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I don’t know why it happens, but whenever I decide to write seriously, stories somehow seem to find me. Not the ones that eventually make their way into my books, but events in my life—significant moments, key encounters, and unexpected occurrences.

I can go weeks where very little of any real substance seems to happen. Months where I simply drift like a piece of wood on the surface of a river, through a life defined by habits and routines, quietly turning the pages of my narrative and working through chapters with few major plot points.

But when I try to write?

Suddenly, it’s as if the universe sits up and takes notice. For whatever reason, I can’t go a day without some noteworthy occurrence taking place or some new, exciting character suddenly entering the mix. The character in this story was very exciting indeed.

It’s a story about a man. A man who not only knew how to use his words, but also how to live up to them—ensuring he matched them with actions and always kept his promises. It’s a story of passion, lust, and, truthfully, the best sex I ever had. But I’m getting ahead of myself.

Perhaps I should start by setting the scene.

This particular story found me in the autumn of 2023 during what was meant to be a two-month stay at the Montramane Hotel in Paris, built around quiet and, particularly, isolation.

Even now, just saying the name of the hotel gives me a flutter of excitement—a warm reminiscence of his deep, rough-as-sandpaper voice and how the tones of it seemed to travel over my body. Strong hands grasping and holding, pinning me in place.

I’ve been a writer now for almost a decade. While I’m far from a household name, and the things I write are unlikely to trouble any bestseller lists, the success of my first two novels means I can comfortably make a living by putting pen to paper. In the gaps between novels, I spend my time gathering ideas—a far more passive process than most people might imagine. In some ways, during that “formulation” stage, I simply mope about waiting for stories to fall out of the ether.

It’s hard to explain, but sometimes it feels like the stories already exist somewhere outside of me. They come not in one finished piece, but in threads—one strand at a time—that I collect and organize so that later I can weave and knit them into the fabric of a narrative. By the autumn of 2023, I felt I had enough threads to start weaving, but to truly begin, I needed a change of scenery—a break from my day-to-day life that would signal to myself it was time to work.

It had always been that way for me. To work—really work—I had to be away from the distractions of my usual routine.

For my first novel, I moved from my parents’ house to my own apartment and, in that new setting, found the inspiration to create something special.
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