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I sat at the small table in my kitchen, alone. I had just eaten one of those frozen chicken pot pies for dinner, and I was thinking.

It was Friday. The basketball game that I had gone to with Monty had been on Tuesday, and on Wednesday and Thursday, we hadn't seen each other at all. We both work during the day, and obviously we couldn't get together every night. We hadn't even been able to hop on for an online gaming session, because on Wednesday, I had needed to drive down to my parents’ house to help them move things around in the garage before some big delivery came, and on Thursday, Monty had spent the night out of town doing IT work for one of his clients a couple hours away.

It was totally normal stuff, life gets in the way and all that. But now it was Friday night, I had gotten home from work and eaten dinner, and I missed him. And it felt a whole lot different than it used to, when I'd be bummed if we'd had to cancel our plans or whatever. I felt this in my chest. Like it had just been too long without seeing his face, mixed with a little bit of fear that he was avoiding me on purpose.

So much for keeping things normal. Fucking him at the basketball game had been beyond incredible, and had just made me want even more of him. Prior to that little escapade, I had been focused on keeping our relationship exactly as it had been, as much as I could.

Now, with a dull little pain in my chest that had built over the last two days, I didn't care about that. I just wanted to hang out with him. To see him. Whatever it meant, even if I didn't have the words for it yet.

I chewed at my lip and stared down at my phone in my hand. I pushed away my plate full of pastry crumbs and glanced at the time. It was not yet 6PM. After just a moment's consideration, I unlocked my screen and called Monty.

"Hey, what's up, Maddie?" his voice came on the phone. It made me smile.

"Just the usual, two thousand milligrams of sodium for dinner," I told him.

Monty laughed. "Chicken pot pie?"

"You know me well."

"Bet your ass."

"Anyway," I said, forging ahead, "I was wondering if you wanted to come over tonight. This week has been crazy and it would be nice to hang out."

"Yeah?" I heard some kind of noise as Monty moved around in his place. "I was going to text you after I ate, see if you wanted to hop online."

"Yeah," I said, feeling color rise in my face. My body wanted to stop me from talking, but that wasn't going to happen. "But it's Friday night. I was thinking maybe you'd want to...stay over."

"Oh." Monty quit it with whatever he was fiddling with. "Like a sleepover? Monty and Maddie, back in the dorms?"

"With worse water pressure," I told him, laughing. I hoped it didn't sound too strained.

"Sure," he said, and I felt an unknown tension release from my chest. "That sounds fun, Mads."

"Fun was what I had in mind," I told him. "Come over whenever, I just have to sweep up all these pie crumbs."

"Get to work," he joked, and we hung up.

I held the phone in both hands and smiled, although my heart was pounding. It felt like I was taking a leap forward, but I didn't care. Did Monty feel the same way? Unlikely. He wasn't inside my head, he didn't know what I was feeling. To be honest, I didn't even really know what I was feeling. He had sounded casual and friendly, which was normal.

And maybe normal was good. Maybe pursuing normality too hard was what made me feel out of place. You didn't go searching for normal, you just let it happen. If you tried to force it, there would be odd angles and strange turns, and before you knew it, the normal you once knew became unreachable.

We might already be there. But I could deal with a new normal, as long as I didn't mess it up. On the other side of the spectrum from a new normal was insanity, and insanity to me seemed like, oh, asking Monty if he wanted to be exclusive. Or my boyfriend. I couldn't even imagine saying something like that. It was like looking into a hall of funhouse mirrors and trying to make sense of something that was completely in the abstract.

Monty was my friend, my best friend, and that should be plenty for me.

My phone buzzed with a text message telling me that Monty was on his way. I had been sitting at the table lost in my thoughts for longer than I had realized. I liked his message, then made good on my promise to clean up the mess from my dinner.

