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I sat in the dark and watched the blanket rise and fall, and move in other ways, too. I watched Dillon's hand moving through McKenna's hair and watched the shape of her bare legs sliding under the fabric. I listened to the sounds they made, the breathing and the small noises that could have been anything or nothing at all, while the cottage settled around us and the lake moved against the shore outside in the endless darkness.
“I remember you teaching me to drive,” McKenna said. Her voice was muffled under the blanket but clear enough.
I didn't realize my girlfriend was still awake. Dillon's hand paused in her hair for just a moment and then continued its slow movement.
"I remember you almost putting us in a ditch," Dillon said. His voice was warm with the memory. "Three times in one afternoon."
"I wasn't that bad," she said.
"You were terrible," he said. "You couldn't tell the difference between the brake and the gas."
"I was nervous," she said. Her hand come out from under the blanket and was resting on his knee now. "You kept yelling at me."
"I wasn't yelling," he said. "I was providing enthusiastic feedback."
She laughed softly and the sound was strange in the quiet room. She rolled her face away from his lap enough to find me facing her, and said, “He was yelling.”
Dillon's hand moved from her hair to the back of her neck. His fingers rested there and I could see his thumb moving in small circles.
"Your dad's truck," she said. "That old blue Ford." She rolled back into his lap and pushed his shirt up to press her face in. She made a raspberry on his skin and laughed with delight, but Dillon largely ignored her.
"The one I totaled two years later," Dillon said. "Wrapped it around a telephone pole on Highway Seven."
"You were so stupid," she said. Her voice went quieter. "I thought you were dead."
"I'm hard to kill," he said. "Like a cockroach."
"Don't say that," she said. She might have kissed his stomach, I couldn’t tell.
"Why not?" he asked.
"Because I don't like thinking about you dying," she said. "Even as a joke." Now her head moved over his lower body, maybe drawing trails with her tongue, it could have been. Or was I hallucinating from lack of sleep and the light being all but absent.
His hand tightened in her hair and pulled gently until her head came back from his body. I couldn't see her face but I could imagine it, the way she would be looking up at him in the darkness.
"I'm not going anywhere," he said.
"Promise?" she asked.
"Promise," he said.
His hand released her hair and she settled back down against him. The silence came back and stretched out between us all. I could hear an animal moving outside, something large pushing through the underbrush near the cottage.
"What was that?" I asked.
“Maybe a bear," Dillon said. His hand was moving under the blanket now and McKenna's breathing changed again. "They come around sometimes looking for garbage."
"Should we worry about that?” I asked.
"No," he said. "They don't bother anyone unless you bother them.” He pushed his hand down the back of her top. “Everything has its own rhythm up here," he said. His voice was calm again, almost dreamy. "The animals, the weather, the lake. You just have to learn to move with it."
"Makes sense," I said.
"McKenna always understood that," he said. "Even when we were kids. She knew how to just be still and let things happen."
Under the blanket, her hand moved from his knee and disappeared somewhere I couldn't see. Dillon's hand followed it down and the blanket slid with their movement.
"You must be ready for bed, man,” he asked me.
“Pretty soon,” I said.
"Long night," he said. "But sometimes the best nights are the long ones, right?”
I didn't answer. I just sat in the darkness and watched them and listened to the sounds of the cottage settling and the lake moving and their breathing mingling together in the warm space under the blanket. The animal outside come back and was moving around the porch now. I could hear its footsteps but none of us moved to look. We stayed where we were, suspended in the darkness.
"My turn," Dillon suddenly said. He pushed her body and slid away from her and she made a protesting sound, her hands gripping his thighs.
"No," she said. "Stay!”
"I'll be two minutes," he said. His hand came down and gently pried her fingers loose. "I promise."
She lifted her head reluctantly and he slid out from under her. She stayed on the couch, propped up on one elbow, watching him walk away. There was something in her expression that I couldn't quite read in the darkness, something between amusement and frustration. She was almost smirking.
The bathroom door closed and we heard him pee. McKenna remained lying on her side with the blanket pooled around her waist. Her shirt had ridden up and I could see more of her thighs now. She didn't pull it down.
