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The living room glowed with the muted flicker of the television screen. Some action movie was playing silently while a playlist of classic rock filled our apartment with a steady rhythm.

Sasha sat at the other end of the couch, her feet in my lap, wearing her usual uniform of gray sweatpants and an oversized navy hoodie that belonged to me before she claimed it. Her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she held a mug of tea between her hands, her attention drifting between the silent movie on screen and her phone. I rubbed her feet absently with my thumb and fingers, scrolling through something on my own phone with my free hand.

Trent sprawled in the recliner across from us, one leg slung over the armrest, texting someone. He wore a tank top that showed off the kind of shoulders that came from regular trips to the gym. He was grinning at whatever response he got when he suddenly stopped and stared at his phone for a long moment before tossing it onto the coffee table.

"Man, this thing is gonna suck," he said to no one in particular.

I looked up from my phone. "What thing?”

"Work thing," Trent said, grabbing the remote and turning up the music. "One of those hotel ballroom company things where all these stiff middle aged folks stand around listening to some lame DJ and pretend to have a great old time."

"Can't you just skip it?" Sasha asked without looking up from her phone.

"I sorely wish," Trent said. "But they keep track of who shows up. Not officially or anything, but they notice."

I went back to scrolling on my phone, working my thumb into the arch of Sasha's foot. "Free booze though, am I right?"

"Yeah, open bar," Trent said. "And the food's usually pretty good. It's just this whole thing where everyone brings their girlfriend and it turns into some great big couples night."

"So bring your girlfriend,” Sasha said, still looking at her phone. She knew it was a tease and I looked at her with rolling eyes. Her mouth pulled smirk without looking at me, she knew I was looking.

“Or one of them,” I said under my breath and I went back to my phone. Trent was one of those guys who seemed to have a regularly refreshed stable of indeterminate dates of varying seriousness over open-ended time frames.

Trent laughed, but it came out flat. "Yeah, and then deal with the aftermath? No thanks."

“Aftermath?" I asked.

“Dude, the second I bring a girl to something like this, now she thinks we’re together," Trent said. "It's not even."

Sasha finally looked up. "Maybe just bring someone who knows it's casual."

"Tried that," Trent said. "Doesn't work. Last year I brought this girl, told her straight up it was just a work thing, no big deal. Week after that, she's asking me what I'm doing that weekend, and the weekend after that, like we're suddenly planning our lives together. One small step, and you’re antiquing on Saturdays,” he said and he laughed his barrel laugh.

I didn’t even look at Sasha. One of the things she loved doing with me was going out to antiques places on weekends.

"So what are you gonna do?" I said.

Trent shrugged and leaned back, lacing his fingers behind his head. "Show up alone I guess. My manager already asked me twice if I'm bringing anyone. Pretty sure he thinks I'm being defiant already.”

"Why does he care?" Sasha said. “I don’t get it.”

"No clue," Trent said. "I think they just want it to look good. Company culture or whatever.”

We sat in silence for a minute, the music filling the space. I pressed my thumb into the ball of Sasha's foot and she made a small sound of appreciation. “So good,” she mouthed to me. We already toned things down when Trent was over, thinking maybe it would be rude to act too girlfriend-boyfriend in front of him. He claimed to love “not being tied down,” but we both suspected he wanted what I had.

“I seem him looking at me sometimes,” Sasha said to me earlier.

“Maybe it'd be easier if you just brought someone who's already got a boyfriend," I said.

Trent looked over at me. "What?"

"I don't know," I said and I shrugged. “Then there's no confusion about what it means. You fake it.”

Trent fell quiet for a second. "Huh. That's actually not a bad idea."

"Still kind of weird though," Sasha said. "Who's gonna say yes to being someone's fake girlfriend for a night?"

"Doesn't have to be fake exactly,” I said. "Just, you know, someone doing a favor."

Trent sat up straighter now, and I could see the gears turning in his expression. He looked at Sasha, then at me, then back at Sasha.

"What?" Sasha said.

“Oh nothing," Trent said.

"You're doing that thing where you're thinking something stupid,” she said.

They got along pretty well like that, teasing each other, taunting each other. I loved it.

"I mean," Trent said slowly, "Sasha's already got a boyfriend,” he said to me.

Sasha stared at him. “Hard, no, very hard no on that.”

"Hear me out," Trent said, sitting forward now. "It's the perfect setup. You're already this idiot’s girlfriend, so there's zero chance of any weirdness from you after I wine and dine you. Colin’s not going to care, this was his idea. Why would he not want his girlfriend to have a fun night, free meal, drink tickets. You probably even like this kind of DJ dance thing.”

"Colin would care," Sasha said, looking at me. “He is not in the business of loaning out his girlfriend.” She flared her eyes at me.

I kept rubbing her foot. "Would I mind though?”

"Yes," she said. "Obviously."

"I don't know," I said. "It's kind of just a handy solution to a problem. Trent’s right, you’d be perfect for him.”

"Problem solving," Sasha repeated. She made an exaggerated show of pulling her foot out of my lap and puling her knees up and crossing her arms over her chest.

“But yeah," I said. "Trent needs someone to bring, you're someone who obviously wouldn't read anything into it, and it’s not like I’m going to mind.”

"See?" Trent said. "Colin gets it. Plus it's free food and drinks, and you're always saying you never go out anywhere."

"I say that happily, not regretfully,” Sasha said. “I do not want to go to your stupid work party."

"It's not really that bad," Trent said. "There's dancing and everything. When's the last time you went dancing?"

"Never, because I don't dance," Sasha said. She rolled her eyes.

"Everyone dances at some point,” Trent said almost to himself. "And you've got like actual nice clothes for it I bet.”

"How do you know what's in my closet?" Sasha asked. A challenging grin spread over her face.

She pulled her feet out of my lap and tucked them under herself, wrapping both hands around her mug. "This is insane."

"It's practical," Trent said. "You show up with me, we hang out for a few hours, you get a free night out, I don't have to deal with my manager giving me shit or some girl thinking I’m settling down material. Everybody wins."

"Except me, apparently," Sasha said.

"I'll buy you a lunch," Trent said. "Like, multiple lunches. A month's worth."

"Two months," Sasha said with a grin. .

"Done," Trent said, grinning back now. He knew the deal was sealed.

Sasha looked at me over her mug. "You're really going to okay this?"

I shrugged. "It's a few hours out. And it gets him off your back about it."

"He's not on my back," Sasha said. She stretched her foot out and pressed the heel into my thigh.

“Come on baby,” Trend said with a glinting smile.

Sasha shook her head, her eyes still on me. "I can't believe we're even discussin this."

"So that’s a yes?" Trent asked.

“It’s a maybe," Sasha said. "A very uncertain maybe."

"I'll take that,” Trent said, already grabbing his phone off the table.

Sasha took a long sip of her tea and I reached for her feet again, pulling them back into my lap.

She let me, but she was still shaking her head at me. I could feel the tension in her arches as I worked my thumbs into them. She probably thought I should have put up more of a fight.

Trent was texting someone, probably already making plans based on Sasha’s maybe.

A few days later I was crashed on the couch with my laptop balanced on my stomach, half watching something about climbing on YouTube, when Sasha came through the front door with a grocery bag in each hand. She kicked the door shut behind her and headed straight for the kitchen without saying anything, which usually meant she was thinking about something.

“Trent’s coming over,” I said absently.

“Oh yeah?” she said only half listening.

A few minutes later, I went to get the door and he came up.

He came in and went to our kitchen to make one of his protein shakes, and one for me too. He was always trying to inculcate me into his gym and protein shake cult.

"Hey Sash, so I was thinking about this company party thing.”

"Of course you were," Sasha said, still putting away the groceries.

"We should probably figure out what you're going to wear,” Trent said. "Like, there's a dress code technically. Cocktail attire or whatever they call it."

Sasha put things in the fridge. “Girls have dresses, Trent.”

"I know you have dresses," he said. "But like, what kind of dresses?"

"The dressy kind," Sasha said deadpan at him. I smirked listening to this banter of theirs in the kitchen.

I looked up from my laptop. "Does it actually matter?"

"Yeah man, it kind of matters," Trent said, coming into the living room with his shake and one for me. "If she shows up looking too casual, people are gonna think I brought some casual date. No offense, Sash."

"Some taken," Sasha called from the kitchen.

"I'm just saying, you gotta look the part of a serious girlfriend,” Trent said, dropping into the recliner. "Otherwise what's the point?"

Sasha appeared in the doorway between the kitchen and living room, one hand on her hip. "The point is I'm doing you a favor so you don't look pathetic at your stupid work party."

"Right, exactly," Trent said. "So we want you looking good. Like girlfriend good. I mean, look at me, I’m going to have a hot girlfriend, obviously.”

"Fake hot girlfriend," Sasha corrected him with a roll of her eyes.

I snickered. He was always making himself out to be god’s gift. It was part of his schtick.

"Nobody there is going to know she’s fake," Trent said. "That's the whole thing that makes it ingenious. She’s not even a girlfriend of any kind.”

Sasha looked at me like I was supposed to weigh in, but I just shrugged. She sighed and disappeared back into the kitchen, and I heard her opening cabinets and putting more things away.

"You should try some stuff on," Trent called out. "Model it for us. We can both decide.”

"I'm not modeling for you,” Sasha called back.

“But why not?" Trent said. "Colin's your boyfriend, he’s going to love it. I’m obviously gonna see you in whatever you wear anyway. Might as well make sure it works. We can accessorize each other.”

