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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“HERE WE GO, kids. A hearty Irish stew to keep you warm and nourished,” Mum said.

“It's late March, Mum. The ice has almost thawed off the lake,” Laura said.

“Laura McGuire. Don’t you talk back to your mama. Look at you. You obviously need a good feed.”

“I’ve just got a fast metabolism, Mum.”

“Call it what you like. But you'll never catch a fella without some womanly curves.”

Friday night catch ups were a tradition for the McGuire clan. Mum made sure of that. And even though Laura was twenty-seven, they still expected her to turn up, week after week, and demolish a meal twice the size she should be eating. The hearty Irish Stew kept Laura fed for the week. And my brother, Thomas and I, didn't mind either. In fact, it was the highlight of our culinary week. When the McGuire clan sat down to discuss the news of the week and fill our bellies to the brim. Although this week we gathered a little earlier to accommodate Laura’s volleyball schedule.

“When are you gonna find a fella, Laura?” Mum asked.

Laura glanced at me. I was the only one who knew the truth.

“By the time I was your age, I had three kids.”

“Ooh Mum, that's not something any of us want to think about,” Thomas interjected.

“You haven't even brought a fella around since Daniel O'Brien three years ago.”

Athletic would be the best word to describe Laura. She’d always played sports competitively. Well, for as many of my twenty-one years that I could remember. When she wasn’t representing North Dakota at volleyball, it was basketball or touch football that consumed most of her spare time. Tall and lean, she had the perfect build for almost every sport, and an incredible leap to add the cherry on top. With a long, flowing auburn mane and emerald green eyes, she stood out in any crowd. But I think it was her uber-competitive nature that I admired most. Something that hadn’t passed its way through the gene pool to me. And that, unlike Thomas, she kept it on the court. At all other times, she presented as a gentle and caring soul.

“There aren’t that many single Irish boys from good families here in Grand Forks, Mum.”

“Unless he doesn't have to be Irish,” I interjected.

“Don't be stupid Callum. An Irish boy is a must.”

“Yeah, don't be stupid, Callum,” Thomas interjected.

The second I reacted, I knew I was in for a beating. Thomas punched my arm with the full force of his two-hundred and twenty pound body the second I looked sideways at him. Thankfully, Mum delivered a freshly cooked apple pie, diverting Thomas’ attention towards his stomach instead of me.

“So, Laura, how are we gonna find you a fella?”

“What about one of those singles tours advertised on the back of the Examiner?” Thomas interjected.

All eyes turned towards Dad. He traditionally read the Irish Examiner, rather than partake in the McGuire family banter. And on the back page, facing the rest of the family, was the sort of trip Thomas had mentioned.

“Well, we saved money for you to go to college. Perhaps we could put that to a better use?”

Thomas smiled contently. This was the first idea he’d floated in months that wasn’t laughed at by everyone. Tall, dark and, on good authority, handsome, Thomas was two years younger than Laura but an equally well-credentialed athlete. In fact, he’d been captain of the Grand Forks Central Knights football team, leading them to a come from behind grand-final win over the favoured Fargo North Spartans. At 6ft 4in and nothing but muscle, he took quite a lot of stopping. Luckily for me, I was fast and had outsmarted him for the past half-dozen years to keep out of harm’s way.

“Do you want Laura running around Europe on her own?” Dad asked.

I said nothing, knowing that Laura already had a fella. A Canadian fella. And they'd been dating for almost a year. In secret.

“I’ll go with her,” Thomas offered.

“Then it's settled. Give me the phone, Patrick.”

Dad passed his phone to Mum. He knew better than to argue with Mary McGuire when she was in this mood.

Laura stared at me in panic. I had nothing to offer and did the only thing I could think of. I shrugged. Once Mary McGuire got a bee in her bonnet, absolutely nothing could stand in her way. We were better off letting this play out and hope for divine intervention.

“Focus on the bright side, sis. At least you'll see Italy,” I said.

Mum hurried out of the room while dialing the number. We could hear the odd word from her ten-minute conversation. My father had handed over the back page of his newspaper before resuming his reading without skipping a beat.

“It's booked. The two of you leave for Italy in two weeks. It’s a five-day tour, run by an Irish-based tour company. They have assured me there’ll be Irish boys and girls on the tour.”

For the following thirty minutes, until she left for volleyball, Laura kept a panicked expression on her face. Five minutes after she left, my phone dinged.

“How am I supposed to tell Jean Claude?”

“You'll have to break it to Mum eventually, sis.”

“I’m not going. I’ll fake an illness.”

“Mum will see through that. And what about your college fund?”

“I’ve missed the boat for a college degree. You can go to Europe instead of me.”

“I’ll have to check my diary to see if I can get the time off.”

“You’re an unemployed student. We both know you’ve got nothing on.”

“But it's travelling with Thomas. I’m not sure I can handle him one-on-one for an entire week.”

“Focus on the bright side. At least you'll get to see Italy, Callum.”


CHAPTER TWO


“WHILE YOU'RE JERKING off, think of me with a bevy of hot Italian babes,” Thomas said.

“Thomas McGuire, you will not speak like that in my presence,” Mum interjected.

“Sorry Mum. I didn't know you were listening.”

“If you only remember one thing, my boy. It's that someone is always listening,” Mary McGuire said, looking to the heavens.

“Yes, Mum.”

Friday night meant family dinner again. Two weeks had passed since Mum took control of Laura’s love life. That meant it was the day before takeoff, and Thomas was as excited as a dog with a canister of tennis balls. He must have been scanning tinder for Italian girls, because every thirty seconds he thrust a photo of yet another stunner dressed provocatively in front of me.

“Aren’t you supposed to be focusing on Irish girls?” I said, getting annoyed at his bombardment approach.

“Thomas McGuire. What’s this I hear about you checking out Italian girls?”

Unlike Thomas, Laura’s ambivalence spoke volumes. While Thomas bounced around like a five-year-old on red cordial, Laura’s mood was more sombre. She sat unusually quiet, as if something weighed on her conscience. I wondered whether she would come right out and tell Mum about Jean Claude. Still, my money was on faking an illness, as I doubted she’d let out her secret right before Thomas and I skipped the country.

“Make sure you eat an extra helping of stew tonight, Laura,” Mum said.

“I got a volleyball final.”

“I’ll have none of that. You need to impress your future husband.”

“Maybe you should wear a sunhat that reaches to the ground,” Thomas interjected.

“Thomas, you are skating on thin ice right now,” Mum said.

“How did your exams go, Callum?” Laura asked.

“I think I scraped through. But I can’t wait to do nothing for the next two weeks.”

“Oh Patrick. Perhaps Callum can help you spread the topsoil,” Mum interjected.

“I think I'm busy that day, Dad.”

“I gotta head off, Mum. See you in a week, squirt,” Laura said, holding my stare a few seconds too long.

“I can’t wait to sit across the table from your new husband, sis.”

“Here, take an extra serve of stew for the morning, Laura,” Mum said, handing Laura a gigantic Tupperware bowl.

Dad caught Laura’s attention before she spoke.

“Thanks, Mum.”

Thomas upped the ante on his Tinder searching, thrusting new photos in front of me each few seconds.

“Is everything packed, Thomas?”

“I’m taking two dozen condoms, bro.”

“Thomas McGuire, enough with that language,” Mum interjected.

“Would you rather I got a dozen girls pregnant?”

“One good Irish girl should be your focus.”

“Have you packed anything else, Thomas?” I asked.

“Do you have enough clean underwear, Thomas?”

A stern stare from Dad avoided yet another smart-arse comment.

“Yes, Mum. One pair for each day.”

“First impressions are everything, Thomas.”

“Then you’ve got no chance,” I said, before feeling the wrath of Thomas’ punch on my upper arm.

Before our spat escalated into an all out war, the telephone rang.

“Mary McGuire speaking.”

Mum’s expression slowly turned from sedate to serious.

“Is she alright? She's traveling across the world tomorrow.”

Mum listened intently for a solid three or four minutes. It was unnerving to hear her silent.

“She can't miss the flight. It's all paid for.”

“What's the matter, dear?” Dad asked.

“Laura's had a volleyball accident. Her leg will be in a cast for the next two weeks.”

“Sounds nasty. Can she still travel?” I interjected, trying to play it cool.

“Apparently, she landed awkwardly and fractured her leg in two places.”

“Perhaps you and Dad should go to Europe instead?” I suggested.

“Let's not make a hasty decision,” Thomas interjected.

“Don't be silly, Callum. Who would take care of you two boys?”

I glanced at Thomas, who sent daggers in my direction. Luckily, I sat safely out of punching reach.

“And now I need to care for your sister.”

“Who do we know who could head off for a week at a day's notice?” Mum added.

“Why don't we make it a boys’ trip?” Thomas suggested.

Mum and Dad turned to me at exactly the same time. I needed to play this cool.

“I’m happy to chaperone Thomas, if you think it would help, Mum.”

Thomas had planted the seed. And knowing that Mum hadn’t taken travel insurance, I watched the seed germinate in her head.

“You’d better pack, Callum,” Dad said.

The send off at Grand Forks International Airport delivered everything I’d dreaded. Mum provided Thomas and me enough food to last the full five-day tour. The trouble was, we had no room to carry it. But one wry smile from Dad and we headed through security with a plastic bag brimming with food. Ninety percent got confiscated, but the Mega Meanies and Jam Mallows made it into my carry on.

“Don’t bring back anyone other than an Irish girl,” Mum yelled, as we disappeared from view.

Laura had successfully feigned a debilitating injury. As a nurse’s aide at the Altru Hospital, Laura had connections on her side. Her best friends were nurses with the experience needed to make her injury appear real. But her dedication to the rouse surprised me. A full plaster cast and three nights in hospital showed an over and above desire to avoid the trip. And Mary McGuire’s scrutiny. But while she expected Mary McGuire to visit her, she didn’t expect her to camp out in her room for three full days. Something that prevented Jean Claude from seeing her for the weekend.

“I hope you get better soon, Laura,” I messaged.

“Thanks, little brother. Enjoy the bonding time with Thomas.”

“Ditto, with you and Mum. She’s chocked the freezer full of pea and mint soup.”

Her response was better left unrepeated.

The trip took Thomas and me from Grand Forks to Rome via Minneapolis, St Paul, and Boston. We spent sixteen and a half hours travelling halfway across the globe. While I focused on the planes, airline operations and inflight entertainment, sitting next to Thomas didn’t take long to wear thin. I couldn’t believe how obnoxious he was to the cabin crew. Especially, given that he worked as a barman at the Half Brothers Brewing Company. On the leg to Boston, he offered to initiate a stewardess into the mile-high club. That almost crossed the line.

“Let’s make this a competition, bro,” Thomas said.

“I didn’t bring enough condoms.”

“I’ll spot you some until we find a drugstore in Rome.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“The one with the most notches on the bedpost gets their expenses refunded.”

On the trip to Rome, Thomas convinced a steward I had the hots for him but was too shy to approach him. After feigning sleep for eight hours, the captain announced our arrival in Rome. Five more days of the same didn’t excite me. But at least I’d see some of Italy. And every day the itinerary had optional tours. I could dump my brother and mingle. It wasn’t like I had any obligation to protect Thomas.

“I’m here to admire the countryside, Thomas.”

“That's not what Mum and Dad paid for, bro”

“Okay, but only Irish girls count.”

“You’ve got a deal,” Thomas said, thrusting his massive paw towards me.


CHAPTER THREE


A seven-hour time difference left me jet lagged and struggling to focus. Still, I excitedly prepared for the first day of the tour. Luckily, we'd spend the whole first day in Rome, meaning I'd not have to un-pack and re-pack my belongings. A message from Laura greeted me when I switched on my phone.

“Mum is driving me crazy. And promise me you'll be social,” Laura messaged.

I replied with a thumbs-up emoji.

I would describe hotel Patria as cheap and cheerful. Targeted at the value-driven tourist, it sat less than a one-hundred yard walk from Roma Termini, the central station. The room was compact and sparsely furnished, with nothing other than the two double beds pushed together and a sideboard with a television on it. The bedspreads screamed brightly coloured red and green floral patterns with pea green walls offering a special Irish welcome. Albeit with an Italian twist. Sheer curtains disguised the perfect view of a brick wall outside, while the bathroom was definitely a one person at a time proposition.

