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Zoe in London

The rain had been a constant companion, a percussive gray murmur that drummed against the windowpanes of every museum and bookshop Zoe had ducked into for the better part of a week. It was a sound that had become the city’s heartbeat, a relentless patter on the pavement that accompanied the squelch of her own boots and the mournful sigh of passing double-decker buses. London in October was a mood, a whole aesthetic she had romantically idealized from across the Atlantic; she’d pictured crisp, leaf-strewn parks, cozy pubs with roaring fires, and a gentle, inspiring mist. The reality, however, was a persistent, invasive dampness that seeped with chilling intimacy into the cuffs of her best trench coat and a bone-deep chill that no amount of lukewarm, vaguely floral tea could seem to banish. The chill settled in her joints, an unwelcome ache that made her feel older than her thirty-two years.

This trip was meant to be a reset, a solo pilgrimage to the heart of the literary world she so adored, a quest to find the spark that had lately felt so dim. It was also, if she were being brutally honest with herself in the quiet, lonely hours after midnight, an escape. A frantic, cross-continental flight from the neat, predictable, and altogether suffocating lines of her life back in New York. And, more pointedly, from the ghost of Mark, her ex-boyfriend of five years, whose memory haunted her tidy apartment like a lingering, unscented air freshener, present, but adding nothing of value.

Mark, a man who organized his sock drawer by color and season and approached life with the same sterile logic, had once patted her hand over dinner and called her writing a “charming hobby.” He had followed this up by suggesting she take up pottery for a more “grounded” creative outlet, something she could make with her hands and perhaps sell at a market. He hadn’t meant it to be cruel, but the words had landed like small, sharp stones, chipping away at her confidence.

The breakup had been amicable on the surface, a quiet, logical conclusion reached over a stainless-steel kitchen island. They wanted different things, they’d agreed, their voices calm and reasonable. He wanted a partner who shared his ambition for corporate ascent and weekend trips to the Hamptons; she wanted a life steeped in stories, travel, and the messy, unpredictable pursuit of art. But underneath that placid veneer, for Zoe, it felt like a tectonic shift, a violent tearing away from a future she had allowed herself to placidly, passively accept. It was the future where her dreams were relegated to a “charming hobby,” and her soul slowly died in a beautifully curated, color-coordinated tomb. The amicable quiet of their parting was a lie; inside her, continents were cracking apart, unleashing a silent, screaming earthquake of resentment and relief.

So she had booked the flight on a Tuesday night, fueled by a glass of wine and a surge of defiant panic. She’d found and rented a small, slightly crooked flat in Bloomsbury, drawn to the romance of its name and the promise of its literary ghosts. She packed two oversized suitcases, filled mostly with an arsenal of warm sweaters, her most comfortable jeans, and a teetering stack of books she’d intended to read. For six days, she had wandered the city, a dutiful tourist with a writer’s notebook clutched in her perpetually cold hand. The leather-bound journal was already filling up, but the pages felt academic.

They were crowded with observations about the greenish-blue patina on bronze statues and the specific, jaunty way tweed-clad old men walked their terriers in Regent’s Park. She was documenting the city, but she wasn’t feeling it. She’d spent her evenings nursing gin and tonics in sterile, brightly lit hotel bars near her flat, the crisp, familiar botanical bite of the drink a small, predictable comfort in her vast and self-imposed solitude. The G&T was Mark in a glass: clean, uncomplicated, and ultimately, uninspiring.

But tonight, the loneliness felt different. During the first few days, it had been a dull, background hum, the price of admission for her daring escape. Now, it was sharper, a hollow, physical ache in her chest that the sight of another happy couple laughing over pints would only amplify into a keen, piercing pain. She had just fled a pub near Covent Garden after watching a man tenderly brush a stray piece of hair from his girlfriend’s face, their heads bent close together, sharing a secret smile. The intimacy of it had felt like a spotlight on her own isolation. She was tired of observing. She was tired of being the narrator, carefully documenting life from a safe distance. She wanted to participate. She wanted to be a character in a story, not just the one writing it down.

Her desperate scrolling through travel blogs earlier that afternoon had led her to a place called “The Crimson Quill,” tucked away on a cobblestone side street that Google Maps had twice failed to locate. The blog, penned by a writer with an equally flowery prose style, promised “cocktails for the contemplative soul” in a setting that was “less a bar and more the forgotten library of a lovelorn Victorian poet.” It sounded perfectly, ridiculously romantic, over-the-top, and exactly the kind of antidote she needed for the creeping sense of failure that had started to blanket her trip. It was a choice Mark would have scoffed at, labeling it “twee” and “impractical.” Which was precisely why she had to go.

Following the faint, flickering glow of a gas-style lamp hanging over a dark crimson door, she finally found it. The cold, misty air seemed to part as she pushed open the heavy wooden door, and a wave of heated air, fragrant and complex, washed over her, a physical welcome. It smelled of beeswax from polished wood, the sweet, dusty scent of old paper, and something warm and spiced like mulled wine simmering with cinnamon and cloves. Zoe inhaled deeply, her chilled lungs rejoicing, immediately grateful for the reprieve from the autumn air that had turned her nose and fingertips into numb, useless appendages.

