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Chapter 1

 


 


The poor guy was sitting in front of me at
church. He was very handsome and appeared close to my age. Since we
were at the same church, we clearly had tons in common and would
get along well. I was thinking about how many months we would need
to date before we could start planning a wedding when I noticed
that he was sitting next to a woman. There was something similar in
their jaw lines – at least from the back – that let me dismiss her
as his sister. The sparkling diamond on her left hand did not
escape my notice, but I knew she had to be engaged to someone else.
Then everyone began to turn to their neighbors to shake hands and
the guy in front of me turned to the woman next to him and gave her
a quick – though not familial – kiss.

That’s when I let my imagination begin
forming a wild story about how this good-looking guy who was so
obviously perfect for me might discover a family connection to his
sweetheart. I was thinking something like second cousins once
removed. That would be distant enough that I didn’t have to imagine
any estrangements for him to not know about the connection earlier.
But it would be close enough that they would start to feel weird
about getting married. Maybe. I threw cold water on the fantasy
before I could work out all the details. I had already spent months
feeling glad that no one could read my thoughts and now I could add
this ludicrous story to the list.

I stayed in the pew when everyone else left
as penance for being distracted. I found myself staring up at the
large crucifix. Whoever carved it must have been very skilled. He
or she had made Jesus into a fairly nice-looking…

I folded my arms across the back of the pew
in front of me so I could drop my head and not crack it on the
wood. What was wrong with me? Why was every male suddenly subject
to scrutiny by my hormones? I wasn’t a silly teenager. I was a
28-year-old professional. And yet my newly man-crazed mind kept
reaching new lows. I left through the side door of the church.
There was a small chance that St. Christopher’s new priest was
still greeting people. He was fairly young and I needed to save the
energy of policing my thoughts for later in the day.

It was moving day. I tried to cheer myself up
with that thought because I had been looking forward to this moving
day almost since my last one. But my brother-in-law had recruited
two completely unknown (to me) guys to help. I sincerely hoped
neither of them had showered in the last month because I was pretty
sure that was the only way I would get through the afternoon
without embarrassing myself.

 


****

 


Ashley had just gotten out of bed when I got
back to the house. She was sitting at the kitchen table poking a
spoon around a half-eaten bowl of cereal. She was still in her
pajamas and her hair was pulled into a messy brown ponytail on top
of her head.

“Are you eating today?” I asked.

“I’m trying. Honestly, I don’t feel sick. I
just have zero appetite.”

I shrugged. “I really don’t know when the
whole ‘eating for two’ thing is supposed to kick in.”

Ashley looked down and said, “Why aren’t you
hungry?”

I wasn’t sure if she was talking to her
stomach or the tiny person growing inside it. I didn’t want to
blame that tiny person for anything, but it was partly his or her
fault. Ashley was my younger sister. It was bad enough when
she beat me to the altar and now she was having a baby. It wasn’t a
race and it wasn’t any other type of competition. I knew that. I
also knew that Ashley was winning.

“Hey, Angel, how was church?” Jeff asked as
he appeared in the doorway. He was obviously fresh from a shower,
wearing gray shorts and a sweatshirt. He looked ready to help me
move out. Though he was a perfectly nice guy, Jeff was the reason I
was eager to get my own place. I had lived with Ashley for a while
after school so moving in with her temporarily hadn’t seemed like a
big deal at the time. But there is a huge difference between living
with your sister and living with your sister and her
husband.

“Church was fine,” I said.

“Which priest did you get?”

“Father Will.”

“Awesome.” Jeff pumped his fist slightly.
“That means we’ll probably have Father John tonight.”

I tried not to roll my eyes. Jeff liked
Father John because he frequently forgot to turn off his microphone
and began most homilies by reminding the congregation that they
were welcome to throw hymnals at him if he talked too long. He was
eighty-two years old and had likely been making that same joke for
more than fifty years. Jeff was not the only one who still
laughed.

“I got you a bowl, too,” Ashley said to her
husband. She gestured to an empty bowl and spoon at the place next
to hers.

“Thanks, honey,” Jeff said as he sat and
grabbed the box of cereal. “But you’re supposed to let me wait on
you.”

I knew it must have been very strenuous for
Ashley to take down a second bowl, but I kept the snarky comment to
myself. “Your friends are coming at 11?”

Jeff swallowed quickly as he nodded. “They
might be a bit earlier.”