“That’s not what that means,” she said in a flat voice calling back out. There followed a silence from the kitchen for a minute, before Sasha walked back into the living room. "You actually want me to give you a fashion show right now."

“Fashion show, yeah," Trent said. "Just so we're all on the same page." He turned to me. “Am I right, buddy?” He laughed.

Sasha looked at me again. "Colin?"

"I don't really care what you wear," I said.

"See, that's the problem right there," Trent said, pointing at me. "Colin doesn't care about this stuff, which is fine for regular life, but for this, we need you to actually look like you're trying."

"I always look like I'm trying," Sasha said.

Trent gestured at her current outfit, the same sweatpants and hoodie combination she practically lived in. "No offense, but no, you don't."

Sasha folded her arms, rolled her eyes, and shook her head. I can’t believe this, but fine. What do you want me to wear?"

"I don't know actually,” Trent said. "That's why you gotta show us what you got."

"This is ridiculous," Sasha said, but she was already heading toward the bedroom.

"Just grab a few options," Trent called after her. "We'll narrow it down for you.”

The door closed and Trent looked over at me. "She's gonna come back with like, teacher dresses or something."

"She doesn't own teacher dresses," I said.

"You know what I mean," Trent said. "Conservative stuff. But I need her to look hot."

"She always looks hot," I said.

"To you," Trent said. "Because you're her boyfriend and you have to say that. I need her to look hot on my level, hot enough so my coworkers believe I'm dating her.”

I knew he was goading me, but I chuckled about it anyway. That was the way he was.

I went back to my laptop and Trent scrolled through his phone.

About fifteen minutes later Sasha came back through the door with an armful of clothes on hangers

"Okay," she said. "I grabbed some stuff. But I'm not doing a whole runway show out here."

"Just put something on and come out," Trent said.

“You want me to put things on for you?” She was incredulous.

“Well we gotta see you in it, right Colin?”

I nodded and grinned at her. She knew this was the way he was too.

Sasha went into the bathroom and closed the door. I could hear hangers clicking and fabric rustling, and then she came out wearing a navy blue dress that went to her knees and leeves that came down to her elbows.

"This one?" she said.

I looked up. "Yeah, that's fine. That’s great.”

"Dude, she looks like she's going to a funeral. No. Next."

"It's not a funeral dress," Sasha said, genuinely hurt. .

"It's basically a funeral dress," Trent said. "Too much fabric. Try the next one."

Sasha went back into the bathroom and came out a minute later in a black dress that was a little shorter, hitting just above her knees, with thin straps.

"Better," Trent said. "But still kind of safe. You got anything with like, less going on?"

"Less going on," Sasha repeated.

"Yeah, like, something that shows you off better, you know what I mean,” Trent said.

Sasha looked at me and I closed my laptop. "I mean, he's not completely wrong. That one's kind of plain for this kind of party thing it sounds like.”

"Plain," Sasha said. "Okay. Sure. Good one baby.”

She went back into the bathroom and was gone longer this time. When she came back out, this time she was wearing a red dress that was definitely shorter than the other two, stopping mid-thigh, and cut lower at the neckline.

Trent sat up straighter. "Now we're getting somewhere. That's actually pretty hot.”

"Pretty hot?” Sasha said. But she was grinning a little bit now too.

"Yeah, like, that could work," Trent said. "But let's see what else you got. Just to compare."

"I only have like two more possibilities,” Sasha said.

"So show us those," Trent said.

She looked at me but I said nothing. I agreed with Trent, she needed something more.

Sasha disappeared again and came out in a dark green dress that was tight enough that you could actually see the shape of her body, the fabric clinging in ways her usual clothes never did.

"Oh damn," Trent said. "Where have you been hiding that one”?

"In my closet," Sasha said. "Obviously."

"Colin, you ever seen this one before?" Trent asked.

"No," I said, because I hadn't. I didn't even know she owned anything like that. I was staring at her.

"See?" Trent said. "This is what I'm talking about. You got one more like that?”

"Yeah, I do, but that one’s too much," Sasha said.

“So let's see it anyway," Trent said.

“Do it,” I said to Sasha, knowing Trent would obsess until she showed him.

She went back into the bathroom and this time when she came out I actually stopped what I was doing and stared. This dress was black, shorter than any of the others, and cut in a way that made it clear she couldn't be wearing much underneath. The neckline plunged down and the fabric was tight everywhere, the kind of thing I associated with clubs downtown that we never went to.

"Where the hell did you get that?" I said.

“For that wedding four years ago," Sasha said, tugging at the hem like she could make it longer. "I've never worn it since. We all got things like this for the bachelorette party night. It was ridiculous,” she said to Trent.

“I can imagine,” he said with a still-stunned look on his face. “Yeah, but that's the one," Trent said. "That's exactly the dress you’re wearing."

"It's too much," Sasha said.

“No no, it's perfect," Trent said. "You look like you're actually supposed to be at a party with me.”

Sasha looked at me. "Colin? Are you going to say something?”

I looked at her standing there in a dress I didn't even know existed, her hair still pulled back in that same ponytail, her face without any makeup. The whole thing seemed wrong somehow, like she was wearing someone else's clothes. "I didn't know you had something that."

"So what do you think?" she asked. “Too much to go out in, right?”

"I think Trent's right," I said. "That's probably the one to wear for him.”

Sasha pulled at the hem again. "I'm gonna look ridiculous. I already feel ridiculous.”

"You look great," Trent said. "Trust me. Wear that and nobody's gonna question anything."

Sasha stood in the black dress, still tugging at the hem, looking like she wanted to disappear back into the bathroom and put her sweatpants on.

"You should just keep it on for a while," Trent said, settling back into the recliner and not taking his eyes off her. "Get used to it. Game's about to start. Just hang around in it for awhile.”

"I'm not watching a game in this thing,” Sasha said.

"Why not?" Trent asked. "It's just us. Might as well break it in."

"Break it in," Sasha repeated. "It's a dress, not a pair of boots."

"You know what I mean," Trent said, grabbing the remote. "You're gonna be wearing it for like four hours at this party. Better make sure you can actually move in it and stuff."

Sasha looked at me and I shrugged. "He's actually got a point,” I said.

"Of course you'd say that," Sasha said, but she walked over to the couch and plopped down next to me, careful about how she positioned herself, keeping her knees together and smoothing the fabric down her thighs.

Trent flipped through channels until he found the pregame show. "See? Not so bad."

"I feel stupid,” Sasha said.

"You look really good,” I said.

"Fine," she said. “The both of you, I swear.”

We watched the pregame commentary for awhile, Sasha sitting stiff beside me like she was afraid to move wrong. I could tell she was hyperaware of every inch of her exposed skin.

"You know what the problem is?" Trent said during a commercial break.

"What now?” Sasha asked.

"You're not matching at all,” Trent said, gesturing at her with his beer. "Like, you've got this whole club dress thing going on, which is mighty fine, but then your face is just regular Sasha. It's throwing the whole thing off. Nobody dresses in a number like that without make-up, that’s why you’re feeling odd.”

"My face is just regular Sasha," she said slowly.

"You know what I mean," Trent said. "You need makeup. Hair should be done. The full package. Otherwise it's like wearing sneakers with a tuxedo."

"I don't wear makeup," Sasha said. “Typically,” she added under her breath.

"You own makeup though, right?" Trent asked.

“Yes, Trent, girls own make up.” She rolled her eyes with exaggeration.

"Well find it,” Trent said. "Trust me, you'll feel less weird in the dress if everything else matches it. Right now you're like halfway between two different people."

Sasha looked at me. “Where did you find this man anyway?”

"I think you look good either way," I said.

“That you, honey, but that’s not helping,” she said.

"I'm just saying, I don't care if you wear makeup or not," I said. “But if you feel weird in that dress without it… I mean you wore make up on that bachelorette party thing?”

“Or course, it was so stupid, guys hitting on us all night.” 

“No surprise there,” Trent said under his breath.

Without turning to look at him, Sasha flipped the bird behind her back.

“You won’t mind?” she asked me privately.

I thought about it. "Probably more like the whole outfit makes sense together, so yeah, if you want to get used to wearing it, probably try that. You would wear makeup at this party of his right?”

Sasha sat there for a minute watching the TV without really watching it, and then I saw something shift in her expression, something in the corner of her mouth that looked almost like she was fighting a smile. "Fine. I'll try it. But if I look stupid, I'm blaming both of you."

"Deal," Trent said.

“As if someone hangs around watching a game at home in this ridiculous thing all made up like a night club.”

Sasha stood up, careful in the dress, and headed back toward the bathroom with her phone in her hand, probably looking up tutorials or something. The door closed and I heard water running.

"This is going to be pretty different for her," I said to Trent after a minute.

"Yeah, I can see that,” Trent said. "When's the last time you saw her in anything other than hoodies?"

"I don't know, to be honest,” I said. "Not since we started dating probably."

“So maybe it's good for her," Trent said. "Like, she's always talking about never going out anywhere. This is going somewhere. It’ll be fund.”

“At your dumb work party," I said.

"Still counts," Trent said. "Plus she's gonna look hot. It’ll build up her confidence, right?”

I snickered. The last thing Sasha needed was a boost to her confidence. The game started and we watched the first quarter, commenting on plays and arguing about calls, and I almost forgot Sasha was in the bathroom until I realized how much time was gone. It was well into the second quarter when the bathroom door finally opened.

I looked over and everything in my head just stopped.

