A Geeky Love Story

By Danielle Reynolds


"Willa, what's it mean when a girl starts asking you personal questions?" Shaun asked his sister as they were eating lunch.


"Like what?  Your shoe size?" Willa replied as she swirled a French fry around in her ketchup.


"No," Shaun said, shifting in his seat, "Like if she asks you what your dreams are, what your hopes for the future are, that kind of stuff."


"Well," Willa smiled, "I'd say she's interested in you."


"Really?" 


"Well, it definitely sounds like it,” Willa said as she leaned back, "Safe to assume that, you likewise, are interested in her?"


"Uh...it was just a theoretical question," Shaun replied staring intently at his hamburger.


"Of course," Willa rolled her eyes, "Any chance I could find out who this hypothetical girl who's asking these theoretical personal questions is?"


"It's no one," Shaun replied, pulling his baseball cap down over his eyes.

“Oh, at least let me try and guess,” Willa said, “I know, its that cute girl you started working with…um, Sasha.”


“No.”


“Oh, how about that cute girl down, the street from you, Brandi?”


“No, and if you don’t mind I have to get going,” Shaun said, testily.


“Fine then…so what big plans do you have tonight that you can’t discuss your love life with your own sister?”


“It’s Dungeons & Dragons night over at Erin’s,” Shaun replied, “And trust me, no guy wants to discuss his love life with his sister.”


“Then why did you bring it up?” Willa smiled.


“I didn’t.”


“Yes, you did.  You asked me what it means when a girl asks you personal questions.”

“Well, I was trying to keep it hypothetical.   You’re the one who just assumed it applied to me,” Shaun said as he stood up and grabbed his jacket.


“Whatever,” Willa replied, “If you’d rather go play your dumb game than talk to me about your love life, go ahead.”


“I would.  And it’s not a dumb game.”


“If you say so,” Willa replied, “But if you ask me it seems kinda dull, just a bunch geeks sitting around rolling weird shaped dice.”


“It’s more than that,” Shaun said, earnestly, “It’s a kind of storytelling, where you get to be in the story.”


“Whatever,” Willa replied, “Anyways, tell Erin I said hi.”


“Ok.  Later.”


“Later.”


As Shaun drove over to Erin’s house, his heart swirled with new hope.  Willa had said she might be interested in him.  In him.  In geeky, overweight Shaun with the messy black hair, poor complexion, and glasses.  The idea astounded him…she was so cute…and he was, well, he wasn’t the type girls went for.  But then, she was unlike any girl he’d ever met.  She liked things like Dungeons & Dragons, computers, sci-fi, anime, comic books, and all the stuff that he liked that girls seemed not too.  


Still, he tried not to get his hopes up.  After all, Willa didn’t know the whole situation.   There were two words that his dream girl had used that had crushed his hopes…best friend.   She had called him her best friend.  Other girls had used that when referring to Shaun, as he was, much to his chagrin, a very good listener.  So he’d had spent plenty of time listening to other girls tell him all their problems and their hopes and their thoughts, all in the name of best friendship.  Likewise, he had found many had used to moniker to get him to do favors for them like fix their computers or drive them to the movies to meet their boyfriends.  Shaun did not want to be her best friend, he wanted more.   And well, sometimes it seemed that way.  Like, the personal questions.  The other best friends had never really asked Shaun what he wanted out of life, what his problems were.  But she did.  She listened as much as she talked.  

But then, there was the other problem.  Those conversations never took place face to face, only on the computer.  He wasn’t sure those even counted as real conversations.    Why couldn’t they talk like that when they were face to face?  Online, they practically bared their souls to each other.  But when they were together, they stuck to the same neutral topics that everyone in their group of friends talked about.


Shaun finally arrived at Erin’s and went up and knocked on the door.  And there she was.  She was so beautiful.  Her big blue eyes stared at him from behind her wire rimmed glasses.  Her wild, long brown hair was carelessly tied up into a pony tail, with curly little tendrils framing her cute round face.  She was wearing her black “r4ck3d” shirt which Shaun thought stated the rather obvious and her favorite blue jeans, the ones with the holes in the knees that she couldn’t bear to throw out because they were so comfortable.


“Shaun,” she smiled, “You’re early.”

“Yeah, sorry,” Shaun said.


“Don’t be silly, it’s nothing to apologize for,” Erin giggled, “It’s just you’re usually always running twenty minutes late.”


