
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Accident - Leaving 

Cecilia 

One minute we were coming into a curve singing at the top of 

our lungs to Tom Cochrane’s Life is a Highway, the next the car 

was spinning out of control after hitting a patch of black ice.  

I gasped as time went into slow motion.  It’s just like they show 

in the movies.  I had never been in an accident before so I’d 

never experienced it.  I could hear Will swearing beside me and 

turning the wheel back and forth, trying to correct the 

fishtailing.  The car went around and around and I felt like I 

was in a dream.  Then we began to slide off the road into the 

ditch.  We came abruptly to a stop, stuck in four foot deep snow.   

“Shit,” I said. 

“Shit is right.  We’ll never get the car out without a tow 

truck.  Thank God it’s not damaged,” he said. 

“Thank God we’re not hurt,” I pointed out.  “Let’s call a 

tow truck if that’s what we need.”  

I dug into my purse for my phone.  I looked at the home 

screen.  At the top it said - No Signal.   
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“Uh, Will?” 

“Yeah, what?” 

“There’s no signal here.” 

“Great.” 

“What should we do?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Rose mentioned this.  She said that the cabin is in the 

wilderness.  She did tell me that some areas didn’t get cell 

signal.  It seemed like a good thing at the time.” 

“It doesn’t matter now,” Will said.  “We need to get some 

help.” 

“Let’s see if there’s anything in the trunk,” I said. 

Will popped the trunk immediately and got out.  He was back 

a few seconds later. 

“There’s nothing.  Not one speck of safety equipment.  Not a 

candle, not a rope.  Nothing.” 

“Well, that was dumb of us,” I said.  “We should have 

checked.” 

“We were only going an hour.  We weren’t supposed to hit 

black ice,” Will said. 

“Yeah, so we have nothing to keep us warm.  We should put on 

our snow pants and winter clothes before we get cold.  Those 

should keep us warm as long as we’re moving.” 

“Are we going to be moving?” 

“Usually they say to stay with the car but I think we have 

to make an exception in this case.  When was the last time you 

saw a car along this road, Will?” I said. 
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He was silent. 

“We haven’t seen any since we left the city.” 

“Exactly.  I don’t think we’d better wait for help to come 

along.” 

He looked a little shaken. 

“It’s okay.  We’re dressed for it - or we will be,” I said 

as I struggled to pull on my snow pants in the cramped confines 

of the rental car.  “The last road sign you saw, how much further 

did it say?” 

Will thought for a moment. 

“The last one I saw said that the turn off we’re looking for 

was about 2 or 3 miles away.  And I think that the cabin is just 

past that turn off.” 

“A couple miles?  We can handle that.” 

“Sure.  Right.”  He didn’t smile when he said it and I was 

surprised to notice that he seemed quite anxious. 

“What’s the matter, Will?  A cabin in the woods was your 

idea.” 

“Yeah, but I’ve never really been out of town before.” 

“You never went camping?” 

“No.” 

“Never stayed in a cabin before or went skiing in the 

mountains or something?” 

“No, Cecilia.  I was a foster kid.  I didn’t get any fancy 

trips.  Then I was a struggling musician, working my butt off to 

write, play, record and of course keep my day job waiting tables 

to pay the rent.  I didn’t exactly have time or money for 
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vacations.  This was going to be my first,” he said staring down 

at the mitts in his hands. 

“Well my family went camping and rented cabins all the time 

and I grew up making fires, fishing, and trekking through the 

forest, so don’t worry, okay?” 

He didn’t seem really worried but he was more nervous than I 

was used to seeing him and it made me uneasy, too.  All we would 

have to do is walk a couple miles down the road and then keep 

going and we should see the driveway to the cabin.  We’d follow 

it in and be at the cabin in a couple hours, warming out hands by 

a roaring fire.   

That sounded so good at this point.  We’d been travelling 

since early morning because we’d had to leave early to catch our 

flight.  All in all, it had been a long day and I was more than 

ready to get someplace and settle in.  Needless to say I was not 

looking forward to an hour’s walk, in a strange place, with night 

closing in.  But what choice did we have? 

“All dressed?” I said.  Will was just pulling on his hat and 

tying his hood. 

