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MATEO ROSSI IS A MAFIA boss, ruthless and cold, the whole world fears him. He doesn’t date because he despises everyone and thinks that no one could match his level. Today while he was in a meeting with several other mafia bosses, I went to his heavily guarded mansion. I’m an assassin and highly skilled spy. 

I came in dressed just like the other maids, stealing some other woman’s name tag, because new maids get added and removed daily. Security had become dismissive of it so I took advantage of it as a chance to get in. 

As I walk onto the property the guards nod at me dismissively. I walk through Mateo’s lavish mansion, pretending to be a new staff member. I enter his office, which is filled with expensive furniture and a large desk covered in documents. I start searching for the files that I was hired to acquire, ones that he has been guarding closely.

I quietly rummage through the desk drawers. I find stacks of documents, a USB drive, and a few photographs that seem to be of other mafia leaders. Suddenly, I hear footsteps approaching from down the hall. My heart races as I realize Mateo might be returning sooner than expected.

I pocket the USB drive and start cleaning up. I swiftly put the desk drawers back in place and straightened my uniform. I hear the footsteps echoing closer. I hear two voices talking as the footsteps get closer. I recognize Mateo's deep voice among them. He's laughing about something, completely unaware of my presence. I hide behind the curtains just as they enter the office.

I stay deathly still and silent. Mateo walks into the office with another high-ranking mafia member, discussing business matters in a calm yet threatening tone. They move towards the desk, completely unaware that I’m hiding behind the curtains. Mateo removes his suit jacket, revealing a holstered gun over his custom-tailored shirt.

The two men continue their conversation, occasionally glancing at the documents on the desk. Mateo seems preoccupied, but I can sense the danger radiating off him. After what feels like an eternity, the other mafia member speaks up. 

"I'll leave you to it," The other mafia member says before exiting the room.

Mateo watches the other man leave before turning back to his desk. He sits down and starts going through some papers, unbuttoning his shirt sleeves. I can see the muscles in his arms flex as he works. He suddenly pauses and looks up, his gaze scanning the room suspiciously.

Mateo stands up abruptly, his chair scraping against the floor. He starts walking around the room, checking behind doors and under furniture. My heart pounds in your chest as he approaches the curtains. He reaches out to pull them back.

I decide to make my move. Before Mateo knows what hit him, I jump out from behind the curtains and take him down with a swift and agile move. My dagger presses against his throat as I pin him to the ground, my legs on either side of his waist. I keep my dagger to his throat as I reach down and take his gun

Mateo freezes as I take his gun, a smirk actually tugging at the corner of his mouth despite the dagger at his throat. His hands remain still as I handle his weapon. 

"Impressive," Mateo murmurs, his voice low and dangerous.

I smirk as I keep my dagger to his throat. I check if his gun is loaded, I find it fully loaded with silenced rounds - a mafia boss's signature weapon. Mateo watches me handle his gun with an amused expression, his eyes flicking between my face and the weapon. He swallows hard as the dagger presses against his throat, feeling the cold metal.

I point the gun at him and slowly pull back my dagger. Instead of struggling, Mateo props himself up on his elbows, watching me with calculated interest. Rather than fear, there's almost admiration in his eyes. 

"You know how to handle a weapon." Mateo says smoothly, not bothering to hide his appreciation for my skills.

“Of course. It’s what I do.” I say slow and smooth.

Mateo's smirk grows wider at my confident response. He finds my calm demeanor and skilled handling of weapons incredibly attractive. Slowly, he reaches up with one hand and grasps the gun barrel, not pulling it away but holding it in place against his chest. 

"Let go of the gun." He orders softly.

“Why should I?” I ask.

His eyes lock with yours, intense and serious. 

"Because I'm not going to fight you," he says honestly. He releases the gun barrel slowly, his hand moving to his neck where your dagger was moments ago. "I'm offering a deal."

I narrow my eyes at him. “What kind of deal?” I ask, suspicious but curious

"I could have my men shoot you the moment you lower that gun. But instead, I'm offering you something better." He leans back slightly, showing he's not a threat. "Join me. You're clearly skilled, beautiful... and alone." His hand comes up slowly, palm open.

I think for a moment, then I smirk. “Deal.” I hand him the gun.

He takes the gun gracefully, checking the chamber before sliding it smoothly back into its holster at his side. He stands up fluidly, extending a hand towards me. 

"Smart choice. You're dangerous enough to be useful." 

His eyes travel over your figure appreciatively before settling back on my face. I watch him carefully. He maintains a respectful but seductive distance, studying me with a mix of admiration and intrigue. His hand remains extended. 

"I'm Mateo Rossi. And you are...?" He lets the question hang in the air, his Italian accent caressing each word.

“I’m Aria Silver. If we’re going to work together, I should give you this back.” I say holding up the USB drive.

