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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“WOW, YOU’VE OUTDONE yourself this week,” Kathy said as I placed the plates on the table.

“Nothing earth-shattering. Just a Beef Wellington with spinach, roasted pumpkin and triple cooked potatoes,” I said.

“I don’t know where you learned to cook like this, but I’m never skipping Wednesday night dinner ever again,” Kathy said.

“When you have a gourmet kitchen, you need to use it,” I said.

“Is it like a toned set of abs?” Kathy asked.

“Make fun if you like. But it would be a shame for this kitchen to sit unused,” I replied.

“Well, someone would be impressed if she was still with us,” Kathy said.

While Kathy was about to turn thirty, I still considered her my little sister. Only a year younger than me, her lack of direction always concerned me. After dropping out of high school a year before graduation, she’d bounced from job to job. A series of gigs in the hospitality sector, recently led to a service role in IT. A natural people person, from there she’d finally established herself with a career as the interface between clients and technical experts. Who’d have known she could speak tech and layman? And with two promotions inside a year, she appeared finally on track.

“Any movement on the romance front?” Kathy asked.

“Too soon,” I replied.

“Three years by yourself is a long time at your age,” Kathy said.

“But she was the one. The love of my life,” I said.

“Yes, but you promised her you wouldn’t stay alone,” Kathy said.

“Too soon,” I said.

“Would Janet think that?” Kathy asked.

“You can’t speak for Janet,” I snapped.

Janet was the love of my life. Struggling with the accident that took our parents from us five years ago, I spiralled into a dark place. Kathy was there to support me and insisted that I consult a professional. It had to be someone I knew. Enter Janet, a high school friend who possessed the skills needed to help me. With newfound confidence from my mandatory three sessions, I asked her out. To my surprise, she said yes, starting the best two years of my life. Janet moved in almost immediately, and we planned the perfect wedding. I’d bought a home for our future family, when Janet got ill. Six months later, I was alone.

“Are you ready for our weekly dose of murder mystery?” I asked, picking up the dishes and heading for the kitchen.

“Only if that apple pie is part of the deal,” Kathy replied.

“For someone who barely eats, you got a decent nose on you,” I said.

“I eat. Just not in the traditional way,” Kathy said.

“I wouldn’t call scoffing down Cheerios for dinner, eating,” I said.

“They’re high in fibre and low in sugar,” Kathy said.

“Don’t forget to extol the virtues of the milk,” I said.

“Just cut me a large slice of pie and drop a hefty dollop of cream on top,” Kathy said.

Kathy’s unhealthy diet had led me to establish Wednesday night dinners as an institution. Worried about her transient lifestyle, weird hospitality working hours, and with a gourmet kitchen at my disposal, I signed up for cooking lessons and took Kathy along for the ride. It wasn’t like I cooked Beef Wellington and apple pie each week. But I always laid on a nutritionally sound three course meal to ensure Kathy got at least one decent feed each week.

“How would you even meet someone?” Kathy asked, finishing up her second helping of apple pie.

“Too soon,” I replied.

“How did you meet the girl before Janet?” Kathy asked.

“At the high school dance,” I replied.

“That’s right, the Sadie Hawkins dance,” Kathy said.

“Yep. Impressed by my basketball moves, she asked me out,” I said.

“Well, all you need to do is wait for the next Sadie Hawkins dance,” Kathy said.

“That may have been a high school thing,” I said.

While I was always worried about her well-being, Kathy insisted on interfering in my love life. Or lack of one, as it was probably best described. She’d been on my back about putting myself out there since the first anniversary of Janet’s passing. I knew she came from a place of love. That was the only thing stopping me from firing back at her. I couldn’t afford to lose the only person in the world who I truly cared about. Taking her comments on the chin, I tried to change the subject.

“Finding a soul mate is different these days,” Kathy said.

“You find a new one every week,” I said.

“We’re not here to talk about my love life,” Kathy said.

“You have more options,” I said.

“Just because I date men and women doesn’t mean I don’t have standards,” Kathy said.

“How did you meet Marty?” I asked.

“We met online,” Kathy replied.

“And you get on with people. What chance do I have?” I said.

As our television program ended, a few ads came on. Google must have been listening intently, because of the five ads shown, three were for dating services. The first two promoted hook-up apps. Kill me now. I didn’t want to go to the trouble of trying to filter thousands of fake profiles, only to spend five years looking for someone I could stand to go on a second date with. The challenge of finding love in the modern world left me cold. And finding it in Kansas City only increased the difficulty.

“There you go. The perfect solution for you,” Kathy said.

“Too soon,” I said.

“Even you’d get the appeal of a guarantee,” Kathy said.

Kathy looked up the website for SoulMates and placed it in my eye-line. Specialising in hard to find soul mates. That sounded more promising.

“How can they guarantee love?” I said.

“In just six weeks, they can guarantee you’ll meet your soul mate,” Kathy said.

“No one can guarantee that,” I said.

“Well, they’ve put it in writing. As a man of science, you’d appreciate that,” Kathy said.

“They’ll take my money for six weeks, and make interest from it,” I said.

“Then what have you got to lose?” Kathy asked.

“Six weeks of interest,” I replied.

“Then I’ll cover the lost interest for you,” Kathy said.

I didn’t want Kathy covering anything financially for me. She still rented her digs, while I owned mine outright. She lived in a studio apartment, while I had five bedrooms and five bathrooms to myself. I had the fee sitting in the bank, making the money a non-issue. I knew I wasn’t ready for dating again, but Kathy would bang on about this forever. And six weeks of half-arse effort could get me a welcome reprieve.

“We both know you can’t afford to cover anything,” I said.

“Then you’ll do it?” Kathy asked.

“Too soon,” I replied with a wry smile.

“Then I’ll take that as a yes. Leave everything to me. Just bring your check book,” Kathy said.


CHAPTER TWO


AFTER A HALF hour drive, ninety-minute flight and another half hour drive, the Uber dropped Kathy and me off at the SoulMates Chicago office. Walking through the grand arched doorway flanked by perfectly re-pointed brown bricks, we entered a massive atrium, one hundred foot square, with lounge chairs and tables interspersed between thirty or more large potted trees. With the sun streaming through the glass ceiling, the place was abuzz with patrons.

“Welcome to SoulMates, Mr Prince. May I get you a tea or coffee?” a maitre de asked.

His knowledge of our identity was unsettling.

“I’ll have a half decaf soy latte, and my brother will have a skinny latte,” Kathy replied.

“Please follow me. Mrs Clark is waiting for you,” the maitre de said.

Because of the intensity of the foliage, I could only view the adjacent table. The maitre de led Kathy and me through the middle of the atrium and towards a lounge in one corner.

“You must be Tom and Kathy Prince,” Mrs Clark said, holding her hand out towards me.

“Pleased to meet you, Mrs Clark. And thank you for attending to us personally,” Kathy said.

“Please, call me Nancy,” Mrs Clark said.

“I love your offices, Nancy,” Kathy said.

“Yes, there are far worse work environments,” Nancy said.

“And the hunky maitre de is a wonderful touch,” Kathy said.

“I can assure you we employ him for his skills and experience,” Nancy said.

As the maitre de placed the drinks in front of us, I scanned the room. About fifty people sat in groups of two or three, distanced evenly from any prying ears at the next table. All I could observe were feet as the trees blocked views of every table except the one you were on. But from the feet I saw an even spread of men and women. While the atrium buzzed with chatter, piped music made it impossible to hear any neighbouring conversations.

“How does the SoulMates process work?” Kathy asked.

“We collect information from the applicant and use a sophisticated algorithm to match you with your first date,” Nancy replied.

“Does that mean the information Tom entered into his profile is all you need?” Kathy asked.

“No, but the profile is a good starting point. We’ll have a two-hour in-person interview with Tom once the sign-up is complete,” Nancy replied.

“And then Tom goes on five dates,” Kathy said.

“Sort of like calling Coachella a concert,” Nancy said.

“Oh, what’s the date like?” Kathy asked.

“A three-day long-weekend getaway spent at one of fourteen romantic locations,” Nancy replied.

“Not some light and breezy meet up, then?” Kathy asked.

“No, three full days and three nights together,” Nancy replied.

“Does that mean spending time together in the same room?” Kathy asked.

“It means sleeping in the same bed. Sexual chemistry is an important part of any successful long-term relationship,” Nancy replied.

Nancy opened her laptop and turned it around to share the screen. First, she showed a slideshow of the fourteen romantic getaway locations. Spread across all parts of the USA, the getaways ranged from Hawaii to The Hamptons, and from Portland to Florida. There was something for every taste. I noted around a half dozen locations on my bucket list. That provided a boost to my faltering excitement for the process.

“There’s something here for everyone,” Kathy said.

“The location of the romantic getaway must be a joint decision,” Nancy said.

“And what happens after the dates?” Kathy asked.

“After each romantic getaway, someone from SoulMates will fully debrief Tom. We will learn what worked and what didn’t and refine the algorithm based on his feedback,” Nancy replied.

“Does that mean date two will be based on feedback from date one?” Kathy asked.

“Each date will build on base data plus feedback from all previous dates. So, honest feedback is essential if you want high-quality matches quickly,” Nancy replied.

“And how many people do you have on your books?” Kathy asked.

“Just under one million active potential mates here in the USA,” Nancy replied.

“Sounds like you’ve got somebody for everyone?” Kathy asked, turning to look directly at me.

“We have a reputation for uncovering hard to find matches. Expect a tough decision by the end of the fifth date,” Nancy replied.

“Dates three, four and five, I suppose?” Kathy asked.

“Perhaps, but often we hit it in one,” Nancy replied.

“If you connect on your first date, do you stop there?” Kathy asked.

“You can pull out. We don’t recommend it, and you’ll still pay for all five romantic getaways,” Nancy replied.

“And can you re-join?” Kathy asked.

“Yes, but you’ll need to pay the full amount again,” Nancy replied.

“Can you tell us about the guarantee?” I asked.

“Sure. If you don’t find your soul mate after five dates, then we’ll refund you in full,” Nancy replied.

“And how long does that process take?” I asked.

