as Carla, that of his niece, Grace, to Matteo Zalotti, head of the London Mafia. The wedding ceremony had been earlier this afternoon, followed by this evening reception at one of London’s leading hotels.

      Carla had watched earlier as at least a dozen men had bent the proverbial knee to Leon when they arrived at the wedding reception at this prestigious hotel, in confirmation of his place as head of the Italian Mafia. Some of those men were older than Leon, some younger, but all, without exception, showed deference to their capo.

      “I asked you to dance.”

      Carla drew in a deep and steadying breath and then murmured a polite “Excuse me” to whichever one of the six Steele brothers she’d been talking to—they were all so handsome, but unfortunately also married or engaged; she couldn’t tell them apart—before turning to take in all the power that was Leon Brunelli.

      At six feet tall, he was far from the tallest man in the room, nor, despite having defined muscles in his fitted morning suit, were his shoulders and chest the widest. He had been a widower for twenty years, and his hair had gone prematurely iron-gray, as had the trimmed beard covering his strong jaw. But both those things only added to his attraction rather than detracted from it.

      But it was the innate aura of power surrounding this man that made him stand head and shoulders above everyone else in the room. Including the two burly bodyguards out in the hallway who were normally not far from his side but had been ordered to take a step back today. No doubt so as not to impinge on the bride and groom’s happiness. The bodyguards of the other dons present had also been banished from the room to roam the hallways of the hotel.

      Carla had noted that neither of Leon’s bodyguards looked to be of Italian descent. When she had asked Grace about them, her friend had explained they were Irish, because Leon preferred to employ bodyguards outside the Mafia organization and hoped there was less chance that way of betrayal or divided loyalties.

      Whatever their nationality, Grace had assured Carla that none of those bodyguards would be carrying guns today. Partly because they weren’t licensed to do so in the UK, but also out of deference to a request from the groom. Most of the bodyguards didn’t look as if they needed a gun in order to kill someone anyway.

      But older than Leon or younger than him, a don or otherwise, Carla doubted there was anyone in this room who didn’t know Leon could wield his power with literally the snap of his fingers to any one of those unarmed bodyguards.

      In fact, she was surprised he hadn’t brought one of those men into the room and sent him over to ask her to dance, rather than putting himself to the trouble of doing it and risking being told no.

      Except, that air of personal danger Leon exuded was a warning to all that only the stupid or reckless would ever say no to him.

      Carla was neither of those things, but she wasn’t about to be intimidated by him or any other man either. Been there, done that, got the mug and the T-shirt and a diamond engagement ring. The latter she had removed and thrown at her fiancé after finding him in their bed with another woman.

      As it turned out, Carla had later learned this wasn’t the first time for him, either. Carla worked late on Thursdays at the bookshop, and it also happened to be the day Benny worked the lunchtime shift at the sports bar and had the evening off. Carla’s humiliation had been complete when she learned from neighbors and friends that on those evenings, Benny invited random women he’d met at the bar earlier in the day to join him in their bed for a couple of hours. Just his luck that particular Thursday Carla hadn’t been feeling well and came home early.

      Benny had left their engagement ring on the bedroom floor after Carla had thrown him and the woman out of their apartment. Carla had picked it up and pushed it to the back of a drawer until she could bear to look at it again. In the end, selling it to a secondhand jeweler had covered losing the deposit on their apartment when she moved into a new one without giving notice. It had also covered a new bed and bed linens, because Carla had dumped the old one during her move.

      None of which changed the fact that Leon Brunelli was now standing only feet away, one brow arched as he waited for her to speak.

      Carla forced a pleasant smile to curve her lips. “I didn’t hear you ask a question.”

      Those piercing gray eyes narrowed to slits. “I asked if you would like to dance.”

      “Did you?” Carla feigned surprise. “‘Dance with me.’” She did a recognizable facsimile of the gruffness of his voice, causing his eyes to widen incredulously at her daring. “It sounds more like an order than a request to me.” She ignored a muffled throat clearing from behind her as the Steele brother she’d been talking to—Lucan, that was his name!—no doubt tried to warn her against antagonizing the other man.

      Which, from the tightening of Leon’s sculpted lips, along with the narrowing of those cold gray eyes, told her that was exactly what she’d done.

      But she’d only spoken to this man once before, and at the time, he’d been holding her best friend prisoner and tied to a chair with a bag over her head while he threatened to have his men kill her if she didn’t do as she was told and stay away from his future son-in-law.