“You work with Luke but not Jon, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So how do you know Jon?”

“I don’t. Luke recruited him.”

“Hmm…” I was going to begin my life in
Hartford indebted to a complete stranger and my brother-in-law’s
boss. I tried not to think that wouldn’t be so bad if one of them
turned out to be attractive and available. I tried harder not to
think that I might settle for available. “I guess I better change,”
I said as I left the cute couple alone.

Jeff and Ashley were cute because they
matched. They were both tall and skinny, though Jeff was taller and
Ashley was skinnier. They both had light brown hair, light blue
eyes and slightly tipped up noses. They were also cute because they
seemed so happy together. It was difficult for an extremely single
older sister not to want to gag at the sight of them.

I went into my bedroom and closed the door.
Jeans and a light purple top were waiting on my bed. The bed and
the casual outfit were nearly the only things not already boxed. I
slipped out of my church dress and into the waiting outfit. The
dress I folded and put into the least full box of clothes. The
sheets and comforter from my bed I wadded up and stuffed into
garbage bags. No one was going to be seeing my bedding any time
soon. Why should I care if it was a wrinkled mess?

There was a bathroom just outside my room and
I stopped in front of the mirror before heading downstairs. The
outfit was comfortable yet flattering. I gathered my long brown
hair into a high ponytail and loosened a few sections to give it a
messy-on-purpose look, which was much different from Ashley’s bed
head hair.

Ashley might have thought the same thing
because she put her hand to her head as I reached the bottom of the
stairs. She said, “I think I’m going to hide in our room when the
guys get here.”

Jeff had just stood up to clear their late
breakfast from the table. He bent and kissed the top of Ashley’s
head. “Go ahead and rest as much as you need.”

I didn’t blame Ashley for wanting to stay out
of the way. I tried to focus on that more generous thought instead
of the irrational annoyance I felt at Jeff treating her like some
sort of invalid. I had guessed they were expecting before they told
me. He dropped the dishes in the sink as the doorbell rang and
Ashley nimbly sprinted up the stairs.

“Hey, Luke,” Jeff said as he opened the front
door. “Thanks for coming to help out.”

“You’re welcome.” I came close enough to get
a peek at the newcomer as he came through the door and gestured
behind himself. “Um, Jon got a phone call as we pulled up so he’ll
be just a minute.”

Jeff nodded and closed the door before he
turned to me. “This is my sister-in-law, Angel. It’s her stuff
we’ll be dropping today.”

“Very funny,” I said. I smiled anyway as Luke
glanced my way. He had the most amazing eyes I had ever seen. They
were a wonderful deep blue, like a pristine lake at sunset. I could
definitely take a swim in those eyes. And no wedding ring. And I
knew he was employed.

And he immediately turned to Jeff and said,
“I noticed you checked in code after midnight three times this
week. I thought you were going to stop doing that.”

Luke was apparently not interested in me. Or
he was simply more subtle than I was. I stepped back to let the
guys talk shop and kind of wanted to smack myself in the head for
trying to flirt with the guy who was only here to carry my heavy
boxes. A light knock on the door said the phone conversation was
over. I stayed just past the entryway as Jeff opened the door
again. The guy on the other side was nearly as tall as Jeff, but
with broader shoulders and darker hair. He said, “Sorry about the
delay.”

“No problem,” Luke said. “Jon, this is Jeff
and that’s Angel. She doesn’t want us to drop her things.”

Jon looked a bit uncertain, but he sensed
there was a joke and smiled as he said, “I’ll do my best.” He was
even more attractive when he smiled. It made me feel warm all over.
And there was definitely some sort of pheromone thing happening.
And his ring finger was bare, too. And I didn’t even know his last
name. My one-track mind needed to find a new tune, at least for a
little while.

A voice in my head was screaming at me to
stop it… stop studying the volunteers and focus on showing them my
bed. Great, now the voice was making me blush and all three of the
guys were looking at me. I turned to lead them up the stairs to the
things that needed moving. I pointed to the bed as we entered the
room Jeff and Ashley let me use for free. “The bed needs to fit in
the truck. It’s the only thing I can’t fit in my car if we don’t
get it all today.”

Luke nodded.

