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The wet snow didn’t just fall that evening; it hammered down relentlessly, turning the world into a blurred watercolour of greys and white.

Helen had spent the last two days at her grandparents' cozy farmhouse on the outskirts of Mont -Tremblant, a place where time seemed to slow, filled with the scent of fresh-baked apple pie and the gentle creak of rocking chairs on the porch. Her grandmother's frail hands had clasped hers tightly as they said goodbye, whispering reminders to take care of herself in that big, impersonal city life she had chosen. Now, as she navigated the winding mountain roads back home, the storm seemed to mirror the quiet ache in her chest—a longing for simpler days mingled with the weight of her current reality.

The wipers slashed back and forth across the windshield like frantic metronomes, barely keeping up with the deluge. The road ahead was a slick ribbon of black asphalt, flanked by dense forests that loomed like shadowy sentinels in the fading light. Visibility was a joke; headlights from oncoming cars pierced the gloom like distant stars, gone in an instant.

Helen gripped the steering wheel tighter, her knuckles paling under the strain, the old sedan's engine humming steadily beneath her. She was coming back from what was supposed to be a refreshing visit, but instead, it had stirred up old questions about her life choices.

Her husband, Arthur, waited at home—a man sculpted from the rigid clay of logic, business deals, and unyielding routines. Their marriage had once sparkled with promise, but now it felt like a gilded cage, beautiful from the outside but suffocating within. As the wet snow pelted the car, she let her mind wander through the familiar paths of dissatisfaction, the what-ifs that she rarely allowed herself to entertain during the daylight hours.

Through the relentless sheets of wet snow, Helen spotted a lone figure trudging along the shoulder, his outline blurred but unmistakable. He was dressed in a worn brown leather jacket that clung to his frame like a second skin, soaked through to reveal the plain grey tee-shirt underneath. Blue jeans, faded and mud-splattered, hung heavy on his legs, and his short brown hair was plastered to his forehead in scruffy, unkempt strands. He looked utterly pathetic, shoulders hunched against the snow, one thumb extended in a desperate hitchhiker's plea, his face a mask of exhaustion and quiet defeat. He looked like a castaway from a different life, someone who had stepped out of a dream and into the harsh reality of the storm. Helen slowed down, her heart pounding in a way it hadn't in years.

Common sense whispered that she should keep driving, but her heart—a dormant engine sputtering to life—demanded otherwise. She pulled the car to a halt, the tires hissing against the wet asphalt. She leaned over and unlocked the passenger door.

When he climbed in, dripping melting snow everywhere, the scent of ozone and wet snow filled the cabin, clean and startling. He didn't speak at first, just offered a weary nod of thanks, his blue eyes meeting hers with a flicker of surprise and gratitude. He tossed his back pack into the back seat.

"Where are you heading?" she asked, her voice cutting through the clatter of wet snow on the roof.

"Ottawa," he replied, his words carrying a subtle French accent that added an exotic lilt to the otherwise weary tone.

"I'm Helen."

"Peter."

Helen eased the car back onto the road, the tires humming softly against the wet pavement as the storm continued its assault outside. "I'm not going that far," she said, glancing at him sideways, "but I can take you to the next town."

"That's fine," Peter replied, his French accent softening the edges of his words, making them sound almost musical against the relentless clatter of the wet icy snow.

She reached for the dashboard and turned up the heater, the warm air blasting out in a rush that carried the faint scent of her perfume mingling with the earthy wetness from his clothes. "You look cold," she observed, her eyes lingering just a moment too long on his shivering form.

"A bit," he admitted, rubbing his hands together for warmth.

As she drove on, the silence between them thickened, broken only by the wipers' steady rhythm and the occasional rumble of thunder.

Peter shifted in his seat and slowly unzipped his leather jacket, opening it to reveal the grey tee-shirt beneath, now clinging damply to his broad chest, outlining every contour of his muscles in a way that made her pulse quicken.

Helen stole a glance at him, her gaze tracing the lines of his body before dropping lower. There, bulging noticeably against the left thigh of his jeans, was a good-sized lump that spoke of his arousal—or perhaps just the natural response to the chill and the closeness. She licked her lips unconsciously, a flush creeping up her neck, then forced her eyes back to the road, the tension in the car suddenly electric.
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The minutes stretched into what felt like hours as Helen drove on, the road curving gently through the downpour. The heater's warmth began to seep into the space between them, easing the chill but doing little to diffuse the charged atmosphere. Peter's presence was a tangible force now, his damp clothes steaming slightly in the confined warmth of the car. She kept her eyes fixed ahead, but her mind raced with forbidden thoughts, the kind she had long suppressed in her orderly life with Arthur.

