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The music was slow, more rhythm than melody. My girlfriend McKenna was moving under the blanket spread over her and Dillon, making restless little movements that made Dillon adjust his position for her. They were both low on the couch, almost horizontal. I could see her head on his chest, could see the blanket rise and fall with her breathing.
"You getting comfortable or what?” he asked her and he shook his head at me like my girlfriend was being demanding.
"Very,” she finally moaned.
"Not too warm?"
"It's perfect." Her hand came out from under the blanket and she traced a pattern on his chest, over his shirt. Then her hand disappeared again. "Tell Connor about the canoe."
"Oh God, the canoe," Dillon said. He was looking up at the ceiling, grinning. "You want to hear about the canoe, Connor?"
"Sure," I said.
"We were sixteen. Decided to canoe across the lake to the park on the other side. It's maybe five kilometers. Should have been easy."
"Except we didn't check the weather," McKenna said. The blanket was moving more noticeably now. I couldn't tell what they were doing under there but they were definitely moving.
"Didn't check the weather," Dillon confirmed. "Got about halfway across and this storm rolled in. Lightning, huge waves, the whole thing."
"I was so scared," McKenna said. Her voice was muffled against his chest.
"She wanted to turn back but we were past the point of no return. We had to just keep going." His hand emerged from the blanket to gesture and then went back under. "Waves were coming over the sides, we were both soaked, and she just started singing."
"I sing when I'm nervous," McKenna said.
"She sang every Disney song she knew. The entire soundtrack to The Little Mermaid while we're fighting for our lives in this storm."
"It helped," she insisted. I saw her pinch him under the blanket. He jerked and laughed.
"It did not help."
"It helped me." She propped herself up on her elbow now, looking down at him. The blanket had fallen to her waist and I could see his hand there, could see his fingers spread wide on her hip. "You're just mad because you don't appreciate good music."
"I appreciate good music. That was not good music. That was tone-deaf panic singing."
She slapped his chest lightly. "I have a nice voice."
"You have an enthusiastic voice." He caught her hand before she could hit him again. "There's a difference."
"You're being mean." But she was smiling. She pulled the blanket back up over both of them and settled down again. This time when she curled against him, her hand went under his shirt. I could see her wrist disappear beneath the fabric, could see the movement of her hand against his skin under there.
"Anyway," Dillon continued, talking to me while McKenna did whatever she was doing under the blanket, "we made it across. Dragged the canoe up on the beach and just lay there in the rain, completely exhausted."
"We slept there," McKenna said softly. "Under the canoe."
"For like three hours. Then we to paddle back."
"The storm passed by then though. It was beautiful. Sunset on the water."
"It was beautiful," Dillon agreed. His voice went quieter. Under the blanket, something was happening. The fabric moved in slow, nearly imperceptible ways. McKenna went very still except for her hand. "You cried."
"I didn't cry."
"You absolutely cried. You said it was the most beautiful thing you'd ever seen."
"I was sixteen and dramatic," she said. But I could hear the smile in her voice. "Everything made me cry."
"Some things still do," he said.
"Some things," she agreed.
The fire was now only a bed of orange coals that pulsed with the faint movement of air in the chimney. The music droned on, all bass and deep whisper, and my eyelids felt heavy. I blinked and realized I didn't know how long I'd been sitting there without speaking.
"What time is it?" I asked.
Nobody answered for a moment. Then Dillon said, "Late."
The word hung in the air. McKenna slipped further under the blanket and made a small sound, almost a gasp, but cut off. She went rigid for a second and then relaxed. Her hand gripped the edge of the blanket.
"You okay?" I asked.
"Fine," she said. Her voice was tight. “Shivering from the cold."
But I could see a flush on her cheeks even in the dim light. She turned her face into Dillon's chest and stayed there. Under the blanket, there was more movement, slow and continuous. His arm had to be around her, his hand had to be somewhere on her. She made another small sound and bit her lip.
Minutes passed. The music deepened to something even more minimal and hypnotic, just a heartbeat rhythm and the occasional drift of synth. My eyes wanted to close. I forced them open and watched the coals breathe.
"Remember the stars?" McKenna said suddenly. Her voice was different now. Breathy.
