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  Lila


Lila Flannelson’s fingers danced across her laptop keyboard like choreographed ballerinas, each click a frenzied dance of productivity. Her desk, an abstract mosaic collage of Post-it notes and marketing plans, bore witness to the tempestuous love affair between Lila and her work. Around her, the office buzzed with a symphony of ringing phones and tapping keys, but Lila was in her own world, painted in target demographics and conversion rates. 
“Okay, team,” she proclaimed, standing up so suddenly that her swivel chair staggered backwards, “I’ve got it! Our next campaign will feature cats wearing bow ties and top hats! It’s untapped, unlimited cuteness potential!”
Her colleagues exchanged glances that were equal parts admiration and concern for her sanity. Jeff from Creatives raised an eyebrow. “Cats? Are you sure? Cats have been done before.”
“Jeff, darling, not like this,” Lila replied. “Trust me on this.”
Before the dubious crowd could dissect her kitten couture concept further, Lila’s phone erupted into a jingle that sounded suspiciously like ’80s dance music. She dove for the device, her eyes alight with recognition at the caller ID: Mom.
“Let’s take a break,” she said, sending her team off as she answered the phone.
“Hey, Mom!” Lila said, cradling the phone between shoulder and ear as she simultaneously attempted to corral her rebellious chair. “What’s cooking?”
“Darling!” Victoria’s voice bubbled through the phone cheerfully. “Just wanted to remind you about my cruise this weekend. I’m packing sunscreen and optimism. Lots of both!”
Lila chuckled, then swore under her breath as she knocked over her pen holder. She lunged, grabbing a rogue marker that tried to make a break for freedom from her desk. “Optimism should do the trick, but don’t forget the Dramamine. We Flannelsons have stomachs like untested lifeboats.”
“True, dear.” Victoria sighed dreamily. “Oh, I can’t wait to see the ocean and enjoy the water slide on the top deck. How’s your day, honey? Sounds a bit stressful.”
“Nah. I just knocked something over. It’s been filled with kittens, tuxedos and creativity,” Lila said, sketching a tiny kitten in a top hat on her notepad. “But tell me more about this cruise.”
“It’s going to be so much fun! My retirement present to myself and I can’t wait!”
“I’m so happy for you,” Lila said, spinning in her chair with a grin. “I can’t wait until I retire. Honestly, I wish you the best time. It’s too bad I wasn’t able to go with you, but this new marketing campaign has been a bear.” Lila, inspired, wrote a note about bears tap dancing. Bears might be even better than kittens.
“Sweetheart, promise me you won’t get too wrapped up in those advertising schemes of yours. Remember to live a little, okay? Maybe find a handsome stranger to sweep you off your feet, or at least out of that swivel chair.”
“Mom, if a handsome stranger comes into this office, it’s probably because he’s lost or selling something,” Lila said as she doodled a bear on a unicycle juggling kittens wearing tuxedos, though a part of her wondered what it would be like to meet someone who could match her zeal for life’s absurdities.
“Never say never, my girl,” Victoria said sagely. “Keep your heart open, and who knows what might happen?”
“I’ll keep that in mind,” Lila promised, rolling her eyes but secretly savouring the advice. “Have a fabulous time, Mom.”
“Will do, love. See you soon!” Victoria signed off with a series of air kisses that crackled over the line.
Smiling, Lila hung up, her heart full and her mind racing with marketing strategies involving bears, kittens and a hedgehog. She wondered if her own adventure was waiting just around the corner, ready to leap out like a surprise plot twist in the rom-com of her life.