Feeling somewhat refreshed after an ice-cold shower, the McGuire boys planned to go downstairs to meet the other passengers for breakfast.

“As the eldest, I call shotgun on any babes, bro.”

“What distorted sort of logic is that?”

“Fighting over the same girl makes little sense, right?”

Thomas' train of thought typically defied all logic, but I couldn't bother arguing.

By the time Thomas had perfected his image, we were running late for the meetup. I bolted down the six flights of stairs, arriving like a runner who’d won the Olympic one-hundred metres final. Meanwhile, Thomas leisurely took the lift and missed the first five minutes of the briefing. I'd read the itinerary before arriving and memorised it. Nothing unusual jumped out at me. Except the broad Scandinavian accent on the guide. That gave me time to scan the crowd.

“Shotgun on the tour guide,” Thomas said, finally joining us well into the welcome address.

“I don't think she's Irish, bro.”

“I don't care if she doesn't count. I still call shotgun.”

I counted twenty-four folks plus the guide. And around half the tour group were female. As it was primarily a singles’ tour, the only visible male and female couple stood out like a beacon. The rest appeared to be pairs of friends, or siblings, like Thomas and me.

The breakfast feast comprised a buffet of cereals, fresh fruit, baked pastries, toast, juices, and processed meats. After a quick introduction from the tour guide, everybody grabbed a plate and sampled the wares. A couple of Canadian girls bailed up the guide, claiming to be vegans, but everyone else played nicely.

“Could you pour me two juices, please?” a tall redhead asked in a broad Irish accent.

“Sure, say when,” I replied, trying to focus on a smooth pour.

“When, thanks. I'm Roisin and this is my sister, Aisling,” the tall redhead said as I handed over two overfilled glasses of orange nectar.

“Nice to meet you, Roisin. I'm Callum and that big guy is my brother, Thomas,” I said, nodding towards the big lump, flirting outrageously with the tour guide.

With a bowl of porridge, orange juice, and a croissant with apricot jam, I headed to my table. The food was tasty. But hey, what else would you expect in Italy?

Thomas ignored me for the next ten minutes. His focus remained on the tour guide and he’d turned his charm up to eleven. But she had little time for him as she chatted to two folks who also appeared to be guides. Still, it took much more than being ignored to temper Thomas’ enthusiasm. He had the hide of a rhinoceros. Especially around attractive women. Eventually, he arrived back at the table with two towering plates of breakfast food.

“I call shotgun on the tall redhead, the short blonde, the two Latino brunettes, and the two Nordic blondes,” Thomas said.

“I think we need to limit shotgun to a top two.”

“Then the tall redhead and the guide will do me nicely for day one.”

“I will steer well clear of Jennifer and Roisin, then.”

“How do you know their names, bro?”

“I’m psychic, Thomas.”

The tall redhead was a solid call. She was attractive, though she reminded me of my sister, Laura. But at close to 5ft 10in, she was a little too tall for me. I couldn't expect her to wear flats for the rest of her life. But her sister, Aisling, was more my type. Around 5ft 6in, and with long blonde hair and Emerald green eyes, she could wear the tallest of heels and still tuck neatly under my arm. She’d quietly made it onto my short list. Not that she’d likely ever know.

As expected of a singles’ tour, everyone except the couple checked each other out during the first meal. A brunette with a Slavic accent, Danica, introduced herself and her friend, Jana, to me. They were both pretty, but Mum's parting words rang in my ears, ‘don't bring back anyone other than an Irish girl’. It turned out that Danica and Jana were eighteen-year-old high school leavers from Croatia on their first non-family trip abroad. While Thomas ignored them both, I forced myself to be social. Embracing Laura’s last words, I benefited from a wonderful conversation about life in Croatia.

After breaking into three smaller groups, each with our own tour guide, we headed out for a day of sightseeing. Much to Thomas' disappointment, both his favourite guide, Jennifer, and the Irish sisters were in other groups. Still, the itinerary was the same for all, and we ended up following the Irish sisters, with Jennifer following closely behind. Invariably during the day, we crossed paths, giving Thomas the perfect opportunity to impress his initial targets.

After marvelling at the sheer size of the Colosseum, we threw coins into the Trevi Fountain, ensuring a return trip to Rome. Scaling the Spanish Steps was next on the itinerary, before dropping by the Pantheon on the way back to our hotel before sunset. The sheer age of the buildings jumped out at me. Nothing I'd seen before came within a thousand years of the Roman ruins. And the number of people who had walked the streets before me completely overwhelmed me. It was a day of stepping back into history.

“I’m gonna ask the guide out to dinner,” Thomas said.

“You realise there's a tour group dinner scheduled and Jennifer needs to run it?”

“Then I'll ask her somewhere private, bro.”

There was no moving Thomas once he had made his mind up. It was like dealing with Mary McGuire, only in a massive man-child body. I waited for the pleasant knock back. But Thomas took it in his stride, fronting Roisin straight after getting the knock back from Jennifer.


CHAPTER FOUR


“IF YOU DON'T make it in time, I'll message you about the restaurant location, Thomas.”

“Tour guides always give you a time ten minutes before they need to leave, bro.”

“Either way, I'll see you downstairs,” I said, understanding the instruction to meet in front of the hotel at 6:00 pm sharp.

Not wanting to be late, I left Thomas staring at his semi-naked reflection in the mirror.

Jennifer held a flag in her left hand while she answered a never ending supply of questions. I headed to the outer ring of our crew of almost twenty people mingling about her.

“Hey handsome. Are you travelling solo tonight?” Danica asked.

“Hey girls. No, I left Thomas glued to his reflection in the mirror. He'll be down soon,” I replied.

“I knew there had to be a secret to his rugged good looks,” Jana added.

Jana possessed the sort of face that would age gracefully. With long blonde locks and dazzling blue eyes, her skin glistened an almost iridescent white, making her voluptuous red lips even more prominent. Around 5ft 7in and with a cheerleader-worthy body, she put out a strong Lolita vibe by dressing uber-feminine. Something that drew her plenty of attention from the locals and tourists alike on the streets of Rome. But her smile reflected a happy-go-lucky soul, who was fun to be around.

“How did you enjoy your first day, girls?”

“The day has only just begun. We're gonna party 'til sunup,” Jana replied with a wicked smile.

“The fashions impressed me the most,” Danica added.

“I couldn’t get over the incredible history of the city and key sites.”

“Our country is over fifteen hundred years old. I guess we take that side of things for granted,” Danica said.

“It's amazing to think of the ancestral histories of even everyone on this tour,” I said.

“Wow, those are deep thoughts for day one,” Danica said.

“I’m sorry. Coming from the USA, this level of history is quite foreign to me.”

“That's fine. It's great to hear passion in your voice,” Danica said.

“Speaking of passion. Where is that brother of yours?” Jana asked.

While Jana personified Lolita, Danica embodied a curvy Latino princess. With long dark hair that reached past the small of her back, chocolate brown eyes bordering on black, and tanned olive skin, she was the type of girl you didn’t see too often in North Dakota. Or anywhere else I’d been in the USA, to be honest. An inch shorter than Jana, Danica somehow possessed a fitter body. Slim at the waist, yet curvy where it mattered, she appeared destined to break more than a few hearts during her Italian sojourn. And she dressed to thrill, something I found more than a little distracting.

“Follow me. I hope the day's activities have created a solid appetite,” Jennifer announced.

“You girls go. I'll message Thomas.”

“Here, give me your phone. HI’ll add my number, in case you get lost,” Danica said.

I handed over my phone while trying to hide the excitement that shook my hands. Danica’s talon clad fingers gracefully danced across the screen.

“See you soon, Callum,” Danica said, with a broad smile.

The crew followed Jennifer up the sidewalk south-east on Via Torino. As Jennifer approached the first intersection, my nervousness rose to a crescendo. That’s when Thomas finally showed. He dawdled towards me just as the crew took a left fifty yards ahead.

“Hurry, Thomas. We’ve almost missed dinner.”

“I’m on Italian time. I don't go anywhere until I look the part.”

Thomas' comment proved surprisingly insightful. Still, we needed to move.

As I turned to follow Jennifer and the crew, Thomas' hand gripped my shoulder in a vice.

“What now, Thomas?” I asked.

“I wasn't the last to arrive.”

I turned to see Aisling and Roisin hurriedly exiting the hotel and waving.

“Are we late, too?” Aisling asked.

My first glance at Aisling took my breath away. With her long blonde hair washed and blown out, she reminded me of a lioness. Only her gorgeous smile took the focus away from her sparkling Emerald-green eyes. While a couple of years older than Danica and Jana, Aisling dressed just as much to impress. Only her skirt was a touch shorter and her neckline a touch more prominent. Wearing four-inch heels, her eye-line sat a couple of inches below mine, putting her around 5ft 5in if I was to guess.

Just as I herded Thomas along, Aisling appeared to be herding Roisin.

“They’ve just turned the corner up ahead. We can catch them if we hurry,” I said.

Being late appeared of little consequence to Thomas and Roisin. Perhaps Roisin had an excuse for walking steadily, rather than rushing. Her heels saw her tower over Aisling and me. In fact, she almost stood eye to eye with Thomas. Something I'd rarely seen.

I picked Roisin as Irish at first sight. With flaming red hair, almost down to her waist, hypnotic electric-blue eyes, and porcelain skin you’d expect to see on a china doll at Theriault’s Auction House in Paris, her beauty demanded attention. And while she had wonderful fashion sense, underneath lay a sturdy body my mother would have described as child-birth ready. Around 5ft 10in and of athletic build, she was what Mum called perfect marriage material.

Aisling and I kept Jennifer in eyeshot, while ensuring our siblings didn't take a wrong turn. I grabbed the opportunity to find out a little about this beautiful Irish girl. From Dublin, she worked in a salon as a hair stylist. Her well-honed skills were clearly on show. Luckily, after a couple of initial zig-zags, our destination sat a half mile straight ahead. Mercado Centrale wasn't a restaurant in the traditional sense, but it wasn't a street market either. It sat somewhere in between. With many stalls manned by chatty Italian artisans, the variety of culinary delights on offer covered almost every base.

Mercado Centrale didn’t just offer pasta or pizza. It offered over twenty specialities, cooked to perfection, by experts in their chosen cuisine. But everything was Italian or had an Italian twist. Even the sushi stall offered an Italian-Japanese fusion that titillated the taste buds. Around a hundred feet long and fifty feet across, Mercado Centrale, a converted ex-station, provided a two story attack on the senses. While open stalls flanked the perimeter, a bank of a few dozen tables provided ample room to savour the spoils. It was noisy, it was fragrant, and packed to the rafters with tourists and locals alike.

After waiting an additional five minutes for Thomas and Roisin, we headed inside and joined Jennifer and the crew at a massive table towards the rear. Jennifer provided instructions and handed out vouchers. And we were off on a new and exciting adventure. Unfamiliar with spicy food, or anything but Irish staples, to be honest, I took a safe route. Margherita pizza with extra cheese on it and a coke. Being the last group to arrive, they banished the four of us to the far end of the table.

After expectantly inhaling the incredible fragrance of freshly cooked pizza for five minutes, I finally ingested my first bite. It was way better than expected. How could something this simple taste so unexpectedly good? I scanned the shop fronts for Thomas. Aisling stood at the bar, her body language appearing more than a little uncomfortable. Her eyes signalled panic. It was the first time I'd seen her without a gorgeous smile.

Fearing the worst, I jumped to my feet and hurried the twenty feet to join her at the bar.

“Oh, there you are, darling. Could you carry the drinks for me?” Aisling said, unexpectedly handing me two drinks.

“No worries, babe. Is everything okay?”

“Sure, I think this man was just leaving.”

Aisling had bought a drink for herself and her sister, helping it appear we were a couple. I stood tall, well, to my full 5ft 11in anyway, prompting the guy to slink away into the shadows. But not before he looked me up and down and gave me a frustrated smile.