Sasha stood in the entrance to the living room with gray eyeshadow that made her eyes look bigger and darker, eyeliner that gave them this sharp angle I'd never seen before, and lips that were glossy with something that made them look fuller. Her hair was down, falling in waves past her shoulders, looking thicker and shinier than ever. The whole effect was like seeing someone I knew but didn't know at the same time.

"Holy shit," Trent said, and he didn't sound like he was joking. "Sasha, you look incredible."

She blushed and ducked her face to hide it, and walked into the living room, still careful in the dress, and I couldn't say anything. I just sat staring at her.

"Colin?" she said. "You going to be okay?"

“Uh, yeah," I managed. “But you look amazing."

She smiled a little, that same hint of something in the corner of her mouth like she was pleased but trying not to show it. "Can you do me a favor?"

“Yeah, what?" I said.

"In my closet, top shelf, right side, there's a shoebox I can't reach," she said. "Can you grab it?"

I stood up and headed to the bedroom. "What shoes?"

She rolled her eyes but she was grinning. "The only shoes that'll go with this ridiculous dress."

I found the box on the top shelf, buried behind some other stuff, and brought it out to the living room. Sasha was standing in front of Trent who was looking her up and down in a way that was obvious and unapologetic.

"Satisfied?" she said to him quietly, shaking her head, her bright clear eyes directly on his, but there was still that grin there.

“Oh yeah,” Trent said nodding from his waist slowly. "You done clean up real good, Sash-girl.”

She snorted and jutted her jaw at him with a blush and a grin. I handed her the box and she opened it, pulling out a pair of black peep-toe platform pumps that looked dangerous just sitting in her hands. She held them up like they were evidence of something.

"Where did you get those?" I said.

“That wedding I told you,” she said, her eyes still hard on Trent’s bulging eyes.  "Worst night of my life."

She put one hand on Trent's shoulder for balance, still looking at him with these challenging eyes like she was daring him to say something, and then she bent to slip the first pump on. Her foot slid into it and she straightened up, already a few inches taller. She switched hands, balancing on him, and put the second one on.

When she stood up fully, she was transformed into someone I barely recognized. The dress, the makeup, the hair, the heels that made her legs look longer and changed the way she stood, she looked like she belonged in one of those bars downtown we never go to, the kind with velvet ropes and cover charges and valets to park your Porsche.

"Well?" she said, looking between us.

Trent just shook his head slowly. "Yeah. That's it right there."

I still couldn't find words, so I just nodded too, and Sasha smiled that small smile before walking casually over to the couch and sitting down next to me, her legs angled to the side now in a way that the tight dress required. On the TV, the game was tied going into halftime, but I couldn't tell anyone what happened in the second quarter because I hadn't watched a second of it.

Sasha leaned back into the couch next to me with her arms crossed over her chest, one foot tapping against the floor in a rhythm. She kept shifting in the dress, adjusting the fabric, pulling at the neckline.

“So hoow you feeling?" Trent asked, and there was a smirk on his face. I’d never seen the guy nervous before.

“Even more ridiculous," Sasha said. "This isn't gonna work. I can't do this."

"You look really good,” I said.

"I look insane," she said. "Like I'm going to some club I'd never actually go in.”

"That's kind of the point though," Trent said.

"The point is for me to look insane?" Sasha asked, looking over at him with devastating effect.

"The point is for you to look like my girlfriend," Trent said. "At a party. Which this look most certainly does."

Sasha tapped her foot. "I feel stupid though.”

"Well yeah," Trent said, leaning back in the recliner. "Of course you feel stupid. You're sitting next to the wrong person."

I laughed. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"I mean she's sitting there dressed like that next to you," Trent said, gesturing between us. "But she's never like that with you. You guys are sweatpants and hoodies on the couch people. That’s why it feels weird to her."

"Okay," I said. "And?"

"And on Saturday she's gonna be with me," Trent said. "So she needs to get used to what that feels like. Otherwise she's gonna be stiff and weird the whole night and everyone's gonna know something's off."

Sasha stopped tapping her foot and looked at him. "Get used to what what feels like?"

“Us,” Trent said. "Like, you gotta be comfortable looking like that around me. Being near me. Otherwise it's gonna be obvious you're not actually my girlfriend."

"This is the dumbest thing I've ever done,” Sasha said and she threw her head back and closed her eyes. I couldn’t do anything but stare.

"Is it dumb though?” Trent said. "Think about it. If we show up and you're standing three feet away from me all night, barely talking to me, looking uncomfortable, people are gonna notice. You need to be able to, like, exist next to me without it being weird."

Sasha looked at me. "Colin, this is insane, right?"

I shrugged. "I mean, he might have a point."

"Of course he has a point," Trent said. "Come on, sit over here."

"What?!” Sasha said and she laughed with a point.

"Come sit over here," Trent repeated, patting the arm of the recliner. "Just try it. See if you can get comfortable."

Sasha stared at him for a long moment, and I could see the flush creeping up her neck into her cheeks. "Are you serious right now?"

"Completely serious," Trent said. "It's like practice. You wouldn't go into a game without practicing, right?"

"This isn't a game," Sasha said.

"It kind of is though," Trent said with a low, screwed-up voice.

Sasha rolled her eyes and looked at me again, but I just shrugged because I didn't know any better. She let out a long breath and stood up carefully in the heels, wobbling before she found her balance. She stepped over to the recliner and perched herself on the arm, her back straight, hands folded together on her knees, legs crossed at the ankle.

"Better?" she said, her voice tight.

“Closer,” Trent said. “But you look like you're waiting for a bus."

"I'm sitting with you aren't I?" Sasha said, twisting around to him behind her.

"Yeah but if we're at this thing, you're not gonna be sitting like that next to your boyfriend," Trent said. "You have to actually look like you're my girlfriend."

Sasha's foot started tapping again against the side of the recliner. "Oh… my god."

“Just saying," Trent said. "We're trying to sell this, right?"

"Fine!” Sasha said, and there came that edge of impatience in her voice. "Fine."

She slid off the arm and down into his lap, settling stiffly on the end of his knees, her body angled away from him, her hands still folded in front of her.

Trent put his hands tentatively around her waist, barely touching her. "Okay, this is better.”

"This is humiliating," Sasha said to me.

"Just take your time," Trent said. "Just relax into it. You're acting like I'm gonna bite you or something."

“Knowing you, you will," Sasha said, but there was something lighter in her tone now.

"I promise I won't bite," Trent said. "Unless you’re into that,” he snorted.

I laughed and Sasha let out a short laugh too, shaking her head. I saw some of the stiffness leave her shoulders.

"See?" Trent said. "It's not that bad."

"It's pretty bad," Sasha said, but she wasn't pulling away.

The game came back from halftime and Trent started talking about the point spread, asking me if I thought the home team could cover it, and I answered, and we fell into the normal rhythm of watching sports and talking trash about calls and players. Sasha stayed where she was, and gradually, so slowly I almost didn't notice it happening, she started to lean back and relax into Trent.

First it was just a slight shift in her weight, easing back against Trent's chest instead of holding herself forward. Then her head tilted to the side, resting against his shoulder. Her hands unfolded and one of them came to rest on top of his where they were wrapped around her waist. She pulled her legs up and tucked them to the side, settling more fully into his lap. She looked comfortable.

Trent kept his hands where they were, wrapped around her middle, and neither of them said anything about the position they were in. They just watched the game and made comments about plays, Trent's voice rumbling up through his chest where Sasha's back was pressed against him.

I looked over during a timeout and saw her there, completely relaxed now, her eyes half-closed, her body molded against his like she'd been sitting there all night. The dress had ridden up on her thighs and her hair fell over his shoulder, and if I didn't know better, I would have thought they actually were together.

"You see that three-pointer?" Trent asked me in a softer, more gentle voice, like you would with a cat in your lap.

"Yeah," I said. "Nothing but net."

"Garbage defense though," Trent said. "Left him wide open."

Sasha shifted, getting more comfortable, and Trent's hands adjusted around her without him seeming to think about it. She didn't move away. She settled deeper into position, her breathing slow and even, and I turned back to the TV and watched the game.

At the end, she got up from him and they said nothing to each other. She went down the hall and he thought maybe he’d get going.

We said nothing about it.

Days later, I was scrolling through something on my phone when the text came through from Trent.

“Can you tell Sasha to get ready."

I typed back. "What do you mean?"

“We have to get her more comfortable with this whole girlfriend boyfriend thing. She needs to get back in that dress, do the makeup again. We gotta make this look perfect, you know. It’s down to days.”

I stared at the message for a second, then laughed and got up from the couch. It was obvious to me the guy was joking, or pulling something. Sasha was in the kitchen making coffee, still in her usual sweatpants and hoodie.

"Trent just texted," I said and I snorted. "He says he wants you to get dressed up again before he comes over."

"What?" she said, looking up from the coffee maker.

"Yeah, he says you need to get more comfortable with the whole thing," I said, grinning because it seemed like such a Trent thing to say. "Wants you in that dress and makeup again."

I expected her to roll her eyes or tell me Trent was being ridiculous, but instead she just nodded slowly. “Okay then.”

"Seriously?" I said, incredulous.

"Yeah," she said, turning off the coffee maker. "I mean, he's right. I need to look relaxed with him. Like we're actually together. Otherwise what's the point?"

She walked past me toward the bathroom without any of the reluctance from last time, and I heard her opening drawers and moving things around. The shower turned on and I went back to the couch, still not sure if this was actually happening.

