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I sat at the cozy booth in Los Amigos, a vibrant Mexican restaurant in the heart of Virginia Beach, eagerly awaiting my date. The warm ambiance, with its colorful walls adorned with vibrant Mexican artwork and the soft glow of candlelit tables, immediately put me at ease. As a self-proclaimed nerd, I often felt more comfortable in the virtual world of my software development job than in social settings, but there was something about this place that made me feel right at home. The mouth-watering aroma of sizzling fajitas and freshly made tortillas filled the air, tantalizing my taste buds. I mindlessly munched on the crispy tortilla chips, dipping them in the spicy salsa, a perfect combination of tangy and hot flavors. This was my favorite spot in the city, and I couldn't think of a better place to meet someone for the first time.

My name is Cameron Briggs, a 29-year-old software developer with a passion for all things tech and nerdy. My lanky frame was often hunched over a computer screen, coding away, and my thick-rimmed glasses accentuated my serious expression. I was an only child, a bit of a loner, and my social skills were not my forte. High school had been a blur of solitude, with my love for comic books and fantasy movies keeping me company. But now, as a successful entrepreneur, having made my millions in the tech industry, I yearned for a different kind of connection. I wanted to find someone to share my life with, to explore the world beyond my computer screens, and maybe even start a family.

As I waited, my mind drifted to the woman I was about to meet. We had connected online, and after a few promising messages back and forth, we decided to take the plunge and meet in person. I checked my phone for the millionth time, ensuring I hadn't missed any updates, but there was still no sign of her. The chips crunched loudly in my hand, a stark contrast to the soft Latin music playing in the background.

Just as I was about to give up hope, a bubbly voice startled me. "Sorry to interrupt your chip feast, but are you ready to order your entrée, or should I just bring you a basket of those?" I looked up to see a stunning woman with a bright smile and a curvy figure, her dark brown eyes sparkling with mischief. She wore the black uniform of the restaurant, a tight shirt and pants that hugged her voluptuous body, and a matching apron tied around her waist.

"Oh, um, I'm actually waiting for someone," I stammered, feeling my cheeks heat up. My social awkwardness reared its head, as it often did when I was caught off guard.

"A date, huh?" she said, raising an eyebrow. "Well, I hope she's worth the wait. Or at least has the decency to text you if she's running late." Her words were playful, and her accent, a delightful mix of Spanish and American, made my heart flutter.

"Yeah, we confirmed the time and place," I mumbled, showing her our text conversation. Her fingers danced across my phone, scrolling through the messages. A frown crossed her face as she read, and then she looked up at me with a sympathetic smile.

"I hate to break it to you, but I think you've been ghosted, my friend. These replies are as cold as a margarita left out in the snow." Her humor, even in this awkward situation, was refreshing. I felt my shoulders relax as I realized she was right. I had been stood up.

"That's what I was afraid of," I sighed, feeling a mix of disappointment and relief. At least now I knew, and I didn't have to sit here wondering.

"Some people just don't have the guts to be honest," she said, her voice turning serious. "If it were me, I'd rather get it over with than leave someone hanging. You know, ghosting is for cowards."

I nodded, appreciating her honesty. "Well, at least I have these chips," I joked, trying to lighten the mood.

"Hey, if you want, I can get you a free drink to make up for the wasted time. On the house, of course," she offered, her brown eyes twinkling with kindness.

"No, that's okay. I should probably just head out," I said, feeling a bit dejected. I wasn't one to wallow in self-pity, but this stung a little more than I cared to admit.

"Suit yourself. But if you ever need a friendly face or some dating advice, you know where to find me," she said, giving me a warm smile. "I'm Emily, by the way."

"Cameron," I replied, mustering a smile. "Thanks, Emily. I might just take you up on that offer."

A week passed, and the memory of that failed date still lingered in my mind. I found myself back at Los Amigos, drawn to the familiar surroundings and the hope of seeing Emily again. As I entered, I scanned the bustling restaurant, and my heart skipped a beat when I spotted her. She was taking orders at a nearby table, her infectious laughter filling the room.

"Emily, over here!" I waved, feeling a bit nervous. I wasn't sure if she'd remember me, but I had to try.