"Which stars?" Dillon asked. His voice was low, almost a murmur.
"That night. The meteor shower." She paused and her breath caught. She shot a look up at him, and her eyes narrowed, almost angry. He looked back at her with perfect innocence. "We stayed up all night watching."
"August," Dillon said. "Perseids."
"You knew all the constellations," she said. She closed her eyes and her hand curled tightly in his shirt. "You were showing me."
"You weren't paying attention to the stars though.”
"I was." Another pause. The blanket moved. She inhaled sharply through her nose and glared up at him. “Just like I’m paying attention now,” she said, her eyes deep on his. There was more movement under the blanket and he flinched.
"If you say so." His free hand came up and brushed hair away from her face. His hand under the blanket kept doing whatever it was doing. "What did I show you?"
"Cassiopeia," she said. Her voice wavered. "And Cygnus. And then…” She trailed off and turned her face away from both of us, pressing it hard against his chest. It was like a memory shot forward.
A silence stretched out. I could hear the lake outside, the waves steady against the shore. The wind died down and everything felt suspended, held in place by the dim orange light and the rhythmic pulse of the music.
"Connor, you should get some sleep," Dillon said. "You look exhausted."
"I'm fine," I said.
"There's a bedroom down the hall. Bed's already made up."
"I'm not tired."
"Suit yourself." Under the blanket, his arm moved. McKenna's whole body tensed and she grabbed his wrist through the fabric. She held it, keeping it still, and breathed hard for a few seconds. Then she let go and his arm moved again.
There was more silence. The music played on. I thought about getting up, about going to bed, but my body felt welded to the chair. The warmth from the coals was soothing. I watched the shapes under the blanket rearrange themselves.
"What are you thinking about?" Dillon asked. It took me a moment to realize he was talking to McKenna.
"Nothing now,” she whispered.
"Liar."
“Ok then, everything." She laughed a breath of sound. "How nothing changes."
"Everything changes," he said.
"Not us here." Her hand found his face in the darkness. I could see her fingers drag against his jaw. “You’re still the same stupid kid.”
"We're not kids anymore," he said.
"No," she agreed. She went quiet for a long moment and then her body jerked and she turned her face up to glare at him. Her lips parted but no words came out. He smiled down at her and she closed her eyes, her jaw clenched. But it was clearly in jest.
The song ended. In the few seconds of silence before the next one started, I could hear her breathing fast and shallow. Then the music began again and covered it.
"I should put another log on," I said.
"Don't," McKenna said. "It's warm enough."
“You think?”
"It is under here," she said. "It's perfect under here."
Dillon's hand came up and stroked her hair. She leaned into the touch like a cat. Under the blanket, everything was moving slow and relentless. Her leg was over his. His hand was on her back, or her hip, or somewhere. The blanket gave nothing away except motion.
"You two have known each other a long time," I said. I didn't know why I said it. The words just came out.
“Like orever," McKenna said dreamily. She wasn't looking at me. She was looking at Dillon with something in her expression. "Feels like forever."
"Might as well be," Dillon said. His thumb traced her cheekbone and she caught his hand, held it against her face, pushed her cheek into his palm. She looked desperate and something else, too. Her hips moved under the blanket and she made a sound in her throat that she tried to swallow.
"You okay there, Kenna?" I asked.
"She's fine," Dillon said. “She’s just tired. Aren't you just tired?"
“I’m exhausted by you,” she breathed. But she didn't sound tired. She sounded wired, strung tight. She glared up at Dillon again and he smiled back down at her, easy and relaxed. His hand kept moving under the blanket and her whole body responded to it, arching just before she forced herself still again.
The silence came back, long minutes of it. The music was barely music anymore, just texture and rhythm. My head felt full of cotton. I watched them on the couch, my girlfriend and this old friend of hers, whose cottage we’d come to for the weekend, and they watched each other. The blanket rose and fell with their breathing. Sometimes it moved in other ways, too. What does one do in that situation? I didn’t know, I couldn’t think.
"Tell me something," McKenna said. Her voice was so quiet I almost didn't hear it.
"What?" Dillon asked.
"Anything. Tell me anything."