“Ready,” he said.  I took my backpack but Will left his 

suitcase, since we weren’t going to drag it along with us. 

We stepped out into the grey day that was getting murkier by 

the minute as the sun dropped lower in the afternoon sky.  I set 

a brisk pace, knowing that we were close and the sooner we got 

there, the better.  I seriously hoped we wouldn’t be caught out 

after dark but it was a distinct possibility.  Still I wasn’t 
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worried.  We’d be alright.  Will was looking grim.  Maybe I’d 

better try reassuring him again. 

“Let’s go then.  I’m sure we’ll be there in no time.  Maybe 

we’ll even spot the warm up shack that’s one of the landmarks 

we’re supposed to watch for.  We could get warm before we finish 

our trek to the cabin.” 

“Warm-up shack?” 

“You know I was telling you that maybe we could go cross-

country skiing?”  He nodded.  “Sometimes on a long trail, there 

will be a warm-up shack where you can make a fire and warm up 

before continuing on.  Rose said that this whole area has cross-

country ski trails all over it and there’s a warm-up shack near 

the road.  When we see it, it’s only a mile till we get to the 

turn off to the cabin.” 

“Okay, let’s go then.  I think we should just get to the 

cabin as soon as possible.”  He glanced at the sky and frowned, 

then started walking. 

After walking for about forty minutes we spotted a small 

building just off the road.  It was poking out of the forest a 

little bit and it was a good thing it wasn’t snowing harder 

otherwise we might have missed it.  We still hadn’t seen a single 

car go by and I was a little nervous about the isolation but in 

general I was enjoying our walk.  

 As long as I was with Will, all was well with my world. 

“Don’t you want to have kids?” he said out of the blue, 

going back to our conversation at the airport.  “I mean, you 
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don’t have to.  Some women don’t want kids, I’ve heard.  And 

maybe you don’t.  But do you?” 

He stopped babbling and looked at me out of the corner of 

his eye as we got closer to what was probably the warm-up shack.  

He was clearly worried about my answer. 

“I’ve always wanted kids.  It’s the only thing I’ve wanted 

longer than I’ve wanted to run my own restaurant.  I used to make 

Miranda play house over and over.”  I smiled at the memory.  “But 

I don’t want any right away.  I mean, the business is barely 

getting going.  I couldn’t take time now.  And I’d want to stay 

home with the kids - for a long time, so I don’t even know how 

that would work and…” 

Will stopped and faced me and I turned too.  He put a finger 

on my lips. 

“Whenever you want a baby, I’ll be ready, okay?” he said.  

Then he pressed a soft, sweet kiss to my lips. 

“I do want to have your babies, Will.”  I’d said it without 

thinking but somehow the sentence now seemed fraught with sexual 

innuendo.  So I added, “And I want to make babies with you, 

though maybe not just yet.” 

“Could we practise though?” he said, one half of his mouth 

turning up as we both started walking quickly towards the warm-up 

shack. 

“You read my mind,” I said. 

When we got to the building, which was the warm-up shack.  

We tried the door and it was open. 
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“It’s freezing in here,” Will said.  “No practising baby-

making right now.  My equipment will be so shrivelled you won’t 

even recognize it.” 

“We can’t have that,” I said and looked out the door.  The 

sun was still pretty high in the sky.  No snow.  We had time to 

warm up.  “I’ll make us a fire.  This tiny room will warm up 

quickly and then we’ll see, won’t we?” 

Hope lit his eyes. 

“I am freezing.  At least a part of me seems frozen solid, 

or something like that.  I guess I could use a warm up before we 

go on,” he said.  The inference in his voice was very clear. 

I grabbed the kindling, some split wood and the matches.  

Kneeling in front of the small stove, I had a fire going in 

minutes.  I saw Will go and lock the door.  Not long after, I 

felt his hands coming from behind me and stealing up under my 

shirt to where my breasts were once more encased in their bra.  

He squeezed and rubbed them through the fabric until I moaned. 

“Is it going well enough that you can leave it?” he said in 

my ear, which made me shiver. 

I poked it again and put in a couple more pieces of wood.  I 

closed and latched it. Then I turned towards Will. 

“It is now,” I said, wrapping my arms around his already 

naked form. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

The Warm-up Shack 

Will 

“This isn’t going to be long and drawn out, Cecilia.  We 

have places to go,” he said staring into my eyes. 