      Not exactly an auspicious first meeting!

      Oh, that situation had been resolved to everyone’s satisfaction, and no one had died, thank goodness, but Leon Brunelli still wasn’t a man Carla wanted anything to do with.

      She was Italian—with a name like Carla Andretti, she had to be—and she knew her Uncle Vinnie had worked for the London don, Matteo Zalotti’s father, before now working for the son. But her uncle was the only one in Carla’s family who worked for La Famiglia. None of her other relatives wanted anything to do with the criminal underworld.

      Even if Carla found Leon the sexiest and most intense and enticing man she’d ever met, she had no intention of letting herself be seduced by him.

      One broken heart was enough for a lifetime.

      Not that she hadn’t been totally aware of him during today’s wedding service. Of course she had. Impossible to miss Leon when he exuded that unmistakable don’t-fuck-with-me-or-mine attitude.

      She’d also felt his piercing gaze on her several times during the ceremony, to the degree it had been enough to put her whole body on sexual alert. Her nipples had hardened inside the bodice of her dress, and between her thighs had become hot.

      But Leon Brunelli was too much. Of everything.

      Too hot.

      Too sexy.

      Too dangerous.

      Too damned sure of himself and his own powerful attraction.

      Even if he wasn’t all those things, Carla doubted many women ever refused his attentions. That they ever wanted to refuse. Why would they when he was the promise of hot and raunchy sex on two strong and powerfully muscular legs?

      Even his stillness was unnerving. Like waiting for the other shoe to drop. Probably on someone’s throat!

      Which, Carla recognized self-disgustedly, wasn’t an altogether unsexy thought…

      As evidenced by the fact her nipples were tingling again and that heat between her thighs was making her panties uncomfortably damp.

      “Isn’t it traditional for the bridesmaid to dance with the uncle of the bride?” he drawled.

      Yes, she was one of Grace’s two bridesmaids, and she was wearing a tomato-red, ankle-length, figure-hugging gown to prove it. Even so… “It’s the best man who traditionally dances with the bridesmaids, and we both know that isn’t you in any way, shape, or form.”

      His mouth quirked at her insult. “How do you know unless you try me?”

      Carla felt the warmth color her cheeks at his deliberate innuendo. “I have no wish to ‘try you.’”

      “No?”

      She wasn’t fooled for a moment by the mildness of his tone. “Absolutely not. If you wish to dance, I suggest you ask the other bridesmaid, your daughter, Natalia.” She still found it hard to believe this sexy man was the father of a twenty-year-old daughter.

      Carla had discovered during the weeks before the wedding, when the two women were required to go for fittings for their bridesmaid dresses, that Natalia was spoiled and slightly reckless, but also impossible not to like. The way she tormented her gorgeous Irish bodyguard, Killian Price but called Killjoy by Natalia, was hilarious.

      “I asked you,” Leon rasped.

      “You told me,” Carla insisted. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, Lucan and I were in the middle of a conversation before you interrup—” She broke off as, having turned, she discovered Lucan had very wisely left them to it and rejoined his wife and brothers across the room.

      The Steele brothers, all six of them, owned and ran the Steele Security company, and the reason the whole family was here today was because Matteo Zalotti’s sister, Bella, was married to Bryce Steele. The rest of the wedding guests were comprised of members of the New York and London Mafias, along with those representatives of that organization from all over the world. Noticeably there were also members of the London Bratva present. Gregori Markovic was its head, and his second-in-comment, Nikolai Volkov, along with their beautiful wives.

      But of these dangerous men, Leon Brunelli was without a doubt the most powerful and intimidating. Capo dei capi indeed.

      Gray eyes glittered with his amusement. “I guess Lucan is wise enough to know when his company is no longer necessary,” Leon drawled.

      “By you, perhaps, but I was enjoying— What are you doing?” Carla squeaked as, obviously running out of patience with her, Leon grasped one of her wrists to pull her across the room toward where couples were dancing to the music being played by a quartet of classical musicians, three violinists, and a cello player.

      “Cutting out the crap,” Leon snapped as he came to a halt in a space—surprise, surprise!—in the middle of the dance floor.

      The same dance floor where, a short time ago, Grace and Matteo had danced the tango together for the first time as man and wife. To say it had been sensual to watch the two of them would be an understatement. Whew.

      Carla hadn’t been able to look away from them, or deny the feelings of wistfulness and longing for someone to dance with her as if they weren’t aware of anyone else, in the same way that Matteo had looked at Grace.

