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To Katarina and Maurice









Except for public figures, all the characters depicted in this series of five books are creatures of Julia’s imagination and any resemblance to any real person is coincidental.









To LOVE,


and to FRIENDSHIP,


to new ADVENTURES,


and TRAVELS,


and to the STORIES we create along the way.









PREFACE BY KATARINA


Flying from the USA to the UK for a blind date!?


Approximately 350 million registered online dating app users in 2024, generating a profit of around $6 billion – these are staggering figures that showcase the scale of this business. But do they also reflect the amazing stories these people experience?


“I met my wife in a bar, very traditionally!” said one of Julia's interviewees. “She was standing at the bar, drinking a beer with some friends, and I asked her something – that's how it started.”


“At the speed-dating event, a very nice man sat across from me, with long brown hair and deep dark eyes. I especially noticed his delicate hands – the hands of a musician; he must play guitar,” I mused dreamily until reality pulled me back. He was saying: “I'm sorry, but you're just not my type. I only go for blondes.”


Welcome back to the turbulent, romantic and irresistibly chaotic world of Julia Summerland!


In the fifth instalment of her adventures, Julia takes us on another journey filled with quirky encounters, bold decisions and a hefty dose of joie de vivre – all seasoned with her unshakable optimism, even when the world turns upside down.


Julia's Book of Love 2 shows us that life, even in pandemic times, is full of surprises. Who else could so charmingly and bravely click through online dating portals, meet strange men and expose the absurdities of modern love life with humor and dignity? Julia not only faces dating challenges but also finds creative ways to navigate the lockdown – from “balcony fitness” to a speed-dating event that proves love always finds a way.


But Julia wouldn’t be Julia if she didn’t pursue her big dreams. A fifth book in the series? Of course! A song? How about two songs! With a famous saxophonist, a YouTube premiere and all the bells and whistles? Naturally! Because the songs are part of the movie!? Yes, you read that right – a film adaptation of her book series!


Despite countless rejections from most (but not all) film producers, she shows that perseverance, creativity and a good dose of courage can move mountains. And while she focuses on realizing her vision, there’s still room for life’s big questions: How do you balance heart, career and leisure?


This book isn’t just a story about love, friendship and dreams – it’s also an invitation to dive into Julia’s colorful world and take a little of her courage and zest for life with you. Julia Summerland reminds us that life is full of surprises and that love and friendship are the true constants amid the chaos. The balance of personal reflections, quirky anecdotes and emotional depth makes the book both entertaining and thought-provoking.


Enjoy reading, and welcome to Julia’s universe!


