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            CHAPTER ONE

          

          SO, FUNNY THING

        

      

    

    
      The first thing Cole says after we lose cell service is, “So, funny thing.”

      No sentence beginning with those three words has ever improved a marriage.

      I turn down the radio.

      “What did you do?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Did you forget the tent?”

      “The tent is in the back.”

      “The food?”

      “We have food.”

      “My bag?”

      “I watched you put it in.”

      “Then why are you making that face?”

      Cole keeps his attention on the narrow road winding between the trees.

      He is gripping the steering wheel at ten and two like a sixteen-year-old taking his driving test. My husband is thirty-seven and usually drives with one hand while criticizing everyone else’s inability to merge.

      Something is definitely wrong.

      “So,” he says again.

      “You already used your ‘so.’ Get to the funny part.”

      “It might not be funny.”

      “That is generally how your funny things work.”

      He glances at me.

      “The others aren’t coming.”

      I stare at him. “What others?”

      “The wives.”

      “All of them?”

      “Apparently.”

      I turn in my seat.

      This weekend was presented to me as a couples camping trip. Cole’s annual weekend with his college friends had slowly become less practical as marriages, children, and ordinary adult exhaustion took over everyone’s lives.

      This year, someone suggested bringing spouses.

      That is why I agreed to come.

      I like Cole’s friends, but spending an entire weekend as the only woman in a campground with five men was not the relaxing weekend I had imagined when I bought a new book and three kinds of mosquito repellent.

      “What happened?”

      “Nate’s daughter has a fever, so Rachel stayed home with her.”

      “That makes sense.”

      “Tyler’s wife got called into work.”

      “Okay.”

      “And Logan apparently never asked his girlfriend.”

      “Of course he didn’t.”

      “He claims he mentioned it.”

      “Was she in the room when he mentioned it?”

      “That remains unclear.”

      I fold my arms.

      “What about Graham?”

      Cole’s hands tighten slightly around the steering wheel.

      “Graham isn’t seeing anyone right now.”

      “I know that.”

      The road curves around the side of a wooded hill. Through the trees, I catch a silver flash of the lake below us.

      Cole clears his throat.

      “We can turn around.”

      “We’re forty minutes from the campground.”

      “I don’t care.”

      “You have been talking about this weekend for two months.”

      “I’d rather lose the campsite deposit than make you uncomfortable.”

      I look through the windshield.

      Cedar Run Campground is another twelve miles along a road that appears to have been repaired using spare gravel and optimism. Turning around would be sensible.

      It would also mean driving home with the knowledge that I refused to spend a weekend around Graham once I learned the other women wouldn’t be there.

      Cole would know why.

      So would I.

      “Did you know before we left?” I ask.

      “Nate texted while we were loading the car. Tyler called when we stopped for gas.”

      “You could have told me at the gas station.”

      “You were buying coffee.”

      “I can receive bad news while holding coffee. It might actually be the best time.”

      “I wasn’t hiding it.”

      “You waited until I couldn’t check my messages.”

      “There’s a difference between poor timing and conspiracy.”

      “That sounds like something a conspirator would say.”

      Cole exhales.

      “I’m serious, Jenna. We can go home.”

      I study his face.

      My husband is genuinely worried.

      Beneath that worry, he is also excited.

      I recognize the signs.

      The stiff shoulders. The way he keeps checking my reaction and then looking away. The slight flush above his collar.

      I know what he is thinking because we have spent the past eight months pretending not to talk about it.

      The fantasy has never involved five anonymous men at a campground.

      It has always involved one man.

      Graham.

      Cole’s former college roommate.

      His closest friend.

      The man waiting for us at Cedar Run.

      “We’re not going home,” I say.

      Cole looks at me.

      “You’re sure?”

      “I already used a public gas-station bathroom. I deserve a vacation.”

      Relief moves through his face.

      Something else moves through it too.

      I point at him.

      “Don’t make this strange.”

      “I won’t.”

      “That answer was too fast.”

      “It’s already a little strange.”

      “At least you’re honest.”

      I turn the radio back up.

      Cole reaches across the center console and places his hand on my knee.

      I leave it there.

      At thirty-five, I know myself well enough to admit when I’m curious.

      I am very curious.

      The fantasy began the previous Thanksgiving.

      Graham came to our house because he had nowhere else to go that year. He brought two bottles of wine, a pumpkin pie from an expensive bakery, and absolutely no ability to carve a turkey.

      After dinner, I stood at the sink rinsing plates while Cole and Graham talked behind me.

      I was wearing a fitted burgundy sweater and jeans. Nothing dramatic. I bent over to load the dishwasher and caught Graham looking at me in the reflection of the dark kitchen window.

      He looked away immediately.

      I didn’t.

      Cole noticed both of us.

      Later that night, after Graham left, my husband asked whether I had enjoyed the attention.

      I denied it for approximately thirty seconds.

      Then I admitted that I had.

      Cole asked if Graham had ever looked at me before.

      I told him yes.

      He asked whether I had ever thought about Graham while touching myself.

      That took longer to admit.

      My eventual answer changed something between us.

      After that, Graham occasionally appeared in our bedroom without being anywhere near our house.

      Cole would ask what I might let his friend do if he were there. I would whisper answers into the darkness that sounded impossible by morning.

      The fantasy became bolder over time.

      Graham watching me undress.

      Graham kissing me.

      Cole staying in the room.

      Cole watching while I forgot to be embarrassed.

      We never made an actual plan.

      At least, I didn’t.

      Now the other wives have canceled, my husband is driving me into the woods, and Graham is single.