“Thanks for helping me out. What are you buying, Callum?”

“Nothing. I figured you needed a hand.”

“Wow, I can’t believe I’ve met my saviour on day one,” Aisling said, leaning forward and kissing me on the cheek.

The second her soft lips touched me, everything around us stopped. Perhaps it was my body trying to maximise the connection. Or maybe it was simply how I remembered it. But my life flashed before me, leaving nothing to compare this penultimate moment to. I followed Aisling back to the table, unable to think of what to say. While focusing on not spilling the drinks, my eyes drifted towards Aisling’s incredible rear assets. Thomas and Roisin had already tucked into their meals by the time we arrived.

“Good pick brother. That pizza was far better than I expected,” Thomas said.

“Where are we partying on tonight, girls?” Thomas asked.

“My feet are too sore from these new shoes to go out,” Aisling replied.

“You are game wearing new shoes,” I said.

“Are you sure it’s not the additional weight of those new tits?” Roisin asked.

I stared at Aisling, trying unsuccessfully not to check out her stunning upper assets.

“I gather both the boys approve, sis, given their sudden silence,” Roisin said.

“Seems like a wise investment to me,” Thomas said, still staring at Aisling.

“What about you, Callum? What do you think of her new assets?”

“My saviour doesn't need to answer such questions.”

As Jennifer called everyone to their feet, we snaked our way back to the hotel. With free rein to manoeuvre his way around the crew, Thomas headed for the Croatian girls. I stayed back, ensuring Aisling and Roisin remained safe. Once Roisin had put it out there, I struggled not to check out either girl's breasts. Both were as perfect as the other, but scaled for body size. If I had to guess, I'd have said Roisin's appeared too perfect.

It took Thomas less than a ten-minute walk to seal the deal with Jana. She did party until sunup. It's just that the partying took place in her hotel room with Thomas. I kept Danica company in a bar downstairs until around midnight. That’s when we concluded Jana and Thomas weren't coming back to join us.

“I think we’d better call it,” Danica said.

“You are free to stay in Thomas’ bed. I don’t think he’ll be using it.”

Both Thomas and I got to spend our first night in a room with a stunning Croatian girl. It's simply that our circumstances differed. Danica thanked me for letting her stay and headed back to her room around 6:00 am. I heard talking in the corridor outside my room. No matter how hard I listened, I couldn’t make anything out. Except that it was two female voices. Thomas appeared around ten minutes later, reeking of satisfaction.

“Where's the pen knife? I need to add my first notch,” Thomas boasted.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“I CALL SHOTGUN on the guide and the tall redhead today,” Thomas said.

“What about Jana?”

“Been there, done that. No need to make a call.”

“Does she know that, Thomas?”

Thomas sat with his back to the dining room entrance. He ploughed through two full plates of assorted breakfast food. Jana walked into the dining room just as Thomas finished his comment. She scanned the room and waved upon catching my eye.

“And here's your chance to tell her, Thomas.”

“No time. We have a train to catch, bro.”

Thomas shovelled the remnants of two plates of food into a brown paper bag and headed for the door. Having acknowledged Jana and Danica, I waited until they arrived.

“I hope your first night in Italy lived up to expectations,” I said.

Both girls looked at me, a little embarrassed.

“I’ll see you on the train around 9:00 am, girls.”

Perhaps I should have ignored the girls like Thomas did. But I considered myself to be brought up better than that. Thomas stood preening himself in the mirror when I entered the hotel room. He’d spread his clothes from one end of the room to the other. And nothing appeared orderly. The only way we'd be leaving on time was if I rolled up my sleeves and packed for the two of us. Thomas only just finished dressing for the day when the ten-minute warning text came through from Jennifer.

The walk to the station took less than ten minutes. Still, I hurried. Even at 9:00 am, dawdling tourists and locals crowded the streets. Seats on the train appeared allocated by surname. Meaning the McGuire brothers got to sit near the O’Donohue sisters. And well away from Jana Abramovic.

Thomas wasted no time and struck up a conversation with Roisin straight away.

“Can I see your ticket, bro?”

“Sure. What's wrong?”

“Nothing. It seems I'm sitting with Roisin and you are sitting over there, bro.”

I glanced down, recognising that the ticket I held wasn't the ticket I’d handed over. Minor battles weren’t worth fighting in public. So, I went with the flow.

It surprised Aisling to see me take a seat next to her.

“Am I in the wrong seat?” Aisling asked, temporarily removing her earphones.

“No. I think my brother rearranged the seating.”

“I assumed you’d be sitting with Danica,” Aisling said, immediately replacing her earphones.

What was that about? Where did that idea come from? Perhaps one of the Irish girls had seen Danica leave my room that morning. After all, they were staying across the hall.

Not knowing what to expect of a high-speed train, the clean modern carriage, complete with wi-fi and oodles of storage, surprised me. And there was even a snack carriage. Out of the manic confusion of Roma Termini station, I reclined my red leather seat and soaked in the endless green fields stretching to a misty blue horizon. Thomas headed for the snack carriage straight away, returning with coffees for him and Roisin. As the minutes flew by, the luscious Italian countryside turned more beautiful and dramatic. Rolling hills of grape vines soon dominated the landscape-painting-worthy vista. But the view of Aisling dominated my thoughts.

Aisling and I sat on the right-hand side of the train. Across the aisle from Thomas and Roisin. Thomas was loud and playful, something I worried would overwhelm Roisin. But she appeared to thrive on the attention and willingly played along. He removed her earphone and listened along. Something I didn't dare do. Their body language signalled a mutual attraction. And Thomas used every trick in the book to play footsies or handsies with his gorgeous Irish target. But ninety minutes on a train wasn't long enough for him to seal the deal. Even Thomas had limits to his charm.

A half hour before we arrived in Florence, Jennifer announced the plan for the afternoon. They had arranged another small group tour. After checking into our hotel, we'd visit the Basilica and Duomo, before spending an hour learning about the incredible Florentine architecture. We'd end up at the Ponte Vecchio for sunset, before grabbing dinner on the way back to the hotel.

“I’m excited to see the sunset,” I said.

Unfortunately, Aisling still had her earphones securely attached.

Jennifer informed us of the two options for the following day. An art inspired tour of Florence or a side trip to the magical seaside destination, Cinque Terre. As Jennifer handed out the forms, Thomas grabbed all four of ours. He told me later that the elder siblings had decided that Aisling and I would visit Cinque Terre, while he and Roisin would embrace the artistic side of Florence. I contemplated arguing, but Cinque Terre was my clear preference. Plus, I’d spend more time with Aisling. And eventually, I hoped, she would remove her earphones.

A fifteen-minute walk through the flagstone alleys led us to Relais Piazza Signoria. Waiting outside the hotel while Jennifer arranged the rooms, the Palazzo Vecchio loomed large, less than a hundred feet away at the end of the Plaza della Signoria. The thirteenth century palace stood like a beacon of history. Thomas and I lucked a room on the top floor. It was tight, with less than a foot between our single beds. A tiny bathroom meant we couldn’t unpack for the stay. But an unencumbered view of the Palazzo from the bedroom and bathroom more than made up for it.

That sunset viewed from the Ponte Vecchio became forged into my memory forever. A golden sun reflected off the Arno River while a sprinkling of clouds provided an almost ethereal atmosphere. The beautifully colored buildings along the waterfront framed the golden shimmer of the water. It was a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Not that Thomas appeared to pay much attention. His focus remained well and truly on Roisin. Giving me the opportunity to chat with Aisling throughout the afternoon and into the night. More than once, things got uncomfortable between Jana and Thomas. But his thick hide came to his rescue yet again. By the time we arrived at the restaurant for dinner, Thomas' arm sat comfortably around Roisin's waist.

Jana took the initiative and positioned Danica next to me with herself opposite. She assumed that would place her beside Thomas. But this wasn't Thomas' first rodeo. Somehow, he positioned Roisin next to Jana and could still anchor his arm around her back and play footsies with her. Between the entrée and the main course, she pounced.

“Hi, I'm Jana, and this is my friend Danica.”

“Nice to meet you Jana. I'm Roisin and this is Thomas.”

“Are you two a couple?”

Roisin turned to Thomas, who flirted with Jennifer at the other end of the table.

“It's a little early to make that call, but he may get lucky.”

“Don’t expect much from him between the sheets. The cute ones rarely live up to the hype.”

“Oh, I always get what I want in the bedroom, Jana.”

As visions of Roisin dressed in PVC attending to Thomas flashed through my mind, I turned to Aisling to distract myself. With her earphones rolled up in her bag, this was the opening I'd hoped for all day.

“Are you excited to see Cinque Terre, Aisling?” I asked.

“I'm not really sure what to expect.”

I picked up my phone and clicked on Google's Images. Turning the phone to Aisling, her eyes lit up in awe.

“Wow, it's gorgeous, Callum.”

“That's where we are heading,” I said, pointing to the quintessential Italian Riviera cliff top shot.

Aisling placed her hand on mine to steady the phone before flipping through the photos. While she focused on my phone, it gave me the perfect opportunity to savour her gorgeous face up close without appearing like a stalker. Waves of her delicate floral aroma filled my lungs. And her touch tightened my pants by the second. But when her soft, clean shaven leg gently grazed my leg hairs, I felt about ready to explode.

“That's exciting,” Aisling said, staring deeply into my soul and with her pouty, red painted lips less than six inches from mine.


CHAPTER SIX


I KNOCKED ON Aisling's door around 5:30 am. It was early, but the Cinque Terre side-trip demanded it. Aisling opened the door straight away, still appearing like she’d stepped off a catwalk.

“Shush. Don't wake Roisin,” Aisling said.

“Sorry, I figured you may need help with your bag.”

“I’m fine. But perhaps Danica would like a hand, Callum.”

“Is she going to Cinque Terre, too?”

After an extended silence where we both said nothing, my phone beeped with a reminder message from Jennifer.

I helped Aisling put on her backpack before we headed downstairs.

Jennifer stood in the alley next to the hotel with her flag flying. As the crew exited the hotel, she handed them a ticket.

“Down that way to the train,” Jennifer instructed, nodding towards her right.

The crisp, cool, early morning air made Aisling shiver. Only a single toll of the church bell at Basilica di Santa Maria Novella broke the silence on the way to the station.

“Is everything alright, Aisling?”

“Well, I feel like the cool kids have sent me away to camp.”

“I feel exactly the same way. But at least we have each other.”

Aisling's body language took the full fifteen-minute walk to thaw. I’d finally got some alone time with her, without her earphones glued to her ears, but she’d become frosty. I didn’t know what to do.

Aisling looked incredible. Even with a daypack strapped to her back. Her long blonde hair flowed effortlessly over a black long-sleeved sweater. While no plunging neckline was on display, her assets were more than emphasised by the skin-tight knit. A black-and-white checkered mini skirt only just covered her arse, giving off a naughty schoolgirl vibe. A pair of black four-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots completed the outfit perfectly, leaving around two inches of suntanned thigh on display. I wasn’t sure whether it was the cool air, the brisk walk, or my proximity to Aisling that left me gasping for breath.

After grabbing snacks and drinks at the station, I led Aisling to the platform. The high-speed train sat quietly as people dressed in light blue polished it to a pristine shine. After another five minutes spent unthawing Aisling, the conductor welcomed the crew aboard. We sat on the left-hand side of the train. I’d requested that side as it provided the best views of Cinque Terre upon our arrival. They’d assigned me the window seat, but I swapped with Aisling. Not merely as a chivalrous action, but to allow me an excuse to admire this beauty and the view from the train during the following two hours.

“There’ll be wonderful views of the coast from here,” I said.

“Thanks to you, I'll have the best seat on the train.”

As the clock ticks over 6:08 am, the train crept forward. The train network appeared to operate like clockwork. Much to my surprise, and experience back home. I scanned forward inside the train, not wanting to make Aisling feel like she was being watched. I made eye contact with Danica, who sat alone. She waved, prompting me to smile briefly.

