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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“BUT SERIOUSLY, I’D like to recognise the hard work of the entire team,” Eric said.

A round of ‘here, here’ echoed throughout the meeting room.

“While Terry receives the recognition, he couldn’t have done it without the help of his researcher, Alice, and the support of our wonderful editor, Emily,” Eric added.

“Let’s put the award on the shelf and hit the pub. My shout,” Emily suggested.

While I hoped winning the New York Press Club award for feature reporting would be a stepping stone to journalism stardom, I felt my colleagues believed my career had peaked. For a niche publication struggling to remain relevant and survive, this was a timely lifeline that would likely keep the publication afloat for another two years. That’s why everyone crammed into the meeting room, and why Emily had offered drinks on her corporate credit card.

“Where are we heading?” I asked as we turned onto Broadway.

“Nancy Whiskey Bar. Ben rates it best of the local haunts,” Alice replied.

“All I ever hear is ‘where should we go, Ben?’ Ever since he did that article,” I said.

“Think positive. You’ll make your ten-thousand steps today,” Alice said.

Truth was, I wanted to savour this moment. Have my time in the sun. Be asked about journalism and what inspired me. But my nemesis, Ben, had yet again turned my triumph to his advantage. As I continued to whine and complain all the way up Broadway, we turned into Franklin Street, and then 6th Avenue. The aroma of fine liquor hit me as I saw Ben lead his band of buddies in through the front door. But it wasn’t until I stood at the bar, in front of no less than two hundred whiskies from all parts of the globe, that I admitted the truth.

“He’s a good man, Ben. Knows his New York bars,” I said.

“Yes, so you’ve been trying to tell me for the past twenty minutes,” Alice said.

“What’s your poison?” I asked.

“I’ll have what you’re having,” Alice replied.

“Two Nikka Whiskeys, Gold & Gold Samurai Edition please,” I said.

“Excellent choice. Is it on The Village Voice tab?” the bar attendant asked.

“Sure is. We’re with this rabble,” I replied.

“Then enjoy,” the bar attendant said, placing two glasses in front of us.

“Just out of interest. What sort of deal can you do me on the bottle?” I asked.

“For you, the same price,” the bar attendant replied.

“Then let’s save you a little work and grab the bottle,” I whispered.

With that, a three quarters full, 25 oz bottle of fine Japanese whiskey, resplendent with samurai helmet, appeared in front of Alice and me.

At a touch under 5ft 2in, Alice clocked in as a lightweight. Both physically and from an alcohol consumption point of view. At a little over one hundred pounds and with a fast metabolism, Alice was best described as a pocket rocket. She was cute, with mid-length blonde hair and a fit body squeezed into her tight blue jeans. But I doubted she visited a bar more than once a year to celebrate New Year. After her second drink, a hand covered the glass each time I poured. Still, what she lacked as a drinking buddy, she more than made up for in conversation.

“Are you still dating Brad from Accounting?” I asked.

“Nope. Turns out he had a few surprising quirks,” Alice replied.

“Like what?” I asked, suddenly interested.

“How about you do the research I should’ve done?” Alice replied.

“Why is it that whenever I ask you a question, you reply with a question?” I asked.

“It comes with the job, don’t you think?” Alice replied.

“See, you’re doing it again,” I said.

“It may be time to slow down on the samurai fuel,” Alice said.

“You may be right. I doubt you could carry me home,” I said.

“Don’t worry, if that’s an offer, I’d make it happen,” Alice said.

“While I’m totally flattered, I’m sober enough to know a bad idea when I hear it,” I said.

“Well, the night is young. Drink up and I’ll ask you again a little later,” Alice said.

Ben was sitting with a group of his friends to the left of me, away from Alice. They were whispering and giggling like a bunch of girls. But while I was eavesdropping, I heard them mention that Emma Stone was in town to promote her new movie, Cabaret. And Ben had it on good authority that she was heading to a local burlesque club for a photo shoot.

“Are you up for kicking on? After all, it’s our night,” I said.

“Sure, now Brad is dead to me. I got nothing but two cats waiting for me back home,” Alice replied.

“Ben knows a place where Emma Stone may be. And she’ll be posing for photos wearing lingerie,” I said.

“Not something from my bucket list. But I’m happy to tag along.” Alice said.

With a few of the team a little worse for wear, Ben ordered two cabs, and we headed into the East Village. As the half dozen stayers piled out of the cab, Ben called us aside.

“We need to split into a couple of groups, else they won’t let us in,” Ben said.

“I’ll go with Terry and Alice,” Eric said.

“Hell yeah. The A-team are back together,” I said, a little too loudly.

“Point proven. And you need to do something with the samurai bottle,” Ben said.

“How about I scull it now?” I said.

“You guys go ahead. I’ll sort it,” Eric said.

“Thank Emily for the glorious celebration,” Ben said, before heading off with his posse.

“Perhaps we’ll put that bottle somewhere less obvious, shall we?” Eric asked.

“I’ll show Ben where to put it,” I replied, fumbling to remove the cap.

Heading into Club Cumming, Eric took the lead and did most of the talking. Once past the security guard, I felt a tap on my shoulder.

“Perhaps you would like me to take your jacket, sir?” an attractive girl asked.

“I’m a little chilly,” I replied.

“I’m afraid I must insist. You can pick up the jacket and the bottle of whiskey when you leave,” the attractive girl said.

“That sounds like a great idea,” Alice interjected.

“I think that is the best outcome for all,” the attractive girl said.

Emma Stone never fronted. Alice, Eric and I wandered across beer soaked carpet to a small table. As red lights faded into purple neon and back again, we watched a drag show, a male burlesque review and a comedy act I’m sure had once appeared on Saturday Night Live. Alice seemed quite engrossed in the entertainment, although it made her a little handsy after one or two more drinks.

“What’s the next award-winning story?” Eric asked.

“I’m open to suggestions,” I replied.

“You’ve got a gift. I bet you could take anything around us and make it sound interesting,” Eric said.

“You recruited me for that reason,” I said.

“Soak in the moment, but remember your ABCs,” Eric said.

“My what’s?” I asked.

“ABCs. Always be creating. Else you’ll be moving backward,” Eric replied.

“I haven’t heard that one. Sounds like good advice,” Alice said.

I headed to the cloakroom before leaving. The attractive girl was there when I arrived.

“May I have my coat and bottle of whiskey, please,” I said.

“Sure, sir,” the attractive girl said, grabbing my jacket.

As she did, a leather-bound notebook fell on the floor.

“What do you do for a living?” the attractive girl asked.

“I’m a journalist,” I replied.

“Makes sense,” the attractive girl said, handing me the jacket.

I checked the pocket for the whisky. The bottle appeared untouched.


CHAPTER TWO


MONDAY MORNING WAS pitch time in the office. Management expected everyone to bring at least a couple of story ideas. I’d spent the weekend nursing a serious hangover and was struggling for inspiration. Perhaps I’d made some notes and stuffed them in my jacket while I was out. I checked the pockets to discover a leather-bound notebook instead. It was large, only just able to fit into my pocket. And it had a pencil and elastic strap across it.

“Looks like Terry has a few story ideas. Do you want to kick us off?” Emily asked.

“Sorry, Emily. I just found something in my pocket,” I replied.

“Another award-winning story idea sent from the heavens,” Ben said sarcastically.

“No, a notebook. A little black book,” I said.

“I always knew you were old school, grandpa,” Ben said.

Emily looked at me, waiting for the pitch.

“With Valentine’s Day less than a month away, we wanted to find the owner of the little black book and return it,” Alice interjected.

“Sounds like a multi-part piece. I’ll give you an article a week until Valentine’s Day,” Emily said.

Alice’s quick thinking not only saved my bacon, but she secured me a weekly article. Just as long as the reader's interest remained high enough. Emily made that proviso after the meeting. As I flipped through the notebook searching for a clue as to the owner, the sheer volume of information within it leapt off the page. Each entry had a clear name, contact number and series of eight codes separated by commas. With a dozen entries on most of the three hundred pages, I quickly estimated there must have been over two thousand entries.

“Where did you find that?” Alice asked, as we brainstormed the first article.

“The cloakroom girl at the club on Friday night,” I replied.

“Perhaps she knows who the owner is,” Alice said.

“I reckon the club is a sensible place to start,” I said.

I handed the notebook to Alice and headed to the whiteboard.

“How do we turn this into a series of Valentine’s Day articles? And one that you, as the co-writer, will be rightly proud of,” I said, smiling.

“Wow, four articles as a co-writer. How awesome,” Alice said, trying to disguise her obvious excitement.

“We need a guy, a girl and a happy ending,” Alice added.

“Exactly. Yet the guy is unknown and there’s at least two thousand girls to choose from,” I said.

Alice and I spent the morning planning the story. We had less than two days to deliver the first article. No matter how many times each of us scoured through the notebook, there wasn’t a single lead as to the owner. That was gap number one. Once we knew the owner, the storyline would almost write itself. Or so I hoped. We punted on the owner being lost without the notebook. And they risked spending Valentine’s Day alone, unless we intervened. Finding the owner would provide the story and facilitate the happy ending. It was time to backtrack my movements.

“Welcome to Club Cumming. You are speaking with Peggy,” the receptionist answered.

“Hello, Peggy. I was at the club on Friday night and found a black notebook. Has anyone reported one missing?” I asked.

“Nothing in the day-book, but I can ask the duty manager,” the receptionist replied.

“I would appreciate that,” I said.

“Okay, I’ll ask Lavina to call you. Have a lovely day,” the receptionist said.

“Could you let her know it’s urgent?” I said.

“What reason shall I give?” the receptionist asked.

“It appears to contain medical information,” I replied.