Crazy Corona Love Song Lyrics


It was a Friday 13th in March 2020


When the lockdown started, so heavy and plenty


Lockdown for Corona Virus, a time so strange


And with this Corona Virus, my love did change


Started my love for Julia, oh so sweet


In this crazy time, our hearts did meet


Corona and Julia


Julia and Corona


Crazy in love, in this lockdown era


Julia, Corona, Corona, Julia


Our love is strong, through the chaos and drama


In the years 2020, 2021, during lockdown days


I fell for you, my Julia, in so many ways


My Corona Julia, with your long blond hair


You wore it with pride, beyond compare


Corona and Julia


Julia and Corona


Crazy in love, in this lockdown era


Julia, Corona, Corona, Julia


Our love is strong, through the chaos and drama


I love you, forever, forever, Julia


My Corona years, a tale so peculiar


If only we could stop time, and be this happy forever


You created ‘Balcony Fitness’, o yes, that was so clever


And after ‘Balcony Fitness’ we cycled together


And we made love, like the first time, or shall I say, like never, never


Corona and Julia


Julia and Corona


Crazy in love, in this lockdown era


Julia, Corona, Corona, Julia


Our love is strong, through the chaos and drama


Corona and Julia


Julia and Corona


Crazy in love, in this lockdown era


Julia, Corona, Corona, Julia


Our love is strong, through the chaos and drama









PREFACE


Every year is Julia’s best year! And this year was no exception. So long as Julia is dating – she is alive. This year was very successful because Julia has managed to seduce ten more men on-line, and four in-bed. After she has published four books, Julia has become famous, and men (and women) have been attracted to her from all corners of the world. She has received an email from a Chinese man who has promised to cook her dumplings every day if she would join him in Shenzhen. An Italian man has promised to give up his comfortable life with his mother and join Julia in Luxembourg if she would cook him Italian Spaghetti with Mozzarella cheese at least once a week. A Russian man promised he would desert his military service in Ukraine and join Julia for around the world voyage on a cruise ship, all paid by the Russian Mafia. The best is a man from Nigeria, who has promised to have sex with her every day if she would forward 100,000 euros to his bank account. Bugger.


The three men and the woman Julia actually met delivered unbelievable stories. The first was a Jewish orthodox man with a wife and nine kids. He told Julia that his religion permits him to have sex with women other than his wife, but his wife is not allowed to share her sex life with any man other than her husband. He also told Julia that he is allowed to have sex with his wife only during two weeks of the month. During the other two weeks he would love to date a ‘Shiksa’ like her. In their numerous encounters he has proven to be a stallion… The second man, a 23-year-old triathlon athlete, had to excuse himself. He blamed his hectic training schedule for his inability to deliver. The third man, a French Belgian eight wheelers driver, arrived with his huge rig and parked it next to Julia’s home. When he opened the truck’s door, Julia who was sitting next to the window, could see a short man, probably 1.5-meter-high, stepping down the rig. To learn what happened next, you would have to read Julia’s next book.


The most amazing story belongs to the Dutch woman who arrived at her date with Julia at Hotel Metropol in Amsterdam. She arrived with a handsome man, a refugee from Syria, who wanted to experiment a threesome. Julia served a bottle of Dom Perignon, but the Muslim Syrian excused himself and explained his religion did not allow him to drink alcohol. The whole bottle was eagerly consumed by the Dutch woman, who fell asleep in no time, freeing the ‘hot’ couple to measure each other bodies on the large bed and next to the sleeping beauty.


In her fifth book, Julia shares some stories about her dates that were full of surprises. Life is stranger than fiction, and you will not believe it till you read it. Enjoy reading.


Bernard Moser


XXX









WHAT IT’S ALL ABOUT


“How can anyone jump into your story, without knowing it from the start?” asked Jordan.


“Right,” I said, taking a deep breath, “For those of you who haven’t followed my story from on the beginning, this is the fifth book in my series ‘Love in Times of Coronavirus’, in my search of Mister Right. In short, it all had started in September 2018, when my longtime boyfriend Alan left me for another woman – they’re married by now, by the way – and my mother insisted on me joining on an online dating platform – MeetYourLove – because the only suitable man I had come up with was Carl, married and not willing to leave his wife at all. However, by the time she, and other friends, succeeded in convincing me to sign up to MeetYourLove, another obstacle was on its way: Coronavirus was about to spread. On a Friday the 13th in March 2020, all sports halls were shut down and my professional life came to an abrupt halt, providing me with time for – you guessed it: the married Carl as well as many other online dating experiences, and funny, sad, crazy, amazingly interesting personalities. Gérard is one of these personalities looking for love, as well as Douglas, unfortunately too often drunk, and Gérard, always in a dumpster rescuing thrown-away food to save the world by saving wasted food.


Just as I was about to resolve myself to stay single, Stefano entered my life. And of course, because I’m also a researcher, there were many, many meetings and discussions with men and women, all in search for love. It is a matter of love that we are talking about here, a matter of the heart, our deepest feelings, those places where artificial intelligence algorithms cannot reach. At least not yet. Maybe one day?


The meetings with these people and the outcomes of encounters, interviews, trips, phone calls, emails, WhatsApp conversations, make up for – yes, by now 1 – 2 – 3 – 4 – 5 books!


But there’s more: an audiobook, some short YouTube films, a podcast, book launches, a speed dating event, invitations to speak at conferences in Lithuania, Italy and the USA. There were also flights of fancy such as the idea of creating an airline for the lovebirds with an adjacent hotel chain. But the biggest one was to decide to make a movie for Netflix, write and publish two songs and win the Cannes Film Festival! Aim high; I always say.