The wind gusted around the car, snow blowing across the highway.

Ahead, through the veil of wet snow, the faint glow of lights emerged from the gloom—a small village huddled against the storm. Montpellier, the weathered sign read as they approached, its letters faded but welcoming in the twilight. The cluster of buildings promised shelter: a few shops, a gas station, and what looked like a modest motel on the outskirts.

Another gust of wind made the snow swirl around the car.

"I can't drive in this weather," Helen said suddenly, her voice tight with a mix of fatigue and something deeper, more urgent. She glanced at Peter, her decision forming in the heat of the moment. "I need to pull over."

He nodded, his expression unreadable in the dim light. "Okay. It's a terrible day for driving. I don't know how you can even see the road."

She slowed the car, scanning the roadside. "Look for a motel," she added, her words hanging in the air like an invitation she hadn't fully intended.

The neon sign of the roadside inn flickered into view, its "Vacancy" light a beacon in the relentless night.

“There,” Peter said.

Helen's heart pounded as she turned into the gravel lot, the tires crunching softly. This sudden plan of hers was madness, she knew, but in that instant, the storm outside paled against the one brewing within her.
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Helen pushed open the motel's creaky door, the bell above jingling faintly over the roar of the storm outside. The lobby was dim and musty, lit by a single fluorescent bulb that buzzed like an angry insect

Behind the scarred wooden counter sat the clerk, a middle-aged man with a bored expression and a cigarette dangling from his lips, even though the no-smoking sign was prominent on the wall.

She approached, wiping wet snow from her coat. "I'd like a room for the night."

The clerk looked up slowly, eyeing her with mild curiosity. “You got a reservation?”

“No.” Helen shook her head. “The roads are getting too bad to drive. That storm is terrible.”

“It is a bad one.” the clerk agreed. “Luckily for you I've got a few rooms left. Just yourself?”

“My friend is still in the car.”

"One bed or two?"

Helen's mind raced for a split second, the weight of her impulsive decision pressing down. "One," she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

He nodded without comment, sliding a registration form across the counter. She signed it quickly, her hand trembling just enough to smudge the ink, then handed over her credit card. The machine whirred, approving the charge with a beep that echoed in the quiet space.

With the paperwork done, she stepped toward the small adjoining area that served as a lobby, pulling out her phone. She dialed Arthur, her thumb hovering before pressing call. It rang twice before going to voicemail, his familiar voice prompting her to leave a message.

"Hi, dear," she said, forcing calm into her tone as thunder rumbled outside. "I'm on my way home, but the wet snow is a nightmare to drive in. I can barely see the road. It's scary out. Anyway, I've gotten a motel room for the night. I don't want to risk driving in this." She paused, guilt twisting in her gut, then ended the call, slipping the phone back into her pocket.

She returned to the counter.

The clerk handed her the keycard, its plastic cool against her palm. "Room twelve, down the hall and to the right. Enjoy your stay."

“Thank you.” She nodded to him, then hurried back to the car, the wet snow chilling her anew in seconds.

Peter was waiting, his jacket zipped up against the chill. She slid into the driver's seat, melting snow dripping from her hair. "There's only one room left," she told him, meeting his eyes in the dim glow of the dashboard lights. "And it's got just one bed. We'll have to share."

He shifted, surprise flickering across his face. "I can go somewhere else, find another place."

She shook her head firmly, wet snowdrops flying from her curls. "Not in this weather. It's too dangerous out there." She paused, her heart hammering. "Come inside. It'll be fine."

Peter hesitated for a moment, then nodded, grabbing his backpack from the back seat. Together, they dashed through the snowstorm toward the motel, the keycard clutched tightly in Helen's hand like a ticket to the unknown.

The clerk eyed them as they hurried through the door and passed through the lobby.

Helen led Peter down the dimly lit corridor, the carpet muffling their footsteps amid the muffled howl of the wind outside. Room twelve was at the end.

Helen swiped the keycard, and the lock clicked open with a green light. She pushed inside first, flipping on the light switch to reveal a basic motel room: a queen-sized bed with
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