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“Girls, this weekend is Valentine’s Day and you know what that means.” Tenley looked around the square table at Blaire and Gabby in the noisy Starling Engineering cafeteria.

“As usual, it means me and a box of chocolates and Netflix,” Blaire said, taking a spoonful of baked potato soup.

“Maybe me at one bar after another, hoping to find my one true love.” Gabby winked at Tenley, knowing she’d horrified Blaire. “How about you, Ten Ten?”

“Maybe I’ll be at Blaire’s with my own box of chocolates. Even though I still can’t fit into my jeans from high school.”

Blaire frowned. “Why are you still even thinking about those? You are exactly the way you should be.” 

“Because I’m still wearing my freshman fifteen, and I’d rather be wearing those jeans again.”

“Just buy new ones in a bigger size.”

Tenley stared at Gabby. “That’s so very helpful. So I can eat everything I want because there’s always a bigger size at the store?”

Gabby shrugged. “You look fine. And you can carry it because you’re tall.” She pointed to Tenley’s plate. “Now eat your burger, sweetie. We only have another ten minutes.”

“Tall doesn’t really help me. There’s just more area to hold all the excess weight.” Tenley looked down at her lunch. “I should have gotten a salad.”

“Well, you didn’t, so eat that so we don’t get back to our desks late.”

“But what’s worse than the jeans’ situation is the fact-” Tenley glanced around to see if anyone was listening before she continued. Which of course they weren’t. Her colleagues had better things to do on their lunch hours than listen to her whining. “Even if I was lucky enough to find someone special, I wouldn’t want him to see me naked. Not until all this is gone.” The worst? No, that wasn’t even the worst.

“Oh, Tenley. I wonder if guys go through this kind of anguish,” Blaire said.

“It’s easy enough to find out,” Gabby said, looking around. “TT, sit here with us.”

Tenley’s friendship with Gabby had been filled with situations exactly like this one. Thomas, who Gabby had decided should be called TT, or Tom Tom, or Tommy Boy, was an engineer, and his department shared the floor with customer service. Tenley liked Thomas, had great respect for his engineering abilities as well as his friendship qualities, and she hoped Gabby wasn’t about to embarrass any of them, including Thomas. She watched him put down his tray, which also included a burger, and nod to each of them before sitting. The guy was as fit as any other guy in the company, maybe even more so, and she wondered if she ate what he ate if she would become just as fit. That was a question for another day, since it would delve into the very personal, such as Tenley needing to know a detailed list of everything he put into his mouth for, say, a week or two. He was a nice guy, though, and he might do it if she asked him nicely.

“How’s everyone?” He didn’t typically get hailed for his company, and he wondered what Gabby was going to hit him with today. After some of the things she’d said to him, he knew he should expect anything. Tenley’s and Blaire’s reactions to some of the questions Gabby had asked were always enjoyable to witness.

“We’re great. How are you?” Tenley asked, then eyed her burger. It really was delicious, and she really should finish it, but there was an excellent chance Gabby’s question might be enough to make her choke so it was better to wait. She’d finished half the burger, so even if she had to toss the rest, it wasn’t as if she’d starve to death before dinner. 

“Fine, thanks.” He took a bite, wondering if maybe there would be no question today.

“What are you doing for Valentine’s Day?” 

As Gabby’s questions went, this was tame. “Watching the game.” He took another bite, waiting for the inevitable follow up question. But maybe he’d beat her to the punchline. “All of them.”

“Will you have a box of chocolates beside you?”

Tenley stared at Gabby, wondering how much more personal the questions would get. If she heard even a hint of jeans from high school or an extra fifteen pounds, she’d have to interrupt in a rude but effective manner. Although, if there ever was a guy she could discuss her situation with, it was Thomas. He was just so nice, and from what she’d heard and seen from him, knew he must have had lots of experience dealing with the emotional dilemmas of girls. “Thomas, do you have sisters?” He must. He just seemed to exude empathy and kindness. 

He gazed at Tenley as he chewed, feeling as if he were being interviewed for a job he hadn’t applied for. “Three. Why?”

Of course, he had multiple sisters, and they had done a stupendous job with him. She wished he worked in customer service instead so she could have even more interactions with him. “Just a lucky guess.”