"The dock needs repairs," he said. "The third board is rotting."
She laughed, a strangled sound. "That's not what I meant."
"What did you mean?"
She didn't answer. She just turned her face back into his chest and gripped his shirt in both hands. The blanket moved and her back arched and she went completely still, holding her breath. Then she exhaled in a rush and relaxed.
"You two should get a room," I said and I laughed. I tried to make it sound like a joke but it came out flat.
“She seems pretty comfortable here," Dillon said. He was still stroking her hair with one hand. "Besides, all the rooms are freezing. Right here is the warmest spot in the house."
"Right," I said. “No doubt.”
McKenna's eyes were closed. Her face had gone soft, almost peaceful, except for the tension in her jaw. Every few minutes something would happen under the blanket and her expression would tighten and she'd shoot that glare up at Dillon again. He'd look back at her with nothing but calm affection.
The coals moved and settled. A small cascade of sparks drifted up and died in the darkness of the chimney. I heard an owl outside, far off across the lake. The sound came and went and left more silence behind.
"Do you remember Mrs. Patterson?" McKenna asked. Her voice was barely audible.
“Art teacher," Dillon said.
"She used to let us stay after class." McKenna's hand came out from under the blanket and reached for the popcorn bowl. Her fingers trembled as she brought a single kernel to her mouth. "We'd work on projects for hours."
"You'd work on projects. I'd pretend to work on projects and mostly just talk which you.”
"You talked the whole time." She set the bowl back down and her hand disappeared under the blanket again. "About everything. About your dad leaving. About wanting to get out of here."
"I did want to get out of here," Dillon said. His hand came up and traced the line of her jaw. She went very still, watching his eyes. "For a while."
"What changed?" I asked.
He didn't answer right away. His fingers moved from my girlfriend’s jaw to her lips, touching them so lightly I could barely see it in the dim light. McKenna's eyes fluttered closed and her lips parted. She made a sound, so quiet it was almost nothing, and then she opened her eyes and glared at him again. He smiled and his hand moved back to her hair.
"I grew up," he said. "Realized running doesn't fix anything."
The music became deeper with a bass line that I could feel in my chest. McKenna turned onto her side now, facing Dillon completely, facing away from me. The blanket slipped down to her waist and I could see his hand spread across her bare back, could see his fingers moving in slow circles against her skin.
"We should have run away together," McKenna said. "Like we talked about."
"We talked about a lot of things," Dillon said.
"We were going to take that bus to Vancouver. Work on fishing boats. Live in a cabin."
"We were seventeen and stupid."
"We were seventeen and brave." Her hand found his chest again. I could see her fingers moving there, tracing patterns. "Now we're just stupid."
"Speak for yourself," he said. His hand moved up to the back of her neck. His fingers tangled in her hair and tugged gently. Her head tilted back and her throat became exposed in the firelight. She was breathing harder now. He pulled harder and her mouth dropped open deeper.
Another long pause settled over the room. I counted the seconds and got to thirty before anyone spoke.
"Connor, you should sleep," McKenna said. She wasn't looking at me. Her eyes were fixed on Dillon's face above her. "You have to drive tomorrow."
"I'm fine," I said.
"You're going to be exhausted." Her voice caught on the last word. Under the blanket, something changed. The motion was different now, more deliberate. She bit her lip and her hand twisted in Dillon's shirt.
"Let him stay if he wants," Dillon said. His hand was still in her hair tangled in it and pulling it rhythmically.  She gasped lightly with each tug. His other hand was doing something under the blanket that made McKenna's breathing go ragged. "He's a grown man. He can make his own choices."
"Right," McKenna whispered. "His own choices."
The owl called again, closer this time. I wondered if it was hunting or just talking to itself in the darkness. McKenna's whole body had gone tense. She was holding herself very still except for small tremors that ran through her every few seconds.
“Shivers again?” Dillon asked her.
"No," she said privately to him. "Not shivers.”
His hand moved from her hair to her face. He cupped her cheek and his thumb stroked across her lips again. This time he pressed there and her lips parted around his thumb. She closed her eyes and her hand came up to grip his wrist but she didn't push him away. She held him there and her tongue touched his thumb for just a second before she turned her face away.
