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I heard the sound of a zipper, but in the dark I could see nothing. It must have been the tent flap opening. I said, “Lisa? Is that you?”

“I’m cold, Patrick,” she said. “Can I stay in your tent?”

“Of course. Did you bring your sleeping bag?”

“I thought we’d be warmer if we shared yours.”

“Yeah but they’ll zip together into one big sleeping bag. We’ll open yours up and spread it out, then put mine on top and zip them together.”

“Okay.”

A minute later she was back. I heard the rustle of nylon as she pulled her bag through the flap. I didn’t turn the flashlight on, so it was pitch black as we clumsily spread her bag across the floor and tried to position mine on top. We bumped into each other several times, enough for me to learn that she wasn’t wearing any pants, just her panties and a t-shirt. No wonder she was cold. I knew because my hand accidentally grazed her ass. She might have accidentally rubbed her small teenage tits across my face. Our hands might have caressed each other as we fumbled for the zipper to connect the two bags. I might have put my hand flat on the floor in a place where my arm was pressing against her inner thigh, and she might have slid down to sit on my hand, innocently of course. It was impossible to avoid touching in such tight confines.

Finally we were inside the bag together. My face was close to hers and she was facing me, I felt her breath on my face. But I didn’t kiss her because that would be wrong, because she was only nineteen. I said, “Now I’ll warm you up.”

With my forehead against her forehead, breathing into each other’s mouths, I rubbed her shoulder. I rubbed her arm up and down. I slid my hands down and held her hand, caressing her fingers until I knew they were warm. Then I rubbed the side of her body from her hip to her armpit. I accidentally touched the side of her breast. I held her hip to keep her away from my erection, because that would be wrong. I wore pajama pants and my erection wanted to touch something soft and warm. I wasn’t attracted to this teenage girl, no, sometimes I just got erections at night. Completely innocent. So I rubbed the side of her body. Of course sometimes the tip of my erection bumped against her belly or her thigh, that was inevitable. But I didn’t push it against her. I just rubbed the side of her body to keep her warm. And the way she wiggled and moved to keep herself warm, sometimes her lips rubbed against mine accidentally. Just for a second.

I needed to warm her entire body. So I touched her face, brushed my thumb across her lips. She sucked
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