"You should go to bed," she said to me. Her voice was quiet.
"So should you," I said.
"I might sleep here,” she said. “Maybe I’m already in bed.”
"Are you?" I asked.
She turned her head to look at me and even in the darkness I could see her smile. It wasn't a nice smile. It was something else.
“It’s really comfortable," she said.
The bathroom door opened and Dillon came back out. He had changed and was now wearing loose pajama bottoms that hung low on his hips and  a loose sleeveless t-shirt that showed his arms and the light caught on his skin as he crossed back to the couch. McKenna sat up and made room for him, pulling her legs in.
He settled back into his spot and she immediately moved closer. She pulled the blanket up over both of them, drawing it all the way up until it covered her completely and came up to his chest. Under it, I could see her body move as she positioned herself against him.
"Better?" she asked.
"Much," he said.
Her voice was muffled now from under the blanket.
His hand came up and rested on the shape of her head through the fabric. She moved under there and I saw the blanket slip and change shape as she arranged herself on him. His other arm went around whatever part of her he could reach.
"There's another blanket in the closet if you need it," he said. His hand was moving now on the blanket, pressing down gently. "Gets cold out here at night."
"I'm good," I said.
Under the blanket, McKenna was doing something again. The fabric moved in ways that made Dillon's breathing change. His hand gripped the blanket tighter to make sure to hold it up and his head tilted back against the couch cushions.
"What time you think it is now?" he asked. His voice went tight again.
"Late," I said. "Three maybe."
“We should all be sleeping," he said. Under the blanket, the movement continued. “Time for bed, you think?.”
I didn’t answer. His hand went under the blanket now with the rest of her. I could see both his arms moving beneath the fabric and could see the shapes moving and changing as they moved together under there.
The conversation died. Dillon leaned further back into the couch cushions and let his head fall back against the top of the couch. His eyes closed and his breathing changed, went deeper and more irregular. His arms were both under the blanket now and I could see them moving, could see his shoulders tense and relax as his hands did something I couldn't see.
Under the blanket, McKenna was completely hidden. The fabric covered her entirely and all I could see was movement, rhythmic patterns that started slow and picked up speed. Dillon's whole body went tense.
His jaw clenched and his hands gripped. His hips moved on the couch and the movement made the blanket slide down. I could see his stomach now, could see the muscles there contracting. McKenna's hands emerged for just a moment and gripped his hips through his pajama bottoms before disappearing back under. She was unaware the blanket had fallen, as was he.
I should have looked away. I should have said something or gotten up or gone to the bedroom like they kept suggesting. But I sat there and watched the blanket move and watched Dillon's face contort in the dim light from the dying coals. His mouth hung open now and he was breathing hard through it.
Under the blanket, the movement grew more intense. McKenna's whole body was moving on him and Dillon's hands were in her hair, I could tell by the way his arms were positioned. He was holding her head and his hips were moving now too, small thrusts that he was trying to control but failing at.
I stared with dry, beading eyes.
His breathing went ragged and his head pressed harder back against the couch. One of his hands came out from under the blanket and he gripped the arm of the couch so hard his knuckles strained.
The blanket kept moving and Dillon made a sound low in his throat. His whole body went rigid now and his hand on the couch arm began shaking. Under the blanket, McKenna was relentless. Whatever she was doing, she wasn't stopping. She wasn't slowing down.
His breathing stopped entirely for a moment and he held his breath and his body went completely still except for the trembling. Then he exhaled in a rush and his hand released the couch arm. His body relaxed all at once and he slumped back into the cushions.
Under the blanket, the movement stopped. McKenna stayed where she was for a long moment and then I saw her move. The blanket moved and she was crawling back up his body. Her head emerged from under the blanket and she settled against his chest. Her face was flushed.
“I think you should go to bed now,” she said to me.
Dillon's hand came up and touched her face. His fingers traced along her jaw and then moved to her lips. She opened her mouth and his thumb brushed across her bottom lip. She made a small sound and turned her face into his palm.
"You doing okay?" he asked her. His voice was rough.