"Stop," she breathed to him privately.
"Stop what?" he asked. His voice was all innocence.
"You know what."
"I'm just keeping you warm," he said. Under the blanket, his other hand kept moving. McKenna made a sound like a whimper and pressed her face harder against his chest.
More minutes passed. The music played on and I felt like I was floating somewhere above my body, watching all of this from a great distance, the chair underneath me, the two shapes on the couch under the blanket, the dying fire painting everything in shards of orange and black.
"Tell me about the first time you came here," I said. I needed to hear voices. I needed something to cut through the thickness in the air.
McKenna didn't answer. Dillon's hand was tugging her hair again and she had gone boneless against him.
"I was eight," Dillon said. "My grandfather brought me up for the summer. Taught me to fish. Taught me to split wood."
"Taught you to be quiet," McKenna added. Her voice was dreamy. "You were so loud."
"I was a kid."
"You were chaos." She moved under the blanket and gasped quietly against him. Her hand shot out and grabbed his shoulder. "You were like a hurricane."
"And you were the eye of the storm," he said. His hand moved to her face. He traced the line of her cheekbone, the curve of her ear, the edge of her jaw. Her eyes went heavy-lidded. "Always calm. Always centered."
"I wasn't calm," she said. "I was terrified."
"Of what?"
“Of you.” Her hand found its way inside his shirt again. I could see her wrist disappear. "Of my parents. Of school. Of never getting out."
"But you get out," Dillon said.
"Did I?" She was looking at him with something raw in her expression. "I'm right back here."
"By choice," he said.
"Is it?" she asked. Under the blanket, movements intensified. Her hips were moving, I was sure, and she was biting down on her lip hard enough that I thought she might bleed. She beamed up at Dillon and he smiled down at her and his hand kept moving.
The fire popped and I jerked in my chair. Neither of them reacted. They were lost in whatever was happening under that blanket, in the darkness, in the space between what I could see and what I could only imagine.
"You two want me to leave?" I asked, and I laughed. Making a joke was all I knew to do
"No," McKenna said. Too. "Stay. Please stay. I beg you.”
"Why?" I asked.
She didn't answer. She just closed her eyes and turned her face away and her whole body shuddered. Dillon's hand came up and stroked her hair and whispered something I couldn't hear. She nodded against his chest.
A long silence stretched out again, long and suffocating. I could hear my own heartbeat. I could hear the lake. I could hear McKenna's breathing, fast and shallow and growing more desperate. The music pulsed on and the coals glowed and everything felt suspended in amber, preserved in this moment that might last forever.
“You ever go ice fishing?" Dillon finally asked. His voice was quiet, conversational. He was trying again. But his hand was stroking my girlfriend’s hair in long, slow movements, combing through it and occasionally pulling it too hard, but evidently not hard enough for her.
"No," I said. “I never tried it."
"It's peaceful. You drill a hole, drop a line, and wait." McKenna moved and pressed her face harder into his chest. "Hours sometimes. Just you and the ice and the silence."
"Sounds a bit boring," I said.
"It is." He smiled. "That's the point."
McKenna's hand rested on his chest. In the dim light I couldn't tell if she was gripping it or just touching it. She was breathing through her mouth now. Her leg moved under the blanket and Dillon's hand adjusted with her.
"My grandfather used to bring me out in January," Dillon continued. His voice was steady, like he was talking about the weather. "When the ice was thickest. We'd stay out there all day."
"Catch anything?" I asked.
"Sometimes. Pike mostly. The occasional perch." His fingers traced the shell of McKenna's ear and she made a small sound, maybe a sigh. "But that wasn't why we went."
McKenna was very still under the blanket now. Her breathing changed rhythm but I couldn't tell if that meant anything. I was monitoring her like a camera.
"Why did you go then?" I asked.
"To get away from my parents.” Dillon's hand moved to McKenna's neck. His fingers rested there lightly. “They talked constantly. Out on the ice, it was just quiet."
McKenna's hand moved inside his shirt, her fingers curling and uncurling. Dillon glanced down at her.
“The quiet's nice," I said.