“How about you?” He knew very little about Tenley Devlin other than the fact he liked her. He liked her a lot. Unfortunately, she didn’t feel the same about him, as far as he’d been able to determine. Maybe if he’d ever asked her out in the three years they’d worked together he’d have a more definitive answer, but the request could also have risked his friendship with her. As his mother had been fond of reminding him during his formative years, half a loaf was better than none.

“Two sisters and a brother.”

Gabby waved a hand over the table. “Never mind the family trees, you two. Do guys get all sad about not having a date for Valentine’s Day?” 

Tenley was thankful her name hadn’t been included in the question and she, along with Blaire and Thomas, stared at Gabby, two of them not really surprised and the third probably wishing he’d walked past this particular table today, or was at least vowing he’d never make the mistake of sitting with them again.

Get all sad? “We manage to get through it.” He eyed the three girls, Tenley last, realizing he may have just been handed an excellent opportunity. “Anyone here looking for a date for Saturday?”

“What did you have in mind?” Gabby asked, grinning.

Tenley laughed. “Just like you, we all have plans.”

Of course, she’d have plans. Thomas was thankful he hadn’t acted on his impulse and invited them all to dinner, which he’d been on the verge of doing as he’d gazed into Tenley’s eyes. “No surprise there.” He ate the last of his burger and checked his watch. “Thanks for sharing the table.” He stood. “Enjoy the rest of your day.”

Tenley looked at Gabby after Thomas left. “’What did you have in mind?’, Gabby? You are something else.”

“What? It sounded as if he was about to take pity on us and invite us somewhere, until you laughed.”

Blaire said, “It would have been fun if we all went out together, but we’d have to split the check.”

Gabby stared at her. “You are such a stickler.”

“Thank you. Now we need to go or we’ll be late.” Blaire stood.

Tenley brought her tray to the barrel, wondering if Thomas would have invited them out. No, of course, he wouldn’t have. He’d be watching the games. Maybe with guys, maybe with a girl. She had no idea if he had a girlfriend since she hadn’t ever heard his name mentioned in the Starling rumor mill, unlike some guys she could name, who seemed to make a sport of dating their way through the company. 

As Thomas began the walk from the caf back to his desk, he thought over the conversation, and specifically all the comments that hadn’t been made. All three girls seemed to have had more on their minds but hadn’t shared. Tenley hadn’t said they had dates, she’d said plans. Changing directions, he headed out to his car to make a call, instantly wishing he’d worn his coat when he stepped out the front door, but he wouldn’t be out in the 30 something temps for long. Slipping the AMEX card out of his wallet, he was thankful for the Christmas gift from his sister, Talia, and also for the fact he’d saved it for just such an occasion when anonymity was key.
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After work on Thursday, Tenley decided to make a stop on the way home for the proposed box of chocolates to be enjoyed on Saturday night as she watched... well, whatever she decided to watch. After Valentine’s Day had passed would be time enough to really get to work on losing that pesky weight that had been hanging on for the past six years. Well, technically, since freshman year, which was ten years ago. Which sounded so much worse. But she was going to focus on chocolates Saturday night, possibly the last treat she was going to eat for weeks. Weeks? It would be months. She put her hand to her belly as she drove, wishing she had the power to just tear off hunks of the flab and have the skin magically heal over. 

As she walked to lunch with Gabby and Blaire on Friday, Tenley decided to dip a toe into her new lifestyle to help counteract the 27,000 calories she’d be enjoying Saturday night, the box containing it all still unopened and waiting on her couch for its debut. Last night she’d come so close to opening the white rectangular box but had stayed strong. She’d decided as she’d looked over what the shelves at the store had to offer that appearances weren’t everything and she didn’t need a frilly red box to make the chocolate taste any better than the less ridiculously priced box she’d selected. “Anyone else getting a salad to counteract the chocolates?”

“Are you going to stare at me if I decide to get a burger?” Gabby asked. “The ones you and Tommy Boy had yesterday looked really good.”

“You get whatever your heart desires. I got my candy on the way home and I’m ready for tomorrow night.”

“Where did you get them?” Blaire asked.

“At the drug store. My palate doesn’t require real candy store chocolates. Thank goodness. That stuff can be so pricey.”

“I think I’ll wait for Sunday to buy mine and get it half off,” Gabby said.

“No chocolate on Valentine’s Day?” Blaire asked.

Tenley laughed at her friend’s horrified expression, then linked elbows with both girls and led them into the caf.