"Mmm," she said.
He sank his thumb deep inside her mouth and she closed her lips around the base of it and shut her eyes.
“Time for bed,” Dillon said.
I made a move in my chair and the leather creaked. Neither of them looked at me, though. They were lost in whatever space they occupied together under that blanket in the darkness.
"Connor," Dillon said. His eyes were still closed. "You gotta get some sleep sometime. You staying up all night?”
"Yeah I should hit the sack,” I said.
"Seriously," he said. "The bed's made up. Clean sheets. It's comfortable. You should go.”
“Probably right,” I said.
McKenna sucked on his thumb and then on his finger even deeper. She whispered in his ear and he pushed her way, it was too distracting, but she fought him and bit his ear and laughed lightly.
“We’re all going to sleep now, you should too,” she said, turning to me. “We’re going to hang out here. You can use the bedroom,” she said.
“I know.”
She reached under the blanket in his lap and his eyes clamped shut.
He opened them and looked right at me. There was something in his expression that might have been pity.
“Seriously,” he said.
He closed his eyes again and pulled McKenna closer. She made a contented sound. I could see her fingers moving against his skin, tracing his stomach.
Dillon's hand was moving over her back in long strokes, up and down her spine and then lower to the small of her back, and lower.
Her hips thrusted and the blanket slipped lower.
His hand moved lower and disappeared under the waistband of her panties. I could see his wrist and forearm moving beneath the fabric. McKenna's whole body tensed and her hand on his stomach curled into a fist. She pressed closer against him and made another sound, louder this time.
The blanket fell to her thighs now. I could see the full length of her legs and the way they were wrapped around his. I could see his hand moving under her top and her body responding to his touch. She pressed her face into his neck and her breathing got faster.
Dillon's other hand come up to her hair again. He gathered it in his fist and pulled her head back. In the darkness I could just make out her face turned up toward his. His head came down and then they began kissing, slow and deep, his hand in her hair holding her while his other hand kept moving under her shirt higher.
The blanket slipped further and pooled around her knees. She didn't notice or didn't care and neither did he. Both her hands had gone up under his shirt and were moving on his chest and over his stomach. His hand moved from her back to her hip and began gripping her there. His fingers were spread wide on her bare skin and he pulled her closer.
They kept kissing. His hand moved lower on her hip. It slid down her thigh and then back up again. Each time it went a little higher and each time she made a small sound against his mouth. The blanket was barely covering her at all now and I could see his hand on her skin and her body moving against him.
Then his hand slipped between her legs and she broke the kiss. Her head fell back and her mouth fell open and she gasped. His hand in her hair tightened and he held her tight while his other hand moved on her. She was breathing hard now and her whole body was trembling with tension.
The blanket fell away completely and landed on the floor. Neither of them moved to pick it up. Dillon's hand kept moving between her legs in slow circles and McKenna's hips were moving with his touch, rocking against his hand in small movements that were becoming more urgent. Her hands on his chest curled into fists.
His mouth found her neck and he began kissing her there while his hand kept its rhythm between her legs. She made sounds now that she wasn't trying to hide anymore, small gasps and whimpers that filled the quiet space. His hand moved in different patterns and her body responded to each change. She would tense and gasp and press harder against him with her rotating hips.
She was shaking now and her breathing went ragged. His hand in her hair pulled harder and his mouth moved from her neck to her jaw. She turned her face toward his and they began kissing again, more desperate now,hungry. Her hips were moving faster against his hand and her whole body was taut with need.
Her hands moved from his chest down his stomach and lower. She found him through his pajama bottoms and gripped him and now it was his turn to gasp. His hand between her legs faltered for a moment and she took advantage. She stroked him through the fabric and his whole body went rigid.
His hand started moving again with more purpose. His fingers moved in steady circles and she responded immediately. Her body arched and her hand on him tightened and they were both breathing hard now, both moving together in the darkness with the music pulsing so quietly around them.
Me, I was mesmerized, I was frozen. I was invisible to them, and felt like it too, to myself.