This is how it turned out.


Are you ready for another tale of love?”









WHO WILL PRODUCE MY WONDERFUL FILM?


Setting the scene: February 2024, Luxembourg


We open with a panoramic view of Luxembourg city in February. The skyline stretches under an overcast sky, buildings with charming facades lining the narrow streets and hinting at a cold but spirited season. In this quiet winter air, Julia pedals through, her breath visible as puffs in the chilly air, her bright scarf fluttering as she cycles through the streets and winding trails. Luxembourg's countryside, with its rolling hills and stretches of forest, comes alive around her, contrasting starkly with the frenetic energy in town.


Cut to: A rapid montage. Julia is moving from one meeting to another, across production companies, her notebook open, speaking to film fixers and secretaries. The meetings are tense; we see the furrow in her brow, hands gesturing passionately as she explains her vision for a film that translates her books to the big screen. Her phone buzzes with messages and missed calls. But even amid the pressure, her eyes carry a determined spark, unwavering.


Transition: She’s back on her bike, pedaling along the paths through lush countryside, the stresses of the meetings visibly melting away. She weaves past stone cottages, through stretches of open fields and winding trails, the peaceful beauty of Luxembourg’s landscapes a balm to the nonstop energy in her city meetings. Each turn of the pedal fuels her, an unstoppable sense of excitement building within her.


The scene is set: Julia is a whirlwind of passion, juggling dreams and deadlines with joyful resilience.


How it began: August 2023, Pétrusse Valley


It was a bright August day in the Pétrusse Valley, Zackie and I walked the familiar paths, the late-summer light casting a golden glow over everything. This valley holds memories – old dates, romantic mishaps, familiar faces, a little history. Today, however, there was a sense of newness, a fresh chapter on the horizon.


Zackie turned to me, eyes bright with excitement. “We will make this movie,” he said, his voice full of promise, “with the help of my sister, Sofia.”


“Yes!” I heard myself say, feeling a thrill shoot through me. This could be real.


He grinned and added, “Your YouTube video got 500,000 clicks in a week! People love you, Julia. I’ve never seen anything like it.”


But then life happened. Zackie became harder to reach, caught up in job changes and moving house, always somewhere else. I’d catch him on WhatsApp here and there, where he’d reassure me, “I promise I’ll make this movie for you. We’ll do it with Sofia’s help. Just a little more patience.”


Weeks turned to months, and his silence grew. I found myself messaging him, “Are you there, Zackie? Any news?” But each time, I was met with silence.


Still, I clung to the hope from that August afternoon, hopeful that 2024 might indeed be the year the vision would come to life.


Resistance encountered


“We are not interested.”


“Oh, I see,” I replied, trying to mask the disappointment. “No one is interested!”


Later sitting at home with Jordan, who had dropped by for a chat and a snack after my fitness class, I told him, “It’s like Tootsie, no one’s interested.”


“How’s that?” he asked. “Did you try everyone listed on the MovieLux website?”


“Yes, all of them.”


Indeed, it was getting a little frustrating, to say the least. One company said, “This isn’t a topic people want to see.” Another claimed, “People are fed up with anything to do with coronavirus.”


“I understand that,” I’d said. “We could always give the film a different title.”


“Online dating isn’t of interest to audiences,” another declared.


“We’re fully booked for the next two or three years,” came yet another reply.


Or, “We could fund you, but you’d need a Luxembourgish producer, and yours doesn’t meet the requirement.”


“Too old,” some said.


“Too young,” said others.


Or worse: “Nobody knows you. Have you even made a film before?”


“No, of course not. This is my first,” I admitted.


“Sorry, we can’t help you.”


“People want short series, not a feature,” said one.


“People don’t want romantic comedies,” said another.


“People want blood and murder. Murder series sell. But a love story? Who’s interested in a love story? Nobody!”