Her eyes lit up when she saw me, and she made her way over, her hips swaying gracefully. "Cameron, fancy seeing you here again. Another date, or are you just a big fan of our chips and salsa?" Her playful banter made me smile.

"Well, I am a fan of the food, but I actually came back to see you," I blurted out, surprising myself with my boldness.

Emily's face softened, and she leaned in, lowering her voice. "Oh, really? And here I thought you were just another customer. What can I do for you, Cameron?"

I took a deep breath, gathering my courage. "I'm talking to another woman online, and I'm not sure if it's going anywhere. I was wondering if you could help me figure out if she's interested or not. You know, give me some dating advice."

Emily's eyes widened, and she bit her lip, considering my request. "I'm not sure I should get involved in your personal life, but I do love a good challenge. And I could use the extra cash. I get off in an hour. Meet me at the bar, and we can chat."

An hour later, I sat at the bar, nursing a margarita, when Emily appeared, looking stunning in a vibrant sundress that hugged her curves. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her smile lit up the room.

"Wow, Emily, you look..." I trailed off, feeling my cheeks heat up again.

"I know, right? I can clean up pretty well when I'm not in this uniform," she said, twirling to show off her dress. "So, tell me about this online girl. What's the story?"

I took a sip of my drink, grateful for her help. "Well, we've been talking for a while, but I'm not sure if she's into me. I thought maybe you could help me figure out what I'm doing wrong."

Emily's eyes sparkled with determination. "Consider me your dating coach for the night. Let's see these messages."

As we scrolled through the conversation, Emily shook her head. "This girl is a dud, Cameron. She's not giving you much to work with here. You deserve someone who is more engaged and enthusiastic."

I sighed, feeling a mix of relief and disappointment. "I thought so, but I just wanted to be sure. I don't want to mess this up like the last time."

"Don't worry, my friend. There are plenty of fish in the sea, and we'll find you the right one. Maybe we should focus on personality more than looks. You know, go on a mock date, and I can help you work on your conversation skills."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by her suggestion. "A mock date? With you?"

Emily grinned, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Why not? It'll be fun, and I can get to know you better. Who knows, maybe I'll even give you my number at the end of the night."

And so, our mock date began. We moved to a cozy booth, and over margaritas and delicious Mexican food, we swapped stories about our lives. I told her about my love for comic books and my dream of becoming a billionaire. She shared stories of her large, close-knit family and her passion for traveling, a dream often hindered by her financial situation.

As the night wore on, I found myself opening up to Emily in a way I never had with anyone else. She listened intently, her warm smile encouraging me to continue. I learned about her love for romantic movies and her talent for dancing, a skill she had honed since childhood. We laughed, we joked, and we connected on a level I had never experienced before.

When the restaurant began to empty out, I realized how late it had become. I didn't want the night to end, but I also didn't want to overstay my welcome.

"Well, Emily, this has been incredible," I said, feeling a mix of emotions. "I can't thank you enough for your help and for just being here."

Emily's eyes softened, and she reached across the table, taking my hand in hers. "Cameron, I had a wonderful time, too. You're sweet, and any girl would be lucky to have you."

My heart skipped a beat, and I leaned in, hoping for a kiss. But Emily pulled away, a playful smile on her lips. "But, I'm sorry, you're just not my type."

My heart sank, and I felt the familiar sting of rejection. "Oh, I see," I managed to say, my voice cracking.

Emily placed her hand on mine, her touch comforting. "Don't be sad, Cameron. I meant what I said. You're a great guy, and I'd love to help you find the right person. How about I be your official dating coach?"

I considered her offer, my mind racing with possibilities. "I'd like that, Emily. I really would. But I don't want to take advantage of your kindness."

"Nonsense," she said, waving away my concerns. "I enjoy spending time with you, and I get to help someone in the process. It's a win-win."

And just like that, a new chapter in my life began. Emily and I embarked on a journey of self-discovery, laughter, and the pursuit of love. Little did I know, the twists and turns our path would take, and the unexpected ways our relationship would grow.
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I stood at the entrance of my beach house, mesmerized by Emily's visit. The sun shone behind her, creating a radiant halo around her curvy figure, accentuated by the vibrant white sundress she wore. Her smile, warm and inviting, made my heart skip a beat. I couldn't help but notice the way the dress hugged her body, showcasing her ample bosom and generous hips. It was a stark contrast to my usual encounters with women, and I found myself captivated by her presence.