Her other hand found its way into his hair and she was pulling it hard. He groaned against her mouth and his hand between her legs moved faster. She was making continuous sounds now, high and little desperate noises that got louder with each movement of his hand.
She pulled his face down to hers and kissed him hard. Her hand moved faster on him and his hips were jerking up into her touch now. They were both shaking and breathing in harsh gasps. The music droned on and the darkness enveloped them and every movement seemed to build on the last.
His free hand moved under her shirt and was now gripping her bare breast. She arched into his touch and her hand on him squeezed harder. He made a sound deep in his throat and his hand between her legs pressed harder and moved in tighter circles.
They were completely exposed now in the darkness. Her shirt was pushed up almost to her neck and his pushed up to his chest. Their bodies became slick with sweat and trembling with effort. McKenna's legs spread wide and Dillon's hand covered her. She was grinding against his palm and gasping into his mouth.
Her hand worked its way into his pajama bottoms now and she was touching him skin to skin. He broke the kiss and his head fell back against the couch. His mouth fell open and he was breathing hard. His hips were moving in rhythm with her hand.
McKenna's head fell on his shoulder where she could watch her own hand move on him. Her other hand was gripping his wrist, the one between her legs, and she was moving his hand how she wanted it. Faster and then slower and then faster again. Her breathing was coming in short gasps and her whole body was wound tight.
They stayed like that in the darkness, building and building. The heat between them was almost visible and the sounds they were making filled the room. The music pulsed and I sat frozen in my chair, unable to look away from the two of them burning together on the couch.
I blinked and wasn't sure if my eyes had been closed for a second or a minute. The darkness was so complete now that I could barely see anything, just shapes moving in the  shadows and the faint glow from the window where moonlight was trying to push through the clouds. The music become part of the air itself and I couldn't tell anymore where it was coming from or if it was even real. The whimpers of my girlfriend sounded like distant bird song.
My head felt heavy and my thoughts came slow and thick. I wondered if I was dreaming, if I fallen asleep in the chair and all of this was just some strange nightmare my mind conjured. But then McKenna made a single loud cry and it was too real and too close to be anything but actual.
They were still moving on the couch. I could see their bodies pressed together in the darkness. Dillon's hands were somewhere on her and her hands were somewhere on him and they were breathing in sync with each other, their bodies pressed so close together that they looked like one shape undulating in the shadows.
She climbed higher on him. Her legs were repositioning around him and her whole body was moving up onto his torso. His hands went to her waist and gripped her there. She was moving against him in slow motion and he was responding with his own movements.
I tried to keep my eyes open but they kept wanting to close. The room felt like it was tilting and I gripped the arms of the chair to steady myself. When I opened my eyes again her shirt had ridden up so high that I could see most of her back. Or maybe she taken it off. I couldn't tell in the darkness. I caught a glimpse of the profile of her breast.
Dillon's hands were moving on her skin, up her sides and back down. She leaned into his touch and her head fell back. Her hair moved with her body and she swayed in the dim light. His mouth was somewhere near her neck and then her shoulder and then her chest and she began making sounds that got louder and then quieter and then louder again.
My eyes closed on their own again and I forced them open. I couldn't tell how much time passed. It felt like hours but it might have been seconds. The sound cut out like a disconnected speaker and came on again, in and out like that. McKenna was pressed against him and moving in ways that made the couch creak under them. His hands were gripping her and he was guiding her somehow, helping her move on him.
I caught a flash of moonlight on her knee and realized she was straddling him.  She reached down between them and her hand disappeared into the darkness between their bodies. He made a sound and his head pressed back against the couch. Her hand was doing something down there that I couldn't see and his breathing came harsher. I could see in the shadows against the window her body rise over his, her shoulders twist, I heard him grunt and her gaps, and her shoulders pushed up and her head dropped down. Her body sank below the line of the top of the couch.
I blinked hard and tried to focus. The music was so loud in my head now that I couldn't think. Or maybe it was quiet and I was just imagining it was loud. I couldn't tell anymore. McKenna was on him. His hands gripped her hips and his fingers were digging into her skin.