After providing my number and reinforcing the urgency, I hung up and spent the afternoon outlining a first article. While I worked on the article, my research guru Alice scoured and re-scoured the notebook, trying to find any lead. I noticed her extracting data and entering it into a spreadsheet. It was only a sample. There was no way to extract all two thousand plus entries. But once she’d extracted a hundred entries, she started searching for the people behind the contacts.

“All the names in the book are female,” Alice said.

“Interesting. Are we looking for a male owner, then?” I asked.

“Either that or she’s one serious lesbian,” Alice replied.

“For the sake of the article, let’s hope for the former,” I said.

“What do you remember about the cloakroom girl?” Alice asked.

“She was awfully cute,” I replied.

“Lets Google, cute girl,” Alice commented.

“Her name tag said Fabia, or something like that,” I said.

“Is this her?” Alice asked, handing over her laptop.

“How the hell did you find that so quickly?” I replied.

“It’s what you employ me for. Research,” Alice said.

“She’s even cuter than I remember,” I said.

“It says here that she’s the night manager, Lavina,” Alice said.

“Boy, she sure is pretty,” I said.

“Amazing what a set of whiskey goggles does for you,” Alice said.

“Are you gonna bring that up again? Two years later,” I said.

“Oh well, if she hasn’t called me back by the end of the day, I’ll drop by,” I added.

“Do you want me to come?” Alice asked.

“I think I’ll manage this one myself. We had a connection,” I replied.

“And then you woke up, with the bedclothes stuck to your hand,” Alice said.


CHAPTER THREE


HAVING HEARD NOTHING from the club since my call early in the day, I dropped past on the way home from work. Set in a residential district along East 6th Street, it was easy to miss. Between a Korean restaurant and stairs to the apartments above, the club entry was literally a hole in the wall. It would have been around 8:30 pm when I arrived and asked for the duty manager. After being shown to a seat at the bar, the bartender asked me for my order.

Straight after I ordered, the house lights dropped, and the stage lights kicked in. I had flashbacks to the Friday night before as a neon sign resplendent with Club Cumming lit up above the stage and red spotlights focused on a lone comedian. The small crowd appeared entertained as the comedian interacted with several members of the audience. Then a pianist joined in, and she did a couple of songs, before thanking the wonderful crowd and heading off-stage. Nursing a Jack Daniels on the rocks, a familiar face appeared next to me around ten minutes later.

“I’m Lavina. What can I do to help you?” Lavina asked.

“You may not remember me,” I replied.

“Samurai whiskey guy, right?” Lavina asked.

“You have a brilliant memory,” I replied.

“Rachel told me to call you. But I haven’t had time,” Lavina said.

“I’m not stalking you. I was just passing by and preferred to speak to you face-to-face,” I said.

“You hang out in The Bowery often, do you?” Lavina asked.

“I work in the Financial District and pass through on my way home to the East Village,” I replied.

“Wow, we don’t attract too many stockbrokers and merchant bankers in here,” Lavina says.

“I’m a journalist. Terry Price from The Village Voice,” I said.

“That would explain the jeans and a t-shirt, rather than a thousand dollar suit,” Lavina commented.

I wasn’t sure whether to take the comment as a compliment or insult.

“So, Terry Price from The Village Voice, what can I help you with?” Lavina asked.

“While here on Friday night, I left my jacket in the cloakroom. When I picked it up, there was something extra in it,” I replied.

“I can’t remember giving you my number. But you are kind of cute,” Lavina said.

“No, not that. It was a notebook,” I said.

“The black one that fell on the floor,” Lavina said.

“Yep, that’s the one,” I said.

“I asked you what you did, and you said journalist. I assumed it belonged to you,” Lavina said.

“It’s not mine,” I said.

“Well, no-one has come forward to say they’re missing a notebook,” Lavina said.

“It looks quite valuable,” I said.

“Is it full of secret bank accounts?” Lavina asked.

“No, women’s names and details,” I replied.

“Well, thanks for thinking about me. But just because I work at a gay bar doesn’t make me a lesbian,” Lavina said.

“No, I wasn’t suggesting that it belonged to you,” I said.

“What sort of details?” Lavina asked.

“I’m still trying to figure that out,” I replied.

With the lights dropping for the next act, Lavina signalled for me to follow her. She led me backstage and into an office. In the white light of the office, I realised my instincts had been strong. This girl was gorgeous. With long blonde hair with brown streaks, she stood around 5ft 10in. But in her heels, we were almost eye to eye. Lavina wore a fawn, white and black striped dress, covering her arse and one inch of legs, and black four-inch stiletto thigh-high suede boots. I struggled to regain my composure.

“Can you show me the notebook?” Lavina asked.

“Sure, there are thousands of entries like this,” I replied, flipping through some sample pages.

“What does it mean?” Lavina asked.

“Not sure. It’s a mystery,” I replied.

“Any idea who it belongs to?” Lavina asked.

“None. Hence, I’m sitting here,” I replied.

“It could have been in the cloakroom for weeks. We don’t clean it out often,” Lavina said.

“Then I’m not sure what to do with it?” I said.

“Look, if you leave it here, it’ll end up in the bin out back,” Lavina said.

I looked at Lavina, a little perplexed.

“No-one wants to touch what gets left in here each night,” Lavina clarified.

“I understand,” I said.

“You hold on to it. Here are my contact details. Call me when you solve the mystery, or if you need a plus one for a swanky do in the Financial District,” Lavina said.

“And you have my phone number from earlier,” I said.

“If I’d known it was you, I’d have kept it. But I’m not keen to search the bins out back,” Lavina said.

I texted Lavina my details. Her phone dinged immediately.

“Okay, Terry. Anything else I can help you with?” Lavina asked.

“Look, I’m writing a Valentine’s Day article about finding the address book owner,” I replied.

“Wow, that sounds great. We could certainly use the publicity,” Lavina said.

“Well, if you can help me return the notebook to the rightful owner, I’ll include the club’s name and your photo, too,” I said.

“The Village Voice you said, right?” Lavina asked.

“Yep, one hundred and twenty thousand copies distributed weekly,” I replied.

“Okay, impressive numbers. Alternative readers, too,” Lavina said.

“I’ll be writing the first article this week. And I’ll mention you and the club,” I said.

“Then let me know if you need any help,” Lavina said, scanning the address book again.

Abruptly, she stopped, turned back a page, before her eyes lit up.

“I know one girl on the list. Roisin Shine. She works at the club,” Lavina said.

“Wow, could we chat with her?” I asked.

“She’s not here now. But I’ll arrange something and let you know,” Lavina replied.

“I’m on a tight deadline,” I said.

“Is by the weekend soon enough?” Lavina said.

I left the club with the notebook in hand and increased positivity about the outcome. As I followed Lavina to the front entrance, her curvaceous hip sway almost hypnotised me, causing me to trip twice.

“Still recovering from a big Friday night,” Lavina said.

“It must be the dim lighting,” I said.

As I wandered down the street away from the club, I brainstormed over two dozen questions for Roisin. The hunt was on. And now I had a solid lead.


CHAPTER FOUR


THE PITCH FOR the first article came along nicely. A mystery owner of a black book with over two thousand female names in it. All entries were hand-written over what seemed like a twenty-year period. That equated to one hundred entries per year, or two a week. The names and numbers showed entries from women across the globe. This guy was the ultimate player. We were on a mission to tell his story and return the notebook before Valentine’s Day.

Starting super early, I headed straight into my office to catch up with Alice. She’d done a ton of research and had identified many of the women in the notebook. By using a few basic tools, really smartly, she’d confirmed the location of over fifty women on the list. And instead of them all living in the boroughs, they were all over the USA, and the globe. I nearly fell off my chair when I saw the results of her work.

“You mean to tell me, this guy is…,” I said.

“… a global playboy. Yes,” Alice said with a broad smile.

“How many of the girls are local?” I asked.

“Less than five percent,” Alice replied.

“Well, I have news for you, too,” I said.

“Let me guess. You’ve got a date with Fabia,” Alice replied.

“Lavina is my type, but no. We’re catching up with a girl from the book in the next few days,” I said.

“Let me know her name and I’ll uncover the inside story for you,” Alice said.

On Wednesday mornings, all the journalists crammed into the meeting room for a pitch health check. Articles green-lighted on Monday needed to be submitted by close of play Tuesday, in time for an editorial review and feedback session on Wednesday morning. Without an owner or lead to narrow the field, I’d shared our goal and challenge with the readership. Hoping they would rally behind the cause. It was a high-risk call, but realistically the only one available to me.

“Okay, let’s move to ‘Finding a Valentine’, Terry,” Emily said.

It was my turn to shine. And that was a draft name I was hoping to change out in final draft.

“I’ll have the finished article by close of business,” I said.

“It looks solid. I like the ‘engage the readers’ approach,” Emily said.

“You need to provide an outline of the remaining articles with the first one,” Emily added.

That was not what I was hoping to hear. I planned to have a week to complete the four-part story outline. In less than a day, I’d need to take a massive punt.

“Can it wait until next week?” I asked.

“That’s a hard no. Unless you want to pull this week’s article,” Emily replied.

I heard my phone buzz and looked to see a message from Lavina.

“Devocion Coffee House, 25 East 20th Street, at 11:00 am, tomorrow,” Lavina messaged.

“Can we meet earlier?” I responded.

“Not if you want Roisin,” Lavina messaged.

“Tomorrow is good,” I responded.

A flood of disappointment rushed through me. That meant I would miss Emily’s deadline.

“Do you want to share something with the team?” Emily asked.

“I have an interview with a woman from the notebook,” I replied.

“Then what’s the problem?” Emily asked.

“It’s after the deadline,” I replied.

After the meeting, Emily asked me to come to her office.