Jon said, “Okay, we’ll start with the bed
then.” He and Jeff each grabbed a side of the mattress and I
volunteered to run ahead and get the door. That was a good “girl”
job, helpful yet not strenuous. I stepped outside to hold the door
as soon as I heard them coming. The weather could not have been
more perfect for moving. It was sunny, but only about 65 degrees. I
could probably carry some boxes without getting all sweaty and
gross. That was important because I was hoping to make a good
impression on Jon. And maybe Luke. I hadn’t ruled him out, but I
was feeling particularly attracted to Jon, the man I had known for
approximately one minute. It took me only one minute to hope to get
a date out of moving day. I was approximately pathetic.

Jon backed through the door first. He glanced
at me only long enough to nod his gratitude at my extraordinary
door holding. The porch was very small though and he appeared to be
concentrating on not falling down the steps behind him. That left
me free to check him out more thoroughly.

He was carrying the mattress as though it
hardly weighed anything so he was clearly strong. His dark hair was
slightly long. It looked as though he wore it that way on purpose
as opposed to needing a haircut reminder. I liked it, but it made
him look rather young. Or maybe he was that young. I had to
remind myself again that I knew almost nothing about this guy I was
practically drooling over. He reached the sidewalk and looked up at
me through his lashes.

I attempted a natural smile to cover for the
fact that I had been caught staring at him. I think he was going to
return the smile. That’s when he dropped his end of the
mattress.

Jeff banged against the door I was holding as
he struggled to keep his balance. The mattress wobbled against the
railing before Jon could hoist his end again. I was feeling better
about my prospects. As soon as he had a good grip though, he said,
“Sorry about that. The handle broke.”

“That’s okay,” Jeff said. “We got the
dropping out of the way now.”

The two guys continued towards the red pickup
in the driveway while I mashed my ego back into place. Jon hadn’t
dropped the mattress because I made him nervous, but because I
bought a mattress with lousy handles. One of them had separated
from the fabric when we carried it into the house as well. In
hindsight, it might have been a good idea to warn someone about
that.

When I got back upstairs, Luke had tipped the
box springs against the wall and was working to dismantle the
frame. I positioned myself on the opposite end and began to loosen
the wing nuts. I tried to catch Luke’s eye, tried to detect whether
or not he might be looking for an opportunity to check me out. I
tried to give him an excuse and said, “I guess I expected Jeff’s
boss to be older.”

“I guess I got an early start,” Luke replied,
without looking up at all. Then he said, “I didn’t go upstairs
much.”

“What?”

“Oh, I…” Luke looked in my general direction.
“Sorry, this carpet just reminded me of something.”

I wanted to ask what it reminded him of
because I wanted to keep those eyes facing me but Jon and Jeff
returned and they each grabbed an end of the waiting box
springs.

Jon said, “I’ll see if I can make Jeff drop
this one.” His smile was nearly imperceptible but the comment was
clearly for my enjoyment. I couldn’t figure out if I should focus
my attention on Luke or Jon next, but my attention should have been
on the bed frame. The wing nut I was absently twisting back and
forth fell off the end of the screw and the side of the frame fell
against my leg. The only part that hurt was that I had to come back
to reality.

I ran down the stairs ahead of the next part
of my bed, telling myself on each step that I was moving out of my
sister’s house… not shopping for a man. I found a way to prop the
door and went back upstairs to pick up a box.

It didn’t take very long for four people to
empty the room. I managed to stay focused the rest of the time,
saying to the guys only things directly related to our task such
as… “That one’s heavy,” “That one might be fragile,” and “No, a
person cannot have too many zebras.” None of these comments could
be construed as attempts to flirt.

The four of us somehow ended up gathered in
the empty bedroom. Luke seemed to be examining the impressions my
bed had left in the carpet. Jon was looking expectantly at Jeff so
I also turned to Jeff. “I guess we got it all,” I said.

“Yeah… so I was thinking we could hit the
drive-through down the street and then eat lunch on the way to
Hartford.”

“Didn’t you finish breakfast like five
minutes before these guys showed up?”

Jeff shrugged. “I could still eat.”

I had learned that he was very efficient. It
would probably bother him to have a 30-minute drive consist of
nothing but driving. And I was a bit hungry myself. “Okay,” I said,
“I guess that’ll be better than stopping in the middle of unloading
and I know there’s no food at my place yet anyway.”

The other guys nodded and we went out the
front door. Jeff moved the big rock to let it close. “Hey, Jon,” he
said, “do you mind riding with Angel so I can pick Luke’s brain
about a work thing?”

