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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I’M NOT GONNA wait any longer,” Heather said with conviction. “Either I’m the right girl for you or not.”

Part of me wanted to say yes and get on with the rest of my life. But the spark wasn’t bright enough for me.

“What’s it gonna be, Steven? Are you gonna commit to me or not?” Heather asked.

The walk back to my apartment was solitary. I enjoyed following the San Francisco Bay. The saltwater smell and lapping of the waves eased me into a sense of calm. It was a mere two miles from the restaurants of Pier 39 to the Marina District. But that walk gave me time to dissect yet another failed relationship.

“Hey sis. How’s your week going?” I asked while trying to focus my webcam.

“What’s happened, little bro? You don’t usually call me at 2:00 am unless it’s something dire.” Tracey replied.

“I broke up with Heather,” I said calmly. “I thought you should be the first to know.”

I told Tracey about Heather’s ultimatum and my response. Or should I say, lack of response.

“But you guys got on so well. What was the problem this time?” Tracey asked.

“I couldn’t see us together twenty years from now,” I replied.

“Heather was fucking gorgeous,” Tracey said. “Shit, I’d hit on her if she swung my way.”

“Yeah, I know Heather was super-hot,” I said. “But there was something missing.”

“What was it?” Tracey asked.

“I don’t know. But I’m looking for what Dad and Mum had,” I replied.

Our parents had been childhood sweethearts and married as soon as it was legal. They’d been together for more than thirty years before tragedy struck.

“Look, you don’t have trouble finding hot girlfriends,” Tracey said. “But perhaps you need to find a girl who isn’t a model.”

Tracey was right. I dated stunning models almost exclusively. But I ended up missing the mental stimulation for a lasting relationship. I was my own worst enemy. Perhaps I was sabotaging my future.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I like tall, slim girls. And that narrows the field down a little.”

“Hey, I like Souvlaki,” Tracey said. “But it doesn’t mean I eat it every day.”

I struggled a little with the analogy. But knew what she meant.

“Put it this way. You seem to be looking for a hot model with a PhD.” Tracey said.

“Well, when you say it like that, you make it sound ridiculous,” I said.

“Perhaps it’s time to try something different,” Tracey suggested.

“But the heart wants what the heart wants,” I said.

Tracey had been at me for years about wasting my time on beautiful bimbos. She came from a position of sisterly love but could be a little tough with the truth sometimes. That’s why she was my go-to for advice. I knew she’d tell me what she thought. And candy-coat nothing.

“Steve, I know some lovely single guys in San Francisco,” Tracey said. “Perhaps you need something totally different for a while.”

“Heather was almost perfect,” I said. “And it’s not like I walk down the street ogling the guys walking past.”

“Well, you know there’s a gay gene,” Tracey said. “And if I got it, twin brother, there’s a distinct possibility.”

“You’d love it if I came out, wouldn’t you?” I suggested. “That would sure change Christmas with Nan and Pop.”

“I’m not trying to turn you gay,” Tracey said. “But at least think beyond models. What you’re doing isn’t working, little brother.”

My sister was razzing me up. Trying to get me to think about something else. So, I didn’t wallow in my own self-pity. That’s why I called her at 2:00 am on a weeknight.

“How’s life in Boston?” I asked changing the subject. “I miss having you here.”

“It’s awesome,” Tracey replied. “Lizzy and I have found an amazing apartment near the Legal District. We’re eating out most nights, before we go back to the apartment and I eat in.”

“Thanks for the visual,” I said. “I can’t believe the love of your life is my ex-girlfriend.”

“Don’t start that again,” Tracey said. “I asked if you were okay if I dated her.”

“I just didn’t expect the two of you to get married,” I said.

Lizzy and I had been through the same ultimatum two years earlier. She was devastated, at first, but Tracey consoled her, and they ended up hooking up a few months later. Talking about their sex life always felt a little weird. But we’d all moved on and were wonderful friends.

“The wedding is three-months away,” Tracey said. “So, I’m getting all the sex I can.”

“Lizzy was always up for it, day or night, as I remember.” I said.

“Yes, I’m so glad you failed to satisfy her,” Tracey said.

“Well, Lizzy and I are both awake now,” Tracey said. “And, she’s getting horny.”

“Well that’s no surprise,” I said. “But I’m glad to have worked as an aphrodisiac.”

“Let’s talk again in a few days,” Tracey said. “But think of something different to try.”

Tracey had started me thinking. Perhaps I needed to stop letting my cock determine who I dated. Well, at first anyway. Perhaps I needed to let my brain have a say in the matter. Working at a Law Firm, I knew many smart and attractive women. But there was something about the model type that kept me coming back for more.

“Do yourself a favour. At least go somewhere other than Model Gym to find your next date,” Lizzy interjected. “You should try online dating. I read an article on it recently.”

“Oh, so you are looking around, Lizzy?” I asked cheekily.

“For the magazine, dipstick,” Lizzy replied. “Tracey satisfies me fully. I couldn’t wish for more.”

“Give Lizzy’s idea some thought,” Tracey said starting to giggle. “Let’s chat again in a couple of days. But online dating, or something similar, may be worth a go. If you don’t do something, I will.”

“I’m open to anything, except dating your gay friends,” I said. “I’m getting sick of the single life. I want what you’ve got.”

“There’s no chance of that,” Tracey responded. “Lizzy is off the market, forever.”


CHAPTER TWO


TRACEY’S COMMENTS HAD resonated with me. Perhaps she was right. For the past five years, I’d been exclusively dating models. At 6ft 2in, I appreciated girls close to my own height. The long luscious legs, the pert breasts, the gorgeous faces. And I loved the way they moved with such grace and sensuality.

“Steven, I’ve got exciting news for you,” Tracey said as the webcam kicked in. “There’s a brand-new television show filming around the country. And they’re about to make a call for the San Francisco contestants.”

“I don’t know, Tracey,” I said. “I’m not much of a public spectacle sort of guy.”

“Don’t worry. It’s all scripted,” Tracey said. “They’ll ask you a few questions and you’ll have a few days to think of the answers.”

“How does it work? Is it a blind date, or a dinner date?” I asked.

“It’s called Love Match,” Tracey replied. “There’s a feature single who gets to ask three suitors a few questions. Then, the single picks their favourite.”

It sounded a bit loose for me. I could end up dating anyone. And I wouldn’t even know what they looked like until I’d secured the date.

“It all starts with an application form,” Tracey continued. “From there you will be loosely matched. Much like online dating. They run through an interview process, before showing you photos of potential dates. It’s like Tinder. You say yes or no.”

“So, then what happens?” I asked.

“They pick the feature single and three potential suitors,” Tracey replied. “And the single asks the suitors three questions. Don’t worry, the suitors get given the three questions beforehand?”

“What do you think? Are you interested, or should I apply for you?” Tracey asked.

“I feel I may live to regret this. But consider me in,” I replied.

Tracey went on to inform me that she had already drafted an application form. It wasn’t submitted yet but was ninety percent complete.

“You doing my application sounds dangerous,” I said. “Especially, since it’ll be on national television.”

“Don’t be such a wuss,” Lizzy interjected. “You never know who’ll you’ll meet.”

Tracey and Lizzy were right. I needed to widen the net. Still, I was a little nervous about putting my love life in their hands.

“Okay, against my better judgement, I’ll do it,” I said. “But let’s run through the answers to the questions.”

“Don’t you trust us?” Tracey asked.

“I love you both dearly,” I replied. “But, no I don’t.”

Lizzy started reading through the questions. At first, they were simple facts, then self-descriptions, then wish list preferences. Once the basic stuff was out of the way, then came the important stuff.

“Are you a morning person or a night owl?” Lizzy asked.

“Morning person,” I replied.

“Wrong answer,” Tracey interjected.

“How do you like to spend your weekend?” Lizzy asked. “There are three options. Dancing the night away at party central, in touch with nature in the great outdoors or getting a dose of culture in a gallery.”

“In the great outdoors,” I replied.

“Wrong answer,” Tracey interjected.

A theme started to become evident here. Lizzy asked another twenty questions or so.

“What is your idea of a romantic first date?” Lizzy asked. “Again, three options. Drinks and dancing the night away, dinner and a movie or flying to Aspen for the weekend.”

“Dinner and a movie,” I replied cautiously.

“Wrong answer,” Tracey interjected.

“Well, I think we’re about ready to submit your application,” Tracey said. “Any last thoughts?”

“Are you going to share the submission with me?” I asked. “It would be nice to know what I’ve officially said. Just in case.”

“Don’t stress about it, little bro,” Tracey replied. “We’re trying to make you sound more interesting. To get you to the next stage.”

Against my better judgement, I let Tracey submit my application.

“Hardly anyone gets picked anyway,” I said. “So, there’s no chance they’ll pick me.”

“Susan took your details from me,” Tracey said. “She said you’re in, unless of course you show up like a serial killer.”

“Thanks sis,“ I said. “I wish you’d told me that before you submitted my application.”

“I didn’t want to spoil the fun,” Tracey said. “You’d have been overly conservative.”

I must admit, even though the application process was quite long and drawn out, I felt excited to be doing something different. Perhaps I would meet my one true love. Perhaps I’d embarrass myself in from of the whole San Francisco dating community. I hoped for the former.

“What happens next?” I asked.