“Forty-eight hours,” Nancy replied.

“Any tips for prospective clients?” Kathy asked, redirecting the conversation.

“Keep things broad and let the algorithm do the work,” Nancy replied.

“So, don’t request a 5ft 6in blonde with a bubbly personality and straight teeth?” Kathy asked.

“The less you constrain the algorithm, the better the result. It’s only by pushing the boundaries that we sufficiently open up the dating pool,” Nancy replied.

“Anything else you would recommend?” Kathy asked.

“Believe in the process and follow it to the letter. You’ll discover a lot about yourself if you do,” Nancy replied.

After thanking Nancy for her time, Kathy and I headed out for a walk along Lake Michigan. We’d booked an overnight stay to avoid making a rushed decision.

“What do you think of SoulMates?” Kathy asked after dinner.

“Too soon,” I replied.

“What if that wasn’t the case?” Kathy asked.

“It sounds logical,” I replied.

“Then you’ll give it a go?” Kathy asked.

“Too soon,” I replied.

“We’re in Chicago and I’m not gonna drop this one,” Kathy said.

“If I must,” I said.


CHAPTER THREE


AROUND 10:00 am a loud knock came on the hotel door. Spot on time, Nancy smiled as she walked in.

“Welcome to SoulMates. Thank you for putting your love in our hands,” Nancy said as she walked to the table.

“We have massive expectations, and can’t wait for the first date,” Kathy said.

After working through the legalese and paying the one hundred thousand dollars, it was time to move forward with the process.

“Ready for the one-on-one interview?” Nancy asked.

“Put everything into this, or else,” Kathy instructed.

“I will, but I’m expecting a refund, not a miracle,” I replied.

“We’ll need Tom alone,” Nancy said.

“Don’t worry. I’ve arranged a private shopping tour for you along Michigan Avenue,” I said, handing Kathy a voucher and an envelope with a thousand dollars in it.

“How did you organise this? And you are way too generous,” Kathy said, before smiling and heading out the door.

As Kathy headed off to enjoy the windy city, I endured two hours of introspection. Questions ranged from attraction related, to life goals and aspirations, to in-depth feedback on sexual chemistry and preferences in the bedroom. Removing Kathy should have given me the freedom to answer questions the way I intended. But I questioned my answers after fifteen minutes and never really got back on track. Spot on two hours later, Kathy opened the door, her hands burgeoning with shopping bags.

“Finally, let’s rate the romantic getaway destinations on a scale of one to ten,” Nancy said.

Destinations included big cities like New York City and San Francisco, through to beach-side getaways like Honolulu and the Florida Keys, through to mountain oases like Aspen and Lake Tahoe, to charming historic towns like Charleston and New Orleans. Anything rated five or above was a potential destination, while the final selection was determined by the total score of the two mates, as Nancy called her clients.

“Well, my love life is now in the hands of a machine,” I said.

“How does that make you feel?” Nancy asked.

“More comfortable than if it were in Kathy’s hands,” I replied.

Kathy didn’t react. She was too busy hanging up her new outfits.

“What happens now?” Kathy asked, joining us at the table.

“You’ll get notified of your mate and getaway destination on Thursday night,” Nancy replied.

“And the nights away are Friday, Saturday and Sunday?” Kathy asked.

“Correct,” Nancy replied, busily typing into the laptop.

“Where do the parties meet?” Kathy asked.

“Your match may come from anywhere in the USA. You’ll meet up at the destination airport. One of our team will introduce you,” Nancy replied.

“Then we look forward to hearing from you on Thursday night,” Kathy said.

“Keep an eye out for the email from SoulMates,” Nancy said.

During the three-hour return trip, Kathy was more verbose than usual. With the excitement of new outfits to model for Marty, and her success at getting me to sign up for SoulMates, she was on a severe high.

“This is exciting. I’ve waited two years for this moment,” Kathy said.

“Has it been that long since you’ve bought new clothes?” I commented.

“You better give this your all,” Kathy said with a threatening stare.

“Do you expect me to walk away from one hundred grand?” I said.

“Don’t go into this with a money-back guarantee view,” Kathy said.

“Look, if I don’t take it serious, SoulMates won’t refund me,” I said.

“Did you leave the criteria open?” Kathy asked.

“Yes, boss,” I replied.

“If you do anything to screw this up, I’ll never talk to you again,” Kathy said.

“I may hold you to that,” I said.

Kathy couldn’t wait for me to call her after the first match. She even invited herself over for dinner on Thursday night. Kathy insisted I leave the laptop open and project the display onto my wide-screen television. Every time a new email arrived, Kathy would drop her pizza in anticipation. The clean-up was significant after that meal. Finally, around 9:00 pm, an email came through from SoulMates.

“Who did you get?” Kathy asked excitedly.

“Dear Mr Prince, we are excited to share the first of your romantic getaway experiences with you. Based on the information you provided, and our sophisticated matching algorithm, I am delighted to advise you we attached a ticket for your romantic getaway at Martha’s Vineyard this weekend. Accompanying you on this incredible journey will be Jane Lewis. Please click on the links to view more of the destination and your mate on this adventure. Best regards Nancy Clark,” the email read.

“What do you know about Jane Lewis?” Kathy asked.

“Apart from her name, nothing,” I replied.

“Then what are you waiting for? Click on the link,” Kathy instructed.

I did as requested and found little more than a head shot photo and a personal slogan.

“My mind won’t hold my body back,” Kathy said.

“What the hell does that mean?” I asked.

“You could use a mantra like that,” Kathy replied.

“What’s wrong with my mantra?” I asked.

“I choose to be calm and at peace,” Kathy replied.

“Well, they say opposites attract,” I said.

Kathy helped me prepare for the trip. Everything I packed, she unpacked. Finally, I stood back and watched as she organised me for the three days away. Meanwhile, I trawled Facebook for some further insight on Jane.

“They’ve locked-down her social media,” I said.

“Wasn’t that part of the SoulMates agreement?” Kathy said.


CHAPTER FOUR


LEAVING HOME AT 6:30 am, I arrived at Martha’s Vineyard Airport around 4:00 pm. An unfortunate two-hour layover in Boston gave me time to grab a late lunch. But I was tired and hungry by the time I disembarked the plane. Walking into the terminal, I noticed a card with my name on it. An attractive girl, obviously the greeter, held the card, while a shorter girl standing by a suitcase stood by her side.

“Welcome to your romantic getaway, Mr Prince,” the greeter said as I approached.

“I hope you haven’t been waiting long,” I said, looking towards the girl with the suitcase.

“Only fifteen minutes, Mr Prince,” the greeter replied.

The girl I assumed was Jane appeared to be distracted by other folk in the airport. She’s probably from a small town, I rationalised.

“Tom, may I introduce you to Jane,” the greeter said.

“Lovely to meet you, Jane,” I said.

“Sorry, I didn’t notice you’d arrived,” Jane said, removing her earbuds and placing them in a charger.

“I look forward to getting to know you over the next few days,” I said.

The terrain was quite flat, although a few mountain peaks appeared as we headed towards the hotel. It was my first time visiting Martha’s Vineyard, and it possessed a sleepy seaside island vibe that I liked. A short twenty-minute drive later, Jane and I stood at reception, checking in.

“Is this your first time here?” I asked.

“Yep,” Jane replied.

“Welcome to the Beach Plum Inn. We have you staying in the Morning Glory bungalow,” the receptionist said.

“Are we able to hire bicycles?” Jane asked.

“Yes, Miss Lewis. I’ll organise for two to be delivered. Please follow me to the room,” the receptionist replied.

Jane followed closely behind the receptionist, leaving me carrying both suitcases. I couldn’t hear the conversation, but Jane appeared friendly and outgoing. I checked her out as she walked ahead. While shorter than I would have liked, she was attractive, with auburn shoulder-length hair and green eyes. Wearing yoga pants, her tight and fit body showed toning in all the right places. Pocket rocket was a description that instantly came to mind.

“Thanks for your help, Penelope. Should I call you with any requests?” Jane asked.

“Here are the keys, and you have a dinner reservation for 7:00 pm. Call reception if you need help,” the receptionist replied.

“I’m not sure about you, but I’m famished,” I said.

“I need to go for a run before dinner,” Jane said.

The upmarket decor inside the quaint bungalow exceeded all expectations. Clean and spacious, but with a cosy, romantic feel, the bungalow set the scene perfectly for the three days to come. A queen-sized bed dominated the bedroom, while a lounge room, kitchenette and en suite provided everything we could ask for. And best of all, the bungalow sat privately tucked away from the main buildings. As salty air filled my lungs, waves crashing onto rocks dominated the soundscape.

I unpacked while Jane took off for a run. Something I found unusual but not worth asking about. Upon her return, she showered and dressed for dinner, wearing jean shorts with a singlet top and white runners.

“Are you training for some event?” I asked, on the walk to dinner.

“I’m about to start the triathlon season,” Jane replied.

“How does that work with the romantic getaways?” I asked.

“This is my last weekend,” Jane replied.

It occurred to me that if I was Jane’s fifth date, then I was supposed to be her best match. That both excited and frightened me. I didn’t have high hopes based on our interactions to date. But I hoped to be pleasantly surprised.

“Would you like some wine with your meal?” the waitress asked.

“Just water, thanks, Susan,” Jane replied.

“Do you mind if I have wine?” I asked.

“If you must,” Jane replied.

Over dinner, we chatted about expectations for the next three days. Jane had planned out a detailed itinerary. It started with a run before a mountain climb for each morning. Bicycle would be the only form of transport we would use. And two swims a day would keep her in top condition. I got tired just thinking about it. The only thing that appealed was the sunset stroll on the beach. But I’d have to run or ride to get there. Nancy and Kathy’s words came back to me. Commit to it. Step outside your comfort zone.

Upon returning to the bungalow, I lay on the bed, tipsy from a bottle of red, while Jane headed into the bath. Asleep before Jane came to bed, she was gone again when I awoke. An early morning run, apparently. I rolled over and looked at my phone. A message from SoulMates sat atop the list.

“We have given you one strike. Sexual chemistry is an important part of any relationship. Avoiding intimacy is not acceptable,” the message read.