I ran my hands over his cool skin. 

“I don’t want it long and drawn out.  I want it fast and 

hard,” I said. 

“Oh, babe, be careful what you wish for,” he said, pulling 

my snow pants off and leading me over to the wide built in 

benches that ran along the length of both walls.  He had my 

sweater off in a trice and made short work of my pants, too.  It 

was so hot in the tiny room by then, that I didn’t even feel 

cold.  Then he made a pile of our clothes on one end of the hard 

bench, laid the open condom packet beside them, and grinned 

wickedly at me. 

My eyes got big. 

“Will?” 

“Lie down, Celia.” 
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I took a deep breath and laid down on the pile of clothes, 

looking up at him and wondering what he would do.  He pulled my 

legs until my bum was a little bit off the bench, then he knelt 

down between my legs and put my knees on his shoulders. 

“Will?” I said again.  He’d only done this once before and 

we’d both been drunk.  But I’d dreamed about it and I’d woken 

from those dreams panting. 

My breath was coming in short gasps already and he hadn’t 

even touched me.  Then I felt his tongue flick my clit.  I 

spasmed and cried out.  He clamped his hands on my thighs and 

held me still. 

“Oh, yes, Cecilia.  It gets better,” he said. 

I made a tiny noise in my throat as he began to suck me and 

swirl his tongue on my sensitive nub.  Then he licked all the way 

up my tender flesh and I bucked again.  The heat was starting to 

build.  When I felt his fingers enter me, curling to hit my g-

spot, I thrashed back and forth.  His other hand came up and 

began to fondle one of my breasts and I thought I’d explode then 

and there but he pulled back and continued his sweet invasion 

more moderately.  I grabbed his hair, pulling him to me, wanting 

more. 

“Not yet, my love,” he said his head between my thighs. 

Slowly he built me up again and then pulled back once more 

to my intense frustration but when he took me up for the third 

time, with his tongue gently flicking my clit and his fingers 

pumping into me, I shattered into a thousand pieces - the ecstasy 

so intense I lost my breath.  He left me for a moment, but then I 
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felt him over me.  I opened my eyes, to see him fitting his 

erection to my hot, wet sheath and sliding home. 

“You said it wasn’t going to be long,” I said. 

“I got distracted by your sweetness.  I couldn’t help 

myself.  This part won’t be long - trust me.  Now, let me focus,” 

he said. 

I gasped as I felt a second orgasm begin to build 

immediately, as he drove into me. 

“More, Will,” I said. 

“Oh yeah?  You like that, Cecilia?  How do you want it?” 

I whimpered. 

“Harder,” I said. 

He plunged into me harder and deeper.  I moaned as I felt 

the sweat break out all over me.  My breath was quick and shallow 

and I shifted my hips to take him deeper.  His mouth was on my 

plump mounds, nipping the rose-tipped buds, which drove me wild. 

“You like that, Cecilia?  You want more?” he said. 

“Yes, more,” I said, almost incoherent. 

He slammed into me and sent me over the edge into my second 

climax.  He thrust a couple more times before he groaned and his 

muscles relaxed completely.   

After a moment, he lifted himself off and I could breathe 

freely again.  Not that I cared.  The roof could have been 

falling in and I’d probably still have that goofy smile on my 

face. 

“Two,” I said, holding up two fingers. 

“Yeah,” he said, lifting his face so he could look at me. 
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“That’s the first time I’ve ever had two in a row.” 

“Really?” he said, beaming. 

I frowned when I saw him getting dressed. 

“I don’t think I can walk,” I said matter of factly. 

“Get your sweet ass off that bench and into your clothes, 

Cecilia,” he said, in a tone that allowed no opposition.  “I am 

not going to be stuck out here after dark.”   

He tossed me my shirt and I reluctantly sat up and put it 

on. 

“We’re almost there and it’s starting to snow.  It’s time to 

finally arrive at our cabin in the woods.  Then you can have your 

wicked way with me as often as you like this week, promise.” 

“Okay, then,” I said, cheering up.  Of course he was right.  

We needed to go - now. 

