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The Volvo’s engine hummed low and steady as Sarah kept her hands at ten and two on the worn leather steering wheel, knuckles pale from the constant pressure. She was forty-six, still sharp-eyed and quick to react, but every year in this job had taught her how to read the road like an old friend—knowing where the curves hid, where the gravel shifted under the tires, where a driver might push too hard on a lonely stretch like this one, far out in the woods, miles from any town, with no one around to help. The Volvo XC70 was her baby, that sturdy wagon she’d bought new five years ago when the kids were little and she still thought she might be driving them to school for years.

It had never let her down, no matter how many potholes or sudden rain showers it had seen. The black sedan appeared out of nowhere from a narrow trail that cut through the pines like it was trying to hide itself, sliding across the asphalt as if it had been waiting for her, as if the forest itself had conspired to test her, to see if she was still as steady as she used to be. She swerved hard, the tires hissing against the gravel like angry cats, and the world tilted hard to the left. Metal screamed in protest. Branches whipped the windshield like broken fingers clawing at the glass, leaves and twigs bouncing off the hood. The engine revved once, twice, then died in a sickening thud as the Volvo landed on its side in the valley below.

She was trapped. The air inside the cabin smelled of pine resin, damp earth, and the faint metallic tang of blood—hers, she guessed, or maybe the kid’s. Her heart hammered against her ribs like it wanted out, but when she turned to the young man beside her, her voice came out calm, the same steady tone she’d used for six years after her husband died in that car accident on the highway. “You’re bleeding,” she said, nodding at the cut above his eyebrow. “Let me see.”
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He snapped back, twenty-one years old and furious, his dark eyes flashing even in the dim light leaking through the cracked windshield. “I’m fine. Just get us out of here before this thing slides down the rest of the way. We’ve gotta move.”

They argued in low, tight voices while she tried to free the door. It wouldn’t budge. She pushed with her shoulder, metal groaning but holding firm against her. Outside, rain had started—cold, relentless, drumming on the twisted roof like impatient fingers on a table. The Volvo had settled halfway down the embankment, the stream roaring below like it was waiting to finish what the crash started. One wrong move and they’d both be gone. She could feel the car rocking gently with every gust of wind, the ground beneath it soft and unstable, the whole thing tilting like it might tip over any second. The stream was only twenty feet or so below, rushing fast and loud, its water dark and muddy from all the rain.

“I’m not climbing out that window with you,” she told him, voice low and fierce. Her hand found his wrist, steadying. The touch lingered a second longer than it should have. His pulse raced under her fingers, young and alive and terrified. “We’re going to sit here and think. Together.”

He didn’t answer, but he didn’t pull away either. They sat there for what felt like hours but was probably only minutes, the rain turning to mist, the cabin growing colder by the minute. Lightning flashed every few seconds, illuminating the sheer drop and the jagged rocks at the bottom of the valley. She took turns talking with him, clipped at first, angry about how his car had come out of nowhere and nearly killed them both. Then quieter, almost companionable. She told him about the night she’d driven herself to the hospital after her husband’s funeral, refusing to wait for anyone else, the way the windshield had fogged up with her own breath and her heart had felt too big for her chest, like it might explode right there in the driver’s seat. She described the fogged glass and the way she’d had to wipe it with a shaking hand, the cold shock of the fresh air when she opened the door. He told her about the fear that still made him push too hard on every road, as if the world owed him speed because he was young and untouchable, like life owed him a chance to prove he wasn’t fragile, like he had to race ahead to feel alive. They shared small things, nothing deep at first, just the way the conversation filled the quiet.

Their shoulders brushed. His thigh pressed against hers. The contact felt deliberate now, not accidental. She could smell the faint scent of soap on his skin mixed with rain and something unmistakably male that made her thighs press together under the blanket when he offered her the only one in his trunk. They shifted closer without discussion, her softer curves pressing against his lean, hard ones. The heat of his skin seeped through his thin T-shirt and warmed the space between them.

She could feel the steady rise and fall of his chest against hers, the faint scent of soap and rain and something unmistakably male that made her thighs press together under the blanket. The tension that had crackled between them in the woods shifted into something warmer, almost reluctant. At some point the arguments softened, the words turning less sharp and more thoughtful, until she felt the old flutter in her chest—the one that used to make her heart race when her late husband would whisper such things in the dark. But this was different. Wilder. Younger. She squeezed his thigh harder, feeling the way his cock stirred again just from her touch.
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