Twenty minutes later she came out with the gray eyeshadow and eyeliner, her hair down in those waves, lips glossy. But this time she was wearing something I definitely hadn't seen before underneath her bathrobe, some kind of gray lace and satin underwear that looked expensive and delicate.

Her robe opened accidentally and I caught sight of it. “Whoa," I said. "Where's that stuff from?"

"I told you, that wedding," she said, covering herself back up and looking through her phone. "We all had to buy matching stuff. It was ridiculous."

She was applying something to her lips, making them shinier, and she looked over at me. "Can you help me with the dress?"

I got up and grabbed the black dress from where she hung it on the bathroom door. She dropped the bathrobe and I helped her step into it, pulling it up over her hips while she adjusted the top. The expensive underwear disappeared under the fabric but somehow knowing it was there made the whole thing feel different.

The knock on the door came right as she was stepping into the platform pumps.

"I got it," she said, walking carefully toward the door in the heels.

She opened it and Trent stepped inside, his eyes going over her immediately. “Holy shit, Sash. You look perfect."

Then he leaned in and kissed her on the lips.

"Whoa, buddy," I said from the couch, laughing. "What you doing?"

Trent's hand went around Sasha's waist, pulling her against him. "Seriously dude, we have to carry this act off. She's gotta get used to it, right baby?"

He looked down at her when he said it, grinning like it was all a joke, but she was smiling too, a blush creeping up her neck.

This time when he leaned down it was a longer kiss, and she kissed him back, too, her hand coming up to his chest before she broke it off and walked past me, patting my stomach as she went. "Relax, we're just playing around."

They headed into the kitchen where they opened cabinets, pulling out chips and salsa, talking about making nachos. Trent's voice was loud and easy, making jokes, and Sasha was laughing at something he said. I stayed on the couch, trying to focus on my phone, but I kept looking up.

Trent had his hand on the back of her neck now, his fingers in her hair, and he pulled her against him while she was getting plates down from the cabinet. He kissed her again and she laughed, turning in his arms.

"You're really getting into this acting thing," she said. “Enjoying yourself?”

"Gotta sell it," Trent said, kissing her temple. "You're doing great though. Really acting like believable girlfriend material."

"Operative word being acting," she said, and she patted his stomach the same way she'd patted mine, laughing as she moved away to get the cheese out of the fridge.

They came into the living room a few minutes later with plates of nachos and drinks, and Trent dropped onto the couch. Sasha didn't hesitate or wait to be told. She just slid down onto his lap, settling in comfortably with her arm around the back of his neck, her legs tucked to the side.

I turned on the game and sat in the recliner, watching them get comfortable with each other. Sasha leaned in and kissed his neck, just below his ear, and when he turned his face toward her she held his cheek in her hand and they kissed again, her mouth opening against his while his hands tightened around her waist.

It went on longer than I expected, long enough that I looked away and then looked back and they were still going at it. When they finally broke apart, Sasha's lipgloss was smudged and Trent looked over at me with a lazy grin.

"Relax," he said, his voice low. “She’s okay."

Sasha ducked and swayed and laughed and covered her mouth with her hand. “Seriously, we’re just acting!” she called at me. But they didn’t get off each other.

Sasha adjusted herself in his lap, smoothing down her dress, and picked up a nacho from the plate on the coffee table like nothing unusual had just happened. The game started and they both watched, Trent's hands still around her waist, Sasha's head resting back against his shoulder. I sat there trying to figure out when exactly this had stopped feeling like practice and started feeling like something else.

After he left, she came up to me, wrapped her hands around my waist. “You don’t really mind, though, do you? It’s just Trent, you know Trend.”

“I don’t know, you guys are getting into it,” I said and I chuckled.

“Just playing with it,” she said. “It’s kind of fun, you know it’s not real though, right?”

I laughed again. “I don’t know, Sash.”

“Give me a break. Would I do it in front of you like that if there was anything real about it? You know Trent, he likes to fool around.”

“It’s a lot of practice for one night of acting.”

“It’s kind of fun because you’re right there.”

“What does that mean?”

She laughed mischievously and lashed my neck with her tongue. “Why don’t you help me get out of this thing and find out,” she said all sultry, and she began to walk backward puling me by my wrists toward the bedroom.

I found Sasha in the bathroom a couple days later, leaning close to the mirror with the eyeliner pencil in her hand, drawing a careful line along her eyelid. The gray eyeshadow was already done, her hair was in those waves again, and through the open door I could see the black dress laid out on the bed next to the platform pumps.

"What's going on?" I asked.

She didn't look away from the mirror. "Trent's coming over. Didn't he tell you?"

"No," I said. "He doesn’t tell me anything."

"He texted you though, right?" she said, still focused on her eye and leaning close to the mirror.

"What? No."

"Huh," she said, finishing the line and moving to the other eye. "He said he was gonna text you."

"About what?" I asked.

She paused and looked at me through the mirror. "We're going out."

"Out where?"

“Just a movie," she said, going back to the eyeliner. "Just to practice being comfortable together before the party thing, but sort of out in public. It was his idea.”

“Practicing here was okay, wasn’t it?”

“We thought a date would be better practice."

"A date," I repeated.

"Yeah," she said, and there was genuine excitement in her voice. “You’re nothing to get jealous again are you?” She smirked like it would be the funniest thing if I did.

She finished with the eyeliner and started on her lips, applying that glossy nude tone. "You should come too if you want."

“On your date," I said.

"To our practice date," she corrected, smiling at me through the mirror. “Don’t be silly, I would never go on a real date with Trent.” She rolled her eyes and snorted and shook her head.

The knock came before I could say anything else. Sasha brushed past me, rushing to step into those heels as she went, and opened the door.

Trent came in and his hand immediately went around her waist, steering her backward against the wall in the hallway. His other hand pushed through her hair. He kissed her hard, their mouths opening against each other. I stood watching them make out in our hallway, Sasha's hands gripping his shoulders, Trent pressing her body with his into the wall.

When he finally pulled back, she lifted her knee gently into his groin, teasing. "Take it easy, would you? My boyfriend is watching,” she said, and she snickered.

He patted her ass and then squeezed it through her dress, looking at me over her shoulder. "Your girlfriend's getting out of control."

Sasha laughed and smoothed down her dress, grabbing her purse from the table by the door. "Okay, I'm ready for whatever you got.”

"So is this like a date-date?" I asked.

She began laughing, practically bouncing with excitement. "You wanted us to be realistic, right?"

I didn’t recall being the one to organize any of this.

Trent looked at me. “I’ll call an Uber. You gonna come too? Might be strange.”

"Be our driver!” Sasha suddenly said immediately, jumping up and down. "Be our Uber, Colin!”

“Oh man, I don't know," I said.

"Come on," Sasha said. "Please?" She gripped my hands in her hands, pouted at me with her glossy lips and dark eyes. I swear I’d never seen her like that at any time. She was opposed to make-up. She didn’t have clubbing clothes like these.

Trent grinned. "I mean, if we want this to be like a real date, we should be in the back of an Uber. Like I'm actually taking her out."

Sasha jumped up and down again. "Yes, yes, yes. Colin, please!”

The pressure was too much, both of them looking at me, Sasha with that excited smile on her face. "Fine. Whatever."

"Yes!” Sasha said, grabbing Trent's hand.

I got my keys and we headed down to my car. Trent opened the back door for Sasha and she slid in, her dress riding up on her thighs as she moved across the seat. Trent got in next to her and closed the door. She sat in the middle.

I started the car and pulled out onto the street, heading toward the theaters downtown. In the rearview mirror I could see them shifting around, getting comfortable, and then Trent leaned in and kissed her all over again.

I tried to focus on the road but I kept glancing up at the mirror. Sasha's hands were in his hair and his hands were on her waist, then moving down to her thighs. Her breathing changed, getting faster, and there was movement in the backseat that I couldn't quite see, bodies shifting, fabric rustling.

I turned onto the main road and heard a small sound from Sasha, something between a gasp and a sigh. There was more movement, her dress making soft sounds against the leather seat.

The theater came into view and I pulled into the parking lot, finding a spot near the entrance. I turned around in my seat. "We're here."

Sasha's legs snapped closed and Trent's hand withdrew quickly from somewhere under her dress. She tugged the hem down, her face flushed, her lipgloss gone.

"Thanks for the ride," Trent said, opening his door.

"What am I supposed to do for two hours?" I said.

Sasha was already getting out, fixing her dress. "Maybe find a different movie or something?”

She grabbed Trent's hand and they walked toward the theater entrance, pressed close together, her head against his shoulder. I sat in the car watching them go inside. Jesus, I thought, my girlfriend looks sexy. If she wasn’t my girlfriend, I’d be at risk of getting called out by my girlfriend for staring at that girl in the black dress and platform pumps.

I looked at the marquee, reading through the movie titles. The movie they were seeing was there, there was a comedy, some drama about a family, a horror film. I sat there for another minute, then got out of the car.

The idea filled me with a strange kind of heart-pumping dread as I walked to the ticket machines. I bought a ticket for the same movie they went into and went through the doors, following the hallway to theater seven and found the stairs to the top and back of the theatre, and I slipped inside quietly.

The theater was nearly empty up there, maybe ten people scattered around. Down near the middle I could see Sasha's hair catching the light from the screen, Trent's arm already around her shoulders. They had no idea I was there.

I moved carefully along the back row and sat down two rows behind them, but off to the side where I could see them but they wouldn't see me unless they turned all the way around. The previews played and I watched them instead of the screen, watching Trent lean in to whisper something in her ear, watching her laugh and turn her face toward his. And kiss.