She moved in a way that made them both gasp at the same time. Her mouth opened and her whole body went tense. He pulled her closer and she made a sound and her hands found his shoulders, held onto him.
Her body rose and fell. His hands gripped, moving with her. The rhythm was hypnotic and matched perfectly the pulse of the music. Her head dipped and I could hear sloppy kissing. Or something that was wet and plunging.
I closed my eyes again and this time I let them stay closed for longer. Sound clicked out. Time passed. When I opened them again she was moving differently. Her body was rocking and her breathing was faster. Dillon's hands moved to her back and were sliding up and down her spine. She was leaning forward now with her hands braced on his shoulders. He was pulling her hair and she was crying.
The sounds they were making were louder. There was no attempt to stay quiet anymore. McKenna was gasping with each movement and Dillon was breathing hard. Their bodies were making sounds too but I couldn't tell what kind of sounds or where they were coming from. Everything was muffled and unclear in the darkness.
I couldn't keep track of time anymore. It might have been minutes or it might have been hours. The darkness was so complete and the music was so constant that everything felt suspended. They were both covered in what looked like sweat. Her hair was sticking to her skin and his chest was gleaming in the faint light.
She leaned down and their faces came together. They were kissing again. The couch was creaking under them and I wondered distantly if it would break.
The room felt like it was spinning and I gripped the chair harder. I wasn't sure what was real anymore. The darkness and the music and the two bodies moving together on the couch all felt like a dream, like something my exhausted brain conjured up. But it kept going and I kept watching because I couldn't seem to make myself look away or get up or do anything but sit there in the darkness and witness whatever was happening between them.
Dillon stirred and his movements changed. He was sliding underneath McKenna and gently moving her off him. She made a small sound of protest but he kept moving and she slid to the side. He sat up and I heard him take a deep breath.
"Connor," he said softly. His voice was rough. "We're just gonna..."
He didn't finish the sentence. He got up from the couch and reached down for McKenna's hand. She took it without hesitation and let him pull her to her feet. They were both completely naked. She didn't look at me, didn't even glance in my direction. She just kept her eyes on Dillon and followed where he led her.
I felt like you do in those dreams when the ceiling is caving in but you can’t make your legs work.
They walked across the room together and their footsteps padded quiet on the old wood floor. Dillon's hand was wrapped around her waist and her hand came up to rest on his back. They moved down the hallway and I heard a door open. Then they were inside and the door closed behind them with a soft click.
The silence that followed was different than the silence before. It was complete and empty. She had taken the bluetooth speaker with her as she passed. I sat in the chair and stared at the closed bedroom door down the dark hallway and listened to silence finally.  The coals in the fireplace were completely dead now and the room was cold.
Then I could hear them through the door, not clearly but enough. There was the sound of movement and the creak of bedsprings and then McKenna's voice saying something I couldn't make out and Dillon's lower voice responding. There was more movement and then quiet for a long time.
I listened so hard my ears throbbed.
Then the sounds started again. They were different now without the pretense of the blanket or the darkness. Through the music in the bedroom, I heard McKenna gasp and then I heard a rhythmic creaking that was unmistakable. I heard Dillon's voice, low and steady, saying something over and over. I heard McKenna respond with sounds that got louder and more desperate.
I sat in the chair and my hands gripped the armrests and I stared at blackness. The sounds continued and grew louder. I couldn't tell if minutes were passing or hours. Everything become unmoored from time all over. I was sitting alone in the dark cottage listening to my girlfriend get railed in the bedroom.
The creaking of the bed got faster and McKenna's sounds got higher pitched and more frantic. I heard Dillon say her name and I heard her say his name back. I heard the desperation in both their voices and the need and the history compressed into whatever was happening in that room.
Then there was a different sound, a cry that was definitely McKenna and a groan that was definitely Dillon. The creaking stopped and there was just heavy breathing that gradually slowed and then quiet voices talking. There was her laugh that sounded like some kind of delight.
I stood up from the chair. My legs were stiff and my whole body ached. I walked to the window and looked out at the lake. The sky was starting to lighten in the east. Dawn was already coming. I sat in that chair all night and watched and listened while they took what they wanted from each other.
