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After reading book one I was excited to read this book and I can say I was definitely not disappointed. I loved the development we got to see between Angela and Soren and how they have moved forward since the first book. I liked that it wasn’t all plain sailing and happy endings, that we got to see the ups and downs they were still going through. The writing style made me feel like I was experiencing those emotions with them. The more I read the more I found myself hoping that they could find a way to make things work, the more invested I became. The whole story was engaging and well written. A brilliant follow up to book one. I cannot wait to read the next book in this amazing series.  ~Kerry from the U.K. , 5-star review
So I am slightly infatuated with the writing style of Aviva Vaughn. She was new to me when I first read Part 1 of this series, but I connected with her writing style right away, and this book doesn’t come up short in the slightest. Aviva Vaughn writes in a fan-fiction sense of Jane Austen. HOW COULD ONE NOT LOVE IT!?!?! This alone had me hooked, leading to intense and complicated characters with realistic situations and personalities. There is also amazing details of food, and travel that make you feel as if you have visited Bath right along with Soren and Angela.  ~Liz from Nebraska, 5-star review

I have to say that I had some major blue balls right along with Angela. I so badly wanted Soren to finally give into her. I struggled a little bit with how both of these two were acting at times. They need to talk, ugh. The secondary characters added a good element to the story, I really like Marco. The ending of course is a cliffhanger leading us into part 3. The author does a great job with her writing she pulls you right in. I’m looking forward to Part 3, I need to know where this is going and if they can make it work. ~Michelle from U.S , 5-star review
Aviva Vaughn continues to enthrall me with her writing in this series. The scenic details and flowing storyline, hooks you from the beginning and will make you want more at the end. Luckily, there is book 3. I can’t wait to continue reading the series and see if there is a HEA for Angela. ~Lisette from Florida, 5-star review

Wow. Aviva Vaughn has done it again! “Beckoned, Part 2: From Bath With Love” gives the reader a beautiful image of bustling London life contrasted wonderfully with the lazy pace of Bath. As a lover of Jane Austen books, this series has been such a treat with Angela’s love of travel, books and all things Austen! This book gives us the next week of Angela’s trip to England and her time falling for Soren, her former classmate from BIN. You really need to read Part 1 of the Beckoned series to appreciate the story fully! Angela and Soren are such a perfectly flawed couple. Their different personalities intrigue one another while creating issues between them. They say opposites attract and while they have similar views, they are still very different people. With time and distance against them, can they navigate the relationship waters to build a lasting relationship? I HOPE SO!! I can’t wait to read the next installment of this interesting series! I thoroughly enjoy how the author seems to convey her own hopes of creating imagery in her story through Angela’s aspirations of being a children’s book author. Angela is often commenting how she hopes she can bring the reader to the distant locations through her words and Aviva Vaughn does just that! FIVE STARS!!! ~Emily from Ohio, 5-star review

This series has absolutely captured me, personally I love a good cliffhanger and this book contains a brilliant one, I have fallen head over heels for each character and their personalities, so after reading book 1 I could not wait to be sucked in to this book as it continues with the story of passion,love, and travel some of my favourite story baselines.  I will definitely be following and looking out for other books/series from this author as her writing and descriptions are beautifully written.  ~Claire from the U.K., 5-star review
Beckoned, Part 2: From Bath with Love by Aviva Vaughn was as good as the first book. I couldn’t put it down and read it immediately after the first book. I love how the author makes you feel like you are a part of the story. I can’t wait to read book 3 and would read anything this author writes! I love the characters and the writing. I give this book 5 stars.~Amanda from Texas, 5-star review

After finished and loving part 1 in this series I could not wait to start the second book and I was not disappointed at all! As this starts where book 1 finished it should definitely be read after it. Again I was completely blown away by the beautiful descriptive language that Aviva Vaughn uses. I really did feel like I was taking a trip with the characters. Bath is stunning place to visit anyway and her descriptions really did it justice. Again there were some great secondary characters in the story too! I really am totally in love with this series, the characters and the authors writing – I cannot wait to read part 3 especially after being left on a cliff-hanger with this book!!  ~Katie from the U.K, 5-star review
Another great book written by Aviva Vaughn, that you will not be able to put down. Including me, that I read it in one sitting. Ms. Vaughn's writing flows and is so descriptive. She makes you feel like you are there with her characters. She takes you on an emotional roller coaster ride that has many twists and turns. I cannot wait to read Part 3 in the Beckoned Series, I know it will be just as good.  ~Dori from Florida, 5-star review
Just like the first, I was taken on an emotional roller coaster while reading. I loved seeing how Angela and Soren's relationship had progressed since the first one and throughout this book. I loved how both charecters were developed throughout the book. The charecters were still very relatable and I think even more so with the rollercoaster of emotions they went through. Just like the first book the ending leaves you ready for the next one (which I already started)  ~Erin, 5-star review