  
  Daniel 


The clink of glasses and a cacophony of laughter served as the overture to Daniel Carter’s Tuesday night escapade. The bar was throbbing with life, pulsating beats from the thumping music wove through the air like electric currents seeking hearts to jumpstart. Perched on stools that had seen better days and far worse derrieres, Daniel and his wingman-in-geekery, Jake, were in their element, surrounded by neon lights and the scent of possibilities marinated in beer. 
“See, if you think about it,” Daniel said, swirling the amber liquid in his glass with the expertise of a seasoned chemist, “a bar is just a zoo for humans, and we’re all just exotic birds showing off our plumage.” He gestured grandly at his own casual shirt which screamed ‘graphic designer by day, ironic T-shirt collector by night.’
“Speak for yourself,” Jake retorted behind his glasses, which magnified his eyes to owl-like proportions. “I’m more of a nocturnal mammal, observing from the shadows.”
“Ah, yes, a rare species of gamingus nocturnicus,” Daniel interrupted with a grin, toasting to his friend’s self-awareness.
Their banter volleyed back and forth, each serve more absurd than the last, until the topic inevitably bounced its way into less comfortable territory. In between a particularly vivid description of what a giraffe would look like doing the tango and a debate over whether or not nachos could feel pain when dipped, Daniel’s jovial facade wavered.
“Speaking of wild animals,” Daniel said, his smile hitching a ride on a runaway train of thought, “my dad booked another one of his impromptu trips. This time he’s hitting the high seas.”
“Ahoy, Captain Carter!” Jake lifted an imaginary captain’s hat in salute. “Where to this time? Treasure Island? The Bermuda Triangle?”
“Who knows?” Daniel shrugged, though his deep blue eyes betrayed a storm brewing in the depths. “But I’ve got this nagging suspicion it’s one of those singles cruises. Imagine my dad, surrounded by a flock of thirsty seagulls all after his...nest egg.”
Jake coughed, nearly spraying his drink across the bar. “Thirsty seagulls? That’s one way to put it. But hey, maybe he’ll find himself a nice albatross instead, huh?”
“Right,” Daniel sighed, attempting to chuckle along, but the sound came out like a deflating whoopee cushion. It wasn’t that he begrudged his old man some excitement; it was the idea of Robert Carter, the family’s steady North Star, charting unknown waters without so much as a life jacket. “I just hope he doesn’t come back with a new stepmom my age.”
“Or younger,” Jake added helpfully, nudging him with an elbow that could double as a fire poker. “You could bond over video games and TikTok dances and maybe she’d have some single friends.”
“Thanks, Jake,” Daniel deadpanned, raising his glass in a sarcastic toast. “To Dad, may he dodge the gold diggers and find love that’s true...or at least someone who remembers dial-up internet and eight tracks.”
“Cheers to that,” Jake echoed, and they clinked their glasses once more, the sound lost amidst the revelry of human wildlife in their natural habitat.
As the echo of their toast dissipated into the bar’s pounding music, Jake leaned in closer, his voice a shout to be heard over the hum of off-key karaoke in the background that had now replaced the dance music.
“Daniel, my man, have you ever considered fighting fire with fire? Or rather, fighting singles cruises for old fogeys with an app?”
Daniel tilted his head, an eyebrow arched in skepticism. “App? What kind of app shoots down love-seeking seagulls?”
“Ah,” Jake said with the smugness of a cat presenting its clueless owner with a dead mouse, “a dating app. You’re obsessing over your dad’s love life and your lack thereof when you could be swiping your way to bliss!”
“Swiping my way to bliss?” Daniel repeated incredulously, swirling the remnants of his drink as if it held some prophetic truth at the bottom. “Jake, I’m not so desperate that I need algorithms deciding who I share my cereal with.”
“Come on, it’s not about desperation. It’s about adventure! The thrill of the unknown!” Jake insisted, his enthusiasm nearly knocking over a tower of precariously stacked glasses the bartender had just washed, earning a glare from the man behind the counter. 
“Or the horror of discovering my soulmate’s idea of a first date is a horror-clown-themed escape room.” Daniel shook his head, chuckling despite himself. “I don’t think I can handle that level of excitement.”
“Ah, but think of the stories you’d have for our next night out!” Jake said, waggling his eyebrows. “Imagine the epic tales of love at first swipe!”