“Look, I know you’re on a high after the NYPC award. And coming back down to earth is going to be challenging. But I need you to deliver this next article, as pitched,” Emily said.

“The timing is a fraction early. It could go several ways,” I said.

“I love the concept. If the first article flies, we have scope to go big as momentum builds,” Emily said.

I knew what going big meant. If I could engage a large enough audience, the advertisers would come on board, and a budget could open up for travel. That was the pitch I needed to make. This was a global story. I simply needed some evidence.

“I’m going to request a travel budget for this one, Emily,” I said.

“Let’s not get too far ahead of ourselves. It’ll come down to two things. Reaction to the first article and the quality of the four-part outline,” Emily said.

“I’ll pitch it as it deserves to be written, travel included,” I said.

“You know how it works. The next article will depend on the success of the previous one,” Emily said.

Even without knowing the notebook owner or having chatted to any of the women on the list, I cleaned up the draft and created an outline truly worthy of the story. Next steps lay in the hands of our readers and our editor, Emily. Reaction to the story was even better than I’d hoped for. The story got picked up by a few regional television and radio stations. That confirmed article two. And if readership and interest sustained, then there’d be room for travel in the budget.

“I wanted to provide a little direction on the article front, Terry,” Emily said.

“Happy to take your feedback on board,” I said.

“Understand that I said direction, not feedback,” Emily said.

“First, make sure you solve the mystery before Valentine’s Day. Else you’ll be lining up at the social security office on February fifteen. Second, keep it NYC focused. If you travel, I want the story written from the New York City perspective. It must speak to our readers. And finally, keep that Miss Lavina involved. She resonates with the readers, and my gut tells me she could become an integral part of the story,” Emily said.

I didn’t understand all of Emily’s reasons, but agreed. After all, Emily’s gut was legendary around New York City. An incredible journalist before becoming an editor. I could only dream of competing with her trophy cabinet. I had to trust her instincts. Plus, the lure of travel could persuade me to agree to almost anything.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


WHILE I PREPARED for the interview with Roisin, Alice went into deep research mode. After scanning the two thousand seven hundred and fifty-seven names in the notebook, she selected exactly five hundred at random. Building an algorithm, Alice let her computer decide who made the selection. Honestly, she lost me after ‘I scanned the notebook’ and I didn’t catch up until she’d finished. But she happily worked through identifying local candidates from the five hundred. And by referencing Facebook, had validated a handful still lived locally.

I met Lavina at Devocion Coffee Shop in Union Square around 10:30 am. That provided a solid half hour to discuss my approach before Roisin Shine arrived. Having a friendly face involved often loosened up the interviewee and sped up the conversation. It was like doing the interview on fast-forward. I arrived around fifteen minutes earlier to find the best spot to hold the interview. Luckily I did, because Lavina was right on time.

“Hi Lavina, I hope you had a trouble-free shift at the club,” I said.

“Yes. Wednesday nights are usually a little quieter. Although whenever we host Drag Queen Bingo, the crowd gets a little raucous,” Lavina said.

“Thank you for organising this catch up with Roisin,” I said.

“My pleasure. I hope she can shed some light on the owner for you,” Lavina said.

Lavina wore a tight snake skin patterned dress. With a high neckline and long sleeves, the dress sat around an inch below her gorgeous backside, even when she was walking. What few heads there were in the coffee shop had immediately turned to check her out as she walked across to me. A pair of beige four-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots, a matching quilted handbag with a chain strap and oversized sunglasses, completed her outfit.

“When Roisin arrives, I’ll sit here and you should sit next to me,” I said.

“I suppose you don’t want to be distracted during the chat,” Lavina said with a smile.

“I’d need you out of sight for that. But it will help keep the focus, and provide a friendly face for Roisin,” I said.

“Wonderful to know it was worth putting on something fun and flirty,” Lavina said.

Lavina crossed her legs and causally bumped my leg with her suede boot. I instantly responded by moving my feet across at forty-five degrees to my body.

“I’m sorry about that,” I said.

“It wasn’t an accident. You need to understand who you are interviewing,” Lavina said.

My face signalled my ignorance of Lavina’s line of discussion.

“Roisin is a burlesque dancer. She will distract you and you need to deal with it,” Lavina added.

Lavina’s words got me thinking about past interviews, especially those with very attractive women. I needed to be ready for the seduction and counter it comfortably.

After another quick session of tips from Lavina, she moved places, and we ran through the questions. Roisin arrived a few minutes late. But she instantly recognised Lavina, and the two hugged as Roisin reached the table. I stood and shook Roisin’s hand before asking for a coffee order. She suggested Irish, before settling on a skinny latte. As I walked to the counter to order, I felt like Hugh Hefner, entertaining two such stunning women.

“Welcome, Roisin. My name is Terry Price and I write for The Village Voice,” I said.

“You’re right, Lavina. He is hot,” Roisin said.

“Thank you. Are you aware of what I wanted to chat to you about?” I asked.

“I’m in your little black book. I hope you rated me five stars,” Roisin replied.

“I’d like to find the owner of the notebook and was hoping you could shed some light on that,” I said.

“Ask away. I’m an open book. And I’ve read your article. It sounds terribly romantic,” Roisin said.

“So, you’re aware of the background and what I’m trying to do?” I asked.

“Yes, ask me anything,” Roisin replied.

Roisin was tall, slim, blonde and European looking. She had a distinct Russian or Slavic accent, which belied her Irish given name. She dressed casual chic, wearing a white long-sleeved business shirt with a black short leather skirt underneath. A pair of black four-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit and lifted her to around 6ft 3in. She carried a black silk jacket and wore a small black handbag over her shoulder. Roisin was the type of girl you would notice on the street, even in New York.

“Well, here’s the notebook in question. And here’s your entry,” I said, sharing the notebook across the table.

“I’ve never seen it before,” Roisin said.

“And you wouldn’t know who the owner is?” I asked.

“No, I wouldn’t have a clue. But if he’s as handsome as you, please give him my number,” Roisin replied.

Understanding that the notebook owner already had Roisin’s number, I decided it was best to leave the comment unanswered. I pointed to the code beside Roisin’s name. It showed 1.3, 3, 10, 180418, 8, 8, 3, 9.

“Each entry has a code next to it. I’m wondering if you could translate it for me,” I said.

“I’m not much good at maths,” Roisin said.

“What are your stats, Roisin?” Lavina asked.

“I’m twenty-four, 5ft 11in, a size ten, and my shoe is an eight. Else I’m not sure how to help you,” Roisin replied.

“How about your measurements?” Lavina asked.

“I’m 38-24-38 and eight inches,” Rosin replied.

“So, to summarise, nothing looks familiar, and you wouldn’t guess at the owner?” I asked.

“No, I’m afraid. But if he’s cute, pass on my thanks,” Roisin replied.

“Thanks. For what?” I asked.

“For including me in his book. My rating is almost the same as Andrea Petric,” Rosin replied.

I turned to Lavina, struggling to understand the reference.

“She’s a supermodel,” Lavina said.

“You’re as attractive as any supermodel I’ve seen,” I said, perhaps overstepping the mark.

“If this thing with Lavina doesn’t pan out, call me,” Roisin said.

“I’m sure you wouldn’t have trouble finding a guy,” I said.

“Finding a decent guy, who ticks all the boxes in this city, is hard,” Roisin said.

I was about to launch into a question when I felt Lavina’s hand grab my thigh.

“Thanks for your help, Roisin. And be sure to follow my articles,” I said.

After saying goodbye to Roisin, Lavina and I caught up.

“Why did you stop me?” I asked.

“I see the same interaction in the clubs every night,” Lavina replied.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“The girls play the ‘I’m ugly’ card to earn more money,” Lavina replied.

“I didn’t see that,” I said.

“No, you had the beer goggles well and truly strapped on,” Lavina said.

“Well, thanks for helping me out. No leads, but a useful chat,” I said.

“Have you solved the mystery of the code?” Lavina asked.

“Not really, but I think it relates to physical statistics,” I replied.

“I was thinking the same. But it seems coded,” Lavina said.

“We’ve got no hope without the code key,” I said.

“What’s the next step?” Lavina asked.

“If the boss is happy, then it’s off to LA,” I replied.

“You’ll be able to get a suntan,” Lavina said.

“I’ll need someone to help me. There’ll be several interviews,” I said.

“Are you asking me to accompany you on a dirty weekend to LA, Mr Price?” Lavina asked.

I sat still, frozen to the spot. Lavina brushed my leg with her suede boot.

“If you are. The answer is unequivocally, yes,” Lavina replied.

With that, Lavina kissed me on the cheek and headed off. I tracked her arse to the door before my heart started beating again.


CHAPTER SIX


HEADING BACK INTO the office, I immediately grabbed Alice for a catch up. I shared my feedback on the interview with Roisin, while Alice updated me on the research she’d been doing. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but something looked different about Alice.

“Have you had a haircut?” I asked.

“Not recently,” Alice replied.

“Then is that a new outfit?” I asked.

“I haven’t worn it in the office before,” Alice replied, briefly smiling.

“Speaking of outfit. I felt like Hugh Hefner sitting with Lavina and Roisin,” I said.

“Thanks for sharing that,” Alice said.

Reading the tea leaves, I moved onto the facts.

“I was hoping I’d have a lead for you by now,” I said.

“Roisin had no clue about the notebook owner?” Alice asked.

“Not a clue. But I got her vitals for you,” I replied.

I wrote twenty-four years old, 5ft 11in, dress size ten, shoe size eight, and 38-24-36 dimensions and passed it to Alice.

“No wonder your little head is still in charge. Did Barbie have blonde hair?” Alice asked.

“Roisin did. How did you know?” I replied.

“Call it a lucky guess,” Alice said.