The place was a dimly lit jewel box, living up to its overwrought description and then some. The walls were covered in a deep burgundy, flock Victorian-style wallpaper, its intricate, velvety patterns absorbing the light and making the space feel impossibly intimate. Ornate, vintage chandeliers, their crystals refracting the soft glow like a thousand captured stars, hung from the high, pressed-tin ceilings. On the small, dark wood tables pushed up against the walls, thick pillar candles flickered in ruby-red hurricane glasses, casting long, dancing shadows that made the room feel alive and breathing, as if it held the collected sighs of a hundred years of patrons.

A low murmur of conversation hummed beneath the sultry, liquid notes of a jazz saxophone filtering from unseen speakers. The music wrapped around her like a velvet shawl. It wasn’t crowded, but rather comfortably populated by quiet twos and threes, people leaning in close over their drinks, their faces illuminated into soft, moving portraits by the candlelight.

Zoe felt a familiar, sharp pang of self-consciousness, the sudden, stark visibility of being the lone woman in a sea of whispered intimacy. She felt like an interruption, a solo note in a room full of harmonious chords. For a moment, she almost retreated back into the cold London night. But then she remembered why she’d come. Participate, she told herself firmly.

Shaking the feeling off with a literal, subtle shake of her head, she slid her damp coat from her shoulders and made her way toward the long, polished mahogany bar that dominated the far wall. The wood gleamed with a deep, dark luster, reflecting the rows of colorful bottles behind it like a dark, still lake. She draped her coat over an empty stool, a silent placeholder for a companion she didn’t have, before hoisting herself onto the one beside it, the worn leather of the seat cool and smooth against her thighs through the fabric of her jeans.

She reached for the menu, and the bartender slid silently in her direction. It was a heavy, leather-bound tome, its pages thick and creamy to the touch, with a faint scent of vanilla and age. The cocktail names were as theatrical as the décor, a whimsical list that appealed directly to the writer in her: “The Poet’s Demise,” “A Scandal in Bohemia,” “The Governess’s Secret.” Zoe had spent most of her London trip drinking gin and tonics, a safe and predictable choice that mirrored the man she’d left behind. The G&T was her liquid safety blanket, a taste so familiar it required no thought, no risk.

But tonight, she felt a restless rebellion stir in her veins, a craving for something different, something with a jagged edge. Something that would wake her up, not numb her further. Mark hated the taste of coffee, had called it “bitter dirt water.” Her eyes landed on the espresso martini. Bold, dark, and unapologetically potent. A jolt to the system. Perfect.

Before she could flag down the bartender, a man appeared in her peripheral vision. He didn’t just arrive; he seemed to materialize out of the bar’s warm shadows. He moved with a quiet, unhurried grace, shrugging out of a dark wool peacoat and hanging it on a brass hook near the door. He then moved toward the bar and, with an easy confidence, took the empty seat she’d reserved for her coat, the one directly to her left. As he settled onto the bar stool, the worn leather sighing softly under his weight, she caught a whiff of a scent that cut through the bar’s sweet and waxy aroma.

It was a complex, intoxicating blend that hit her before she even saw him clearly. It was the dry, comforting smell of old leather and aging parchment, layered with the clean, sharp, almost citrusy notes of bergamot and a warm, woody base of sandalwood. It was the scent of a well-loved library and a deep, autumnal forest all at once. It was a scent that told a story. That’s when she turned to face him properly, her curiosity piqued beyond any hope of resistance.

He was a handsome, dark-haired man, his hair thick and slightly tousled, as if he’d been running his hands through it in thought or frustration. His eyes, when they briefly flickered toward her before scanning the bar, were a striking, brilliant green, the color of moss after a fresh rainstorm. They held an immediate, startling intelligence, a look of active curiosity that seemed to be taking in everything at once. He had a strong jaw and a well-defined mouth that looked like it would be quick to smile. His face was clean-shaven but for the faintest shadow of stubble along his jawline that suggested the end of a long day rather than a stylistic choice.

He wore a charcoal-gray cashmere sweater over a crisp white collared shirt, the sleeves pushed up to his forearms, revealing strong wrists and a classic leather-strapped watch. Everything about him, from the way he sat with a comfortable, relaxed, academic posture to the thoughtful look on his face as he surveyed the rows of liquor bottles, screamed intelligence and a quiet, self-possessed confidence. He had an academic feel to him, a quiet intensity that was the polar opposite of Mark’s boisterous, sales-floor charm. Zoe was instantly, undeniably, and inconveniently drawn to him.

A blush, hot and unexpected, crept up her neck, a traitorous heat blooming across her skin. She whipped her head back to the bar, her heart giving a stupid, violent little flutter against her ribs. It was an absurdly juvenile reaction for a thirty-two-year-old woman, a feeling she hadn’t experienced since college. She felt flustered, exposed. She cleared her throat, the small sound loud in her own ears, and forced herself to catch the bartender’s eye, a dapper man with a waxed mustache who looked like he’d stepped out of an Agatha Christie novel. “An espresso martini, please,” she said, her voice sounding a little too loud, a little too strained.