Thomas was sitting across the table from Craig, facing the doorway, and saw Tenley come in with her friends, her dark hair shining under the florescent lighting, all of them laughing. He wished the tables sat more than four so he could wave them over. He knew Craig wouldn’t have any objections to sharing, and it would have been interesting to hear if the topic of Valentine’s Day would be brought up again. He had no way of knowing if the delivery had been made yet. Which meant a walk to customer service would be required before the end of the day.

“You’re looking pretty serious. The burgers aren’t up to their usual quality?”

“Burger’s fine.” He took another bite and tried to come up with something credible so Craig wouldn’t keep at him.

“Must be my company then.” Craig laughed. 

“Wondering how the Bruins are going to do this year with the injuries. It could be ugly.” He saw Craig shake his head, his expression sorrowful. 

“Ugly is just the right word. But there’s always the Celts, right?”

“And the Sox next month.”

“We’ve got it all here.”

He watched Tenley sit at a table across the caf. We’ve got it all was a matter of opinion.

Tenley’s desk phone rang and she checked the display before lifting the receiver. “Hello, Shirley.”

“Hi, hon. There’s a delivery for you here.”

“There is? I’ll be right down.” She bounced up out of her chair and headed for the stairs instead of the elevator, one more addition to her new lifestyle. Opening the stairwell door after her trip down the two flights, she entered the grand lobby of Starling Engineering, Shirley’s domain. Shirley, headset firmly in place atop her gray permed hair, was in the midst of transferring a call, but she winked at Tenley and waved her over to the command post, one of the most impressive desks Tenley had ever seen.

“Right here, hon.” Shirley stood and held out a rectangular gold box with gold bow.

“Are you sure that’s for me?”

“I sure am. Read the tag for yourself. I didn’t know you had a sweetheart.”

“That makes two of us.” She took the box of Godiva chocolates. “Thank you, Shirley.”

“Happy Valentine’s Day to you.” The phone rang and Shirley sat, winking at Tenley again before answering.

Tenley confirmed the flowery script on the envelope was in fact her name, then pulled the tiny card out of the envelope. It took no time to read it, since it was blank. But the envelope had the name of the candy shop, and she could just give them a call later to see who had sent it. But maybe it had been Blaire and Gabby. Wouldn’t that have been a sweet thing to do, especially after they knew she’d bought her own candy. Carrying it up the two flights, she stopped at Gabby’s desk first, holding up the box.

“Godivas for me? You shouldn’t have.” Gabby grinned and reached for it, laughing when Tenley held it against her chest.

“Is this from you?”

“Did you see my name on the card?”

“There was nothing on the card.”

“Show me. Who would send you Godiva chocolates and not want credit for it?”

Tenley handed her the envelope and watched Gabby look at both sides of the card. “Maybe they used invisible ink but somehow I don’t think they would.”

“Then who would send it?”

“Did Blaire say she was going to do this?”

“Not to me, and she would have said something.”

“I’ll just check with her.”

“You do that. And once you find out who it is, I want to know. Got that, girlie?”

“Got it.” At Blaire’s desk she went through the same routine.

“This is so exciting, Tenley. A secret admirer. I wonder who it is...”

“I hope I can call the candy store and find out.”

“Call them right now.”

One of the drawbacks to working in an open concept department was the complete absence of privacy. “I’ll have to wait until I get out after work.”

“Go to the ladies’ room right now.”

Tenley imagined the scenario of not being alone in there, not to mention the echo that would no doubt be happening as her voice bounced off the tiled walls. “Maybe I can email them instead. Then call them when I get out.”

“That’s brilliant.”

Maybe, maybe not. But it was all she had right now. “I’d better get back.” She sent a quick email but didn’t feel hopeful the busy shop would have time to get back to her considering what they must be dealing with today. She was surprised to get a response only an hour later.

Thomas waited until five minutes before quitting time before taking a walk to customer service, speaking to a few of the reps before he made his way to Tenley’s desk, where he saw the telltale box beside her keyboard. “Getting a head start on Valentine’s Day?” He gestured to the box.

Tenley looked from the box to Thomas. “It’s the strangest thing. There’s no name on the card, and I emailed the shop and they said the person who ordered it wanted to be anonymous. Which didn’t stop me from asking anyway. They had to have taken a card for it, but she said it was a gift card. I wish I knew who sent it.” She frowned. “Maybe it was my parents.”