“I’m happy Thomas and Roisin signed us up for this side trip. I would have chosen Cinque Terre if given the chance,” I said.

“Why so?”

“It ticks several items off my bucket list. The stunning towns of Cinque Terre. And The Leaning Tower.”

“I’ve always wanted to visit the tower, Callum.”

“And I know Thomas wouldn't appreciate it. He'd be like, seen it, what's next?”

“I gotta admit Roisin is the same.”

“I can never fully appreciate things with Thomas in tow.”

“Then perhaps we should send them on a side trip when we arrive in Venice?”

“I’d like that, Aisling.”

“Would you like me to fix your hair, Callum? Given today will be photo day.”

Before I replied, Aisling reached into her backpack and pulled out an enormous brush and bottle. Aisling slid her fingers through my hair, stimulating my scalp in a way only known by an experienced hairdresser. My whole body tingled as she tidied, applied product and gently adjusted my hair with brush and fingers.

“You are so lucky. Most people would kill for hair like yours,”

The train gently slowed over the next ten minutes before coming to a gentle stop at Pisa.

“Wow, where has that first hour gone?” I said.

“The Tuscan mountains were picturesque.”

“Well, we'll be hugging the coastline from here.”

“We'll be passing the Leaning Tower on the right in around five minutes,” Jennifer announced.

As the train gathered speed, everyone moved to the right-hand side of the train. Seeing Aisling trying to balance on her high heels, I stood strong and offered her support.

“Use me as a stabiliser, Aisling.”

“Four-inch heels and a rickety train aren't a smart combination,” Aisling said, flashing a radiant smile.

Unfortunately, we headed towards Danica to secure the best view of the tower. She now sat next to a young guy who appeared Italian. He chatted away to her, but she didn't seem too engaged. She gave me a please save me expression as soon as our eyes met. I smiled, but didn’t want to mislead Aisling any further. I rationalised Danica must be used to dealing with unwanted suitors, whereas Aisling always had her sister around.

The Leaning Tower of Pisa came into view. The crew showed visible signs of excitement despite being four hundred yards away. It appeared small. More like a statue rather than a tower. But at 7:00 am, a crowd of folk lined up ready to visit it. As we passed and lost sight, Jennifer reacted to the energy level drop.

“Don't worry, we'll be back for a closer visit at sunset tonight,” Jennifer said.

As any last glimpse of the tower disappeared behind us, the train took a sharp turn. Aisling got thrown towards a table. I reached out and held her tightly with both arms, preventing her from hitting the solid wood table. While saving Aisling, my hip smacked against the table, taking the full weight of us both.

“You've come to my rescue again, Callum.”

“I promised Roisin I'd watch out for you.”

I led Aisling back to our seats, being careful to stabilise her against the fast moving motion. It magnified the impact of any slight bend at over one-hundred miles per hour. My hip was throbbing. I needed to attend to it quickly.

“Back soon. I'm gonna pay a visit,” I said.

I headed towards the rear of the train. That way I avoided Danica and avoided the need to save her, too. The last thing I wanted was a discussion with anyone else.

Unbuckling my belt, I slid down my shorts and checked my hip in the mirror. A damaged patch of skin oozed with blood. After thoroughly washing it clean, I dabbed it dry with some hand towel. A wound around four inches by two inches continued to bleed. I wrapped a layer of toilet paper around my trunks to stop the blood soaking through. I was sore, but didn't regret my actions.

As I headed back along the train, Danica appeared more comfortable. It was a habit for me to look ahead and scan the crowd. The sort of thing introverts typically did. Look rather than speak. I immediately redirected my eyes, concerned that she may think I was checking her out. But as I reached my seat, the young Italian who'd been sitting next to Danica now sat beside Aisling. In my seat.

I couldn't hear what he said, but Aisling appeared engaged and smiled. I tapped him on the shoulder and held his stare. He turned briefly and half smiled, before returning to his conversation. I tapped him on the shoulder again. Not wanting to cause a commotion, I stood politely waiting, contemplating my next move. Twice more, I tapped him on the shoulder. And twice more, he ignored me.

“Excuse me. That is my seat,” I said.

After a few minutes of being ignored, I turned towards Aisling, who glanced up while speaking.

“Excuse me. That is my seat,” I said, a little louder.

The Italian guy continued to ignore me, deep in conversation with Aisling. I placed my hand on his shoulder and kept it there for a solid minute. But it was to no avail.

The train lurched to the left as the Mediterranean came into sight for the first time. The Italian guy pointed to the stunning view, and Aisling followed his lead.

“Please sit down, Callum. There's a spot next to Danica,” Jennifer instructed.

But I wanted to sit next to Aisling. And stare into her beautiful eyes. Admire her incredible assets. Especially the new ones. And bask in appreciation for saving her.

“Do you mind if I sit by the aisle?” Danica asked.

She stood and let me slide in next to the window. My perfect view of the ocean had evaporated. And my budding discussion with Aisling had stopped dead.

“Isn't the sea a magical color, Callum?” Danica said, grabbing my arm excitedly.

Danica looked cute. Wearing a black singlet, cropped to show a few inches of her toned and tanned abs, she’d put the girls on full display. And with a solid tan that appeared of the all over variety, they demanded attention. A pair of silver, skin-tight metallic coated jeans hugged her hips in all the right places and rested firmly over a pair of black, five-inch stiletto suede ankle boots. Elastic gussets pulled her boots tightly against her ankle. Dramatic dark makeup surrounded Danica’s dark eyes, while her lips glistened with a recently applied cover of gloss.

I peered back down the train, where an obscured view of the Italian guy was all I had to work with. He caught my eye once, but I think that was to gloat. To casually show me, he occupied the prime seat on the train.

“Who was the guy you were sitting next to, Danica?”

“No need to be jealous. I made it clear he wasn't my type,” Danica replied, with a cheeky smile and a less than accidental knee touch.

“Is he part of the tour group?”

“No. He was heading home for university holidays.”

“What was he studying?”

“Art History. There's little he doesn't know about architecture, art, and history, Callum.”

For the next two hours, I sat beside Danica and stared out my window at mountains sprinkled with the occasional farm or winery. Every few minutes Danica grabbed my arm and squealed with excitement. I monitored the Italian guy to make sure he didn’t overstep the mark. I’d made a promise to Roisin and wasn’t about to ignore that. But the Italian guy seemed to capture Aisling's undivided attention. Something I’d struggled to do. He kept his hands to himself until the train came to a stop at Monterosso. Else, it wouldn’t have ended up well for him.


CHAPTER SEVEN


WITH LESS THAN a dozen minutes before 8:00 am, the train pulled to a stop at Monterosso. The fifth of the Cinque Terre stations would be the start of a day on the Italian Riviera. Everybody departed the train. Cleaners then swarmed all over like ants on a picnic rug. Jennifer called the crew together, counting out the twelve members of the side trip. Except there were only eleven. Aisling was nowhere to be seen. Danica had asked me to help remove her bag from the luggage rack, meaning I’d lost eye contact with her. I panicked. I’d made a promise to Roisin.

“While we are waiting for Aisling, let’s recap the day’s plan,” Jennifer said.

I frantically scanned the area nearby, trying to spot Aisling’s shock of blonde hair.

“I recommend the walk. But it’s five hours, give or take, and you need to be physically fit.”

“What’s the alternative?” someone asked.

“The train runs between each of the stations.”

Jennifer walked from person to person, handing out tickets. They allowed for access to the walking paths or train access for each leg. She gave me Aisling’s ticket and mine.

“Could you hold these for a minute?” Danica asked.

I turned to see Danica holding out her five-inch stiletto ankle boots. I held them by the soft suede tops while Danica changed into sneakers, dropping her to around shoulder height.

“Thanks, Callum. You are a gem,” Danica said, before packing her boots away and placing her pack on her back.

With less than two minutes before the crew started the walk, Aisling appeared. She chatted leisurely with the Italian guy around twenty yards away. They’d been inside a coffee house and appeared quite content. He spoke animatedly, with hands thrusting in all directions. She appeared to be well and truly engaged. With less than a minute to go, he lent forward to kiss her goodbye. Aisling turned her head, leaving him little option but to kiss her on the cheek.

Aisling sidled up to me, apparently without a trouble in the world.

“What did I miss?” Aisling asked.

“The crew are about to start the Cinque Terre walk.”

“What's that? It sounds nice.”

“It’s a twelve mile hike along the cliffs. All the way from here to Riomaggiore.”

Aisling turned to me in sheer panic.

“I didn't bring walking shoes, Callum.”

“You mean it's four-inch heels or nothing?”

“Yes. I didn't know what this trip was about. Roisin told me we were going to the beach.”

“It's Cinque Terre. It literally translates to five lands. Didn't your Italian Romeo explain that?”

“No. Is everybody hiking, Callum?”

“Everyone except Rupert.”

“Which one is he?”

“The guy in the long sox and sandals.”

We both glanced across to Rupert, who beamed a gap-toothed grin before edging closer.

“You promised Roisin you'd watch out for me, Callum.”

I turned to Aisling, who pulled off an impressive ‘aren't I cute’ look.

“I’m sure Roisin would blame Thomas. She’s awfully unforgiving.”

As the crew sidled into the distance, I felt torn between bucket list item one, the Cinque Terre walk, and bucket list item number two, spending one-on-one time with Aisling.

“And I was hoping to spend some alone time with you, Callum.”

Danica ran back the thirty yards back to me. She appeared annoyed.

“Better move, Callum. We're heading off,” Danica said.

“I’m gonna take the train.”

“But you'll miss the best views.”

“I promised Roisin I'd stay with Aisling.”

“Your loss. And at my count, that’s strike number three, Callum.”

Danica headed back to join the crew. Her long brown hair swayed from side to side and her arse showed an insane level of muscle tone. As the crew marched over the horizon, Danica casually glanced back twice. I turned to Aisling, placing the train tickets in my pocket.

“Let's head down to the beach,” Aisling said.

“But only for a short while. We need to watch the time if we’re to meet the crew for lunch.”

Aisling squealed with delight when we reached the sandy beach.

“I’ll be back in a minute,” Aisling said as she hurried into a female toilet block.

I stared out at the magnificent Ligurian Coast. The salt air filled my lungs and brought tears to my eyes. Although early, sun-worshippers already consumed half the beach.

“Where can we sun bake?” Aisling asked.

I turned to see Aisling in nothing but a bikini. I had to blink twice to confirm it wasn’t a daydream.

“You packed a bikini but not walking shoes.”

“I was going to the beach. Not on a hike, Callum.”

“There's a spot over there,” I said, pointing to the right.

I paid the toll, and we took temporary ownership of two sun lounges.

I struggled to focus on where I was stepping as we headed to the sun lounges. Aisling wore a Zebra-print two-piece bikini, high cut with ties on either hip. The top barely covered her nipples, tied in a neat bow behind her neck. Her hair sat high on her head. The outfit left me concluding that two single actions could remove everything Aisling wore in less than a second. But there was no doubt whether her tan really was all-over.

“I hope I didn't ruin your plans for the day, Callum.”

“Don't worry. Your Italian Romeo did that already.”

“Well, you've got my full attention now.”

“As lovely as that is. I also wanted to embrace the beauty of Cinque Terre.”

“You should have texted me. I would have told him to go.”

Aisling and I appeared like the odd couple. Living on the Canadian border, I rarely saw the sun. I would describe my skin as milky-white. Hence, I kept it hidden. Unlike the coffee-coloured sun-queen, Aisling, who sunned herself in a bikini. I sat on my sun lounge with my back propped up, fully clothed and with my pack on my lap.

“Anyway, his name was Stefano. And he lives on a winery up in the hills behind us.”

“I’m sorry for being such a grump. It's just Cinque Terre was a highlight for me, Aisling.”

“Then give me an hour in the sun, and the rest of the day is yours.”

I found it hard to hide my excitement. My mind immediately drifted towards a romantic hotel room on the cliff tops. But I knew that was merely a dream.

“Are you gonna get undressed?” Aisling asked.

“I came prepared for a hike and not sun-bathing.”

