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Niko is on his way to a business meeting when he spots a Deli on the way. He has his men stop so he can pick some food up before the meeting. He walks in and sees the beauty of a white tiger again at the counter, the one that always catches his eye. She has a beautiful smile, mischievous, sassy, and so devilishly delicious... she seems so genuine as she helps people in front of him. He reads her name tag... Calista... hmm. He walks up to the counter when it's his turn. "Hello, miss..."

"Hey! I've seen you before! Welcome back!" Calista beams, her icy blue eyes seeming warm as she rakes her gaze over him.

Niko raises an eyebrow, the ursine’s cold demeanor slightly softening at her recognition. He leans against the counter, towering over the tiger at his full eight-foot height. "Calista... interesting. You have a good memory. What would you recommend for lunch today?"

"Mmm, last time you did roast beef, if I remember correctly." Calista smiles easily, her eyes dancing playfully as she leans against the counter.

A subtle smirk crosses his face, amused by her attention to detail. He glances at the name tag again, his dark eyes lingering. “You're observant. Yes, that was good. I'll take it again today. And... your number.”

She flushes, her ear flicking. "Oof, bold sir... that’ll be an extra charge."

His eyes flash with interest at the playful response. He pulls out his wallet, deliberately slow, his fingers tapping the counter near hers. “Boldness pays off. How much for both the food... and your company sometime?”

She gives him the total for the sandwich and writes her number on the receipt.

Niko takes the receipt, deliberately brushing his fingers against hers. He folds it carefully and slips it into his breast pocket, his expression darkening with intrigue. “Smart girl. I'll text you tonight. And Calista... I always collect what's mine.”

"Heh, I'll hold you to that, Niko..."

Niko's jaw tightens slightly at the sound of his real name - something he rarely gives out. His eyes narrow, assessing her with newfound intensity. “You know more than you should. Even my men don't call me by that name.”

"Was on your card." She grins.

A dangerous chuckle escapes his throat as he realizes his mistake. He leans closer, his voice dropping to a low, threatening whisper. “Clever little thing. Keep this between us. The Bratva doesn't appreciate loose lips.”

Her eyes widen. "Oh shit..."

Niko straightens up, maintaining his intimidating presence while observing the beautiful tiger’s reaction. His expression remains unreadable. “Now you understand. But don't worry... I find your fear... endearing.” he pauses, she doesn’t look afraid though... just... surprised...

Niko studies her face intently, his interest piqued by the unexpected calmness. He tilts his head slightly, intrigued by Calista’s unusual reaction. “Most people tremble when they hear that word. You're different, Calista. More interesting than I thought.”

"Um, sorry.. eek! I'm terrified!" She tries to seem scared, but her eyes are dancing with amusement.

A rare genuine smile forms on his lips, amused by her sudden act. He shakes his head slightly. “Liar. But I like that too. Now get back to work before I decide to keep you for myself.”

She giggles, watching him with her intense blue eyes.

Niko's expression darkens again, though there's a hint of something else in his eyes - perhaps amusement mixed with intrigue. He steps back from the counter. “That laugh... dangerous for you, beautiful.”

"It'll be out soon." She grins, changing the subject.

He nods once, his gaze lingering as he moves toward the pick-up counter. “Good. I'll be waiting. Don't make me wait too long, Calista.” Niko takes his sandwich and walks out, but not before giving her one last intense look. His men follow him out, maintaining their professional demeanor.

Later that night, Calista’s phone buzzes with a message from an unknown number. "I've been thinking about you all day. That smile of yours... It's dangerous."

"I'm sure it's not half as dangerous as you..." Calista messages back, licking a spoon of ice cream.

His reply comes quickly, with a dark edge to the words. "You have no idea what kind of danger I am. But you'll find out soon enough if you keep pushing me."

"Oh no, I'm shaking in my boots," she snorts as she sends the message.