It was getting to me, this whole practice to be his girlfriend thing.

I slouched deeper in my seat, my knees pressed against the seat in front of me, ready to duck down completely if either of them turned around. The previews ended and the movie started, the opening credits rolling over scenes of a city at night.

Down below me, Trent leaned in and kissed Sasha's neck. She turned toward him and they started seriously making out. It looked casual at first, the kind of making out you'd expect from a couple at a movie. Sasha kept one hand on the armrest between them, her posture still upright, like she was keeping some part of herself separate from it.

But that didn't last long.

Within minutes she shifted in her seat, turning her body more fully toward him, and her hand came up to his face. The kissing got more intense, their heads moving together in a rhythm that made it clear this wasn't just practice anymore. Her other hand went to the back of his neck, pulling him closer, and I watched her mouth open against his.

They broke apart for a moment and Trent whispered something in her ear. Sasha's hand flew up and slapped his face lightly, not hard but playful, and she was giggling. He whispered something else and she shook her head, grinning, but then he slid his hand into the back of her hair and tugged gently, then more firmly.

Her eyes went wide, her mouth opening in what looked like half exasperation and half something else, and she stared at him for a long moment. Then she looked all the way around the theater.

I ducked down hard, my heart suddenly pounding, pressing myself as low as I could go in the seat. I stayed there for what felt like minutes, before slowly raising myself back up to peek over the seats in front of me.

Trent was still in his seat but he was slouched down lower now, his head leaning back against the headrest. His hand was on the armrest, gripping it. I looked for Sasha but I couldn't see her.

I scanned the theater quickly, looking for her silhouette in the aisle, thinking maybe she went to the bathroom or out to get drinks or popcorn. There was nobody behind them or anywhere near them in the whole place. She must have gone to the bathroom.

I kept watching Trent, waiting for Sasha to come back down the aisle, but she didn't appear. Trent's head was falling further back, his eyes closed or nearly closed, and his hand tightened on the armrest.

Then Sasha’s head came up from his lap. I stopped breathing.

Sasha looked around the theater again, her hair falling over her shoulders, and then she leaned in and kissed Trent deeply on the mouth. Even from where I was sitting I could see the smile on her face when she pulled back, wide and genuine, before her head went back down into his lap and disappeared from my view.

Trent's hand moved from the armrest to the back of her head, his fingers driving through her hair. His other hand gripped the armrest and his head tilted further back. On the screen, cars were racing through city streets, explosions lighting up the frame, but I wasn't watching any of that.

I was watching Trent's face, watching the way his jaw tensed, the way his breathing changed. I was watching the movement of just the very top of Sasha's head in his lap, her gentle bobbing motion, the way Trent's hand tightened in her hair and then loosened and then tightened again.

I had to shake my head. I had to go over in my mind reviewing how I’d driven them down there. Was that really Sasha with him? Because the Sasha I knew didn’t do that. She was nervous even thinking about it. She always apologized to me and promised maybe some day. But she thought it was gross. I guess she got over her reluctance, but I had serious cognitive disconnect.

This was supposed to be practice. This was supposed to be them getting comfortable looking like a couple for one night at a work party. But what I was watching didn't look like practice at all. It looked pretty damn real.

Sasha's head stayed down for a long time, longer than I could process, and Trent's whole body remained tensed. His hand in her hair went still and his other hand gripped the armrest so hard I could see his knuckles go white even from two rows back. His head pressed back hard against the headrest and his mouth fell opened silently.

Then Sasha's head came up again. She wiped the corner of her mouth with her finger and leaned in to kiss him again, softer this time, and Trent's hand came up to cup her face. They stayed like that for a moment, foreheads pressed together, and then Sasha settled back into her seat, adjusting her shoulder straps, running her fingers through her hair, settling it.

Trent turned and said something to her and she laughed, that same bright laugh I'd heard a hundred times before, and she took his hand and laced her fingers through his. On the screen, the hero was jumping from one building to another, the music swelling, but I couldn't hear any of it over the sound of my own pulse in my ears.

I sat frozen in my seat, watching them settle into each other like an actual couple, Sasha's head on Trent's shoulder now, his arm around her, both of them watching the movie like nothing had happened, like what I just witnessed was completely normal, like this was just another part of getting comfortable with each other.

I slipped out of my seat and moved quickly up the aisle, pushing through the door into the bright hallway. My hands were shaking as I walked through the lobby and out to the parking lot, getting into my car and just sitting there with my hands on the steering wheel.

My phone buzzed some time later with a text from Trent.

"Ready for the pickup buddy?"

I stared at the message, my mind racing, not sure what I was supposed to do or say or think. There came another buzz.

"We're coming out in like 5 min."

I started the car and drove around to the front entrance, pulling up to the curb. What else was I going to do? They came out a minute later, walking side by side but not touching, not pressed together like they'd been going in. There was a careful distance between them now, a stiffness that hadn't been there before.

They climbed into the back and sat on opposite sides of the seat, Sasha smoothing down her dress, Trent looking at his phone.

I pulled away from the curb. "How did that go?"

Sasha's voice came from the back. "Sorry?"

I looked in the rearview mirror. "What?"

"Were you asking me where my address is?" she said, and there was something playful in her tone.

I realized she was still playing the role, still pretending I was just an Uber driver taking them home from their date.

"Right," I said. "Your address."

"Just take us back where you picked us up," Trent said.

I drove through the downtown streets, heading back toward our apartment. In the mirror I could see them both sliding down in their seats, slouching deeper until I could barely see them at all, just the tops of their heads visible above the backseat.

Those heads moved together to the middle of the seat, even closer together, and I heard the soft sound of kissing again, fabric moving against leather, murmured breathy words and hushed laughter.

Then Sasha's foot pushed through between the front seats, her platform pump still on, and I watched it twist and strain down by my hip. She didn’t know where it was. Her toes curled inside the shoe, her ankle rotating, the whole leg tensing and releasing. I could have massaged her foot the way she likes me to, it was that close to me.

The tops of their heads were barely visible against the light coming through the back window, and all I could see was that foot, her leg, stretching and twisting and straining between the seats.

"Can you turn up the music a bit?" Sasha's voice came from the back, breathless.

I reached for the volume and turned it up, the bass filling the car, and drove through the streets while beside me my girlfriend's foot twisted and the sounds from the backseat got lost in the music.

Trent didn’t come up, just got in his car when we got back, and took off. Sasha and I went up to our place and she said she was tired, going straight to bed. She barely looked at me.

A few days later, waking up in the morning, the kitchen smelled like coffee and toasted bagels. Sasha stood at the counter. hair pulled back in a messy bun. She scrolled through her phone while waiting for the bagel to pop from the toaster.

"So tonight's the thing," I said, pouring myself coffee.

"Yep," she said without looking up. “The thing,” she said slowly and quietly.

"You seem pretty into it," I said. “This whole pretending to be Trent's girlfriend thing. Like you've really been enjoying it the last few weeks."

She shrugged, finally looking up from her phone. "It's fun. Play acting, you know? Like being in a show or something."

"Yeah but it seems like more than that," I said. “Kind of lately.”

She laughed and grabbed the bagel as it popped up, tossing it onto a plate. "What, you think I’d actually be Trent's girlfriend? Can you imagine? The man knows no bounds. Just kill me now,” she laughed.

She rolled her eyes and started spreading cream cheese.

"What do you mean by that?" I asked.

“You know Trent," she said, waving the knife. "He's just so much all the time. Everything's a joke, everything's pushing it further. It's exhausting just thinking about him.”

I took a sip of coffee. "Maybe we should rethink tonight."

"It's way too late now," she said, biting into the bagel. “I’m committed. I have to go. Wasn’t this your idea all along?”

"You don’t have to act like his girlfriend so much though," I said. "You could just stand next to him and that would probably be enough."

She set down the bagel and walked over to me, throwing her arms around my neck and kissing me on the mouth. When she pulled back she had this smirk on her face. "Are you feeling jealous about it?"

"No," I said.

"You are!” she said, laughing. "Oh my god, you're totally jealous."

"I'm not jealous," I said.

"Yes you are!” she said, and her hand went down to my groin, scrunching me through my shorts. I froze because this was completely unlike her. She never initiated anything, never touched me like this, especially not in the morning in the kitchen.

I was going to say something about how much she had changed, but her and I didn’t generally talk about those kinds of things too much.

"You like seeing me dressed up like that, don’t you,”  she said, her voice lower now. "With the makeup and the hair. Sitting in Trent's lap." She pushed her face into mine, laughing.

"I don't," I said, but my body was responding to her hand.

She laughed. "I can tell you do. I can feel it." She stuck her tongue out. The whole things was like someone else entirely.

She started pulling me away from the counter, leading me out of the kitchen toward the bedroom, and she was doing things she'd never done before, flicking her tongue over my lips, pushing her hand down the front of my pants, even guiding my hand down the front of hers, her laughing all sultry and seductive like.

We got to the bedroom and she pushed her sweatpants off, showing me she was just in panties and the hoodie. I was aroused and stunned at the same time because this level of enthusiasm, this kind of initiative, it wasn't her. It had never been her.

She was laughing and licking my neck and touching me everywhere, running her hands over my chest, down my stomach, back to my groin where she squeezed me through the fabric.

“Why don’t you just lie back," she said, pushing me toward the bed. “And I’ll suck that jealously right out of you.”