"It is." Dillon was looking at McKenna now. He was watching her face in the orange glow while his hand did something to her. He was watching for a reaction. She wasn’t giving it to him. "You sleep okay in quiet or do you need noise?"
"Quiet's fine," I said.
"McKenna needs noise." His thumb brushed across her cheek and she took a deeper breath. "Always has. Can't sleep without something. Music or rain or people talking. Radio on quiet, right Ken-bird?”
McKenna made a sound that might have been agreement. Her eyes were closed and her body went still, like she was concentrating on something.
"What about you?" I asked.
"I can sleep anywhere." His hand moved down her back. "Learned that bartending. You grab sleep when you can."
“He literally can sleep anywhere,” McKenna confirmed without opening her eyes.
Nobody spoke for several minutes after that. McKenna's breathing was audible now over the music, steady but deeper than before. Dillon's hand kept moving under the blanket in slow patterns. She moved her hips and then went still again.
"You work tomorrow?" Dillon asked me.
“Tuesday,” I said. My voice sounded far away. "I have Monday off."
"Lucky." His fingers moved into her hair again, combing through it. "I'm working a double shift Tuesday. Going to be brutal."
"Why a double?" I asked.
“Guy’s away. I'm covering." His hand left her hair and disappeared under the blanket. “Money's good though, right?”
McKenna took a sharp breath through her nose. Her hand pressed flat against his chest. It could have been nothing.
"You ever bartend?" he asked me.
"No," I said.
"It's good people watching. You see everything. The best and worst of people." He laughed. “All their secrets come out after a few drinks."
Her breathing changed again. Shorter intervals. Her hand on his chest was moving now in small circles as though in time with something he was doing to her I couldn’t see.
"What kind of secrets?" I asked.
“Oh, the usual. Affairs. Regrets." Dillon's hand changed position under the blanket and McKenna's body tensed for just a moment and then relaxed. "Everyone's got regrets."
"What's yours?" I asked.
He went quiet for a long moment. His hand kept its slow rhythm and McKenna had gone very still again. Her face was turned completely away from me.
"Not doing this sooner," he said.
"This?" I asked.
"Coming back here. To the cottage. To the quiet." His hand came up and brushed McKenna's face. She turned into it, her lips near his palm. "To old things."
McKenna made a soft sound. Her body moved under the blanket and her breathing hitched. Dillon's hand stroked her hair but he kept talking to me in that same calm voice.
"You have any regrets, Connor?"
I looked at them on the couch together, at McKenna curled against him with her face hidden in his chest, at Dillon relaxed and easy with his hands all over her hair, face and body, at the blanket that covered them both and gave away almost nothing.
"Yeah," I said. "I've got a few."
"Like what?" he asked.
But I didn't answer. McKenna made another small sound and her hand curled into a fist against his chest. Dillon's hand kept moving under the blanket in that same slow pattern. She took a deeper breath and held it for a moment before letting it out.
“Fire's out," Dillon said. “It's getting late anyway." His hand was deep in McKenna's hair again. "We should all get some sleep."
McKenna's eyes popped opened. She looked at me but her expression was hard to read in the dim light. There might have been something desperate there.
"How much longer you two planning to stay up?" I asked.
"Not much longer probably,” Dillon said. Under the blanket, something changed and McKenna's eyes closed again. "Just a little while, if you want to go use the bathroom first.”
The owl called again outside. Three sharp cries came through the music and the walls. McKenna's body went tense for a moment and then relaxed against Dillon. He pulled the blanket up higher around her shoulders and wrapped both arms around her. Her breathing went still deeper.
"You comfortable over there?" Dillon asked me. "That chair's pretty old."
"It's fine," I said.
"There's a bed down the hall when you want it."
"I'm fine here."
“Okay.” He settled further back into the couch cushions. McKenna re-settled with him, her body fitting closely against his.
"You believe in ghosts?" Dillon asked. His voice was barely above a whisper now.
"No," I said.
"This place is supposed to be haunted." His hand was moving through McKenna's hair in long, lazy strokes. "My grandmother swore she saw a woman in white walking along the shore."
"Your grandmother see a lot of things?" I asked.
"She did toward the end." He smiled faintly. "Talked to people who weren't there. whole conversations."
