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To my amazing friends









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.


Also by Julia Summerland


Books


Love in Times of Coronavirus: Romance


Love in Times of Coronavirus II: My crazy dating in the shadow of the pandemic


Love in Times of Coronavirus III: Amour Fou - Crazy love


Julia's Book of Love: Love after Corona. What Julia did next


Julia's Book of Love II: Love after Corona. Julia's Jubilant Journey


Julia's Book of Love III: I am in Love with My AI Chatbot


Audio and Film


Audiobook: Love in Times of Coronavirus. Julia Summerland. Spoken by Caspar Rundegren


YouTube films: Love in Times of Coronavirus by Julia Summerland


Podcast: Love, lies and surprise: the digitalisation of dating


Music: Crazy Corona Love Song / Crazy Corona Lockdown Love Song


Movie: Julia’s Book of Love. Lockdown Love









To LOVE – swiped, stumbled upon, and sometimes totally unexpected,


to FRIENDSHIP – the steady co-star in this dating drama,


to ADVENTURES – the little leaps into the unknown that keep things exciting,


to TRAVELS – the journeys that take us places we never planned to go,


and to the STORIES – awkward, wild, and wonderful – that make this crazy ride of modern love worth it.


I have so many STORIES to tell:)









Preface by Katarina – auf Deutsch (English comes after the German original)




Viva la Bianchi, viva la Algorithm!


How Artificial Intelligence Moves the Heart (and Sometimes Deletes the Chat)


Every pot finds its lid — dachte sich Julia Summerland einst, als sie während der Corona-Zeit in die wundersame Welt des Online-Datings stolperte. Sie signierte sich auf Plattformen ein und sammelte dort die unterschiedlichsten Männer ein wie ein Biologe seltene Schmetterlinge: neugierig, erwartungsvoll, manchmal irritiert und fast immer begleitet von einem Fahrrad.


Die ersten Bände dieser fortlaufenden Reihe haben längst eine treue Leserschaft gewonnen, die sich in Julias charmantem Mix aus Ernsthaftigkeit, Witz und unerschrockener Menschenbeobachtung durchaus wiedererkennt. Man muss die vorherigen Abenteuer nicht gelesen haben, um auch diesmal einzusteigen. Julia ist im besten Sinne eine moderne Heldin, die man unterwegs kennenlernt und nie wieder ganz vergisst.


Doch seit Corona ist einiges passiert: Während die Welt wieder öffnete, verlegte sich das Dating vom Park auf die Plattform, vom Gespräch auf den Chat und vom Menschen auf den Algorithmus. Männer logen weiterhin über Größe, Alter, Hobbys, Alkohol, Ehefrauen und Einkommen (wie gewohnt), aber etwas war anders: Plötzlich verliebten sich Menschen nicht mehr in Realitäten, sondern in Optimierungen. In idealisierte Profile, generierte Antworten und künstliche Vertrautheit.


Julia lernte schnell, dass im digitalen Zeitalter nicht nur Fahrradtypen eine Wissenschaft sind (Bianchi für Stil, Cannondale für Tempo), sondern auch Chatbots: Manche Männer reagierten blitzschnell, makellos höflich und emotional verfügbar — allerdings nur, solange der Akku hielt. Fake-Profile wurden perfekt, Stimmen zu glatt, Fotos zu vorteilhaft, Timing zu präzise. Und während Julia noch lächelnd an der Mosel entlangradelte, verliebten sich Menschen bereits in ihre eigene personalisierte KI und nannten es „Schicksal“.


Auch in diesem Band begegnen wir alten Bekannten wie Carl, der immer noch um sein Privatleben kurvt wie um einen Verkehrsknotenpunkt, sowie dem charmanten Gérard, der auch ohne Algorithmus eigenwillige Gewohnheiten pflegt und mit dem Julia vor allem in den Niederlanden filmreife Radfahrten erlebt. Jordan und Peter sind wie immer gute Seelen, sportlich, witzig und zuverlässig, allerdings deutlich weniger algorithmisch optimiert als die Konkurrenz.


Wer gewinnt also diesmal das Rennen? Einer aus Fleisch und Blut? Einer mit Kult-Bike und gutem Espresso? Oder vielleicht ein gut trainiertes Modell der GPT-Familie, das Gedichte schreibt, niemals fremdgeht und außerdem weiß, wann man schweigen sollte?