      Inwardly, Carla knew her look-but-don’t-touch vibe meant she would never dance with any man as intimately as that. Besides which, most men her age didn’t dance at all, let alone something as sensual as a tango.

      The salsa, she learned as Leon placed her hands on his shoulders and his hands on her hips, before sweeping her away to the rhythm of the music, could be equally, if not more sensuous.

      Especially when it was Leon Brunelli’s hands grasping her hips, holding her thighs against his as he easily guided her movements so they perfectly matched the erotic and smooth snap and sway of his hips and thighs.

      “Don’t,” he rasped, his hands on her hips tightening to bruising level as she would have pulled away. “Not unless you want everyone in the room to be aware of my response to you by revealing the telling bulge at the front of my trousers after you walk away.”

      Carla was five feet eight inches tall in her stockinged feet, but the four-inch-heeled red satin sandals she was currently wearing put her on a level with Leon. Allowing her to feel every inch of the heat of his very large and engorged cock throbbing against her. She was also completely aware of the way that cock slid up and down her mound and pressed hard against her swollen clit with each snap and sway of their hips.

      She gave a shake of her head. “That’s because this is—”

      “Fucking to music,” he growled his satisfaction.

      It certainly was, the way he danced! “I was about to say unacceptable,” she snapped.

      “Were you?”

      “Yes, I—” Dear God, if Leon didn’t stop rubbing his cock against her clit, Carla was literally going to come in the middle of the dance floor.

      A dance floor that, a quick look round revealed, only they now occupied. To her consternation, the other dancers had all stepped back and were now watching the two of them much as they had the bride and groom a short time ago.

      Carla briefly closed her eyes before opening them again. “I hate having attention drawn to me in this way,” she muttered uncomfortably.

      “If I worried about having people look at me, I wouldn’t get out of bed in the morning,” he dismissed.

      People watched him because he was the Mafia capo. Carla didn’t at all like being included in that curiosity.

      “Ignore them.”

      She gave a choked laugh. “How am I supposed to do that when they’re all staring at us?”

      “Look at me and not them.” His words were accompanied by the raising of one of his hands as he placed it beneath her chin to lift her face up toward his. He instantly and easily held her gaze with the intensity of his. “You are so fucking beautiful, you take my breath away,” he murmured gruffly. “You’re the whole package. Beautiful. Feisty. Unafraid.”

      Carla’s pulse raced, her heart pounding so loudly, she could hear it over the music and was sure Leon must be able to too. “Really? Because you’re one very scary man, Leon Brunelli.”

      “Only when I need to be.”

      “Then you must need to be all the time.”

      “You’ve never been scared of me.”

      “Then I’m a better actress than I realized and maybe I should think about going on the stage.”

      He smiled slightly. “Instead of which, you’ve now taken over as manager of the bookstore where Grace worked.”

      Impossible for her to miss the mockery in his tone. “Is a bookstore manager too boring for you?” she taunted.

      “Not in the least.” Leon knew exactly what Carla was trying to do. And he wasn’t easily distracted from something he wanted as badly as he wanted Carla Andretti.

      From the first moment he’d set eyes on her—was it really only a few weeks ago?—and she had answered him back in the same sassy tone she was using now, Leon had known he wanted his cock buried deep inside her curvaceous body. A curvaceous body currently being shown to advantage in a figure-hugging gown of blood red.

      Leon had thought about her a lot during the weeks in between that meeting and this one, time he’d necessarily spent in New York. The moment he saw Carla again in the church today wearing this revealing gown, his cock had taken notice and remained half-hard ever since.

      It had sprung to full and throbbing attention when they began dancing together. So any attempt on Carla’s part to dissuade him from wanting to continue dancing with her was a waste of her time and his.

      Leon couldn’t remember the last time he’d been this attracted to any woman.

      Damn it, he couldn’t remember the last time he’d been inside a woman.

      Women had been queuing up to be with him even before his father died, but once he took over as capo, they had swarmed around him like bees to honey. Leon wasn’t ashamed to admit he’d taken advantage of that plethora of willing women for a couple of years. He was a widower, so why not. But having those yes-women in his bed became old very quickly, and it was impossible to know whether they were attracted to him or the power he wielded as capo dei capi. A power those women often wanted him to wield on their behalf.

      Applying his right hand to his need for physical release became easier, and far less messy, than being with a woman he couldn’t get rid of afterward without resorting to the cruel truth that she meant no more to him than the same satisfaction he felt taking a shower every morning and night.