“Well Lizzy is getting me all wet,” Tracey replied. “I’m gonna need to go soon.”

“Again, thanks for the vision,” I said. “At least one of us has a vibrant and exciting sex life.”

“Don’t worry,” Tracey said. “It’s better than that.”

“So, again. What happens next?” I asked.

“You’ll get a call from the studio to invite you into the interview,” Tracey replied. “Then, it’s over to you. Who you pick from the photos, will determine the dating pool.”

“Oh, my god,” Tracey said breathlessly. “I’m gonna have to go before I explode.”

“Goodnight, sis,” I said. “And goodnight Lizzy. Nice to see you are looking after Tracey.”

“She’s otherwise occupied,” Tracey said while letting out a squeal.

Well, my fate was in the hands of the television gods. The submission response arrived in my Inbox. I opened it and scanned through the form. It appeared every question Tracey asked, was answered opposite to my choice. I sounded like an absolute meat head party boy. I scanned all the way to the top. Fantastic. Tracey had listed me as bisexual. That’s opening the net a wee bit too wide.


CHAPTER THREE


IT TOOK A couple of days before I heard anything more on Love Match. I started to think I’d been classified as a serial killer. Alas, that was not to be the case.

“PB International would like to invite you to attend an interview for the television show ‘Love Match’ in our San Francisco studios on Monday August 5th at 2:00 pm,” the email read.

“See Steven, I told you Susan would take care of it,” Tracey said. “She’s even given me a list of likely questions.”

“So, there’ll be a bunch of us all being interviewed together. Is that how it works?” I asked.

“Yeah. They want to make sure you can mix it with the big dogs,” Tracey replied. “Before they put you on the show.”

“Any words of advice?” I asked.

“Be yourself, little brother,” Tracey replied. “But the you we submitted. Not the real you.”

“God no,” Lizzy interjected. “That would be a disaster.”

“And they want alphas,” Tracey said. “So, alpha the fuck out of it. At least for the cameras.”

The email provided an overview of the show format and links to some sample interviews on YouTube. I jumped on and checked them out. It all seemed straight forward. They appeared to want gregarious folk who could tell an amusing story. But they also liked train-wrecks too. I had two options. I re-read the application to get on top of my character.

“Okay, let me confirm this,” I said. “You want me to play a bisexual alpha male who loves dancing, partying ’til dawn and fashion.”

“Yeah, that will work,” Tracey said. “Channel your inner Adam Lambert.”

“Isn’t he gay?” I asked.

“Valid point,” Lizzy replied. “Channel Harry Styles instead.”

“And Susan’s number one tip,” Tracey said. “Don’t worry about who is in the room with you. Alpha the shit out of them.”

I heard giggling as I considered the challenge I’d been set. The giggling turned into light moaning which turned into panting.

“Lizzy, can you please keep your hands off my sister until I get off the call?” I asked.

“Sorry little bro,” Tracey replied. “That was me getting Lizzy all wet.”

“Last question, What should I wear?” I asked.

“Show us your closet,” Lizzy interjected.

I walked over to my closet and ran the camera across all the clothes. Highlighting a few favourites, I pulled them out. Each outfit I pulled out was immediately dismissed as not Harry Styles enough.

“Haven’t you bought any new clothes since we broke up? Lizzy commented.

“What’s that white jacket on the end?” Lizzy asked.

“That’s Heather’s jacket,” I replied. “She never came back to pick it up.”

“Put it on,” Lizzy said. “I want to see how it fits.”

“You’re bloody joking, aren’t you?” I asked.

There was silence. How the hell had I got to this point. I picked up the jacket and tried it on. I couldn’t button it, but it fit in the shoulders.

“That’s the one,” Lizzy replied.

“I agree,” Tracey said. “Wear it over a tight black t-shirt and your black jeans.”

“I hope you guys are having fun with this,” I said. “Because I don’t know what to think anymore.”

I arrived at the studio about half an hour early. As instructed, I wore the black t-shirt, black jeans and Heather’s white jacket. I felt stupid. But hell, I needed to play a bisexual alpha Harry Styles. It was never gonna feel right.

After signing a series of legal forms, I was shown to a massive waiting room. It was basically nondescript. But the characters waiting within it were wildly entertaining. A solid wall of murmur embraced the room, punctuated by occasional screams of joy. I never imagined half a dozen guys could make so much noise.

One wall of the room was mirrored. That’s where the watchers were. It was showtime. I worked my way around the room, introducing myself to the other guys. I spotted the alpha of the bunch and headed straight for him. Tracey’s words rung in my ears. Out alpha the alpha.

“Hey, I’m Steve,” I said.

“Hey, I’m Colt,” the alpha replied.

“So, what do you do, Colt?” I asked.

“I’m an Actor,” Colt replied. “You probably recognise me.”

“Not at all,” I said, trying my best out-alpha.

“Well, what do you do, Sam?” Colt asked.

“That’s Steve thanks, Actor boy,” I replied. “I’m a Lawyer. I put fuckers like you in jail.”

And so, the banter continued for another five minutes until the door opened and in walked a couple of Studio Assistants.

“Steve, Colt and Brad head towards the door and follow me,” a Studio Assistant said. “The rest of you, thanks for coming.”

The three of us were taken to individual meeting rooms. The rooms had a simple white round table and three chairs.

“You’ve made it through the interview process,” a Studio Assistant said. “Now we need to pair you with your Love Match.”

The other Studio Assistant placed a group of photos on the table. There was a mix of boys and girls. Thanks, Tracey.

“I’d like you to view the photos and pick the three most appealing,” the Studio Assistant said. “Place them in order from most appealing to least appealing.”

Wanting to play the role, I picked two girls and a guy out of the photo pack. One of the girls was a definite standout. She ended up number one. The last thing I wanted was to miss selection one and get the guy. So, I placed the second girl next and the guy last.

“Excellent,” the Studio Assistant said. “I can’t guarantee you’ll get matched with your number one pick. But you should get one of the three.”

I wanted to change my third pick, but it was all over in a flash.

“Welcome to Love Match, Steven,” the Studio Assistant said. “I hope you find true love. In the meanwhile, here’s a list of possible questions to prepare for. We’ll email you with a show filming time within the next forty-eight hours.”


CHAPTER FOUR


TWO DAYS AFTER the interview, I received an email from the Love Match Studio.

“Congratulations. You have been selected as a contestant on Love Match - San Francisco. The program will be filmed on August 12th at 1:00 pm at the KTVU Fox 2 Studios in Oakland,” the email read.”

I had less than five days to prepare.

“Brilliant news, Steven,” Tracey said with a squeal. “I can’t wait to see you on the television.”

“Thanks for all the support thus far, sis,” I said. “But now I really need your help.”

“Remember, little bro,” Tracey said. “You are a bisexual alpha dog version of Harry Styles.”

“Well, that worked for the interview,” I said. “I went head on at the alpha dog, and we both got through. But I hope I don’t have to compete with him again.”

“No matter who you are up against,” Tracey said. “Remember, your bisexual alpha dog Harry Styles.”

“Why do I still need to be bisexual?” I asked. “Oh shit, that’s right. I might be matched with a dude.”

“Well, you wanted to experience something new,” Tracey replied. “And this could definitely be the opportunity.”

I suddenly realised what I’d done. I’d been swept away in the moment. I’d included a guy on my hot list. This could happen. I could be outing myself on national television.

“Well, assuming I get matched with a gorgeous girl. How should I answer the questions?” I asked.

The Love Match Studio provided a list of twelve questions from which the three would be selected. I ran through each in turn, along with my prepared answers.

“To win the show, you’ll need to play the part,” Tracey replied. “But Susan says it’s not about appealing to the Studio Audience. This time it’s about appealing to your single.”

“Okay, so if I get matched with a guy,” I said. “I need to answer the questions badly, to avoid the embarrassment of kissing a guy on national television.”

“Exactly,” Tracey said. “And if it’s the hot girl, you need to appeal to her.”

For the next hour, Tracey ran me through scenarios and answers. At the end of the session I was ready for anything.

The morning of the show came quickly. The opportunity to meet someone new excited me. Especially, if it was the standout girl in the photos. I channelled only positive thoughts. I would be matched with hot girl, not gay dude.

I left for the Love Match Studio around midday. Being late was not an option I wanted to consider. Even though the trip took a mere twenty-five minutes, I left plenty of time to get my head straight. It reminded me of prepping for an interview.

Upon arrival at the studio, I was shown to the Green Room. Well, that’s what they called it. It wasn’t anything flash, but it did have drinks and sandwiches to help calm my nerves. A faint smell of fish emanated from the thawed-out tuna sandwiches. Else it was stress-free. I poured myself a Coke before sitting on the couch to watch the television monitors.

About ten minutes later a guy walked in. He was tall. Scary tall. Probably around 6ft 5in and had a woolly shock of black hair. He appeared Latino, but European rather than South American.

“Hi, I’m Steve,” I said holding out my hand. “I guess we’re on the same show,”

“Hi, I’m Kent,” he said. “I hope the single is worth fighting for.”

“So, what’s your story, Kent?” I asked. “What do you do for work and fun?”

“I work in IT,” Kent replied. “A Silicon Valley entrepreneur is what you’d call me.”

“Sounds exciting. Have I heard of your company?” I asked.

“Not unless you work in the Legal world,” Kent replied.