Monty lived close by, so I didn't have much time to fret about the state of my place or what I looked like. Which was good, because that wasn't something that was typical for me, and I didn't want to make it a habit. Sure, I'll sweep the crumbs off the table with the side of my hand, but that's about as far as my cleaning goes. And as for dressing up? A hilarious thought.

So when Monty hit the buzzer in my apartment lobby, I was in the same comfortable shorts and loose T-shirt as I had been when I called him. I buzzed him up and just made sure my game controllers were charged. That was about as much preparation as I let myself do.

I had cracked my door open for Monty, so when he came up to the third floor where my place was, he was able to come right on in. 

"Hey, Maddie," he said, closing the door behind him. He was dressed simply, like me, in a pair of blue athletic shorts and a T-shirt with a horror movie logo on it despite the fact that Halloween was over two months away.

"Hey," I said to him, a genuine smile breaking out onto my face at the sight of his visage. His dark blonde hair was long enough to be a little shaggy. His eyes were green and kind, and he had some stubble across his jawline from not shaving the last couple of days. He usually kept it smooth. I didn't mind the look at all.

"Thanks for the invite," he said. He was holding a gym bag, which I figured was packed with whatever he would need for an overnight.

"I don't think we've had a planned night over in a while," I told him, walking up to him in the short entryway of my apartment. "Usually one of us just crashes at the other's place if we stay over too long."

"Yeah, that's always fun." He shifted the bag on his arm. "Can I just throw this in your room?"

I gestured that way. "Be my guest."

"I am," Monty said with a wink, and went to dump his stuff off.

I stood there for a moment. If I thought about it too much, I was concerned I would make it weird. I just had to be natural, and let things happen as they normally would. We didn't even have to have sex tonight, I didn't care.

I mean, I wanted to. Badly. But if he didn't, that was fine.

Monty came back into the living room area. With his bag out of sight, the concept of the overnight seemed a little further away and less distracting.

"So how was your night in Jamestown?" I asked him, referring to the work trip he'd had to make this week.

"Ugh." Monty rolled his eyes. "I don't even know how this business was functioning. You should've seen their server room."

Conversation flowed from there, both of us chatting about our various work and family obligations as we bopped around my apartment and eventually got comfortable on the couch, catching up on the time we missed. It had only been a couple of days, but it just felt good to talk to him again, and I think Monty shared my energy.

We got into some video games, taking advantage of my fully-charged controllers to hop into some basketball and a new fighting game that I hadn't had the chance to try out yet. I beat Monty's ass at that, so he didn't believe that I hadn't been practicing, but it was the truth, and I gave him some good-natured ribbing over it. 

The hours went by surprisingly quickly. As the games lost their luster, I felt a little tired and figured Monty was about the same. I didn't want to stop him if he was having fun, though.

Monty paused the game—we were back to basketball—and looked over at me.

"That new Criminal Docks movie just got released to streaming last week," Monty said. 

"No theatrical release?" I thought about it. "Oh yeah, I remember hearing about it. Supposed to be terrible."

Monty nodded. "Want to watch it?"

"I do love watching a bad movie. Let me grab a water." I started to get up.

"I was thinking, ah... "Monty put a hand behind his head, looking away from me. "We could watch it in your bedroom?"

I froze in the act of standing up. I looked over at him, and he was sheepish, but he met my eye.

"I do have a smart TV in there," I said slowly, giving him a little grin.

"Sounds perfect, then." He cleared his throat. "You get it set up and I'll go ahead and grab you that water."

Five minutes later, we were in my bed. Well, just on top of the covers, with the lights off, lying back as the movie started up on the TV. Criminal Docks was an action series that had gotten worse with time. It belonged on the screen of a TV sitting on top of a dresser across from the foot of my bed.

We watched the movie and took sips of our waters and burst into fits of laughter when bad acting overcame the scene on screen. It was normal. It wasn't even weird for us to hang out in the













































































































[image: ]



d2d_images/cover.jpg
Book 3:
Backdoor Love |

\ / |
¥ A A
Sl e





d2d_images/scene_break.png