"Wow, Cameron, this place is incredible!" Emily exclaimed as she stepped inside, her eyes widening at the sight of the spacious living area. The oceanfront manor, my sanctuary, suddenly felt more vibrant with her lively spirit filling the air.

"Thanks, it's not much, just a place I call home," I replied, feeling a bit self-conscious about my wealth. I wasn't used to showing off my possessions, but Emily's reaction made me want to share more.

"Not much? This is huge!" She laughed, her voice echoing through the open-plan space. "You could fit my entire family in here and still have room for a dance party!"

I chuckled at her remark, feeling a warmth in my chest. "Well, I guess I like my space. And the view of the ocean is pretty amazing."

As Emily explored the house, her eyes darted around, taking in the modern furnishings and the floor-to-ceiling windows that offered breathtaking views of the beach. "This is like something out of a magazine! How did you afford all of this?"

Leaning against the kitchen counter, I explained, "I developed an algorithm for an AI app a few years back. It took off, and I made a decent amount of money from it. Enough to buy this place and invest in a few other ventures."

Emily's eyes widened further, and I could see the wheels turning in her head. "A millionaire, huh? And here I thought I was helping out a regular guy. You could've charged me for my own services!" She joked, playfully punching my arm.

I winced slightly at her touch, not because it hurt, but because it sent a tingling sensation through my body. "I'd never charge a friend, Emily. Besides, I need your help. You're the expert in this department."

She raised an eyebrow, her gaze intense. "Expert, huh? So, why does a millionaire need help getting a date? Shouldn't women be lining up for a chance to be with you?"

Sighing, I ran my hand through my afro, a nervous habit I had yet to break. "It's not about the money, Emily. Most of my life has been spent in front of a computer screen, coding and creating. I didn't have much time for socializing or dating. And after losing my parents last year..." My voice trailed off, the memory of their tragic accident still fresh in my mind.

Emily's playful demeanor softened, and she placed her hand on my arm, this time gently. "I'm so sorry about your parents, Cameron. I can't imagine what you've been through. Family is everything to me, and I don't know what I'd do if I lost one of them."

"I know," I said, feeling a connection with her that went beyond our initial encounter. "If I had a family like yours, I'd never let them out of my sight. It's just me, so I tend to keep to myself."

"Well, you're missing out on the good stuff," she teased, her smile returning. "My family can get a bit rowdy, but they're the best. You should come over for dinner one night. Just be prepared for the chaos."

The thought of spending time with her family intrigued me, and I found myself nodding in agreement. "I'd like that. Maybe I can get some tips on socializing from them."

Emily laughed, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Oh, they'll love you! But let's focus on your dating life for now. Women love confidence, Cameron. You've got to believe in yourself and what you have to offer."

I shifted uncomfortably, feeling a bit vulnerable under her gaze. "I know, but it's not easy. I've never been good with women. I mean, I don't even know how to start a conversation without sounding like a total nerd."

"Nerdiness can be charming, trust me," she assured me, stepping closer. "But you need to update your approach. Going to a restaurant for a date is so old school. You need to do something fun, something that shows off your personality and interests."

Intrigued by her suggestion, I asked, "Like what? I'm not exactly the adventurous type."

Emily's eyes lit up with an idea. "How about paintball? You can never not have fun playing paintball. Take a date there, take some risk, have some fun, and you'll have plenty to talk about."

I couldn't help but smile at her suggestion. "That's actually brilliant! I've never thought of using my interests to my advantage. I know of a paintball area nearby."

"Perfect!" Emily clapped her hands excitedly. "Now, let's work on your profile picture. No more selfies in front of the computer, okay? We need something that showcases your best features."

She began to guide me through the house, suggesting different locations for photos. We ended up in the theater room, surrounded by my collection of comic books and movie memorabilia. "This is perfect! It shows your personality, and you can lean against that superhero statue like a cool, casual guy."

Posing for photos was not my forte, but with Emily's encouragement, I began to relax. She clicked away on her phone, capturing me in various poses. "You're a natural, Cameron! Just imagine you're the superhero in one of your favorite comics."