Luke said something about not wanting to
spend too much time on work on a Sunday. I don’t know Jon’s initial
reaction to the suggestion because my reaction was to rush
to move the suitcase out of the front seat of my car. It hadn’t
occurred to me that I might have a passenger.

“Do you have room for me?” Jon asked as he
arrived at the side of my car.

“Of course.” I shut the back door on my small
silver car. “It’s not that full. I was just trying to keep track of
my suitcase.”

He nodded and opened the passenger door. I
tried not to skip on my way around the car. I hope no one could
tell that I was skipping on the inside. A guy I found physically
appealing was going to be stuck in the car with me for the next
half hour. That should give me time to work out a few more details
about him. If he was unavailable though, it would be best for me to
learn that in the early part of the drive. Otherwise, I was going
to be mentally picking out a bridesmaid dress for Ashley before we
got to Hartford.

I admit it. I had already noted that she
looked fabulous in pink.

 



Chapter 2

 


 


I slid behind the wheel of my car and inhaled
a wonderfully unfamiliar scent. Thank you, pleasant weather. I was
not the only one who could move a few boxes and stay fresh. I
waited for the red truck with my bed in the back to pull out of the
driveway and then I began to follow it. Jon hadn’t said a word
since I got into the car and I couldn’t think of anything before
Awkward Silence invaded the scene. That was bad. Now I had to think
extra carefully about what to say. If I threw out a topic and it
fell flat, Awkward Silence would become Uncomfortably Awkward
Silence.

I tried to appear thoughtful rather than
anxious. Perhaps there was a chance I could pretend that I was only
quiet because I was trying to make sure I hadn’t forgotten
anything. Fortunately, the drive-through Jeff had mentioned was
very close. As I turned in, I asked Jon what he wanted to eat. He
gave me an order and then made a move to pay for it.

“No way,” I said. “You don’t even know me and
you’re helping me move. The very least I can do is buy you a
sandwich.”

Jon put his wallet back in his pocket. “I
don’t think I can insist when you put it like that.”

“It wouldn’t have done you any good to
insist. So, um, how long have you and Luke been friends
anyway?”

“We’re not really. I mean, I don’t know him
that well. He just recently started dating one of my sister’s
friends.”

Interesting. Luke was dating someone. Jon had
a sister. I grabbed the two drinks and slipped them into the cup
holders before I took the bag of food from the person at the window
and passed it to Jon. He took out his sandwich and fries and passed
the bag back to me. I only ordered fries because that seemed like
the easiest thing to eat while driving. Jon said nothing about it
and that was a point in his favor. I once dated a guy who always
commented on what I was eating. By the end of the fairly short
relationship, I’d wanted to serve him up a big bowl of
I’ll-eat-whatever-I-want-thank-you-very-much.

“If you don’t really know Luke or Jeff, how
did you get roped into helping out today?”

“I don’t remember whose idea it was but…
well, I wasn’t doing anything else today.” He shrugged as though
helping out a total stranger was no big deal.

I liked carnations, white ones. They were
humble flowers that would look lovely with pink ribbon that matched
Ashley’s dress.

Jon said, “How careful do I have to be with
this food in your car?”

“I can deal with anything that happens
accidentally.”

“Okay. That seems about right. It looks like
a happy medium in here.”

“What does that mean?”

“I see a lot of cars – I’m a mechanic – and
I’ve seen some pigsties and at least one car where I felt like I
should take off my shoes before stepping on the floor mats.”

A mechanic. It might be handy to know a
mechanic even if he was never going to propose to me. I stuffed a
few fries into my mouth and told myself to shut up even though I
hadn’t said that out loud.

“Can I ask you something?” Jon asked.

I nodded.

“Jeff is your brother-in-law because he’s
married to your sister, right?”

“Yes?” His tone sounded as though the first
question was the lead-in to the real question.

“Where was your sister today?”

“Oh, she was at the house. She was
hiding.”

Jon smiled slightly. “Hiding?”

“She felt weird about being there and not
helping. But she has a good excuse. She’s pregnant.”

“How, um… when is she due?”

“Not for another six months. She doesn’t look
pregnant yet and that’s why she thought it would look like she
should be helping.”

“Oh. Can I ask you something else?”

“The drive to Hartford is going to seem a lot
longer if we sit here not talking.”