My mind popped and I did lay back more because my knees collapsed, and she climbed up between my legs, pulling her hair over one shoulder and laughing like she was about to show me a magic trick. She pulled my shorts down and I gasped.

"Shhh," she said, putting a finger to her lips. "Be very quiet."

She wrapped her hand around me and I felt her breath on my skin there before her mouth closed over me. It was slow and sensual, her hand pumping in rhythm with her mouth. This had never happened before, not once in all the time we'd been together.

She took her time, moving sensually, looking up at me with those eyes, that messy bun falling apart, and she smiled around me before going back to what she was doing with such focus and concentration. Her hand worked in perfect coordination with her mouth, steady and confident, like she'd done this before even though I knew she hadn't. Or hadn’t until recently.

I gripped the sheets and tried to keep quiet like she'd told me to, my breathing getting faster, but she just kept going, unhurried, almost playful about it, humming softly which sent vibrations through me. Her free hand came up to rest on my hip, holding me down in place, and she adjusted her angle to take me deeper.

Everything in my head was spinning, the newness of it, the confidence in her movements, the way she seemed to be enjoying this when she'd never seemed to even want it before. She pulled back and ran her tongue along the underside before taking me back in, and I made a sound I couldn't control.

She laughed that soft laugh, and kept going until I couldn't think about anything except what she was doing and how different this was and how I didn't want it to stop.

I didn't last long at all, embarrassing to me, because I'd never been stimulated like that before and the newness of it, the shock of Sasha actually doing it, it was too much. I felt it building too fast, and I tried to hold back but I couldn't.

She must have felt me tense because she pulled off at the last second, her hand still wrapped around me, aiming me at my stomach as I erupted. It went everywhere across my abdomen, hot streaks across my skin, and I was gasping and gripping the sheets while she just held me steady until I was finished.

She sat back on her heels, looking at the mess on my stomach, and she smiled like she'd just won something. She grabbed a tissue from the nightstand and wiped her hand, then tossed me the box.

“Still jealous now?” she asked, and there was that teasing tone again.

I couldn't even answer. I just lay there trying to catch my breath, cleaning myself off with tissues, my mind completely blank except for what had just happened.

Although, for no reason at all, and entering my mind like an invasion, it occurred to me that Trent didn’t have to clean anything up in the movie theater. I saw her dab the corner of her mouth with her finger, then.

Sasha stood up and pulled her sweatpants back on, adjusting her hoodie. "I need to finish getting ready. Trent's picking me up at six."

"What?" I managed to say, still delirious.

"For the party," she said, like it was obvious.

She walked back toward the kitchen, leaving me wasted on the bed, and I heard her finish her bagel.

Trent came over around five, carrying a duffle bag that he dropped by the door. Sasha squealed from the bathroom when she heard his voice.

"Don't come back here!” she yelled. "You're not allowed to see me until I'm ready for you.”

She'd been in there for over an hour already, and I could hear her moving around, opening drawers, the hairdryer running on and off. She sounded excited and nervous at the same time.

“I have a surprise!” she called out.

Trent grinned and dropped onto the couch. "Dude, your girlfriend is so fucking hot."

I looked at him straight-faced.

"I'm serious," he said. "She's made this whole thing way more exciting than I thought it would be. I didn't expect it to go like this at all. Tonight’s going to be the opposite of boring."

"Glad you're entertained," I said.

"Oh, and there's this thing," Trent said, leaning back. "The hotel offered free rooms to couples as like a thank you to the company for booking the restaurant and the ballroom and all that. So we can have a room overnight if we want."

"Why would you want that?" I said.

"Just be easier that way," Trent said with a shrug. "Rather than driving all the way back."

"You can take an Uber," I said.

"That's gonna be like seventy bucks each way all the way downtown," Trent said.

"I'll drive you guys," I said. "I can be your Uber driver again."

"Nah man, that's asking way too much," Trent said. "What if we just take the hotel room? It's free anyway."

The bathroom door opened and Sasha came down the hall.

Both of us stopped talking and stared.

She was wearing a tight blue pencil dress, strapless. It clung to every part of her body in a way I'd never seen before. Her makeup was even more dramatic than before, her eyes smoky and dark, her lips a deep rose color, and her hair was curled and falling in perfect waves over her bare shoulders. She had new black peep toe pumps on.

The silence stretched out.

She pretended not to notice, sauntering into the kitchen like she was just getting a glass of water, then walking through to the living room, but I could see the smile playing at the corners of her mouth. She was enjoying this, showing off, even though she was trying to act casual about it.

Then she broke down and laughed at herself, twisting and turning with this shy energy, covering her face with her hands. She ran over to Trent and threw her arms around his neck, pulling her body up close to him and burying her face against his shoulder, blushing and grinning.

I noticed she ran to him and not to me.

She pulled back and looked him up and down. “My surprise for you,” she said. She turned to me as an after though. “For you too, of course.” She looked back at Trent and spun in place a full 360. “Cave man like?”

He looked at me and popped his eyes wide open. “Dude, your girlfriend…”

But I was just as speechless looking at her.

"You're going like that?" She said to Trent, patting his abdomen.

He draped his arms around her from behind and closed his arms over her chest and rocked her back against his chest. She hung her hands from his forearms looking at me with glassy deep dark eyes.

"No, no," Trent said, laughing. "I brought my monkey suit in the bag.”

He grabbed the duffle by the door and headed down the hall to the bathroom, closing the door behind him.

Sasha and I were alone in the living room. She tugged down the dress that kept coming up on her and checked her reflection in the dark TV screen.

“That new?”

“Yes! Isn’t it good? Shoes too!”

“It looks incredible.”

“Thank you.”

"Trent mentioned there's a hotel room," I said.

She turned and nodded. "Yeah, he told me. I think it's a good idea."

"You know about it?" I asked.

"He texted me," she said. "I mean, why not? It's fun to have a hotel room, right? It's exciting. Downtown and everything."

"I don't know about this," I said.

Her expression changed and she walked over to me, wrapping her arms around my waist. “You’re not jealous again are you?” She grinned and reached down to slid her hand inside my pants. But not without leaning back to check on Trend down the hallway.

"I'm not jealous," I said.

She kissed me, soft and slow, then pulled back just enough to whisper in my ear. "You're such an understanding boyfriend. When I get back tomorrow I'm gonna do things to you that'll make this morning look like nothing." Then she lashed my ear with her tongue.

Her breath was hot against me and her hand slid further down to squeeze me bare. “Anything you want. I promise."

She kissed my neck and I felt her tongue flick against my skin. "Anything, just for being so good about this and letting me do it.”

The bathroom door opened and Sasha pushed back from me, stepped back, and put her finger to her lips so shush me like it was our secret.

Trent came out wearing dark slacks and a white dress shirt, sleeves rolled up to his elbows. He looked like he actually belonged at a fancy dinner. He had a jacket on his finger slung over his shoulder.

"Ready?" he asked Sasha.

She pulled away from me and grabbed a small clutch purse from the coffee table. "Ready. Can I put my day clothes in your bag?" she asked Trent. "For tomorrow morning?”

"Yeah, no problem," Trent said.

She disappeared back into the bedroom and came out with a hoodie, some leggings, a t-shirt, socks, and her running shoes. She stuffed everything into his duffle bag, pushing the fabric down to make room, her clothes mingling with his inside. Including, I saw, panties and bra.

"For the morning," she said, looking at me.

Trent grabbed the bag and zipped it up, and slung it over his shoulder. He held out his arm and Sasha took it, linking hers through his.

She rose up on her toes in those platform pumps and kissed Trent on the cheek, then looked back at me and laughed. “I’ll call you, I’ll text you, don’t worry.”

They headed toward the door and Sasha paused in the doorway, looking back over her shoulder with that smile. "Don't wait up." She laughed and Trent gave me a thumbs up, grinning, and the door closed behind them.

I stood there for a minute staring at the closed door, then walked over to the couch and sat down. My elbows went to my knees and I leaned forward, staring at the floor, at the worn carpet, at the coffee ring on the table.

The apartment was completely silent except for the hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. I could still smell Sasha's perfume in the air, something she never wore, something else she must have bought specifically for tonight.

I sat there wondering what exactly I'd agreed to, how we'd gotten from Trent needing a date for a work party to my girlfriend walking out the door with an overnight bag full of her clothes mixed with his, heading to a hotel room downtown. The whole thing had happened so gradually, so naturally, each step seeming reasonable at the time, that I hadn't noticed when it stopped being reasonable at all.

My phone sat on the coffee table in front of me and I picked it up, opened the messages, stared at the empty conversations. She said she'd text me.

I set the phone back down and leaned back into the couch, my head against the cushions, staring at the ceiling. The apartment felt too quiet and too empty and I didn't know what to do with myself until I heard from her.

About an hour and a half after they left, my phone buzzed. Sasha's name appeared on the screen. I quickly answered it.

"Hey," she said, and I could hear the echo. "I'm in the bathroom at the restaurant. We're about to leave and head over to the hotel where the ballroom is."

"How's it going?" I asked.

"Oh my god, Colin, the meal was incredible," she said. "Like I've never had anything like it before. Trent's being a perfect gentleman, too.” She laughed.

"And everybody totally believes I'm his girlfriend. Isn't that so funny?"

"Yeah, of course," I said.

"Okay, I have to go," she said. "I'll text you later."

The line went dead and I sat there holding my phone, staring at the blank screen.

About forty minutes later it buzzed again, this time a FaceTime call. I answered and Sasha's face filled the screen, her eyes bright and excited.

