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The door was unlocked.

Isla swallowed, her fingers hesitating on the handle. Her breath was shallow. Her skin was too warm. She had spent the last five days replaying every second of what he had done to her. How he had claimed her, used her. Made her beg. How he had left her raw, aching, and wild.

And now she was back.

Because she needed more.

She pushed the door open. The room was dimly lit, heavy with something darker than just candlelight. Her steps were slow, deliberate, each one grounding her as she stepped inside.

"You're late."

She wasn't. But that wasn't the point.

She met his gaze, lifting her chin just slightly. "No, I'm not.”

His smile deepened. Warm, amused, indulgent.

Matthew leaned against the bar, relaxed and effortless, a crooked smile playing at his mouth as his gaze moved over her. Appreciative, and unmistakably pleased to see her.

She swallowed, the hint of a smile still on her lips.

His fingers tapped against the rim of his glass. "Are you nervous?"

Her voice was softer than she wanted. “No."

His mouth curved, amused, like he was enjoying the lie.

He set the whiskey down. Walked toward her. Steady. Controlled. Inevitable.

Her body tensed. Her breath caught.

And then he was in front of her. Close enough that she could smell the whiskey on his breath, the cologne, the scent of him. Close enough that she had to tilt her head back to meet his gaze.

His hand brushed up her arm, slow, lazy, barely a touch. "Liar," he teased.

Her stomach flipped.

He kissed her. Slow, gentle at first, then hungrier... greedier. He drew her closer, his hand firm at her waist, coaxing a soft sound from her as heat spread through her body.

And then his fingers wrapped around her throat. Not squeezing, just holding, just making sure she felt it.

Her breath shuddered.

His lips brushed against her ear. "Are you wet for me already?”
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