“I was just going to ask why you were staying
with your sister. That feels like a story, but if it’s too personal
you don’t have to share.”

I shook my head. “I don’t mind. It’s kind of
a long story though so you might be sorry you asked.” I glanced to
his side of the car to see if he still wanted to ask a question if
it had a long answer. He bumped his eyebrows up with interest and I
turned the AC knob up a notch while I mentally gave him another
point for being cute. “Okay,” I said. “I guess it starts with
Ashley – that’s my sister’s name – and Jeff. They met online and
dated sort of semi-long-distance for a little over a year before
they decided to get married. Ashley and I were sharing an apartment
in, um, actually… I’m not going to tell you where we were living
because I don’t have anything good to say about that place at the
moment. But let’s just say it’s almost a hundred and fifty miles
from here.

“Jeff and Ashley got together in person about
every other Saturday and otherwise did a lot of emailing and
FaceTime. So Ashley moved to Port Harris when they got married and
she almost immediately started begging me to follow her. She’s less
than two years younger than me and has always been my best friend.
But she also knew I was fairly miserable where I was.

“It was my first job out of grad school. Um,
I’m a speech therapist. I did some interning while I was at school,
which was great, and I thought I’d find a job like that where I
could help little kids. But where I worked, it was a pretty
affluent part of town and most of the kids… they didn’t need help.
The kids were cute and all, but they all had these pretentious
parents who were trying to use therapy to give their kids some sort
of academic edge. You know, wanting to be able to brag about how
many words their toddlers could say. And my boss was a horrible
person.

“I hate to say that because it makes me sound
like her. She was horrible because she always had something
negative to say about everyone else. She was the sort of person who
would compliment a woman’s shoes to her face and then turn around
and tell me she couldn’t believe anyone would buy such ugly shoes
and that they made the wearer look fat. I mean really, how do shoes
make a person look fat? It was as though she invented ways to
insult people.”

I heard Jon chuckle, which meant he wasn’t
bored yet so I kept talking. “My commute was bad, too. And yes,
that was sort of my own fault. I found an apartment that I thought
would be twenty minutes from work, but I failed to test it during
rush hour. I had to drive around forty-five minutes each way so it
felt like I was spending all my time either at work or driving to
or from work.

“So with Ashley bugging me, I did start
putting my resume out to some places in Port Harris. And I got a
nibble. I got an interview at a private practice fairly close to
where Jeff and Ashley live. I thought it went very well. At
that time, I had two weeks to either renew my lease or move out of
my apartment. I thought God had everything timed out perfectly for
me. Two weeks to move out meant I could give two weeks’ notice at
my old job and I figured Ashley could help me pick a place in Port
Harris. And she did actually. It was a great place. But I didn’t
get the job.”

Jon said, “Uh, oh.”

“Yeah… I found that out the day after
I quit the old one.”

“I can’t believe they didn’t hire you.”

“Thank you. But anyway, since I had to look
for a new job no matter what, I figured I might as well do it in
Port Harris. Jeff and Ashley insisted I move in with them to save
money and to make sure I got an apartment that was convenient to
wherever I ended up working. I’ve been with them since the first of
August and it’s okay except that… well, Jeff works from home and
Ashley doesn’t have a job so they’re both always there. And
Ashley is always talking about the baby.”

Jon nodded understandingly. “I can see how
that could be rough. I have kind of a big family and I love them
all but… there are limits.”

“Exactly. I guess the end of the story then
is that I found a job in Hartford at the end of August and while I
found a great house to rent right away, it wasn’t available until
October. So here we are.”

“I went to Hartford Elementary. The offices
where you work were added more recently though.”

“Yeah, I can tell that part is newer. The
offices are very nice and… wait a minute. How do you know where I
work?”

Jon laughed as though I had asked a stupid
question. He said, “Hartford is very small so new people tend to
get noticed. You should assume at least half the town knows where
you work.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yeah. If you ever want to know what
people know about you – or at least what they’re saying – all you
have to do is talk to my aunt Mabel.”

I ate a few handfuls of fries while I thought
about this. I wasn’t sure how I felt about living somewhere I might
be exceptionally noticed. I wondered how long that would take to
wear off.

