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My heart flutters. There he is, handsome as ever. Tall, darker skinned, thick hair and a little muscular. The man I’m going to marry. He doesn’t know it yet, but I’m going to make it happen. 

Ever since the day he walked into the coffee shop, my coffee shop. Well not ‘mine’, but the one I work at. It was obvious he was waiting for a date of some kind. He was dressed in khakis and a nice polo shirt, casual enough but not too casual. He sat nervously at one of the taller tables looking around, waiting. When she finally showed, ten minutes later, he looked happy enough with what he saw. She was a brunette, just a few inches taller than five feet and a little on the chubby side, but cute enough.  They sat and talked for a half hour. She kept looking at her phone, but his eyes were only on her, very attentive and interested. In the end, she left him with a hand shake and quick goodbye. His face showed all of his disappointment as he left. It took every ounce of my will power not to follow him, but I vowed to that day to make him mine.

Now it’s my chance to win him over.

I know I’m his type because I’m not much shorter than his date, the same dark wavy hair and I even have hazel eyes like she did. She did have about thirty pounds on me, but don’t all men like girls a little skinnier, so that is actually a positive. Plus, I look extra hot today. Push up bra shirt that shows off my amazing boobs and skin tight pants that leave nothing to the imagination. No guy can resist it. They are all led by the little man in their pants and I use that to my advantage every chance I get.

I stand in front of the open hood of my car, hands on my hips, faking hopelessness. Throwing my hands in the air then looking under the hood. Letting out irritated groans, then looking around for help.

He notices me, but keeps walking towards his car. Maybe he’s shy or doesn’t want to intrude. I can’t let him get away, “Excuse me.”

He looks up. “Me?”

“Yes.” I flash him my best smile. “I was wondering if you knew anything about cars? Mine won’t start and I can’t seem to find what’s wrong. Not that I would have a clue anyway.” I shrug “Do you know anything about cars?”

“Uhm, not really, but I can take a look.” I’ve got him. No man can turn away from a damsel in distress.

“That would be great! Thank you so much.” I coo.

He looks inside the hood, searching for anything he can possibly find for a quick fix, but unless he knows cars, he won’t find it. I made sure to remove a clamp from one of the spark plugs, which is easy enough to do and will render a car useless but isn’t obvious as an issue unless you know about engines. Even if he does find it, he’ll still be my hero of the day and that would work to my advantage so either way I win.

He does his best to find the problem, but comes up with nothing. “I’m going to be honest here. I don’t know anything about cars and I can’t see what’s wrong. Want me to call a tow truck?”

“That would be great! Thank you for trying.” I gently touch his forearm. “My phone’s battery is dead and I can’t charge it with a dead car. I’m having the worst luck today.” I pout.

“No problem.” He smiles then pulls out his phone and looks up the nearest towing company. “Hi, yes, I have a car here that needs to be towed to a repair shop.” He waits. “Yes....No......Okay, hold on a second.” He puts his hand over the phone. “They say it could be a couple hours before they get here.”

“Okay, I guess it will have to be fine. I don’t have a choice.”  I give a disappointed shrug.

Worry crosses his face, “I can call a different towing company.”

“No, I don’t want to bother you too much. I can wait. They’re probably all busy.”

He puts the phone back to his ear. “Okay, let me give you the address.” He gives them all the details then hangs up. “I’m going to call another place, just to see.” 

“Thank you for your help, you are so kind. This is so nerve racking.” I lie, this is actually working out perfectly for me.

He calls two other tow truck services but one of them doesn’t answer and the other says it will be two to three hours wait. “Looks like I’m going to be here a while. Thank you for calling. I appreciate you helping me.”

“No problem.” He starts to turn away. 

I can’t just let him go now! I’m way to close to winning him over with my charm. I rub my arms as if it’s too cold out for me. “Can I repay you somehow? I don’t have any cash on me.” I know it’s dumb but am running out of options.

“Oh no, it was just a few calls, I was glad to help.”

I rub my arms one more time, “I knew I should have brought my jacket.” I fake a laugh.

“I..” He hesitates, “I have a jacket you can have in my car or there’s a diner just up the block.”

I jump on it before he can get anything more out, “That sounds great! I’d love a bite to eat, my treat.” Of course it’s pushy but I gotta do what I gotta do and he’s the one that offered, right?

“Uhm, okay.” Is all he says. “I guess we can walk, it’s just around that corner.” He points.

“Sounds good.” I take off, knowing he will follow because he’s too kind not to. “So do you work at the bank?” I ask even though I know the answer.

“Yes.” Is all he says. 

“Cool, I work at a bank too, the Landmark.” This is a lie, but I am working on turning it into the truth. I do work next door to the bank. “What do you do?” I ask before he can question me.

“I’m a fixed income analyst.” I’m beginning to understand why some of his dates don’t last long, he’s so quiet and seems kind of shy so maybe they get tired of forcing conversation onto him.

“That sounds interesting. What type of stuff do you do for that job?” Though I know exactly what he does, I’ve spent hours researching his job, his family, his friends, every aspect of his life I could find on the internet. Social media is my best friend.

Little does he know that I put the name from his debit card into my memory bank for later use. I knew the moment he walked in that I needed to know his name so made sure I was the one taking his order. I’ve always had a great memory. Comes in handy when I need to remember details of all the lies I’ve told in order to keep track of everything. 

Later on that fateful day, I searched every inch of the internet for Zain K. Ansari for two hours before I came up with his correct profile on a popular career profile site. He didn’t have his picture as his profile so I had to look at each and every Zain Ansari I could find. It took forever, but persistence pays off. This led me down a rabbit hole of information that took days to dissect. Think of crime boards but with personal information and you’ll begin to understand the work I went through to find out who Zain really is. And how to make him fall in love with me. Now the fun begins and he doesn’t even know what will hit him.

What I’ve learned is that he’s from the area, went to high school here, college here, then got his first job here. Working for the same bank he does now. On paper the guy is the ultimate bore, but I figure he must hide some of this exciting life from the world or we can pull that out of him together. I’m ready to do whatever it takes and I am not giving up till I get him in my claws.
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It has been the best week of my life!

Zain and I talked for two hours at the diner, laughing and joking. Well I did most of the talking but he was having fun too. He did talk more as he opened up to me. He’s shy and quiet but that’s how I prefer them. Then they don’t ask too many questions and are used to a stronger woman. One of my foster parents used to call me bossy, but I prefer to call it ‘set in my ways’. I learned the hard way that you can’t let anybody push you around or you’ll get nowhere in life. And sometimes you have to fudge the truth a little bit, but fibs don’t hurt anyone. They can be a good thing. Not everyone needs to know the truth. Sometimes the truth hurts.

He insisted on paying for dinner, well actually I spotted the waitress headed our way and excused myself to go to the bathroom. He’d paid for it by the time I got back, but I know he would have offered to pay, that’s the kind of gentleman he is I just know it. I thanked him and offered to pay him back, but he of course said no, he was happy to pay, so I was right.

Then he walked me back and we waited in his car another forty minutes till the tow truck came. During the walk back I
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