Checking the contract, I noted I could get two strikes and still get a refund. But three strikes and I was out.

Saturday comprised a ten-minute ride to Menesha Hills, followed by a three-hour hike, before riding back to the bungalow for a shower and change. A thirty-minute ride to The Black Dog Cafe followed, after which we walked around Tisbury and Owen Park Beach, before riding back for sunset at Menesha Beach. All up, I’d spent six hours walking and four hours on the bike. The thought of falling asleep again petrified me. And I couldn’t afford a second strike.

After an hour-long ride, we arrived at Beach Road Restaurant for dinner. This time I passed on the wine.

“Have you always been a triathlete?” I asked.

“I was an Olympic gymnast before my accident,” Jane replied, pointing to a scar on her shoulder.

Dinner was delightful. The quality of restaurants impressed me. Freshly caught seafood quickly became my favourite fare. After yet another hour-long ride, I finally made it back to the bungalow, tired and sore. My phone dinged with a message.

“Don’t forget that sexual connection is part of the romantic getaway experience,” the message read.

“Tell me about your likes and dislikes,” I said as we sat on the queen-sized bed.

“I’m bisexual and prefer not to have penetrative sex,” Jane replied.

“Okay, no penetrative sex. Then, what do you like?” I asked.

“I like to have my nipples teased. And I don’t mind you getting quite rough,” Jane replied.

A night restricted to mutual nipple play was not what I had in mind. But I avoided a second strike and Jane appeared satisfied. She never laid a hand on anything below my chest. I ended up knocking one out in the bathroom afterwards. Else, I wouldn’t have slept. And Sunday was a carbon copy of Saturday. My body ached all the way back on the plane.

“Would you date Jane again?” Nancy asked during the debrief.

“I don’t believe so,” I replied.

“What changes would you like on the next date?” Nancy asked.

“Physically, someone much taller. Someone who enjoys wearing makeup and feminine clothing. Someone more outgoing and communicative. And someone who appreciates and enjoys the male body,” I replied.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


LEAVING HOME AT 7:00 am, I arrived at San Francisco International Airport around 5:00 pm. Rather than arriving second, my plane landed first. The attractive SoulMates greeter was there holding her sign up proudly.

“Welcome to San Francisco, Mr Prince. Your mate, Addy, will be along in ten minutes,” the greeter said.

Excited to meet Addy, I followed the greeter to another gate. San Francisco wasn’t a place I’d visited often. I soaked in the vibe of the people and the sights on the advertising boards.

“Welcome to San Francisco, Addy,” the greeter said, causing me to look up.

“And you must be Tom,” Addy said, walking forward and kissing me, with plenty of tongue.

“Wonderful to meet you. I can’t wait to explore our connection in private,” Addy said, grabbing a handful of my manhood over my pants.

“I look forward to getting to know you, too, Addy,” I said, still reeling from Addy’s welcome.

Addy clutched my hand and slid it into a jeans’ back pocket. I wasn’t sure what to do or say.

“Please follow me, and we’ll get you to the hotel,” the greeter said.

“How long is the car ride, sweetie?” Addy asked.

“Around thirty minutes,” the greeter replied.

“Then I’ll need a tinkle first,” Addy said, sauntering off to the toilet.

I turned and looked towards the greeter.

“Addy is a dude,” I said.

“We took your feedback on Jane into consideration,” the greeter said.

“But Addy is a dude,” I said.

“You’ll get another opportunity for feedback once the romantic getaway is complete,” the greeter said.

Addy returned fifteen minutes later, wearing a full face of makeup and a long black wig. It was like looking at a different person.

“I’m sorry you had to see me like that. My makeup bag got confiscated,” Addy said.

“Now where were we? I remember,” Addy added, grabbing my hand and placing it back in the rear pocket of her jeans.

As the greeter led us to the car, I re-appraised a freshened up Addy. She was tall, around 5ft 10in in maroon suede flat boots, with dark brooding eyes and full lips, and appeared at least partly of Latino descent. With hips swaying and hair flowing in the breeze, Addy was uber-feminine. And with her fresh floral fragrance permeating its way into my body, Abby confidently strode towards the exit.

“I love that you’re tall. My legs look amazing in heels,” Addy said, squeezing me tightly.

The Deluxe King room at The Hotel Castro was tight, but well appointed. Stepping inside, I carried our suitcases past a galley bathroom and into the sleeping area. A king-sized bed awaited us, with perfectly folded crisply starched sheets releasing the distinct fragrance of fresh lemons. Behind the bedhead was a full size Marilyn Monroe mural, lit up with two bright side lamps. Next to the bed sat a wall of windows leading to a small balcony with views across to the harbour.

“Do you mind if I wear a skirt tonight?” Addy asked.

“My last date preferred Adam to Addy,” Addy added.

“I’d much prefer Addy, and trust you’ll look gorgeous,” I replied.

“I knew we’d hit it off,” Addy said, leaning forward and kissing me.

As Addy showered and dressed for the night ahead, a message came in from SoulMates.

“Remember, sexual chemistry is an important part of long-term love. And you already have one strike,” the message read.

I wanted to text back, or call. This wasn’t what I signed up for. So much for keeping the criteria broad. This date wasn’t better than the last. I just hoped to escape with my rear virginity intact.

“I suggest we hit the clubs,” Addy called from the bathroom.

“Sounds good to me. But can we grab something to eat first?” I asked.

“Sure, I know just the place,” Addy replied.

“Nothing too spicy. I have a low tolerance,” I said.

“I’ll save the spicy stuff for after dinner,” Addy said.

When Addy walked out, I needed to do a double take. Wearing a hot pink V-neck silken dress with a black fishnet bodystocking underneath, she dressed to impress. A pair of black six-inch stiletto suede ankle boots raised her to an inch taller than me. Her makeup was dramatic, with smoky eye shadow highlighting her Emerald green eyes and bright pink wet look lipstick. Her lustrous jet black hair swept across her shoulders and over a chrome studded necklace. The shift from our first meeting was astounding.

“I take it you like my outfit,” Addy said, reaching forward and pushing my mouth closed.

“You look incredible,” I said.

“Don’t worry, we’ve got three nights of partying and fucking ahead. Sleep is for wimps,” Addy said, sliding her hands around me and onto my arse.

My cock stiffened and sent exactly the wrong signal to Addy, as she playfully pinched my arse-cheeks.

“Let’s hit the restaurant,” I said.

How the hell was I gonna play this? The vision of Adam was playing in my big-head, while my little head only saw Addy. And little head liked what it saw. Addy was tall, feminine, and outgoing. And unfortunately, she also appeared to enjoy the male body. SoulMates had delivered just what I requested.

“What do you like in bed?” Addy asked over dinner.

“Just the usual stuff,” I replied.

“I’m happy if you prefer to top. Or I can be versatile,” Addy said.

“Let’s see where the night takes us,” I said, lost by the conversation.

“What have I got to work with?” Addy said, reaching over and squeezing my still hard cock.

I sat still. Scared of moving, as Addy sized me up and down.

“Looks like an early night, then. He feels raring to go,” Addy added.

We hit the Twin Peaks Tavern, then 440 Castro, before settling in at The Edge. All were but a short walk from our hotel. Something which Addy in her six-inch stilettos appreciated. No matter how much I tried to find something about Addy that I hated, I couldn’t find it. We had fun from the get-go. She was sweet and interesting and full of energy. I even tried to ply her full of alcohol, but she appeared to have an unquenchable capacity.

As closing time approached, I felt destined for another strike. Else, my experience would expand in ways I’d never imagined. With one strike already and three nights away, I figured embracing new experiences was the only option. Upon stepping outside the bar and into the chilly night air, all the alcohol Addy had consumed finally kicked in. Her walking turned to staggering, which in six-inch heels wasn’t overly safe. Crossing the road to the hotel, Addy’s stiletto got caught in a water grate, and she tumbled to the ground.

Once the paramedics confirmed a compound fracture of the tibia, an ambulance sped us to the local hospital. It would be a week before Addy could leave for home. I visited daily for the next two days, promising not to take anyone else back to the hotel. We binged Drag Race on Netflix and had a wonderful time together. On the last night, Addy even insisted on providing me with a little hand relief. Even with the accident, the San Francisco date had bettered Martha’s Vineyard.

“Would you date Addy again?” Nancy asked during the debrief.

“I really enjoyed spending time with her, but I don’t believe so,” I replied.

“What changes would you like on the next date?” Nancy asked.

“A born female version of Addy, perhaps,” I replied.


CHAPTER SIX


LEAVING HOME AT 9:00 am, I arrived at Lake Tahoe Airport around 4:30 pm. The flight started smoothly, until we hit the Rocky Mountains, which brought with it two hours of severe turbulence. By the time we touched down in Lake Tahoe, I was over flying for a few days at least.

“Welcome to Lake Tahoe, Mr Prince. Your mate, Charlene, will be along in a few minutes,” the greeter said.

And true to the greeter’s word, a small aircraft arrived fifteen minutes later.

“Hi Charlene, lovely to meet you,” I said once the greeter had made initial contact.

“Hi Tom, the pleasure is all mine,” Charlene said.

Charlene’s beauty instantly took my breath away. SoulMates had outdone itself this time, as a blonde Nordic goddess carrying three suitcases stood before me.

“You’ve packed a lot for three days,” I commented.

“I always like to have a few surprises up my sleeve,” Charlene said with a wink.

I took the lead and carried the largest of the bags while we followed the greeter to the car.

“You’ll be staying at the Lake Tahoe Resort Hotel. A short fifteen-minute drive away,” the greeter said.

The view from the Jeep Grand Cherokee was incredible, no matter which window you looked out. Surrounded by snow-capped mountains, once the blue-green waters of the lake came into sight, the view was breath-taking. And I was just as pleased with the view inside the vehicle. Charlene was obviously from a blessed gene pool and possessed the confidence to back up the genetics. As I waited for the room key, I had to pinch myself that this was happening.