Kent went on to tell me he invented the software I use for case management on a daily basis. That was his first successful launch. He’d gone on to develop two others and worked on yet another. He was so busy with the work; he didn’t have time to date. Hence, this show was an opportunity to change the fortunes of his love life.

“What’s your passion?” I asked.

“My passion has always been musical theatre,” Kent replied. “I don’t get much time for it anymore, but stage performance is in my blood.”

He’ll be comfortable in front of the camera. But no hints there. I might still be in competition to win a kiss from a guy.

About five-minutes before the start, in walked the other contestant. It was Colt from my interview. The Actor. He was actually quite imposing when standing in the small room. Around 6ft 4in, Colt was blonde and cocky. He wore a three-day growth and his teeth were whiter than goats’ milk. He wore a bright yellow jacket and white jeans that were at least a size too small.

“Hello again, Colt,” I said. “Fancy meeting you again, so soon.”

“Hello Stuart,” Colt said with a broad smile. “I wondered why you never called me after our last outing.”

“Nice one, Colt,” I said. “As you know it’s Steve. But I’m glad to know you still feel intimidated by my rugged good looks.”

Colt grabbed a drink and sat next to me on the couch.

“Colt, this is Kent,” I said. “He’s your other arch nemesis.”

“Nice to meet you Colt,” Kent said with a smile. “I love that jacket you’re wearing.”

“Thanks hon,” Colt said. ”I find yellow brings out my eyes.”

“Are you a model?” Kent asked.

“I get that a lot,” Colt replied. “But no, I’m actually an Actor.”

“I knew I’d seen your face somewhere,” Kent said. “Apart from in my dreams.”

“Well, you never know,” Colt said flirting outrageously. “You might get to see a fair bit more of me too. After this is done.”

The odds had increased one-hundred-fold that our match was male.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“PLEASE FOLLOW ME,” the Studio Assistant said. “The show will begin taping in five minutes.”

Playing the alpha-dog, I jumped up and led the way. Colt followed close behind with Kent dawdling along behind.

“Can you ensure the camera is on my left profile?” Colt asked. “It shows me in the best light.”

The Studio Assistant ignored the comment.

“Larry, here are the suitors,” the Studio Assistant said introducing us to a well-dressed man. “Suitors this is Larry Lott, the Host of Love Match.”

After hands were shaken, we were led to the stage. It resembled a WWF wrestling ring with a wall down the middle. Three white bar stools sat one side of the wall, while one stool sat on the other.

“You three will sit here,” the Studio Assistant said pointing to each of us in turn. “Contestant #1 is Colt; Contestant #2 is Steve; Contestant #3 is Kent.”

After a quick reminder of the rules of play, it was go-time. A small studio audience were led in and took their seats about twenty feet from us. The noise level of the room lifted when they entered, as my concern turned to excitement. The crowd was mixed. But your typical daytime television crowd. The noise level rose as a comedian worked through a warmup.

The instant the cameras rolled; Larry went into hyper-mode. He became a complete ball of energy as he ran back and forth, and feigned boxing.

“Welcome to Love Match, where our three suitors will fight to the death for a date with the partner of their dreams,” Larry said. “I’m your host, Larry Lott. And let’s get straight into it and introduce our three contestants.”

After the theme music finished, it was time for introductions.

“Contestant #1 is Colt,” Larry said as the audience erupted into a roar of wolf whistles. “He’s an Actor, from Fox 2’s very own Magical Wizard Club, who is likely to put you under his spell.”

“Are you ready to fight for love, Colt?” Larry asked.

“Hell yeah, Larry,” Colt replied. “I could take out these two wimps with one hand tied behind my back.”

Wow, he’s an actor on kids-television. I’d be concerned about his Blue Card provider.

“Contestant #2 is Steve,” Larry said. “He’s a Lawyer who fights for your rights on a daily basis.”

“Are you ready to fight for love, Steve?”, Larry asked.

“Bring it on,” I replied. “I’ve been training my mind for this battle, my whole life.”

“Contestant #3 is Kent,” Larry said. “He’s an Entrepreneur who loves more than the technology.”

Are you ready to fight for love, Kent?” Larry asked.

“I’m ready for anything you want to throw at me, Larry,” Kent replied.

I was still unaware who was gonna be the other side of the wall. I hoped it would be the hot girl but dreaded the alternate. Still, I was committed, so decided to go with it, full bore.

“And now let’s meet the prize these three contestants are fighting for,” Larry said. “Come on out Nik.”

The audience erupted into a mix of applause and wolf whistles. It was impossible to know who was on the other side. Or what gender they were. Still, Nik did not sound promising.

“Nik is a singer-songwriter with a couple of Top One Hundred songs. Are you ready to find your Love Match?” Larry asked.

“Sure am, Larry,” Nik replied in a feminine voice. “But please call me Nikki. Nik is my stage name.”

“Well let’s get straight into it,” Larry said. “Can you ask your first question to Contestant #1, please?”

“Contestant #1. A mutual friend flirts with you. Would you tell me?” Nikki asked.

“No way,” Colt replied. “It’s only flirting, not cheating. A little fun between friends never hurts. As long as there’s no penetration, it’s all innocent.”

The audience instantly erupted into a wave of boos and hisses.

“Thank you for your bold and colourful answer, Colt,” Larry said. “I can see you’re gonna be a handful for any potential partner.”

“I’m way more than a handful,” Colt replied with a smile.

“Contestant #2. A mutual friend flirts with you. Would you tell me?” Nikki asked.

“Yes, at the first opportunity, when we were alone,” I replied. “In fact, as I see us as fast friends already. I can tell you I’ve met Contestant #1 twice now, and he flirted with me both times.”

“Nice left hook there, Steve,” Larry interjected.

“Relationships are based on trust,” I continued. “And if trust is broken, there’s no more relationship.”

The crowd erupted into a roar of clapping and whistles.

“Thank you for the heart-felt answer,” Larry said. “It seems nice guys can finish first.”

“Contestant #3. A mutual friend flirts with you. Would you tell me?” Nikki asked.

“I would let you know. But only if you asked,” Kent replied. “I don’t like conflict. So, I wouldn’t tend to bring it up, unless prompted.”

The crowd went quiet, unsure of how to respond to the answer.

“You don’t think you could be a little more wishy-washy, do you?” Larry asked.

“Well, now it’s time for us to go to the audience, and get a point’s score for the round,” Larry said peering down to an iPad. “That round went to Contestant #2, not quite in a knockout, but close.”

“Do you agree with the audience, Nikki?” Larry asked.

“Yes, I agree with the audience on that one, Larry,” Nikki replied. “I am searching for a long-term relationship. Not a fling. I can get that twenty times a night, if I wish.”

As the Studio Assistant called break, I turned across to Colt and Kent. Colt gave me a death stare, while Kent sat like a stunned rabbit. I felt positive. Nikki was definitely a girl. And I hoped she was the hot girl. But either way, I wasn’t about to be outed on national television. Still, it was only round one. This could still go pear-shaped.


CHAPTER SIX


“WELCOME BACK TO round two of Love Match,” Larry said. “Is Nikki any closer to finding her perfect partner? Which contestant will make it through and win Nikki’s heart? All will be unveiled in the next few minutes. Don’t go anywhere.”

The crowd had been stirred up into a frenzy again. They were noisy and laughing. Individuals in the crowd pointed to Nikki, then at Colt or me. It seemed to be a two-horse race.

“Well let’s get back into it,” Larry said. “Can you ask your second question to Contestant #2, please?”

“Contestant #2. I’m a recording artist. So, music is very important to me. What is your theme song, where love is concerned, and why?” Nikki asked.

“My theme song, where love is concerned, would be Maps by the Yeah Yeah Yeahs. I would like it to be my wedding song,” I replied. “It’s a beautiful song of unrequited love with deep lyrics, simple but effective melody and a wonderful accompaniment.”

“Well it sounds like you’ve gone way outside the box for your answer, Contestant #2,” Larry said. “Have you heard of the song Nikki?”

“I love the Yeah, Yeah, Yeahs and Maps is a favourite of mine too,” Nikki replied.

“Nice recovery Contestant #2,” Larry said. “I expected you’d be on the canvas with an eight count.”

“Contestant #3. I’m a recording artist. So, music is very important to me. What is your theme song, where love is concerned, and why?” Nikki asked.

“Careless Whisper by George Michael,” Kent replied. “I love Wham and George is my spirit animal.”

“Thanks for the minimalist answer Contestant #3,” Larry said. “Sure, you wouldn’t like to elaborate?”

Kent gave a blank stare. For a performer, he wasn’t handling the red light or the audience at all well.

“Contestant #1. I’m a recording artist. So, music is very important to me. What is your theme song, where love is concerned, and why?” Nikki asked.

“Definitely Addicted to Love by Robert Palmer,” Colt replied. “When I fall in love, I fall hard. And Addicted to Love talks about how love affects you. I can’t eat. I can’t sleep. There’s no doubt. I’m in deep.”

“Well, now it’s time for us to go to the audience and get a point’s score for the round,” Larry said peering down to an iPad. “That round went to Contestant #1, in a landslide result.”

“Do you agree with the audience, Nikki?” Larry asked.

“I like two answers, Larry,” Nikki replied. “But I am addicted to finding true love. So, I’ll agree with the audience and give the round to Contestant #1.”