Angela and Soren’s story continues in this second part of the series. I really enjoy Aviva Vaughn’s writing style. It is conversational and easy. The plot flows effortlessly. The characters are real and flawed. I felt like I was walking the streets of Bath with them. Continue to love this series and looking forward to book 3! ~Heather, from Kentucky, 5-star review

This is a series that I am so happy I started reading. I found myself lost in its pages and not wanting to put it down until I had finished. I can’t wait to read the next book in the series. ~Laura from California, 5-star review
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Aviva Vaughn (ah-VEE-vah) loves reading, traveling, and eating...preferably all at once. She isn’t afraid to try new things, which has made for an interesting—although not always straight forward—life.



She is an avid reader and especially likes books with multifaceted characters who reveal something about that most compelling of all subjects: human nature; no matter what species they are or what planet they are from.



For a list of her favorite books visit her website at AvivaVaughn.com/about
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May 2016

This book is dedicated to all of you lovers of the written word who know that a compelling book—whether it’s fiction or nonfiction, whether its characters are vampires or wizards, and whether it’s set on Earth or some faraway planet—can be a source of illumination into that wonderfully—and sometimes painfully—elusive enigma that is human nature.

And to all you Angelas out there—strong, smart, modern women—this is for you.

With deep appreciation to Mary Wollstonecraft and Mary Shelley—the original “Romantic Outlaws”—who showed me the way, and to Charlotte Gordon for telling their story.

Wishing you love and romance,
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​Chapter 1: Day 2
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July 6, 2001, London, England

Despite only getting four hours of sleep, Soren Lund awoke at his usual hour with his usual precision, ocean-blue eyes still closed, stiff as a board.

He didn’t remember exactly when his father began waking him at 6am, but it had begun well before he was thirteen. He considered himself lucky that his father waited until morgen to wake him since he knew that he awoke two hours earlier when it was still nat. 

Every morning it was the same.

Soren lay in bed, listening to his father’s quiet footsteps, pretending to still be asleep even though he always woke up just before his father walked into the bedroom. 

It was easier to avoid his father’s wrath that way.

He could see his younger brother, Filip, sleeping soundly in the twin bed next to him. 

Even though their home in Copenhagen contained over a dozen bedrooms, his father insisted that he and Filip share a room. Their two sisters shared the bedroom next door, but his father never woke them up, even though one of them was older than Soren.

Soren sometimes wondered if it annoyed his father that he and his siblings had been born girl, boy, boy, girl. As though they somehow failed him by not coming out in the perfect, alternating order of girl, boy, girl, boy. 

For his part, Soren was glad that he and Filip shared a room. He wouldn’t want his brother, who at nine was four years his junior, to sleep alone. He needed to be there to comfort him whenever Filip had nightmares. At least his brother was still allowed to sleep in.

He heard his father’s padded steps on the cold, wood floor, and could see his sheepskin house slippers making their way to the foot of his bed through his barely-parted lashes. He needed to be believably asleep or his father would get angry at the fact that he was already awake; it was like his father took joy in being the one to wake him.

“Soren, vågner op. Det er på tide at starte dagen,” his father said in a sharp whisper. “Soren, wake up. It’s time to start the day.” The phrase had been his unwelcome alarm clock for years. 

As long as his father and he slept under the same roof, Soren knew exactly how his morning would begin.

His eyelids shot open. He had exactly ten seconds to get out of bed and begin doing his push-ups before his father would clap him roughly on his foot. 

Silently, he got out of bed and lowered himself to the floor to start his exercise.