The positive was she clearly wasn’t dating anyone. The negative was she’d probably never discover he’d sent them. “Maybe it was. Have a good weekend.”

“With all this gorgeous candy? How can I not? Enjoy all your games. I hope your teams win.”

He smiled. “It’d be a nice change.”

“Bye, Thomas.” She wondered why he’d come to see her, then decided she’d had enough unanswered questions for the day, and logged out, ready to start her explosion-of-chocolate weekend.
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Tenley looked at her couch companions after she decided what movie to watch first on Valentine’s night. “Are you all ready for this?” Neither of the boxes of candy replied. She’d decided to contribute a little personal angst to her holiday celebration by calculating exactly how many calories she’d be ingesting by eating both entire boxes. It was a frightful amount but she knew the calories were supposed to be spread out over a week, or possibly shared between multiple people. However, there would be no taking her time or sharing going on here. Since this was her last hurrah of sorts, she was going to enjoy them all, possibly until she had earned herself a stomach ache of epic proportions. 

She’d get on the scale Monday morning and would then avoid it for weeks in case her failure to drop pounds as quickly as she wanted was too discouraging and was powerful enough to derail her new healthy lifestyle. Just to add a dose of healthiness to her chocolate fest, she returned to the kitchen for a glass of water and a glass of milk. Healthiness all over the place. She opened the Godiva box and made her first selection, sending a silent thanks to whomever sent the gift her way, still a mystery since no one in her family took credit.

Calling in sick on Monday morning due to poor dietary decisions was not an option, so Tenley got herself together, thankful she’d at least ingested some healthy meals in between the chocolate orgy the weekend had been. She hadn’t finished all the chocolates, not even opening the inferior brand, and stood in front of the freezer for at least two minutes as she debated with herself about hiding the box in the back of her freezer where she’d possibly be able to forget about it... Until one day when her new svelte self felt like having one piece of candy, she could find the box and enjoy one piece of candy only because she would have gained self-control to accompany her new svelte self by then. She knew she’d done the right thing because it was the most difficult. The remaining Godiva chocolates were brought to her parents’ house Sunday night and were much appreciated.

Marching into the customer service department with her new attitude in place, she thought about the number that had been on the scale, then told herself to forget it because it was going to be dropping any time now. The bowl of cereal she’d had for breakfast was healthy and loaded with fiber, and she was now on her way to where she wanted to be. Walking by Kaley’s desk, her eyes zeroed in on the glass jar, now filled with Hershey’s kisses, and when she felt a jolt of nausea she congratulated herself for already feeling immersed in her new healthy lifestyle. She was even able to greet Kaley with a smile, then continued to her own desk. 

Keeping her nose to the proverbial grindstone, aka her computer monitor, she focused on work and only work, imagining fat cells being burned as her mind kept her moving ever forward, dealing with email after email. When she felt the familiar feeling of hunger, she glanced at the time and saw only two hours had passed. Which meant she had to wait two hours until she could have lunch, which would not be a burger or a sandwich or a nice hearty soup with bread, but a salad. Lettuce and tomatoes and maybe a cucumber slice or two. And the lowest calorie dressing the caf had. Life was suddenly so very dreary.

“Are you ready for lunch?” Blaire stood before Tenley’s desk.

“You have no idea.” Tenley grabbed her purse and thought about sprinting down the hall, then remembered what was waiting for her in the caf.

“How was your weekend? With those yummy Godiva chocolates?”

Ugh. “Great. How was your chocolate party?”

“I went to the store and had a box in my hand, then I put it back and got a candy bar instead. I didn’t need all those calories.”

Tenley eyed Blaire, who she knew was a perfect size 10. “I admire your self-control and I also deeply resent you for being so thin, although the resentment is temporary.”

“Why do you act as if you aren’t thin? You are, Tenley.”

Tenley saw Gabby was already in line at the caf, and she and Blaire stood at the end of the line. She’d had the thin/not thin discussion before with Blaire, who was kindness personified and would never say that anyone needed to lose weight. “Well, I will be once I lose all this extraneous stuff. But I started this morning, and I’ve been starving for hours so I know it’s working.”

“Oh, Tenley...”

“Hey, girls. How were your weekends?” Gabby asked once they were all seated. Looking past Tenley’s shoulder, she waved, and Tenley turned around, her eyes meeting Thomas’. “Good. Tommy Boy is coming over.”