Charlene was tall, around 5ft 10in, with long blonde hair with light brown streaks. She wore a baby pink halter-neck chiffon dress with a silk belt pulled tightly around the waist. Sleeveless and with a sheer chiffon skirt, the dress flowed down to a matching pair of pink four inch stiletto suede ankle boots. With fair skin and subtly applied makeup, she could have easily stepped off a pageant float.

“How many dates have you been on?” I asked.

“This will be my third. How about you?” Charlene replied.

“Same. It’s been quite the journey,” I said.

“I know what you mean. Three nights with the wrong person can be gruelling,” Charlene said.

“I’m confident this will be my best date yet,” I said.

Charlene giggled politely before accepting my offer to hold her hand.

“Do you have any bucket list items for Lake Tahoe?” I asked.

“I’d be happy to enjoy the facilities of the resort,” Charlene replied.

Our room was on the top floor of the resort, which looked like a princess castle from a fairy story. With turrets and dormer windows adding to the Swiss Chalet vibe, it was the most romantic setting I could have wished for. Walking into the room, I nearly had to pinch myself. Massively proportioned, it had a defined bedroom, bathroom and living room, resplendent with a working open fire. While it wasn’t the middle of winter, my mind shifted to toasting marshmallows with Charlene in front of an open fire.

“Where do you want to eat?” I asked.

“This offer looks delicious,” Charlene replied, holding out a brochure from the sideboard.

The hotel offered a three course meal of salad, steak and lobster, scalloped potatoes, honey roasted glazed carrots and tiramisu. With a bonus bottle of champagne.

“And we can order it as room service,” Charlene added.

Dinner arrived shortly after Charlene and I unpacked, putting our suitcases and clothes in his and hers walk-in robes. I suggested we eat out on the balcony overlooking the lake and lights of the township.

“I can’t believe I’ve met a decent guy,” Charlene said.

“I can only echo your comment. I was getting worried about the process,” I said, prompting Charlene to slide her suede boot against my leg.

After sharing the steak and lobster, each feeding one another in a display of romantic chivalry, it was time for dessert. As the lid lifted, the aroma of rum and coffee liquor radiated from the tiramisu. Slowly removing the dessert bite by bite, Charlene and I fed each other the delightful authentic Italian delight. By the time we’d finished the coffees, my phone signalled a new message. Somehow, I doubted the SoulMates second strike threat would be needed.

I packed up and placed the empty plates and tray outside the door. Meanwhile, Charlene headed into the bathroom to change into something ‘more suitable’, to use her words. It took about fifteen minutes, which gave me time to strip down to my favourite Calvin Klein’s and position myself casually on the bed. I turned on the television to appear less eager. But inside there was a tiger fighting to be released the whole time.

“Ready or not, here I come,” Charlene called.

Playing it cool, I kept faux-watching the television. The sound of stiletto heels on the tiled floor filled me with anticipation. Perhaps she had left on those soft suede boots for our lovemaking, I hoped. Charlene switched off the room lights, leaving just the bedside lamps and the television illuminating the room.

“A little privacy might be necessary tonight,” Charlene said.

“Are you ready to embrace your inner bad boy?” Charlene asked.

I wasn’t sure about the inference, but loved the playfulness of my companion.

“I’m ready for anything you have in mind,” I replied.

“Exactly what I was hoping you’d say,” Charlene said.

Without warning, a loud crack broke the silence. I turned to see a whip laying against the bed, less than two inches from my feet. As Charlene moved forward, a black five-inch stiletto leather knee-length boot came into view. Laced all the way up the front, it had a two-inch platform sole. As Charlene walked forward, a squeaking noise was evident.

As a black shiny latex dress came into view, the source of the squeaking became clear. Skin-tight and clinging to every curve of Charlene’s body, the dress had a low-cut sweetheart neckline with a laced front, perfectly framing a stunning pair of 38Ds. Finally, Charlene’s face came into view. There was no smile, only white makeup with dark eyeliner and ruby red lipstick.

“Who’s been a bad boy?” Charlene asked.

“That would be me,” I replied, trying to embrace the SoulMates’ mantra.

And so began the first of three nights that changed my outlook on love altogether. I learned I was happy to be the passive partner, and that a strap on wasn’t only for lesbian love making. We barely left the room for three days, until we walked out, dressed as we’d arrived, with no-one the wiser for what had gone on in Suite 803.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“I’VE BEEN DYING to hear about your dates. Tell me everything,” Kathy said.

“Too soon,” I said.

“You know you won’t get away with that, don’t you?” Kathy asked.

“If I must. But I’m not sure where to start,” I replied.

“Date number one may be a good place,” Kathy suggested.

“Jane was a reformed lesbian who called herself bisexual, with a distaste for sex with men. And she was a triathlete who trained ten hours a day,” I said.

“Was she attractive?” Kathy asked.

“Yes, but that was irrelevant?” I replied.

“So, she’s a hard-no?” Kathy asked.

“Unquestionably,” I replied.

“Addy was a guy called Adam, who sometimes presented female,” I said.

“You mean you slept with a guy?” Kathy asked.

“No. But she gave me an amazing hand job,” I replied.

“You keep saying she. But tell me more,” Kathy said.

“Addy was a total hoot to hang out with. If we hadn’t met while she was Adam, I’d have been none the wiser. And anything could have happened. We had a ball, and not that type. But she fell off her stiletto and broke her leg the first night. I sat by her hospital bed for the next two days while we watched Drag Race on Netflix,” I said.

“At least you’ve got a new show to binge,” Kathy said.

“Charlene started out as my dream girl,” I said.

“Sounds promising,” Kathy said.

“Until she became a dominatrix with silk ties and handcuffs, who deflowered me in ways I will not elaborate on,” I said.

“At least you’ve had your mind opened to possibilities, as Nancy suggested,” Kathy said.

“While I haven’t found Cinderella, I’ve been to the ball a few times,” I said.

“And have you discovered anything new about yourself?” Kathy asked.

“Yes, but not that I want to share with my little sister,” I replied.

“Come on. I tell you everything,” Kathy said.

“There are elements of every date that I want in my soul mate,” I said.

“The process is working, is it?” Kathy asked.

“I’m going to continue. But I expect to get a full refund,” I replied.

“If you don’t embrace this, I’m gonna make you do it again. At your cost,” Kathy said.

My next catch up with Nancy was a more detailed interview. Rather than simply providing one line of feedback on the third date, I got to revisit my profile and interview questions. With some new experiences under my belt, I found there was a significant change in my responses. Effectively, through the SoulMates experience, I’d expanded my narrow view of sexual activity. And found myself open to further expansion.

“I’m glad you have embraced the process, Mr Prince,” Nancy said.

“If I don’t, the guarantee is worthless,” I said.

“I feel you’re seeking a soul mate, rather than a refund,” Nancy said.

“The last two dates have made that seem possible,” I said.

“I need to clarify a few things in relation to the last two romantic getaways,” Nancy said.

“I’m a private person,” I said.

“I need to remind you of the importance of truthful feedback to the process,” Nancy said.

“I understand, but it’s difficult to talk about,” I said.

“That’s why I’ve made the trip to speak with you face-to-face,” Nancy said.

“I wouldn’t discuss it over the Internet,” I said.

“I know the physical side of what you’ve done. But I need your feelings about it,” Nancy said.

“Sorry, you know what?” I asked.

“We set the rooms up to record activity, or lack of it. Hence, your first strike,” Nancy replied.

“You’re telling me you listened to Charlene fuck me up the arse?” I asked.

“Yes, but only me, as your case manager, has access to that information,” Nancy replied.

“Fire away. I know how important feedback is,” I said, trying to fathom how I got into such a situation.

“If Addy hadn’t injured herself, would you have slept together?” Nancy asked.

“Probably, yes. Three nights is a long time with such an amazing spirit. We had tons of fun together,” I replied, deciding to speak from the heart.

“And you realise what equipment Addy had,” Nancy asked.

“Yes. But that only concerned me at the airport on the first day,” I replied.

“I appreciate these questions are confronting,” Nancy said.

“But I can’t say I would have enjoyed it,” I said.

“That leads to your romantic getaway with Charlene. How did you find the sexual chemistry between you?” Nancy asked.

“She was confident, dominant and knew just what she wanted. That was sexy,” I replied.

“And what about the penetrative sex?” Nancy said.

“We both enjoyed it. Once I got used to it,” I said.

“Did you prefer topping or being a bottom?” Nancy asked.

“If I’m honest, I enjoyed both,” I replied.

“Would you consider both again?” Nancy asked.

“In a heartbeat,” I replied.

Nancy took a few more notes and asked a series of clarifying questions about my updated responses. She appeared confident that the process was working.

“Three potential soul mates may be out of reach,” I said.

“Oh, I’m confident that you’ll find at least one,” Nancy said.

“Finally, I need you to reconsider your previous three mates one more time. You’ve said no to each of them. And remember, you need to select at least two possibles,” Nancy said.

“Because my picks might not do the same,” I said.

“Correct. Do you want to change your mind on any of the three?” Nancy asked.

I reflected on each of my dates. My date with Jane was a bust. That was a hard-no. But Addy and Charlene had wonderful traits. Exactly what I was looking for. But could they be my lifelong partner? If I said no, I’d be backing my next two mates.

“What happens if I say yes to three, and they say yes to me?” I asked.

“Then, SoulMates puts you in contact with three parties for second dates,” Nancy replied.

“Do I get to choose who I pursue first, second, and third?” I asked.

“Yes, but beware, your mates will know the timing,” Nancy replied.

“Then, let’s add Charlene back,” I said.

If I left it six months, they may not want to date me. And that could be awkward. Running three sets of second dates simultaneously did not appeal to me. But Charlene was incredible, if a little wild, and I wanted to explore whether we could meet somewhere in the middle.

“What’s next?” I asked.

“I’ll re-calibrate the algorithm and run it for the next match,” Nancy replied.

“If you could clone Charlene, give her Addy’s personality and tone down the sex toys, I reckon you’d have it,” I said.

“Let’s see what the algorithm says, shall we?” Nancy said.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


LEAVING HOME AT 1:00 pm, I arrived at Louis Armstrong New Orleans International Airport around 4:00 pm. Happy with a shorter two hour flight, I felt energised as I walked into the terminal. Spotting the SoulMates greeter, I headed for the sign, but soon got distracted by the incredible beauty standing nearby.