“I’m feeling it might have been a massive waste of time,” I said.

“Did she ask you out, or did she respect Lavina’s territory?” Alice asked.

“She mentioned I was cute. Several times,” I replied.

“Not surprising. Anyhow, let’s talk about the work, please,” Alice said.

I wasn’t sure why Alice was angry, but dropped it and moved on.

“How’s the second article coming along?” Alice asked.

“I didn’t extract the lead I hoped out of Roisin. So, I’m no further along,” I replied.

“Then maybe you should ask Lavina out to dinner. At least that would boost your already inflated ego,” Alice said, before storming out.

Deciding to give Alice ten minutes to collect herself, I headed out for drinks. A coffee and pastry always seemed to calm things down between us. While walking to the coffee shop, I got a message.

“I enjoyed seeing you in action yesterday,” Lavina messaged.

“Such a pity we didn’t get the lead we needed,” I responded.

After ordering the coffees, a follow-up message came through.

“I’m enjoying trying to solve this mystery with you,” Lavina messaged.

“I hoped we’d have a name of the owner by now,” I responded.

“When is the second article due?” Lavina messaged.

“Later today. And I’m struggling,” I responded.

“Perhaps not knowing adds to the excitement,” Lavina messaged.

“But we haven’t even broken the code,” I responded.

“Then use people-power,” Lavina messaged.

“What do you mean?” I responded.

“Ask the readers to help solve it,” Lavina messaged.

“You are incredible,” I responded.

Back in the office, I took a unique tact with the article. Sharing my dilemma, I provided an example of the code and Roisin’s vital stats and asked for help to break it. The New York University jumped on board, assigning the problem to a group of fifty post-graduate students. A day later, I’d received a half dozen hypotheses for part of the code. Stuff like age minus twenty-one and bust size minus twenty-inches.

With a larger data set, Alice could test the hypotheses. And it appeared like we had a part solution for the code. But there were still a half dozen parts that no data existed for. I asked Alice to identify any other related vitals. She came up with a list of seven, which I added to the interview questions. By this stage, Alice’s analysis of the notebook data was almost complete. And unfortunately, the data played against Emily’s New York City focus.

“I’ve got location data on three hundred entries,” Alice said.

“What is it telling us?” I asked.

“That this guy is a total player,” Alice replied.

I wasn’t sure whether Alice was still angry at me or was building me up for a fall.

“In order of highest percentage, South America has twenty percent, Western Europe has twenty percent, and the UK has twenty percent,” Alice said.

“That does not help with the New York focus,” I said.

“Within the USA, the West Coast has ten percent, while the East Coast, South and Central have five percent each,” Alice said.

“To solve the mystery before Valentine’s Day, what is your recommendation for next steps?” I asked.

“Definitely, the West Coast. I can see a strong cluster in Los Angeles and San Francisco,” Alice replied.

“Well, all I can do is pitch it to Emily. We are in her hands,” I said.

The response to the second article had been better than the first. Besides an engaged readership, and a bunch of code breakers helping us out, the San Francisco media had picked up the story. And they wanted a live interview. With both me and Miss Lavina. Armed with the strength of that publicity, Alice and I fronted Emily later in the day.

“Okay, you can head to the West Coast, but you’ll be on a shoe-string budget,” Emily said.

“I understand, Miss Strong. I’ll do everything to keep the costs down,” Alice said.

“And promise me you’ll solve this before Valentine’s Day. No, make that a money-back guarantee,” Emily said.

“Yes, boss. I guarantee it,” I said.

While Alice headed off to book flights and accommodation, I called Lavina with the news.

“Are you available to go to LA with me for the weekend?” I asked.

“Sorry, to whom am I speaking?” Lavina replied.

“Terry Price from The Village Voice,” I said.

“Is that for the dirty weekend, or the interviews?” Lavina asked.

“Let’s start with the interviews,” I replied.

“Happy to hear the dirty weekend is not off the table,” Lavina said.


CHAPTER SEVEN


ALICE HAD BOOKED six meetings for Lavina and me. The first three were in Los Angeles, followed by three in San Francisco. I guessed the low numbers were because of the Village Voice being New York City focused. The story probably meant little to those on the other side of the country. Although after the television interview, that likely would change.

After a five-hour flight across the country, the Santa Ana winds replaced the chilly snow of New York City. Gusting to thirty miles per hour, the Santa Anas made it clear we weren’t on the East coast any longer. The walk to the rental car was a challenge unto itself. Lavina wasn’t sure whether to hold down her dress or keep her hair out of her face. Unwilling to offer a solution for either, I grabbed her case while she simultaneously attended to head and tail problems.

“Dinner is courtesy of the newspaper, but I’m limited to a per diem,” I said.

“Then Chateau Marmont might be out of the question,” Lavina said.

“I was thinking of a local hamburger joint,” I said.

“I know just the place, if you’re game,” Lavina said.

Pulling into the driveway of the Courtyard Marriot Del Rey, I imagined all my Christmases had come at once.

“You’ve prepared me for a dog box and delivered a palace,” Lavina said.

“Alice has looked after us,” I said.

“I told her that space for my clothes was paramount,” Lavina said.

Checking in, crowds of people log-jammed the reception area. After a half hour wait, I finally made it to the reception attendant.

“I’m Terry Price from The Village Voice, here for the one night,” I said.

“Hello, Mr and Mrs Price. I hope you had a wonderful trip,” the attendant said.

Too tired to worry about the greeting slip up, I signed the forms and followed Lavina to the lift with both bags. As Lavina pushed the tenth floor button, I thanked Alice in my mind for getting two rooms on the same floor. Following Lavina down the hall, we arrived at the last door on the floor.

“Is this yours or mine?” I asked.

“Ours,” Lavina replied.

“It must be one of those multi-room suites,” I said.

Lavina opened the door and walked in, with me following close behind.

“I can see a king-sized bed and a massive robe,” Lavina said.

“See, I knew Alice would look after you,” I said.

“Where should I drop your bags?” I asked.

“In the robe over there, next to yours,” Lavina replied.

I checked the details and headed straight for the phone.

“Sorry Mr Price. We’re fully booked,” the attendant said.

“I’m incredibly sorry about this mix-up. I’ll sleep on the floor. Or in the bathtub,” I said.

“Shower only I’m afraid. And don’t be silly. We can share the king-sized bed,” Lavina said.

“I can assure you this wasn’t my intention.” I said.

“We may have that dirty weekend after all,” Lavina said with a smile.

Looking to rectify the situation, I let Lavina direct me to Hamburger Mary’s for dinner. After a quick shower and change into something casual but dressy, we headed East on a half hour drive through Beverly Hills towards West Hollywood. Along the way we passed icons like Tower Records and The Viper Room. It was incredibly exciting, even for an experienced traveller like me. And somehow, even dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, Lavina looked stunning.

Hamburger Mary’s was not what I expected from a burger joint. More Cabaret than fast-food, we’d arrived just in time for Drag Queen bingo. After showing ID to the door bitch, as she called herself, a tall drag queen wearing six-inch stilettos showed us to our table. An overwhelming smell of sweet, floral perfume washed over me as I walked. Fishnet covered legs marked the tables, elegantly displaying the table number. The entire night was far more fun than I could have imagined. And at the end of the night, they placed the bill under a multi-coloured, speckled platform shoe.

“How did you enjoy dinner?” Lavina asked.

“Far more than I expected,” I replied.

“Don’t worry, you’ll become more comfortable over time,” Lavina said.

“As long as you are with me, I’m comfortable,” I said.

“Have we got time for a visit? My boss Alan asked me to stop in if I had time,” Lavina said.

“Where is it?” I asked.

“A five-minute walk,” Lavina replied.

And so, we headed off, much to my relief, to a club with the name Nightingale.

Unlike Hamburger Mary’s, Nightingales was a new, stand-alone, purpose-built entertainment centre. And after queuing for ten minutes, I stood in a barn shaped club with a massive DJ platform at one end and full length bars on either side. Plenty of patrons danced in the middle of the room, splashing about sweat like a giant sprinkler system. I grabbed Lavina’s hand and headed straight for the bar, where the smell of liquor only just overshadowed the smell of musky post-coital sex. Again, this was more Lavina’s type of establishment than mine. But I assume that’s why her boss had asked her to visit.

Talking was impossible. Using sign language, I suggested we hit the dance floor. Lavina’s moves were insane. She looked eloquent and classy, while pulling out the sexiest moves I’d seen for some time. We danced for the best part of an hour before I suggested we head home. Lavina looked inspired by what she’d seen. All the way home, she dictated notes about what she’d seen. Ideas to take back to New York City.

“I’ll sleep on the floor,” I said as we entered the room.

“Don’t be silly. We agreed, and you need to be on your game for the interviews tomorrow,” Lavina said.

With trepidation, I spent the night in the king-sized bed with Lavina. I awoke refreshed, with the two pillow barrier I’d constructed between us still in place.

The first two interviews revealed little. Sure, we got a little more data, but we were no closer to cracking the code or finding the owner of the notebook. The third interviewee, Lauren Order, had recognised us from Nightingales the night before.

“Any tips for us?” I asked.

“There was a guy I remember,” Lauren replied.

“He told me he was scouting for films and asked if I would be interested. He was half talking to me and half talking to my boyfriend,” Lauren said.

“Did he mention what sort of films?” I asked.

“Adult films,” Lauren replied.

“Can you remember anything else about him?” I asked.

“He had a British accent,” Lauren replied.

“Is that unusual?” I asked.

“Not here in LA. But he gave me his card,” Lauren replied, reaching into her handbag.

“Here it is. Preston Chandler, film scout,” Lauren added.

Lauren handed me the card, which I copied with her approval.