Thomas would have sat with Craig, but his friend had gone out today, and he wasn’t about to pass up another opportunity to have lunch with Tenley. Setting down his tray, he saw Tenley smile at him, then check out his lunch, another burger, with what looked like longing, and he wondered what she was doing with a salad. “How’s everyone?”

“We’re great,” Gabby said.

“Fine. And you?” Blaire said.

“Fine, thanks.” He looked across the table at Tenley. “No burger today?”

Not today or any other day for the rest of my life, possibly. “No. Today is day one of my new healthy lifestyle.”

“Tenley’s going to lose her freshman fifteen.” Gabby grinned. “She should be a lot of fun to be around the next few weeks.”

Blaire frowned at Gabby. “I don’t even know why she thinks she needs to lose any.”

Thomas agreed but knew better than to speak up. 

“What do you think, Tom Tom?” Gabby said.

So much for his hopes of staying under the radar. “No comment.” He took a bite, hoping he’d be left out of the rest of the conversation. 

Tenley decided her salad wasn’t terrible, even though she knew she’d be hungry in about half an hour. She also knew she didn’t want a whole lot more of input from Gabby, especially since her remarks might become much more personal. “I just need to lose a stone.”

Gabby stared at her, as did Thomas, but it was Gabby who spoke. “A kidney stone?”

“No. You know, a stone. The way the British describe weight. Because it sounds better than saying what I actually weigh. Doesn’t 11 stone sound better than – than what I actually weigh?”

Thomas did the math in his head. He’d never have guessed she weighed what she claimed. 

“So how much is a stone?” Gabby asked.

“Look it up, and to show what a true friend you are, please get up on the table and shout it out so everyone knows what I weigh.” Tenley hadn’t expected to reach this level of grouchiness only hours into her new lifestyle.

Gabby grinned. “I told you guys. The diet fun is already starting.”
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By lunch time on Friday, Tenley wondered if she could face another salad. Not only had she had one every day for lunch, she’d also had two for dinner. Fortunately, the dinner salads had been made much more exciting by the addition of chicken. She was dining alone today since Blaire had left early and Gabby was going out. As she headed for the end of the line, she thought sourly her friends were probably happy to be free of her and her salad for at least one day, and she didn’t blame them. She’d like to escape herself and her grumpy attitude, too. Although the true grumpiness hadn’t really begun until this morning when she broke her own rule and stepped on the scale, expecting to see results.

“Hi, Tenley. How’s it going?” Thomas had glanced at her a few times from his spot in the line as she walked through the caf to stand a few places behind him, and he’d stepped out so they could wait together.

Tenley looked up when she heard Thomas. “Hi. Great. How are you?”

“Great.”

“Are you getting a burger again?”

“Maybe. You?”

“Maybe in a month or a year.”

He grinned. “That long? I thought you liked the burgers here.”

“I love their burgers. I’d have one every day instead of their delightfully satisfying salads if I could, but they don’t fit into my new life plan, aka diet hell.”

“Sorry to hear that.”

“Thanks. Who are you sitting with?” She looked around, not seeing Craig either in line or at a table.

“Guess I’ll figure it out. How about you?”

“It’s just me and my salad today. I may have driven away my friends, possibly permanently. If you feel like company, you and your burger or other delicious meal can join us. If I can’t have my own, I can at least enjoy yours vicariously.”

He could hardly deprive her of vicarious enjoyment. “Sure.” Once he had his tray, he waited while Tenley made her choice, her lack of enthusiasm evident in her expression. He considered telling her she looked great the way she was, but didn’t expect his opinion would be appreciated. Once they were at the table, he watched her pick up a fork and take a bite. “Looks good.”

“It’s allegedly healthy, and I’ve eaten practically a garden full of lettuce this week which should have translated to some kind of weight loss, but I’ve only lost one pound. I mean a fourteenth of a stone. It’s so discouraging.” She took another bite, staring at her lettuce and the few cherry tomatoes adding color and at least a little variety. “Maybe when I weighed myself on Monday all the Godiva chocolates hadn’t quite made their presence known yet, and if I hadn’t eaten most of the box, I’d have lost a third of a stone.” She met Thomas’ glance. “I’m sorry. You don’t want to listen to me complain. What are you doing this weekend?”

He shrugged. “Catch some hockey, maybe some basketball. Maybe take a hike or go cycling.”

Cycling. That would mean buying a bike, which cost hundreds if not thousands of dollars, so that was out. Hiking was a definite maybe though, since she already had what she needed for that. “You like to hike?” 