Well, that was a bummer. I took Tracey’s advice and went with the heart. But it backfired. Nikki surprised me in picking Colt. But then again, I wasn’t gonna win them all.

Another filming break gave me time to re-focus again. Colt was playing to the audience, and they were behind him. Kent was out for the count. It was a straight alpha-on-alpha battle to the death. I needed to win round three, else Nikki was gonna be bitterly disappointed. Colt was such an arse.

“Welcome back to Love Match. Let’s bring this thing home,” Larry said. “Can you ask your third question to Contestant #3, please?”

“Contestant #3. If you could take me anywhere in the world, where would you choose to go?” Nikki asked.

“Why would anyone want to leave San Francisco in the United States of America” Kent replied. “It’s got everything you could ever possibly need and want. It’s the best damn country in the world. I would grab an RV and show you this glorious country of ours.”

The audience erupted into applause and wolf whistles. Kent had hit a nerve with the audience, but would it translate to Nikki?

“Well, I don’t know how you could better Kent’s answer,” Larry said. “It would be completely unpatriotic.”

“Yes, I am a massive fan of the US,” Nikki said. “We live here by choice and for a reason.”

“Contestant #1. If you could take me anywhere in the world, where would you choose to go?” Nikki asked.

“I agree with my handsome friend here,” Colt said staring over at Kent lustfully. “But I would take you to Hollywood. Tinsel town. The centre of acting in the free world. And I’d be sure to get discovered.”

“Well, I suppose that’s an answer,“ Larry said. “But it sounds more about you than about Nikki.”

“I haven’t seen Nikki yet,” Colt said. “But if she’s half as hot as she sounds, I’m sure I could get her discovered too.”

Colt had shot himself in the foot. If I got the win this round, I’d be home and hosed.

“Contestant #2. If you could take me anywhere in the world, where would you choose to go?” Nikki asked.

“I have to agree we live in the best country on Earth,” I said appealing to the audience. “But I would take you on a trip to Europe. It calls me, because of the immense history. Creatively, there’s so much art, music, architecture and especially, stories. So many lives have been lived there, over such a long time.”

“Do I hear dissension in your answer?” Larry said. “We have art, music and architecture here in the US.”

“Yes, but visiting Paris, Rome, Vienna and Athens would help spark the creative juices,” I said. “And build a strong foundation for our relationship.”

“Well, now it’s time for us to go to the audience and get a point’s score for the round,” Larry said peering down to an iPad. “That round went to Contestant #3, in a landslide result.”

“Do you agree with the audience, Nikki?” Larry asked.

“I love living in the US, Larry,” Nikki replied. “But I also need to be stimulated creatively. So, I’ll go out on a limb and disagree with the audience. I’m gonna give the round to Contestant #2.”

Hell yeah. In your face Colt and Kent. I glanced across to Colt who signalled my beheading. Kent was a little more reserved but pissed off just the same.

With two rounds, I was a shoo-in to win. But stranger things do happen.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“WELCOME BACK TO Love Match,” Larry said. “Let’s recap where we’ve gotten too. Our lovely single, Nikki, has asked three contestants a series of questions to learn more about them. She has heard all the answers and selected her favourites. The audience think it’s one round each. Nikki, however, has favoured Contestant #2. Who are you going to award the win in Love Match too?”

“It’s a hard decision,” Nikki said. “You’ve found three interesting singles for me.”

“But you need to make a decision, right now,” Larry said.

“Will it be the handsome actor, or the Lawyer, or the wealthy entrepreneur?” Larry asked.

It sounded like Larry wanted to even up the score. All he needed to add was slimy Lawyer, and he’d have it.

The audience members screamed at the tops of their lungs. It was a fair mix of suggestions, but Colt had the popular vote.

“We need an answer, Nikki, right now,” Larry said.

“It’s been a hard decision,” Nikki said. “But I feel based on the answers provided, Contestant #2 is my Love Match.”

Hell yeah. I’d won.

“Let’s say good-bye to your other two singles,” Larry said. “Contestant #1 is an actor who is currently starring in Fox 2’s very own Magical Wizard Club. Nikki, say hello to Colt Starr.”

“Hey Colt,” Nikki said kissing him on the cheek. “Nice to meet you.”

“Your loss,” Colt said before walking quickly off stage.

“Contestant #3 is a Silicon Valley entrepreneur who owns his own Private Jet,” Larry said. “Nikki, say hello to Kent Bruce.”

“Hey Kent,” Nikki said kissing Kent on the cheek. “Lovely to meet you.”

“It’s nice to meet you too,” Kent said. “You look lovely.”

“Now before you meet Contestant #2, please tell us. Why did you choose him?” Larry asked.

“I liked all the answers Contestant #2 came up with. He’s switched onto my wavelength from the start. I could imagine him being my Love Match.” Nikki replied.

“And Contestant #2. How are you feeling, right now?“ Larry asked.

“I’m excited to be meeting my Love Match for the first time,” I replied. “But I find distance relationships difficult. It’s like there’s been a wall between us up until now.”

“Very smart,” Larry said. “I’m sure that will make it onto the promo reel.”

“So, without any further delay,” Larry said. “Nikki Love, please say hi to your Love Match, Steve Mann.”

As the wall moved back, I did a fist pump. Standing in front of me was the hot girl from the photos. Best case scenario.

“Hi Nikki,” I said. “Lovely to meet you face to face.”

Nikki’s eyes lit up as I came into view. I stepped forward and threw my arms around her giving her a hug. Nikki turned her face to mine and gave me a soft kiss on the lips.

Nikki was tall and beautiful. She stood around my height, so allowing for the 4-inch heels must have been around 5ft 10in. Nikki was slim with long flowing blonde hair that sat a few inches past her shoulders. Her eyes were sapphire blue and her red bee stung lips beckoned to be kissed. She wore a backless little black dress with a high collar and no arms. A pair of black 4-inch stiletto ankle boots added danger to her outfit perfectly.

“What are your first impressions, Nikki?” Larry asked. “Are you happy with your choice?”

I held Nikki’s hand in mine. And she wasn’t keen to let it go.

“I’m stoked with my choice,” Nikki replied. “Love Match has done well.”

“And how about you, Steve?” Larry asked. “Are you happy to be chosen?”

“I feel like the luckiest man in the world,” I replied. “And I wouldn’t change it for anything.”

“Well, we appear to have a Love Match,” Larry said. “And to celebrate, we’ll be sending you both to New York City for a naughty weekend.”

I picked Nikki up and spun us both around. She kissed me before I pulled her close. I stood with my arm anchored around her side.

“Well that’s all we have this week from Love Match,” Larry said. “Tune in again next week when we chat to Nikki and Steve after their romantic getaway to NYC. Until then, remember to keep searching for your Love Match.”

As the camera’s continued for around thirty seconds, Colt and Kent came back on stage. Colt tried to chat to Nikki, but she held onto me tightly. He was probably after more camera time.

“What an unusual way to meet someone. Do you want to catch up before we go to NYC?” I asked.

“Unfortunately, I’ll be in LA recording a new single and video this week,” Nikki replied. “Else I’d love to catch up with you.”

Nikki turned around and kissed me.

“It’s not that I don’t want to,” Nikki said. “But I can’t.”

“I understand,” I said. “But I can’t wait to spend the weekend away with you.”

“Me too,” Nikki said pinching my arse. “I think we’re gonna get along brilliantly.”

On the plus side, I had won my Love Match. I had a three-day trip to NYC to look forward to. Nikki was beautiful, smart and obviously talented. And most importantly, she was a girl. Things had gone perfectly. I had no reason to get put off by her busy schedule.

“I need to head to the airport now,” Nikki said with a frown. “See you on Friday night.”

“I’m sure we are going to have a wonderful time,” I said. “Have a brilliant week creating music, and don’t forget to bring your gorgeous smile.”


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“HEY TRACEY,” I said with a broad grin. “Have a guess who’s gonna be in NYC this weekend?”

“My little bro. Are you there for work?” Tracey asked.

“No, I’m in NYC for love,” I replied. “I made it through on Love Match.”

“Congratulations, Steven,” Lizzy interjected. “So, why did she pick you?”

“Hey, you dated me for almost two years,” I said. “You’d know better than I would.”

“I’ve blocked that out of my memory,” Lizzy said. “Your charm has well and truly worn off.”

“Just as long as my charm hasn’t worn off,” Tracey said giggling as Lizzy tickle-attacked her.

“The show went well,” I said. “Thanks to all your coaching.”

“Well, as long as it’s been successful,” Tracey said. “So, tell us about her.”

“Her name is Nikki Love,” I said hearing giggling on the other end of the call. “A singer-songwriter. She’s currently in LA recording a new single and filming a video.”

“What, not a model this time?” Tracey said. “There’s hope for you yet.”

I ran through a blow by blow description of the show.

“Well Larry Lott sounds like a real turd,” Tracey said. “I have a good mind to…”

“No need to worry, sis,” I interjected. “I won the girl and am heading to NYC for the weekend.”

“Well, the offer is always there,” Tracey said.

“I need help with organising the weekend in NYC,” I said. “Any suggestions on where to go and what to do?”

“I wouldn’t leave the hotel room if I were you,” Lizzy interjected. “Nikki is fuckin’ hot.”

“Shit, yeah,” Tracey said. “I’d tap that so hard. Are you sure she’s going out with you?”