Apart from an occasional house or barn, there
wasn’t much in the way of scenery in the gap between Port Harris
and Hartford. And a majority of the drive was in this gap. The most
interesting thing to look at was in the front yard of a house we
were about to pass. It was some sort of animal roughly carved out
of a large old tree trunk. I think it might have been about four
feet high and the bottom half was a bark-covered base.

I pointed it out to Jon. “I think that weird
animal sculpture might be the most interesting thing on this
drive.”

“It’s a bear,” he said. “It’s more
interesting now than it used to be.”

“How did it get more interesting?”

“There was a, um… I’m going to say scandal
but I’m using the word loosely, around the bear a few years
ago.”

“A wooden bear scandal? You’re going to have
to tell me that story.”

“All right.” Jon had finished his burger. He
crumpled up the wrapper and tried to put on a serious expression.
He still looked amused as he said, “It was stolen. Sort of. It
disappeared and the guy who carved it reported it stolen. It was
all anyone in town could talk about for a few days and it was funny
because you knew everyone was thinking, ‘Who would take an ugly
bear statue?’ but they were trying to be nicer than to come out and
say that. Then the bear was returned and people couldn’t help
themselves. Jokes were flying about how maybe it had been a blind
thief who returned it when his friends explained what he’d taken or
that someone had been paid to take it and then paid even more to
give it back.”

“That’s terrible.” I felt sort of bad for the
guy, but I admit I was laughing, too.

“So it turned out that his kids – I think
they were like thirteen and fourteen at the time – had gotten
together a few friends to cart it off as a prank. They were going
to put it back the next day but once the police were involved they
were too afraid of getting in trouble. Eventually they confessed to
their dad and I guess he was embarrassed about calling the police
on his kids so he helped them bring it back in the middle of the
night. But there were enough people involved that it didn’t take
long for the real story to come out. The gossip faded pretty
quickly once people knew what happened.”

I enjoyed the story and I especially enjoyed
listening to Jon tell it, but it didn’t get me any closer to
finding out if he was available. I needed to be cautious about how
much I was enjoying his company. I needed to switch to a topic that
might lead to talking about me or him or the possibility of a me
and him. I tried, “When you signed up to help today, did
they tell you there would be more work on the Hartford end? Most of
my furniture was put in storage when I moved to Port Harris. It
should have been delivered yesterday so there should be a
container of heavy-lifting waiting for us.”

“Yes, I was warned about having to move stuff
while helping someone move. And yes, your container was
delivered.”

I glanced at Jon. He didn’t seem to think
there was anything weird about what he had just said. “You know
where I live, too?” I asked. He didn’t say anything and when I
glanced back, he was grinning at my disbelief. It wasn’t fair. He
was ridiculously cute even when he was being smug.

“All right,” he said after a moment. “I’ll
connect the dots for you. Caitlin Anshire is my sister.”

“Oh!” I knew Caitlin. She worked in the
office at the school and we’d become friendly. I tried to think of
anything she might have said about a brother. The only thing I
could remember for sure was that she’d said she had three of them.
Anything else may or may not have applied to Jon. I felt
significantly disadvantaged. Though I was sure I had told Caitlin
why I was living with my sister and that information hadn’t been
passed on.

“Are you worried about what else she might
have told me?” Jon’s attitude was teasing. Was he flirting with
me!? Maybe there was a chance my fantasies weren’t being wasted on
this guy.


Chapter 3

 


 


I was excited about my new house in Hartford.
Even though I was still renting, a house felt more grownup than an
apartment. It was one tiny step closer to the white picket fence
dream. And it was a very cute house. It had fresh yellow siding and
white shutters with hearts carved into them. It was a single story
with two tiny bedrooms and one tiny bathroom. The kitchen and
dining room could be separated by doors that slid right into the
walls. Honestly, I couldn’t imagine a time I’d want to separate
those rooms, but the fact that I could was still very cool.

Jon and I had finished the drive pleasantly.
That’s a good word for it. He mentioned that his sister once
pointed me out at church. That meant we went to the same one. I
didn’t like to think about it because it limited my options, but a
shared faith was important to me. His off-hand comment was a
welcome revelation. He told me a story about his dad that made me
laugh so hard I almost choked on my drink. And there were a few
more times I thought he might have been flirting. He never asked if
I was seeing anyone though. Never asked for my phone number or
otherwise said anything that showed clear interest. Maybe he was a
little shy or maybe he was simply taking things more slowly. Maybe
he would be the sane one
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