Daniel frowned, picturing a screen full of ‘your beautiful’s’ and wondering if he’d need to provide grammar lessons before getting a drink. “Besides, aren’t those apps just meat markets?”
“Metaphorically, sure,” Jake countered, “but who knows, maybe you’ll find a match?”
Daniel muttered, though a smile tugged at the corner of his mouth, “Really, how genuine can a connection be if it starts with judging someone’s selfie game?”
“More genuine than you think and at least as genuine as meeting someone at a bar,” Jake replied. “Everyone’s putting their best foot forward, or face, or whatever. It’s modern-day courtship. Plus, it might help take your mind off the image of your dad doing the conga with a lady pirate named Brenda dressed in a grass skirt and coconut shells.”
“Alright, fine,” Daniel conceded with a theatrical roll of his eyes. “I’ll consider it. But if my future bride turns out to be a bot or a catfisher named Bob, we’re going back to meeting people the old-fashioned way: accidentally spilling drinks on them.”
“Deal,” Jake said, grinning triumphantly. “But mark my words, you’ll be thanking me when you’re walking down the virtual aisle with Ms. Right-Swipe.”
“Or running for the hills from Ms. Swipe-Left-On-Life,” Daniel added, raising his glass for another ironic salute. “Here’s to the digital age of romance.”
Jake leaned in, his face illuminated by the neon glow of a beer sign that proclaimed ‘Hoppy Endings’. “Dan, you might stumble upon someone who can quote Monty Python in her sleep or thinks pineapple on pizza is a crime against humanity, just like you, you weirdo.”
“Right,” Daniel scoffed, eyebrows raised. “And she’ll probably ride in on a unicorn that farts rainbows.”
“Exactly!” Jake shot back, unfazed. “That’s the spirit! Embrace the absurdity of it. Life’s too short for normalcy.”
Daniel squinted at him. “When did you become a philosopher?”
“Since I saw my best bud turning into a grumpy cat meme over Daddy Carter’s love boat escapade,” Jake said, tapping his phone against the bar. “Besides, think about the stories you’ll have for our next night out. You could meet a girl who collects taxidermied rodents dressed as historical figures.”
“Because nothing says true love like a rodent Napoleon.” Daniel chuckled despite himself, feeling his resistance to the idea wane.
“Or a pastry chef who bakes conspiracy theory-themed cupcakes,” Jake continued, warming to his subject. “The frosting is out there, Dan.”
Dan smiled at a woman who came up to the bar to order a drink. She gave him a cool once over and gave her head a slight shake, turning him down. He sighed. His whole night had been the same. Shot down every time.
“Dating apps aren’t all bad. I’ve been using one myself and have a date lined up for Friday. And if she matches her profile picture, I will be one lucky dude.” Jake smiled, looking wistful.
“Okay, okay, I get it,” Daniel laughed, holding up his hands in mock surrender, watching the woman walk away with her drinks. “If it’ll get you off my back, I’ll download one of these digital dating disasters.”
“Excellent choice, my friend,” Jake said, clapping him on the shoulder. “Let the swiping saga begin!”
With a mix of reluctance and a strange sense of thrill, Daniel reached for his phone. His fingers skated over the screen, downloading the app Jake recommended that would either lead him to the promised land of romance or the pit of peculiar profiles. His thumb hovered over the install button.
“Here goes nothing,” he muttered and pressed down.
“Welcome to the future of flirting, my friend,” Jake said, watching as Daniel’s profile took shape on the small, glowing rectangle. “May the odds be ever in your favour.”
“Or at least may the weirdos be minimally traumatic,” Daniel added, filling in his details with a sense of whimsy. Username: ArtfulDodger. Occupation: Pixel Whisperer.
“Pixel Whisperer?” Jake asked with a raised eyebrow.
“Graphic designer sounded too mundane for this circus,” Daniel replied with a smirk.
“Ah, right,” Jake nodded. “We’re looking for someone who appreciates a man who speaks fluent Adobe.”
“Exactly,” Daniel agreed, his earlier trepidation replaced by a budding curiosity. “Who knows? Maybe I’ll find my Mona Lisa hiding behind a screen full of duck faces.”
“Or your Lady with an Ermine,” Jake said.
“Touché.” Daniel couldn’t help but smile as he completed his profile, the absurdity of the situation not lost on him. “Now, let’s see what kind of Wonderland this rabbit hole leads to.”