His father would stand at the foot of the bed—arms crossed, face severe— until Soren transitioned to sit-ups. Then he’d stalk out of the room purposefully.

Soren sighed, running his hand through his sandy-blond hair. Even though he was thirty, and had not lived under the same roof as his father in many years, he still heard his resonant bass voice every morning. He heard it now. “Soren, vågner op. Det er på tide at starte dagen.”

He wasn’t going to let his father ruin this moment.

Today was the first morning he had the pleasure of waking up with Angela in his arms and he wanted to bask in it. 

Angela Holguín, the woman who almost got away; until a couple of days ago when she had walked back into his life and into his heart. 

They had met last August at the internationally-recognized Barcelona Instituto de Negocios—or BIN for short—where he had been a first-year MBA student and she a second-year on exchange from California.

Before opening his eyes, he inhaled the aroma of Angela’s hair deeply, smiling at the subtle rose scent that still lingered, and squeezed her with his arms.

The silk charmeuse of her nightgown felt like nothing between them, and he could feel her every curve and the sensual warmth emanating from her body. Wonderfully electric, little pings began going off all over his body, indicating all the points where their bodies were connecting.

She groaned sleepily with the pressure of his embrace and shifted her hips slightly, unknowingly teasing him.

Soren felt himself become instantly hard.

He rolled his eyes at his body’s reaction. 

Really, really? All she did was move her body a half-inch.

Angela was sound asleep, her mahogany hair strewn across her face like seaweed on the sand, lips parted slightly, her chest rising and falling with her breath. She would probably sleep for a while longer with the 9-hour time change her body was adjusting to. 

He still couldn’t believe that she was actually in bed with him.

He thought back to yesterday and the beautiful day they spent together: the picnic at Hyde Park, the candlelit bath, the romantic restaurant all capped off with a night of dancing in front of the fireplace. It had been absolutely perfect.

Well, almost perfect.

There was that uncomfortable confrontation with Thomas at the restaurant, but he wasn’t even sorry about that. It had been extremely satisfying to witness Angela telling Thomas that she had no feelings for him. 

Thomas Brady couldn’t touch them anymore.

He sighed, wishing he could stay in bed with her all day. At least tomorrow would be Saturday and he could stay in bed, holding her and studying her face while she slept. But for now he had to get up and get to work. He couldn’t take the day off again; he had missed too much work this week already. 

How very un-Danish of me. 

He needed to put in some focused hours today. Summer internships were three months of fierce competition for business students. He needed to prove himself this summer in order to earn the ultimate prize: an invitation back for a full-time position upon his graduation next May.

His father’s voice was getting louder. “Soren, vågner op. Det er på tide at starte dagen!” He sighed and picked up the corner of his sheet and pulled it back, in a neat triangular shape, exactly to his hip. Exposing his naked skin to the morning air always helped motivate him to get out of bed right away so he could warm up with exercise. He then stood by the side of the bed, on the hard, cold floor, and took five deep breaths to oxygenate his body. 

Although the public areas of the apartment had carpeting, the bedrooms had hardwood so they could be kept cooler for a more restful sleep. The cold floors also helped to wake one up quickly first thing in the morning. 

As soon as his last breath was exhaled, he immediately got down on his knuckles and did as many push-ups as he needed to before his muscles failed. Then he transitioned to sit-ups, and again, went to failure. Then on to the next exercise. 

It took him about fifteen minutes to finish his entire routine, after which he showered and then went to his front door to grab the financial newspapers he needed to read before getting to work.

Angela was still fast asleep. 

He grabbed a pot of oatmeal from the refrigerator that he had made on Monday—his weekly ritual—and added a bit of water to it before putting it on the stove to warm briefly. Monday through Thursday he would have scooped out the oatmeal to eat it, but since it was Friday, he would eat whatever was left straight out of the pot. It conserved water and dishwashing and was the prudent thing to do. 

While the oatmeal was warming he expertly made his espresso, one of his favorite things to do. As a teenager he spent a summer working in a coffee shop, and it was always a very meditative experience for him to make coffee. When his oatmeal was ready he added some cream to it, cut up a peach, and ate it straight from the pot, while sipping his hot, dark coffee.

He sighed contently as he ate his breakfast and flipped through the paper. 