“Get off the social media and talk to me,” I said. “I need your help.”

“Isn’t Love Match arranging the weekend?” Tracey asked.

“Just a few bits and pieces,” I replied. “I’ve got a day and a half to fill.”

“Well, she’s obviously into music,” Tracey said. “The Apollo, Radio City and Carnegie Hall are all hot spots.”

“Yeah, I got them on the list,” I said. “But I want something memorable.”

“A walk through Greenwich Village is always cool,” Tracey said. “Or there’s The Strawberry Fields Memorial in Central Park.”

“They’re solid suggestions. What about CBGB? Is it still there?” I asked.

“Closed many years back,” Tracey replied. “It’s just a building now.”

“What about Manny’s Guitars?” I asked.

“Closed about ten years back,” Tracey replied.

“Thanks, you’ve given me some options,” I said. “What should I wear?”

“Judging from her Instagram,“ Lizzy interjected. “Nothing from your wardrobe.”

“Thanks for the wise crack, Lizzy,” I said. “You sure know how to put me at ease.”

“I do my best,” Lizzy replied.

“If in doubt,” Tracey said. “Keep it simple.”

“Jeans and t-shirt?” I asked.

“Whatever you feel most comfortable in,” Tracey replied. “It’ll be all about how you act.”

“Thanks for the help,” I said. “Well, part of it.”

Over the next few days I got progressively more nervous. I wasn’t sure why. I never got nervous before a date. I was always confident and in control. But somehow, either the fact I needed to front on television again, or the fact it was with Nikki, made me nervous. I found myself stalking her social media accounts. She was as attractive as I remembered her in the Studio.

By Thursday night, I was all packed. I’d visited Union Square and got three new outfits. They were a step away from my usual casual style. But now I dated a singer, I needed to lift my game. My favourite purchase was a pair of Chelsea boots in black suede. They were immediately comfortable and looked the part as well. Very Elvis, only in black.

“How’s the packing going,” Tracey asked. “Have you started yet?”

“I finished last night,” I replied. “I ended up buying some new outfits.”

“Sounds dangerous,” Tracey said. “Come on, show me what you’ve bought.”

“I’m not fifteen anymore,” I said. “I know how to dress myself.”

“As long as you believe that,” Tracey said. “Now, show your big sis what you got.”

Tracey and Lizzy both gave me the thumbs up on the new threads. I didn’t tell them I engaged a personal shopper to help me choose them. But five hundred dollars was a small price to pay, to avoid appearing like an idiot on national television. Especially, after Lizzy had put the shits into me.

“What are you guys up to on the weekend?” I asked. “Any plans on being in NYC?”

“We hadn’t planned on it,” Tracey replied. “But it’s only a few hours by train if you need us.”

“I’m thinking two things could happen,” I said. “Either, Nikki and I will hit it off. Then, it’s a golden opportunity for you to meet her. Else, it’ll be a disaster and I’ll be looking for someone to console me.”

“I’m hoping for the first one,” Tracey said. “Otherwise, all this work has been for nothing.”

“I couldn’t read Nikki when we met,” I said. “She’s so busy and may have been on the show purely for publicity reasons.”

“If you head into the weekend with those thoughts,” Tracey said. “You’ll make that come true. Be positive and confident. If she’s not into you, so be it.”

“Thanks sis,” I said. “You always could cut through my bullshit.”

“Someone has too,” Lizzy chirped in. “There so much of it.”

“Haven’t you got something better to do, Lizzy?” I asked.

“No, he didn’t mean that, hon,” Tracey replied giggling. “Stop, you’re getting me wet.”

I was excited to see Nikki again at the airport. I was all packed and had prepared options for our unscheduled time. I’d Googled the hotel. It was upmarket and central to everything. As I glanced though Nikki’s Instagram, I noticed the LGBT Flag had been added to her profile picture. Wonderful, she won’t be freaked out meeting Tracey and Lizzy.


CHAPTER NINE


FRIDAY NIGHT, THE limousine arrived at 5:00 pm. Complete with a camera crew. Well at least an interviewer, Ron, and a cameraman, Butch. This wasn’t gonna be the typical first date. That was obvious. After posing for a few photos, Ron pelted me with questions on the way to Nikki’s place. It was a sort of ‘behind the scenes’ shoot. How was I feeling? Was I excited? That sort of stuff.

“It’s the big yellow place,” Ron said as the limo pulled up. “Give us five minutes to set up, then I’ll signal you to come across.”

If the Studio felt weird, this took it to a whole new level.

“Okay. So, you want to film me getting out of the car, walking up the steps and knocking on the door?” I asked.

“That’s right,” Ron replied. “I’ll make sure Nikki is waiting for you.”

Back in the car on the way to the airport, Nikki and I had a list of questions we had to ask. We could improvise a little, but it was basically scripted.

“How’s your week been?” I asked Nikki. “Did the recording session go well?”

“I’m stoked with the new single,” Nikki replied. “Fingers-crossed, it’ll be another Top Ten hit.”

While I felt completely fake, Ron seemed to lap up the dialogue.

After ten minutes, Ron was happy he’d captured everything. That gave us time to catch up ‘off camera’.

“Geez, that was awkward,” I said feeling free to finally smile. “By the way, you look stunning.”

Nikki wore a bright red t-shirt with black skin-tight jeans and a massive stud encrusted belt. A bright red leather jacket and red 4-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit. Her blonde locks flowed over her shoulders. And subtle makeup made her lips cry out to be kissed.

“Thanks, Steve,” Nikki said taking my hand in hers. “You don’t scrub up too badly, yourself.”

I took the initiative and leant forward, kissing those bright red lips.

“Well, you could have picked Contestants #1 or #3,” I said. “So, I feel lucky to be here with you.”

“It wasn’t a difficult decision, to be honest,” Nikki said. “Your answers resonated with me each time.”

“We’re gonna have to pick our timings while we’re away,” I said. “Ron and Butch are gonna be like fangirls, if we let them.”

“I know what you mean,” Nikki said. “While I need the publicity, I want to get to know you better.”

I leant forward, and we kissed again, as the limo came to a stop at the airport.

After the cameras captured our arrival and boarding, Nikki and I finally had some alone time on the airplane.

“We’ve got a day or so to fill ourselves,” I said. “Anything you particularly want to see or do while in NYC?”

“I haven’t had time to think about it,” Nikki said. “But I’d like to sleep in. I’m a bit of a night owl.”

“Why is someone like you single?” I asked. “You must have guys lining up around the block to take you out.”

“I’m actually quite shy,” Nikki replied. “But yes, I attract a lot of tyre kickers. No-one of real substance, though.”

“Well, their loss is my gain,” I said. “I think we have a real spark.”

Nikki lay her head against my shoulder. Butch’s camera instantly captured the Kodak moment.

“I’m actually a massive music nerd,” I said. “I’d love to explore places like Greenwich Village and classic music venues like CBGB.”

“Sounds wonderful to me,” Nikki said. “There’s so much wonderful music that came out of NYC. Blondie, The Ramones, Talking Heads, Patti Smith.”

“Okay,” I said. “Leave it to me. I’ll get it organised.”

Nikki’s smile started the butterflies in my stomach flapping. And her eyes sparkled with passion, when she spoke of NYC’s rich music history.

“What made you apply to Love Match?” Nikki asked. “Surely a successful Lawyer gets his choice of dates.”

“I’m recently single, again,” I replied. “And my lovely big sister, Tracey, decided I needed to take a new approach.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Nikki said. “I hope it wasn’t a bad breakup.”

“No, it was amicable,” I said telling a white lie. “It’s disappointing that I can’t find that perfect person.”

“Well, you can stop looking now,” Nikki said cuddling into my arm. “I think we’re an awesome match.”

“Then, this weekend has gone from brilliant to awesome,” I said leaning in and kissing Nikki.

Nikki excused herself and headed to the rest rooms. As she walked, all eyes focussed on her pert arse and those black skin-tight jeans. I felt like the luckiest guy on board.

“Hey Steve,” Ron said leaning across the aisle. “Here’s the play book for the next two days. Study it and let me know if you have any questions.”

I was deep in reading when Nikki returned. So, I didn’t have time to stand. But Nikki straddled me to return to her seat. As she was directly over me, we hit turbulence. Nikki fell forward and right on top of me. My chin ended up perched between her ample breasts.

“Sorry, Steve,” Nikki said smiling down at me.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “There’s no need to throw yourself at me. We’ve got the next two nights for that.”

Nikki resumed her seat and cuddled up to me. We chatted for the whole five and a half hours. Not once short of things to say. But about a half-hour short of NYC I got the surprise of my life.

“Am I the first transgender girl you’ve dated?” Nikki asked.

It took me a minute to process the question.

“Sorry,” I replied. “I must have been away with the fairies. Could you repeat that?”

“Am I the first transgender girl you’ve dated,” Nikki asked. “Or was your previous girlfriend transgender too?”

I felt like a deer in headlights. Had everyone on the plane heard? What did transgender girl mean? Surely, this stunning beauty wasn’t a guy.

“Yes, you’re the first,” I replied gingerly.

“Well then,” Nikki said. “Prepare to have your mind blown wide-open.”