“Welcome to New Orleans, Mr Prince. May I introduce you to Claudia, your mate for this romantic getaway,” the greeter said.

Holding her hand out to greet me was the girl that had caught my eye. And close up, she looked even more beautiful.

“Hello Claudia, I’m pleased to meet you,” I said, more than a little flustered.

My mind wandered to guess what surprise I had in store this time. If it appeared too good to be true, it usually was.

Claudia stood eye to eye with me, at 6ft 2in, with the help of a four-inch heel. Her long blonde hair swept halfway down her back and framed a perfectly symmetrical yet incredibly attractive face. Dark brown eyes, bordering on chocolate, sat below perfectly manicured eyebrows and above a cute nose. Her lips beckoned for me to kiss them. She dressed simply in black stretch leggings and a cute short-sleeved off-the-shoulder crop top. Black four-inch stiletto lace-up ankle boots completed the outfit perfectly.

Claudia travelled much lighter than Charlene. I insisted on carrying her single suitcase as we headed for the car. Walking behind her, I found it impossible to take my eyes off her incredible arse.

“What date number is this for you?” I asked.

“Date number five,” Claudia replied.

“Date number four for me. Though I can’t imagine meeting anyone better,” I said.

“Well, you must be my perfect match if that logic holds true,” Claudia said.

“Please let that be true,” I said under my breath.

“Why did you choose New Orleans?” I asked.

“Closest weather to my home city of Fortaleza,” Claudia replied.

My blank expression signalled Fortaleza wasn’t somewhere I was familiar with.

“In the north of Brazil,” Claudia added.

“Sorry, I’m born and bred in the mid-west,” I said.

“I’m from a small town, too. It has less than three million people,” Claudia said, not realising her hometown dwarfed mine.

Pulling up at the hotel, I could have sworn Claudia squealed with delight.

“Oh my god, this place is a palace,” Claudia said.

“Then you should feel right at home,” I said.

I must admit, standing in front of the Hotel Monteleone almost made me squeal with delight.

The Hotel Monteleone was a grand old dame, built in the days when building meant spending months on-site, carving doorway and window details out of stone, rather than shipping them in prefabricated. With over ten stories of marble grandeur in front of us, it felt almost surreal to be walking through the golden doors held open by a well-mannered, uniformed staff member. And once inside, the opulence transcended into marble floors and a multi-floor atrium. This place was as close to a palace as I’d ever experienced.

“Welcome, Mr Prince. You will stay in a balcony suite on the tenth floor,” the receptionist said.

Did I hear that right? Not only was I staying in a palace with a princess, but I had a balcony to show her off as well?

But nothing could prepare me for the suite. Besides a king-sized bed in a vast bedroom, the suite offered a lounge area twice the size of the bedroom, which lead out onto an even larger balcony with the most fabulous view of the Mississippi River.

“Are you hungry?” I asked.

“I’ve got a craving for some creole,” Claudia replied.

“My bucket list includes that. With many other things,” I said.

“I hope that I’m on it too,” Claudia said.

“See the big white building two blocks away?” I said, attempting to regain composure.

“The one with the domed roof?” Claudia said.

“I have it on good authority that the best creole in New Orleans is right opposite. And they have a table waiting for us,” I said, clicking the confirmation on my phone.

“Aren’t you the make it happen guy?” Claudia said with a sweet smile.

After convincing Claudia that she couldn’t have looked prettier if she’d worked at it all night, we headed for Brennan’s Restaurant. Just waiting for the maitre de made my eyes water. I hadn’t understood that Creole was a spicy dish when I’d eagerly agreed with Claudia’s wish. But luckily, the taste wasn’t as ferocious as the aroma suggested. With a massive pan of Prawn Creole sitting between us, Claudia and I chatted about our lives.

“How long have you been modelling?” I asked.

“They offered me a job in New York City just before my sixteenth birthday,” Claudia replied.

“That must have been exciting and frightening,” I said.

“I was lucky to be recruited with a couple of older girls from my town,” Claudia replied.

“Would I have seen you in the magazines?” I asked.

“Unlikely, I walk for Gucci and Balenciaga at fashion shows. I did a few photographic shots early on. But nothing recent,” Claudia replied.

“It sounds like you're at the top of your game,” I said.

“I’ve been lucky to ride the wave of transgender modelling,” Claudia said.

Luckily, Addy had informed me about the popularity of transgender models during our time in the hospital. Enabling me to take Claudia’s revelation in my stride.

“But enough about me. Tell me about scientist Tom,” Claudia said.

“I work at the Kansas City Research Institute. Mainly medical treatment breakthroughs,” I said.

“It sounds fascinating. I have recently completed a science degree but have yet to work in the field,” Claudia said.

“Well, as a man of science, I can tell you have the perfect face. Everything is in ideal proportion. I’d be sticking with the modelling,” I said.

“I’d love to use my brains for a change,” Claudia said.

After dinner, we caught a cab to Frenchman Street, passing several iconic buildings and the riverfront on the way. A wave of New Orleans jazz rocked us as we exited the cab. Several bars and plenty of dancing later, we retired to the hotel after what had been the most wonderful night of my life. Claudia was the perfect companion in every sense, and I knew the time to prove our sexual compatibility had arrived.

“Would you date Claudia again?” Nancy asked during the debrief.

“In a heartbeat,” I replied.

“What changes would you like on the next date?” Nancy asked.

“None. I’ve met my soul mate. Another date with Claudia would be perfect,” I replied.


CHAPTER NINE


LEAVING FOR THE airport at 8:00 am, I struggled to reconcile why I needed to travel for eight hours to meet someone other than Claudia. But Nancy had convinced me to stick to the process.

“Imagine if we could find you two soul mates,” Nancy said.

It was only her persistent chants of ‘follow the process’ that saw me board the plane to New York City. Plus, I headed towards Claudia’s home city. Not that I was likely to bump into her. I calculated the odds as eight thousand to one in a city of eight million people.

Around two hours into the flight, I got cold feet again. Was I cheating on Claudia? Especially knowing that I was her fifth date. Her perfect match.

“I want to pull out,” I said.

“You can’t pull out while the romantic getaway is in train,” Nancy said.

“But I’ve already met my soul mate,” I said.

“Trust the process. If Claudia is your soul mate, you have nothing to lose,” Nancy said.

“But it doesn’t feel right. I’m cheating on my true love,” I said.

“What if Claudia doesn’t choose you?” Nancy asked, her words shaking me to my core.

“But we’re kindred souls,” I replied.

“That’s merely your opinion. Not fact,” Nancy said.

Nancy’s comments caught me off guard. It instantly dawned on me she would have interviewed Claudia after our date. Did she know something that I didn’t? Did she prefer date four or even three? Surely, Claudia would have her pick of the cream of the crop. And where would I sit in that mix? Not at the top, or even close.

My logical left brain moved into overdrive, running through all the reasons I could end up alone. Why a connection could elude Claudia and I. Nancy had fact on her side. She had the stronger argument.

“Trust the process, Mr Prince,” Nancy said.

“Okay, thanks for your support,” I said.

Following the process was the only way to protect my money-back guarantee.

Arriving at John F. Kennedy International Airport around 4:00 pm, I felt more worried than excited about what lay ahead. I felt rung-out as I walked into the terminal. Spotting the SoulMates greeter, I headed for the sign. She stood alone.

“Welcome to New York City, Mr Prince. Your mate, Karen, for this romantic getaway will land in fifteen minutes,” the greeter said.

After virtually running through the terminal, we arrived at the gate as the doors opened to the disembarking passengers.

“Welcome to New York City, Miss Gibson. Let me introduce your mate, Tom,” the greeter said.

“Hi, I’m Tom. Nice to meet you, Karen,” I said.

“Hi Tom, this weekend is going to be awesome,” Karen said.

The first thing to strike me about Karen was her long flowing auburn hair framing her Emerald green eyes. This girl was stunning, standing around 5ft 11in without the four-inch heels, and with the face of an angel. Statuesque, Karen wore a simple short-sleeved black t-shirt with shoulder cut-outs and bands of gold at the bottom of the sleeves. A tight gold mini-skirt barely covered her arse, while patterned stockings drew attention to her long toned legs, which ended in a pair of black, four-inch stiletto leather ankle boots. Nancy appeared to have gone all out to tempt me.

Karen and I chatted non-stop on the way to the hotel.

“How many dates have you been on?” I asked.

“This is my fifth,” I replied.

“Me too. That must make us perfectly matched,” Karen said, squeezing my hand.

“Have you been to New York City before?” I asked.

“Nope. But NYC has been on my bucket list for a while,” Karen replied.

“Me too. Although I’ve stopped over at the airport a few times,” I said.

“And you never visited?” Karen asked.

“I’ve been waiting for someone to share it with,” I replied.

“Well, I’ve been searching and found this wonderful forty-eight hour itinerary,” Karen said, passing me her phone.

“Sounds awesome. I’m game if you are game,” I said.

Suddenly, we had a full schedule to keep my mind off Claudia. Guilt over cheating on Claudia turned to guilt over leading Karen on. As we pulled up outside the hotel, Karen turned and hugged me.

“This is the freaking Carlyle Hotel,” Karen stammered with excitement.

“Only the best for us,” I said.

While the room was incredible, it was the perfectly framed city view that blew both our minds. Laying on the king-sized bed, I looked right to observe a silhouette worthy of any romantic movie ever made. It captured New York City perfectly, day and night. And so began an incredible three days with a dream date in a city that never sleeps.

“We’ll need to head off if we’re to catch the sunset,” Karen said.

“I’m ready to go when you are,” I said.

First stop on the forty-eight hour experience was the Brooklyn Bridge. With the sun setting, Karen and I walked the length of the iconic structure and back, marvelling at the views of Brooklyn and Queens before soaking in all that Manhattan offered. A quick stop at Capizzi for pizza was the perfect prelude to Pretty Woman - The Musical on Broadway. While totally enamoured by Karen and her incredible spirit, I’m sure I spotted Claudia with a group of models at the theatre. But the interruption was merely fleeting.