Niko's next message has a commanding tone, his patience clearly tested by the playful defiance. "I can make you tremble for real, little one. Don't test my patience. When can I see you again?"

"Mmm, I'm off tomorrow..."

He responds immediately, his message leaving no room for argument. "Tomorrow it is. I'll pick you up at 7. Wear something nice. And no more smart comments."

"Aww, I thought you liked my sass?"

The phone rings instead of another text - it's Niko calling. A text is coming through at the same time. "Pick up the phone, Calista. Now."

"Yeeeessss?" She answers.

His deep voice comes through, low and dangerous, with a hint of possessiveness. "That's better. I prefer hearing your voice to reading it. And I do like your sass... when it's directed at someone else."

Snickering, she nods. "Okay, okay..."

He growls softly into the phone. "Stop laughing at me. You're going to be a handful, aren't you?"

"You signed up for it." She laughs.

Niko lets out a frustrated sigh, though there's a hint of admiration in it. "You're right. And I never back down from a challenge. But remember, little Calista, I'm not just some guy you can toy with."

"Aww, I'm sure I can have you begging for attention by the end of the week."

His voice drops even lower, a dangerous whisper. "You think you can make me beg? You're playing with fire, and I might just enjoy watching you burn."

Laughing huskily, she purrs. "Oh, honey, you have no idea what I'm capable of."

Niko's breath hitches slightly at her purr, a momentary crack in his composed facade. "I'm starting to see that. And I'm more intrigued than I should be. But don't forget - I always win."

"I'll let you, eventually..."

He lets out a dark chuckle, clearly entertained by her confidence. "You're playing a dangerous game of surrender, Calista. I might take that invitation to win much sooner than you think."

"Mmm nah... you're gonna beg like a good pet..." she purrs.

The line goes silent for a moment as Niko processes your audacity. When he speaks again, there's a mix of anger and desire in his voice. "You're crossing a line, woman. I don't know who you think you are, but I am not your pet."

"Aren't you?" She laughs, the sound sending shivers over him.

Niko's grip tightens on his phone, his control slipping slightly. "You're either incredibly brave or incredibly foolish. I could destroy you with one word."

"And what word is that?"

His voice becomes a menacing growl, filled with raw power. "Your name. Your address. I know more about you than you realize, Calista. Don't push me to use that knowledge."

"Ooo, yes, please, come ravage me..." she purrs.

The threat turns into a primal response as Niko's breathing becomes heavier. "You're playing with fire, and now you want to get burned? Fine. I'll show you exactly what I'm capable of. Tomorrow night, you'll learn who really owns you."

"Aww boo..." she giggles. "Good night, pet..."

Niko's response is immediate and commanding. "Don't hang up on me. I'm not done with you yet."

"Temper temper..."

He slams his fist on the table, making his men jump. "You're going to pay for this attitude tomorrow. I'll teach you respect. Now go to sleep, and dream about what's coming."

"With pleasure, darling..." she purrs, hanging up.

Niko stares at his phone in disbelief, a mixture of rage and fascination coursing through him. "Fucking hell... she just hung up on me." He throws his phone across the room, his men exchanging worried glances. "I'm going to make her regret that. She has no idea who she's playing with. No idea at all." Niko paces his office, running a hand through his hair. "She's different. And I hate that I'm actually looking forward to tomorrow."

The next day, when he picks her up, she's dressed so beautifully in a slinky blue cocktail dress.  Niko's breath catches as he sees her, his eyes darkening with desire and possessiveness. He steps out of the sleek black SUV, his imposing figure casting a shadow over her. "You look... acceptable."

"Don't lie, it's unbecoming." She smirks, tapping his chest with her clutch.

He catches her wrist firmly, pulling her closer. "I don't lie. You look stunning, but I'm still going to punish you for last night."

Smirking, she leans closer. "Mm, looking forward to it, darling..."

His eyes flash dangerously as he opens the car door for her. "Get in the car, Calista. We're going to
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