CHAPTER TEN


NIKKI CUDDLED IN closer as we prepared for landing in NYC. After lusting after this girl for the past six hours and feeling my manhood wrestling to escape from my jeans, I wasn’t sure where to look or what to think. Mind blown. How the hell could I have been surprised? Fuck, who would even guess? Nikki was an incredible beauty. One hundred percent feminine. But my mind turned to what lay within the package. I took a deep breath and prepared to investigate.

“Tell me a little about your background,” I said trying to play it cool. “From a transgender perspective.”

“Pretty typical story,” Nikki said. “I can’t remember boy stuff ever interesting me. Luckily my sister was a year older and took me under her wing. After a long battle with my folks, I avoided puberty. And, well here I am.”

“When you landed on me before,” I said trying not to offend. “Your breasts felt real.”

“I’m lucky,” Nikki said. “The hormones have been kind to me. That’s five years of dedication you felt.”

“And, what about the other parts of you,” I said. “Are they feminine as well?”

“Don’t worry,” Nikki said with a huge grin. “I know you’re bisexual. I promise, you’ll be more than satisfied with my performance in the sack.”

Nikki’s hand moved onto my thigh. Oh, shit. Bloody Tracey and her bisexual comment to make me sound interesting.

Nikki still leaned into my shoulder with her hand intertwined with mine. Apple fragrance filled my nostrils. Her sapphire blue eyes stared up at me and twinkled. The camera could be rolling, so I didn’t want to make any sudden reactions. Nikki kissed me deeply, while moving her hand slowly up my thigh. I had to find a way to explain. But what could I say? For once in my life, the Lawyer was lost for words. I needed to chat to Tracey.

Once we hit NYC, it was cameras on again for the thirty-minute trip to the hotel.

“What do you find most attractive about Nikki?” Ron asked.

“She’s beautiful, smart and funny,” I replied. “She’s got the whole package.”

“You like her package most, do you?” Ron quipped.

“Does being bisexual make it harder or easier to find your perfect partner?” Ron asked.

I wasn’t sure how to handle this. Obviously, being outed on national television wasn’t something I wanted.

“I think it’s easy to find someone you find attractive,” I replied. “That happens many times a day. But to find someone with who you connect, on a deeper level. That’s not easy.”

“You’re expecting to go deep with Nikki, are you?” Ron quipped.

I was amazed at how Ron dragged any comment into the sewer. He had a real talent.

“What song comes to mind when you see Steve?” Ron asked Nikki.

“Definitely, Closer by The Nine Inch Nails,” Nikki said holding my hand tightly. “The line, ‘I want to fuck you like an animal’ comes to mind.”

“You seem like a woman who likes to take charge.” Ron said excitedly.

Once we hit the hotel, and the obligatory shots were out of the way, Nikki and I had thirty minutes to ourselves.

Before hitting the room, I took the opportunity to call Tracey.

“Do you mind if I call my sister, Tracey?” I asked. “She lives on the East Coast with her girlfriend and wanted to catch up.”

“I’d be up for meeting her,” Nikki replied with a smile. “As long as it doesn’t eat into our couple time.”

“What have you gotten me into? Nikki is a transgender girl.” I said.

“Is she attractive?” Tracey asked.

“Yes, very,” I replied.

“Is she smart and interesting?” Tracey asked.

“Yes, we get along beautifully,” I replied.

I saw where Tracey headed with this line of questioning.

“Does she like you?” Tracey asked.

“Yes, a lot,” I replied.

“Does she pass the erection test?” Tracey asked.

“What are you asking? I’m not gay.” I replied.

“Does she get you hard?” Tracey asked.

“Yes, but,” I replied.

”No buts, little brother. Does she get you hard or not?” Tracey asked.

“Well, yes. But, I’m not gay.” I replied.

“Your alone with a beautiful, smart, interesting woman who adores you and who you want to have sex with,” Tracey said. “What the hell is your problem little brother?”

“That’s easy for you to say,” I said.

“Why, because I’m gay?” Tracey asked.

“Well, yes,” I replied.

“I’m gay because I like women,” Tracey said. “But Nikki doesn’t sound like a guy to me. Do you see her as a guy? If not, what’s your problem?”

“But she’s probably got a ding-dong in her pants,” I said. “What do I do with it?”

“Well, there’s only one way to find out,” Tracey said. “You are in NYC in the company of a beautiful girl. Just go with it, Steve. You can’t catch gay.“

I knocked on the door to our room. Nikki opened the door and my jaw almost hit the floor.

“You look incredible,” I said. “That’s such a stunning dress,”

Nikki wore a couture off-the-shoulder red dress that fitted like body paint. With a plunging neckline and splits on either side, she was ready to impress. Red 5-inch stiletto sandals completed the outfit.

“Well, you deserve to see me at my best,” Nikki said. “You are my unicorn.”

“How so?” I asked.

“A straight acting guy who proudly digs transgender women,” Nikki replied. “You’re perfect.”

I stepped forward and kissed Nikki. Her light and breezy floral fragrance wafted about me.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


DINNER WAS IN the hotel restaurant. As we walked into the restaurant and to our table, all eyes were on Nikki. She was the perfect combination of beauty and grace. And everybody in the restaurant noticed.

“I hope you slept well last night,” Nikki said placing her hand on my thigh. “Because, I doubt you’ll get any sleep tonight.”

Tracey’s words kept replaying in my head. Just go with it. I intertwined my fingers in Nikki’s.

“Sleep is overrated, anyway,” I said. “But I may need you to take it easy on me. At least at first.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Nikki said. “I’ll be happy to show you the ropes.”

“Sounds dangerous,” I said smiling nervously.

“Don’t worry, they’ll be loosely tied and made from silk,” Nikki said.

“But seriously, I’m new to this,” I said nervously. “And I’m not sure what to expect.”

“Think of the best sex you’ve had with a girl,” Nikki said with a sly grin. “And the best sex you’ve had with a guy. Double that and add fifty percent. I promise you. Tonight, will blow your mind.”

“I’m actually inexperienced with guys,” I said shyly. “In fact, I’ve never had sex with a guy.”

“Don’t worry,” Nikki said. “Cocks are easy. I’ll guide you.”

No matter what I said and how I led the conversation, Nikki focussed on making this night memorable. ‘Just go with it’ echoed in my head again.

“It doesn’t matter to you that I’m inexperienced?” I asked.

“You are my unicorn,” Nikki replied. “And unicorns don’t come along every day.”

Nikki’s hand ran up my thigh. My cock got harder as I noticed the lust in her eyes. Suddenly Nikki’s hand started to slowly massage my cock.

The time had come for action. I decided to follow Tracey’s advice. I called the waiter over.

“Would it be possible to get this meal to go?” I asked. “Get it brought to our room, along with a couple of bottles of wine?”

“Sure, not a problem, sir,” the Waiter replied.

I grabbed Nikki’s hand, and led her towards the lifts.

Once inside the lift, I pressed floor Twenty-Two. Nikki turned me and pushed me back against the mirrored wall. She kissed me deeply. Her hand slid inside my pants and massaged my cock. Her taste and smell consumed me. I fought control back, turning Nikki back against the lift wall. I kissed her mouth, neck and ears, before releasing her breasts and biting them to full stimulation.

“Aren’t you the surprise package, my unicorn,” Nikki said breathlessly.

Nikki’s breasts were perfect. Even better than I’d imagined. They had generous brown areola and hard protruding nipples. But Nikki wanted me to dive deeper. With her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me to my knees.

“I want you to taste me,” Nikki said.

Nikki reached for her panties. They dropped to her feet. Her silky red gown now tented before my face.

Through the fabric, I made out the shape of Nikki’s cock. It was hard and stood to attention.

“Go ahead,” Nikki said. “Taste me.”

I told myself I was lost in the moment. But the truth is I wanted to unveil Nikki’s member. A passion for it burnt within. A passion I couldn’t quell.

I cautiously placed my hand on the lump in Nikki’s dress. The silk and warmth of what was underneath, excited me. Slowly, I unveiled my present. Before me, sat a stunning five inches of flesh glowing purple and twitching at my every touch.

“Don’t tease me,” Nikki said, “Taste me.”

I remembered the best head jobs I’d ever had. Speed wasn’t key. Attention to detail was.

I leant forward and placed a gentle kiss on the head of Nikki’s cock. It jumped in anticipation of what was to come. I carefully cupped Nikki’s shaved ball sack and marvelled at her semi-flaccid member. After a few more gentle kisses to the head, I ran my tongue along the underside of the purple head.

Nikki’s taste got me hotter. I wanted to consume her cock whole. Have her deep inside me.

“Suck me off,” Nikki moaned. “Please. Just do it.”

I didn’t need a second offer. I bounded forward and swallowed her warm soft member completely. Nikki’s hands moved to the back of my head where she guided me in the art of fellatio.

I worked my lips over her delightful pole, sliding up and down with vigour. Glancing up, I saw Nikki’s eyes spinning in ecstasy. This spurned me on towards a grand finale. Nikki moaned loudly as the lift started to slow. I sucked faster and faster while using my hands to massage her member.

“Oh, fuck,” Nikki screamed. “I’m gonna come.”

A massive warm load of sweet fluid hit the back of my throat at pace. Nikki held me by the hair, so I didn’t spill a single drop. Once I swallowed her load, Nikki collapsed back against the lift wall. I stood and kissed her, sharing the bounty of her sweet warm nectar.

As the door opened, I picked up Nikki’s panties, and led her by the hand to our door.

