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Walter couldn’t believe his luck. When he matched with this striking girl, he was sure she wouldn’t respond; but she did. When they started chatting, he thought she would lose interest soon; but the conversation got quite lively. And when she asked him how tall he was, he thought for sure that was going to be the premature death of their love.

Walter was quite the short guy at 5’4”, and dating sites could be harsh on him because of that. The amount of women writing stuff like – “Don’t even bother if you’re under six feet tall!" – in their descriptions was astounding. He had learned to sift through the rudeness in hope of finding an interested partner, but he couldn't deny that he was insecure about his height and the atmosphere of dating sites only made it worse.

So while Delaney didn’t seem like one of those rude chicks, she did eventually ask him the dreaded question. He answered honestly, saying that he was about five feet four, and added jokingly that she shouldn’t worry about it, as he didn’t mind taller ladies.

It had happened that women ghosted him after learning about his height, and it was always disappointing. But Delaney was not like that – she just replied with a laughing emoji, saying that she was glad that he liked taller ladies, and then she jumped into the next conversation subject.

Walter was relieved. Not only this girl seemed nice, interesting, and beautiful, but she seemed to be cool with his height too. He wanted to ask her how tall she was, but he figured it was better to drop the topic altogether, as she already seemed to be on the route to do.

Since she was okay with him being a short man, she was probably going to be quite short as well, he figured, and resumed chatting, making a light-hearted joke about the current political situation of the country.

Now that the chat was going well, he reasoned it was probably time to ride the momentum, and ask her for a date.

“While it’s fun to write to each other, it would be a lot more fun to actually meet, don’t you think?” he courageously typed.

Delaney seemed to agree, to Walter’s overjoyed reaction.

“Why don’t we meet at Newton Park tomorrow?" she asked. "I usually go for jogs there, and it's not far from where I live."

“Are you planning to take me for a jog?” he quipped, not too displeased with the idea, as he would have welcomed Delaney showing up in some tight exercise clothes.

“Not at all! If anything, you might be in for some... mountain climbing!” she wrote with a winking emoji.

Walter was a bit confused by this joke of hers, but in the excitement about the upcoming date he just kind of forgot.

"So tomorrow at 11 AM," Delaney wrote. "Meet me at the intersection by the stream, the one near the hot dog kiosk."

Walter agreed, closing down the conversation, then immediately returning to the app to give a second look at her pictures. She had mentioned liking jogging, and in the pictures it showed – she was a fit, lean woman with long, dark brown hair, and the sweetest smile. His pants got tighter at the mere idea of meeting such a beauty, and then a creeping skepticism began to surface.

Could this be some kind of scam? Some kind of catfish? Of course, he couldn’t discount the possibility, yet the fact that they agreed to meet in a public and quite busy place seemed encouraging in that sense.

He deliberated to stop overthinking and move on with his day, but it was difficult to stop thinking about the upcoming date. Even as he went to sleep, his mind returned to the pictures of Delaney, and the idea of scoring such an unabashed hottie made him jittery and giddy.

Only one night separated him from finding out the truth about her.
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Sunday morning was one of his favorite routines – Walter loved to relax, sleep in a bit, then get up to some relaxed breakfast and coffee, then slowly take the time to do the chores that had accumulated during the week.

That morning was not different, but relaxing did not come easy as he was nervous and excited about the date. He made sure to get ready, picked up a fresh and ironed set of clothes, and stared at himself in the bathroom mirror as he carefully shaved.

On the way to the park, he decided to stop at the nearby flower shop to get her a little gift – he wanted to make a courteous impression, no matter how the date would end up.

He felt self-conscious, as he often did, when he finally entered the park, but he was encouraged by the fact that she already knew about his height, his biggest weak spot. So he walked through the path, going along the green fields, trudging along the biking guys and the jogging girls, families with children and couples on a date, old men walking their dogs, and young women lazily sunbathing.

And when he got to the spot, he looked around with trepidation. He glanced at his surroundings, trying to spot if Delaney was already there.

He had made sure to show up early, as the last thing he wanted was to make a lady wait, so he figured he would have to wait a while himself. But he was surprised to see someone quite eye-catching in the corner – a stunning woman reading alone on a nearby bench.

The long brown hair matched, and the physique, exquisitely outlined by the admittedly revealing clothing she had chosen, reminded him of the pictures he had seen.

Could that be her?

He nervously walked in her direction, and as he got closer, doubts began to dissipate: this was really the girl from the pictures.

When he was just a few feet away from her, she looked up from the book, tilting her head and glancing in his direction, her pretty brown eyes meeting his own with a slightly amused smile.

“Walt!” she chirped. “You’re early!”

“H-hello,” he said as he walked in front of her, doing his best to control his emotions. He immediately thought that she was even better looking in person than in the pictures. “Yeah, I just arrived.”

She just beamed at him as she got up to greet him. He saw her legs straightening up as the woman rose from the bench, heisting herself from the comfortable seat to stand on her two legs.

Walter stood transfixed as he finally noticed – as the woman began to stand at her full height, he realized that she was quite tall, and easily taller than him.

And still she rose up.

And up, and up, and up.

Up until he could finally see how tall she was. It was unbelievable – she was more than a full head taller than he was, and he felt intimidated by her imposing presence. He remembered now the picture in her basketball outfit, which should have suggested that she was quite tall, but for some reason, he had mentally blocked that information... until now.

She extended her hand, beaming at him. “I decided to come a bit early so I could relax and read,” she said. “I just love to come to this park to read, or jog, or just chill... it’s one of my favorite spots in the city!”

He looked up in awe as he reciprocated the handshake. “I-it’s really nice,” he said. “I love nature, too.”

She smiled down at him; the sun shining on her dark hair. “Are these for me?” she asked as she eyed the flowers. “How nice of you!”

“Just a little present for a beautiful lady like you,” he said.

“You’re so sweet, Walt,” the girl said as she collected the bouquet. “A true gentleman... I have a soft spot for guys like you!”

“It’s nothing really...” he said as he blushed, and then he became even redder as he noticed he was blushing. “What were you reading?” he asked, trying to snap out of his momentary embarrassment.

“This? Why, it’s My Year of Slumber and Chilling Out! Quite a fun read so far!” she said as she showed him the book cover.

“I haven’t read that one yet,” he said.

“I can lend it to you after I’m done,” she said. “Then we can talk about it together!”

He nodded and silently looked away, his mind blanking on what to say next.

The girl giggled, noticing his awkwardness. “Reading is just one hobby of mine,” she said with a wink. “I like jogging and playing basketball too, and then... there is another one, one that I hope to share with you too.”

“What is that?” asked an intrigued Walter.

“Hmm,” the girl said as she playfully grinned, one finger of hers scratching her chin, her pupils shifting to the far corners of her eyes. “I can show it to you now... if you want. But you have to promise not to freak out!”

“Freak out?” he asked, now a little worried. “Why would I freak out?”

“Well, a lot of guys do when I first tell them,” she said. “But I would hope you won’t... Waltie. After all, you said you liked taller ladies!”

And with that, the woman extracted a strange device, similar in shape to a small gun, out of her handbag. She straightened it between her fingers and handed it to Walt, who eyed the tiny object with a certain curiosity.

He could tell it wasn’t a real gun – to begin with, it lacked the hole from where the projectiles would be shot, but his interest was piqued. Why would he freak out about this?

So, as he held the device in his hand, he turned to the girl and asked her the fateful question.

“What is this?”
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