His eyebrows raise slightly in surprise at the name Aria Silver. He takes the USB drive from your hand, his fingers brushing against yours briefly. 

"Aria Silver..." He repeats the name slowly, as if testing how it sounds. "I've heard of you."  He pockets the USB drive.

I smirk. His smirk mirrors my own, a dangerous dance of two predators recognizing each other. 

"I think we're going to get along just fine." He steps closer, his voice lowering. "But first things first." He reaches out and pulls off my silicone mask slowly.

I let him take off my mask and then softly shake out my hair. His eyes widen as he takes in my face for the first time without the mask. I’m even more stunning than he imagined - sharp features, piercing eyes and full lips that beg to be kissed. 

"Beautiful..." He whispers the word like a prayer.

I smirk again. “You're not so bad looking yourself.”

He chuckles, a low, dangerous sound. He's tall, dark-haired with piercing blue eyes that seem almost unnatural in his olive-toned face. His suit is perfectly tailored to his muscular frame.

"I try." He steps even closer, intentionally invading my personal space. "So..."

I look at him intrigued. “so?”

His hand comes up to gently grasp my chin, turning my face slightly as he speaks. "So, Aria Silver... I think it's time we officially start working together. And maybe... start getting to know each other better." His thumb brushes over my bottom lip briefly before dropping his hand.

“And how do we do that?” I purr seductively. 

His pupils dilate at the sound, his gaze locking onto my lips. "Dinners. Late nights. Whiskey. And... maybe some private conversations in my office." His voice drops an octave, implying much more than just talking.

“Mmmm, sounds interesting.”

He leans in slightly, his breath warm against my ear. "It will be." He pulls back just enough to see your reaction. "Tonight. I'll send a car for you at nine." It's not a question, it's a statement of intent.

I smirk. "Don't you need to know where to send the car?”

He smirks back, clearly enjoying the banter. "I'll find out." He pulls out his phone with one hand while keeping eye contact. "What's your address?" His fingers hover over the screen waiting for my response. "Or should I just send my men to pick you up?"

A full smile spreads across my face at his confidence. I give him one of my addresses. He types out the address with a smirk before putting his phone away. 

"Nine PM." He steps closer, his body pressing lightly against mine. "And Aria?" He waits until I’m looking at him before continuing. "Wear something...red." His eyes flick down to my lips briefly before meeting my gaze again.

I smirk. “Red it is then.”

"Good." He steps back reluctantly, already regretting not kissing you right then. "And Aria..." He adjusts his cufflinks, maintaining his composed façade. "Leave your weapons at home." His smirk tells you he's not really expecting you to. "Though something tells me..."

I smirk at him questioningly

His smirk widens. He likes that I’m dangerous and unpredictable. "You probably sleep with a knife under your pillow." He laughs softly. "And God knows where else you hide your guns." He studies my body subtly, trying to guess hiding spots.

I giggle darkly. Then turn and slowly walk to the window. His eyes follow my every move, appreciating the way I carry myself with deadly grace. As I reach the window, he can't resist the urge to tease further. 

"You know what else I bet?" He pauses for effect. "That red dress tonight will have hidden pockets for something sharp."

I open the window and then turn back. “And then some.” I tease and then jump backwards out the window, landing without a sound, and disappearing into the darkness.

He watches my graceful exit with a mixture of amusement and admiration. As the window closes behind me, he chuckles softly to himself. 

"Fucking hell," He mutters under his breath, shaking his head. He pulls out his phone and dials one of his men.
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I HEAD TO ONE OF MY apartments and get dressed in the perfect red dress. I grab two daggers and hide them perfectly on my body. Once I’m ready I head to the address I gave him and wait.

At precisely 9 PM, a sleek black car pulls up to the address I provided. The driver exits and opens the back door for me. As I slide into the luxurious interior, I’m greeted by the scent of expensive cologne and a familiar presence sitting across from me. 

"Right on time." Mateo says.

“Well, well. I didn’t expect you to come personally.” I say smoothly. As I get in the seat.

He leans forward slightly, his eyes raking over my red dress appreciatively. "I couldn't miss the opportunity." His gaze lingers on my lips before meeting my eyes again. "Besides..." He pauses, studying me like prey. "I wanted to see if you'd follow my instructions."

“How’d I do?” I say with a sweeping wave at my outfit.

His eyes follow my sweeping wave with a smirk. "You followed my instructions perfectly." He leans back in his seat, maintaining his composed façade. "Though something tells me..." He pauses for effect. "...you hid some sharp objects on that red dress." 

I shrug. “Habit.”

He chuckles softly, finding your honesty refreshing. "I suppose it's necessary for someone in your line of work." 