The bedroom door stayed closed and the sounds eventually stopped. I heard nothing but silence from that room and I watched the sky turn from black to purple to gray of early morning. The lake was calm and glassy and reflected the sky like a mirror.
I didn't know what to do. I didn't know if I should leave or stay or go to the bedroom and say something. So I stood there and waited for the sun to rise and tried to understand what happened and what it meant and what I was supposed to do now.
But then the sounds started again. They were louder this time without any attempt to be quiet. The bed was hitting the wall in a steady banging rhythm that I could hear it clearly through the cottage walls. McKenna was making sounds I never heard her make, high and desperate and completely uninhibited.
Dillon's voice was lower but I could hear him too, saying things I couldn't make out but the tone was clear. McKenna responded to whatever he said with sounds that got even louder. The rhythm of the bed against the wall got faster and I heard the unmistakable slap of skin on skin. The sound was wet and rhythmic and punctuated by McKenna's high, loud gasps.
I turned away from the window and walked down the hall to the other bedroom. The sounds followed me and got louder as I passed their door. I could hear everything through the wood, every gasp and every moan and every word. McKenna was saying his name over and over like a prayer. I pushed into the spare bedroom and closed the door behind me but it didn't help. The walls were too thin and they were too loud.
I lay down on the bed fully clothed and stared at the ceiling. The bed in the other room was still hitting the wall with a thump that shook the whole cottage. McKenna was crying out now with each impact not in words but sounds of pleasure that went on and on. Her voice was getting hoarse. I heard her scream his name and the rhythm faltered for just a moment and then picked up again even faster and harder.
It went on for what felt like forever. The relentless pounding and the sounds and McKenna's voice getting rougher from crying out. I heard her beg him not to stop. I heard her say please not to over and over. I heard Dillon grunt with effort and say something that made her moan even louder. When it finally did stop and  there was silence for a few minutes, I thought maybe they were done. I heard them breathing hard and heard the bed creak as they moved. Then McKenna made a sound and I heard kissing and then it started again.
McKenna began making softer sounds now, ;ittle gasps and whimpers. I heard Dillon's voice low and steady saying something to her. I heard her respond and then the rhythm picked up again. The bed started hitting the wall once more and McKenna got louder.
I closed my eyes and tried to sleep but sleep wouldn't come. My mind was racing and my body was tense and every sound from the other room made me flinch. I heard McKenna laugh breathlessly and then moan and then beg. I heard Dillon respond in that low voice and heard the sound of movement and then a loud gasp from McKenna. The bed started up again with a different rhythm, faster and more erratic.
I pulled the pillow over my head but I could still hear it. I could hear her crying out and the wet slapping sounds and the headboard banging against the wall. It went on and on and I wondered how they had the energy, how they could keep going like this. Then I heard McKenna make a sound that was almost a scream and the bed stopped moving. There was breathing and quiet voices and then, finally, silence.
I thought maybe that was it. Maybe they would sleep now. I took the pillow off my head and tried to relax. My whole body was wound tight and my jaw ached from clenching it. I lay there in the darkness and stared at nothing and waited.
Eventually I must have fallen asleep because I woke up to that silence. I no idea what time it was. I lay there and listened and heard nothing. Maybe they were asleep. I closed my eyes again and tried to sink back into sleep.
But then I heard movement. Just a small sound at first. The bed creaking. A soft gasp from McKenna. That’s what woke me up. Then I heard Dillon's voice whispering something. Then the rhythm started again, slow and steady, the bed creaking in time with their movements, McKenna making those sounds again. It went on and on and I buried my face all over in the pillow and wanted to scream.
I drifted in and out of consciousness. Every time I would start to fall asleep the sounds would wake me up. Sometimes it was the bed hitting the wall. Sometimes it was McKenna crying out. Sometimes it was just the creaking and the breathing and the wet sounds of their bodies moving together. It never seemed to end. Dream and waking blending into one state. Time was a distant rumor. Where I was could not be said. I didn't know if it been hours or days.