After a while, his mind wandered to the quiet night he planned for them this evening; he was looking forward to having some more hygge time with Angela. 

There was a soft knock at the door. It must be the delivery. When he opened the door he took the proffered paper bag and gave the young man a tip. He then returned to the kitchen and put the bag on the counter. He squeezed some orange juice, put it in the fridge and wrote a note.


Darling Angela, The chocolate croissant in the bag is for you. It’s from my favorite bakery. There is fresh orange juice in the refrigerator. Call me when you are awake so we can talk about tonight. I’ll be thinking about you every moment. Love and hygge, Soren




He finished his morning routine, got dressed, and then went to kiss Angela goodbye. 

She was still sleeping soundly.
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The London office of investment banking giant Filcher Toffert was located on a bend of the Thames—close to the Tower of London—

and was a massive, glass and steel structure that, when erected, had all of England miffed about the vulgarity of those backwards Americans. Ironically, with a history going back almost 80 years, Filcher Toffert, or FT as it was known in the banking world, was older than most of the other banks on the elite bulge bracket list, including Barclays, the home turf player.

Soren pushed his way through the large, glass doors, walked through the three-story high atrium—which he thought was an ostentatious waste of space—and swiped his pass at the turnstile for his floor’s bank of elevators. 

As an intern in the highly desirable mergers and acquisitions unit, his cubicle lay on one of the higher floors. Investment banks were, if nothing else, incredibly adept at enforcing hierarchy.

He arrived at his desk at 7:50am, ten minutes later than his normal arrival. The rest of the junior bankers, which included all of the interns and associates, would arrive by 8am; tardiness was not tolerated in this cutthroat, high-stakes world. 

He looked around the floor and saw all of the empty offices lining the perimeter of the space. Usually he liked to take this time to log onto the Bloomberg terminal that he had to share with the junior bankers; it was easier than fighting for a spot later in the day. But first he needed more coffee.

He quickly made his way to the kitchen to prepare his second espresso for the day. Morning was his favorite time of the day in the office; the senior bankers weren’t in yet and the noise level of the office was still tolerable. The ambient volume would increase as the end of the day, or the end of a deal, approached; whichever came first. However, it would never come anywhere near approaching the fevered pitch of the trading floor that many of his classmates were experiencing this summer.

He had barely sat down at his desk when his officemate Karim came up to him and slapped him roughly on his back.

Karim Abadi, a wealthy Saudi national attending the London School of Economics, had become a friend of convenience to Soren as a fellow intern in FT’s M&A unit. 

“Hey Soren man. How ya doing? Did you hear about the new deal coming down the pike? Hos-pi-ta-li-ty,” he said, always the braggart.

The hair on Soren’s neck stood up. He tried to keep his voice from exhibiting any jealousy. “No I haven’t? What’s the deal?”

Karim and Soren were on different teams in FT’s I-banking division, but for some reason, Karim had chosen Soren as his go-to guy in the office. Soren wasn’t sure why, since he didn’t think they had anything in common, but Karim was proving impossible to shake. He was like a parasite; a parasite wearing a Patek Philippe. Karim had nicer watches than most of the senior bankers. 

Why anyone needed to own more than one watch at a time was a concept that escaped Soren.

“Sherwood Group is making a play into the boutique hotel market by acquiring some up-and-coming, luxury mini-chain in Asia. The target company has got locations in Macau, Hong Kong, and Singapore. I wonder if I can get myself flown out for a little ‘research’.” Karim winked as he lifted his fingers in the air, indicating quotes around the word “research.”

Soren struggled not to roll his eyes at Karim. Part of him couldn’t wait for summer to be over so that he wouldn’t have to listen to his trumped up stories of partying and female conquests. However, the hotel deal sounded really interesting. He wished he could have been on a project more like that.

Karim continued, “So how’s your deal coming? I heard your group got a new one recently. What’s it about? Parking lots?” He lifted a half-eaten apple to his mouth and took a loud bite, sending juice flying towards Soren.

Soren wiped the juice from his face and said dryly, “Real estate services.”

Karim raised his eyebrow. “A Danish company?”

Soren bristled. “No, Norwegian.”

His tone must have been more defensive than he meant because Karim raised his hands out defensively. “Whoa, whoa, whoa man. I’m not judging. I’m hoping my dad throws some deals my way. Whatever helps me get to MD faster yo.”

