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Matteo Vinci stared at the young woman in front of him. She stood tall and proud, her posture stiff with determination and nerves. Her dark skin radiates with beauty, her long, shiny hair cascading down her back, and her voluptuous ass drawing the attention of every man in the room. Her full, round lips and big brown eyes made her an object of admiration.

He couldn't help but be captivated by her beauty but shook his head to cast the thoughts away. She gave off an aura of naivety and innocence, too pure for a man of his stature. He coughed harshly. 

"Greetings, Miss Green," he uttered in a stern tone. His piercing, light green eyes bored into her soul, challenging her to reciprocate the respect he commanded. 

Glowering at Nekeisha, his scowling brows knitted together as he boomed at her in a thunderous voice, "What do you claim to offer that could benefit my company?" His voice shook the room and sent tremors of fear and anxiety throughout her body. 

Feeling his unwavering gaze upon her, Nekeisha held her composure and answered with confidence, "I have a great interest in finance and believe that I could thrive in this industry. I'm eager to learn and driven to prove my worth."

Matteo stared at her as she spoke, his eyes roaming her body, taking in her curves, mentally undressing her. Her words sounded rehearsed and formal, but he could tell she was a passionate girl who would work hard for the job. He reached into his desk drawer for the file and pulled it out. 

"Well, Miss Solomon," he said finally. 

"You seem to have the drive and ambition to make something of yourself. I'm impressed." He smiled at her warmly, his eyes alight with admiration once again. "I'd like you to come in for a trial run tomorrow morning so we can further discuss.

Nekeisha listened to Matteo intently as he relayed the goal of Vinci Investment Financial. “Our mission here is simple but ambitious,” he said. “We strive to provide the absolute best in financial services. Our team brilliantly combines expertise and passion, dedicated to giving our clients the most comprehensive and insightful investment advice around. We’re committed to delivering world-class banking and investing products while ensuring the utmost satisfaction with customer service, ethical practices, transparency, and trustworthiness. Does that sound like something you’d be interested in?"

Nekeisha in relief before giving Matteo a firm nod. "Absolutely! I want to take this opportunity and excel at it. I'll do whatever it takes." 

Matteo grinned, satisfied with her response. He rose from the desk and extended his hand for a handshake; "Welcome to the team, Miss Solomon. I'm confident you'll be a great asset here!" 

With that, Nekeisha was introduced to Matteo's team. As she began her first day of work, it quickly became apparent how capable and determined she truly was. She earned the admiration of colleagues almost immediately with her sparkling wit and keen intelligence in every department, from finance to technology. With each passing day, Nekeisha proved she had a great deal to offer, and soon became an indispensable part of the team. Despite Matteo's intimidating demeanor, his approval was all Nekeisha needed to become one of the company's top professionals. 

Matteo soon saw the true value of Nekeisha work and suggestions, as her impact on the company became increasingly apparent. At his urging, she began attending important business meetings and negotiating major deals with other companies. In no time at all, Nekeisha had become a respected leader in her field who could command any room with her confidence and presence. Nekeisha had worked hard the past three months at the company, rising the ranks and working with the most important players in the game. But despite her success, Matteo's icy demeanor towards her remained, and he seemed to flaunt his stream of lovers unapologetically. Nekeisha's frustration simmered like a boiling pot of rage, threatening to blow the lid off at any moment.

﻿  Nekeisha froze in horror as her father's voice echoed off the walls of her office, calling her name like it was a last plea for help. He screamed it louder and louder until Matteo burst out of his office chair and charged out into the hallway. 

"What the fuck is going on out here?" he shouted, causing more than a few of her coworkers to jump in fright. Nekeisha stumbled out of her office, face pale with fear as she saw her father standing before her. He stared at her with a desperate intensity, his voice reduced to a raspy whisper as he spoke. 

"Miss Solomon, get in my office now. I mean, right now," Matteo demanded, his voice thundering through the hall. Everyone had stopped what they were doing to watch; they knew all too well when Matteo was angry, it meant hell to pay. 

"Dad, please go into my office and wait for me, okay?" Nekeisha pleaded desperately. 