Aisling pulled out her phone. Her fingers rattled about her screen for a minute. As quickly as she started, the phone returned to her backpack, and she lay back. I assumed she’d received a message from the Italian.

Around five minutes later, I noticed a young man standing next to Aisling. He handed her a red and white striped bag.

“Considering this a thank you gift. The change rooms are over there,” Aisling said, handing me the bag.

I felt obliged. Aisling had given this to me as a gift. I headed into the change room and changed.

Walking back to the sun lounge, I no longer felt invisible. Nor comfortable by any measures. Aisling has given me a pair of bathers. Bright white, the type that I feared would turn iridescent if I got them wet. Wearing something that brief at the front would normally scare me shitless. But given they were G-string cut from behind, the front almost disappeared from my mind. Every set of eyes on the beach remained glued on me. As I shuffled back to my seat, I heard the word ‘bella’ more than once and even made out a few wolf whistles along the way.

“That’s much better. With a body like that, I can’t imagine why you keep it hidden away,” Aisling said as I sat.

I grabbed my backpack and gripped it in my lap.

“Aren’t you gonna pose for me, Callum?”

I turned to see Aisling wasn’t joking. I stood quickly and twirled, prompting a couple more wolf whistles from behind. Aisling lent forward and adjusted my bathers. Her touch was electric.

We lay on the beach and chatted. No headphones, no distractions, just one-on-one attention. Even if her focus remained on the sapphire-blue sea before us. Although it was hard to tell where she looked behind oversized sunglasses. And I had the feeling I may have been getting checked out.

“Why are you here without a boyfriend?” I asked.

“Things don’t always work out the way you want.”

Aisling shared that she’d recently broken up with her boyfriend of four months. I wondered why anyone could want more than her. Before that, she’d only had one other relationship. And that lasted but a few weeks. Everything she mentioned was recent. I attempted to dig in a little. To learn about her history. But she said anything before twelve months ago was a whole other lifetime ago. I ended up with the feeling that something happened to the girls. Something quite unpleasant. For Aisling, it seemed twelve months ago. For Roisin, about five years back. Still, the conversation flowed, and I decided not to push it.

“Wow, that sunshine was just what the doctor ordered,” Aisling said.

“It's such a beautiful outlook.”

“Unlike any beaches we have in Ireland.”

“At least you have the seaside. I live more than a thousand miles from the coast.”

With our one hour hire expired, Aisling headed back into the dressing shed. Re-emerging, she still looked stunning. Only with less skin showing. I simply pulled my clothes over my new bathers. Concerned about losing the crew, we caught the train five minutes to Vernazza.

“You take the window seat,” Aisling offered.

“I’m happy to look past you.”

Truth is, I was keen to see both incredible views.

The coastal view exceeded all expectations. Leaving the beaches, we passed the cliff tops before heading into a tunnel for the last thirty seconds of the ride. Standing on Vernazza station, terraced fields packed full of produce flowed to the tops of the mountains on one side. Rows of terracotta, yellow and green homes flanked a cobblestone path down to the waterfront on the other. Each building had a vibrant store in front of it, packed with daily essentials. Or restaurants overflowing with coffee sipping patrons.

“Are you up for a walk to the waterfront, Aisling?”

“As long as we go slow, I'm keen.”

Aisling's hand brushed mine, sending shivers up my spine.

“Just slow me down if I sprint too far ahead.”

“Then hold my hand,” Aisling suggested.

Aisling intertwined her fingers with mine.

“If I pull on you like this, it means slow down,” Aisling said.

I struggled to think of a response. Any response, actually.

“Understood,” I said, unable to control a wave of endorphins.

A wave of pride rushed through my body. Men, woman and children immediately noticed me. I tried to shake it off and wondered if this was how Thomas felt every day.

In less than ten minutes of slow walking, the water appeared before us. My excitement must have been obvious.

“You may need to loosen that grip, Callum.”

“I’m sorry. I'm trying to contain my excitement.”

“You can let me go if you like.”

“No. I wouldn't want to lose you in this crowd.”

The Vernazza old town was more beautiful than I'd imagined. Sure, the buildings were old, and the paths were challenging. Especially for someone in four-inch stiletto heels. And boats sat across the piazza, after being pulled safely out of the lapping water. But the quaint inlet, surrounded by cliffs on one side and brightly coloured buildings on the other, appeared straight out of an oil painting. After breathing in the view and soaking in the ambience for a solid thirty minutes, we trekked back up the cobbled stone path to the train station. Only once did I let go of Aisling's hand. And that was for legal reasons.

One more picturesque train ride and we met the crew in Corniglia for lunch.

Perched high on a cliff top, only the brightly painted houses and shimmering blue Ligurian Sea gave any clue we were still in the same region of Italy. After climbing three hundred steps from the station to the town, we caught up with the crew as they finished up their lunch. On a tight schedule, Jennifer ensured the crew headed off on schedule for the two-hour hike to Manarola.

“Stefano told me about the best restaurant in Cinque Terre.”

“Where is it?”

“Manarola. Up on the hill.”

“That's the next town. I'm happy to head there now, Aisling.”

“Best seafood in all of Italy, Stefano said. Although he may have been biased.”

I just hoped Stefano wasn’t there to meet us.

After consuming some fresh lemonade, we caught the train. For the first time, we arrived well ahead of the crew. With plenty of time to spare. Providing the perfect opportunity to enjoy a relaxing meal together. And it didn’t have to be cheap and cheerful like the rest of the trip provided meals. This time, money was no object. I had one opportunity to impress Aisling, and I couldn’t afford to waste it.

Trattoria dal Billy proved an inspired choice. I didn’t come out and pay homage to Stefano, but that’s where my mind went. With sweeping views from the mountainside out over the town and towards the never ending blue seas, it took several minutes for us to notice the menu. And they served the freshest of fish and seafood dishes, wrapped up in just the right amount of Italian herbs and spices. The meal was possibly the greatest of my life to that point. And sitting at a small table on the terrace close enough to savour Aisling's floral scent only added the cherry on top.

Still keen to learn more about what made Aisling tick, I asked her about her previous relationship. What did she like? What was the highlight? She spoke in fond terms about Kieran, even after an ugly breakup that was quite recent. But she never said why that relationship ended. They remained friends, and she showed me a photo of the two of them at a pub the week before she left.

“Was he the one, Aisling?”

“For a while, I believed he might be. But it didn’t turn out that way.”

Aisling dropped her hand onto mine, intertwining our fingers. “Thank you for taking care of me today, Callum.”

“When I make a promise. I stick to my word.”

I didn't know how to read Aisling. Here was a gorgeous girl opening up to me and showing her appreciation. But I didn't want to overstep the mark.

After lunch, we headed to the meeting point on the piazza. The crew arrived as we did. Only they appeared hot and sweaty. More than ready for a break. While we had just stepped out of an air-conditioned restaurant with a belly full of contentment. Danica stood next to me. Sweat glistened off her chest. Aisling and I stood hand in hand. Upon noticing this development, Danica sidled away. I assumed we’d have time to explore. But Jennifer was on a schedule.

“You've got twenty minutes before we leave,” Jennifer said.

“How long is the last leg of the hike?”

“Less than half an hour. It's little more than a mile and mostly flat.”

“Perhaps we could walk this leg, Callum?”

“Just follow the signs along Via del Amore.”

“Then we'd better secure a decent head start, Aisling.”

“Head back to the station, then follow the Via del Amore signs. It stands for the path of love,” Jennifer said.

Aisling grabbed my hand and led me back up the hill. I turned back to see Danica glaring at me. I kept my cool, smiled, and followed Aisling.

The views along the walk were breathtaking. Compared to everyone else, we dawdled along the path. The entire crew passed us along the way. But Aisling agreed it had been worth the sore feet. Concerned about missing the train, we ran the last fifty yards. As we arrived, the train doors slammed closed behind us. Once seated on the train, I asked Aisling about the Italian. Stefano was charming and very knowledgeable. But he wasn't Aisling's type. She squeezed my thigh as she answered.

We arrived at Pisa a half-hour before sunset. Everything was a rush, yet again. I wondered whether Aisling had blisters on top of her blisters. Still, she didn’t whine. We made it to the Leaning Tower of Pisa as the sun approached the horizon. A kind Italian man offered to take photos of us. The first few photos we posed for the camera. For the last he encouraged us to kiss. Excitement flooded every cell in my body. I couldn’t believe that Aisling consented. The second her soft lips touched mine, my whole body tingled. I expected it to be a peck. But after what felt like minutes, Aisling slid her tongue between my compliant lips and started a wrestle that would last minutes.

A do not disturb sign welcomed us when we reached Aisling’s room. At first I took it as a joke. One that perhaps the girls played on each other. Aisling insisted it wasn’t. She texted her sister to no reply. Behind the door, I heard a chirping sound. This was definitely not the time to stand in the hallway out front.

“I’ll make up Thomas' bed for you.”

“Still watching out for me, I see,” Aisling said, leaning forward and kissing my cheek.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


I WOKE SHORTLY before 6:00 am the following morning. Glancing across the room, I saw Aisling still sleeping soundly. A sheet sat loosely over her naked body, covering both nipples but still showing plenty of her upper assets. And almost all of one thigh. I thought about turning the fan up and opening the window. But knew we had limited time and a big day of travel ahead. But that didn’t stop me from wondering what lay beneath the sheet.

With still no visible sign of Thomas, I quietly headed into the hallway. The ‘do not disturb’ sign occupied pride of place on the doorknob of Roisin’s room. As I approached the door, Thomas’ voice rang loudly. At first, I assumed he was in pain. But then it became obvious he quite enjoyed himself. Growing up sharing a room with Thomas, I knew his pleasure sounds a little too well. I turned and headed downstairs for breakfast.

Danica & Jana sat at a large table filled by the window. Sun streamed into the dining room, caressing Danica’s face on the way past. I knew I needed to patch things up. As soon as possible. Only halfway through the trip, I didn’t want to be on poor terms with any of the crew.

“How cool was Cinque Terre?” I asked.

“I enjoyed the visit. But not as much as you appeared to,” Danica replied.

“I promised Roisin I'd watch out for Aisling.”

“I’d say you provided a gold class service.”

“So, Venice today. I can't wait to explore the city of love.”

“I’m sure Aisling will need help, Callum. What with all those scary bridges.”

“How about you Jana? Are you excited about Venice?”

“I’m a little tired, to be honest. I got little sleep last night, Callum.”

“Sorry to hear that. Are you unwell?”

“I’m good. It's just that Thomas and Roisin were at it all night.”

“And we're staying in the next room, Callum,” Danica said.

“And I'm on the other side. Quite an enlightening night,” Jennifer interjected.

“Yep. I wish he'd saved that performance for the night before,” Jana said.

I gulped down a cup of juice, a bowl of cereal, and a cup of coffee. There was no point hanging around any longer than necessary. Things were unlikely to improve, and the last thing I wanted was for Aisling to experience the same treatment. I grabbed a takeaway coffee and pastry before heading back to my room. Aisling still slept soundly. I couldn’t believe how beautiful she looked, with her hair draped across Thomas’ pillow. Time was getting away from us. We had a train to catch. I slowly opened the curtains as the church bell tolled outside.

“Aisling, wake up. We need to pack for Venice.”

With Aisling emerging from a deep slumber, I headed across the hall. Gently knocking on Roisin & Thomas' door, I waited for an invitation to enter. There was no answer. I knocked again, only louder this time.

“Go away. Can’t you read the sign?” Thomas screamed.

Thomas started audibly moaning.

“Yes baby. That’s the spot,” Thomas moaned.

“We need to be at the station in less than forty minutes, Thomas.”

It took ten seconds for the moaning to abate.

“I’ll get ready here, bro.”

“Aisling needs to pack, too.”

“Give me fifteen, bro.”

“Use the bathroom if you need to, Aisling,” I said, heading back into my room.

“Don’t panic. It'll only be five minutes. Roisin knows what she's doing.”

“Do you mind if I take a shower?”

“Not at all. But only if I can watch, Callum.”

Aisling sat up in her bed, placed an extra pillow behind her back, and gave me her full attention. Heading into the bathroom, I shut the door after me.