“I call bullshit on your inexperience, unicorn.” Nikki said. “That was heavenly.”

“We’d better get inside, else the room service guy will catch us,” I said.

I had given my first blowjob. Never had I imagined I would be able to say that. But I loved every single moment of it. Nikki had released a side of me I never knew existed. Her she-cock was exquisite. So soft, so feminine. This wouldn’t be the last time I tasted Nikki. She was as much my unicorn, as I was hers.


CHAPTER TWELVE


ONCE INSIDE OUR room, Nikki turned me around and threw me back against the door.

“Now it’s time for me to pleasure you, unicorn,” Nikki said.

Nikki kissed me deeply, sharing her tongue generously. Her breathing quickened as her breasts pressed me flat against the door.

“Sit back and enjoy,” Nikki said. “This will be an experience you’ll never forget.”

Moving to my neck, Nikki kissed her way to my ears. I’d never felt such passion and it incited me further. While biting my ear lobes and tonguing my ears, Nikki’s hand undid my shirt buttons. She worked down my six-pack. Nikki’s mouth stopped at my nipples, biting first the right, then the left. She was rough but the pain only excited me more.

Nikki’s hand rubbed my crotch over my pants.

“Soon, you will be all mine,” Nikki purred.

After quickly unfastening my belt, Nikki’s hand was caressing my cock through over silken boxers. She teased my cock to full erection but was gentle and obviously working the long game.

She kissed her way down to the top of my pants, before dropping them to the floor. My cock tented as it strained to escape my boxers and join in the fun.

“Get ready for extreme pleasure, unicorn,” Nikki said. “Now, let’s see what we’ve got to work with.”

After gently massaging my cock through the boxers, Nikki removed them. A sparkle appeared in her sapphire blue eyes the second she unveiled her prize.

“You’ve got to be fucking joking,” Nikki screamed with delight. “You are a unicorn. That cock is something a porn star would be proud of.”

“Well, it’s all yours,” I said breathlessly.

Nikki started by running the back of her hand down my full eight inches.

“I hope you’re not too large for me,” Nikki said with a sad face. “Just kidding, you’re gonna get places no-one ever has before.”

Nikki wrapped her hand around my shaft and started to gently stroke me. She leant forward and softly kissed the tip of my cock, before running her tongue a full lap.

After adding a second hand to the stroking, Nikki opened wide and plunged her mouth over a solid six inches of my cock. Her warm moist cavern felt heavenly and her action sent a shiver throughout my body.

“Oh, yeah, that’s the way,” I said leaning back against the door.

Starting slowly, Nikki continued to massage my cock and balls with her hands, while plunging deeper and deeper with each suck. Finally, she removed both hands and deep throated me, taking the whole eight inches inside her mouth and holding it.

“Fuck, that feels amazing,” I moaned.

Nikki worked my cock with increasing pace and intensity. She grabbed both my butt cheeks and readied herself for the grand finale. One last tickle of my cock head with her tongue signalled an all-out assault on my first orgasm. She worked my tool for a solid two minutes. I tried to savour the experience, but pleasure soon got the better of me.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

I’d given Nikki little chance to escape the flood that followed. But she didn’t mind at all. She opened her throat and gleefully accepted my nectar. At that moment she looked the prettiest I could remember. Her eyes were on mine, her mouth full of my cock, and her face attempted to smile.

“Wow, that was a solid seven,” I said with a cheeky smile.

“A fucking seven,” Nikki said.

“Oh, I know how you can get bonus points,” I said.

Nikki grabbed my hips and turned me around to face the door.

“I’ll give you a fucking ten,” Nikki said.

“Bend over, unicorn,” Nikki said. “It’s time to get you ready.”

“I was only joking about the seven,” I said fearfully.

“Stop whining bitch,” Nikki said. “Else, you’ll get me angry.”

I hadn’t seen this side of Nikki. It excited me. It was playful but forceful. I bent over as instructed, not knowing what to expect next.

To my surprise Nikki kissed my butt cheeks. First the right side, then the left.

“Get ready to have your mind blown,” Nikki said.

Nikki grabbed a cheek in each hand and unveiled my arse. She gently blew on my sphincter before kissing her way towards the target.

Nikki’s tongue darted in and out of my arse sending jolts of pleasure through my body. My immediate reaction was to bend over further to encourage her actions. This was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. The pleasure was so intense my knees started wobbling.

“Fuck, that’s amazing,” I moaned. “Don’t stop.”

“Who’s a fucking seven, now?” Nikki asked.

“Not you. You’re definitely a ten.” I replied.

“That’s what I want to hear,” Nikki said. “Now you’ve earned your reward.”

I’d already been well rewarded. How could she improve on that? But what she did next amazed and surprised me.

Nikki spat on my arse and on her hand.

“Hold onto the door, tightly,” Nikki said. “This may hurt a little at first. But it will be worth it. I promise you.”

I did as I was instructed. Nikki’s hand moved onto my arse. One finger slid inside. She used it to massage my prostate. It felt amazing. The stimulation instantly overcame any discomfort.

“Now here’s your reward,” Nikki said.

“Wasn’t that my reward?” I said before suddenly falling silent.

Nikki’s cock replaced her finger and stretched my hole on its probing journey inside.

“A little bit further and it’s all pleasure from there,” Nikki said.

She was right. Seconds later discomfort and pain had subsided and been replaced with insane pleasure.

“Fuck, that feels incredible,” I moaned.

Once inside, Nikki withdrew slightly and worked her way fully inside. Once the head of her cock was completely inside, it was all total pleasure, as she promised. Nikki pumped my arse hard with a solid rhythm. She upped the speed and intensity, crashing her pelvis against my arse at the end of each thrust. My semi flaccid cock and balls swung back and forth in time with each stroke.

Nikki grabbed a handful of my hair and used it to guide her thrusts. Her breathing increased as sweat dripped from her body onto my back. At the completion of each forward thrust, as Nikki hit my G-spot, I cried out in absolute pleasure.

Finally, Nikki could hold it no longer.

“Get ready for my load,” Nikki moaned.

Instantly, her warm load spurt deep into my rear cavern. Nikki stopped with her cock deep inside of me and held our bodies as one.

“How’s that for a fucking ten, unicorn?” Nikki asked.

“No complaints from me. That was perfect, just like you.” I replied.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


NIKKI AND I finally did make it to the bed. But we got next to no sleep. We must have looked dreadful for the cameras. We’d gone on the show to meet someone special and had both found our unicorns. I never had to worry about boring old missionary position with Nikki. It took weeks before we eventually cycled back to our favourite moves.

We played it cool for the television show. Deciding not to put additional pressure on ourselves, we appeared attracted, but non-committal for the cameras. For some reason, the audience sensed the attraction and wanted us to be a forever couple. We got asked back several times, but never did accept.

I introduced Nikki to Tracey and Lizzy that weekend. They immediately fell in love with her and sanctioned our relationship. That was an important moment, as Tracey was the most important person in the world to me. Whenever Nikki was on the East Coast, I’d fly over, and we’d all catch up for a family meal.

The publicity from Love Match was a brilliant boost for Nikki’s career. Her album launched to critical and fan acclaim. And her social media following boomed after we appeared on the show. I got some nasty trolling, but the NikLovers, Nikki’s fans, soon shut down the trolls. She even sang at Tracey and Lizzy’s wedding. We live-streamed it. Social media went crazy over that.

Nikki moved in with me after a couple of months. Her career took her to all corners of the country, and even overseas. So, it was important for us to spend as much time together when she was home. Twelve months to the day after we appeared on Love Match, Nikki and I got married. It was a simple ceremony with Tracey and Lizzy acting as best man and bridesmaid respectfully.
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THE HOT NANNY
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How would you handle being the most hated person in the country? Would you tackle it head-on or would you run away and hide?

Chrissy McLean and Eve Bardot have been friends forever. Wherever one goes, the other is bound to follow. They are virtually joined at the hip. So, when Chrissy and Eve graduate with nursing degrees, the lifelong dream of working in London becomes a reality. Well, for Eve at least. It seems Chrissy can’t even get an interview as a Nanny, that is until Eve gives her a ‘Hot Nanny’ makeover.

While Eve secures a role as Nanny for the studious children of two professors, a made-over Chrissy gets a role as Nanny for the children of recently widowed Football Star, Richard Waldorf. Sparks fly from the moment Chrissy and Richard lay eyes on each other. As a former captain of the England Football Team, Richard is a British treasure and loved by all. A Top Ten Most Eligible bachelor, the hot and heavily tattooed Richard leads a Celebrity life. Appearances at A-List gigs are just part of his regular weekly schedule. And pretty soon, Chrissy gets to accompany him.

But when Chrissy and Eve let their hair down on a girls’ night out in London, Chrissy is suddenly thrust into the spotlight. Accused by Britain’s gutter press of cheating and breaking Richard’s heart, Chrissy is dubbed the ‘Naughty Nanny’, but not in a positive way. And Chrissy soon discovers that being the most hated person in Britain, is definitely not fun.

If you like transgender romance stories with equal measures of drama, laughter and heart, then you’ll love ’The Hot Nanny’. The latest novel from Indie Author Yumi Cox.

Will Chrissy recover from her Naughty Night Out to rekindle her budding relationship with Richard, or will the paparazzi cost her the dream job, and potential love of her life?