“Oh, sorry.”


“Is that all you can do is apologize?” Erin teased, “I’m just impressed that you were early.”


“Oh.”


“Well, come on in,” she said in that bouncy tone that Shaun loved, “I just made some spaghetti for dinner, if you want some.”


“Sorry, I just had dinner with Willa,” he replied, as he secretly cursed Willa for having dinner with him.


“That’s ok,” she said, “My cooking isn’t that great anyway.  So, how’s Willa?”


“She’s fine,” Shaun said, “She said hi.  And I think your cooking is really good.”


“Really?”


“Yeah,” Shaun said as he settled down on the loveseat.  Erin went into the kitchen and came back with a delicious smelling plate of pasta.  She sat down next to him.


“You don’t mind me eating in front of you?”


“No, it’s ok.  Like I said, I already ate,” Shaun said, as his heart raced.  She had sat down next to him.  There was another couch and two lazy-boys, but she had chosen to sit down next to him.  He tried really hard not to stare at her, but it’s all he wanted to do.  He tried to think of something to say but he couldn’t.  Online, he had no problem talking to her, but here just looking at her, his brain turned to mush.

“You really think I’m beautiful?” she asked suddenly.


Shaun just stared at her…could she read minds?


“Last night, online, you said you thought I was beautiful,” she said softly, “Did you mean it?”


“Yes,” Shaun replied, relieved that she couldn’t read minds, “I think you are the most beautiful girl I know.”


“See, now I know you’re lying,” Erin blushed, “I know you know far prettier girls than me.  That Sasha you started working with, she’s way prettier than me.”


“I don’t think so.  And I’m not so much working with her as we work at the same place,” Shaun said.


“Still,” Erin said, as she put her plate down and looked at him, “I’m not the kinda girl that guys usually think is pretty.”


Before Shaun could reply, there was a knock at the door.  Erin hopped up and answered it.


“Hey Ryan!” she greeted their fellow player.  Soon, the other three friends who the played Dungeons & Dragons with arrived and they all settled down in Erin’s living room around her coffee table.  Shaun was happy to note that she was still sitting next to him on the loveseat.

“Ok, I’ll recap what happened last time,” Greg, the dungeon master, said, “You just had your epic battle with the dark knight Wulgar.  He had just killed Emeline’s mother and revealed that he was the one who also killed Lysander’s father.  The battle had cost you a lot but you’ve had a couple days to rest now.  You are now making your way back to Emeline’s home village for her mother’s funeral.  How are you going?”


“Probably through the forest,” Ryan said, “It’s the shortest.”


“But it’s full of bandits,” Shaun said, “It might be safer to go around.”


“Bandits!” Henry, another player said, “Ha, I laugh at bandits.  We just defeated a powerful dark knight.  We can take a few measly bandits.”


“Fine,” Erin said, “Through the forest it is.”


“Riding order?” Greg asked.


“Well, Emeline should be up front since this is a funeral procession for her mother,” Ryan said.


“Are you crazy?” Henry asked, “She’s a wizard.  She can’t take full on assaults.  She’d be safer in the back.”


“Still, it would be more proper for her to be out front,” Ryan said.


“I’ll ride up front with her,” Shaun said, “I’m a fighter so I ought to be able to protect her.”

“Ok, then,” Greg said as he put the figures representing Shaun and Erin’s characters at the front of the marching order.  They continued to debate until everyone had a place in the line they could agree on.


“So,” Greg continued, “You are riding through the forest when suddenly you hear a click and whooshing sound.  Erin, Shaun make a reflex saves for Emeline and Lysander.”


“28,” Shaun said.


“24,” Erin replied.


“You both pass,” Greg said, “So…”


“Wait,” Henry interrupted, “Don’t their horses also have to make a reflex save?”


“Oh, yeah,” Greg said, “Roll for your horses.”


“22,” Shaun said.


“4,” Erin said, cringing.


“Well, the bandits set up a trap on the path and you set it off.  Arrow come flying out from the trees.  Emeline and Lysander manage to get out of the way, as does Lysander’s horse.  But Emeline’s horse gets hit for…let’s see…42 hit points of damage.”


“42?” Erin cried, “But that will kill him!”


“Sorry,” Greg said, “But that’s just what I rolled on the dice.”


“But now I’ll have to go on foot,” Erin said, “I’ll just slow everyone down.”