“That's not letting me watch.”

Unsure if she was just being playful, I opened the door.

“That’s better. I need something to keep me entertained until Thomas finishes.”

Thankfully, Thomas arrived a couple of minutes later.

“Thanks for a wonderful day and night, Callum.”

Aisling walked up to me and kissed me softly on the cheek. The back of her hand brushed against my cock, leaving me hard in a second.

“That's not something I wanna see, little brother.”

“I hope you enjoyed yourself last night, Thomas,” Aisling said.

For the first time in my life, Thomas’ face turned a bright shade of red.

“My sister is renowned for life-changing experiences.”

“We both had a wonderful night. She's one in a million.”

“Just be sure to treat her right, Thomas. Or I’ll come hunting you,”

Thomas used every second available to get ready. I had to pack his suitcase again while he preened himself in the mirror. For some unknown reason, I had to carry Thomas' bag and mine down five flights of stairs. Allegedly, Thomas had to wait for his hair gel to set. As expected, he left me to lug two massive backpacks to reception and through the narrow cobbled stone streets of Florence. A positive energy flowed from the streets of Florence into me. This was my day.

“I call shotgun on Aisling today,” I said.

“She's out of your league, bro.”

“I don't care. I've called shotgun.”

“Roisin made it clear you weren't her type. Don't tell me I didn't warn you.”

Thomas' comment unsettled me. Why had he and Roisin been talking about us? Thomas hardly acknowledged me, let alone talked to girls about me. Something didn't feel right.

Last to arrive as usual, we boarded the train with mere seconds to spare.

“Our seats are towards the rear. Opposite Roisin & Aisling,” I said.

Roisin sat by the window while Aisling sat in the aisle seat.

“Show me the tickets, bro.”

Knowing resistance was useless, I complied with his request.

“Aisling, would you mind swapping with Roisin?” Thomas asked.

“Remember what I told you, Thomas.”

“You get the window seat, bro.”

While Thomas made it sound like a magnanimous gesture, I saw straight through his seat shuffle. Thomas got to sit next to Roisin, and block Aisling and me in at the same time. Well played.

Spot on 7:20 am, the train lurched forward. For the following two hours, Thomas entertained Roisin. I’d never seen Thomas this congenial after a one-night stand. He was attentive, he was playful, and he showed an unexpected caring side I’d never witnessed before. For most of the trip, the love birds held hands. Only when the food trolley passed, or the ticket inspector walked by, did the union cease. I'd never seen him as handsy.

“I’m happy to swap seats with Roisin if you like,” I said.

“She’s out of your league, little brother.”

What the hell was this about? I’d called shotgun. Clearly and early. If Thomas had any ideas about ticking sisters off his bucket list, it wasn’t happening on my watch. Two days prior, he sent me on a side trip with her. But now he completely blocked access.

Around halfway to Venice, I tried an alternate approach.

“Can I get past to go to the toilet, Thomas?” I asked.

“We're close to Venice. You can hold on.”

“Perhaps Roisin and you can join the one-hundred mile an hour club?”

“She’s out of your league, bro.”

Thomas typically annoyed me daily. But this day he'd turned the intensity up to eleven. Every move I tried failed. Fighting him was the only option. Although in our twenty-one years together, I’d never gotten close to winning a physical battle. And chances weren’t positive for a different outcome this time. As the train pulled into Venice around 9:30 am, a wave of relief washed over me.

Thomas blocked me in my seat until well after Roisin & Aisling had exited. He waited until every passenger had disembarked before standing. Then hurried after Roisin, leaving me with both packs. In the windy alleys of Venice, I had no option but to pull out my phone and follow Google maps. The thirty-minute walk proved quite challenging. Venice felt like a maze. I got lost twice. And there was no way I could even glimpse Aisling ahead. Let alone catch up to her on the way to the hotel.

Sweating like a starting five NBA basketball player, I arrived at the hotel last. Only Thomas was there to greet me. And he appeared agitated.

“Come on, bro. Roisin is waiting for me. I need my wallet,” Thomas said.

“Sorry to hold you up, Thomas.”

I slowly handed Thomas his bag, being sure to turn it upside down. After opening the front pocket, he tossed it back at me and headed upstairs.

“We're in room 312 on the top floor,” Thomas said.

Hotel Ca’ del Campo wasn’t on the Grand Canale. But it was on one of the smaller canals. A quintessential four story terracotta painted building with white window surrounds would be our accommodation for two nights. Our room was enormous. However, a low roofline made it challenging to navigate. Especially in the dark. But newly renovated, it reeked of Italian opulence in shades of royal blue and light green. And the view from the dormer windows extended all the way from the Grand Canal to Saint Mark’s Square.

My phone dinged with a reminder from Jennifer the minute I dropped my bags.

“Meet in reception at 10:15 am. Dress comfortably and wear sensible shoes,” Jennifer messaged.

Thomas had headed out already. It appeared he had one thing on his mind. And that had long red hair and a killer body. Dressed for an exciting day of exploring, I headed down the three flights of stairs I'd only recently laboured up. Reception was tiny, causing the crew to spill over onto the sidewalk out front of the hotel.

Arriving last again, I got paired with Jennifer for the gondola ride. Thomas and Roisin appeared joined at the hip, removing any jealousy of my partnership with Jennifer. And they had paired Aisling with a French boy, Jean Paul. He did his best to flirt with her. And he sat way too close to her for my comfort. But she appeared receptive to his advances.

Here I was in the most romantic place on earth, missing the opportunity of a lifetime. There was little I could do on the trek to Saint Mark’s Square. But I was determined to right this wrong. And continue exploring my connection with Aisling. Even if I had to punch out a rather athletic and hairy French guy to do so. I bit my lip and waited in line for the boat ride.


CHAPTER NINE


WE BOARDED THE gondolas beside the hotel and Pointe de la Guerra. Only the voices of joyful gondoliers broke the southing sound of gently lapping water. Snaking along the canals past terracotta walls with bright white window frames, I had to pinch myself I was actually in Venice. Jennifer sat next to me. But she studied her notes and attended to messages on her phone. And my mind was elsewhere as well. Ahead, I watched Thomas with his hulking arm behind Roisin's back.

Aisling was out of sight, but not out of mind. My mind turned to how I could switch out Jennifer for Aisling? Not that Jennifer wasn't attractive. With long blonde hair and stunning Nordic features, she stood out in a crowd. But I had a genuine connection with Aisling. One that I needed to build on before some French Casanova stepped in and ruined my chances forever.

“How far are we going?” I asked.

“We're heading to Saint Mark’s Square,” Jennifer replied.

“Then where?”

“We'll visit the Palazzo Ducale, before heading down the Grand Canal by gondola for lunch.”

I knew I needed to position myself the minute I got off the gondola.

As we pulled up behind the rest of the crew, I spotted Aisling and the Frenchman. We were two boats back with Thomas and Roisin blocking most of the view. Knowing that Jennifer held the tickets for entry to the palace, I hatched a plan. The tickets sat clearly on display in Jennifer’s bag. I stuck close to her to achieve the end-game of face-time with Aisling.

“Can I help you with anything, Jennifer?” I asked.

“You could help me wrangle the crew at the palazzo, Callum.”

“Would you like me to hand out the tickets?”

“Sure, that would be helpful while I connect with the local guide.”

Jennifer handed me the bag with the tickets and the flag. I’d found a way that didn’t include me chasing Aisling. Instead, I could make her come to me.

Positioning myself at the entrance to the Palazzo Ducale, I held the flag up high. It worked, drawing the crew like moths to a flame. Soon all the crew encircled me excitedly, waiting for instructions. I handed out tickets and directed each member of the crew to the front door. Starting with Jana and Danica, the rest of the crew filed through and disappeared, leaving Thomas, Roisin, and Aisling until last.

“Don’t do something stupid, bro,” Thomas said.

“I know what I'm doing.”

“Aisling asked us to run interference, bro.”

Those words cut to the quick. I didn't know how to respond.

What had I done? How had I offended Aisling? Was it some action during our night together? But she was very playful when she left. It made no sense. How could someone turn that quickly? And over nothing. I had to find out what had happened. Why everything had changed on the flip of a dime? And I held just the opportunity to bring this to a head in my hand. The last two tickets.

Roisin got extremely playful with Thomas. They obviously had a strong connection, and it appeared to be building. Not that was a new thing for Thomas. Everyone, except his siblings, adored him. But he was fickle, and often ended things before they got started. But Roisin’s playfulness took him off the scent. For a moment, at least. Aisling stood before me with a broad smile. I’d left the best for last. I handed her a ticket, but held it for a second longer than necessary to gauge her reaction.

Aisling stood before me, dressed more sensibly, but only just. A white singlet cropped an inch below her breasts showed of tanned and toned arms and abs. A tiny pair of faded blue denim shorts only just covered her briefs. They were so short that her pockets hung an inch below the hem of the shorts. And her top button sat undone, placing all the strain on a flimsy zipper to keep them up. Something that worried me in a packed crowd of Italian men. A pair of brown, four-inch stiletto over-the-knee boots provided focus on her shapely calves. Hardly practical walking shoes, but totally killer. But best of all, she wore a massive smile.

“Can we talk, Aisling?” I asked.

“I assumed you were avoiding me.”

“What made you think that?”

“Something Thomas said. Scratch that. Everything Thomas said.”

I knew something was wrong. I could smell a rat.

“What did he say, Aisling?”

“That you didn't like girls like me.”

“Is that what you believe?”

“Well, it came as a surprise. But it wouldn't be the first time I’ve been wrong about a guy.”

I saw a tear well in Aisling's eye.

“I had a brilliant day with you yesterday. And I hoped to spend time with you today., Aisling.”

“But Thomas said…”

“… don't listen to Thomas. He plays games.”

“He’d better not play games with Roisin, or he’ll know about it.”

Palazzo Ducale, or Doge’s Palace, exceeded expectations. From the ornate gothic style exterior to the breathtaking arched decorative ceilings to the incredible three-hundred and sixty degree Venice vista, a highlight waited around every corner. And walking the corridors with Aisling, stopping to appreciate the wonderful art and preserved weapons of a day long gone, only made it more special.

A couple of times, I had to help Aisling up a set of creaky, old stairs. And even a ladder. Following her closely behind as she climbed the rungs of a one-thousand year old wooden ladder proved to be the most challenging. For me anyway. Her arse was mere inches away, but I avoided contact. Even when she stopped dead. Aisling was a trouper and the longer we connected, the more enamoured we both became. But all things must end, and soon we found ourselves back out on the promenade.

“Can we take a gondola together?” I asked.

“I’d like that, Callum.”

“Great. It'll give us a chance to clear the air once and for all.”

Aisling intertwined her fingers in mine as I helped her aboard.

“Hey Callum, we need to swap spots,” Thomas said.

“Sorry bro, we’ve already boarded.”

“Remember what I said, bro.”

“I’ll take the chance.”

Our gondolier, Vince, took off while serenading us with a rousing rendition of ‘O Sole Mio’. As the water from wooden motor boats gently rocked us, I placed my arm firmly around Aisling to help us stabilise. Aisling glanced up at me with her Emerald-green eyes. She didn’t need to utter a single word. Her expression spoke volumes. Once the rocking slowed, I removed my arm.

“I’d be grateful if you could keep me stable the entire way. I am wearing heels,” Aisling said.

I melted at the sight of this incredible pigtailed girl and lent her my arm.

“Why do you think Thomas is trying to keep us apart, Aisling?”

“He better not be fucking with my sister.”

“Fucking, definitely. Fucking with, I doubt it. I've never seen him as attentive.”

“Roisin has the magic touch with boys. She's like a boy whisperer.”

“What's her secret?”

“The boys love her versatility.”

I wasn't sure where Aisling was coming from. But assumed it meant something about her dress sense.

As Vince steered the gondola into the Grand Canal, the wake from a motor boat shook us. I held Aisling tightly to me and she placed her hands on my thighs for support. That alone was worth whatever the cost of the gondola trip was. Thanks, sis.

“How about you? I can't believe you're single, Aisling.”

