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The photo arrives at 11:47 PM, and my whole world tilts sideways.

I'm sprawled across our bed, laptop balanced on my thighs, pretending to watch something on Netflix when really I've been checking my phone every thirty seconds like a teenager waiting for a text back. The reunion started four hours ago. Sarah's messages have been sporadic—a selfie in the bathroom mirror showing off the dress I helped her pick (black, tight, dangerous), a complaint about the cheap wine, a laughing emoji about someone's bad haircut.

Then nothing for almost an hour.

My thumb hovers over the screen as the image loads. It's blurry at first, taken at an angle that suggests secrecy. Sarah's hand, her wedding ring catching the light, resting on someone's forearm. A man's forearm. Thick, tanned, with a watch I don't recognize.

The caption reads: Remember Jake from Year 12? He got HOT.

I feel my pulse in my throat.

Three dots appear. Disappear. Appear again.

He keeps buying me drinks. Keeps touching my lower back when he talks to me.

I stare at those words until they blur, my mouth going dry.

This is what we talked about. What we agreed to. The arrangement that exists in the space between us, unspoken except in the dark, except when her breath is hot against my ear and she's telling me things that make my blood run electric. But theory and practice are different animals entirely, and right now practice has sharp teeth.

And how does that make you feel? I type back. Delete it. Too clinical. Too much like I'm trying to sound calm when my heart is hammering against my ribs like it wants out.
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