      Carla Andretti, with her beautiful glossy dark shoulder-length hair, deep brown eyes, ivory complexion, and curvaceous rather than willowy body, was the first woman he’d felt this attracted to in a very long time.

      Her age of twenty-five, eighteen years his junior, was a little off-putting, but he only wanted to fuck her, not have a relationship with her.

      He could just imagine the look of disgust on his daughter Natalia’s face if he started dating a woman only five years older than she was!

      “Am I amusing you?” Carla now challenged.

      “Not yet.”

      “Not ever!” she returned spiritedly.

      His answer was to spin her so that her back was toward him before placing one of his arms about her waist while the other remained on her hip. He now held Carla so that her back was pressed tightly against his front from chest to thighs as they continued the erotic snap and sway of the salsa. Her ass pressed provocatively against his totally aroused cock.

      Leon bent forward slightly until his mouth was close to her ear. “Come upstairs with me to my hotel suite.”

      She gasped. “Absolutely not!”

      “Fight me all you want, little cat.” His lips kissed along the hot length of her bare throat. “But I am going to have you, and sooner rather than later.”

      “You are not—” She broke off with another gasp, becoming suddenly tense in his arms.

      Leon was pretty sure he hadn’t done or said anything to cause that reaction this time.
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      “What is it?” Leon demanded as he turned Carla to face him.

      She looked as if she had seen a ghost: pupils blown, face paper white, even her sensual lips having lost some of their color.

      “Carla?” he prompted harshly as she ripped out of his arms, probably bruising herself in the process, before hurrying off the dance floor.

      She looked neither left nor right, nor acknowledged the clapping of the other guests in appreciation of their display, as she hurried toward the glass doors leading out of the spacious room. They were currently closed to prevent admittance by any random hotel guests not invited to the reception.

      Leon stepped off the dance floor to follow her.

      Natalia stepped in front of him, her hand on his forearm. “What’s going on, Papa?” She frowned her concern.

      “I’m not sure,” he muttered, gaze still fixed on where he could see Carla had come to a halt outside in the hallway. “Stay close to Killian, hm, baby?” he added distractedly before he followed Carla outside. His two personal bodyguards stepped back at a dismissive shake of Leon’s head and resumed standing at a respectful distance.

      Carla’s face was still deathly white as she glanced first left and then right along the marble hallway. As if she was looking for something. Or someone.

      “What is it?” Leon demanded again when she stared at him without seeming to recognize him. “What did you see?”

      “I don’t— I’m not sure,” she managed to choke out.

      “Want to try that again?” he demanded.

      A spark of anger brought the beginning of a rebellious glitter to her expressive eyes. “I said I’m not sure,” she bit out between clenched teeth.

      “Okay, what or who did you think you saw?” he repeated patiently.

      “Nothing. No one,” she added quickly. Too quickly.

      “You don’t sound very certain about that.”

      “I am,” she snapped, while inside, a voice was shouting I thought I saw my worst nightmare.

      Except it couldn’t have been him.

      There was absolutely no reason for Benny to be in this prestigious hotel. They had both grown up in the East End of London, which meant Benny was no more accustomed to being in exclusive five-star hotels like this one than she was.

      She had to have been mistaken in thinking she’d just seen him out in the hallway in conversation with another man, both of them dressed in formal black suits. Benny loved working in the sports bar where there was no dress code; Carla wasn’t even sure he owned a suit. Of course, he could have changed his job and now worked in one of the bars at this hotel. There were three, she believed.

      Or perhaps the explanation was simpler than that and it was because she was at the wedding she’d thought she’d seen Benny again? After all, the two of them would have been married by now if Carla hadn’t found out about his involvement with all those other women.

      In retrospect, wouldn’t that have been the mother of all cock-ups!

      Talking of cocks…

      Maybe what she needed was another man to take her to bed? Someone capable of making her forget all about the two-timing unfaithful Benito Calabro, but at the same time being no risk to her cynical heart.

      Someone like Leon Brunelli?

      No, not someone like Leon Brunelli, Carla answered her own question, but the Leon Brunelli.

      She gave a decisive nod as she looked at him. “Okay.”





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/leon_dance2.jpg
' [IAY. TO&AYABESIR58NEEUTHOR
MORTIMER

.
LEON

Dance with the Devil 2






OEBPS/images/titleleon.jpg
DANCE WITH THE DEVIL 2

CAROLE
MORTIMER

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

4