“Make it two, actually.”

The voice was a low, smooth baritone, rich and resonant, with the crisp, rounded vowels of a refined English accent that made the simple words sound like poetry. It came from directly beside her. Zoe’s head snapped back to the stranger. He was looking at the bartender, but a small, knowing smile played on his lips, as if he were enjoying a private joke. Then he turned his head slowly, and those brilliant green eyes landed squarely on her. The directness of his gaze was like a physical touch.

“Unless you’d prefer I get my own, of course,” he continued, his voice sending a pleasant shiver down her spine. “But you look like a woman with excellent taste, and I thought I might as well piggyback on it. Saves me the trouble of deciding.”

Zoe felt her own smile spread in response, genuine and unbidden. The blush on her cheeks deepened, but now it was warmed by amusement rather than embarrassment. “I can’t guarantee it’s excellent,” she replied, pleased that her voice came out steady, even a little playful. “But it’s definitely decisive.”

“A fine quality in its own right,” he said, his smile widening to reveal a startlingly charming dimple in his left cheek. He extended a hand toward her, his posture open and inviting. “Archie.”

“Zoe,” she replied, placing her hand in his. His grip was firm and sure, his palm warm and dry against her perpetually cold one. A pleasant little jolt, like a spark of static electricity on a winter day, shot up her arm and settled warmly in her chest.

“It’s a pleasure, Zoe.” He held her hand for a fraction of a second longer than was strictly necessary, his thumb brushing lightly over her knuckles before he released it. The phantom warmth lingered on her skin.

The bartender, with an air of theatrical efficiency, set two chilled coupe glasses on the bar and began his vigorous shaking, the rhythmic, percussive rattle of ice in the metal shaker filling the small silence that had fallen between them. It was a soundtrack to their introduction. Archie leaned his elbow on the polished mahogany, turning more fully toward her, creating an intimate space for just the two of them. “So what brings a woman with a decisive palate and an American accent to a place like The Crimson Quill on a drizzly Tuesday night?”

The directness was refreshing, a stark contrast to the tedious small talk she was used to. “Research, mostly,” she said, feeling a surprising ease settle over her. “I’m a writer. This place was on my list of ‘literary haunts’ to check out for a piece I’m working on.”

His eyebrows, dark and expressive, lifted in genuine intrigue. “A writer? Anything I might have read?”

Zoe let out a small, self-deprecating laugh, a sound that was more genuine than any she’d made all week. “Probably not. I mostly do travel and history pieces for online magazines. Niche stuff. I’m here gathering material on London’s hidden corners.”

“Ah, a noble pursuit. There are more of those in this city than you can possibly imagine,” he said, his green eyes gleaming with an enthusiast’s light. “I teach history at UCL. So I suppose we’re in adjacent businesses. You write about the past, I drone on about it to hungover nineteen-year-olds who think the Tudors were a rock band.”

The bartender’s performance reached its crescendo. He strained the frothy, dark liquid into the two glasses with a flourish, the rich, intoxicating scent of freshly brewed coffee and sharp vodka blooming in the air between them. He carefully, almost surgically, placed three perfect coffee beans on top of the creamy foam in each glass, then slid the finished creations in front of Zoe and Archie. They looked like liquid velvet.

“To adjacent businesses,” Archie said, lifting his glass in a toast, the candlelight catching in his eyes.

“And to hungover nineteen-year-olds,” Zoe added, a wide grin on her face as she clinked her glass against his. The sound was a clear, delicate chime. The cool rim of the glass met her lips, and she took a sip. It was absolute perfection, a powerful, bitter punch of high-quality espresso, immediately mellowed by the smooth, clean heat of the vodka and just a whisper of sweetness to round it out. She let out a small, involuntary sigh of pure appreciation. “Oh, that’s… that’s a dangerously good espresso martini.”

“Ah, an American.” He offered that cheeky grin again, the devastating little quirk of his lips that made the dimple appear. “I stand corrected about your taste. It’s not just excellent; it’s impeccable. And for the record,” he added, his voice dropping a little lower, becoming more conspiratorial, “I quite love an American accent. It’s so… earnest.”

Zoe’s answering laugh veered dangerously close to snorting territory, a sound she would have been mortified to make in front of Mark. But here, with this charming, intelligent stranger, it felt riotously funny and liberating. “Earnest? You make us sound like a nation of golden retrievers.”

“The most charming of breeds,” he countered without skipping a beat, his eyes twinkling. “Loyal, enthusiastic, and generally pleased to be wherever they are.” To her, his accent was possibly the sexiest configuration of sounds in the known universe. Every word he spoke felt like it was wrapped in dark-chocolate velvet, a rich and decadent treat.