  
  Lila 


The clock struck noon, and Lila Flannelson sprang from her chair with the agility of a cat who’d just heard the can opener. It was lunch break, that sacred time when she could swap pie charts for Pinterest, and analytics for awe-inspiring adventures. 
She went to the break room to heat her lunch, make a cup of tea then hurried back to her desk to eat while she dreamed and created her perfect life on Pinterest.
 Her screen bloomed with the colours of far-off places, each click whisking her away from the humdrum of office life to the cobblestone streets of old European towns or the lush greenery of rainforests where parrots hung out everywhere.
“Look at this,” she murmured to herself, eyes sparkling like the waters of the Maldives on her monitor. “Two weeks in Bali with a shaman who doubles as a surfing instructor. That’s... oddly specific.”
“Or an igloo stay in Greenland!” She sighed with envy, clicking through images of ice hotels with beds that looked suspiciously like slabs from Superman’s fortress of solitude. “Perfect for those who love the cold shoulder, literally.”
“Whatcha lookin’ at, Li?” a voice bubbled over the cubicle wall, followed by a head of curls bouncing with more enthusiasm than a kangaroo on a trampoline.
“Cassie!” Lila beamed at her best friend, who had sneaked up unnoticed amid dreams of tribal dances and zip-lining over volcanoes.
“Travel sites again?” Cassie plopped down on the edge of Lila’s desk, her eyes dancing over the array of destinations laid out on the screen. “You’re gonna end up becoming one of those homeless, jet-setting influencers who gets paid in sunsets and free mosquito bites.”
“Ah, but what a way to live,” Lila sighed theatrically. “Free mosquito bites are my favourite currency.”
“Speaking of living,” Cassie said, segueing with the subtlety of a sledgehammer, “guess who’s got two thumbs and just landed a hot date for Friday night?” She pointed both thumbs at herself, grinning like a fool.
“Let me guess, you used a dating app?” Lila raised an eyebrow, knowing full well that Cassie’s love life was as varied and vibrant as the travel brochures on her screen.
“Guilty as charged!” Cassie waggled her phone triumphantly. “And before you say anything, yes, I’ve been on some weird dates. Like the guy who brought his mom. Or the mime who wouldn’t break character. I mean, writing notes to communicate was a nice gesture, but it would have been better if the paper and pen weren’t imaginary too.”
“That was taking it a bit far.” Lila laughed.
“I hope he found his imaginary soul mate,” Cassie said with sincerity. “But this time feels different!”
“Because he talks and comes unaccompanied by relatives?” Lila teased, playfully swiping at Cassie’s phone.
“Exactly! Plus, his profile says he loves dogs, so if the date bombs, I’ll at least get to hang out with a puppy and go for a walk in the park. Foolproof plan.”
“Sounds like you’ve got it all figured out,” Lila laughed, admiring Cassie’s relentless optimism.
“Which is why you should join the digital quest for love. Join the modern age of love,” Cassie nudged Lila’s arm, her smile infectious. “Come on, it’ll be fun!”
“That sounds like a sitcom episode waiting to happen,” Lila mused, her adventurous spirit igniting at the thought of a new escapade, even if it was found through the swipe of a finger.
“Life is a sitcom, darling,” Cassie winked. “Might as well audition for the lead role.”
Lila twirled a strand of her hair, skepticism painting her features as she peered at Cassie holding her outstretched phone like it was an alien artifact. “I don’t know, Cass. Finding love through swipes and algorithms? It feels... impersonal.”
“Personal shmershonal,” Cassie waved off the concern with a flick of her wrist. “It’s the digital age, Lila! Embrace the romance renaissance where Cupid has traded in his arrows for a high-speed internet connection!”
“Renaissance?” Lila squinted. “Wasn’t that when everyone had syphilis?”
“Details, darling,” Cassie grinned. “The point is, I’ve seen more sparks fly on this app than at the Fourth of July fireworks! Like my friend Janine. She met her fiancé while searching for a taco place. She asked for a recommendation and just like that!” Cassie snapped her fingers. “They both swiped right on burritos and love!”
“Burritos and love,” Lila echoed, a chuckle slipping through. “Modern poetry at its finest.”
Cassie clapped her hands together. “So, what do you say? Ready to trade sonnets for swipes?”
“Fine,” Lila sighed dramatically, grabbing her phone from Cassie’s hand. “For burritos and love, I’ll give it a shot.”
“Yay!” Cassie beamed, bouncing on the balls of her feet.
With Cassie’s guidance, Lila downloaded the app, her thumb hesitating over the ‘Install’ button before tapping it decisively. Once installed, they dove into creating the perfect profile.
“Okay, which photos scream ‘adventurous yet approachable marketing maven with a soft spot for mom’s lasagna’?” Lila mused aloud, scrolling through her gallery.
“Ooh, use that one from your hike last weekend!” Cassie suggested, pointing at a sunlit snapshot of Lila on a mountain peak, hair billowing in the wind like a shampoo commercial gone rogue.
“Perfect.” Lila uploaded the photo. “Now, for the bio. How does, ‘Just a gal looking for someone to laugh at my puns and endure family game nights’ sound?”
“Endure?” Cassie arched an eyebrow. “Try ‘cherish’. It’s all about positive spin!”
“Right, because nothing says ‘cherish’ like Monopoly-induced family feuds,” Lila snorted, typing away.
“Add something about your wanderlust! Make them picture globetrotting adventures and spontaneous road trips!” Cassie danced around her friend, caught up in the excitement.
“Got it. ‘Marketing guru by day, spontaneous trip planner by night. Looking for someone to share my travel brochures and heart with,’” Lila recited as she typed.
“Brilliant!” Cassie exclaimed. “You’re going to be swiping so hard, you’ll start a friction fire.”
“Let’s just hope I don’t burn down my love life in the process,” Lila said, hitting ‘Save’ on her profile.
“Trust me,” Cassie winked. “This is only the beginning of your rom-com saga.”
Lila leaned back, eyeing the app with a blend of trepidation and curiosity. “Here goes nothing,” she muttered, venturing forth into the swipe-filled unknown.