“Thanks for that. You’ve been a wonderful help,” I said.

“Are you in town for long?” Lauren asked.

“Flying out this afternoon,” I replied.

“What a pity. I’d be happy to be a third wheel,” Lauren said.

“If we weren’t flying out, we’d love to party with you,” Lavina interjected, grabbing my thigh.

I sent the card to Alice before we headed to the office.

San Francisco was a little cooler, but the results were much the same. Only this time Alice had booked us into a single room with a queen sized bed. Still, with the pressure off, I could let my hair down a bit. After a few too many drinks, I awoke spooning Lavina. Luckily, she was fast asleep when I got up.

The television interview turned out to be on San Francisco’s number one daytime show, and in front of a massive audience. The host had read the first two articles and desperately tried for a scoop on the third. Before the show, he eagerly sought an updated from the West Coast trip. A skilled investigative journalist, he discovered the British link, but not the name of the likely owner. That was still being validated. With the identity not forthcoming, he shifted focus to the faces of the story, Lavina and me. After a few general questions, he narrowed his focus on what he saw as the love story.

“Terry, how has it been, spending twenty-four seven with this gorgeous woman?” the host asked.

“I’ve definitely had worse assignments,” I replied to the coos of the audience.

“And Lavina, why is this man still single? Can you believe your luck?” the host asked.

“He’s awfully cute, but not perfect. He pees with the toilet door open, and left pubic hair in my soap,” Lavina replied.

“Wait, you mean the two of you are sharing quarters on this stopover?” the host asked.

“Only while we’re travelling. To save money,” I replied.

“Twin room or double?” the host asked.

“Double with a queen bed,” Lavina replied.

A series of deeper personal questions followed, during which I admitted finding Lavina attractive, and she me. It ended with the host offering to create the perfect Valentine’s Day getaway for the two of us in San Francisco. The buzz surrounding the interview completely blew up on both sides of the USA. On the West Coast the storyline morphed into road-wary, award-winning journalist finds love on a most unusual quest. The readership lapped it up.

On the plane flight back to New York, I drafted the third article. This one was even harder than the previous two to establish the hook.

“You realise the theme running with all the girls, don’t you?” Lavina asked.

“They’re all beautiful,” I replied.

“They’re unconventional beauties,” Lavina said.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


THE THIRD ARTICLE had been even harder to write than the previous two. I shuddered to think how a fourth instalment could be any harder. But by the end of the five and a half hour flight, I’d crafted something worthy of submission as a first draft. Lavina had read the article as it evolved over the previous few hours. We debated the level of disclosure around the owner of the notebook and decided that whatever was made public by the San Francisco television show had to be included. And then we needed to give our readers something more.

A large part of my pitch for the third article was a cliff-hanger ending, in which I pre-positioned our London connection. After scouring the USA, we had identified the notebook’s owner. The only person who could reveal the secret code and reason for this apparent labour of love. Or so we desperately hoped. We simply had to close the case in order to move on with our lives. And before Valentine’s Day. There was no way Lavina, or I, wanted to miss the exciting conclusion. And had both committed to solving the mystery together, for the sake of the finale.

“Why do I care what happens on the West Coast?” Emily asked.

“It’s part of the journey. Without it, the four parts won’t stand up,” I replied.

“How about if we add more behind-the-scenes stuff between Lavina and Terry?” Alice interjected.

“Now that would bring the focus back to New York City,” Emily said.

“I’m not comfortable writing an exposé on my love life in the lead up to Valentine’s Day,” I said.

“Well, from the clip that Alice sent me, it appears the San Francisco Morning Show may have beaten you to the punch,” Emily said.

I looked towards Alice, who pulled up the five-minute clip. Heavily edited, they had pitched it as two New Yorkers travel to the West Coast, only to find love along the way. Dumbfounded, but equally impressed, I struggled to understand how they’d pieced that story together.

“We need to grab this story back for the East Coast, and New York City,” Emily said.

“What do you need me to do, boss?” I asked.

“The next draft needs to be fifty-fifty between notebook search and Valentine’s Day love story. Else it all ends here,” Emily replied.

“But look at all the publicity I’ve gained for The Village Voice on the West Coast,” I said.

“What if we use the San Francisco Morning Show as a springboard to the story behind the story?” Alice suggested.

“I love the idea. We know more than they do, so we can really build on the sexual chemistry,” Emily said.

“Player journalist finally meets his match in the most unexpected place,” Alice suggested.

“Do what Alice said,” Emily instructed.

“I can’t make it go away. Lavina just slipped-up under the spotlights,” I said.

“Weren’t you sharing a room?” Alice added.

“And whose fault was that?” I asked.

“It brought you two together,” Emily replied.

My article and my world, was spinning out of control. I didn’t want to out Lavina to the whole of New York City. Hell, I didn’t even know for certain if she had feelings for me. I needed to wrestle control back before Emily, with creative input from Alice, had me writing a Mills and Boon novel instead of an article fit for an award-winning journalist. Redirection was my only weapon against these two.

“Alice, how did we go with the notebook owner?” I asked.

“I’ve checked out his socials, and he’s a bit of a ghost. He is either icky-level old, or he’s intentionally private,” Alice replied.

“The notebook story is just as important as the romance. I’ll work on the next draft, but we need to reunite the owner with the book,” I said.

“That could pull it all together. The two lovers hand over the notebook on Valentine’s Day,” Emily said.

“Right. We need to get face to face with this guy. Else the algorithm busters will be all over us,” I said.

“Okay, as long as you rewrite the third article and it resonates with the readers, we’ll spring for the airfares and accommodation,” Emily said.

Alice and I headed off with a pile of work to do and little time to do it. I booked out a meeting room for the day and locked myself away to write a romance fiction novel. Or that’s how I saw it. It would take skill to keep the integrity of the original story alive. But I was determined to do it.

“I’m running out of time to contact Preston,” Alice said.

“I don’t care how you do it. We must connect with him before the third article hits the street,” I said.

“By the way, do you want me to contact Lavina and get her sign-off? Or are you two hooking up tonight?” Alice asked.

I sensed a note of sarcasm in her voice, but didn’t have time to explore it.

“I will handle Lavina. Now, I need peace and quiet to re-write,” I replied.

“Would you like me to book a romantic table for two?” Alice asked.

“For whom?” I replied.

“Me and you. Oh no, that ship has sailed. For Lavina and you on Valentine’s Day. If we leave it any longer, we won’t secure anywhere decent,” Alice said.

“Fine. I’ll leave it to your discretion,” I said.

After ushering Alice out of the door and closing the blinds, I set about crafting a love story from an investigative journalism article. It took all my writing chops, but by lunchtime, I was close. I looked at my To Do List. Contacting Lavina and explaining the change of direction was now number one. And I couldn’t break the news over the phone that our faux-relationship was about to be blasted across the East Coast, having already gone viral on the West Coast. It required a face-to-face meeting.

After scheduling a catch up with Lavina at Devocion Coffee Shop, I headed for the door.

“I got onto Preston,” Alice said.

“Brilliant news,” I said.

“Sort of. He’s in hospital and can’t travel,” Alice said.

“Is Preston the owner of the notebook?” I asked.

“Affirmative. He’s terribly excited to be getting it back,” Alice replied.

“Then, if Mohammed can’t come to the mountain, as they say,” I said.

“Okay boss. I’ll sort it,” Alice said.

Lavina floated into the coffee shop with a massive smile across her gorgeous face. Wearing a black strapless bustier tucked into distressed blue jeans and oversized sunglasses, she looked every inch a West Coast television star. And her black, five-inch stiletto suede ankle boots gave her a sexy hip sway, something noticed by everyone in the store. I saw people whisper to each other. It seemed a game of ‘guess the celebrity’ was playing out.

“Thank you for meeting me at short notice,” I said.

“By now, I understand the deadlines you work to. Not unlike my business, really,” Lavina said.

“Again, I’m sorry about the San Francisco Morning Show fiasco,” I said.

“Hey, I was the newbie who spilled their guts. And my response has been all positive,” Lavina said.

“I needed to update you on the third article that will publish tonight,” I said.

“Let me guess, a few changes?” Lavina asked with a smile.

“Yes. It seems the focus has shifted from Preston’s notebook to our story,” I replied.

“I didn’t expect that. But I trust you. If you’re happy with it, I am too,” Lavina said.

“Good news, though,” I said.

“You could have started with that,” Lavina said.

“We’ve contacted Preston. And he is the owner. I’m heading to London tomorrow to hand it over,” I said.

“Tomorrow’s good for me, if you need a companion. I’m rostered off for a few days,” Lavina said with a smile.

The third article not only hit a nerve with New York City readers, the San Francisco Morning Show promoted it, claiming our love had blossomed in San Francisco. Emily didn’t mind. The support sealed a couple of advertising proposals that were work-in-progress until then. So, she was happy to approve the airfares and accommodation. A British tabloid even wanted to interview Preston. Not that we disclosed his name to them. But all was in place for the Valentine’s Day finale.


CHAPTER NINE


THE UBER PULLED up outside Lavina’s apartment around 5:00 pm. The moment she opened the door and flashed her incredible smile, my mood lifted immensely. And that she’d packed for the cooler climate only excited me more. Lavina wore a cream, off the shoulder knitted top, with sexy laces down the front, casually tucked into a well-worn pair of faded blue jeans. A pair of cream four-inch stiletto suede over-the-knee boots completed her ensemble perfectly.

Leaving John F. Kennedy International Airport at 7:00 pm, we travelled throughout the night before arriving around 7:00 am. Knowing we met Preston at midday, sleep was the prime focus of the trip. We needed to be on top of our game and look the part for the final article photos. Lavina slept soundly throughout, but I found it a little more challenging. With her fruity fragrance of choice invading my senses, and her soft knitted top pressed against my bare arm, I struggled to clear my mind.