Others, more enthusiastic but equally discouraging, said, “Super, you’re making a movie! Good luck! But unfortunately, we’re already tied up. We’re preparing a big event this year. It’s impossible to fund you, I’m really sorry.”


“Could we discuss it further?” I asked one representative.


“I’m super busy,” he replied. “So many meetings… maybe Thursday. You can try calling me after 2 p.m.”


I turn to friends


Desperate to gather support for the movie, I decided to reach out to some of my friends. If I couldn’t get funding through the usual channels, perhaps the people closest to me could help.


Peter


Peter, always the sceptic, was my first call. He’s a good friend, part of my cycling and social circle, and usually optimistic about life. But his view of the world has taken a cynical turn lately.


“I like your book and the story,” Peter said, “but investing financially in a film? I cannot say that this is something I would consider doing. Especially in this world of perversity. I do not want to participate in something perverse.”


I blinked. “Where do you see perversity in this?”


“It is all over,” he replied emphatically. “You just need to listen to the news. That’s why I don’t listen anymore – I threw out my TV. No more negative news ruining my life.”


“Ok, ok,” I said, trying to redirect the conversation.


“Take Covid, for example. It was all made up, to frighten us! From the beginning, I didn’t believe in it. There’s no such virus. They just wanted to control us, and they succeeded. They even got people to accept being vaccinated. Not me, though, I resisted. I didn’t let them contaminate me.”


I sighed. “Yes.”


“But I wish you good luck with your movie,” Peter added with a flourish.


Ken


Next, I called Ken. Ken, who’s never shy about boasting of his ‘capabilities’ – physical, financial, and otherwise. He frequently reminds me of the number of properties he owns, as if I’m in awe. I figured, with so much wealth, maybe he could spare a little for my project.


“Would you help me, please, financially?” I asked, trying to keep my tone upbeat. “It’s a project to make a movie from my wonderful books.”


Ken chuckled. “Your books are wonderful, Julia. I encourage you to keep writing your stories and experiences with different idiots. Ok, ok, yes, they’re mostly just after sex, but you turn it into art.”


I could sense a ‘but’ coming.


“However,” he continued, “giving you money for this? I don’t know, I don’t know. I could help you – I don’t even know what to do with all my money. I have so many houses, apartments, and investments, and I’m getting richer by the hour. But investing in your story? That’s not something I’d want to do.”


I sighed. “I see.”


“Honestly,” he said, “nobody will give you money for this. Nobody will think it’s interesting. Really, no, no, no. Nobody will help you.”


“Thank you for your advice,” I said, trying to hide my frustration. “And how was your day?”


“Great, thank you,” he replied, as if oblivious to my disappointment.


Gérard


I reached out to Gérard next. Kind-hearted but a bit strange, he’s a mix of practicality and unpredictability. I caught him just after his usual free shower at the swimming pool.


“Hi, Julia,” Gérard said cheerfully. “Nice hearing from you. I just came out of the swimming pool – free showers there, you know – and I’m heading to the supermarket to pick up the food they toss in the dumpsters. My friends are waiting for me to pass by their houses with it.”


I decided to cut to the chase. “Gérard, could you help me financially with the movie?”


“You know I love you, Julia,” he said, “and your ideas are wonderful – the movie, the book presentation, the speed dating. All brilliant. But financially? That’s not something I can do. I encourage you to keep going, though. Maybe I could come to the speed dating event and encounter you there? What do you think?”


“Thank you for your honesty,” I replied, already thinking of my next call. “I’ll keep asking other people. Bye for now!”


Stefano


Finally, I reached out to Stefano, my dependable but cash-strapped lover.


“I cannot help you,” Stefano said. “I have no money.”


“I know that,” I replied, smiling despite the rejection. “But if my film is a success, I promise the first thing I’ll do is buy you a new car! Your car is practically falling apart.”


Stefano laughed. “I’ll hold you to that.”


As I hung up, I couldn’t help but feel the sting of disappointment. I had hoped for more enthusiasm, but at least I still had my dream – and dreams, as I’ve learned, don’t need funding to start. They just need determination.