“I’m quite a way behind my sister. Still getting adjusted mentally and physically.”

“She's only a couple of years older, isn’t she?”

“Three years older. But importantly, she's five years further along.”

“You want a photo in front of Ponte di Rialto?” Vince asked.

“Yes please. That would be very romantic.”

As Vince positioned the gondola for the perfect photo opportunity, Aisling placed her camera on the bulkhead. Once the gondola sat in position, Vince snapped a few shots. Then a few more. Then more again.

“You are in the city of love. You must kiss,” Vince said.

I turned to Aisling, who welcomed me with open lips.

I'm certain that electricity jumped between us as our lips came together. That spark must have been clearly visible from the bridge overhead. But everything after that became a perfect blur. I lost all control of time and space while Aisling vigorously explored my mouth with her tongue. Neither of us were in any hurry to stop as Vince snapped a few more series of photos.

“Molto bene,” Vince said.


CHAPTER TEN


VINCE PLACED THE camera on the bulkhead and continued the ride. Aisling and I were in no hurry to break our connection. Somehow, we sat closer together than before the photo break. Any closer and we’d had to have been naked. A concept that made its way into my mind once or twice. Aisling's hand moved up my thigh and onto my rock hard cock.

“Someone is awfully excited, Callum.”

“Sorry, I'm not always like this in public.”

“No need to explain. We are in the city of love.”

“Thanks for understanding, Aisling.”

“Don’t worry. I gotta admit I'm a little hot and bothered too,” Aisling said, squeezing me tight.

“Yes, but your excitement isn't as obvious.”

“Only because I'm wearing tight shorts.”

I waited for Aisling's expression to turn to a smile. But it didn’t change.

“Let me prove it. Give me your hand, Callum.”

Aisling intertwined our fingers and moved our hands onto her leg. I felt goosebumps in the cooler canal air.

I waited for Aisling to stop. Or to laugh. But it didn’t happen. Instead, she appeared more serious than I’d ever seen her.

“You realise what Roisin and I have in common, don't you?” Aisling said.

“Of course. You are sisters.”

“But it wasn't always that way.”

“What do you mean?”

Vince let out a loud rendition of ‘Ti Amo’ as Aisling guided my hand under her skirt and onto her upper thigh.

“You know we’ve both had boob jobs, don’t you, Callum?”

My anxiety level dropped. Still, I wondered why my hand was on Aisling’s thigh and not her shoulder.

“Well, if your sister’s boobs are half as perfect as yours, she’s made a wise investment.”

Aisling let my hand go briefly. She unzipped her shorts half way to improve the access. Placing her hand on top of mine, she guided our hands along her silky briefs.

“And we've still both got our downstairs equipment, too.”

Aisling's hand stopped in the middle of her silky underwear. A bulge comparable to mine became obvious.

“I’m not as experienced with mine. But I'm sure you'll be just as happy as Thomas was with Roisin’s.”

Aisling lent forward and kissed me with passion. My hand sat firm against her rock hard cock. Her tongue explored my mouth with new vigour. Now that the cat was out of the bag, she was all in. And I was in no hurry for our connection to stop.

“Looks like I've passed the fat test,” Aisling said.

“Sorry, what test?”

“You're still rock hard, and you've got your hand on my cock.”

“And what does that test show?”

“That you're open minded, like your brother.”

Thoughts flashed through my brain about several things, all at once. Neither Aisling nor Roisin were the type Thomas, or I, usually dated. And Thomas appeared more than happy, getting intimate with Roisin. In fact, I'd never seen him stay the entire night with a girl. Let alone still be well and truly at it until well after daybreak.

And Aisling appeared like the perfect girl. Well, perfect in my eyes anyway. She was beautiful, and smart and sexy. She had the face of an angel. And those boobs were absolutely perfect. I didn't know how to react.

“I can't wait to have some fun with you in the bedroom,” Aisling said, squeezing my raging boner.

As Vince pulled the gondola up against the walkway, Aisling stood to disembark. I held her hand to provide some stability. And she wasn’t letting go in a hurry. The crew piled into a small restaurant to find a feast waiting. Roisin and Thomas remained inseparable. And Aisling wasn't trying to break our connection soon. I felt her hand on my thigh the second we sat down. She made eye contact with Roisin and gave some sort of signal. Roisin winked and smiled.

“Hey bro, can I chat to you about our sleeping arrangements?” Thomas asked.

“Sure, let's head out by the water.”

Thomas and I left the restaurant. Both Roisin and Aisling kissed their men before they parted. Aisling’s kiss was sweet, with just a touch of naughty. I felt myself harden again in an instant.

“How much has Aisling told you?” Thomas asked.

“I doubt there could be much more to tell.”

“That's why I kept you two apart, bro. To protect you.”

“And why is that your call to make?”

“Because I'm your big brother. And it’s my job to protect you.”

“Oh, you get to experience everything first. You've obviously had your best night of sex ever. Are you sure you didn't want to stop me from knowing the truth?”

“What are you gonna do? You can’t tell Mum.”

“I’m not sure. Do you regret anything?”

“Nothing. Roisin is the most incredible lover I’ve ever met.”

“Then it sounds like you'll be bunking with Roisin, and I'll be bunking with Aisling.”

“That sounds sweet to me, bro.”

“And what about the notches on the bedpost, Thomas?”

“I’ve thrown away the penknife.”

I waited for Thomas to smile. But he didn’t as much as smirk. He meant every word.

“And we're talking about extending the visit. To see how we connect when it's just the two of us,” Thomas said.

“Wow, this sounds serious.”

“She's everything Mum could want in a daughter-in-law. And everything I could wish for.”

“And more, I suppose, Thomas.”

“Do you and Aisling want to stay too?” Thomas asked.

“Let me sleep on it. But I'm thinking it'll be a hard yes.”

“I’ve found an Airbnb on the Grand Canal. Romantic as hell.”

“Any tips for me tonight?”

“Open your mind to everything. Savour the experience.”

Thomas turned to me and looked me directly in the eye.

“I know I've been an arsehole to you all your life,” Thomas said.

“I put it down to tough love.”

“But imagine if we headed home with Irish sisters.”

“That surely would impress Mum.”

“Then I'm booking the Airbnb for a week. My shout,” Thomas said.

“I’m not sure I can wait until tonight.”

“Trust me. It'll be more than worth waiting for.”

Thomas threw his arm around my shoulder and turned us towards the restaurant.

“We better return to the girls before some Italian locals make a move,” Thomas said.

“Or worse. Some French tourist named Jean Paul.”


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“I CAN'T BELIEVE we've got an entire floor to ourselves,” Aisling said, leaning forward and kissing me gently.

“But we’d better keep the noise down. Roisin and Thomas are directly below us.”

“We'll be likely to hear them more than vice versa if history is anything to go by.”

“Yeah, I think sex is a sport for Thomas,” I said, sweeping Aisling’s hair back behind her ear.

“Well, we've got three bedrooms to choose from on this floor. Where to?”

“I was hoping we could try out each. And the kitchen for good measure,” I said, walking my fingers slowly up Aisling’s muscular thigh.

“And where did you want to start, Callum?”

“Where we left off last night works for me.”

“Oh, you enjoyed receiving, after all?” Aisling asked, intertwining her fingers with mine.

“It was kinda unexpected when it happened.”

“But oh so good, right?”

“I can't disagree.”

Suddenly, the sound of an audible moan came from beneath the floor. I glanced at Aisling and we laughed uncontrollably. It seemed we may have been last to the party. But we were determined to make up lost ground.

“Then, if you do a good job pleasuring me, I might just return the compliment,” Aisling said, sliding our hands onto her silken briefs.

“Oh, I'll do the best job in the history of forever.”

“That's what I was hoping to hear.”

“I can’t stand this teasing. Where should we start?”

“Definitely canal-side,” we both said in unison.

I led Aisling into a bedroom with a king-sized four-poster bed. Covered in a rich maroon fabric bedspread with gold piping, it included a foot-high upholstered bedhead. A platform that only added to the royal ambience of the palatial room. With the windows open, a cooling breeze wafted over us as we sat down. But sitting exposed to tourists on the Grand Canal didn’t bother me. We were four stories up and well away from prying eyes. As Aisling sat next to me, she didn’t meet my stare. Her focus and hands moved elsewhere.

“Now hustle and lose those clothes,” Aisling instructed.

I undressed quickly, keen to drown out the moans from my brother below.

“There's my sweet surprise. From what Roisin tells me, your brother is keen to please, but he doesn't quite measure up to your stature. I think she's a little envious.”

“Its sure sounds like she's gotten over it.”

“Now lay back on the bed and let me prep you, lover.”

I slid a pillow behind me and lay back with my arms clasped behind my head. Aisling’s first touch did the trick. My cock spasmed into action, appreciating her every caress. Aisling didn’t bother with foreplay, instead she dropped directly to my balls. Licking the right ball gently, she lifted it before wrapping her heavenly lips around it. Releasing, she worked her tongue from root to tip in a slow but sensuous way. Upon reaching my cock head, she took time to work her tongue underneath, bring my cock to full attention within seconds. She repeated the action on the other ball before changing angles.

“Nice start, babe,” I said.

“I assumed you’d appreciate something a little different.”

Aisling asked me to slide up and place my back against the bedhead. She knelt on the carpet beside the bed and sized up the challenge ahead. I knew she could handle my manhood, but placed my hand gently behind her head for encouragement. Aisling dropped to within a half inch of my cock before pursing her lips and softly placing butterfly kisses on the head. My cock jumped in excitement, prompting Aisling to wrap her blood red painted fingers around the girth.

Before I had time to breathe, Aisling dropped her delicious lips over my cock head and teased me with her tongue. With one hand gently massaging the shaft, she turned her head left, then right, before she dropped over my full length. Upon reaching her hand, she pulled back up before encircling the head again at the top of the stroke. After a couple of hand movements, Aisling stared deep into my eyes. I’d never seen her as beautiful in the bright sunlight, curtains flapping onto her back in the breeze, her hair blowing clear of her gorgeous face.

“Oh, yeah. Take me all,” I moaned.

Any sounds from outside my body melted away as Aisling slid her lips deep over my cock. With each downstroke, my pleasure magnified. With each upstroke, I struggled to regain my breath. Aisling held both hands against her chin and bobbed up and down faster and faster. I held strong for as long as humanly possible, but soon the ornate roof was the only thing in my vision. Just when I felt ready to explode, Aisling held deep. All the way down with her chin resting on my balls. Her throat massaged the full length of my cock all at once. It was impossible to hold on.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

Aisling took one more stroke before holding deep. My hand grabbed her hair instinctively. Not that I needed to. She was more than happy to consume my gift. Aisling held firm as a torrent of my nectar flooded into her mouth and down her throat. She gripped my hips to hold deeper. Until I had delivered every drop. Breathing raggedly, I regained a little composure and looked down to see her beautiful face smiling back at me. She licked her lips in recognition of a job well done. I felt closer to Aisling at that moment than anyone in my previous twenty-one years.

“That was incredible,” I said.

“Then buckle in for the big show, lover.”

Aisling moved onto the bed and lay beside me.

“We’d better prepare you for the next round,” Aisling said.

Aisling kissed me, sharing her bounty generously. Meanwhile, she slid her hand down my chest and onto my semi-flaccid cock, bringing it back to life in an instant.

After a half dozen strokes, I was ready for anything. Aisling drizzled lube on my cock and placed a massive dob on her arse. I knew what that meant. Fun times ahead, that’s for sure. Aisling straddled me, resting her arse across my thighs. My cock dwarfed hers. But I knew that’d change later in the evening. Raising her backside, I grabbed hold of Aisling’s thighs to steady her. She shuffled a step forward before reaching around and positioning my hungry cock against her delicate flower. She didn’t need to ease into it. Instead, she dropped like a stone, consuming my cock fully inside her rear cavern.

“That’s what I’ve been waiting for,” Aisling moaned.

“It’s not too bad from my side either.”