  
  Daniel 


As Daniel sat on Jake’s couch the next night, his thumb glided across the screen, swiping left with the precision of a seasoned fencer parrying an opponent’s thrusts. Each profile was like a bizarre window into a stranger’s soul and what they wanted the world to believe. 
“Look at this one,” Daniel said, tilting his phone towards Jake. “Her bio says she’s an ‘aspiring mermaid.’ Is that code for something, or should I be shopping for a snorkel?”
Jake chuckled. “Depends on how good you are at holding your breath.”
“Ah, and here’s a self-proclaimed ‘Vegan Vampire,’” Daniel shuddered and continued past, scrolling through the digital parade of peculiarity. “Loves the nightlife, but is allergic to garlic. And... sunlight. Fascinating.”
“Swipe right! She might turn you into an immortal creature of the night, then you’d have all the time in the world to design all your visions,” Jake teased, taking a sip of his beer.
“Immortality could seriously mess with my retirement plans,” Daniel retorted, dismissing the vampire with a swift flick of his finger.
“Ooh, this one says her hobbies include taxidermy and collecting rare insects. Her ideal date is a night at the museum.” Daniel arched an eyebrow. “Think she means watching the movie, or actually sleeping next to the stuffed dodos?”
“Only way to find out is to swipe right,” Jake said, egging him on. “And if she likes sleeping next to Dodos, you’re a shoo-in.”
Daniel rolled his eyes at Jake’s good-natured insult. “Pass. I’m not ready to share my bed with a moth collection,” Daniel said, swiping left again.
Just as the barrage of absurdity threatened to dull his enthusiasm, a new profile caught his eye. The woman had a mischievous twinkle in her eyes and a smile that suggested she knew the punchline to a joke that hadn’t been told yet. Her bio read: ‘Marketing guru by day, spontaneous trip planner by night. Looking for someone to share my travel brochures and heart with. Connoisseur of fine wines and bad jokes. If life gives you lemons, make margaritas.’
“Hey, here’s someone who doesn’t take herself too seriously,” Daniel mused, a grin creeping onto his face. “And she can handle her tequila. That’s promising.”
“Sounds like your brand of crazy,” Jake said, reading the profile. “What are you waiting for? Swipe right!”
“Here goes,” Daniel hesitated for just a moment, the possibility of something real momentarily anchoring his usually flighty heart. Then he swiped right.
“Done. Let’s see if she thinks I’m punny enough for her.”
“Or if she’ll find you sour, like those lemons she’s not using for lemonade,” Jake added with a wink.
“Either way, I’ve got nothing to lose but a few slices of dignity,” Daniel said, locking his phone. “Now, let’s focus on something less existential, like whether to go out for nachos or wings.”
“Both,” Jake declared. “You need sustenance for the emotional rollercoaster you just boarded.”
“Is it too late to ask for a height requirement sign?” Daniel asked, half-jokingly.
“Too late,” Jake grinned. “You’re already strapped in.”






