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Lexie had started to run to him when someone grabbed her arm, pulling her around. A
man, his face hidden by a ski mask, held tightly to her. Her shock ratcheted to fear. “Let go,” she
yelled, trying to jerk her arm away from him, but his grip tightened. The dim light from the
balcony above illuminated his flat black eyes. She had seen those eyes before. Holy shit. She was
in trouble. The masked man grabbed for her purse. She screamed, and with strength she didn’t
know she possessed, whammed him on the head with her purse. He staggered back, swearing,
and slipped and fell. Lights and freedom beckoned from the nearby Via Corsi, but all Lexie
could think about was Dominic. Turning on her heels, she ran to him, slipping on the ancient
stones herself as Dominic struggled to stand. But before she could reach him, the mugger caught
up with her and grabbed her shoulder, twisting her around. Dominic sprang up and flew at the
mugger, knocking him to the ground. The two men grappled, rolling together on the cobbled
street. Lexie, her heart thumping wildly, looked for an opening to bean the mugger again, to give
Dominic a better chance at overcoming him.
“Stop it! Stop it! Leave him alone!” The mugger ended up on top, and she whaled away
with her bag, getting in any shot she could.
Shouts and the slap of running feet vibrated through the alley. The mugger swore, jumped
up, and raced away, a few men giving chase. Several others helped Dominic to stand, yelling in
excited voices, and gesturing toward where their attacker had disappeared.
Dominic winced in pain. Lexie looked down at his ripped, blood-soaked pant leg.
“Dominic, you’ve got to get to the hospital. You’re bleeding.”
“I’m okay,” he said. “It is nothing.” Brushing dirt off his jacket, he turned to the men and
said something in rapid Italian. With nods, they strode away.
Breathing heavily, Lexie disagreed. “You’re not okay. We’ll get a cab and take you to the
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hospital.”
He cupped her shoulders. “I’ve been through worse. I’m fine. Are you okay? Did he hurt
you?”
“No. I’m…” The full impact of what had happened hit her. The adrenaline that had given
her strength suddenly dissipated and she began to tremble. “I’m not okay.”
“Lexie.” Dominic moved forward to take her into his arms. She held on for dear life,
needing his strength. He rubbed his hand along her back. “It’s okay, Lexie. We’re both okay.
You’re safe with me.”
She clung to him. It wasn’t her imagination. Strange things were happening. She had
nothing anyone could want. She didn’t know who to trust. Dominic said she was safe with him.
But was she really?