He picked up his ice tea. “I do. You do any hiking?”

She’d known Thomas for a few years and had never heard he liked those kinds of sporty activities, but it certainly explained his enviable build. “Once in a blue moon if I get shamed into it by my parents because they’re going.” She grimaced. “It’s so cold this time of year, and there’s snow.”

He shrugged. “Not much snow. If you dress for it, you stay warm.”

“Can I ask you a personal question?”

“Sure.” He held the burger halfway to his mouth, wondering what she’d consider a personal question.

“You’re obviously in great shape, and you eat a lot of burgers, and I want to know how you do it.”

“How I do what?”

“Stay so fit. You don’t have so much as a teaspoon of extra weight on you, and I am extremely envious. What is your secret? Is this your one meal of the day, and you have a glass of water for dinner? And you never have dessert, ever? No ice cream or cookies or Godiva chocolates?” She liked that she’d made him smile instead of jumping up and taking his tray to another table. 

He knew from experience he could find himself on thin ice with one misspeak. “Metabolisms vary.”

“How wonderfully diplomatic of you, Thomas. Now please answer my question. I really want to know what your fitness regime is. Unless you tell me you can eat anything you want and never lift anything heavier than a laptop. If that’s the case, you can say something like, ‘Did you catch the game last night?’”

“So, did you catch the game last night?” The look on her face made him laugh. “I run four days a week.”

She nodded. “Of course, you do. That must burn off a ton of calories.”

He shrugged. “Maybe 500.”

She thought about all the calories in the chocolates and guessed she’d need to run about 100 miles in one day to burn them all off. “How many miles do you do?”

“Five.”

“So twenty miles a week. Do you do anything else? Like go to a gym?”

“No gym. I do some lifting.”

She nodded. She’d never seen his bare arms, only his forearms on days he rolled up his sleeves, and she wondered if he was bulked up in the biceps and triceps area. “I wish I was into running. Then maybe I’d lose two whole pounds a week.”

“How many stones would that be?”

“Ugh. That math is too complicated. Two pounds a week means eight pounds a month, which means about seven weeks of salads and running five miles a day. Thomas, I just can’t see myself running five miles a day, or even a week.”

You look perfect the way you are. But he knew better than to say that. Instead he took another bite, Tenley’s eyes following the burger to his mouth, and he wished she’d look at him the way she was looking at his lunch.

“After you finish your burger, can you tell me where you hike and if you think that burns off a lot of calories?”

He pulled the phone from his pocket while he chewed, then tapped the screen before sliding the phone to Tenley.

She turned the phone so she could read all about the benefits of hiking. It looked as if an hour of hiking would work as well as half an hour of running. All of a sudden, hiking was sounding pretty good. She took a bite of salad as she read, enjoying the pleasant surprise of a cucumber slice. “This actually sounds good.” She slid the phone back to him. “Thanks.” 

“Hiking sounds good?” 

“A definite possibility. Where do you go?”

“There are a lot of trails around.”

“I can look them up. Do you have any favorites?”

“Not really. They’re all pretty good in their own way.”

“Good. Maybe I can get Blaire and Gabby to go hiking with me this weekend. Unless they’re tired of listening to me complain.”

“About what?”

“Since I started depriving myself of fun food, I complain about pretty much everything.”

“Why are you doing this again? Depriving yourself?” He knew he was skating dangerously close to the edge, but it was worth the risk.

“Because I can’t fit in my jeans from high school. Can you?”

“I’d bet my Jeep I’d never fit in your jeans from high school.” When she laughed her face lit up, her eyes sparkling, and he wondered if there was anything else he could say to make her laugh again.

“You know what I mean. Can you?”

“No, I can’t.” Which was the truth, since he no longer owned clothes that old, thanks to his mother’s tendencies to clean out the “kids’ closets” as soon as they graduated college.

“Really?” She almost asked if he was super skinny in high school but that would be rude, even in the light of this particular conversation.

“Really.” He checked his watch, wishing he didn’t have to get back. 

“Sorry I talked so much. And practically interrogated you. But you’ve been very helpful and I feel encouraged.”

“Ready to start running five miles every morning?”

“Not that encouraged. But I’m going to look into hiking.”

As they stood, he said, “Let me know how that goes, will you?”

Maybe pressure on her to follow through this weekend was good
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