  
  Lila 


Lila’s thumb practically danced the cha-cha as she flicked it across the screen. Left, left, another left—was there a secret society for men who only caught fish and took bathroom selfies while pouting and flexing shirtless in the mirror? She suspected a conspiracy, not that she didn’t appreciate the view. 
“Are you auditioning for the role of Mrs. Nope?” Cassie said from behind Lila’s shoulder, munching on a bagel pilfered from the break room.
“Shh, I’m channelling my inner love detective,” Lila whispered dramatically, her eyes scanning profiles like they held the secrets of the universe, or at least the secret to a decent date.
“Ah, yes. Sherlock Holmes meets Cupid,” Cassie smirked, dropping a crumb cascade onto Lila’s keyboard.
“Elementary, my dear Watson,” Lila replied, shaking her keyboard and brushing away the bagel debris. “I must deduce which of these digital Romeos is worth my—oh!” Her thumb paused mid-swipe as a profile popped up that didn’t seem to be cut from the same cloth as the fish whisperers and mirror aficionados.
“Daniel Carter,” Lila read aloud, her voice tinged with intrigue. He had a smile that looked like it could charm socks into folding themselves and a bio that read: “Graphic designer by day. Pancake connoisseur by night. Swipe right if your idea of a good time includes impromptu art gallery visits and debating the best Star Wars movie.”
“Ooh, he’s cute! And he knows his way around a kitchen and a museum?” Cassie leaned over for a better look. “Girl, if you don’t swipe right, I will hack your phone and do it for you.”
“Easy, tiger.” Lila chuckled. “I think I can handle this one.” With a dramatic flourish worthy of a Telenovela twist, she swiped right on Daniel’s profile. To her delight, a cheerful “It’s a Match!” animation burst onto the screen.
“Boom!” Cassie fist-pumped the air. “You’ve got yourself a live one!”
“Let’s not plan the wedding just yet,” Lila said, though her grin betrayed her excitement. “We haven’t even chatted. For all we know, he could be a pancake-burning barbarian.”
“Or he could be the syrup to your waffle,” Cassie countered, ever the optimist.
“Either way, breakfast foods are involved, and I’m not mad about it,” Lila mused, tapping open the chat window. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard. “What does one say to a potential pancake-flipping soulmate?”
“Start with something witty! Comment on the Star Wars debate,” Cassie advised, peeking over Lila’s shoulder once more.
“Alright,” Lila took a deep breath, her thumbs springing to action. “So, Daniel, Empire Strikes Back, or The Force Awakens?”
And with that, Lila Flannelson, marketing guru and amateur love detective, sent her first transmission into the galaxy of romance, wondering if perhaps this oddball avenue might lead her to a cosmic connection after all.






