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Obey Me

A story of control, denial, and surrender
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Isla stepped into the hotel bar, heart pounding. The room glowed with low golden light, thick with the scent of aged whiskey, worn leather, and expensive cologne. She spotted him instantly.

Matthew.

He sat alone in the corner, a glass of scotch in hand. Still. Composed. Dangerous. He didn't glance around like he was waiting. He simply sat there, composed, while everyone else blurred into background movement.

His eyes locked on hers. Sharp, unyielding. A slow, knowing smile curved his lips. Dark, amused, unreadable.

Isla's heels clicked against the marble as she approached. She'd practiced this walk. This entrance. The calm she was supposed to wear like armor. But her pulse thundered beneath her skin, betraying every nerve.

When she stopped in front of him, he stood. Towering. Impeccable in a tailored suit.

Before she could speak, he took her hand. He smiled warmly.

"Isla," he said, low, rich, saturated with control.

He leaned in, his breath warm against her cheek, his scent - dark woods, leather, something deeply male and sexy.

Then he kissed her.

Just her cheek. Slow. Deliberate.

"Please. Sit," he said, nodding to the seat beside him.

She obeyed.

The moment she lowered herself beside him, reality hit.

He was real. Flesh and heat and presence. Bigger than the voice she'd followed for weeks. More dangerous than she'd imagined.

She swallowed hard and smiled shyly.

He was pleased. She felt it.

"You are even more beautiful in person, Isla.”

She was so nervous and excited that words failed her.

"Macallan," he said, lifting his glass. “Eighteen-year."

She wet her lips. "You have good taste.”

His gaze dragged over her body like a hand. "Yes. I do.”

The bartender placed a matching glass in front of her.

She took a slow sip. The warmth bloomed in her throat, and lower.

"Mmmmm. That's nice," she murmured, licking a stray drop from her lip.

"I like to start with something smooth," he said. "Before things get... less refined.”

The mischievous smile on his face made her melt. A pulse of heat flickered low in her belly. She couldn't look away. His words were a blur as he made small talk to relax her. He was so charming, and he knew just how to make her feel at ease.
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