Her father nodded his head and walked towards her office, closing the door behind him with a loud thud. Matteo bellowed again for her to enter his office immediately, his voice sending shivers down people's spines. Nekeisha shuffled towards him, shaking uncontrollably with terror as she stepped into his office. She didn't know what to expect, but whatever it was, she was sure it was going to be bad. Matteo stared at her; his expression unreadable as he slowly raised an eyebrow. 

"What on earth do you think you're doing?" Matteo asked in a demanding tone. Nekeisha felt like she was shrinking under the intensity of his glare and wanted nothing more than to run away and hide "I— I'm sorry, sir," she stammered. "It won't happen again. Please don't be mad." 

Matteo snarled, his voice low and menacing. His gaze bore into her with fierce intensity as he growled out his question. "Why was your father yelling your name out in the hallway of my company?" A chill ran down her spine, her stomach twisting in fear as she felt the gravity of his words.

Nekeisha gaze snapped up to meet Matteo's, and she felt her insides turn to ice. His eyes bore into her, and she knew he wouldn't accept anything but the truth. "Say it," he demanded, a razor-sharp edge to his voice. Nekeisha swallowed hard. She wanted to tell him the whole story; how her father had tortured her with a cold cruelty that left mental and physical scars; how he had violated her innocence in the most heinous way. But fear kept her silent and all she could manage was a half-truth about helping her parents out. Matteo sensed she was leaving something out, and he wouldn't let it go until he heard the truth.

Finally, Nekeisha broke down and told him the whole story. Matteo listened intently until she was done before standing up from his leather chair and walking over to her side of the desk, where he placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. 

"It's okay," he said in a calming voice. "No one will ever hurt you again, I promise." 

Nekeisha looked up at him in amazement, tears streaming down her cheeks. His words gave her a sudden and uncharacteristic sense of courage and she knew with the utmost certainty that everything was going to be alright. His voice dropped low and cold, like a snarling beast in the shadows. 

"Listen to me now. I can have your father removed from this place. I will not take no for an answer." His menacing Italian accent filled the air like thick smoke, threatening to smother the life out of her. 

Nekeisha nodded her head in understanding and thanked him for his help. She couldn't believe that someone so powerful could be capable of such kindness, but Matteo was proving to be an ally she hadn't expected. For the first time in a long time, Nekeisha felt safe knowing he was looking out for her. She could only hope his protection would be enough to keep her safe from any more harm coming from the hands of an abuser. Matteo promised to keep her safe and watch over her, no matter what. He told Nekeisha that she could call him in case of an emergency or just for a chat if needed. She agreed, grateful for his help and support during such a difficult time in her life. 

Matteo charged back to his desk, rage seething from his pores. Grasping the phone with a vice-like grip, he barked orders into the receiver for security to take swift action against Nekeisha's father. His cacophonous roar echoed throughout the office, sending a chill of fear and shock through the building, as the guards marched in to carry out his command.

Nekeisha's father was hastily dragged out of her office, leaving her alone in the searing silence. A burning anger pulsed through Matteo's veins as he stared at Nekeisha's tear-streaked face. Her eyes were pools of terror, begging for someone to save her from whatever she was going through. Matteo knew he could use the power of the mafia to protect her, but he also knew he couldn't do anything without permission from his father—the head of their organization. He clenched his fists in frustration, wishing there was something else he could do. He took a deep breath and stood, offering Nekeisha his hand as he spoke with determination. 

"I won't rest until your father is removed from this place. I will make sure you are safe." 

Nekeisha looked up in wonder at the man before her—a mafia boss looking out for her well-being. She smiled in gratitude and took his hand, thanking him for what he was doing for her. From that day forward, Matteo faithfully guarded Nekeisha from any potential harm from outside forces—not only providing protection with the power of the mafia, but also lending a compassionate ear whenever needed. 

The darkness of the night hung heavy in the empty office space, broken only by Nekeisha's ebony silhouette and Matteo's husky voice. He beckoned her to his office, and when Nekeisha opened the door, her beauty beamed like a spotlight, her almond-shaped brown eyes glimmering, and her curvy figure clad in a silky dress radiated her goddess-like beauty. Matteo could hardly breathe as he stared in awe at the most beautiful creature he'd ever seen, and they both knew that the agenda of their meeting had been changed irrevocably. 

Matteo beckoned
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