The car pulls up to an elegant mansion, surrounded by high walls and armed guards. As the door opens, Mateo steps out first, extending his hand to help me out. I smirk and give him my hand as I get out. His hand envelops mine briefly before he interlinks our arms together. He leads me up the grand staircase of the mansion, whispering in my ear. 

"Tonight is about business and pleasure." He squeezes your hand slightly. "Can you handle both?"

I smile. “Of course.”

He smiles back, pleased with my response. As we enter the grand ballroom, all eyes turn to us. The room is filled with wealthy businessmen, politicians, and dangerous criminals alike.

Mateo leans down to whisper in my ear again. "Try not to stab anyone important."

I whisper back in his ear. “How about I promise to only stab who you tell me to?”

He throws his head back and laughs softly, finding my response incredibly sexy. "Deal," He whispers back, placing a hand on the small of my back possessively. 

He leads me around the room, introducing me to various powerful men. Suddenly, he stops in front of a man with cold eyes. 

Mateo smiles at the man before speaking. "Ah, Mr. Ivanov." He gestures to me. "This is my guest tonight." His hand remains on my back, claiming ownership. "She's quite skilled with her hands." His eyes flick to mine briefly, a silent message passing between us. I pay very close attention as I act polite.

Mr. Ivanov's eyes roam over my figure appreciatively, his intentions clear. He reaches out to touch my hand, but Mateo's hand covers mine possessively. 

"She's quite beautiful too," Ivanov comments, his accent thick. "Perhaps I could borrow her for a moment?"

I keep my calm and let Mateo handle him. Mateo's hand tightens on mine, his thumb brushing over my pulse point. He cuts Ivanov off with a cold smile. 

"Over my dead body." Mateo growls.

The threat is clear and brutal. His other hand comes up to grip Ivanov's throat briefly before dropping away. 

"She's off limits." Mateo breathes in a low menacing tone.

I smile politely like nothing happened. 

Ivanov laughs nervously and backs off. "Of course, of course. My apologies." 

Mateo turns away from Ivanov, his expression softening as he looks at me.

"Would you like some champagne?" He asks, his touch remains protective on my waist. "You handled that perfectly, by the way."

“Thank you, I’d love some champagne.”

He nods and leads you towards the champagne table, his hand never leaving my waist. As he hands me a glass, he leans down to whisper. "I'm going to have to leave you alone for a moment." His eyes scan the room before settling back on mine. "Can you behave?"

“Of course.”

He smiles, giving my waist a gentle squeeze before stepping away. "I'll be back soon."

He walks off towards a group of men in suits, leaving me standing alone by the champagne table. As I take a sip of my drink, I notice several pairs of eyes on me. I remain calm.

As Mateo talks with the group of men, he keeps a subtle eye on me. One man, particularly handsome and charming, starts making his way over to me. Mateo's expression darkens slightly, but he doesn't intervene yet. The man reaches me and smiles.

"You look like you could use some company." He says smoothly.

“Thank you for your offer, however I’m actually waiting for someone.” I reply, smooth and polite.

The man's eyes widen slightly, catching my polite rejection. He throws back his head and laughs softly. "You're the first woman tonight who hasn't thrown herself at me." He grins charmingly. "I'm Alexei, by the way." He extends his hand.

I don’t take his hand. “As I said I’m waiting for someone.” I say politely and turn to walk away.

Alexei's hand drops as I turn away, his charming smile fading into a scowl. Just as I start walking, a strong arm suddenly wraps around my waist from behind, pulling me back against a familiar muscular chest. 

Mateo's voice growls possessively in my ear, "There she is."

I purr and lean back into him. Mateo's arm tightens around my waist as he pulls me flush against him, his lips brushing against my ear. 

"I told you I'd be back soon." His eyes flicker over to Alexei, sending a clear warning message before returning to focus on me. "Did this gentleman bother you?"

“Hardly.” I say like he’s a fly.

Mateo chuckles softly, his chest vibrating against my back. He turns me gently in his arms so I’m facing him, his hands resting on my hips.

"Good girl." He leans down to press a soft kiss to my lips, a clear display of ownership for anyone watching.

I lean into his kiss enjoying it. As the kiss deepens slightly, Mateo's hands slide down to grip my thighs possessively. When he finally pulls back, his eyes are dark with desire and something else... pride. He turns us both towards Alexei who looks furious but says nothing as Mateo walks away with me still in his arms.

Suddenly, Mateo's phone buzzes in his pocket. He glances down at it briefly before looking back at me with an apologetic expression. 

"I have to take this." He keeps one arm around me as he answers the call in Italian. "Sì?"

I wait patiently. Mateo's expression darkens as he listens to the voice on the other end. He nods several times before ending the call abruptly.

"I'm sorry," he says, turning back to me, "I have to go." He cups my face gently. "Can you stay here with my men?"
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