  
  Daniel


The next day, amidst the hubbub of keyboard clacks and mouse clicks at the design studio, Daniel’s phone buzzed with the fervour of an electric toothbrush on a porcelain sink. He glanced down, expecting another email from a client requesting a ‘simple’ design change that was anything but simple and would mean scrapping the entire concept and starting over. Instead, his eyes widened in astonishment as he read the notification that popped up: “Congratulations, you’ve got a new match!” 
“Jake!” Daniel hissed across their shared workspace, unsuccessfully attempting to contain a boyish grin. “You are not going to believe this.”
“Believe what?” Jake looked up from his screen, one eyebrow arched in expectation.
“The margarita maestro swiped right on me!” Daniel exclaimed, holding his phone aloft like a trophy.
“Get out of town!” Jake chuckled. “I told you those lemons were worth squeezing.”
“Shh!” Daniel hushed him with exaggerated seriousness, though his eyes sparkled with excitement. “We’re in a professional environment, remember?”
“Right,” Jake replied with a smirk. “Because silently judging font choices is the height of professionalism.”
“Exactly.” Daniel nodded, his attention now fully fixated on his phone. “Okay, let’s craft the perfect first message. It needs to be charming, witty, and memorable.”
“Start with a joke,” Jake suggested. “Bad jokes are her thing, right?”
“True,” Daniel mused, tapping his chin thoughtfully.
“Here we go,” Jake said, leaning back in his chair. “Ask her if she knows why the scarecrow won an award.”
Daniel raised an inquisitive eyebrow.
“Because he was outstanding in his field,” Jake delivered in a mock-serious tone.
“Groan-worthy, but it might just work.” Daniel chuckled, typing rapidly. “Alright, I’ll tweak it a bit.”
“Make sure she knows you’re more than just a pretty face with Adobe skills,” Jake said.
“Hey,” Daniel typed into the chat box, his fingers dancing over the virtual keyboard. “I was going to start with a joke about sodium, but Na… instead, how do you feel about scarecrows? Because I’m quite outstanding in my field. And by field, I mean graphic design, not agriculture. Though I can also make a killer margarita, so I guess I’m not too shabby with lemons, either.”
He reviewed the message, a mix of nerves and exhilaration coursing through him. With a deep breath that did nothing to steady his racing heart, Daniel hit send.
“Here’s to new experiences,” he whispered to himself, already anticipating the ping of a new message notification.
As the screen displayed the hopeful “Message Sent” confirmation, Daniel couldn’t help but feel like he’d stepped onto the first ascent of the most thrilling rollercoaster ride of his life, sans height requirement. Daniel’s pulse echoed in his ears, a symphony of anticipation for the reply that would usher in the next chapter of his unpredictable journey.






  
  Lila


Lila’s phone chirped with the enthusiasm of a love-crazed cricket, signalling another reply from Daniel. She tapped the notification and read his response, a grin spreading across her face like butter on a hot plate. 
“Empire Strikes Back, no contest!” Daniel had written. “But I must confess, my real allegiance lies with Return of the Jedi. Ewoks are my spirit animals. Yours?”
“Bold choice, Daniel,” Lila typed back, her thumbs dancing with glee. “I’m more of a BB-8 enthusiast. Rolling around and saving the galaxy with style.”
“Ah, a woman with spherical aspirations. Impressive.” The winking emoji accompanying his message made Lila chuckle aloud.
“Speaking of rolling, ever done zorbing? It’s like hamster-balling down a hillside. Totally counts as travel if you cross state lines while inside.”
“Zorbing? That’s now on my bucket list!” he replied instantly. “Right next to night-time snorkelling in bioluminescent waters.”
“Add painting a mural in an alleyway in Rome, and we’ve got ourselves a trifecta of adventure,” Lila shot back. The ping-pong of messages continued, each one revealing more of their shared love for the quirky corners of life.
“Okay, so when are we going zorbing, Picasso?” Daniel asked, his question hanging in the digital space between them like a tantalizing invitation.
“Bold move, Carter. Asking out a girl before verifying she’s not a serial plant killer,” Lila teased, watering her neglected office cactus guiltily.
“Guilty as charged. My fern Fernando is hanging by a thread. How about we discuss plant rehabilitation over coffee instead?”
“Sounds like a leafy proposition,” Lila agreed, smiling at the screen. “There’s a quirky little spot called ‘Caffeine Dreams’ downtown. Ever been?”
“Can’t say I have, but I’m a sucker for anywhere that serves a side of dreams with their coffee. What time do we make this caffeine-fueled escapade happen?”
“Let’s say Saturday, 10 AM? Early enough for morning optimism, late enough to respect the sanctity of weekend sleep-ins.”
“Saturday at 10 it is. I’ll wear a rose between my teeth so you know it’s me,” Daniel responded, and Lila could almost hear the laughter in his words.
“Please don’t. If you do, I’ll have to bring a water pistol for self-defence. And I have terrible aim.”
“Fair enough. I’ll stick to wearing my most charming smile, then. See you Saturday, Lila.”
“Looking forward to it, Daniel. Over and out.”
As Lila set her phone down, the buzz of excitement was palpable, coursing through her veins like electricity. She wondered, not for the first time, if this spontaneous leap into the unknown could land her in a story worth telling. And with a hopeful heart, she turned back to her work, counting down the days until Saturday.