McKenna's breathing settled into something that sounded like sleep,deep and even. Her body was completely relaxed against him. But her hand gripped his chest.
"Must have been hard," I said.
"It was what it was." Dillon's fingers traced along McKenna's hairline, following it down to her temple. "She was happy, mostly. Lived in her own world."
"You close with your grandparents ?” he asked.
"Not really,” I said. "They died when I was young."
"That's too bad." His fingers moved to McKenna's neck now. They rested there against her pulse point. "Grandparents are good for perspective. They've seen enough to know what matters."
McKenna's breathing hitched for just a second. Then it went back to that deep, even rhythm. Her hand on his chest still hadn’t moved. Dillon's thumb stroked her along the side of her neck.
"What matters?" I asked.
"Not much when you get down to it.” He fell quiet for a moment. "Being comfortable. Being with people who know you. The rest is just noise."
He wound her hair around his fingers slowly and methodically.
"McKenna's out," I said.
"She does this." His voice was soft, fond. "Falls asleep hard. You could set off fireworks and she wouldn't wake up."
But her hand moved. The movement was slight but I saw it. The fingers curled a bit more against his shirt. Dillon's fingers tightened in her hair, pulling it taut. He was pulling it so gently that it barely moved her head. But he held the tension there for a few seconds and then released it.
"She always been like that?" I asked.
"Long as I've known her." His hand smoothed her hair down and then gathered another section. He wound it around his fingers again in that same slow spiral. "Heavy sleeper. Total trust. You can do what you want to her.”
I stared at her in his lap not showing a reaction to what he said.
McKenna's breathing stayed even but there was something about the way her body was positioned now. There was a tension in her shoulders. Dillon kept winding and re-winding and puling her hair. It looked like he was just playing with it absently while he talked to me. But she was reacting to it.
"You two must have spent a lot of nights like this," I said. "Growing up."
"Some." His fingers traced down the back of her neck. "Sleepovers. Camping trips. Just hanging out until we passed out."
The blanket moved again near her hip. Dillon's hand moved from her neck to her cheek. He stroked it with the backs of his fingers. Her face followed his touch.
"She's lucky to have you as a friend," I said.
"I'm the lucky one." His hand went back to her hair. This time he gathered a larger section and wrapped it around his whole hand and pulled it until her head tilted back. Her face turned up toward the ceiling. Her eyes stayed closed and her breathing remained even but her throat was exposed. "She's always been there. Through everything." Her mouth fell open and her eyebrows pushed up over her forehead.
He held her like that with her head tilted back by her hair. His other hand came up from under the blanket and he traced one finger along the line of her throat from her chin down to her collarbone. She didn't react. She didn't open her eyes. She didn't even change her breathing. But I saw her hand on his chest tighten into a fist. Her chin jutted and she grimaced.
"What was the worst thing you went through?" I asked. "That she was there for."
Dillon let her hair go and her head settled back down against his chest. His hand returned to stroking her cheek. "My dad dying. I was nineteen. Came up here afterward and just fell apart."
"I'm sorry," I said.
"McKenna drove up that same night. Sat with me for three days. Didn't say much." His fingers were in her hair again, combing through it. "That's when I knew."
"Knew what?" I asked.
"That some people are just meant to be in your life." He was winding her hair around his fingers again. He was pulling it, too. "No matter what else happens."
Chapter 7
Under the blanket, the movement started again. Small movements were happening in rhythm. McKenna's breathing stayed deep and even but her hand on his chest started moving now. She was making tiny circles with her fingertips. It looked like she was doing it in her sleep.
"She ever talk about me?" I asked. I don’t know why I asked it.
"Some, actually.” Dillon's hand moved from her hair to the back of her neck. His fingers rested there, warm and possessive. "She says you're good to her."
"I try to be."
"That's all anyone can do." His hand slid up into her hair again and gathered it. This time he wrapped it around his fist and pulled, tilting her head back once more. He held her there and looked down at her face. His other hand moved under the blanket and McKenna's breathing changed. It got shallower. It got faster. But her eyes remained closed.
"She seems happy with you," Dillon said. He was still looking down at her, still holding her hair wrapped around his fist. "That's good." His other hand wrapped around her throat, slid down over her collar bone, and down further, too, under the blanket.