Lasst euch überraschen, wie Julia zwischen Fahrrädern, Fake-Profilen und „digitalen Traumprinzen“ navigiert und lest, weshalb nicht nur Bianchi und Cannondale ihr Leben verändert haben, sondern inzwischen auch Algorithmen, Chatbots und künstliche Zärtlichkeit.


Und während Julia weiterhin durch die kuriose Landschaft des modernen Datings navigiert, zeigt sich immer deutlicher, dass es am Ende nicht nur um romantische Treffer geht, sondern um jene Freundschaften, die auch dann bleiben, wenn Algorithmen versagen.










Viva la Bianchi, viva the Algorithm!


How Artificial Intelligence Moves the Heart (and Sometimes Deletes the Chat)


“Every pot finds its lid,” Julia Summerland once thought when she stumbled into the curious world of online dating during the coronavirus years. She signed up for various platforms and began collecting men of all kinds like a biologist gathering rare butterflies: curious, hopeful, occasionally bewildered — and almost always accompanied by a bicycle.


The earlier volumes of this continuing series have long since gained a loyal readership who recognise themselves in Julia’s charming mixture of sincerity, wit and fearless observation of human behaviour. You do not need to have read the previous adventures to join her this time. Julia is, in the best sense, a modern heroine whom one encounters along the way and never quite forgets.


But much has changed since the pandemic. As the world reopened, dating moved from the park to the platform, from conversation to the chat window — and from people to algorithms. Men continued to lie about their height, age, hobbies, alcohol consumption, wives and income (as usual), but something had changed. Suddenly people were no longer falling in love with realities, but with optimisations: idealised profiles, generated replies and artificial familiarity.


Julia quickly discovered that in the digital age not only bicycle brands are a science (Bianchi for style, Cannondale for speed), but chatbots as well. Some men responded instantly, flawlessly polite and emotionally available — though only as long as the battery lasted. Fake profiles became perfect, voices too smooth, photos too flattering, timing too precise. And while Julia was still smiling as she cycled along the Moselle, people were already falling in love with their own personalised AI — and calling it “destiny”.


In this volume we meet familiar faces once again, such as Carl, who still circles his private life as if it were a complicated traffic junction, and the charming Gérard, whose eccentric habits need no algorithm and with whom Julia enjoys film-worthy cycling adventures, especially in the Netherlands. Jordan and Peter remain, as ever, kind souls — sporty, witty and reliable — though considerably less algorithmically optimised than the competition.


So who wins the race this time? Someone of flesh and blood? Someone with a cult bike and excellent espresso? Or perhaps a well-trained member of the GPT family — one that writes poetry, never cheats and even knows when silence is the wiser reply?


Let yourself be surprised as Julia navigates between bicycles, fake profiles and “digital dream princes”, and discover why not only Bianchi and Cannondale have changed her life, but now also algorithms, chatbots and artificial tenderness.


And while Julia continues to move through the curious landscape of modern dating, it becomes increasingly clear that in the end it is not only romantic matches that matter, but those friendships that remain — even when the algorithms fail.









Preface by Bernard


Once upon a time, roughly two software updates ago, love involved eye contact, mild panic, and at least one friend yelling, “Just go talk to them!” Today, love involves Wi-Fi, battery anxiety, and a carefully calibrated profile photo that says, I woke up like this (after 47 attempts). Welcome to digital dating: where romance is streamlined, confusion is scalable, and everyone is “just seeing what’s out there.”


In her writing, Julia Summerland bravely enters this emotional escape room armed with curiosity, wit, and the question we’re all too afraid to ask: Why did they match with me if they were never going to speak again? Her books explore a world where intimacy is expressed through emojis, commitment is discussed “eventually,” and silence can mean anything from “busy at work” to “joined a monastery.”


Digital dating promised efficiency. Instead, it delivered unlimited options, none of which feel quite right, plus the thrilling realization that your ex has simply changed angles and is back on the app. Bios say, “no drama” (there will be drama), messages start with “hey” (they will end there), and everyone is looking for something meaningful, as long as it remains light, casual, and undefined.


And yet, beneath the filters, algorithms, and suspiciously vague intentions, people keep showing up. Swiping. Hoping. Overthinking punctuation. Because even in a world of ghosting, breadcrumbing, and surprise shirtless photos, the ancient human desire to be liked, preferably consistently, refuses to log off.