Upon returning to the hotel, Karen suggested we grab a drink at Bemelmans Bar. I’d never heard of it, but Karen assured me it was on the forty-eight hour list. Her dedication to research was endearing her to me more each time she pulled out her phone. And she hit it out of the park with the Bemelmans Bar call too. Resplendent with murals painted in exchange for lodging back in the early twentieth century, every wall told a unique story. We grabbed a few drinks while moving about the bar to check out all the murals.

“Are you ready to put away the phone and be spontaneous?” I asked, on the lift ride to our room.

“You know that I’m religious and don’t believe in sex before marriage,” Karen replied.

And there it was. There was always something unexpected, an out-of-control bus that was ready to run right over me.

“Don’t worry. I’ll make an exception for you,” Karen said.

While the night did not live up to the high standard of the day, we enjoyed an intimate time in front of the night lights of New York City. Unlike the city, we got some sleep. A solid eight hours. Before working our way through the complete forty-eight hour list over the next two days.

“This has been such a wonderful date. I couldn’t imagine it getting any better,” Karen said.

“Definitely exceeded my expectations,” I said.

“Then how about we extend our stay?” Karen suggested.

“Sorry, is that allowed?” I asked.

“This is our fifth date. We are each other’s perfect matches. Soul mates,” Karen replied.

“Nancy told me to trust the process. What’s a week extra when we’re talking about the rest of our lives?” I said.

“Would you date Karen again?” Nancy asked during the debrief.

“Karen was amazing. So, definitely yes,” I replied.

“What changes would you have liked if you had another date?” Nancy asked.

“None. Claudia is my soul mate. And you found a close second,” I replied.

“You have a week to complete your ratings and enter your rankings,” Nancy said.

“Can you tell me who has picked me?” I asked.

“At this stage, you have two matches, and one is mutual,” Nancy replied.

“Is the mutual match Claudia or Karen?” I asked.

“Yes, one of the two. But I can’t tell you which,” Nancy replied.

I had a strong suspicion Karen was keen. Given she wanted to stay on. Or had I disappointed her at the last moment? Karen was incredible, perfect in almost every way. But nothing could change that missing element. No longer was I even thinking about my money-back guarantee. My future happiness now lay in someone else’s hands. And that scared me.


CHAPTER TEN


STANDING AT THE airport watching Karen board her plane, I had an epiphany. Why not extend my stay, as Karen had proposed? But rather than enjoy the city with Karen, I could find Claudia, and persuade her to rank me first. After all, this was her home city. It all sounded so easy. But in New York City, a town of over eight million, finding that one person was like finding a needle in a haystack. Still, I had to give it a shot. I’d do anything to end up with Claudia.

I knew my ranking would not change. Deep down in my soul. After arriving at my hotel, I logged onto the website and completed all my paperwork. That gave me time to reflect on my dates and remember a conversation with Claudia.

“I go to my favourite coffee shop each morning at 9:00 am,” Claudia said.

“Every day, including weekends?” I asked.

“Yes. Coffee is a religion in New York City,” Claudia replied.

I remembered asking Claudia the name. More out of politeness than genuine interest. What was the name? It reminded me of a colleague, Colin. Bingo. Little Collins in Midtown East, I recalled. Yes, that was it. I headed straight to Google and located it. A twenty-minute walk or seven-minute cab ride along Madison Avenue. With the time approaching 8:45 am, I only had one choice. The concierge flagged a cab, and I arrived at Little Collins with five minutes to spare.

Walking through the hole in the wall entry, the size of the establishment staggered me. Someone had added the rear of three shops to a single frontage. Inside, over a hundred people sat in ones and twos, chatting and consuming coffee. The queue at the counter was insane. A sure sign of great coffee. But it moved quick and after grabbing a skinny latte, I found an empty seat by a wall. Having scanned the crowd a few times in search of Claudia, I was confident she’d yet to arrive.

Pulling out my laptop, I quickly finished up my SoulMates review and was about ready to submit it when someone spoke to me from behind.

“Bit late for your fifth date, isn’t it?” Claudia said.

I turned to the most incredible smile I’d ever seen in my life.

“Would you believe it’s coincidence?” I asked.

“In my favourite coffee shop in New York City?” Claudia asked.

“Yep,” I replied.

“In a city six hours from your home?” Claudia asked.

“Yep,” I replied.

“On a Monday morning at 9:00 am?” Claudia asked.

“Yep,” I replied.

“Then, no, I wouldn’t believe it’s a coincidence,” Claudia said.

“I didn’t think that excuse would work,” I said.

“What are you doing here? Did you come for me?” Claudia asked.

“Yep,” I replied.

“Well, I have to give you points for effort,” Claudia said with a smile.

“I’m sorry, but Nancy told me you…” I said.

“… hadn’t rated you as a keeper,” Claudia interjected.

“Yep,” I said.

“And you flew three and a half hours to talk yourself up?” Claudia said.

“Well, to be honest, it sounded better in my head,” I said.

We chatted for a while as we drank our coffees. Claudia was right. The coffee tasted even better than it smelt. Which seemed downright implausible.

“How would you know the flight time if you hadn’t checked it?” I asked.

“Kansas City is halfway to Los Angeles,” Claudia replied.

Looking at Claudia sitting less than six inches from me, my heart beat loud enough to drown out the city traffic. And it didn’t quieten during our entire conversation. I imagined no-one else in my life. She was the only one I would do something this foolish for.

“Well, I came to the coffee shop this morning to complete my SoulMates journey,” Claudia said, pulling out a laptop from her shoulder bag.

“Such a hard decision. One where I have to choose between following my heart or my head,” Claudia said.

Every word Claudia spoke had incredible meaning. As I listened, I moved through every reaction possible. And she wasn’t rushing towards the end.

“I understand. Everyone’s journey must be very different,” I said.

“You know you won’t sway my decision, don’t you?” Claudia said.

“But if you need a sounding board, I could help,” I said.

“Don’t you think you may be biased?” Claudia asked.

“Not at all. I’m a man of science and here to peer review,” I replied.

“Then, let’s start with date one, Jane the lesbian. Do I imagine a future with her?” Claudia said.

“Short red head with the energy of the Energiser bunny?” I commented, receiving a nod from Claudia.

“I’m not into girls, so that’s a hard-no,” Claudia said.

Thank goodness. That date I couldn’t have competed with.

“Moving onto date two, Bill, the big city stockbroker. Do I imagine a future with him?” Claudia said.

“He was far more fascinated with my equipment than my brain,” Claudia added.

I tried not to think of Claudia getting intimate with other dates, but knew it was part of the process.

“And my equipment dwarfed his, so that’s a hard-no,” Claudia added.

“Now, date number three, Juan, the baseball professional. Do I imagine a future with him?” Claudia said.

I squirmed in my seat, getting less confident by the minute. The graphic recaps were killing me.

“A fellow hot-blooded Latino, with the endurance of a pure-bred racehorse, and the equipment to match. A strong maybe,” Claudia said.

“Date number four, Anders, the actor. Do I imagine a future with him?” Claudia said.

“Any starring role I’d recognise him from?” I asked.

“Not unless you are a fan of gay porn. Which he insisted on showing me,” Claudia replied.

“He was a cold-blooded Nordic and way prettier than me. Another strong maybe,” Claudia said.

“And last, date number five, Tom the scientist. Do I imagine a future with him?” Claudia said.

“He was…” Claudia said before stopping.

“I can give you five if you like,” I said.

“He was sweet and sensitive. And a dynamo in the sack. Definitely a maybe, too,” Claudia said.

I felt three feet taller as Claudia weighed up the ranking.

“Now, if I ranked by cock size, it’d be an extremely hard call between Juan and Anders,” Claudia said.

“I find cock size overrated,” I commented.

“And you are an expert?” Claudia commented.

My phone buzzed, distracting me for a second. It was my sister.

“Where the hell are you?” she messaged.

“Are you still alive?” she messaged.

“Yes,” I responded.

“Ah yes, how about if I rank by social media presence?” Claudia said.

“Is that even a thing?” I asked.

“Oh, yes. A big thing in some people’s eyes,” Claudia replied.

“Juan would win on sheer numbers, but Anders would win on devotion,” Claudia said.

“Pick me, please,” I said, unable to stand anymore of the teasing.

“But how do I know you picked me?” Claudia said.

“I’ll show you mine,” I said.

“Has that line ever worked for you?” Claudia asked.

I opened my laptop and showed Claudia my rankings.

“You haven’t submitted it yet?” Claudia asked.

“I was about to do it when you arrived,” I replied.

“Then don’t let me stop you,” Claudia said.

I pushed submit and locked in my rankings.

“Then Tom it is. Does one rank highest or lowest?” Claudia asked with a smile.

I waited with bated breath as Claudia submitted her rankings.

“How long are you in town?” Claudia asked.

“Just long enough for a second date,” I replied.

“Then I’d better clear my schedule for the week,” Claudia said, stroking my upper thigh.

“That might cut it a little short,” I said, interlocking my fingers with Claudia’s.

“How about I show you the real New York City?” Claudia said.

“Sounds awesome. But I need to head past my hotel on the way,” I said.

“I’m sure we can make that work,” Claudia said.

I finally breathed out.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


STEPPING OUT INTO the daylight, Claudia’s beauty stuck me immediately. She wore a little black dress, with a halter-neck and long sleeves made of sheer fabric. A wide leather belt pulled the dress in to highlight her tiny waist. While black four inch stiletto patent leather ankle boots with laces up the front, finished the outfit perfectly. A pair of Ray Bands, and subtle makeup that highlighted her incredible pouty lips, made her look every bit the successful model.

“Could you take me to The Plaza, thanks, driver?” I instructed, after hailing a cab.

“Are you staying nearby?” Claudia said.

“Yes, very. Why?” I asked.

“The Plaza is such an iconic building,” Claudia replied.

“Worthy of your bucket list for a sleepover?” I asked.

“The Plaza would sit atop my bucket list,” Claudia replied.

The cab pulled up and dropped us off at the front door.