They settled into the rhythm of their first round of cocktails, and the conversation flowed with a surprising and delightful ease that felt like coming home to a place she’d never been. He asked about her article, his questions specific and insightful. When she mentioned her particular fascination with the Bloomsbury Group, his face lit up with the unrestrained joy of a true scholar. He proceeded to give her a mini-lecture that was so full of passion and obscure, fascinating details about Virginia Woolf’s domestic squabbles over marmalade and Lytton Strachey’s scandalous romantic entanglements that she found herself utterly captivated. He didn’t just know facts and dates; he told stories, bringing the past to life with vivid color and wit. He made history feel alive and breathing, not something trapped behind museum glass.

In turn, she told him about New York, surprising herself with her honesty. She described the frantic, electric energy of the city that she both loved and was utterly exhausted by. She found herself talking about her writing not as a “hobby,” but as her career, her central passion. She heard the confidence in her own voice and realized how long it had been buried. He listened with an unnerving intensity, asking thoughtful questions, his green eyes fixed on her as if she were the most fascinating person in the world. There was a powerful current of energy crackling between them, a hum of intellectual chemistry that was just as potent, if not more so, than the obvious physical attraction sizzling just beneath the surface. It was the heady, intoxicating feeling of being truly seen.

When their glasses were empty, the last of the creamy foam clinging to the sides, he signaled the bartender with a subtle, elegant lift of his chin. “Another round?” he asked, though it felt less like a question and more like a statement of shared intent.

Zoe didn’t hesitate for a second. “Please.”

The second cocktail went down even more smoothly than the first. The alcohol, combined with the heady, cocoon-like intimacy of the bar and Archie’s focused, unwavering attention, was melting away the last of her carefully constructed reserve. She felt warm from the inside out, a pleasant, buzzing energy settling low in her belly, a sensation that was both relaxing and deeply exciting. She found herself leaning closer to him to hear over the slightly louder jazz music, her knee brushing against his under the bar. A small, electric shock. Neither of them moved away. The point of contact became a warm, solid anchor in the swirling room.

He was in the middle of a hilarious story about a disastrous archaeological dig he’d been on in his youth in Turkey, involving a stolen artifact, a flock of angry goats, and a case of mistaken identity. She was laughing so hard her sides ached and tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. The bar around them had grown more crowded, the ambient noise level rising from a murmur to a lively chatter. The intimate, magical bubble they had created felt fragile now, in danger of being burst by the intrusion of the outside world. The thought of the night ending, of saying a polite goodbye on the damp street corner and retreating to the silence and chill of her empty flat, was suddenly, acutely unbearable. The words were on her lips before she had fully thought them through, a reckless, hopeful gamble.

“The bar is getting a little loud,” she said, her voice softer now, cutting through his story. He paused, his focus shifting entirely to her. “I have a bottle of red wine at my flat… and it’s very quiet. My Airbnb isn’t far from here.” The invitation hung in the air between them, audacious and shimmering with hope. “If you’re not ready for the night to end, that is.”

Archie stopped talking. The laughter faded from his brilliant green eyes, replaced by something deeper, more intense, a smoldering heat that made her breath catch. His gaze dropped to her mouth for a long moment, then slowly back up to her eyes, a silent, smoldering conversation passing between them. He didn’t answer right away. He simply took the last sip of his martini, placed the glass deliberately and silently on the bar, and turned his entire body on the stool to face her. A slow, devastatingly handsome smile spread across his face, lighting up his eyes and deepening the dimple in his cheek.

“Zoe,” he said, his voice a low, resonant thrum that seemed to vibrate straight through her, settling deep in her bones. “I’m not ready at all.”

The walk to her flat was short, only a few blocks, but it felt charged with a breathless, cinematic quality. The rain had softened to a fine, silvery mist that clung to their hair and coats, making the old-fashioned streetlights bloom with hazy, romantic halos against the inky blackness of the London night. Inside the bar, Archie had insisted on paying for the drinks, waving away her protests with a charming finality, a small act of chivalry that felt both wonderfully old-fashioned and incredibly appealing. As they stepped out of the bar’s cocoon of warmth, the cool, damp air was a shock to the system. He’d immediately taken her hand, his fingers lacing through hers as if it were the most natural, inevitable thing in the world. His hand was large and warm, enclosing hers completely, a solid, comforting anchor in the swirling mist.

Neither of them spoke much. The anticipatory silence was more eloquent than any words could be. It was filled with the soft scuff of their shoes on the wet pavement, the distant, mournful sigh of traffic from a main thoroughfare, and the frantic, hopeful thumping of Zoe’s own heart, a drumbeat in her ears. She was acutely, overwhelmingly aware of his presence beside her—the breadth of his shoulder occasionally brushing hers, the solid feel of his hand in hers, the way he shortened his long, easy stride to match her shorter, more hurried one. Every small point of contact felt magnified, electric.

“This is it,” she said, her voice a little shaky, breathless from more than just the walk, as she stopped in front of a tall, white-painted Georgian townhouse. She fumbled in her purse for the keys, her fingers suddenly clumsy and uncooperative, betraying her outward composure.

Archie’s hand came up to rest gently on her back, a warm, steadying pressure between her shoulder blades that was both reassuring and thrilling. “No rush,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear.