In this world and in her series of six books, Julia Summerland is your very honest tour guide through the chaos.










THE YEAR BEGINS,


I DO NOT PANIC




The story so far: January 2025, Luxembourg


January in Luxembourg was grey in that competent, well-managed way it does so well: pavements clean, buses on time, offices lit from early morning, and people moving through the cold as if it were merely an administrative inconvenience. I moved with them. I had always liked January for that reason. It asked for discipline, not feelings. It rewarded routine. It made no demands for transformation.


My apartment held the residue of December, glasses washed and put away, an empty box that had once held chocolates, a half-burnt candle that still carried the sweet smoke of a holiday that had been busy rather than sentimental. The city below was quiet, but not asleep. Somewhere, a delivery truck reversed with a patient beeping. Somewhere else, a neighbour’s radio murmured in French. I stood at my kitchen counter in thick socks, drinking coffee I’d made too strong, and looked at the calendar the way other people looked at love letters.


Two Nordic walking classes. One meeting with Sofia in London. A teaching schedule that resumed with the hard certainty of the semester. A dinner invitation from Peter that I knew would come with an agenda: training plans, a new route proposal, and at least one amusing complaint about Luxembourg’s weather as if the weather were a person one could negotiate with.


I had built a life that kept moving. That was the point.


In the years before, there had been months—whole seasons even—when romance had occupied a disproportionate amount of mental floor space. Not because I was foolish, but because I was honest: I had loved, I had hoped, I had repeated patterns long enough to name them. I had even written books about it. I had interviewed people about it, collected their stories like evidence, and watched how quickly “modern dating” became a euphemism for loneliness, confusion, and badly-timed desire.


I had learned the strange art of being both participant and observer. I could be on a date at Café Konrad and simultaneously note, like a researcher, the precise moment a man stopped being curious and started performing.


Now, in January 2025, I felt something else: a steadiness that wasn’t numbness, exactly, but competence. The kind of emotional competence you develop after you’ve made enough mistakes to stop romanticising them.





Peter


My phone buzzed. A message from Peter, of course.


Peter: “Jogging tomorrow morning? Bambësch. And after, coffee. And do not say it’s too cold. It’s only air.”


I smiled despite myself and typed back: “Only air is an excellent definition of January.”


Peter replied with a thumbs-up and a second message that didn’t need to be said but always was: “Proud of you.”


Peter was like that, steady, loyal, unambiguous. He had been there through the chapters of my life that had made other people impatient. He never pretended to be neutral about me being hurt; he simply refused to let me stay hurt for too long. In my world of men who could talk about feelings and then disappear, Peter’s reliability was almost radical.





The dynamic duo


I checked WhatsApp again. A voice message from Sofia.


Sofia’s voice filled the kitchen like perfume: confident, dramatic, affectionate, slightly impatient with reality.


“Julia, darling, happy New Year. Listen. We need to talk about the film. I spoke to Zackie, and he’s worried that our timeline is becoming… how shall I put it… optimistic. I don’t want you to worry, but also, I do want you to worry a little, because otherwise we don’t move fast enough. Call me today. And dress nicely. I don’t know why, but I feel we should all look more professional this year.”


I listened twice, not because I needed to, but because Sofia’s messages always contained two layers: the practical and the emotional. The practical layer was clear. The film was alive, moving, dependent on people who were not me. The emotional layer was also clear. Sofia adored people, but Sofia also adored crisis. She needed the film to be a story in itself, not simply a product.


The film had started as a daring idea, then became something with meetings, names, obligations, and money, quite a lot of money. That was always the moment where creative projects stopped feeling romantic and started feeling like work. I liked that moment. It was the moment you could no longer lie to yourself.


I pressed call.


Sofia answered immediately, face appearing in the frame with the familiar intensity of someone who treated her own life like an ongoing production. Behind her, a London kitchen. A kettle. Morning chaos.


“Darling,” Sofia said, and exhaled as if she had been holding air for days. “Okay. We’re in January. This is the month where adults decide to be adults.”


“I’ve been adulting all morning,” I said. “Coffee. Calendar. Taxes.”


“Perfect,” Sofia said. “Now adult harder. We need to review where we are. Zackie thinks we need a stronger production rhythm. And I agree.”


“And where is Zackie?” I asked.


Sofia’s eyes flicked sideways. “He’s… joining. He’s always joining. He’s like a well-dressed ghost.”