Aisling’s arse pleasured my cock all over at once. I’d found my missing puzzle piece. We just matched. Aisling lifted, then dropped. Slowly at first, but within ten seconds, she bounced off my pelvis like a trampoline. Each drop drove deeper as Aisling’s flaccid cock bounded about like a rabbit. And her eyes disappeared into her head each time she dropped low.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Aisling screamed.

Sweat ran from her forehead down her face and dripped off her chin onto my chest. Aisling’s hair swayed back and forth, framing a face writhing in ecstasy. Faster and faster, she rebounded. Deeper and deeper she dropped. Until eventually, I could hold back no longer. I grabbed Aisling’s hips and guided her through the last few strokes. Finally, I held her deep, sharing my warm nectar with her gleefully.


CHAPTER TWELVE


AISLING COLLAPSED, HER chest dropping onto my chest. Her heart beat at a record pace. Wanting to keep our connection for as long as possible, I pulled her tight and kissed her deeply. Our tongues wrestled furiously for control of whatever competition we were in. My hands moved to Aisling’s hips as I kept adjusting our positions to stay engaged. Just a little longer was the aim. Finally, there was nowhere to go. My cock popped out of Aisling’s rear cavern, which returned my gift.

“Not bad Callum. I think you’ve improved since yesterday,” Aisling said.

“You mean I’ve earned my reward?”

“Perhaps. But I’m expecting you to improve each day, you know.”

I stared into her eyes with expectation.

“But yes. I think you’ve earned a reward for today’s effort.”

“Put your head against the bedhead and prepare for your treat,” Aisling said.

“That sounds different from last night.”

“Do you want me to rescind the offer? There are so many positions that you’ve yet to experience.”

“No, no, no. That’s okay. I was just checking.”

Aisling squirted a massive dob of lube into her palm and rubbed her hands together.

“Spread your legs, princess,” Aisling said.

I didn’t need to be asked twice.

“As wide as you can,” Aisling said.

While complying, my mind panicked. Just a little.

Aisling knelt on the bed and massaged my cock back to full throttle. To be honest, it took little effort. As she slid her slippery hand up and down, she rotated her grip to improve the enjoyment.

“Now lay back and think of the old country,” Aisling said.

I found that spot on the roof again, enjoying the sensation Aisling’s hands provided. After a half dozen strokes, Aisling removed one hand. Something new was about to happen.

“Here comes the aeroplane,” Aisling said.

Something pressed against my flower. Instinctively, I tensed, though I happily welcomed this intruder. Slowly at first, Aisling pushed her finger inside my rear cavern and up to the first knuckle. Then she withdrew it almost all the way, before forcing it fully in. The excitement of my cock being massaged amplified in an instant. This took my enjoyment onto a new plane.

“Ooh, that’s nice,” I moaned.

“I figured you’d like that. But I’m still easing you into it, lover.”

Aisling slid her finger all the way out while maintaining a steady stroke on my cock. Then, less than a second later, something bigger and more pliable entered me. It still slid deliciously back and forth, and it hit the target at the end of each thrust, but it provided more joy during the journey.

Aisling upped the pace with both hands. I’d reached another new plateau, and the endorphins were surging throughout my body. Aisling thrust deeper and deeper while massaging my shaft faster and faster. That’s when I lost control and lay back in a joyous stupor.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

Seconds later, my chest warmed as a spray of my nectar surged towards my face. I lay still on the bed as Aisling calmly finished the job. That orgasm was the best yet.

“Did you enjoy your reward?” Aisling asked.

“It was the perfect entrée for your the main course.”

“Aren’t you getting ahead of yourself?”

“Promises are promises, babe.”

Aisling stared into my eyes. I tried to hide my smile. She knew I was pushing it, but played along.

“Okay, then assume the position,” Aisling said.

“And what position would that be?”

“Up on the bed, looking out the window and on all fours.”

Aisling stood and dropped a massive dob of lube in her hand. She massaged her cock back to rock hard, all the while licking her lips. It worried me I’d pushed a little too hard, and I’d end up paying for it. But hell, you were only young once. Aisling lifted the lube bottle above my arse and squeezed a generous dob onto my flower.

“Hold on tight to that pillow,” Aisling said.

As I grabbed the pillow with all my strength, I felt pressure from behind. Aisling didn’t just force herself all the way in. She’d positioned her weapon precisely and pushed forward an inch or two. Once she passed the sphincter, I knew we were on the home run. That first full thrust brought tears to my eyes. But not tears of pain, rather, they were tears of joy. As her pelvis smacked against my backside, the pleasure hit a new level again. I’d never experienced such joy at the hands of another.

“Oh, yeah. That’s the spot,” I moaned.

Aisling worked my arse with complete precision. Each thrust brought with it exciting new sensations. In no time, I was in the zone. The absolute pleasure zone. And nothing, not even the tourist boats putting by a mere feet away from my eyes, was going to interrupt that. Aisling took a handful of my hair and used it to control my movements. With my arse in the air, I dropped my head to the pillow and screamed.

“I’m coming,” Aisling screamed.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT WEEK ON the Grand Canal turned out to be a life-changer. In Aisling, I’d found someone who I could share the closest of experiences with. Someone who opened my eyes to a world I never knew existed. I’d left home a week earlier, a shy boy without a clue. But by the end of that week, I’d become a man, and knew exactly what I wanted from a lover. Not that I was letting Aisling go.

For a solid week, we made love in the morning, before grabbing breakfast at a canal-side cafe. Then, it was back to the apartment for more intimate times before lunch in the piazza. A quick siesta rejuvenated the energy, before one of us started another round of love-making. After dinner, we made love well into the night. By the end of the week, I knew Aisling almost better than I knew myself. Every inch of her perfect body. Each strand of hair. Every expression on her beautiful face.

And Thomas and Roisin’s week turned out pretty similar. Although our meal times rarely overlapped, we caught up twice. Invariably, when we did, the girls went into a huddle while Thomas and I exchanged notes. He seemed happier than I’d ever seen him. With a permanent smile planted across his face. And he teased me less. Contentment sat well with Thomas. And Rosin had that glow about her that only a rush of endorphins provides.

As the week came to a close, the four of us grabbed dinner. Neither couple let anything come between their obvious connections. Thomas suggested we take the girls back to Grand Forks. But I knew not to rush them into introducing them to Mary McGuire. Instead, I suggested we get the girls to show us their homeland. Something that Mum and Dad knew meant we were both serious. Mum almost exploded with excitement when we told her we’d both met Irish girls. And apparently the McGuires and O’Donohues went way back. In a good way.

Two weeks in Ireland sealed the deal for both Thomas and me. Once we’d tasted O’Donohue hospitality, there was no turning back. Thomas got a job at a brewery in Dublin. He found an apartment nearby. One that was also close to Roisin and Aisling. While I successfully transferred colleges and boarded. Though three nights a week, I spent in the arms of Aisling. That shielded the girls from the McGuire clan for a little longer. Although every Friday night we spent at the O’Donohue’s.

A year after our trip to Italy, Thomas and I returned to Grand Forks. So much had happened in that year. And bonds were strong enough to withstand anything. Even Mary McGuire. When we arrived, Laura took the pressure off by introducing the McGuire clan to Jean Claude. But we need not have worried. Mum and Dad accepted the O’Donohue sisters from the moment they met them. And Mary had nothing but smiles for the girls. On the return trip to Dublin, Aisling and I visited Venice. Where she officially became a McGuire. I’d been shamrocked by this Irish beauty and never wanted it to end.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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.

To keep you up to date with my next releases, I’ve set up a mailing list and you are most welcome to subscribe. If you sign up, you'll be first to know when I RELEASE NEW BOOKS, or offer EXCLUSIVE GIVEAWAYS.

For a limited time, you’ll also get a copy of my novel “Shelter from the Storm" EXCLUSIVELY FOR FREE. This title is a little steamy for Kindle, so subscribing is the only way to get it.
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I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

You can read my whole catalogue free, if you can subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s a great way to really get to know your favourite authors. If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

Checkout my full list of novels on Amazon or Goodreads or here’s a few recent ones that may tickle your fancy.


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


TRAPPED
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Would you travel halfway around the world at an hour’s notice? What checks and balances would you insist on?

Robert Fletcher is a lucky guy. At twenty-six, this conservative mid-western guy works out of the Boston office of a top global consulting firm. With an apartment in the trendy Beacon Hill district, he gets to travel the US each week solving complex problems for the largest companies in the country. And his latest assignment has tongues wagging and consultants worldwide eager to pick his brain.

But Robert’s dreams are bigger. And he knows that the spotlight in consulting is fleeting. To leverage his great work, he needs to jag a global assignment. One that will launch his career into the consulting stratosphere. So, when someone pulls out of the perfect assignment at the eleventh hour, Robert’s name comes to the top of the list. And he gets the opportunity of a lifetime. One where he is paired with the firm’s gun consultant, a force of nature who takes no prisoners and never fails to deliver, Cassie Johnson.

Naturally, Robert jumps at the chance to work in Glasgow for three months, on a project that will be as challenging as it will be career-defining. But when he hastily agrees to join Cassie at her hotel of choice, he signs up for Cassie’s lifestyle, twenty-four-seven. And that places him in completely foreign territory. Three months is a long time to be trapped in someone else’s life. Especially when that someone is your polar opposite. But sometimes adversity is what you need in order to find success. And Robert quickly discovers opportunities he never imagined possible.

If you like transgender romances with action and heart, like ‘Love Actually’, then you’ll love ‘TRAPPED’. The latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Robert successfully resist temptation, or will new opportunities prove just a little too enticing?


FAMILIAR FACE
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Is it really possible for people to change? Or are we destined to follow our childhood path blindly into adulthood, and for the rest of our lives?

Lewis Ludwig is returning to his hometown of Staunton, Virginia, for the first time in ten years. Something he promised he’d never do. Since moving to New York City straight out of high school, this ex-football star, heartthrob and all-round bad-boy had worked hard to change his negative outlook on life, and most of his wicked ways. But no-one back in Staunton knows or cares about that.

So, when Lewis steps off the plane to join the wedding party for his best buddy, Gary’s wedding, he instantly feels the wrath for things done a lifetime ago. And no matter where he goes and who he meets, everyone seems to have bad memories of being on the wrong end of Lewis Ludwig’s bad deeds. Especially, the bride and fellow members of the wedding party.

But when Lewis spots Stacy, a fellow wedding party member and visitor to Staunton, he believes his luck may have changed. Stacy, is smart and sexy and, as she’s from out of town, won’t hold his bad boy history against him. Although she looks somewhat familiar, something he puts down to her modelling picture adorning his dorm room wall throughout college.

If you like wedding romances with heart, where people really can surprise you, like ‘Four Weddings and a Funeral’, then you’ll love ‘FAMILIAR FACE’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Lewis make a positive first impression on his dream girl Stacy, or will his bad-boy reputation ruin his chances?


FREE DRESS FRIDAY

[image: ]

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?


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?


APARTMENT 314
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Do you believe in love at first sight or does true love of a soul mate take time to blossom?

Alexander Andersen is young, good looking and a successful sports journalist. He seems to have the world at his feet. But Alexander’s housemate and best friend, Ludwig, seems to one-up Alexander on every front. From jobs to income to girls, Ludwig always seems one step up the ladder from Alexander.

When the apartment down the hall, apartment 314, gets rented, the boys have high expectations. But flight attendant Britt and her social media maven sister, Emma, exceed all expectations. The boys think all their Christmases have come at once. Both girls are new in town, model level attractive, and amazingly, single. The perfect combination.

But alpha Ludwig soon turns the arrival into yet another competition. A two-part bet that will see the winner get his laundry done, and have their rent paid, for a month. The race is on to date one of the sisters. That is until a mystery girl walks from apartment 314 and steals Alexander’s heart. Tall, brunette and with brown eyes, this girl intrigues, and really stands out against the blonde-haired, blue-eyed population of Oslo.

If you like transgender romance stories with an air of mystery and plenty of fun, then you’ll love ‘APARTMENT 314’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ludwig successfully alpha Alexander away from the gorgeous girls of apartment 314, or will Alexander win the bet, and love of his life, by taking a massive chance on love?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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