Finally, the key found the lock, and the heavy door opened with a soft click into a narrow, carpeted staircase. “This place is lovely,” said Archie, his voice echoing slightly in the quiet, hushed stairwell as they climbed the two flights to her flat. Once inside, he looked around the living room, his intelligent eyes taking in the high ceilings, the ornate but non-functional marble fireplace, and the large sash window that looked out onto the glistening street below. “It’s very London. Very Bloomsbury.”

He shrugged off his damp peacoat, and Zoe took it from him, her fingers brushing against his as she did. The small, incidental contact sent another jolt of pure electricity through her. She hung his coat next to hers on a hook by the door, the dark, heavy wool mingling with her tan trench. It looked impossibly right.

When she turned back, he was standing in the middle of the small room, simply watching her. The space between them felt both vast and electric, saturated with unspoken anticipation. All the witty banter, the easy intellectual conversation from the bar, had evaporated, stripped away to leave only this raw, humming, palpable tension. It was a slow and sweet start, a delicious, agonizing crawl toward the inevitable conclusion they both knew was coming.

He closed the distance between them in three long, silent strides. He didn’t grab her or rush. He simply came to a stop directly in front of her, his presence filling her entire world. His hands came up to cup her face, his palms warm against her cool skin, his thumbs stroking gently, reverently, over her cheekbones. The tenderness of the gesture made her knees feel weak. His green eyes searched hers, a deep, probing look, as if asking a final, unspoken question. Zoe gave the faintest of nods, a barely perceptible movement, her breath catching somewhere in her throat.

He leaned in and kissed her. It wasn’t a demanding or hungry kiss, but one of pure discovery. His lips were soft, yet firm, tasting faintly of bitter coffee, clean vodka, and something that was uniquely, intoxicatingly him. It was a tender, careful exploration that deepened by slow, deliberate degrees. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, a gentle, patient request for entry that she eagerly, breathlessly granted, parting her lips with a soft sigh.

They moved as one toward the sofa, a slow, languid tangle of limbs and lips, never breaking the kiss. One of his hands slid from her face to the back of her neck, his fingers weaving into her curly blonde hair, gripping the strands gently as he angled her head for a deeper, more perfect connection. The other hand roamed, tracing a slow, deliberate path down the curve of her spine, over the swell of her hip, settling firmly on her waist to pull her flush against the hard lines of his body. Zoe’s arms wrapped around his neck, her own fingers exploring the thick, soft hair at his nape, the surprisingly crisp collar of his shirt. The kisses soon deepened, shedding their initial tentative quality and becoming a hot, wet, open-mouthed exploration, a conversation of pure, unadulterated want. His mouth was hungry and masterful against hers, his tongue expertly dueling with hers, and she met his building fervor with her own, a low, pleased moan vibrating in the back of her throat.

The shift was instinctive, fluid, a primal adjustment for better access. The sofa was too restrictive, the angle all wrong for the escalating intensity between them. This unspoken understanding led to Zoe moving onto his lap, straddling his thighs without breaking their desperate, devouring kiss. The new position was electric, a live wire of sensation. She could feel the hard, thick ridge of his erection pressing insistently against her through the rough denim of their jeans, a solid, promising heat that made her womb clench with a deep, primal ache.

She broke the kiss, breathless and dizzy, her lips swollen and tingling. She looked down at Archie, whose eyes were dark, almost black with undiluted lust, his chest rising and falling heavily beneath her. Biting her bottom lip in a gesture of deliberate, playful provocation, she gripped the soft hem of her cashmere sweater and, in one fluid motion, pulled it off over her head, tossing it unceremoniously onto a nearby armchair.

The cool air of the room hit her heated skin, but it was immediately replaced by the searing heat of his gaze. She was wearing a simple but pretty bra, the cups made of a delicate, periwinkle blue lace that she’d bought on a whim before the trip. “You are absolutely gorgeous,” Archie muttered, his voice thick and raspy with desire. His eyes were fixed on her chest, his expression one of pure, unadulterated awe that sent a thrill of feminine power through her.

He reached out, his large, warm hands covering her breasts reverently over the lace, his thumbs stroking the hardening peaks through the thin, delicate fabric. He squeezed the blue lace cups of Zoe’s bra, his fingertips finding the sensitive, pale skin above the cups, tracing the soft swell of her breasts. The touch was both worshipful and possessive, and she arched into his hands. He leaned forward, his fingers fumbling for a moment at her back, a small, humanizing moment of clumsiness, before he reached around and unhooked it. The straps loosened, and he peeled the lace away, baring her completely to his hungry, appreciative eyes. Then he leaned in, his head dipping low, and pulled one of her sensitive, aching nipples into his hot, wet mouth.

His tongue rolled over the hardened peak, a slow, deliberate lapping motion that made her gasp before he began to suckle, his mouth creating a gentle, pulling pressure that sent a lightning bolt of pure pleasure straight to her core. Zoe cried out, a sharp, breathy, uncontrollable sound, her head tossing back as her fingers tightened convulsively in his thick hair. She melted into the moment, her mind going blissfully blank. All thought was obliterated, replaced by pure, overwhelming sensation.