“Welcome back, Mr Prince,” the concierge said as we walked inside.

“Oh, my goodness. This foyer gives me chills whenever I visit,” Claudia said.

“Wait until you check out the room,” I said.

“Surely, you are kidding me?” Claudia said.

“You’ll just have to wait,” I said.

I led Claudia to the lift. Her excitement was palpable. Each new level in the lift opened her gorgeous eyes just a little wider. Until we hit our destination. The suite floor.

“Do you know someone who’s staying here?” Claudia asked.

“No, but you do,” I replied.

As we reached the end of the hallway, I turned and opened the door. The click of the lock brought with it a squeal of delight.

“Oh, my goodness, you can’t be staying in the Tower Suite,” Claudia said.

“After you, my lady,” I said.

“Why didn’t you lead with this when we met in the coffee shop?” Claudia asked.

“I wasn’t looking for some fortune hunter,” I replied.

Claudia ran through the suite before almost face planting against the window next to the bed.

“This view is insane. Not just Central Park, but the Manhattan skyline,” Claudia said.

“Nothing could beat the view I’m enjoying now,” I said.

Claudia turned and dropped her bag on the floor. Her sunglasses bounced, landing neatly on a bedside table.

“We’ve got some catching up to do, Mr Prince,” Claudia said.

“But it’s only 10:00 am. And on a Monday,” I said.

Claudia lifted her dress over her head, throwing it into the corner. With her 36Cs neatly cupped into a black lace bra, her cock head poked about an inch above her panty line.

“And what naughty suggestions do you have, Miss Smythe?” I asked.

Claudia stepped forward, quickly undoing my top buttons and pulling my shirt over my head. Her hands instantly dropped to my pants, confirming my equivalent level of excitement.

Claudia lent in and kissed me with a passion I’d missed since our time in New Orleans. My fight for Claudia’s attention had been worth every second of the effort. Our tongues wrestled for the dominant position, neither one of us wanting to show less than complete dedication. Meanwhile, Claudia slid her hips from side to side, grinding our cocks together roughly. Claudia finally took the lead, stepping back and pushing me back onto the enormous perfectly round bed, directly under the massive chandelier.

While Claudia’s concentration drifted between me and the stunning architecture, my focus never left her incredible body. Claudia knelt on the bed between my wide open legs, and kissed her way up my thighs, towards my bulging manhood. First the left leg, then the right leg, until she stopped face to face with my rock hard six-inches.

“I’m sorry I’m not as big as Juan or Anders,” I said.

“The gifted are always disappointing. I much prefer a tradesman who knows how to use what he has,” Claudia said.

Claudia grabbed my cock with two hands before plunging her mouth deep and holding. The spasms from her throat massaged my cock everywhere at once. I lay back, unable to respond, fully embracing the immense pleasure. Slowly withdrawing, Claudia worked my cock head, running circles with her tongue, before sliding her lips repeatedly over the full length of my member. I was on the verge of losing all control, and hurtling towards an impending climax, when Claudia changed tact. Keeping me on the precipice, she kissed her way up my stomach until we came to face.

“Not so fast, Mr Prince. I’m searching for a balanced relationship,” Claudia said.

Claudia’s tongue parted my lips before darting into every corner of my mouth. Her hips slid against mine, roughly rubbing our cocks together and back to full excitement. Resuming the lead, Claudia’s breathing quickened, and her movements become more ragged. She was catching up, so I held myself back, knowing we both craved the ultimate simultaneous moment of climax.

Claudia’s soft leather boots locked in against my bare feet, providing an anchor for our penultimate movement. Her silken clad legs excited every hair on my legs as our cocks moved closer and closer towards our dual destiny. Claudia’s kissing became increasingly ragged as she needed more air to handle the excitement. Her rubbing quickened, before suddenly slowing.

“Oh, my god,” Claudia screamed as a torrent of warm nectar sprayed up between our chests a second before mine.

I embraced Claudia, pulling her closer until her heartbeat drowned out everything else. Claudia eventually rolled over onto her back. We lay side by side on the bed, sweat dripping from our bodies, saturating the crisp sheets beneath. Our hearts continued to pump furiously, as our fingers intertwined.

“A freaking turret. You’ve got to be joking,” Claudia said, looking directly up.

“What’s with you and architecture? They have to hold the chandelier up somehow,” I said.

“How long have you got this place?” Claudia asked.

“Depends. How long do you want it?” I replied.

“Is money no object?” Claudia asked.

“Not something I need to worry about,” I replied.

We lay still for ten minutes, marvelling in the connection we’d made.

“I promised I’d show you the real New York,” Claudia said.

“Can’t we see it from my room?” I asked.

“Not to see the side I want to share with you,” Claudia replied.

“How about we do that tomorrow?” I said.

After showering and cleansing each other’s bodies, Claudia and I ordered a room service lunch. Hot dogs from a local street vendor, highly recommended by the concierge, delivered fresh and piping hot to our room. And the largest strawberry sundae I’d seen in my life. Two bowls of fresh ripe strawberries, eight scoops of ice cream, three bottles of flavoured syrup, and six plates of lollies representing every colour of the rainbow. It not only provided the ideal complement to the fiery hot dogs, it provided a much-needed energy boost for what was to come.


CHAPTER TWELVE


WITH OUR BELLIES bursting, and after struggling to find space for leftovers in the refrigerator, Claudia and I propped ourselves against the leather bed head and finished the strawberries.

“What other treats did you have in mind for this afternoon?” Claudia asked.

“Well, I’ve been thinking of ways to use the excess chocolate sauce and sprinkles,” I replied.

Claudia’s giggle said it all.

Sliding my hand from Claudia’s shoulder, I traced a round-about path with my middle finger until I reached her semi-flaccid cock.

“Let me guess. You’ve found the answer,” Claudia said.

“I could combine my three favourite treats, chocolate sauce, sprinkles and…” I said.

“… my cock,” Claudia interjected.

Sliding my fingers around the girth of Claudia’s cock, I gently massaged her back to rock-hard. Kissing my way from her lips to her ears, to her chest, to her cock, my lips replaced my hand. Wrapping my lips firmly around the head of Claudia’s cock, I slid my mouth down its full length. A series of twitches interspersed with longer spasms emanated from her glorious, throbbing member. Reaching out, I picked up the chocolate sauce bottle.

“I think sprinkles may be a little over the top, but chocolate sauce is a whole other thing,” I said, noticing Claudia’s excitement.

Pulling back, I knelt up straight, preparing the chocolate sauce bottle for its next sweet delivery.

“You really should try this. It’s quite the delicacy,” I said.

Claudia snatched the bottle from my hand before trickling layers of sweet chocolate sauce onto her next treat. With chocolate sauce oozing its way along my cock, Claudia licked around the root and towards the head, causing me to tremble in expectation.

Claudia didn’t delay consuming my cock in a swirl of delicious chocolate sauce. Her throat spasmed, massaging every part of my cock at once, in a symphony of sexual delight. She moved seamlessly between licking my cock head, sliding her heavenly lips along my full length and holding me deep in her throat. Just as I was about to blow, she pulled back.

“I want to feel you inside me,” Claudia said.

This called for a change of approach. I slid a pillow underneath Claudia’s head before opening her legs and slowly sliding her hips towards me. Leaning down, I kissed her deeply before applying a liberal dob of lube to her flower and my cock head. As Claudia wrapped her soft leather boots around my back, crossing her feet, I pushed forcefully with my hips until my balls rested neatly against her arse. Once we connected, it was time for me to drive this orgasm home.

“Fuck, that feels incredible,” Claudia moaned.

I didn’t need any encouragement. I hadn’t stopped dreaming of this moment since New Orleans. Starting slowly, I drove my rock-hard member inside Claudia’s arse, slowly and deeply. Before drawing back and repeating. Each time I changed direction, Claudia trembled with excitement.

“Yes, that’s it. Go deep,” Claudia said.

I worked up a rhythm that held back the impending orgasm, yet provide Claudia with maximum pleasure. It was a fine line to walk, but I confidently maintained it. At full thrust, Claudia’s arse cradled my full six inches, while each long slow movement felt like a hundred sets of hands gently massaging my cock. But eventually, the excitement overrode my control, and I hurtled towards the breath-taking climax.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

With Claudia’s soft boots locking me in tight, I pushed myself to full penetration, while my cock delivered a warm torrent of sweet nectar deep inside her. Claudia’s expression confirmed she savoured this moment every bit as much as I did. Claudia’s face glowed in ecstasy, while drops of sweat dripped from my chin onto Claudia’s gorgeous face. I lent forward and rested my full body against Claudia’s, exploring every corner of her captivating mouth with my tongue.

“That was incredible,” Claudia said.

“Well, it has been a week and I’ve missed you every second,” I said.

“Ditto. But don’t get too comfortable. Time for me to take the lead,” Claudia said.

I knew what that signalled and was more than happy to hand over the reins.

Claudia rolled me over, assuming the dominant position. A naughty schoolgirl look crossed her face.

“Now let me choose. Which way should I sodomise you this time? I know,” Claudia said.

Still wearing her five-inch heels, Claudia moved to sit on the bed edge. Her knees sat up high, an inch or two above her hips.

“Stand in front of me,” Claudia directed, extracting immediate compliance.

I lent forward and kissed Claudia. Dropping my hand onto her semi-flaccid cock. A taste of chocolate syrup lingered on her breath, passing a boost of energy for my next workout. Once Claudia was rock hard again, she lay back, flat on the bed.

“Straddle me,” Claudia demanded.

I did as instructed, placing my arse an inch above her hungry member. Claudia lubed up her cock while I prepared my sphincter.

I knew what was coming next, something that excited me to the bone. Grabbing Claudia’s cock, I positioned it against my arse. While her hands guided my hips, I lifted myself a few inches, before Claudia’s cock abruptly entered my rear canal, stretching it slowly as it did. Less accustomed to this sensation, I carefully controlled the pace and depth of entry, until Claudia’s pelvis sat flush against my arse.

“Fuck, I’ve missed you,” I moaned.