Carl


Carl was surprisingly helpful when I mentioned my struggles to raise funds for the film. While he made it clear he couldn’t contribute financially, he immediately began brainstorming other options.


“You should try the local film commission,” he suggested one. “They often have small grants or subsidies for independent films.”


Carl added. “And what about crowdfunding? There are platforms like Kickstarter or GoFundMe. Your story is unique - people would support it, especially with your track record as a writer.”


His encouragement gave me a spark of hope. Carl had a knack for finding solutions, even if his own involvement was limited. He even offered to look up a few contacts he thought might be interested in supporting the project.


Jasmine


Jasmine, on the other hand, didn’t hesitate to offer direct help. When I explained my financial struggles, she leaned forward with a determined look.


“Julia, this is ridiculous,” she said, her tone sharp. “I’ll help you. I have some savings, and I want to invest in your film.”


“Jasmine, I can’t let you do that,” I protested.


She waved me off. “Don’t start with that nonsense. You’ve helped so many people with your books, your classes, and just being you. Why shouldn’t someone help you now?”


Her generosity brought tears to my eyes, but I still hesitated. “You don’t understand. Nobody else wanted to help me financially, and I can’t put that burden on you.”


Jasmine’s face darkened. “Nobody? What is wrong with people?” She shook her head in frustration. “It makes me so angry that others wouldn’t step up. Well, I will. And don’t you dare argue with me.”


Her unwavering support was a balm to my battered confidence. Jasmine’s belief in me was worth more than the money she offered. It reminded me that, no matter how daunting the road ahead, I wasn’t entirely alone.


My Book presentation evening


It was a chilly February evening in Luxembourg when I hosted the launch of my latest book at Café Flaubert, a cozy haven for literary lovers. The atmosphere was perfect – warm lights, clinking glasses and a buzz of anticipation.


Stefano sang a heartfelt rendition of “Wonderful Tonight,” captivating everyone in the room.


My friends – Jordan, Carl, Peter, Jasmine, Clara and many more - were there, along with curious readers eager to learn more about my research into love and online dating.


Even Ali Seegar, the famous children’s book author, joined me on stage to moderate the discussion.


Christian’s experiences


After the presentation, as the crowd mingled, I met Christian who was having dinner in the next room with an acquaintance from online dating!!!! – a striking man with a story to tell.


"I met a woman on Thursday, and honestly, I thought it might be a scam. She came all the way from Metz despite the awful storm. I paid for her ticket to the modern art museum and offered to cover dinner as well. We spent the evening together, but it didn’t lead anywhere. The age difference was too great, and there was no spark. She felt more like a friend, and I told her so.


Online dating isn’t easy for men my age. There are scams everywhere – women interested in money or casual flings rather than genuine connection. It wasn’t always like this. Back in 2003, when I first used MeetYourLove, there were fewer people and scams were rare. But now, it’s hard to trust anyone.


Another time, I met a woman who claimed her phone fell in water and then asked me for money for her train ticket. It was a classic scam. Some women stay stuck in the virtual world, endlessly sending photos and videos without any intention of meeting. Others, like the woman I met in Luxembourg, are upfront but still materialistic. She had expensive tastes, always talking about trips to New York and upscale restaurants. I told her honestly, “I can’t stay with someone so focused on money.” That was the end of it.


Then there was a Bulgarian woman I met for a coffee after boxing. She seemed strict and humorless. Later, she invited me to a salsa hall. I went, paid for the entrance and drinks, but she danced with someone else the entire night. I left, feeling disrespected.


Another date involved a Ukrainian math teacher. We met in Saarbrücken, but I knew immediately we weren’t compatible. She was serious and cultured, but there was no attraction on my part. We spoke about her life and her past marriage, but after a few missed plans on her end, it fizzled out.


On the brighter side, I had a brief, passionate relationship with a woman named Karmen. She was elegant and charming, and we had an instant connection. But our differences – her spontaneity and my need for structure – caused tension. Eventually, we parted ways, though it left a mark.