“Great to meet you, Preston. I’m Terry Price and this is my colleague…,” I said, kicking off the interview.

“Lavina Lima. What a wonderful surprise,” Preston interjected.

“Do you know each other?” I asked.

“I doubt Miss Lima would remember me, but I remember her,” Preston replied.

I turned to Lavina for some guidance before turning back to Preston.

“How do you know Lavina?” I asked.

“She’s in one of my notebooks. On my work-in-progress list,” Preston replied.

With that, Preston turned and pulled a nearly identical notebook out of his bag. It was red leather and a lot thinner.

“You seem to have the advantage over us. We don’t even know the purpose of the black book, let alone the red book,” I said.

“Sorry, let me explain myself. First, I scout talent for adult films. That takes me to all corners of the globe, hoping to discover fresh talent,” Preston said.

“And that’s why Roisin Shine and the other girls are in the black book,” Lavina said.

“Don’t worry, Miss Lima, I understand you aren’t a performer like Miss Shine. But to find fresh talent, I need to look past the obvious,” Preston said.

“And the red book versus the black book?” I asked.

“All girls start off in the red book. I call them my works-in-progress. Then, when I know everything I need to know, they move into another book,” Preston replied.

“Hence the code against all the entries?” I asked.

“Correct, Terry. Once I know all the vital information, I summarise it against a set criterion,” Preston replied.

“We’ve been trying to crack your code, and it seems almost impossible to the layman,” I said.

“Yes. I created it based on the needs of the film studios. But coded it, making the book worthless without my knowledge,” Preston said.

I pulled out the black notebook and placed it on the table between us.

“There it is. I never imagined I’d see it again.” Preston said.

“Would you mind explaining how the code works?” I asked.

“Only if you promise not to publish it. I’d like to protect my lifetime’s work,” Preston replied.

I turned off the recorder and opened the book. Lavina turned the page to Roisin Shine’s entry. It turned out that the graduate students at New York University were on the right path. But besides factual numbers, Preston had coded a few subjective ratings. And the biggest surprise of all was that every entry in the black book was for a transgender girl. That led to two additional codes that I never saw coming.

“I told you that there was a pattern when we were in San Francisco,” Lavina said.

“As usual, I should have listened to your instincts,” I said.

Suddenly, scanning through the entries in the notebook took on a different perspective. As I read the codes, I saw pictures of the entries in more detail than I could have ever wished for.

“Have you ever dated any of the girls in the book?” I asked.

“I’ve been married to Chloe Starling on page twenty-seven for twenty years. She’s my one true love and always will be. Once you find true love, never let it go,” Preston replied.

I looked across to Lavina and noticed a tear form in her eye and run down her cheek.

“I’m incredibly grateful for you returning my book. It reminds me of meeting Chloe every time I see it,” Preston said.

“Quite a journey we’ve been on, and not just physically,” I said.

“I would never have been able to recreate it. I assumed I’d lost my life’s labour of love forever,” Preston said.

“How did it end up in my club in New York?” Lavina asked?

“I was scouting around a month ago. I’d heard good things about a fresh club in The Bowery,” Preston replied.

“You suggest I find a replacement for Roisin, then?” Lavina asked.

“She’s gonna be a star, that one. I called her with an offer last night,” Preston replied.

“Is there anyone else from my club that I should be concerned about?” Lavina asked.

“Sure, there are half a dozen girls in the red book,” Preston replied.

Preston handed the red book over to Lavina. A few frowns later, she handed it back.

“Thank you, Preston. I think,” Lavina said.

“But only one is destined for the brown book,” Preston said.

“A third book,” I said.

“I started in adult films. But for the past ten years, transgender demand has gone mainstream,” Preston said.

“And what do you call mainstream?” I asked with trepidation.

“I’ve been scouting models and actresses for mainstream clients. Runway models, photographic models, mainstream movies and television shows,” Preston replied.

“And how’s that going?” I asked.

“Booming. I can’t keep up with the demand for talent,” Preston replied.

“And you think Lavina could help?” I asked.

“That’s where I would place you,” Preston replied.

“Lavina, I have a mainstream television role I could offer you, if you were interested,” Preston said.

“I think I’ll stay on the management side of the table, thank you,” Lavina said.

“Well, you do have a good eye for talent. Perhaps we could find common ground,” Preston said.

“I have your contact details. I’ll think about the offer,” Lavina said.

I could see where the discussion headed. It seemed to morph from a little black book, to a scouting book, to a job offer in management. The time had come to handover the notebook and conclude the journey. I closed it up and handed it to Preston, as a photographer took a photo.

“Please let me thank you for returning the book,” Preston said.

“There’s no need. The wonderful story makes it worthwhile,” I said.

“No, I insist. You have returned something incredibly valuable to me. And I wouldn’t feel right,” Preston said.

“What did you have in mind, dinner?” I asked.

“How does ten thousand dollars sound?” Preston replied.

“As a journalist, I couldn’t accept such a generous reward,” I said.

“Then I’ll make the cheque out to Miss Lavina Lima,” Preston said.

I looked towards Lavina. Unsure of her financial position, I waited for her lead.

“You are way too generous,” Lavina said.

“Consider it your first commission,” Preston said.

Leaving Preston at the hospital, we headed to the hotel room. Alice had booked a single room, this time with a double bed. And the room was tight, even by UK standards. But it had a tiny desk and a phone. After submitting the last article, I checked in with Alice.

“Can you send me the four-part outline I submitted?” I asked.

“Sure. Here it comes,” Alice replied.

I opened the outline and headed to the fourth article. It was nothing like I remembered. I moved to the third article, with the same result. After checking the second and first article outlines, I identified the author. It listed Emily, and the last revision occurred after the release of the first article.

“Are you sure you sent me the right file?” I asked.

“Oh, sorry. Delete that one, please,” Alice replied.

“No, let’s have a chat about this outline,” I said.

“I’m sorry. I was just following Emily’s direction,” Alice said.

“The shared rooms were no accident?” I asked.

“No,” Alice replied.

“And you tipped off the television host?” I asked.

“Yes,” Alice said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Emily wanted a Valentine’s Day story. One way or the other. And you and Lavina were the backup plan,” Alice replied.

“So, you acted like a couple of cupids to bring us together?” I asked.

“I believed you’d make a lovely couple, but Emily wanted the opposite type of fireworks. But she loves the fourth article,” Alice replied.


CHAPTER TEN


“I’M SORRY THAT you had to hear that,” I said, after I hung up on Alice.

“Why? The fourth article is brilliant. Totally worthy of an award-winning journalist,” Lavina said.

“But they’ve played us. And they used you as a pawn in their game,” I said.

“I have no regrets. I got to travel, meet new people, got a job offer, and above all I got to spend time with you,” Lavina said.

“I still feel terrible. I just wish I could turn the clock back,” I said.

“Which bit would you change?” Lavina asked.

“The bit about us not knowing,” I replied.

“What did you have in mind for dinner?” Lavina asked.

“Well, it definitely wasn’t room service,” I replied, reaching out and touching both walls across the bed.

“Then, I’ve got just the place to lift your spirits,” Lavina said.

“Let me guess. Alan wanted you to visit a club while you were here,” I said.

After grabbing fish and chips for dinner and eating it by the Thames River, we visited the Way Out Club on Tower Hill. The club was like nothing Lavina had taken me to before. I was but one of a handful of guys in a club, filled with almost two hundred feminine patrons. We danced the night away, when not laughing our arses off at the drag show antics. It was a fun way to spend our night in London.

“Did you pick up some tips for back home?” I asked.

“A couple, but that wasn’t my reason for coming,” Lavina replied.

I looked confused as I waited for her to continue.

“It was just a fun night out in a safe environment. One where I could show off my man,” Lavina said.

Back at the hotel, I cast a fresh set of eyes over the fourth article. With the riddle solved, the article had practically written itself. A guy had found the love of his life with the help of a little black book. And I had found the love of my life twenty years later with the help of the same little black book. It was time to submit the final draft, along with the photos. The second I did, I felt relief wash across my body.

“Where’s the fire? My clock shows 2:00 am,” I said.

“I like the article. Your instincts were right,” Emily said.

“And you’re calling in the middle of the night to thank me?” I asked.

“I can’t run it as written. It’s missing a Valentine’s Day ending in New York,” Emily replied.

I ran through every major and minor issue with Emily. Avoiding serious changes, I made subtle nuance shifts. It ended up too much like a romance novel for me, but I was too tired to fight the battle, and updated the article as instructed.

“How quickly can you travel back to New York City?” Emily asked.

“Around ten hours door to door. But it’s the middle of the night here,” I replied.

“Tomorrow is Valentine’s Day. And we’re running out of time for a happy ending,” Emily said.

“Don’t worry, you’ve ruined my chances of a happy ending, too,” I said, looking towards Lavina, struggling to keep her eyes open.

“My instincts tell me we need to move on this as soon as possible,” Emily said.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“Dinner for you and Lavina in the most romantic place in New York City,” Emily replied.

“How about dinner in the most romantic place on earth?” Lavina interjected.

“I’m listening. What’s your proposal?” Emily asked.

“A friend of mine runs a restaurant with views of the Eiffel Tower in Paris,” Lavina replied.

“And how does that tie into New York City?” Emily asked.

“The restaurant is called ‘6 New York’,” Lavina replied.

“We’d show the New York branding, and the global symbol of love in the same photo?” Emily asked.

“Yes. Ask Alice to book the train and accommodation, and let us handle the restaurant,” I replied.

“And remember, we are six hours ahead. So, we’ll have photos for you late afternoon,” Lavina said.