*** 

As we trudged down the road, I felt perky.  Two orgasms a 

day agreed with me.  I felt quite wanton.  But this trip was 

almost like a honeymoon, without the being married part.  It was 

the first time Will and I had spent so much time just in each 

other’s company.   

I remembered our conversation at the airport and wondered if 

we would have any more intense moments like that.  Will had a lot 

of baggage but nobody’s free of the tentacles of their past.  

Mine came up to grab me periodically, making me react 

unreasonably to something Will said or did.  I had no right to 

judge him, at all. 
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Thinking about the airport conversation reminded me about 

his question about babies.  I grinned, ploughing through the snow 

far more happily than was reasonable.  I couldn’t believe he 

wanted kids.  We had never discussed it.  I was always afraid to 

ask because I had assumed he wouldn’t because of his painful 

childhood. 

But he did!  And so did I.  I wondered how many he was 

thinking. 

“How many children do you want, Will?” I said, turning a 

little to read his face. 

He smiled, a warm look in his eye. 

“More than one.  No one should have to be an only child,” he 

said. 

“Right.  Well, two is a good number.  Miranda and I were 

pretty happy as kids.  I mean, don’t get me wrong, we fought like 

cats and dogs sometimes but we were also each other’s best 

friends.” 

“Yeah, would you want more than two?” he said. 

“I don’t know.  I’ve heard bad things about the number 

three.  Two of the kids ganging up on the other one and stuff 

like that.  Plus, there’s always the fact that we would be 

contributing to overpopulation of the Earth, you know?  I think 

maybe two would be perfect, especially if we had one boy and one 

girl.” 

“Cecilia, I’m getting excited just talking about it.  But 

when would you want to start trying?” he said.  Then he smacked 
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his forehead.  “Duh, I guess you’d want to be married first, hey?  

Maybe we should be getting on those wedding plans.” 

“Will, don’t worry.  The wedding plans are proceeding well.  

And yes, there isn’t the stigma that used to be attached to 

children born before marriage but I personally don’t want to have 

a child out of wedlock.” 

“No, me neither.  We’re going to do this right.  We’re going 

to be good parents, not like mine.” 

“You’re going to be the best father, Will,” I said smiling.  

“Never fear.” 
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CHAPTER SIX 

Will's Hurt 

Will 

I didn’t know what kind of a father I was going to be but if 

Cecilia thought I would do okay, then maybe I would.   

I walked along at a good clip, surprising myself with how 

lively I felt.  You’d think expending that much effort would make 

a person tired, instead of giving them more vitality.  We both 

had tons of energy since the encounter in the warm-up shack.  

Cecilia was practically skipping. 

I thought I could see the turn off but I wasn’t certain.   

“We should be there in about a half an hour?” I said. 

“Yep,” Cecilia said. 

Then it began to snow.  At first it was just a few flakes.  

Then the snowflakes got bigger and came down more thickly.  The 

clouds made it even darker than it would usually be at this time 

of day.  And all of a sudden it seemed like this might take 

longer than we thought.  Quite soon we had slowed down a lot 

because we were dragging through snow that was nearly up to our 

knees. 

I glanced at Cecilia.  She looked serious but not worried. 

“Just keep walking, Will,” she said, answering my unspoken 

question.  “Even if it takes longer than we thought, we’ll still 

get there.  We’ve come too far to turn back, so we just have to 

keep going.” 
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“Right.  I’m not worr…”  Cecilia gave me a sharp look and I 

changed what I was going to say.  “Okay, I am worried.” 

She gave me a quick smile and then turned her attention back 

to slogging through the deep snow.  The wind came up not long 

after that and the snow was being driven into our faces, so we 

pulled up our scarfs till only our eyes were visible.  That’s 

when I heard Cecilia’s voice raised over the sound of the wind. 

“Will, come on.  We must be almost there.”  She was trying 

to keep my hopes up, but I had to admit that it wasn’t working.   

She picked up the pace again and soon I was breathing hard.  

I had to move quickly in order to keep up with her.  At this 

point, I felt like we’d been walking for hours.  It seemed like 

days since we’d left our cozy apartment to go on this crazy 

adventure.   