As the photo session progressed, I found myself enjoying Emily's company even more. Her laughter filled the room, and her playful banter made me feel at ease. I couldn't help but notice the way her sundress clung to her curves as she moved, and I felt a rush of desire, something I had never experienced before.

"Alright, Mr. Briggs, I think we've got enough material to work with," she said, reviewing the photos on her phone. "Now, let's talk about how to ask a woman out. It's all about confidence and making her feel special."

I listened intently as Emily shared her wisdom, her words resonating with me. "You need to make eye contact, Cameron. Look into her eyes and let her know you're interested. And don't be afraid to compliment her, but make it sincere."

Practicing the art of eye contact, I stared into Emily's deep brown eyes, getting lost in their warmth. "You have the most beautiful eyes, Emily. I could get lost in them."

She blushed, a charming pink hue spreading across her cheeks. "Oh, stop it. Remember what we said Cameron, just friends, remember?"

My heart raced, and I realized I was leaning closer to her, drawn to her like a moth to a flame. "Sorry, I'm just being honest. You're beautiful, and I..."

My words trailed off as I became aware of the distance between us shrinking. Emily's scent, a mix of flowers and something uniquely her, filled my senses. Before I knew it, our lips were inches apart, and I could feel her breath on my skin.

"Cameron," she whispered, her voice soft and inviting. "Friends?"

In that moment, I wanted nothing more than to kiss her. It was as if an electric current was flowing between us, urging me to take that leap. But something held me back, a voice in my head reminding me of my initial intentions.

"Sorry. I... I should probably get these photos sent to you," I stammered, breaking the spell. I stepped away, feeling a mix of emotions swirling within me.

Emily's expression softened, and she nodded, understanding my sudden change of heart. She fidgeted with her hair as if she too felt something. "It's okay. I'll text them to you right away. And we can work on your dating profile together."

As I retrieved my phone and texted with her, I couldn't shake the feeling that something significant had just happened. The connection between us was undeniable, but it was complicated by the fact that she was my dating coach and just a friend.

"I'll see you soon, Cameron," she said, her voice lingering in the air as she walked towards the door. "We'll get you ready for that paintball and find you the perfect date."

I watched as she left, her sundress swaying with each step. My mind raced with thoughts of what could have been and what might still be. Emily Lopez had become more than just a dating coach; she had become an integral part of my journey, and I was eager to see where this path would lead.

As the sun began its descent, casting a golden glow over the ocean, I sat on the plush outdoor sofa, reflecting on the day's events. My life had taken an unexpected turn, and I couldn't wait to see what the next chapter would bring. Perhaps, just perhaps, love and adventure were closer than I had ever imagined.
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After my transformative night with Emily, I was eager to apply her teachings and navigate this new dating terrain. Little did I know that this date would be a turning point in my journey, a step towards self-discovery and unexpected emotions.

I had met Abby a few days prior through a video chat arranged by a mutual friend. Her nerdy charm and bright personality had instantly captivated me. With her blonde hair, freckles, and a love for graphic tank tops, she was the epitome of a geek goddess. Our virtual conversation flowed effortlessly as we bonded over our shared interests in visual effects, video games, and Mexican food. It was as if I had found a kindred spirit in this vibrant woman.

As I got ready, I felt a sense of calm confidence, a feeling I rarely experienced when it came to social interactions. I dressed casually in my favorite jeans and a graphic t-shirt featuring a superhero I adored. I wanted to make a good impression, but Emily's advice echoed in my mind—be myself, and the right person will appreciate it. I took a deep breath, adjusted my glasses, and headed out, excited for the adventure that awaited me.

I arrived at the paintball arena, a bustling place filled with energetic players. My heart raced as I scanned the crowd, searching for Abby. And then, there she was, standing near the entrance, looking even more captivating in person. Her skinny frame was accentuated by a pair of ripped jean shorts and a colorful tank top, showcasing her unique style. Her glasses glinted in the sunlight, and her hair shimmered like golden rays. My nervousness dissipated as I approached her, feeling a connection that went beyond our shared love for all things nerdy.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
y
ael Gordon






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