"Colin, look at this room!” she said, and she was practically bouncing. "Look at this place. Can you believe it?”

She turned the camera and started scanning around the hotel room, showing me everything. "Look at the view, look at the furniture, look at how nice everything is."

The camera swept across windows overlooking the city lights, a sitting area with a couch and chairs, a desk, and then the bed. One king size bed in the middle of the room.

"Only one bed?" I said.

Trent's face appeared beside Sasha's on the screen, pressing his cheek against hers and making kissing faces at the camera. "Yup, one bed buddy!"

He laughed and Sasha shrugged her shoulders, the camera bobbling. "Kind of too late now, right? I mean, that's the room we got. The hotel's all filled up by now of course. I guess we forgot about that.”

"Of course," I said.

"Look at the bathroom," she said, turning the camera again to show marble counters and a huge bathtub and a separate shower with glass walls.

In the background I heard music start playing, something with a heavy beat, and Trent's voice asking, "Which side of the bed you sleep on?”

Sasha rolled her eyes at me through the phone and her face flushed. She blew me a kiss. "Okay, I have to freshen up. We're gonna go down to the ballroom pretty soon."

"Okay," I said.

"I'll call you later," she said. "Or I'll try."

She waved and the screen went black.

I sat there on the couch holding my phone, the apartment silent again and I wondered what was happening in that hotel room right now while she freshened up and Trent tried his side of the bed.

About another hour went by before my phone buzzed with a text from Sasha.

"In the bathroom at the dance. It's good we practiced being girlfriend boyfriend because everybody keeps asking and we have to really pretend a lot."

I texted back. "How are you pretending?"

“Well I'm sure you can imagine... lol Trent can be very convincing!!"

I stared at the message for a second before typing. "I'll bet you can be convincing too..."

"Maybe... lol got to go"

The conversation ended and I paced around the living room, back and forth from the couch to the window, looking out at nothing. About a minute later my phone buzzed again. This time it was Trent.

"Buddy"

I looked at the screen.

"Your girlfriend is very convincing"

I wrote back. "So I hear..."

"It's so perfect. Everybody thinks she's my girlfriend. Lol"

"I guess she's very good at acting,” I typed.

"More than you can imagine...! Lol"

I stared at that message. "She told me."

No response came back. I waited, watching the three dots that never appeared, and then I set the phone down on the coffee table and went back to pacing.

An hour went by. Then two. I checked my phone a dozen times but there was nothing. I sat down, stood up, turned on the TV and turned it off again, opened the fridge and closed it without taking anything out.

Then my phone rang. Sasha's name came on the screen and I quickly answered it.

"Hello?"

There was a bunch of noise in the background, people laughing and shouting, music thumping, and I could barely hear her voice through it all.

"Oh my god it's so noisy, I can hardly hear you," she yelled.

"Where are you?" I asked.

"We went to an after party!” she said. "It's up in somebody's room. I don't know whose but there's too many people in here!”

She was laughing and then she squealed. "Trent!"

I heard him laughing too and then the sound of a kiss, wet and obvious even through the phone, and then Sasha came back on. "Trent is being very bad, but he’s good.”

"By good you mean what?" I asked.

She laughed. "He's making a very good boyfriend."

"How long are you guys gonna be there?" I asked.

"I don't know, you'll have to ask Trent," she said, and then the phone shifted and I heard rustling.

"Colin?" Trent's voice came on.

"Whose after party is this?" I asked.

"Just one of the guys, up in his room," Trent said loud, laughing. "Everybody's up here."

I heard another smooch sound, louder this time, and Sasha's voice close to the phone saying, "That was uncalled for."

"Gotta go," Trent said. "All the guys are staring at your hot girlfriend. I gotta protect her!”

The line went dead.

I sat there holding the phone, my leg bouncing up and down, and I checked the time. Almost midnight. I got up and paced again, back and forth across the living room, checking my phone every few minutes even though I knew nothing had come through.

About an hour later a text came in from Sasha.

"Just letting you know we left the party. We're back in our hotel room thank god"

I texted back. "How was it?"

I watched the screen, waiting for the three dots, but they never appeared. No reply came. I sent another text.

"You there?”

Still nothing.

I set the phone down on the coffee table and leaned back into the couch, staring at the ceiling. The apartment was completely silent now, past one in the morning, and I wondered what was happening in that hotel room with the one king size bed and the view of the city lights and my girlfriend and my friend who everyone at the party thought was her boyfriend. Because they were so utterly convincing.

I picked up my phone again and looked at that last message. "We're back in our hotel room thank god."

Our hotel room.

I set the phone down and closed my eyes and tried not to think about it, but it was all I could think about.

About another hour went by and I was sitting on the couch in the dark, just staring at my phone, when it buzzed with a FaceTime call from Sasha. I grabbed it and answered immediately.

The screen showed the ceiling of the hotel room, when I worked out what I was looking at, dimly lit by a lamp somewhere off to the side. Nobody was there. The phone was just sitting somewhere facing up, showing plaster and the edge of a light fixture.

I realized it was a pocket dial. The phone must have fallen out of her clutch and landed on the floor.

"Sasha?" I said, but there was no response.

I could see a corner of a TV screen at the edge of the frame and I could hear music playing in the room, something low and rhythmic.

I was about to hang up when I heard it. A high-pitched inhaled gasp that was clearly Sasha’s voice.

I didn't hang up. I sat down slowly in the chair and angled the phone this way and that, turning it sideways to full screen and turning up the volume.

Another gasp came through the speaker, and then there was no doubt it was her because I heard her say something and laugh, and I heard Trent laugh too. Then nothing again for a moment.

After a little time I heard more sounds that could have been kissing, wet and rhythmic, maybe, and then more light breathy gasps. Then nothing again before the screen was suddenly obscured by a cloud of blue and the microphone was muffled, something dragging across it. The blue passed and I realized it was the color of her dress.

Now I was looking at the ceiling again, but the angle was different. One of the edges going directly across the screen seemed to be the top edge of the bed. The phone was now partially under the bed.

As I stared at the screen, trying to orient what I was seeing, I heard heavy breathing, moaning and gasping obscured by the music.

But then I saw fingers appear over the edge of the bed from below, grasping at the sheet so hard the knuckles were going white. They gripped and released and gripped again, the fabric bunching between them.

This went on for some time before the hand slid back and disappeared. Then a bare leg hung came the edge, the foot dangling down near the phone, and I could see her ankle, her calf, her muscle tensing and releasing.

There was more rhythmic moaning and other muffled sounds. I could hear them talking and laughing between the moans and gasps.

My mouth hung open, my heart beat hard, and my mind was as though sunk in cement.

Then the blue dress was draped over the phone and everything went dark for a second before there was a loud sound and everything shifted. The phone had got kicked accidentally and now it was somewhere else on the floor.

Where it landed, it was facing up toward the TV screen on top of the dresser. The TV was off but the music was still playing, so it was a black screen, half reflective like a dark mirror. I could see Trent lying on the bed in the screen’s fisheye effect, distorted and warped, but no Sasha. He seemed to be just lying there.

Then I heard the toilet flush in the background and water running. Through the fisheye reflection in the TV screen I saw Sasha re-enter the room from the bathroom.

She appeared to be in only her bra and panties, the gray lace and satin ones she showed me that morning. They were both laughing and talking loudly, having fun, their voices bright and loose.

She stood at the side of the bed and I could sort of make her out through the reflection, distorted and stretched by the curve of the screen. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall forward off her shoulders.

"Shove over," she said, laughing.

Trent's reflection shifted on the bed and Sasha climbed in, and then I couldn't see much of anything anymore except shapes moving in that warped black mirror, bodies coming together. The sounds kept coming through the speaker, louder now, more urgent, and I sat there in our dark living room holding the phone in front of my face, unable to look away and unable to hang up.

There was movement and laughter and murmuring and then I could make out in the warped scene Sasha standing at the side of the bed, and Trent sitting on the edge of it in front of her. His hands moved up and down her body, distorted by the curve of the screen but unmistakable in their motions.

He leaned forward and kissed her breasts, then lower to her stomach, and his fingers hooked into the waistband of those gray panties. He pulled them down slowly and she put her hands on his shoulders to balance herself as she lifted one foot at a time to step out of them.

Then she pushed him backward and he fell back onto the bed, laughing, and he grabbed her hips and pulled her over him. She was giggling, that same bright laugh I'd heard a thousand times, and I watched through the fisheye reflection as he kept pulling her up, higher, her walking on her knees until she was kneeling over his head.

Her back arched and her head fell back, her long luxurious hair cascading down, and her hands came up to cup her own breasts. I could see Trent's hands on her thighs, holding her in place, and then his hands moved to her breasts too, covering hers, squeezing her.

Then the sounds started. They were small gasps at first, little inhales that caught in her throat. I knew what was happening even though I couldn't see the details through the distorted reflection. He was eating her out.

Her hips started moving, small grinding motions, and her breathing got heavier. One of her hands left her breast and went to his head, her fingers now in his hair, holding him tight. My view was from the side, all wavy.

"Oh god," she said, her voice breathless and high.

The gasps came faster and I watched her body tense, her back arching deeper, and then she relaxed and the sounds quieted.

But he didn't stop. I could tell by the way she jerked and grabbed at his hair, by the way she said “oh god, oh god,” but he kept going and the sounds built again, higher this time, more urgent.

Her whole body was moving now, rocking against his face and her breathing was ragged and desperate. "Oh fuck, oh fuck," she kept saying, words I'd never heard her say.