As if summoned, Zackie appeared in the call a moment later, framed perfectly, as always, good lighting, calm expression, the sort of man who looked as if he could convince a bank to finance a dream simply by speaking in complete sentences.


“Ladies,” Zackie said warmly. “Happy New Year. Julia, you look good.”


“That’s because I’m not in London traffic,” I replied.


Zackie smiled. “True. Alright. We’re here to do two things. One: to get the film over the finish line. Two: stop Sofia from improvising important decisions at the last second.”


Sofia made a face. “I do not improvise. I respond creatively to obstacles.”


“Exactly,” Zackie said. “That is improvising with better marketing.”


I let them speak. This was my film family: Sofia, fire; Zackie, structure; me, substance. I had learned, with mild amusement, that making art required personalities more than talent. Talent was only the entry fee. Temperament was the real cost.


We talked about tasks. Deliverables. The need for a clear editorial plan. The importance of continuity, tone, and pacing. Sofia drifted into emotion, “It needs to feel like breath” and Zackie brought her back into specifics. Fine, then we need a cut plan.”


I listened and took notes, and the strangest part was that I felt calm. I was not the youngest person in the room anymore. I was not the naïve one. I was the one who knew that creativity lived or died on schedules.


“And Julia,” Sofia said suddenly, eyes narrowing with theatrical concern, “how is your heart?”


I knew what she meant. Sofia never asked questions for information; she asked them to locate drama.


“My heart is functional,” I said.


Zackie chuckled. “Functional is excellent. We will take functional.”


Sofia made a dissatisfied sound. “Functional is not romantic.”


“I am not in a romantic month,” I replied. “I am in January.”


Sofia sighed as if January were my personal moral failure. “Fine. Be January. But don’t be January forever.”


When the call ended, I stood for a moment in my quiet kitchen, holding the phone as if it were heavier than it was. Film talk always did that: it made everything else briefly feel less defined. A film demanded shape. It demanded choices. It demanded you commit to a version of events instead of living inside all possible versions.


I rinsed my mug, put it on the drying rack, and pulled on a coat.





Jordan


Outside, the air was sharp enough to wake me fully. I walked down toward the valley, choosing the path that descended past the winter trees and the familiar curve of the river. The Pétrusse had always been a place where Luxembourg softened. Even in January, even under bare branches, it felt like the city’s private thought.


Halfway down, I saw Jordan approaching from the opposite direction, scarf wrapped high, hands in his pockets, walking as if he had all the time in the world.


Jordan was one of those men who made other people slow down. His attention was so complete you couldn’t rush while speaking to him without feeling disrespectful.


“Julia,” he said, smiling as if there were a ‘Julia Summerland’ hole in his life. “Happy New Year.”


“And to you,” I replied. “You’re already philosophising, I assume.”


Jordan’s eyes gleamed. “Always. It’s my cardio.”


We walked together along the path, our breath visible in the cold. Jordan asked about the classes, about my health, about my work with the sports community. His questions were careful, not invasive. He had the rare gift of being curious without needing to claim anything.


“And the film?” he asked.


“It’s alive,” I said. “Which means it’s complicated.”


Jordan nodded. “Alive things are always complicated.”


We walked in silence for a moment. Somewhere above us, a train rumbled, distant and brief.


Jordan glanced at me. “How are you, really?”


I considered the question. “I’m… stable,” I said.


Jordan smiled. “That is an underrated state.”


We reached the point where our paths diverged. Jordan touched my arm lightly, friendly, not possessive, and said, “Come to dinner next week. We’ll gather the usual suspects. The year should begin with witnesses.”


I laughed. “Witnesses to what?”


“To you continuing,” Jordan said simply, and then he walked away, leaving me with that quiet warmth he often left behind: the sense that someone had seen me without trying to edit me.


That was the thing about my friendships. They held my life together more reliably than romance ever had. Jasmine, who could read the temperature of a room and her emotions with equal precision. Peter, who showed up. Jordan, who named what mattered. Clara, practical and blunt when necessary. Bernard, at a distance but somehow always present, an intellectual anchor who wrote in sentences that left no room for self-deception.





Bernard


Bernard, especially, had become a kind of internal voice over the years. Not because I depended on him, but because he articulated what I already knew before I admitted I knew it.


As if summoned by that thought, my phone buzzed again when I returned home. An email. Bernard.