That proved enough for us to receive the nod. Paris it was for Valentine’s Day.

I had been hoping for some alone time with Lavina, but the two-hour call to New York City put an end to that. However, we were one night away from a romantic dinner in the city of love. I slept soundly that night. It had nothing to do with the room or the double bed. I’d found myself in a happy place, with newfound love and a burgeoning career.

By morning, Alice had forwarded all the travel arrangements. She’d booked us into the Shangri-la Hotel, a mere five hundred feet from the Eiffel Tower. Reading further into the details, it appeared Alice had booked us both in a single room with a single bed. Talk about playing cupid. She obviously hadn’t gotten the message or was doing it out of jealousy. But given my lack of bedroom activity to date, I left it unchanged.

The Eurostar train whisked us to Paris in less than two hours. And an Uber had us standing at reception at the former grand mansion of Napoleon’s nephew thirty minutes later.

“Hello, I’m Terry Price from The Village Voice in New York City, checking in,” I said.

“Welcome Mr and Mrs Price. One room for one night,” the attendant said.

“What if we wanted an upgrade, and to extend our stay?” Lavina asked.

“Well, we have many options for you and a weekly deal,” the attendant replied.

“Which room would you choose?” Lavina asked.

“Definitely, the Duplex Eiffel view suite,” the attendant replied.

“And how much for the week?” Lavina asked.

“As an upgrade, eight thousand dollars,” the attendant replied.

“We’ll take it,” Lavina said, handing over a credit card.

I turned to Lavina and placed my hand on hers.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked.

“We’re in the city of love. Consider it courtesy of Preston Chandler,” Lavina replied.

“Well, he was super appreciative,” I said.

“Just think of the photos,” Lavina said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


EXCITEMENT BUILT AS a porter led us to our suite.

“Your suite, madam and monsieur,” the porter said, opening the door.

“Oh my god, this is perfect,” Lavina squealed with delight, running to the window.

“I’m not sure which view I prefer,” I said, after tipping the porter and closing the door.

The room was more than we could have dreamed of. After entering through a hallway, the bed sat facing two stories of glass, behind which stood the Eiffel Tower. Decorated in classical yellows and whites, a massive king-sized bed dominated the enormous room. To the right was a spiral staircase which led to a lounge area that jutted out above the bed. Two gracious walk-in-robes covered one wall, while a marble bathroom sat on the other side.

“I can’t believe a room like this exists,” Lavina said.

“Not after where we were this morning,” I said.

“We have two hours before dinner. Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Lavina asked.

“Let me get directions to the restaurant first,” I replied, before reaching for my phone.

“I’ll get started,” Lavina said, heading into the bathroom and running the water.

“Google says it’s a ten-minute walk along the Seine River,” I said.

Hearing the water had stopped, I headed into the bathroom to see Lavina covered in bubbles and smiling like a Cheshire cat. While there wasn’t a stylish view from the bathroom, a deep copper bath and twin sinks, more than made up for it. And the beauty within the bath covered off everything else.

“Come here, there’s a smudge on your shirt,” Lavina said.

I took a half-dozen steps towards her while looking down at my shirt. As I reached the bath, two bubble covered hands reached out and grabbed the bottom of my shirt. In a single quick movement, it flew over my head and landed against the door.

“Much better. Now, I’ve spilt bubbles on your pants,” Lavina said.

Standing by the bath with Lavina kneeling in front of me, I felt her wet hand touch my cock for the first time. It was like the first rays of summer, or the first drink of the new year, fresh and exciting. I reached out and held onto Lavina’s shoulders to steady myself as she smiled before leaning forward and fully consuming my six inches. To my surprise, she held me deep before massaging my balls.

Lavina moved between long, deep sucks and playful kissing of my cock head. Her tongue was heavenly, exciting every part of me, all at once.

“Someone’s pleased to see me,” Lavina said.

Who wouldn’t be, I thought, before losing all semblance of control as Lavina upped the pace and brought to an inevitable climax?

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed, as I unloaded a deluge of nectar down Lavina’s throat.

Without pausing for breath, Lavina picked up a soapy sponge and cleaned my cock, balls and arse. Exciting me back to semi-hard again.

“Settle, tiger. We’ve got all night for that,” Lavina said.

“Your turn now,” Lavina said before standing up in the bath.

“Can you pass me two towels please, honey,” Lavina said.

I turned and passed Lavina the towels. I watched closely as Lavina bent forward to dry her hair, wrapping it in a towel as she did. Upon straightening again, I watched intently as Lavina wiped the bubbles from her stunning bosoms, incredibly toned stomach, curvaceous hips and semi-flaccid four-inch cock.

What the fuck. I blinked, expecting my eyes had deceived me. This was not what I expected to see attached to my stunning girlfriend.

“Don’t worry. We’ll have plenty of time to play hide the sausages later,” Lavina said, with a broad smile.

Lavina finished drying her legs and feet before putting on a robe and heading into the bathroom.

Undressed and unsure what to do next, I stepped into the bath and slid under the water.

Why hadn’t I seen this coming? I’m an investigative journalist, for goodness’ sake. I’ve just solved a mystery across multiple countries. Yet I didn’t see the truth that was standing in front of me. Did I miss the signals? Sure, she was too perfect. But surely, I deserved someone wonderful to share my life with.

What was I gonna do? I had to meet a photographer at a romantic dinner in less than two hours. And my girlfriend had just shelled out eight thousand dollars on the perfect love nest in the most romantic place on earth. How could I say, ‘sorry I forgot to ask if you were previously a guy’? That’s why she felt secure at drag clubs. And why Preston Chandler was interested in signing her up? I’d made a right mess of this and didn’t see a way out.

“I’m missing the Terry Tower. The Eiffel Tower isn’t as much fun,” Lavina said.

“I’ll be out in a few minutes. I’m just finishing up,” I said.

“Hurry, I need your advice on which outfit to wear,” Lavina said.

Think. Think. Think. How can I survive all this with my rear virginity intact? And without destroying the hopes and dreams of a delightful girl who had just helped me solve a major mystery? And we’re in fucking France. We’re miles from home and facing a ten hour commute back.

“I’m ready for the catwalk,” Lavina said.

“I’m just coming,” I said.

“First decision. Do you want me tucked or not?” Lavina asked, standing in front of me with her cock proudly on display.

“I think tucked is best,” I replied.

“Yes, I suppose it makes it better for the photos. Less likely to have a wardrobe malfunction,” Lavina said.

“Darling, which dress do you prefer?” Lavina asked, holding two dresses side by side.

I struggled to take my focus away from the cock that was displayed between them but ended up choosing the classic little black dress over the maroon sequined dress.

“Don’t go too far. I’ll be back in ten minutes,” Lavina replied.

I headed into my walk-in-robe and picked out an outfit. Shit, I needed to pose for a series of photos over dinner. The focus turned to my hair and clothing.

“How about this outfit, babe?” Lavina asked, walking towards me.

Lavina looked incredible. Her hair and makeup were perfect. A centre part pulled her brown-tinged blonde hair behind her shoulders, while subtle makeup with red lipstick gave her that sleeping beauty vibe.

“Wonderful to see you approve,” Lavina replied, looking down at my rock hard cock.

“There’ll be plenty of time for that later,” Lavina added.

I felt like saying, it’s involuntary. Not my fault. But was a little tongue-tied by her skin-tight black dress, with long sleeves and a sweetheart neckline. I’m sure I could have seen her cock if she was untucked. And those black, five-inch stiletto suede over-the-knee boots looked soft and inviting.

Thankfully, it was time to leave. And as we walked hand in hand along the Seine River, marvelling at the yellow reflection of the Eiffel Tower. Every man we passed wished he was me. I recognised the look. I pulled Lavina close and dropped my arm around her back, asking myself a question. Where else would I rather be on Valentine’s Day? And who would I rather be with?


CHAPTER TWELVE


DINNER WITH LAVINA was the most romantic time of my life. Stefano, the owner, sat us in the best seat in the restaurant, taking full advantage of the hourly light show from the Eiffel Tower. He even provided a series of shared delicacies that were certainly off-menu. He called us his celebrity diners, stopping in after each course to ensure everything was to our liking. And with the Eiffel Tower aglow, the photographers captured the moment for the whole of New York City to share.

During our three hours together, I fell in love with Lavina repeatedly. From her gorgeous smile, to her incredible body, to her infectious laugh, and to her playful spirit, which saw me rock hard each time she touched my skin. I saw her for the beautiful woman she had struggled hard to become, while staying true to her generous heart and kind, giving nature. The woman of my dreams, my Lavina.

Walking back along the Seine River, I felt butterflies build with every step. After a perfectly romantic dinner with the most amazing companion, I knew what came next. The butterflies turned to swallows by the time I opened the door to the suite. I knew it was time to level with Lavina.

“I’ve never made love to a transgender girl,” I admitted.

“Then you are in for the surprise of a lifetime,” Lavina said, smiling.

“I wouldn’t know what to do,” I said.

“How was the blow job in the bath?” Lavina asked.

“Amazing. Best ever,” I replied.

“Then, get ready to step up several levels,” Lavina said.

“Like a video game?” I asked.

“Curvaceous terrain, check,” Lavina replied, slowly swaying in front of me.

“Perky peaks, check,” Lavina added, unzipping her dress and squeezing her breast together.

“Accommodating tunnels, check,” Lavina added, seductively licking her lips.

But she hadn’t finished this part of the show. Lavina stepped out of her dress, turned around and bent down to touch her toes.

I felt my manhood wrestle against my trunks instantly. Trying to break free.

“And the pièce de résistance. The pure pleasure initiator, check,” Lavina said, turning and placing her hands on her hips.

“Sorry, but that’s only for advanced players,” Lavina added.