Managing Director was the position that all I-banking hopefuls dreamed of achieving one day. It took most MBA’s a dozen years to get the position. But with hard work, a sharp mind, and a little nepotism, one could fast track it in seven.

Soren hated to think about using his father’s money or connections to advance his own career, but part of him had wondered if he’d been placed on this deal specifically because of his family’s background. The real estate services acquisition that he was working on was one he could have done in his sleep. He’d seen his father do a dozen of these deals, and even worked on some of them during summers spent at his dad’s office. 

It was the only “quality time” he ever spent with his father.

“So...how’s that foxy friend of yours? The Californian with the greenish eyes and x-rated bod.” Karim raised and lowered his eyebrows quickly.

Soren’s temperature rose listening to Karim’s salacious description of Angela. He already felt intensely possessive and protective of her. 

“Please don’t talk about her like that,” he said as politely as possible through clenched teeth. He gripped the armrests of his office chair tightly.

Karim held up his hands and backed up a half step. “Whoa, whoa, what’s gotten into you? You still not feeling well? I heard you called in sick yesterday, what’s up?”

Soren winced as Karim reminded him of his white lies, but he was more concerned about protecting Angela. 

Soren was, by nature, an extremely private person, but even more so about his personal life. He never talked about women he dated to anybody except his immediate family, and even then, only if he was extremely serious about her. He had spoken to his mother and siblings about no more than two women in his entire thirty years. 

Soren exhaled heavily. “Nothing Karim, nothing. I feel fine. I just think Angela deserves to be spoken about with more respect, that’s all.” He smoothed his hand over his slicked-back, sandy-blond hair.

Karin shook his head and leaned back against Soren’s cubicle desk, crossing his arms. “Man, sometimes you are so uptight. Don’t they ever talk shop about women in Denmark?” 

He took another juice-flinging bite of his apple.

Soren rolled his eyes at Karim’s predictably misogynistic remark. “Angela’s a friend. I just don’t want to hear about how you think she’s foxy, that’s all. Now leave it alone.”

Karim narrowed his eyes and leaned forward. “Well then I guess I won’t give you any details about what happened the other night after you went to sleep.” 

The blood rushed into Soren’s face and roared in his ears. He stood up from his chair and stepped closer to the smaller man. “Tread carefully my friend, tread very carefully.” 

The menace in Soren’s voice was clear and Karim raised his arms in surrender as he slid away from Soren’s desk. “I don’t know what’s gotten into you Soren, but I have a meeting to go to. We’ll catch-up later.” 

Soren watched as Karim turned and stalked away towards his team’s cubicles. He glanced around to see if anyone had witnessed their interaction, but could detect nothing. The two people closest to him were at least twenty-feet away and were engrossed in whatever they were looking at on their computer screens. The cubicles closest to him, usually occupied by his teammates John and Sarah, were empty; they were probably still getting their morning coffee. It appeared that no one overheard their conversation.

He steadied himself with his hands on his desk as he inhaled deeply; adrenaline still coursing through his veins. 

Get ahold of yourself.

He ran his hand through his hair, pulled his chair back under him, and forced himself to look at his computer.

What kind of details did Karim have to share about Angela?

He knew if he allowed himself to contemplate what Karim meant by those words, he would lose the entire morning; and he needed to make up for the last two days. 

He winced as he finished his lukewarm espresso and clicked over to that part of his mind he accessed when he needed to dig in to work, or cool his libido. He allowed himself to become lost in studying the financial statements of the real estate firm his bank was looking at acquiring.

When his mobile rang he looked up and checked the time: 10:38am. It was Angela. Despite his feelings of lingering hostility towards Karim, he tried to sound happy as he answered his phone. “Hullo?”

“Good morning sunshine,” Angela said chirpily. 

Her warm greeting melted his heart; he couldn’t help but crack a smile. “Good morning to you. Did you sleep well?” he asked, leaning back in his chair. 

His shoulders relaxed as the healing powers of her bright nature bleached the incident with Karim to an ignorable shadow of its former vividness.

“Oh, your bed is heavenly. I think it might be made of clouds,” she whispered conspiratorially.