The most painful story involved a Portuguese woman I met through MeetYourLove. We connected immediately and shared wonderful experiences, from intimate nights to a trip to Paris. I even considered introducing her to my daughter. Then, out of nowhere, she ended things with a cold message, claiming I’d lost interest. It hurt deeply, and despite trying to reach out later, the relationship was beyond saving.


Online dating is a mixed bag - scams, criminals, casual connections, and occasionally, the possibility of something real. But it’s rarely straightforward.”


What to do, what to do?


The sun hung low in a bright blue sky, its golden rays making up for the lingering cold of early March. Stefano and I were cycling along the winding paths of the Éislek region, the crisp air biting at our cheeks. The route was breathtaking – a mix of rolling hills, quiet villages, and dense forest trails. I pedaled slightly ahead, glancing back to make sure Stefano was keeping up.


“Stefano,” I said, my voice echoing in the serene quiet, “you won’t believe the reactions I’ve been getting when I ask people for help with my film. Especially when I bring up money! Honestly, just the range of responses could fill an entire book.”


He laughed, drawing up alongside me. “Oh, I have to hear this. Tell me!”


“Well,” I began, dodging a shallow puddle on the trail, “there’s everything from complete enthusiasm to outright refusal. Some are super excited, offering to help in any way they can. They’ve even volunteered to sell as many of my books as possible - roping in their friends, family, and anyone they can think of.”


“Wow, that’s dedication!” Stefano said, shifting gears as the incline grew steeper.


“Oh, it gets better. Their kids have already started asking me when we’ll shoot the movie and if we can do it during summer vacation. They want it in English, but also in every other language they can think of – Luxembourgish, French, German and Spanish, especially in Spanish for some reason. And then they complain that there aren’t any roles for kids in my story!”


“Smart kids,” Stefano said, chuckling. “Sounds like they’ve already planned the entire production for you.”


I grinned. “And then there are those who want to act in the film – without pay, mind you – just to keep costs down for me.”


Stefano laughed aloud, his breath forming little puffs in the cold air. “That’s generous, if not entirely practical.”


“And then,” I said, weaving through a bend in the path, “there are the diversions. People who don’t want to say no outright but come up with these elaborate excuses. Like, ‘Oh, you should try France – they have a big film industry.’ Or, ‘Why not go to Hollywood and pitch it there?’”


He rolled his eyes. “Of course. Why not call Spielberg while you’re at it?”


“Exactly!” I said, laughing. “Then there’s my friend who just divorced and said she’s completely broke, so she couldn’t help even if she wanted to.”


“That’s fair,” Stefano nodded. “Not everyone’s in a position to contribute.”


“And then,” I said, shaking my head, “there was this one guy who said he wouldn’t help financially, but if I wanted to send him some nude photos instead, that’d be fine!”


“What? Who was that?” Stefano exclaimed, nearly swerving off the path in disbelief.


“Oh, and the absolute cherry on top,” I continued, ignoring his question, “was the guy who said my project was ‘valuable and nice’ but wouldn’t help because the world is just too perverse. He didn’t want to contribute to anything that might fuel perversity. Whatever that means.”


Stefano snorted. “What on earth is perverse about your film? A rom-com? That’s about as wholesome as it gets.”


“I know, right?” I said, smiling at him. “But, no matter. I’ll keep searching for the money and come up with the best solution. Somehow, some way, I’ll make it happen.”


He fixed his eyes on me, his gaze steady and unwavering – the very look that had always made me feel both seen and cherished. Then, with a small, knowing grin tugging at the corners of his lips, he spoke:


“I know you will, my darling. This dream of yours – it’s colossal, breathtakingly ambitious, and so far beyond the ordinary. And that’s why I love you. It’s your dream, your project, and you will see it through. I have no doubt about that. You don’t need any help, honestly."


His voice softened for a moment, almost tender, before he continued, the weight of his words cutting through the air. "But forgive me – I cannot help you, not financially, not in any other way. I have neither the money nor the time to give. I told you this before, and I’m sorry... truly sorry.”
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