LESSONS IN LOVE
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Have you ever jumped at an opportunity, only to find out you’ve bitten off way more than you could chew?

Alan Sanderson is a man at a crossroads. Regarded as the ‘Hot Professor’ at Royal Holloway University on London’s outskirts, he seemed on track for success. But his future implodes when he is overlooked for a big promotion. Worse still, Julia, his girlfriend of five years and ex-student, gets the promotion and becomes his boss.

Alan doesn’t like playing second fiddle to Julia, so breaks off the relationship. He ends up with no career and without the love of his life. While imagining a new future, Alan gets an offer to write a screenplay for a hot new movie. It’s an exciting high-profile project that could reset his career. But screenwriting is new for Alan, and the subject area is more than a little foreign. In fact, Alan is clueless about the subject area.

So, Alan enlists the help of his star pupil Emma, and her gorgeous friend Jazz, to educate him. Through a series of adventures, Alan discovers more than he ever dreamed, or believed possible. This eye-opening experience will change Alan’s view of the world, and especially his romantic outlook, forever.

If you like transgender romance stories with heart and soul in the vein of Legally Blonde, then you’ll love ‘Lessons in Love’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Alan successfully deliver the hit screenplay? And just how much will the teacher allow himself to be taught along the way?


THE PLUS ONE
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What would you do if your ex invited you to their wedding? Would you go? How could you show you were over them?

Martin Smith has achieved every one of his goals in life. A high school football star, he attended Columbia University on a full scholarship. Dating the head cheerleader, he graduated top of his class in law. Martin seemed destined to realise his dream life, and marry his soul mate, once he became a partner at his New York law firm.

But things suddenly went south when his girlfriend of five years, Sheena, split up with him. Her family insisted she marry a good Chinese boy and even found the perfect husband. While never feeling accepted by Sheena’s family, Martin always thought love would conquer all. He never even considered he would lose the love of his life, and still pines for her eighteen months later.

When Martin gets invited to Sheena & Rob Lo’s wedding in The Hamptons, the pressure is on to find a plus-one. He hasn’t dated since splitting with Sheena but wants to show he is happy for them and has moved on. With the aid of his sister, Martin contacts hometown neighbour, Ashleigh, who agrees to be his plus-one. But Ashleigh may be more than just a plus-one. Could she be ‘the one’?

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of Wedding Crashers, then you’ll love ‘The Plus One’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Martin’s plus-one, Ashleigh, make him forget Sheena and realise what’s been missing from his past relationships?


THE NEW INTERN
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Would you take a chance on romance with someone you manage, or would you let workplace policy get in the way of real love?

Hugh Roberts is young, attractive and his star is on the rise. At twenty-four he runs the design office of an up and coming London advertising agency. He knows teamwork is the key to success in his fast-paced pressure-cooker world. And his new apartment in London’s upmarket Kensington, depends on Hugh making every post a winner.

But Hugh’s team harmony is challenged like never before when two new recruits get placed into his team. Graduate Thad Russell is an ambitious ex-Football star from the New York office. He is also the Founder’s nephew. Intern Noelle Stuart is a sun-bronzed creative whiz from Australia with all the skills. She is also breathtakingly beautiful.

Things go ‘right off the rails’ when Thad’s sexual advances towards Noelle are unwelcome, causing team dynamics to explode and threaten the biggest project of Hugh’s career. But in managing the fallout, Hugh’s blossoming feelings for Noelle become obvious to all, including her, and so does her mutual attraction.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of conflict and romance, then you’ll love ‘The New Intern’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Hugh take his one chance for real love, or will Thad and that ‘you’re her boss thing’ ensure it never happens?


BEST ON BOARD
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How far would you go to land the job of your dreams? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Stuart Lee is smart, articulate, and driven to succeed. Without an expensive education, he is heading towards his dream job based on sheer hard work and clever positioning. And that means nothing, not even his girlfriend of five years, will get in his way.

After his technical skills impress Dawson Jones, head of the London Office, Stuart leaves Australia for England on a six-month loan. He will apply his unique and valuable financial skills on cutting-edge client problems. But Stuart wants the move to be permanent. And he lets Dawson know he is willing to do ‘whatever it takes’ to make that happen.

So, Dawson sets Stuart a series of challenges for the plane trip to London. If Stuart can complete the challenges in time, he proves his value and gets the job. But the challenges focus on wooing stunning dancer Anna Wells, who Dawson nicknames BoB, or ‘Best on Board’. Anna is relocating to Paris to join the world’s leading Burlesque show and Dawson clearly believes she is out of Stuart’s league.

If you like your transgender romance stories where the nerd tries to get the girl, then you’ll love ‘Best On Board’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Stuart successfully complete the challenges and win the job, or will Dawson’s bet stop Stuart from impressing the girl of his dreams?


THE ROOM MATE
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What would you do if you suddenly found yourself sharing a dorm room with a beautiful and sexy roommate? Would you alert student housing to their obvious mistake?

Jay Walker is a shy midwestern boy who has never kissed a girl. Let alone even contemplating something more. Heck, the only girl he even talks to that is younger than his mother, is his marketing lecturer, Professor Bunton. He studies IT at Southwestern University in Texas while running a high-end website development business on the side.

When Jay gets a letter from student housing advising him of a new roommate, he can’t believe his luck. Skye Lopez is Jay’s dream girl and much, much more. A Music and Theatre major, Skye is a beautiful and sexy Latino DJ with a star that is definitely on the rise. Jay cannot believe his luck.

But as Jay struggles with the excitement of having a hot new roommate, Skye leads him on a journey of self-discovery. Unsatisfied with just building a friendship, Jay seeks wise counsel to help him move from the friendship zone into the erogenous zone.

If you like coming of age stories with a transgender romance twist, then you’ll love ‘The Room Mate’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will shy super-nerd Jay successfully move beyond the friendship zone, or will all his effort leave him on the outer?


THE EXCHANGE
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Being set up on a blind date 10,000 km from home. What could go wrong?

Life in Tokyo is a culture shock for anyone used to the sunny and spacious Northern Beaches of Sydney, Australia. Especially around Harajuku on a weekend when the cosplayers come out.

Ryan Strahan is loving life. Young, athletic, and deadly handsome, he comes from wealthy stock. He dates models, drives a killer car, and lives in a mansion with a pool and tennis court. But Ryan’s relationships have never stuck.

Recently, Ryan has accepted a university exchange program to Japan. And it seems the local girls are lining up to greet him. His stunning classmate Yuki even calls dibs on him. But Ryan is searching for perfection and thinks he’s found it in May Long.

May is a fashion student ‘friend of a friend’ on exchange from his home town. But she comes from the other side of the tracks and runs with the alternate Harajuku crowd. Still she attracts Ryan’s attention in the karaoke bars of Tokyo.

If you like Romeo and Juliet, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Exchange’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ryan find enough common ground to woo May, and develop a meaningful relationship in this very foreign land?


THE APPRENTICE
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What would you do if you got offered a job that paid ten times your current salary? Are there lines you wouldn’t cross?

Shane Gold has just secured his first job, as Apprentice Electrician for Sparks Electrical. Short, skinny and naive, he wonders how he secured the job ahead of more physically capable candidates. But while Shane loves his job and working for his hot young boss Brian, his $150 per week salary is going to be challenging to live on.

Shane’s first job is a full re-wiring of Bella’s Bordello, a brothel owned by Madam X and renowned for its Virgin Conversion Therapy. He can’t believe he gets paid to spend two weeks at a brothel, learning the ropes, getting coffees and hanging out with the sexy staff.

And his favourite staff member is Natasha, the most popular gurl at Bella’s. She has everything he wants in a girl and then some. Things heat up when Shane discovers how Madam X keeps her costs under control. How will Shane spend his four hours VIP credit and will he finally pop his cherry?

If you like transgender romance stories where the hero and heroine come together, then you’ll love ‘The Apprentice’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Shane spend his VIP credits and why will it change his life, and relationships with Natasha and Brian, forever?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

Did you know that being an Author is very much a SMALL BUSINESS.

REVIEWS are the easiest way to say THANK YOU to an Author. A review is a FREE gift that has great value and encourages the Author to produce more books.

Reviews can be short such as simply “I liked it.” It’s the number of reviews that helps the most.

Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

If you enjoyed this book it would be appreciated if you let others know about it. There are lots of ways you can do so. Choose the best one for you.

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

#3 - Tell your peeps about it on your Blog, Podcast or YouTube Channel

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

Reviews on Amazon are incredibly helpful - both for other readers deciding to read this book and for indie authors like myself to get the word out.

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


ABOUT YUMI
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Yumi Cox is a young writer on the rise from the beautiful city of Newcastle, Australia via Kyoto, Japan.

Growing up amongst the rich culture of Japan, Yumi was able to explore her imagination through comic books, short stories and classic novels.

Moving to Australia at age thirteen, she experienced passion, love and sex for the first time, which she channels into her writing.

Yumi spends her time equally between the traditional and reserved Japan and the youthful and vibrant Australia.

Yumi chose to become a writer of erotic romance in order to embrace the duality of her life.

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

If you’ve got an idea for a novel, or there’s a kink you particularly like, drop Yumi an email – she’d love to include your feedback in her next novel!

Want to get in touch with her? That’s also easy! Email: yumi@yumicox.com
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