Once fully connected, Claudia sat upright, our lips separated by mere inches. I dropped my arms over Claudia’s shoulders and prepared to ride like there was no tomorrow. Claudia’s hands slid to my arse, before we collectively lifted my weight, sliding her cock the full length of my rear entrance. Gravity took over, driving her deeper than I ever imagined possible. I lent in and kissed Claudia, sensing that it wouldn’t be long before she filled me to the brim.

I rocked forward and back a dozen more times, each time marvelling at the depths that Claudia reached. The earth moved each time she crashed against my G-spot. As Claudia’s actions became ragged, I took over, using my legs to perform the heavy lifting. After just one more drop, Claudia wailed.

“I’m coming,” Claudia groaned, with a massive smile on her gorgeous face.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


CLAUDIA AND I rocked the Tower suite that night. To its foundations. And that continued for the forty-eight hours following, before we finally came up for air. Luckily, the concierge was a master of takeaway menus, even ordering us a second strawberry sundae. While we had the best intentions of exploring the hidden side of New York City, that didn’t happen during the first few days. With everything at our fingertips, and a massive round bed to attempt every viable position on, we worked our way through my sexual bucket list. Though when we did finally leave the hotel, Claudia opened my eyes to a side of New York City I never imagined existed.

I remained in New York City for two full weeks. And after grabbing a few belongings, Claudia stayed with me at The Plaza for the full duration. It was a second date that neither of us wanted to end. But we both knew it had to. After two weeks of living large in the big apple, it was time to find a longer term solution. While I considered a place in New York City, it didn’t work for the two of us. And after plenty of research, something we both loved, we settled on a move to Merrick, Long Island. Just a forty-five-minute commute from Manhattan for Claudia, and fifteen minutes to John F. Kennedy International Airport, it proved the perfect spot for both of us.

Apart from moving to New York and spending more time at airports, my life didn’t change too much. I telecommuted mostly, and caught up with Kathy at least weekly, whenever I made it to Kansas City. I even flew Kathy and Marty to Long Island once a month. We typically spent our time in Manhattan, sharing Claudia’s secret spots. Kathy and Claudia got along like a house on fire, so we were always sad when the weekend was over. Marty even popped the question during one trip, but Kathy didn’t say yes or no. She never believed in the concept of a partner for life.

Claudia maintained a busy modelling career, one that continued to ride the wave of transgender model popularity. But she also helped me with my medical research for mental stimulation. I loved the way her mind worked and the fresh perspectives she brought to my work. She helped me identify some incredible breakthroughs. And she appeared far happier knowing that her brain wasn’t turning to mush, and that she wasn’t wasting her years of study.

Neither Claudia nor I dealt with SoulMates again. They had proven me wrong. The process worked. And by following it, Claudia and I both found the loves of our lives. So, I happily dropped any thoughts of claiming the money-back guarantee. In fact, I never logged into the website again after submitting my ratings and rankings. There was simply no need, as I didn’t care who picked me. I took a chance and persuaded Claudia that I was her true love. All the rest was history. While I smiled whenever Google presented SoulMates ads, I never regretted the process, or forgot how five first dates taught me more about myself than I bargained for. And brought me true love.
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THE AUDITION
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Have you ever lived your life in the shadow of someone else, too afraid to step into the limelight?

Taylor Moon is a talented musician. And everyone Taylor performs for agrees. It’s just a pity Taylor’s life is in a holding pattern. Twelve months after moving to Hollywood to support the ambitions of the girl of his dreams, Taylor is working three jobs just to pay their rent. All while trying to record a demo that can be shopped to the recording studios. No wonder Taylor’s future suffers. He never gets the time to gig or work on his demo. Such are the demands of his present.

So, when the object of his affections, Holly Wood, arrives home from acting class with a half-baked plan to win a breakthrough acting role, Taylor immediately jumps to her support. As he always has done. And seems destined to always do. After all, that’s why he made the trek to Los Angeles, to help Holly become a star. Even if that means putting his own ambitions aside.

But when Taylor attends an A-List party in Bel Air, as part of Holly’s half-baked plan, he meets billionaire playboy, Bradley Love, and the stars align with an opportunity to propel him into the spotlight. Something Holly immediately dismisses, as it’s not all about her. Taylor must stand up for himself to grab the opportunity. Something he finds near impossible whenever Holly is around.

If you like romances where the ugly duckling becomes the swan, like “My Big Fat Greek Wedding” or ‘Clueless’, then you’ll love ‘THE AUDITION’. The latest novel from indie author, Yumi Cox.

Will Taylor be able to stop being selfless long enough to grasp the opportunity for success and a perfect life?


THE SUPERHOST
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Do you believe that a total stranger could instantly know you better than you know yourself?

Aiden Young is a shy country boy made good since his move to the big city. With his big sister, Sally, he has built a successful multi-million dollar business, while they both maintain solid careers. And all this before he turns thirty. While Sally considers Aiden’s life boring, he has everything going for him, except a viable love life. Having recently split from yet another unfulfilling relationship, Aiden wonders how to change his luck, else he is doomed to stay single, forever.

So, when Sally suggests travel to heal Aiden’s broken heart, he is at first underwhelmed by the idea. But Sally, the manager of a successful debt collection agency, can be quite persuasive when she wants, and rarely takes no for an answer, especially from her little brother. She knows exactly which buttons to push and soon books him on a month-long holiday in the stunning Italian Riviera. At an Airbnb overlooking the picturesque Mediterranean Sea.

But when Aiden arrives in Italy, not everything goes to plan. Jet lagged from a twenty-six-hour flight, and unable to speak a word of Italian, he must rely on his gracious Airbnb Superhost, the man-mountain Jason, to help him navigate a series of challenges. But with challenges comes opportunities. And Aiden soon identifies the opportunity of a lifetime, and one that could change his love life, forever. That is if his insecurities, and the risk of losing his only support, can be overcome.

If you like coming of age romances like ‘Sixteen Candles’ or ‘Grease’, then you’ll love ‘THE SUPERHOST’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Aiden step up and grasp the perfect opportunity to heal his broken heart, or will his insecurities stop him dead in his tracks.ate replacement?


THE FRIEND ZONE
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How far would you go to protect the love of your life? Would you put your own happiness aside, or risk alienating your family, for love?

Edward Alpine believes that life couldn’t get any sweeter. He’s living in a wonderful studio apartment in downtown Manchester, just minutes from his favourite bars and restaurants, and sharing it all with his soul mate, Luna. And he still gets to catch up with loving parents at his suburban childhood home every Friday night for dinner. Things have never been so perfect.

But when his mother mentions a taboo subject once too often during Friday night dinner, her words cause actions that blow Edward’s world apart. When hot blooded Latino Luna takes offence at the comments, Edward’s life spirals completely out of control, creating an outcome that he never saw coming.

Edward finds himself in the friend zone, permanently. And not the friends with benefits zone, either. And with Luna determined to find a replacement soul mate, Edward gets dragged along by the friendship leash, to help Luna’s quest to find her alternate dream guy. Somehow, Edwards must convince Luna to fall in love with him all over again, before helping her find his replacement, or risk losing his soul mate forever.

If you like your romances with equal measures of drama and heart, like ‘The Notebook’, then you’ll love ‘THE FRIEND ZONE’. The latest story from indie author, Yumi Cox.

How will Edward convince Luna that her true soul mate is right in front of her, before she settles for a second-rate replacement?


DEEP INSIDE
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How far would you go to satisfy your partner’s sexual urges? What lines would you cross? Any you wouldn’t?

Tony Walsh is loving life. Married to the woman of his dreams, living in the most awesome apartment in Manchester, and thriving in a job he loves with great friends, life couldn’t get much sweeter. And with his seventh wedding anniversary coming up, he has spent months planning the most romantic night to celebrate the milestone in style. He even has the ‘let’s start a family’ talk planned. Nothing could make his life more perfect.

But Margaret, the love of Tony’s life, isn’t on the same page as Tony. Or even in the same library. Even dining at the perfect restaurant and being surrounded by a room full of loving couples, doesn’t get Margaret feeling romantic. She seems more interested in chatter on her phone and other patrons than she is in Tony. And when a message from her new work friends invites them to a local club, she begs Tony to go.

Since recently moving jobs, Margaret has changed her hair, her clothing and spent lots more time with her new work colleagues. And when Tony meets her friends at the Vanilla lesbian bar, Tony quickly discovers the reason behind the changes in Margaret. Sarah, a drop-dead gorgeous nineteen-year-old bisexual girl with a passion for married women and swinger clubs, has more than just a little crush on Tony’s wife. And that feeling appears to be reciprocated.

If you like coming-of-age romance stories where the characters are trying to reignite that spark like ‘Crazy, Stupid, Love’, then you’ll love ‘DEEP INSIDE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How far will Tony go to compete for Margaret’s affection and save his marriage? And could those changes alter Tony’s view on sex and marriage, forever?


DOUBLE TROUBLE
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What would you do if you discovered your partner had a secret double-life? What secrets would you be okay with? Which ones would be show stoppers?

Joe Angel is a young guy with everything going for him. A qualified tradesman, he works with a great bunch of mates, lives in a fancy part of Boston, and has a super hot girlfriend, Helen. What more could a young bloke want?

But his love life is pretty much on hold. While he works days, she works nights, and they rarely get alone time together. And when they do, Helen keeps getting called into work in the middle of the night. And she’s a corporate cleaner. What’s with that? His friends lay bets that she’s leading a secret double-life.

When Joe visits his first strip club, ‘The Foxy Lady’, on a mate’s Bucks Night, his life spirals out of control. He spots Helen riding a pole in the centre of the club, and all of his mates immediately recognise her, too. Or at least he thinks it’s Helen. If not, it must be her doppelgänger. So, he hatches a plan to confront Helen, all while the intoxicated Buck shoves fifty dollar notes into her bra.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Pretty Woman’, then you’ll love ‘Double Trouble’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Joe successfully keep his cool and get to the bottom of Helen’s secret double-life, or will he lose control and the love of his life, forever?


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?


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

OEBPS/image_rsrc12X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12S.jpg
Transgender Romance Novelist





OEBPS/image_rsrc12W.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12T.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc12Y.jpg