She got close again, so close I could tell by the way every muscle in her body went tight, and then he slowed down, brought her back from the edge.

"Trent," she gasped. It sounded like pleading. “You’re going to so get it.”

He started again, faster this time, and she was moaning constantly now, a steady stream of sounds that got louder and higher. Her hands were gripping his hair so hard I thought she might hurt him but he didn't pull away.

She got close again and again he slowed down, and she whimpered, her hips trying to chase the sensation but he held her still with his hands on her thighs.

"Please!” she said. “Don’t tease me!” The music droned deep and rhythmic.

He started again and this time he didn't slow down. Her breathing turned into panting and the panting turned into cries and her whole body started shaking. She leaned forward and braced herself with one hand on the headboard and the other still in his hair.

The sounds she was making didn't even sound human anymore, high and desperate, and they kept building and building until suddenly her whole body went rigid.

The sound that came out of her was something I'd never heard before. It started deep and climbed into a scream that she tried to muffle but couldn’t. It went on and on while her body convulsed and shook. Her hand slipped off the headboard and she collapsed forward, catching herself on both hands, her head hanging down, her hair falling around her face.

She was gasping like she'd been underwater, huge gulping breaths. I could hear her laughing and crying at the same time. "Oh my god, that was so….”

Trent's hands were all over her, and I could hear him saying something to her but I couldn't make out the words through the distorted audio.

She remained there for a long time just breathing. Then she moved backward and collapsed onto the bed beside him. The reflection showed them both lying there, Sasha's chest heaving, Trent turning toward her.

I sat in my chair in the dark holding the phone, and I realized I'd never brought her to orgasm myself, not like that. Nothing even close to that. The sounds she'd made were otherworldly, completely different from anything I'd ever heard from her, and I didn't know if she'd been faking it with me all this time or if she'd just never felt that with me or if I'd even ever really tried to make her feel that.

The reflection showed them moving together again, kissing, Trent's hands on her body, and I kept watching because I couldn't make myself hang up.

Through the same distorted view reflected on the black TV screen, warped and stretched by the curve, I saw Sasha lay back into the pillows. Her hands reached down and I watched her pull the shorts down Trent's hips.

I thought I could see his erection spring free, thick and hard, and then I watched it disappear into Sasha’s mouth. The angle was bad and the reflection was unclear but I could see enough. Trent’s hips driving, her head pushed back into the pillows, Trent's hand coming down to gather her hair and pull it.

The sounds came through the speaker, wet and rhythmic. I heard Trent groan. Sasha made a humming sound and I watched her take him deeper.

This went on for several minutes, the sounds getting louder, more urgent, and then I heard laughing. There was movement in the reflection that showed them shifting positions.

Now Trent was on his back in the bed and Sasha was kneeling over his hips, her back to the TV screen so I could see her back only, distorted and stretched and darkened. She reached behind herself with one hand and I could see her moving him between her legs, and I realized she was teasing herself with the tip of him.

"How bad you need it Mr. Boyfriend?” she said, her voice playful and breathy.

"Sasha," Trent said, and it sounded like a warning.

She laughed and kept teasing him, lowering herself and then lifting back up, just barely touching him to her opening, I could tell.

"Tell me," she said.

She took it a step too far, lingering too long, and I saw Trent's hands slide around her waist and pull her down hard.

The sound she made was a loud, gasping shriek, and I knew he'd just penetrated her. He filled her. My girlfriend was impaled on my friend’s cock in a hotel room downtown and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

"Oh fuck," she gasped. "Oh fuck, Trent."

She started moving on him, rolling her hips, and through the warped reflection I could see her body rising and falling. Trent's hands were on her waist, guiding her, and then one hand moved up to her breast.

She leaned forward and braced her hands on his chest and started riding him harder, faster, and the sounds of their bodies meeting filled the speaker along with her moaning.

They shifted again and now she was on her back with her legs wrapped around him and he was over her, pumping himself into her, and I could see her hands clawing at his back.

They moved again and now she was on her side with one leg raised and he was behind her, holding her thigh up, driving into her from that angle, and her hand was between her legs touching herself while he fucked her.

She came like that, her body going rigid, her mouth open in a silent scream before the sound finally came out, high and desperate.

But they didn't stop. Trent pulled out and flipped her over and now she was on her elbows and knees in front of him, her ass in the air, and he positioned himself behind her. Her face was strained up to the TV screen, and through the phone camera, I could see her expression face on.

I watched him grab her hips and pull her back onto him as he thrust forward. Sasha's arms gave out and she fell forward onto her forearms, her face pressed into the mattress.

He was pounding into her now, fucking her, his hips slapping against her ass, and I could hear it all through the phone, every thrust, every gasp, every moan.

Sasha's hand reached back and grabbed his thigh, her nails digging in. He kept the pace relentless and steady, and Sasha's moans turned into screams muffled by the mattress.

Her whole body started shaking and I knew she was coming again, and this time Trent came with her. I heard him groan, deep and guttural, and I saw his hands tighten on her hips, pulling her back against him as he emptied himself inside her.

They stayed like that for a long time, both of them breathing hard, her collapsed and him lying on top of her, before he pulled out and collapsed beside her. Sasha rolled onto her back, her chest heaving, her arm over her eyes, laughing breathlessly.

"Holy shit," she said.

"Yeah," Trent said, and he sounded just as wrecked.

I sat in my chair in the dark, still holding the phone, still watching through that distorted reflection. I didn't know what to do or think or feel except that I'd just watched my girlfriend have the best sex in her life with someone who wasn't me.

The activity in the hotel room had ceased. There was nothing much to see or hear anymore, just the distorted reflection of the dark TV screen and the sound of breathing, maybe some quiet talking I couldn't make out.

Then I heard Sasha's voice, clearer now. "Have you seen my phone?"

I watched the reflection shift as someone moved around the room, and then suddenly there was a hand reaching down toward the camera, fingers filling the screen, and everything went muffled and dark before the call disconnected.

I sat there holding the dead phone, my heart pounding, not sure what I was supposed to do with what I'd just seen.

A few minutes later the phone rang with Sasha's name on the screen. So I answered it.

"Hey," she said, and her voice was hushed. I could tell by the echo she was in the bathroom.

"Hey," I managed to say.

"We just got in," she said. "It was a fun party but I'm so-so tired. How was your night?"

I answered as normally as I could. "Fine. Just hung out here. Watched some shows.”

"Yeah?" she said. "What'd you watch?"

"Just some documentary thing,” I said. "Nothing really.”

There was a pause and I could hear water running in the background. "Did you try calling me or anything?"

"No," I said. "Why?"

"I don't know, I thought I saw a missed call or something," she said. "Must have been a mistake."

"Must have been," I said.

Another pause. "You didn't try to FaceTime me or anything did you?”

"No," I said. "You told me you'd be busy."

"Right," she said. "Yeah."

I could hear her moving around, fabric rustling. "Okay, well, I'm gonna go to bed now. Trent's already passed out."

"Okay," I said.

"Love you," she said.

"Love you too," I said.

"Goodnight."

"Goodnight."

The call ended and I sat there in the dark, still unsure what I was going to do about what happened, about what I saw, about any of it.

I barely slept. I kept checking my phone, looking at the time, wondering what was happening in that hotel room with the one king size bed. Every time I closed my eyes I saw that warped reflection, heard those sounds, saw Sasha's body moving in ways I'd never seen her move with me.

Morning came and I was sitting on the couch with coffee when my phone rang. It was a FaceTime from Sasha.

I answered and her face filled the screen, hair messy, but some makeup on already, looking tired but happy.

"Morning," she said.

"Morning," I said.

She was moving around and she failed to turn the phone away from the room in time, and in the background, I caught a glimpse of Trent crossing quickly from the bathroom toward the bed. He looked completely naked, just a blur of skin, and then he was out of frame.

I also caught sight of the messed up bed, and even her panties and bra laying on it, every thing in the room a mess.

"We're gonna head home now," Sasha said, bringing the phone back to her face. "I'm so ready for my own bed! The man is a bed hog!”

"Okay," I said.

She leaned close to the camera to blow me a kiss, her lips filling the screen, but just before she went to hang up she accidentally flashed the camera down her body. I got a blurred vision of her in a crop cut sleep cami up top, but no shorts, no panties that I could see, just bare below.

"See you soon," she said, and the call ended. The cami also was new.

A whole two hours later I heard keys in the door. Sasha came in dressed in the casual clothes she'd packed, the hoodie and leggings and running shoes.

"Hey," she said, dropping the bag by the door and walking over to kiss me.

She smelled different, like hotel soap.

"How was it?" I asked.

"It was really good," she said, sitting down next to me on the couch. "Really fun actually. Trent's coworkers are pretty cool."

"Yeah?" I said.

"Yeah," she said. "They all thought we made a cute couple too.”

“How did the hotel room go?”

“I mean, we just crashed,” she said. “Barely even used it, other than for sleeping, you know?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Took you awhile to get going I guess.”

“Checkout wasn’t until 11, so we sort of took our time.”

“So not like sleeping the whole time then.”

She looked at me and shook her head. “Yes, so we enjoyed coffee and room service for a bit longer. Is that going to be okay?”

I pulled her wrist the way she pulled mine when she took me to the bedroom. But she begged off. “Babe,” she scrunched her shoulders up high and pulled her wrists from my grip, smiling sheepishly. “I just got out of bed 30 minutes ago!”
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