Her pussy throbbed with a liquid, heavy pulse as Archie lavished her breasts with his focused, devoted attention. He moved from one breast to the other, giving it the same painstaking treatment, licking, sucking, gently teasing the hardened nub with his teeth until she was writhing on his lap. The contrast of the wet heat of his mouth and the cool night air on her damp skin was an exquisite, mind-altering torture.

He then squeezed her breasts together, creating a pillowy soft valley of cleavage, and lapped at both nipples at once, his tongue flicking back and forth between the two aching peaks until finally, he broke away, his breathing ragged and harsh in the quiet room. He looked up at her, his lips wet and swollen, his green eyes blazing with a feral fire. “Shall we take this to the bedroom?” he asked, his voice a gravelly, urgent whisper.

Zoe couldn’t form words. Her throat felt tight, her entire body dedicated to the storm of sensation he was creating. She could only nod, her body trembling with a need so intense it was almost painful. She slid off his lap, her legs feeling unsteady and weak, as if the bones had dissolved. She stood and grabbed his hand, her grip surprisingly strong, pulling Archie up and in the direction of the bedroom. The room was a small, cozy space, dominated by a large bed with a ridiculously plush-looking white duvet. She was vaguely embarrassed by the clothes strewn about the place, a testament to her whirlwind week of unpacking and repacking in a state of mild despair, but Archie didn’t seem to notice or care. His focus was solely, intensely, devouringly on her.

He was on her instantly, backing her up against the wall next to the door, his body caging hers. His mouth crashed down on hers again, a ferocious, claiming kiss filled with a new urgency, while his hands went to work on her jeans. He unbuttoned and unzipped them with surprising dexterity, his knuckles brushing against the exquisitely sensitive skin of her lower stomach, before he attacked his own shirt, ripping the buttons from their holes in his haste. While his mouth devoured hers, a frantic, almost desperate claiming, Zoe used her hands to help him undress, pulling the charcoal sweater from his body and letting it fall in a soft heap on the floor. She was immediately, deeply impressed by the muscular body he had been hiding underneath his professorial clothes.

He had defined, powerful pecs dusted with a fine sprinkling of dark hair that tapered down into a happy trail over his sharply outlined abs. A thrill, sharp and primal, roiled in Zoe’s stomach as she ran her hands over the hard, warm planes of his chest, feeling the muscle flex beneath her palms. He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers, both of them panting for air, their hot breaths mingling. His green eyes were dark, almost black with undiluted arousal.

“I really want you to bend over for me,” said Archie, his lips curling into a devilish smile that was both a command and a delicious promise. His voice was a low growl, an intimate vibration that sent a fresh wave of liquid heat straight to her core.

Zoe didn’t need to be asked twice. The raw, explicit request was exactly what she didn’t know she was craving, a key turning in a lock she hadn’t realized was there. A shiver of delicious, willing submission ran down her spine. Without a word, a silent vow of compliance passing between them, she walked the few steps to the bed. She kicked off her jeans and socks, leaving her in nothing but her flimsy black mesh panties, and bent over the edge of the high mattress, resting her forearms firmly on the soft, yielding duvet. The position felt intensely vulnerable, shockingly wanton, and incredibly, breathtakingly exciting.

Zoe wiggled her butt, a small, inviting motion, and looked back over her shoulder, her hair falling into her eyes. She watched as Archie shucked his pants and underwear in one swift, efficient movement. He stood there for a moment in the soft lamplight, fully naked, stroking his thick, impressively long cock. It was beautifully formed, a heavy, substantial weight in his hand, the head a deep, flushed purple, already glistening with precum.

“Goddamn,” he muttered, his voice thick with appreciation as his eyes roamed slowly, possessively over her exposed form, the delicate curve of her spine, the full swell of her ass cheeks bisected by the thin black mesh, the damp, dark patch already visible through the fabric. He reached out, his fingers hooking into the waistband of Zoe’s underwear, and slowly, torturously, pulled them down her legs, the mesh sliding over her slick folds with an agonizingly teasing friction.

Shivers were rolling over her whole body now, her skin erupting in goosebumps despite the bonfire coiling in her belly. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been so damn horny, so primally needy. It had been months since she’d had sex, but it felt like years since she’d felt this consuming, animalistic lust. She craved him now with an intensity that bordered on physical pain.

Archie didn’t mount her as she expected. Instead, to her profound shock, he sank to the ground behind her, the old floorboards creaking under his weight. His warm breath ghosted over the back of her thighs, then higher, over her ass cheeks. He grabbed onto her hips with both hands, his grip firm and possessive, pulling her slightly more toward the edge of the bed. He spread her cheeks apart with his thumbs, exposing her completely. And then, he sank his tongue against her asshole.

The shock of it, the wet, hot, utterly intimate touch on a place no one had ever so much as glanced at, let alone kissed, made Zoe cry out in pure, unadulterated pleasure, her voice a high, strangled sound she didn’t recognize as her own. Her fingers curled, clawing at the thick bedspread, her knuckles white. It was shocking. It was taboo. It was, without a doubt, the most incredible thing she had ever felt. He didn’t just lick; he tasted her, his tongue expertly tracing the sensitive, puckered ring of muscle before plunging inside of her with a shocking, breathtaking intimacy that sent her whole nervous system into overdrive.