"Thanks," I said, my mouth dry, my eyes beading.
He let go of her hair and it fell across her face. He brushed it back gently and tucked it behind her ear. His hand cupped her cheek and his thumb stroked across her lips. They parted at his touch. Her breathing had gone back to that deep rhythm but I could see her throat working as she swallowed.
She never opened her eyes. She never acknowledged any of what was going on. But her hand on his chest kept making small circles and every so often her breathing would catch for just a moment before settling back into that false rhythm of sleep.
McKenna then stirred. Her eyes stayed closed but she moved her position, sliding upward along his body. The blanket moved with her and she settled higher on his lap. Her head came to rest somewhere near his belt. The blanket covered everything but I could see the shape of her there, curled up with her face pressed against him.
"She's so out of it.” Dillon's hand came down and rested on her head through the blanket. "She gets comfortable and that's it."
"You think we'll get rain tomorrow?" I asked.
“Looks like it.” Dillon looked out the window at the darkness. "You can smell it coming."
"What do you do in the winter up here?" I asked, unable to tear my eyes off how McKenna was curled up on him.
“Go out sometimes. Snowshoe. Ice fish like I said."
"Alone?"
"Mostly." He paused. "Sometimes with friends."
McKenna's head moved against him. Her hand disappeared under the blanket. I couldn't see what it was doing. Dillon's expression didn't change. He just kept stroking her head in slow, lazy movements.
"Cold in the winter," I said.
"Gets down to minus thirty some nights." His voice was quiet, almost dreamlike. "The lake freezes solid. You can walk all the way across."
More silence. The coals were barely glowing now. The room was almost completely dark except for that faint orange light.
"McKenna ever come up in winter?" I asked.
"Used to. Haven't been up here together in winter for years though.”
Under the blanket, McKenna's body started moving in small ways. Her shoulders heaved. Her head adjusted position. Dillon's hand tightened on her neck.
"You two were close," I said.
"We were." His voice was barely audible now. "We are."
The silence came back and lasted even longer this time. I counted my own breaths. Dillon's hand moved on her neck, his fingers tracing patterns I couldn't see. McKenna's breathing changed, shallower now but still rhythmic.
"You getting tired?" Dillon asked.
"A bit," I said.
"Long day." His hand slid down from her neck to her shoulder. "Long drive ahead.”
"Yeah."
Under the blanket, McKenna moved and Dillon's breath caught for just a second. Then he was calm again, his hand gripping her shoulder. The blanket was moving now in a way that nothing to do with breathing. There were small movements near where her head was, though the near total darkness made it hard to see.
"The stars are good up here," Dillon said. His voice was tighter now. "When there's no clouds."
"Yeah?" I said.
"Can see everything. Milky Way. Satellites." He paused and his hand gripped her shoulder harder. "Shooting stars most nights,” he finally said as though in some discomfort.
McKenna's hand emerged from under the blanket. It came to rest on his thigh, her fingers spread, then it disappeared again under the blanket. Dillon's head tilted back against the couch. His eyes went closed now.
"You tired?” I asked.
"Fine." He swallowed hard. “Yeah, tired I guess.”
The blanket kept moving. McKenna's shoulders were heaving in small rhythmic ways. Her breathing had gotten steadier through her nose. Dillon's hand moved from her shoulder back to her head and he began pressing down gently on her.
"Should all get some sleep soon," I said.
"Probably should.” His voice was strained now. "Long day tomorrow."
"What's the plan for tomorrow?" I asked.
“Who knows.” He was breathing harder now, answering quickly. "Could go out on the lake. Could just stay here."
His hand was now gripping her head through the blanket, holding her. His other hand come up and was gripping the arm of the couch. His knuckles were strained.
"Weather permitting, I guess,” I said.
"Yeah." The word came out rough. "Weather permitting as always.”
McKenna's whole body was moving now under the blanket. Her head was moving too and Dillon's breathing had gone ragged. His hand remained on her head, holding her.
"You sure you're okay?" I asked.
“I’m fine." He opened his eyes and looked at me. His face was flushed even in the dim light. "Just a cramp. In my leg I think.”