“Where’s the road?” Cecilia said, stopping suddenly.  I 

looked but couldn’t see where the road ended and the ditch 

started.  Obviously we could see the trees on either side of the 

road, but the snow had covered everything and the light was 

already so dim, that it was impossible to tell exactly where it 

was.  This wasn’t the end of the world but if we went off, it 

would make the walking that much harder.  And in some places the 

ditch was so deep, it might be dangerous.  The cabin shouldn’t be 

far and during the day in good light, we would probably be able 

to see it by now. 

“We just have to keep walking,” I said and began to walk 

forward.  Cecilia held back, trying to see in the failing light. 
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“Come on, Celia.  We just have to keep going.  If we end up 

in deep snow, we’ll just correct our course.” 

“Wait, Will,” Cecilia said, frowning.  “Just wait.  I 

think…” 

I took one more step and felt myself falling.  What the 

hell?  Then I crashed against a rock and felt my ankle twist.  I 

yelled in pain.  Once I hit, I felt myself rolling a couple times 

until finally I came to a stop. 

“Will!” I heard Cecilia yelling at me from above.  “Will!” 

I dragged myself out of the haze of pain I was in enough to 

answer her. 

“I’m okay,” I said, feeling sick to my stomach.  I was 

almost covered in deep snow and some had gotten on my face and 

was freezing cold.  My ankle felt like it was on fire.  I didn’t 

dare move it.  I wiggled everything else and determined that the 

ankle was the only injury - other than some bumps and bruises.  

“I’m okay except for my ankle.” 

“What’s wrong?” she said. 

“I think I twisted it.” 

I heard her swearing under her breath. 

“I’m coming down,” she said. 

“No, Cecilia.  You should probably go on.  Get to the cabin 

- find something to get me out with, a rope or whatever.  I’ll 

wait here.” 

“No, I’m not leaving you,” she said and started climbing 

down.  I sighed.  Stubborn girl.  But something deep inside me 

felt some of my fear subside.  She wouldn’t leave me here alone.  
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Soon she reached the bottom of the ditch which must be pretty 

deep.  She dug me out of the snow. 

“We shouldn’t check the ankle now because you’ll get too 

cold.  Are you feeling chilled yet?” she said. 

I shook my head, then shivered. 

She looked exasperated. 

“Well I wasn’t cold until you mentioned it,” I said, feeling 

cross. 

“Crap, you’re probably going into shock.  We have to get you 

out of here.  Can you move at all?  Maybe crawl?” 

I nodded.  I’d have to.  I couldn’t stay out here, I’d 

freeze.  And she knew it, that’s why she hadn’t agreed to go on 

and then come back for me.  All of a sudden our adventure had 

gotten a lot more serious and I wasn’t thinking it was very much 

fun anymore.  By the look on Cecilia’s face, she felt the same 

way.  But she was focused on the solution. 

“What if you go on your knees and bend your leg so it 

wouldn’t drag too much, then maybe you could crawl back up.  I 

could help you.” 

I nodded again, then tried to turn over onto my hands and 

knees.  I tried not to make too much noise even though it hurt a 

lot, but I couldn’t help the groan when I bumped my ankle.  I 

clenched my teeth and swallowed hard.  Finally I was on my hands 

and knees.  Cecilia winced every time I made a sound and I vowed 

to be more stoic. 
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“I’m really sorry about this, Will.  But nobody ever died 

from the pain of a twisted ankle.  On the other hand, people die 

of freezing quite a lot,” she said. 

“I know, I know,” I said.  “Let’s go.” 

‘There are rocks that you can use to pull yourself up.” 

I knew that.  I’d hit every one on the way down and I was 

starting to feel the bruises now.  I began to climb.  It was an 

agonizingly slow process.  Every time I moved my hurt leg, I was 

in intense pain.  A few times, I slipped back and had to climb 

again over rocks I’d just passed.   

Cecilia pulled me over the difficult bits and pushed from 

behind when I started to slip.  She kept up a stream of 

encouraging patter for me to pay attention to, instead of 

focusing on the pain.   

After what seemed like ages, she boosted me for the last 

time and I collapsed in the snow on the side of the road.  I was 

exhausted.  We stayed there for a few minutes resting, but when I 

shivered, Cecilia got me up. 

“Come on.  We can’t sit here.  We’ll freeze.  This isn’t a 

joke anymore, Will.  If we don’t find the cabin soon, we could be 

in real danger.” 