“Oh, yes!” she squealed, her hips bucking back instinctively, helplessly, against his face. “Oh, God, Archie!”

He groaned in response, a guttural sound of deep approval muffled against her flesh. He alternated for several minutes that stretched into an eternity, a virtuoso of torment and pleasure. He would drive his tongue deep inside her tight, throbbing knot of muscle until she was about to shatter from the overstimulation, then slide his mouth lower without warning, lapping up the copious, slick wetness that dripped from her cunt. His tongue would find her clit and flick over it relentlessly until she was sobbing his name, begging for something she couldn’t even name.

He brought Zoe to the very precipice of orgasm so many times she lost count, only to expertly pull back at the last possible second. He liked to tease, apparently, a master of control. And Zoe found that she didn’t just not mind those sorts of games; she adored them. She wanted him to own her, to play with her body like a finely tuned instrument, to wring every last drop of excruciating pleasure from her.

By the time Archie finally rose to his feet behind her, his hands gripping her hips to steady her, she was a wreck. Her body was a quivering, hypersensitive mass of sheer, desperate need. Her mind was gone, lost in a fog of lust. She could feel the formidable heat radiating from his body, could feel the slick, blunt head of his cock pressing insistently against her drenched folds. He positioned himself, nudging her legs slightly further apart with his knee, and then slowly, torturously, he began to push his cock into the slick, waiting channel of her pussy.

The feeling of him entering her was overwhelming, a sublime pain and pleasure all at once. She was so wet, so ready for him that she was practically dripping onto the sheets, but he was so much thicker, so much larger than she had imagined. She felt her inner walls stretch and stretch to envelop him, a sensation of being filled so perfectly, so completely, that a fresh wave of low, guttural moans tumbled from her parted lips.

“Holy shit,” Archie growled, the words a ragged, breathless gasp next to her ear as he finally sank every glorious inch of his considerable length deep inside her. “You’re so wet… and so fucking tight.”

Zoe’s eyes fluttered, rolling back into her head as Archie stretched her out, pausing for a moment to let her body adjust to the delicious, almost painful fullness of him. He fit inside of her perfectly, as if he were made for her. He began to move, pulling back until just the swollen head of his cock remained inside before thrusting powerfully home again, establishing a slow, deep, pounding rhythm that had her grinding back against him with every stroke. Each potent thrust of his hips sent her reeling with pleasure, his cock striking a deep, hidden spot inside her; her G-spot, she realized with a jolt, that sent shockwaves of delight through her entire system. He used his firm hands on her hips to control the pace, tilting her pelvis to meet his every powerful stroke, fucking her with a steady, relentless purpose.

They stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, a raw and primal dance of slick flesh and guttural moans. The sound of their bodies connecting was a wet, rhythmic, slapping percussion in the otherwise quiet room, a soundtrack to their building frenzy. Just as Zoe felt the familiar, tight coil of an orgasm begin to build low in her belly, a gathering storm that threatened to unravel her completely, Archie pulled out. The sudden, shocking emptiness was a physical pain. She whimpered in protest, a small, wounded sound.

“Let’s get up on the bed,” he said, his voice strained and tight with effort.

He helped her clamber onto the mattress, her limbs feeling like jelly, completely boneless. Zoe lay down on her back, the cool, crisp sheets a stark, delicious contrast to her overheated skin. Without needing to be told, she splayed her legs wide open for him, a shameless, eager offering. Archie climbed on top, his heavy weight settling over her, and she immediately wrapped her arms around his powerful neck, pulling him down for a deep, sloppy, possessive kiss. As he positioned himself between her thighs, she instinctively pushed her legs back, hooking them over his broad shoulders and crossing them at the ankles, a position of ultimate surrender that showed off her flexibility and tilted her hips up to him for the deepest possible penetration.

Archie broke the kiss and looked down at her, a cheeky, predatory look on his face, a wolfish grin spreading across his lips that made her heart hammer. He inhaled sharply through his teeth as he looked down at the juncture of their bodies, at his thick, flushed cockhead poised and glistening at her dripping, swollen entrance. Then, with one powerful, decisive surge, he plunged his cock back into her pussy.

In this new position, she felt even tighter, the angle impossibly, exquisitely deep. “Oh, Archie!” she cried out, her voice hitting a new, higher octave as he bottomed out inside her. His entire length seemed to be inside of her now, pressing against her cervix with an almost unbearable intensity. Her body clenched instinctively around him, her inner muscles gripping him tight.

Archie groaned, a long, ragged sound, his head thrown back and the cords in his neck standing out. He began to fuck her with intense, deep, almost punishing thrusts. He was utterly unrelenting. There was no teasing now, just a raw, driving, primal need. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead and trickled down his temples, dripping onto her face. His powerful body moved with a relentless, piston-like rhythm, lifting her hips completely off the bed with each savage downward stroke.