      This might still be a coincidence.

      It is not an especially convincing one.

      Cedar Run Campground sits on the northern edge of a long mountain lake. Tall pines surround the sites, and the air smells like warm bark, water, and somebody else’s charcoal.

      Our group has reserved three neighboring campsites near the shore.

      Cole turns onto the gravel loop and slows.

      Three trucks and a dark SUV are already parked beneath the trees.

      “You said five men,” I tell him.

      “Counting me.”

      “Right.”

      “You can still change your mind.”

      “About camping?”

      “About anything.”

      I look at him.

      “We haven’t done anything.”

      “I know.”

      “Then stop behaving like we’re arriving at an international negotiation.”

      Cole smiles nervously.

      “That obvious?”

      “You look like you swallowed a battery.”

      He parks beside a pickup.

      Before the engine stops, the men begin appearing.

      Nate walks over first. He is carrying a bag of charcoal against his chest and wearing sunglasses despite the heavy shade.

      “Finally.”

      “We’re early,” Cole says.

      “You’re later than us.”

      “That isn’t the same thing.”

      Tyler waves from beside a picnic table. Logan is struggling with a tangled canopy near the water.

      Then Graham steps out from behind the largest tent.

      My stomach tightens.

      He looks almost exactly as he always does.

      Tall. Broad without looking like he lives in a gym. Dark hair cut short. A little gray near his temples that wasn’t there when I first met him.

      He is wearing khaki shorts and an old navy T-shirt.

      Nothing about him should have the effect it does.

      Then he looks at me.

      His expression changes.

      Only slightly.

      His attention pauses on my face before traveling down my body.

      I’m wearing black leggings and a loose white tank top. My hair is tied in a messy knot because the car’s air conditioning gave up halfway through the drive.

      I don’t look seductive.

      Graham still looks.

      Cole notices.

      His hand settles on my thigh before he opens his door.

      Possessive.

      Nervous.

      Excited.

      “Ready?” he asks.

      “For camping?”

      “For the weekend.”

      I hold his gaze.

      “Yes.”

      He gets out.

      Graham greets him with a quick hug and a slap on the shoulder.

      Then he comes around to my side of the car.

      “Jenna.”

      “Hi.”

      He opens my door.

      I swing my legs out and immediately place one foot in a patch of loose gravel. My ankle rolls.

      Graham catches my arm.

      His other hand closes around my waist.

      It happens quickly.

      One second I’m stepping from the car. The next, I’m being held against Cole’s best friend.

      “You all right?” Graham asks.

      “Yes.”

      My voice comes out quieter than intended.

      His hand remains at my waist.

      I become intensely aware of his fingers against the thin fabric of my tank top.

      Cole stands on the other side of the car.

      He is watching.

      That knowledge turns an ordinary touch into something else.

      Graham releases me.

      “Careful,” he says. “The gravel is loose.”

      “I was trying to make an entrance.”

      “It worked.”

      The remark is mild.

      His eyes aren’t.

      Nate drops the charcoal beside the fire ring.

      “We heard you’re our only responsible adult this weekend.”

      “Who said I’m responsible?” I ask.

      “Cole.”

      “My husband has seen me attempt online banking. He knows better.”

      Graham smiles.

      “I’m glad you came.”

      The way he says it feels personal.

      “I almost didn’t.”

      Cole looks at me.

      Graham’s smile fades slightly. “Why?”

      “The other women canceled.”

      Nate points toward the lake. “We considered replacing them, but the marina wouldn’t rent us anyone.”

      Tyler looks over from the table. “He means paddleboards.”

      “I know what I meant.”

      The conversation moves on.

      Graham’s attention doesn’t.

      While the men unload the car, I carry smaller bags toward our site.

      Cole has purchased a new tent.

      The packaging claims it can be erected in five minutes by two adults.

      Forty minutes later, four adults are standing around it while Logan reads the instructions upside down.

      “This pole is too long,” Cole says.

      “It’s a roof support,” Graham tells him.

      “The roof is already supported.”

      “The roof is lying on Jenna’s chair.”

      Everyone looks at my folding chair.

      A large section of tent fabric has swallowed it.

      “I was wondering where that went,” I say.

      Tyler pulls the chair free.

      Cole looks at the instructions. “Why are there seventeen poles?”

      “There are six,” Graham says.

      “It feels like seventeen.”

      Nate sits beside the cooler and opens a drink.

      “You’re all doing great.”

      “Your encouragement is invaluable,” I tell him.

      Graham and Cole eventually get the main structure upright.

      I help clip the fabric to the frame. Each time I reach above my head, my tank top rises slightly.

      I catch Graham looking twice.

      The first time, he glances away.

      The second time, he doesn’t.

      Neither does Cole.

      My husband’s expression becomes tighter every time his friend notices me.

      He isn’t angry enough to stop it.

      That makes me bolder.

      I stretch farther than necessary to attach the final clip.

      The hem of my top lifts above my waist.

      Graham’s eyes drop.

      Cole sees.

      A warm little thrill runs through me.

      I lower my arms and pretend I haven’t noticed either man.

      This is ridiculous.

      I have been desired before. I understand how men look at women.

      But this is different.

      My husband is watching another man want me.

      And I am watching my husband watch.

      By the time we finish setting up, the afternoon heat has become heavy.

      Tyler and Logan carry a cooler toward the shoreline. Nate announces that anyone entering the lake before helping with the canopy is dead to him.

      Nobody appears concerned.

      I open my bag to find my swimsuit.

      A red one-piece lies folded on top
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