I struggled to my feet with her help and we started in what 

we thought was the right direction.  After a few more minutes, 

the wind dropped for a moment and Cecilia looked around trying to 

get her bearings. 

“Holy shit,” she said. 
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“What?” I said.  She so rarely swore, that it always caught 

my attention. 

But she was already turning me in the opposite direction. 

“Cecilia, what are you doing?” I said, loudly as the wind 

had come up again. 

“We almost fucking missed the cabin,” she said, helping me 

along at a rate faster than I was comfortable with.  “I saw it 

when the wind dropped there for a moment.” 

“Holy shit,” I said, echoing. 

“Exactly.” 

A few minutes later, we spotted the sign.  We had walked 

right past it the first time because the white fluffy flakes had 

stuck to it and covered it.  And the wind was driving the snow so 

that we couldn’t see a thing.  I wondered if the storm was 

turning into a blizzard. 

“Holy shit,” I said again — we had almost been lost. 

Cecilia didn’t say anything, just got on her hands and knees 

and began feeling along the side of the road.  She worked her way 

along the ditch until suddenly she stood up and reached a foot 

out tentatively.  She tapped it on something.  Then she jumped up 

and down on what must be the driveway to the cabin. 

“Will, I found the driveway.  Come on, you’ll have to lean 

on me.  We’re almost there.  Let’s keep going.” 

You are completely unaware of how easily you can do 

something until you lose the ability.  Walking five minutes from 

the road to the cabin should have been easy.  Instead, it was a 

hellish trek that more than once I didn’t think I could do. 
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I sat up and Cecilia got my arm around her neck, then I 

leaned on her and stood up on my good leg, trying not to hit my 

hurt ankle.  Of course I did bump it and I hissed but didn’t make 

any more embarrassing, unmanly sounds.   

Leaning on Celia, I managed to hop along, putting as little 

weight as possible on the bad ankle.  We stopped several times 

for me to rest.  But every time it was a nightmare to get back up 

again. 

When we stood up again, I vowed to make it the rest of the 

way without any more breaks because it was too difficult to start 

again.  I was shivering but I tried not to let Cecilia see it.  

She was worried enough about me as it was. 

“Look, Will.  The cabin,” she said, closing her eyes for a 

moment.  “Thank God.  Come on.  Let’s get there and I’ll build 

you a great big roaring fire.  You’ll be so warm.”  We’d been 

following the driveway which curved and twisted endlessly - or so 

it seemed to me.  But we finally came into the clearing where the 

cabin was located.  The beauty of the log structure was lost on 

me but it’s warmth was enticing. 

Rose’s cousin had said she had some app that would allow her 

to turn up the heat on the day we were scheduled to arrive, so it 

ought to be warm inside at least.  I felt my determination 

rising.  I would do it.  I would make it.  And then everything 

would be fine. 

Because I was distracted, I didn’t notice the hump in the 

snow.  Cecilia was focused on the cabin and didn’t see it either.  
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There was a stump and I tripped over it, hitting my hurt ankle 

and falling hard. 

“Shit, Will.  Are you okay?” Cecilia said.  I’d had the wind 

knocked out of me and I was struggling to breathe.  The pain in 

my leg became excruciating.  I couldn’t do this.  I couldn’t get 

up again…  Just then I felt Cecilia’s arms come around me and she 

lifted my upper body enough that she could drag me - which she 

did until we reached the threshold of the cabin.  I hurt like a 

bitch but I didn’t complain because I didn’t have to walk.  At 

that point, I wasn’t sure I could. 

She set me down by the door and disappeared, returning a 

minute later with a triumphant look on her face - and the key.  

It was hidden in the wood shed.  She unlocked the door and 

dragged me in.   

The cabin was warm and she carefully pulled my winter 

clothes off.  Thank goodness my snow pants were the kind with the 

zippers at the bottom.  She was able to get my boot off, unzip 

the pants, and pull my foot through.  She did it quickly because 

it started really swelling as soon as we got my foot out of the 

boot.   

Soon I was in bed with ice on my ankle which was propped on 

some pillows.  The warmth of the quilts began to make me drowsy 

and I drifted away before I could even thank Cecilia. 
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