"You want to move?" I asked.
"No." The word came out sharp. "No, I'm good. Don't want to wake her."
I was sure I heard McKenna snicker.
His breathing was coming in short bursts now. His hand tightened on her head and his whole body went rigid. He held himself like that for several seconds and then relaxed all at once. His hand settled on her head and he began stroking her hair again.
McKenna’s breathing evened out. After a moment she changed position, settling back down against him. Her face was still in his lap under the blanket. Dillon's hand was stroking her head in long, slow movements.
"Cramp's better?" I asked.
"Much better." His voice was normal again, calm. "Thanks for the concern.”
The silence came back. The coals gone almost completely dark. I could barely see them anymore. They were just shapes in the darkness and the sound of breathing and the lake outside still moving against the shore.
McKenna made a sound, rolled over,  and opened her eyes. She blinked in the darkness and sat up, the blanket falling away from her.
"I need to use the bathroom," she said. Her voice was thick muffled.
"Down the hall," Dillon said. "You know where."
She stood up and I saw it then. Her jeans were unbuttoned and her fly was pulled down halfway. She didn't seem to notice or didn't care. She walked past my chair and I could smell her, something warm and close. She held her hand over her mouth and rushed. The bathroom door closed and I heard water running.
"She always gets up in the middle of the night," Dillon said. He was stretched out on the couch now, taking up the space where she'd been. "Every night. Like clockwork."
"Right," I said. “I know.”
He snapped his fingers at me. “Course you do,” and he winked.
We sat in silence listening to the water running and McKenna sounding like she was slurping it and spitting it. I heard cabinets opening and closing and the sound of her moving around. Dillon closed his eyes again and his hands rested on his stomach, a small grin on his face.
The bathroom door opened and McKenna came back out. She had hanged and was now wearing a long t-shirt that came down to mid-thigh. Her legs were bare underneath and she wore no pants or jeans under the shirt or nothing else that I could see. Her hair was loose around her shoulders and she looked softer somehow, more vulnerable in the darkness.
She walked past me without looking and went straight back to the couch with a private grin on her face for Dillon only. Dillon opened his eyes and watched her come to him and he lifted the blanket so she could climb back under it. She settled back into the same position she'd been in before with her head going back down on his lap. The blanket covered her completely and I could see the shape of her under there, the curve of her hip and the line of her bare legs tucked up beneath the fabric.
"Better?" Dillon asked her.
"Mmm," she said. It wasn't a word.
His hand came down and rested on her head and she moved, adjusting herself before going still on him. His hand started moving through her hair again in long, slow strokes and she made a small sound and pressed closer against him.
"Connor, you sure you don't want that bed?" Dillon asked. "You've been in that chair for hours."
"I'm good,” I said.
“Sure.” His other hand disappeared under the blanket and I could see it moving beneath the fabric. “I’ll probably just crash out here anyway like Kenners.”
"On the couch?" I asked.
“Old times,” he said. His voice was lazy. “Unless you don’t…” he started, but I shrugged.
McKenna’s hand emerged from under the blanket and reached for something before going back under. Dillon's breathing changed and had gotten deeper and his hand tightened in her hair for just a moment before relaxing again.
"You two sleep out here a lot?" I asked. “Back then?”
"When we were kids we used to build forts and camp out on this,” he said. His hand kept moving in her hair in that steady rhythm. "Her parents thought it was cute."
"They knew?" I asked.
"Knew what? That we were friends?" His voice was mild and easy. "Yeah, they knew."
Under the blanket, McKenna was moving again and making small adjustments. Her shoulders and head were turning and Dillon's hand followed the movement, stroking and soothing.
"It's late," I said.
"It is," Dillon agreed. His eyes were closed again and his face was peaceful in the darkness. "Must be past two by now."
The darkness was complete now and the fire gone out entirely. I could barely see them on the couch and could just make out shapes and shadows and the movement of the blanket as it rose and fell. McKenna's breathing got quiet again and Dillon's hand stroked her head in that same rhythm.
"You really should go to sleep, Connor," he said softly. "Long drive back tomorrow."
"Yeah," I said.
“Get that bed.”
I smiled and closed my eyes.
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