I heard them talking sometimes between rounds. I heard McKenna's laugh and Dillon's deeper voice responding. I heard the easy affection between them and comfort. Then I would hear kissing and movement and the sounds would start again. The bed would creak and McKenna would gasp and it would all begin once more.
I must have slept because I found myself on the floor, my body aching and my head feeling thick and foggy. I could hear movement in the kitchen. I couldn’t hide in the bedroom forever.
When I walked out into the main room I found McKenna standing by the stove. She was wearing Dillon's shirt that came down to mid-thigh on her. Her legs were bare and her hair was messy.
"Morning," she said without turning around. She was making coffee and the smell filled the cottage. I could tell she was embarrassed.
Dillon came out a few minutes later. He was wearing just pajama bottoms and his hair was wet like he just showered. He kissed McKenna on the top of her head and poured himself coffee. He sat down at the table and looked at me.
"Heading out?" he asked.
"Yeah," I said. "Got some things to take care of."
"Long drive," he said. "You want to grab lunch before you go?"
"No," I said. "I should just get on the road."
He nodded and drank his coffee. McKenna brought over plates and we ate in silence. The eggs tasted like nothing and I forced myself to swallow them. When I was done I got up and went to pack my things.
It didn't take long. I didn’t packed much. I threw everything in my bag and came back out to the main room. McKenna was on the couch and Dillon was sitting next to her. His arm was around her shoulders but she pushed off from him when I came out. I think they were kissing or talking very closely.
"All set?" Dillon asked.
"Yeah," I said.
McKenna came over to me. She looked like she was going to hug me but then stopped. She stood there in front of me in his shirt with her bare legs and her messy hair and all those marks on her skin.
"Drive safe," she said.
"You’re not coming back with me?" I asked, even though I already knew the answer.
"I think I'm going to stay a few more days," she said. "If that's okay."
"Yeah," I said. "That's fine."
She looked at me and something passed across her face. It might have been guilt or it might have been relief, I couldn't tell anymore. Dillon come up behind her and put his hand around her waist. She leaned back against him.
"Thanks for coming up," Dillon said. "It was good to meet you."
"Yeah," I said. "You too."
I walked to the door and picked up my bag. McKenna followed me out onto the porch. The morning sun was bright and the lake was sparkling and everything looked beautiful and perfect.
"Connor," she said.
"Don't," I said. "Just don't."
She nodded and wrapped her arms around herself. I walked to my car and threw my bag in the back. When I looked back at the cottage she was still standing on the porch watching me. Dillon come out and was standing behind her with his hands on her shoulders.
I got in the car and started the engine. I didn't look back as I drove down the long driveway. I kept my eyes on the road ahead and tried not to think about what I was leaving behind. I tried not to think about the sounds I heard all night, about McKenna in that sundress or in his shirt or her making those sounds that I never heard before.
The cottage disappeared behind the trees and I was alone on the road. I drove for an hour before I had to pull over because I couldn't see through the tears anymore. I sat on the side of the highway and cried, and then I got back in the car and kept driving away from the lake and the cottage and McKenna and everything that happened there.
Here’s the thing though. Two days later, I came home from work to find her on the couch in our place, her knees tucked up inside her oversized hoody, working on her laptop on something.
You think people talk about things, hammer them out, make their case, shout and fight. But I didn’t say anything, and neither did she. We picked up where we left off like nothing happened at all.
About a month later, she came into the living room where I was playing a game, and I put the headphones and controller down.
“Dillon was wondering if I wanted to come up for a weekend.”
“Dillon?”
“You don’t have to drive me, he’s going to come get me.”
I nodded slowly as the idea formed in my mind.
It was already planned. I watched her take an hour doing her make-up. She dressed in black lace underwear and a new blue sundress that looked amazing on her. When her phone buzzed, she hurried. “I’ll try to text,” she said.
“No cell up there,” I reminded her.
“Oh yeah,” she laughed, and when she leaned into kiss me, she missed my lips to keep from smudging hers.
“Probably back Sunday evening,” she said as she flew out the door. It was Friday afternoon.
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