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I woke up with Monty's arms around me.

I was in that space of being awake where you don't quite remember anything. Maybe your own name, but not much beyond that. It all comes back in a few seconds, of course, but before that, I was just comfortably lying down in my bed with Monty's arms around me and all I knew was that I felt safe and warm and happy.

When reality started to filter in, those things didn't change. I cracked my eyes open and saw his face. I brought one hand up to rub my eyes, and the next time I looked at him, I found him staring back at me.

"Oh." I blinked. "Good morning."

"Morning." He gave me a sleepy smile. His dark blonde bangs were just barely long enough to creep into his eyes, and he shook his head to clear them away.

"Thanks for staying over," I told him. My arm was on him, too, my hand resting on his side. He had slept facing me.

"I usually turn over in my sleep," he said, looking over me. "But I guess I stayed like this all night. I hope it was comfy."

"It was." My body was waking up, and as I shifted a little in the bed, a couple of things became clear. We were both still naked, of course. My butt situation was...sticky and still full of lube. And I had changed back into a guy, which Monty was obviously aware of.

I nibbled on the inside of my cheek. "I must've changed back overnight. It's weird that it's happening without me thinking about it."

"I hope you don't think I mind," Monty said, not taking his hands off me.

"I was worried a little at first," I admitted, then I gave him a warm smile. But thank you. It must just be happening like this because I'm so...comfortable with you." That made him blush, I think. It was hard to tell in the weak light. "I feel okay about it. Except..." I wiggled on the bed.

"What is it?"

I raised my eyebrows. "I need to go wash your load off of me."

Monty laughed, but he quickly choked on it, coughing and turning away from me while giggles slipped in between his choking fit. I gave him a playful shove, separating myself from him, then got up and walked over to the bathroom to wash off the lube and jizz.

I peeked my head through the doorframe. I could see into my bedroom from the bathroom across the hall, where most of Monty's legs were still in my frame of vision.

"Hey, I'm just gonna shower," I called to him.

"Do your thing, he called back, raising a foot in the air. I smirked and got the shower running.

My body still felt wiped out from last night's orgasm. It had happened in a different body, sort of, but they were still my muscles, just moved around a little bit. The hot water streaming over me eased my soreness, even if my water pressure sucked. I got myself cleaned up, my mind running off on its own.

Now that I was fully awake, I remembered what had come to me as I had fallen asleep in Monty's arms. That I was in love with him. And that feeling hadn't faded at all in the light of morning. It didn't sound ridiculous upon waking up, because it wasn't ridiculous. It was the truth, and I had to figure out what I wanted to do from here.

I finished cleaning myself and stepped out of the shower. I could keep going with a 'friends with benefits' thing, or I could try to, but I knew it wouldn't last. Not because it would fall apart, but because I wouldn't be able to hold my feelings back. Once I had poured out my secret to Monty, look at what had happened. We had come leaps and bounds. I loved him too much, and I trusted him too much, to keep another big secret from him like that again.

So, that was simple enough. I knew what I wanted to do. I just had to figure out how to go about it. 

I dried off and went back into my bedroom totally naked, feeling a little bolder now that I had, in some ways, made up my mind. I looked at Monty on the bed, who was also still naked, and we eyed each other up.

"Looking good, Maddie," he told me, accompanied by a short dance of his eyebrows.

I snorted. It just looked so dumb. "You wanna get a shower? I need to throw that comforter in the wash. Somebody got lube all over it."

Monty set up in the bed, raising a hand to his chest in mock outrage. "Are you saying I'm too dirty for your already dirty comforter?"

I shrugged. "If you plan to wear the comforter around the rest of the day, maybe not."

He tilted his head like he was giving the idea some thought, then hopped out of bed and went over to the bathroom. He stopped in the doorway, looking back. "You need a hand with it?"

I shook my head. "It's just the comforter that needs it, it protected the rest."

"What a hero." He stepped into the bathroom and got the shower going.

I threw on some clothes, gathered up the comforter into a big ball, and brought it down the hall to the laundry room of my apartment building to throw in the washer. By the time I was back, Monty was turning off the shower, stepping out and getting dried off. At least, that was what it sounded like. I didn't peek in on him or anything, since he had given me the same courtesy.

I heard a phone ring, an unfamiliar ringtone. It was coming from the bathroom, Monty's phone. He let out a grunt of surprise, then answered the call. He must have set his phone on the bathroom counter.

I didn't listen in, busying myself with getting dressed in some real clothes, fit for things besides trips down the hall to the laundry room. I collected our glasses from my room and brought them to the kitchen, thinking. What would I say to him? Ask him out to dinner? Ask him to be my boyfriend? Tell him I like-like him? I set the glasses in the sink and shook my head.

Monty came into the kitchen, wearing the clothes that I had pulled off of him last night. He had his phone in his hand, and he looked annoyed.

"What's up?"

He sighed. "I got called into work. One of the clients is having a major outage, basically a DEFCON-1 emergency for them. I can't really say no, plus they're going to pay me like it's a holiday."

"Oh, well, how can you say no to that?" I gave him a weak smile. I didn't want him to go. I thought I would have more time to figure out what I wanted to say. I didn't want to sit on that all day, especially if he ended up having to go out of town again.

"Yeah." Monty looked down at his phone, then back up at me regretfully. "Sorry I have to split. I was looking forward to hanging out."

"It's no big deal." I waved a hand at him. Think, think. You have to say something. Just do it. Just ask him out.

So easy to think about. So hard to do.

"Just gonna grab my stuff real quick," Monty said, heading back to the bedroom. He emerged with his gym bag just a few seconds later, and I wasn't any closer to getting better at talking. I let him walk by me and set the bag by the door.

I opened my mouth to say something, but Monty turned around before I could speak. He walked over to me and came up close.

"Listen," he said, looking a little bashful. He dragged his fingers backwards through his hair, a nervous habit of his. "I don't know what you're thinking. And I know it's weird because we've been friends for a while. But, uh, Maddie..."

My heart tightened. Was he about to break it off, whatever 'it' was? I had no idea what emotions were written on my face. I should have said something. Or would I have just made it worse? Should I have—

"...can I take you out? Like, to dinner?"

I stood there, shocked. I had expected the worst, and I had been delivered the best. He was asking me out? He was the one to do it?

"Bad idea?" Monty looked at me, grimacing.

I shook my head quickly, my heart going from stopped-dead to pounding. "Not—not a bad idea. So you mean like, a date?"

Monty smiled, a wide one that lit up his eyes. "Yeah. I'm asking you out on a date, Mads. See where this thing goes. What do you say?"

I matched his smile, color burning a fire in my cheeks. "I'd love that."

He stepped up to me and hugged me, pulling me in close. Not caring that I was a guy. Not caring that I had this ability, something wrong with me. Just...hugging me.

"I'm not sure how long this job will take, but the client is in the city and I'm not going to give them my whole day." Monty stepped back. "Dinner, tonight. Rowan's. I'll text you when I know the time, okay?"

"Sounds perfect." Rowan's was an Italian steakhouse. It was a local place, and it was nice. The suggestion made my chest tingle. "I can't wait."

Monty didn't get caught on the job for too long, and he said he would come pick me up at 7 o'clock.

He had asked me, though, whether I wanted to go out as my usual self or my female self. he said he was fine either way, which made me wish he was there so I could pull him into my arms and hug him.

I told him that he would have to wait and see and I left it at that. But my decision was made. For this dinner, for our first date at least, I wanted to go as a woman. It was how this part of the relationship had started, and also, it was a nice restaurant. I wanted to
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