His gaze alternated between watching his cock disappear into her slick, swollen pussy and her eyes. Finally, he held eye contact with her, a searing, possessive look, and watched her face as he drove her mercilessly toward the brink. He saw the moment her eyes went wide, her breath hitched, and her whole body began to tremble. He watched, a dark smile on his face, as Zoe tumbled violently over the edge.

“Oh… oh, God! Archie!” Zoe’s voice had risen three octaves as she came, a shattering, soul-stealing orgasm that made her pussy tighten around Archie’s cock in a series of violent, ecstatic convulsions, milking him. Her vision went white, her mind blanking out completely, consumed by the tidal wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure. He pounded into her as she climaxed, unrelenting, her bare breasts bouncing with each ruthless thrust, her body completely his to command. Zoe was reeling, lost. The orgasm seemed to just keep coming, wave after crashing wave, like fireworks still fizzling and sparking in brilliant colors long after the main event had exploded across the sky.

Her head lulled to the side on the pillow, her jaw slack, her body limp and trembling with the powerful aftershocks. Through a blissful, fuzzy haze, she could feel Archie’s eyes boring into her intensely. And when she managed to flutter her own heavy eyes open and look at him, she saw the intense, strained expression on his face, the corded muscles in his neck, the deep flush high on his cheekbones. She knew he was close, balanced on the very same precipice he had just pushed her over.

“Come for me, Archie,” she breathed, the words a throaty, desperate plea. Her voice was barely a whisper, hoarse from her screams, but in the charged, electric space between them, it was a shout. “I want… I want to feel you come inside me.”

Those words were his undoing. A low, animalistic growl tore from the depths of his throat. “Oh, fuck.” His groans got louder, deeper, his pace becoming frantic and wild, his breath coming in short, sharp pants. His thrusts were deeper, harder, aimed at that one perfect, agonizingly sensitive spot inside her. Then Zoe felt his whole body tense up, his back arching as he slammed into her slit one last, impossibly deep time. The powerful thrust was followed by the hot, pulsing gush of his cum, the undeniable sensation of him flooding her completely. She felt his release as a series of powerful contractions deep inside her womb, a hot, liquid surrender that was almost as intense as her own orgasm had been moments before.

Archie’s eyes were wide with shock, his pupils blown wide, his face a mask of all-consuming, unmasked pleasure as he came. Zoe loved the unguarded look on his face, that fleeting moment of pure, animalistic ecstasy. He collapsed on top of her, his full weight a comforting, grounding pressure, pinning her to the bed. He was slick with sweat, his heart hammering a frantic, wild rhythm against her own. Zoe ran her nails lightly up and down his muscular shoulders, a slow, languid motion, feeling the faint tremors still running through his exhausted body. She didn’t want him to pull out. She wanted him to stay just like this, nested deep inside her, satisfying a profound, aching need for physical touch and closeness that she hadn’t realized she was starving for.

But eventually, his frantic breathing evened out, and the frantic pounding of his heart slowed to a steady, heavy beat against her breast. She let him up, and with a soft, reluctant sigh, he shifted his weight to the side. Archie withdrew his softening cock from her pussy, and Zoe squirmed happily at the wet, full feeling between her legs, the evidence of his potent semen already dripping onto her inner thighs. He rolled onto his back beside her, flinging a forearm dramatically over his eyes.

Zoe rolled onto her side and propped up her head with her hand as she simply looked at him. He was breathtakingly gorgeous in the soft lamplight that filled her room, his broad chest rising and falling with great effort. The dark hair on his chest was damp with sweat, his skin glowing. She let her eyes roam over him, from the strong column of his throat down to the hard, defined muscles of his thighs, memorizing the sight of him in her bed, in her flat, in her life. When he finally removed his arm and turned his head on the pillow to look at her, his lips curved into a slow, deeply satisfied smile.

“You,” he said, his voice still raspy and low, “are… amazing.” He reached out and tenderly tucked a stray, damp blonde curl behind her ear, his fingers lingering on her cheek. “How long are you in town for?”

Zoe pouted out her bottom lip, a genuine, sharp sadness creeping in, souring the bliss. “Just three more days.” The words sounded like a death sentence, a ridiculously short amount of time.

Archie’s smile didn’t falter. He shifted, wrapping a strong arm around her naked body and pulling her closer, until her head was resting on his shoulder and her leg was thrown possessively over his hips. The skin-on-skin contact was bliss. “Hey,” he murmured into her hair, his lips brushing softly against her temple. “That’s plenty of time.” He tilted her chin up with his fingers so she was looking at him again, his green eyes serious and sincere. “That is, if you want to see me again.”

In response, Zoe rolled on top of him, reversing their positions, her damp, pliant body sliding over his, her skin catching delightfully on his. Her damp blonde hair draped around his face like a curtain, creating a private world just for them. She braced her hands on either side of his head and leaned down to kiss him. It was a slow, deep, lingering kiss, full of the echoes of their explosive lovemaking and the unspoken promise of more. The faint, lingering taste of espresso martini was still on his lips, a flavor she now knew she would forever associate with the exhilarating, intoxicating taste of him, of this night, of finally, finally coming alive.
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I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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