He lowered his voice to match her tone. “Well that would explain how an angel ended up sleeping in it.” He raised his eyebrows, impressing even himself with his quick wit.

He imagined Angela sprawled across the crisp, white linens of his bed, her dark hair tousled, silk nightgown hiked up exposing her shapely legs. A flood of desire washed over him as the alluring image cranked up his libido into overdrive.

It was going to be a long day at work.

He took a long sip of water, fighting to clear his mind of Angela’s image.

“A-ha, very good. So how is the boring world of global finance? Have you made billions today?”

“Two or three, it’s been a slow morning.” Soren leaned back in his office chair confidently. Angela really brought out a side of him that was much more jocular than his usual self.

“That’s all? Okay then call me back when you’ve made ten billion, and not a second before,” she said as she hung up the phone.  

He looked at the phone amused when it rang almost immediately. 

She quickly said, “Just kidding darling. I’m not sure what got into me, I just feel very playful, that’s all.” 

“I thought it was sweet.” He squeezed his eyes shut, willing himself to not picture her again, groaning inwardly at the pang in his gut.

She sighed. “Good, that’s how I wanted you to take it. So what’s the plan for today, do you have to stay at the office all day?” she asked with just the tiniest of pouts in her voice, which he found very endearing. 

“Yes, I’m afraid so. I do have this little thing called an in-tern-ship, which, as you know, is kind of important. Not all of us can be glamorous entrepreneurs and take their summers off.” If his siblings could hear Soren being playfully sarcastic right now, they would think that aliens had abducted him. He had never been so adept at witty repartee in all his life.

She laughed heartily at his playful barb. “Yes it’s true; the life of an entrepreneur is terribly glamorous.” She drew out the words “terribly glamorous” sounding like an old Hollywood screen star. 

He smiled at her joke. He knew from watching his father that entrepreneurship was a grueling, lonely track no matter what Angela said. 

“Well then, since you aren’t available today what do you propose I do with myself,” she said suggestively. 

The tone of her voice made him moan inwardly. 

I can think of a few things.

He tried not to think about how erotic it had been the night he watched her bring herself to orgasm, but of course that just made him think about it. 

“You can always visit Elena again.” He willed his mind to return to less sexual matters.

“Absolutely not. I’m not going shopping on your dime again. Oh yes, and one other thing mister, no more pancakes or croissants for breakfast. If you keep feeding me like this I won’t even fit into all the nice clothes you bought me.” Mock anger coloring her voice. 

“Well then, what should I feed you?” he asked more quietly, catching sight of his boss coming down the hallway. 

“I can feed myself darling, it’s very sweet of you, but truly you don’t have to do that every morning.” 

He cupped the phone to his mouth as he swiveled his chair around so his boss couldn’t see his face. “But it’s my pleasure to do that for you.” 

She sighed and after a brief pause continued, “Alright then, but just some oatmeal or fruit is enough.” 

He started for a moment, realizing she was just describing the breakfast he ate every morning. It made him happy to realize they had something in common after all.

“Darling, I have to run, the boss is walking through the office. I’ll SMS you some ideas on how you can spend your day. I have to go to the recruiting event tonight, but I’ll try and get back to the flat by 8:30...9 at the absolute latest. Okay? I’ll miss you terribly.”

He could hear the breathy sigh she released at his words, and it sent a pang of longing through him.

“I’ll miss you too,” she said, her voice full of desire. “Think of me.”

The line clicked as Angela disconnected the call, but Soren sat frozen with his phone still to his ear.

It was going to be a long day.

​
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​Chapter 2: Denied
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Angela sighed deeply as she hung up the phone. Yesterday had been such a wonderful day; it was such a shame that Soren had to work all day today. But she knew enough about the corporate internships to know how important it was that Soren put in the hours to make a good impression. At least tomorrow was Saturday, so they would have two days together. 

She smiled at the thought. 

But what to do today? 

Everyone she knew was working. Most of her friends from business school had taken jobs with giant, multi-national corporations that ruled the Fortune 100 list. Sometimes it was a little lonely and quixotic walking the path of a small business entrepreneur.  But Angela also knew that she wasn’t made for corporate life. She was too wild and independent to play by those rules. She needed to live life on her terms.