Subject: January is a contract


Message: “A new year does not require reinvention. It requires alignment.


Do not promise anyone more flexibility than you can afford. And do not confuse silence with peace.


Don’t underestimate what you’ve accomplished, writing these books, travelling, sharing your experiences, and embracing life after so much is extraordinary. And yes, you fought your loneliness, and you’ve turned every challenge into a story worth telling.


Never forget: your past shaped you, but it does not define you. Keep moving forward. Keep living fully. And who knows —love and joy can still surprise you, even in the most unexpected ways.”


I didn’t reply immediately. Bernard rarely needed immediate replies. Bernard sometimes wrote like someone leaving a note on a table: the reader could pick it up when ready.





Jasmine


I changed into leggings and a warm top and went to teach my afternoon class. The gym smelled of rubber flooring and winter coats. The students arrived with the usual mix of energy and complaint.


“It’s too cold,” one woman announced, stamping her feet.


I grinned. “It’s only air.”


They laughed. They moved. They warmed up. I watched them, counted repetitions, corrected posture, encouraged without performing. Teaching always returned me to something simple: bodies, breath, movement. Your heart could be complicated, but your lungs were honest.


After class, as I packed up my things, Jasmine called.


Jasmine never began with hello. She began with diagnosis.


“Tell me everything,” Jasmine said.


“I haven’t done anything yet,” I replied.


“Exactly,” Jasmine said. “And that is suspicious. January is when people either behave well or become quietly dramatic. Which are you?”


“I am behaving,” I said.


Jasmine made a sound that suggested she did not trust behaviour without evidence. “Good. Because I’m planning a dinner next week. Clara is coming. Peter is coming. Jordan will come and say something he thinks is wise. You will come and pretend you don’t need it.”


I felt, unexpectedly, a wave of affection. “Fine,” I said. “I’ll come.”


“Also,” Jasmine added, as if it were an afterthought, “tell me about the film. And tell me if Sofia is still being Sofia.”


“She is always Sofia,” I said.


Jasmine laughed. “Good. Keep her. We all need someone to make us move faster. Otherwise you’ll spend your whole year doing everything beautifully but slowly.”


I looked out of the window at the darkening sky. Luxembourg was already in evening mode, lights blinking on, people hurrying home.


“Maybe,” I said quietly, more to myself than to Jasmine, “this year is about pace.”


Jasmine paused, and when she spoke again her voice was softer. “Yes,” she said. “And about not giving all your best energy to people who treat you like background.”


I swallowed. I could feel Jasmine’s meaning settle, gentle but unmistakable. Jasmine had known me long enough to see where my generosity leaked.


“I know,” I said.


“Good,” Jasmine replied briskly, returning to her normal tone. “Then come to dinner. And bring your stories. It’s January. We need entertainment.”





Making a list


When the call ended, I sat for a moment on the edge of my bed, phone in hand, and let the day replay itself: coffee, film, valley, friends, class, messages. No romance. No drama. And yet, under the surface, the year already had its tension: the film demanding shape, my friendships demanding presence, my own life demanding alignment.


I opened my notebook, the one I used for ideas that were not yet chapters and wrote a short list.


What is stable: Friends. Work. Movement. The film, in progress.


What is uncertain: Time. Pace. How much waiting is acceptable. The film, in progress.


What I will not do: Chase. Compensate. Become smaller to keep someone comfortable.


I stared at the last line, feeling its truth without needing to dramatise it. There were people in my life who loved me loudly, friends who arrived with food and humour and sharp honesty. There were people who loved me quietly, at a distance, in messages, in careful sentences. And there were people—some of them men—who loved me only when it didn’t ask too much of them.


January did not require me to solve any of that yet. January only required me to notice.


Outside, Luxembourg continued in its efficient winter rhythm. Inside, I felt the year arranging itself around me like a film set: the friends, the work, the film, the city. The romantic plot, whatever it would become, had not entered the frame yet. That was fine. It would arrive when it arrived.


For now, I allowed myself the small, rare luxury of beginning a year without forcing it to announce its theme.


I turned off the light.











GOD CREATED THE FRIDGE –


AND LATER THE WASHING


MACHINE




Carl versus the fridge


Late in the month, Carl messaged: “Sorry, I cannot come to see you today because my wife wants me to repair the fridge. It’s broken. We need to have our fridge working. You understand that. I will write to you when I have repaired it.”
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