  
   Daniel


Daniel’s thumb hovered over the screen, suspended in a moment of digital purgatory as he contemplated the world hidden within his dating app. The lively office around him faded to a blur, the noise melting into a backdrop for his racing thoughts and sweaty palms. 
“Man, what if she’s like a secret agent or something?” Daniel mused aloud, half expecting his match to emerge from the shadows with a martini—shaken, not stirred—and a dossier on his less-than-thrilling life.
“Or what if she’s an alien, studying human courtship rituals?” Jake chimed in. “You could be part of an intergalactic research paper.”
“Great,” Daniel sighed, rolling his eyes. “I’m about to become an extraterrestrial case study on how not to do romance.”
Jake leaned closer, his hair flopping into his face as he peered at the dating profile that had captivated his friend. “Dude, you’re spiralling. Remember when you tried to convince me your dad was secretly a vampire because he started buying SPF 100 sunscreen?”
“Hey, it was suspicious! And I was eight.” Daniel protested, but his lips curled into a reluctant smile. “Okay, okay, maybe I’m overthinking this.”
“Maybe?” Jake raised an eyebrow. “You’re one tin foil hat away from full-blown conspiracy theorist. Did she get back yet?”
“Yup. We are meeting for coffee Saturday morning.” Daniel said, setting his phone on the desk. He had work to do and checking his phone every five seconds for a message was distracting.
Jake gave him a high-five. “Right on. Now all you have to do is keep your nerves at bay and remain sane until tomorrow. Good luck with that.”
Daniel rubbed his sweaty palms on his pants and gave Jake a grimace. “Thanks. Drinks tonight to take the edge off?”
Jake shook his head. “No can do. I’m meeting my own internet angel tonight for dinner. You’re on your own until after your date tomorrow.”
Daniel felt a rush of excitement and checked his phone again, looking at the profile picture of his date. He hoped nothing would screw this up. He had a good feeling about it.






  
  Lila


Lila woke up early Saturday morning, feeling excited and nervous about her upcoming coffee date with Daniel. She rushed through her morning chores, changing her sheets, vacuuming her apartment and watering the plants on her balcony while she listened to her favourite techno dance music playlist. She appreciated a clean house, but she really didn’t enjoy cleaning and tried to make the chores fun. 
The phone rang, jolting her out of a techno-boogie-woogie electro rendition of the song, Apple of My Eye. She stopped dancing and shut the vacuum off, worried that it might be Daniel cancelling their plans to meet. She sighed with relief when she saw it was Cassie calling.
“Hey, you!” she gasped, catching her breath.
Cassie laughed, “Hello. What did I interrupt?”
“Just doing chores. What’s up?” Lila grabbed a duster while she talked. 
“Are you excited about your date later?”
“Of course. I don’t know what to wear, how to do my hair, you know, the usual,” Lila said as she dusted her collection of ceramic figurines shaped like balloon animals. She smiled. Her father used to get them for her birthdays. She thought the figurines themselves were cheesy, but loved them for the memories they brought back. “How was your date last night?”
“It went well enough that we are going out again next week. What time are you meeting Daniel?”
Lila checked the time. “In an hour. I better get ready.”
“Wear your best jeans and that dreamy pink sweater. The one your mom got you for Christmas last year. You always complain that you never have an occasion to wear it. Now you have the perfect excuse.” Cassie told her.
“That’s perfect! Thanks, Cass. you always have the best ideas.”
They hung up, and Lila checked her messages. There was nothing new from Daniel and she hoped that was good news and he hadn’t gotten cold feet and changed his mind about meeting in person.
She showered and got dressed in the outfit Cassie recommended and checked herself in the full-view mirror. Lila had to admit, her friend certainly had an eye for fashion. She couldn’t decide how to wear her long blonde hair and she tried at least half a dozen styles before she ran out of time and just put it up with a claw clip to hold it in a messy bun as she ran out the door and hurried down the street to Caffeine Dreams to meet her possible soul mate.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg





OEBPS/images/d9d51cb6-ee9b-4b7b-acee-554b49a3e436.jpeg
G“T‘BTY‘O le Twins
vV Ublishing———