“How do I become an advanced player?” I asked.

“You’ll need to complete a series of qualifying quests,” Lavina replied.

“Now stop talking and take off those clothes,” Lavina said, sauntering towards the bed.

Lavina stood naked, except for panties and thigh-high boots. By the time she reached the bed, I was naked, too.

“There’s my little Terry Tower. How I’ve missed the sight of you,” Lavina said.

“Let the games begin,” I said, a little too excitedly.

Lavina stepped forward, grabbed my hair and pulled my mouth towards her breast. I was happy to kiss and gently bite her nipples. With a stunning pair of 38Cs in front of you, you can’t fight pure instinct. Meanwhile, Lavina’s focus was a foot below. After removing her panties, I felt her hand cradle my cock. Lavina had me rock-hard in seconds. After a minute or two, Lavina pushed me back on the bed and dropped to her knees.

Plunging her mouth deep over my cock, Lavina slid her lips back towards the head slowly, finding every erogenous zone along the way. After a couple more movements from tip to root to tip, my breath quickened. Lavina straddled me, placing a soft suede boot against each side of my body. One hand kept my cock hard, while she spat on the other, wiping it slowly along her arse.

“I want you deep inside me,” Lavina said.

Lavina positioned my cock against her flower and leaned forward. Her eyes opened with excitement as she dropped ever so slowly, consuming my manhood eagerly, inch by inch. Lavina’s cavern fit me like a glove, only tight in all directions. It was like her body morphed to accommodate my presence. Once her arse rested against my pelvis, her eyes opened wide, and a massive smile lit up her gorgeous face.

I marvelled at the pleasure I received as Lavina skilfully worked her arse into angles and shapes I never imagined could provide so much enjoyment. Arching her back, before thrusting her hips forward, Lavina slid deep before releasing, again and again. But she wasn’t rushing anything. Rather than letting me build towards orgasm, she held me in the pleasure zone for what seemed like an hour.

“Fuck, you hit the perfect spot,” Lavina said.

As incredible as the build-up was, I needed to show Lavina my love. To pass this challenge and enable me to move forward in my love quest. I grabbed Lavina’s hips and guided her. Upping the pace while still maintaining the depth of stroke. With each down-stroke, I thrust my hips upward, sending waves of excitement across Lavina’s gorgeous face. Last I remember, heavy sweat had formed on her brow as her eyes disappeared up into the top of her head.

I stopped responding to Lavina’s movements. There was no way I could think, let alone guide her. I was past the point of no return and completely at the mercy of this incredible woman. Lavina sped up, as my breathing became shallower and shallower, until I lost all control.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

A torrent of my nectar exploded into Lavina’s arse, just as the Eiffel Tower light show lit up the room.

I held Lavina deep before pulling her body to mine. Our sweat told a story of two excited, very satisfied players. As Lavina’s mouth approached, I kissed her with passion, forcing my tongue into every unexplored corner.

“First quest completed. Are you ready for another?” Lavina asked.

“I’m planning on hitting the pure pleasure level tonight,” I replied.

Lavina kissed me before rolling over and lying next to me. Ahead of creating our own sparks, we watched the light show, illuminating our room.

“You did a decent job for a newbie,” Lavina said.

“I’m on a quest,” I said.

I felt Lavina move my hand and slide it onto her flaccid, hairless cock.

“Are you ready for the next challenge?” Lavina asked.

“Never been more ready in my life,” I replied.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT, I learned more about lovemaking and my gratification than I ever believed possible. Lavina led me on a journey of self-discovery, which changed my outlook and love life forever. She didn’t push me forward too quickly, but she always kept me out of my comfort zone. Still, I would never have changed it, instead seeking to repeat the experience for the rest of our time together in Paris.

At the end of the most incredible week, we stopped in on Preston and Chloe at their British estate. Even well into her fifties, Chloe was an incredible beauty. And she and Lavina hit it off immediately, allowing Preston to entertain me with stories of fox hunting with the most powerful members of the British aristocracy. He was quite the smooth talker, but totally smitten with Chloe. Although he gave me some advice, and a cheat sheet for reaching the pure pleasure level.

Upon returning to New York City, I took my first holiday in ten years. Well, after the buzz of the Valentine’s Day story had subsided. Our first week back was manic. We got interviewed by all the morning shows. But an appearance on The Tonight Show with Jimmy Fallon topped everything for me. His questions were far more edgy and insightful than any of the others. Something that Emily and the readers of The Village Voice appreciated.

After a well-earned holiday, I returned to work. Alice had held down the fort with the support of Eric. While there was nothing as successful as ‘My Valentine’s Day Romance’, she impressed Eric enough to become a part-time cadet journalist. The article won me another award, after which the team returned to Club Cumming for a wild night of celebrations. Ben still hated me, but I’d won the respect of a new generation of fans.

Lavina kept working at Club Cumming but changed roles from duty manager to entertainment director. Her eye for talent grew both the patronage of the club and a joint venture business with Preston Chandler. And Preston visited Lavina and me regularly, at a home we shared in Greenwich Village. I know it wasn’t the Bowery, but it had a similar buzz and plenty of room for Lavina’s clients from across the globe to stay. Though, I could never look past Lavina.

After two years, Lavina and I tied the knot. It was a joyous event held at Club Cumming. All our friends came along. It was always interesting to see the interplay between Lavina’s colleagues and mine. And after honeymooning in Paris, we returned to New York City. The city that had brought us together. With the help of a little black book.
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Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.
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FREE DRESS FRIDAY
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How far would you go to secure the job of your dreams? What lines would you cross? What lines wouldn’t you?

Harrison Tate is a mid-western farm boy looking to launch a stellar legal career with the most prestigious anti-discrimination law firm in the country. Securing one of the rarest and most sought after legal practice internships, Harrison knows he’s only one step away from the graduate role that could pave his future career with gold. After five years of hard work, he must make every post a winner during his ten week stint, or risk losing the opportunity of a lifetime.

From his first day at the firm, and first interactions with his co-workers, Harrison discovers his kryptonite. And there’s no shortage of it. It seems there’s a gorgeous woman around every corner. And most of them fall into his sexy mature woman sweet spot. Harrison finds it impossible to shift his focus from his colleagues and onto the work. And having been nick-name headshot Harry, it seems he may just about have the pick of any girl in the office. He even thinks there’s a bounty been placed on his back.

So, when Harrison gets a reprieve, he jumps at it. Two weeks in a sister office supporting the firm’s top legal eagle, gives Harrison a first-hand view of his future career. And removes him from temptation. Or so he thinks. Because his gorgeous boss, Karen Smith, is more of a handful than an office full of stunners. ‘Don’t sleep with the boss’, was his mentor’s parting words. But that looks increasingly difficult as Karen has him well and truly in her sights. Like a lamb to the slaughter, he finds himself in the hands of a seductress, in what seems like a very faraway land.

If you like transgender romances with more than a touch of drama and intrigue, like ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love ‘FREE DRESS FRIDAY’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Harrison be able to navigate his way through deep and treacherous waters, or will one night of pleasure destroy his dreams forever?


THE PROMISE
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Have you ever needed a helping hand from a friend who perhaps knows you better than you do?

Griffin Jones is struggling with the transition from high school football hero to college backup quarterback. At the end of his freshman year, he knows it is time to step up and show his coach, and first-string players, that he has what it takes to lead the team to championship glory. The trouble is he’s in the shadow of a superstar quarterback who is almost everything Griffin wants to be. And the incumbent isn’t making it easy for Griffin to showcase his skills.

But Griffin has an in. He not only knows the head cheerleader, Robin Barrett, but she used to have a major crush on him. Taking Robin Barrett to the New Year’s Eve party would confirm he is the heir apparent to football stardom. Trouble is Robin Barrett’s crush was ten years prior and is currently dating a pro footballer. Still, Robin Barrett is the only girl Griffin has eyes for.

With New Year’s Eve a mere month away, Griffin has heard nothing but no from Robin Barrett for near on ten years. That’s when a simple statement from a friend sets the countdown clock in motion. Griffin has less than twenty days to pull off a major play. A play that will forge his leadership position with the starting team, convince the coach he is starting quarterback material and secure his life-long happiness.

If you like romances full of true love and heart, like 50 First Dates, then you’ll love THE PROMISE, the latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Griffin achieve a desire ten years in the making in just twenty short days, or will he be destined to lead a second-string life?


WOKE UP MARRIED
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Have you heard a rebound is the best way to recover from a broken heart? But what if you rebound a little too far?

Charles Simpson was a shattered man. Having his heart broken by his long-time girlfriend, Charles’ best mates Russell and Garry insist only a change of scenery could mend his broken heart. His workaholic Silicon Valley lifestyle is not conducive to recovery, and he needs to find a rebound to enable him to move on.

So, Russell and Garry devise the perfect remedy for a broken heart. A four-night trip to Las Vegas, where all the ingredients for his recovery exist, and within a walkable distance for an inebriated Charles. And Charles promises his mates to let his hair down and embrace everything Vegas has to offer. He puts his trust in his wingmen as they plan the ultimate trip, one that would make their younger selves proud.

But when Charles gets separated from his wingmen, no-one imagined Charles would take things to the next level. He embraces all that Las Vegas is famous for and wakes up in bed with a drop-dead gorgeous local girl, Victoria Erikson. She is everything Charles could ever imagine in a partner, and then some. And after just one night with Victoria, Charles’ life will never be the same. He just wishes he could remember any of it.

If you like stories full of fun, mystery and intrigue like ‘The Hangover’, then you’ll love ‘WOKE UP MARRIED’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Charles get a little too excited and over-commit to his rebound, or will his wingmen control his drunken urges?


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

[image: ]

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 APPRENTICE

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


ABOUT YUMI

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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