“I’m sure you have a spell you can use or something,” Ryan said.


“You can ride with me,” Shaun said.


“Ok, thank you,” Erin said softly.


Everyone stopped and stared at Shaun and Erin for a second.


“Won’t that over burden his horse?” Henry asked.


“No,” Ryan said, as he paged through the rulebook, “They should be just fine.  It’s a simple enough solution.”


They continued playing, but Shaun felt a bit distracted.  All he could picture was his character on horse back, with Erin’s Emeline behind him, her arms wrapped around his waist as they rode on together.  Soon, it wasn’t Lysander and Emeline, but just himself and Erin.  


The next night, Shaun was at his computer, carelessly surfing the web, when he heard the familiar ding he was waiting for as a message popped up on his screen.


Emeline: Hey! (

He typed in his reply.


Lysander: Hey.  How are you?


Emeline: Ok.  You?


Lysander:  Ok.


Emeline:  Good game last night.


Lysander:  Yeah, though sorry about the whole horse thing.


Emeline:  How come?  Wasn’t your fault.


Lysander:  I guess.  Still, I was supposed to be protecting you and I guess I didn’t do a good job.


Emeline:  I just rolled lousy.  Besides, what you did was really nice.


Lysander:  ?


Emeline:  You let me ride on your horse, so I didn’t have to waste a spell.


Lysander:  It was just the most practical solution.

Emeline:  I know, still no one else offered to do it.  And beside, I kinda liked the idea of my character riding with yours, her arms wrapped around his waist.


Lysander:  Really?


Emeline:  Blush…really.


Shaun stared at his screen in disbelief.  She liked that idea too.


Emeline:  I’m sorry…


Lysander:  What for?


Emeline:  There is something I have to tell you and it might make you not want to see me anymore.  I mean, its something I have to tell you but it might ruin our friendship and I don’t want to do that because you are like my best friend.


Shaun stared at his screen, horrified.  He couldn’t think of anything that she could tell him that would make him not want to be around her.  


Lysander: It’s ok.  You can tell me.  I will always be your friend.

Emeline: Really?


Lysander:  Really.


Emeline:  Ok…I have feelings for you.


Shaun’s heart was racing.  Was this real?   Maybe this was someone else, just playing with him.   Could she really be saying this?  Still, there was only one thing he could think to reply.


Lysander.  I have feelings for you too.


Shaun stared at the words he just wrote.  There was pause, did he scare her off?  Finally came her response.


Emeline:  Really?


Lysander:  Really.


Emeline:  OMG.  This is like a dream.  I didn’t think you’d ever be interested in someone like me.


Lysander:  Why?  You are the most amazing person I’ve ever met.  You are so smart and funny.  You like a lot of the same things I like.  You are so fun to hang out with.


Emeline:  I am?

Lysander:  Yes, you are.  I’m just surprised you’d be interested in a loser like me.


Emeline:  You aren’t a loser.  You are one of the sweetest and most wonderful people I know.  I just like being around you.

Lysander:  Really?


Emeline:  Really.


Shaun’s head was spinning.  This felt like a dream.  The computer was so impersonal, yet here he was having perhaps the most intimate conversation of his life.  Then, it was as if she was reading his mind again.


Emeline:  There are three words I want to say to you but I don’t want to say them on the computer.  They should be spoken, since they are so very important.


Lysander:  I know, I want to say them to you too.  I’ll be right over.


Shaun switched off his computer and ran out to his car.  He drove as fast as he could to Erin’s house.  He jumped out of the car and ran up to door and before he could knock, Erin opened it.  They just stood and stared at each other for a second.


“Aren’t you cold?” she asked.


“Huh?” Shaun replied.


“You don’t have a coat on…it’s cold out,” she said.


“Oh,” Shaun said, wondering if the online conversation had been real, “It’s just after what you said online, I had to get here as fast as I could.  I must have forgot it.”


“So it was real,” she smiled.


“I think so,” Shaun said, “Honestly, I still feel like I’m dreaming.”


“Me too,” she smiled.


They just stood there smiling at each other.  Shaun wanted to say those three words, but he wasn’t sure if should be the first to say them.  Finally, he gathered up his courage and…


“I love you,” they said in unison.


“I always feel like you are reading my mind,” Erin said.


“Hmm…I could say the same,” Shaun replied.

“So what are we thinking now?” Erin smiled.


And without another word, they kissed each other.
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