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There are some people your body remembers long before your mind catches up.

I know this because my hands still know the shape of him.

I’ll be standing somewhere ordinary—the diner counter, the hardware store aisle, the edge of the motel parking lot—and suddenly my skin tightens with recognition. Not panic. Not fear. Just awareness. The kind that hums low and steady, like something waking up under my ribs.

Matt Reed has been gone from my life for over twenty years.

And yet my body can react as if he just stepped into the room.

I’m older now. My shoulders broader, my hands rougher, my face lined in places that didn’t exist when I was twenty. Time has done what time does—settled me, hardened some edges, softened others. I’ve loved people. I’ve had sex that felt good, that felt easy, that felt forgettable in the way most things eventually do.

None of it erased him.

None of it ever came close.

The memory of Matt lives in my muscles, in the way my breath still stutters when I think about the weight of another man standing too close. It lives in the instinctive tilt of my head when someone touches me, in the quiet ache that blooms when intimacy slows and becomes something deliberate.

What I remember most isn’t the acts themselves.

It’s the restraint.

The way we used to sit shoulder to shoulder, thighs brushing just barely enough to notice. The way his knee would bump mine under the table and neither of us would move it away. The way my skin would prickle when he leaned in to talk, his voice low, warm, close enough that I could feel it along my jaw.

Back then, we didn’t call it anything.

We didn’t have language for it. We barely had permission.

We were just two men pretending our bodies weren’t already telling the truth.

I remember how aware I was of him. Constantly. The line of his neck when he bent over a textbook. The way his shirt pulled across his back when he reached up for something. The casual confidence of his movements, the unconscious masculinity of a man who had never once examined what it meant to be wanted.

I wanted him in quiet, dangerous ways.

Not loudly. Not desperately.

I wanted him the way you want something you’re afraid to break just by touching it.

There’s a particular kind of intimacy that exists before sex ever happens. A charged space where bodies are already communicating even while mouths stay careful. That’s where Matt and I lived for a long time—hovering in that space, breathing it in, letting it wrap around us until it felt normal.

It wasn’t.

It was electric.

I used to lie awake at night with the phone pressed to my ear, listening to him breathe on the other end of the line. Sometimes he’d fall asleep first. Sometimes I would. Neither of us ever said goodnight.

I learned the rhythm of his silence. Learned how long he paused before speaking when he was thinking. Learned the subtle shift in his voice when he was relaxed, when he was distracted, when he was trying not to say something.

There were moments—so small they almost don’t count—where I felt his desire flicker into the open. A lowered voice. A joke that landed just a little too close to the truth. A question that lingered longer than necessary.

Those moments stayed with me.

They still do.

Even now, years later, I can feel the echo of his presence in my body—the way my pulse would kick when he touched me casually, the way my skin seemed to lean toward him without permission. I remember the heat of him beside me, the steady weight of his attention, the knowledge that if I moved just a fraction closer, something irreversible might happen.

And how badly I wanted that.

I’ve spent a lifetime learning how to carry that wanting quietly.

People assume time dulls everything. That distance makes things smaller, softer, easier to set down. But some loves don’t fade—they settle. They sink deeper, embedding themselves into the architecture of who you become.

Matt was never just a memory.

He was a blueprint.

Every intimacy that came after him was measured against something I never fully had but never truly lost either. I didn’t compare people to him consciously—I wasn’t looking for his face, his voice, his hands.

I was looking for that feeling.

That sense of being seen without explanation. Of wanting without strategy. Of desire that felt inevitable rather than negotiated.

I never found it again.

Sometimes, late at night, I still imagine what it would feel like to stand in front of him now. To feel the difference in our bodies—the weight we’ve added, the confidence we’ve grown into, the tension that would still snap into place the moment our eyes met.

I imagine his hands—older, stronger—finding me with the same familiarity they never quite claimed back then. I imagine the way his mouth would hesitate, like it used to, before choosing.

Because that was always Matt’s tell.

He hesitated.

Not because he didn’t want. But because he wanted too much.