But today that meant she had no one to spend the day with. This of course was not news to her as she had always known she was going to have to occupy herself during her friends’ long work hours while here in London. Fortunately—as an only child—she was very good at that. 

She went to R2, her rolling luggage that resembled a certain android—easily recognizable with a long strip of silver duct tape across the front—and pulled out the two European travel books that had been her constant companions the last twelve months. She grabbed herself a glass of water, and sat at the rectangular dining table, folding her legs up under her in preparation of leafing through the thick tomes.

Flipping through the well-worn, dog-eared pages, Angela was transported. She loved the infinite possibilities that the newsprint-thin sheets contained: restaurants, museums, libraries, nooks and crannies to discover and explore. It was a reverential experience for her...almost as good as going out to see the places themselves.

Finally, something caught her eye: the British Museum. She sat back in her chair and took a sip of water, recalling going to the museum when she was sixteen, over a dozen years ago. 

Her mother, Lillian, had given her the option of a sweet-16 birthday party or a trip somewhere she’d never been; she chose the trip. Lillian gave her a choice of a few cities in the U.S. to choose from, and Angela chose New York, but when they got to the airport, her mother surprised her.

“Here honey, here’s some money,” her mother said nonchalantly, handing Angela some paper bills.

Angela looked at the money, momentarily confused by how colorful it was. “But mom, this isn’t American money...”

“I know, we are going somewhere where you can spend it.” A giant grin was plastered on her mom’s face.

“What? Oh my gosh mom, that’s amazing.” Angela hugged her mother tightly.

“And I have another surprise.” Her mother looked like she was about to burst.

“Another surprise? What?”

“Turn around.”

Angela turned around and almost fainted when she saw her grandfather walking towards them: old-fashioned suitcase in hand, Member’s Only jacket slung over his shoulder, shit-eating grin on his face.

“Hey honey, happy birthday,” her grandfather said in his raspy voice, tickling her with his barely-there mustache as he kissed her on the cheek.

It had been a wonderful trip full of amazing memories including the British Museum and its famous Elgin marbles. 

The entry in the travel book said that the museum had recently been renovated.

The British museum it is. Let’s see if I can find some book inspiration while I’m there.
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When Angela returned to Soren’s apartment she ran herself a bath to erase the tension from her day of site-seeing. The rose scent of the bubble bath was sweet but not cloying, and made her smile as she remembered what Soren had said about roses reminding him of her; a warmth blossomed in her chest. 

Who would have thought that quiet, reserved, cold Soren could be so romantic?

She lit a few of the dozen candles Soren had installed in the bathroom; the flames multiplying as they danced off all the reflective surfaces: glossy, white porcelain; shiny chrome, and bright mirrors; creating an atmosphere of warm luminance.

Immersing herself into the rose-scented bubbles, she closed her eyes, and allowed her mind to wander. A panoply of sensual images—real and imagined—shuffled through her mind like a slideshow at warp speed: tongues, limbs, open mouths, panting faces, hands everywhere. Her breath grew faster and deeper. Slowly, she glided the back of her fingertips down the front of her body over her breasts, down her stomach, and over the fronts of her thighs, a frisson of desire following in the wake of her fingers’ trail.

Finally, her mind settled on an image: the moment when Soren crushed her against the wall of vines in the arbor in Hyde Park. She remembered the feeling of the leaves pressed into her back, the gnarled branches—hard like bones—poking her uncomfortably. The painful sensation of the branches serving to heighten the pleasurable sensation of Soren’s mouth on hers, and his feverish kisses.

She imagined the scene if Soren had not halted their passionate fondling and they had stayed there, waiting out the summer rainstorm in the illicit seclusion of the vines.

The lighting had cracked hard, like a whip, cloaking her guttural moans as she rode Soren’s thigh manically, grateful for the pressure against her aching sex. Their whole day had been like one long game of foreplay; she was dying for release, any way she could get it. She felt his erection straining against her thigh and reached down to touch him.

And then...

“Oh God,” he groans in anticipation.

Wrapping her fingers around his tight bulge, she gently strokes him with her thumb and index finger, feeling the stiff veins of his erection pushing prominently against the worn-thin denim as she slowly becomes
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Moth: I gave you my life
Flame: I allowed you to kiss me
~Hazrat Inayat Khan