I don’t know where he is now. I don’t know who he’s loved, or who he’s become. But I know this with absolute certainty:

If he stood in front of me again, if our bodies closed that familiar distance, nothing would feel unfamiliar at all.

Some loves don’t end.

They wait.

And if this story has taught me anything, it’s that the body never forgets what the heart was brave enough to want—even when the world wasn’t ready to let it happen.

Willow Creek, 2001
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I noticed Matt Reed before I knew his name.

He sat two rows ahead of me, slightly to the left, his chair tipped back on two legs like he trusted the room not to betray him. One arm draped over the desk, the other busy scribbling notes he didn’t seem to look at while he wrote them. He wore a faded gray sweatshirt, sleeves pushed up to his forearms, and his hair was still damp, like he’d showered late and rushed out the door.

I remember thinking—absurdly—that he smelled like soap and cold air.

Willow Creek Community College wasn’t big. It was the kind of place people went because it was close, affordable, or temporary. Sometimes all three. Most of us commuted. Some of us worked full-time jobs around class schedules that didn’t care whether you were tired or not.

I’d moved to Willow Creek for school because it felt like a beginning that didn’t demand too much certainty from me. I didn’t know what I wanted to study yet. I didn’t know who I wanted to be. I just knew I didn’t want to stay where I’d grown up, surrounded by the same expectations and the same conversations that always seemed to end in silence.

Willow Creek felt like a holding pattern — a place you passed through while you figured things out. That suited me. It gave me space to breathe, to exist without having to explain myself. I told myself it was temporary. That once I had a direction, I’d move on.

At the time, I didn’t realize how many of the things that would shape me most would happen in places I never meant to stay.

The classroom itself was nothing special—rows of mismatched desks, fluorescent lights that hummed faintly overhead, windows along one wall that looked out onto a parking lot and a stretch of trees beyond it. The kind of room you forgot the moment you left.

Except that day, I didn’t.

Because Matt shifted in his seat, stretched his arms once over his head, and glanced back—just briefly—like he felt someone watching him.

Our eyes met.

It wasn’t dramatic. There was no lightning bolt, no cinematic pause. Just a second of shared attention that felt... held. He looked curious, not guarded. Opened in a way that felt intimate and inevitable, like something I’d been waiting for without realizing it.

I looked away first.

I always did.

The professor started talking about course requirements, about essays and attendance and how participation mattered. I wrote everything down even though I already knew it. My handwriting was neat when I was nervous. Controlled.

Matt leaned forward, chair legs settling back onto the floor, and I became painfully aware of the space between us. Not distance exactly—more like a line that could be crossed if either of us moved the wrong way.

I told myself I was imagining it.

Halfway through the lecture, he dropped his pen.

It rolled back toward my foot.

I bent down to pick it up, my fingers brushing the cool tile, and when I straightened, he was already turned around, palm open.

“Thanks,” he said quietly.

His voice surprised me. Lower than I expected. Warm.

“No problem,” I replied, handing it to him, careful not to let my fingers touch his skin.

They didn’t.

Still, the awareness lingered, buzzing under my skin like I’d narrowly avoided something dangerous.

When class ended, people packed up quickly, chairs scraping, backpacks slung over shoulders. I stayed seated longer than necessary, pretending to organize papers that were already perfectly aligned.

Matt stood, pulled his bag over one shoulder, and hesitated.

He glanced at my notebook, then back at me.

“You actually take notes,” he said, amused.

“Only when I pretend I know what I’m doing.”

He smiled. “Fair. I’m Matt.”

“Jack.”

“See you Wednesday, Jack.”

And then he was gone.

I sat there for another minute, heart beating harder than it should have for a conversation that lasted less than thirty seconds.

On the drive home, I kept replaying it. His smile. The way he said my name like it already belonged to him somehow. I told myself it was nothing. That people met people all the time. That attraction didn’t mean anything on its own.

I had never dated a guy. I had never even admitted—out loud—that I
































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
OFLTHE LOVE THAT WAITED

ALEXANDER GRANT





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





