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 She hurried along, ignoring the sting of cold on her cheeks and the numbness at the tips 
of her fingers and toes.  If she could just make it a little farther, she told herself, she would be 
safe.  Surely he could not continue his pursuit forever, but would she be able to press on longer 
than he?   
 Her breath steamed heavily in the frosty air and a stitch in her side forced her to slow to a 
walk.  She could not be sure whether the rapidly approaching dark would bring relief in its cover 
or more fear with the tricks it would play on her eyes.  She had no way to know how closely he 
followed. 
 She heard a rustle in the trees to her left, and she immediately froze, her head snapping 
toward the sound.  She could feel her heart pounding in her throat, its heavy thump choking 
away her breath.  A whispery warmth tickled the right side of her face and slithered its way into 
her ear. 
 Run. 
 And she did. 
 Her heavy boots slowed her pace and made her steps clumsy and noisy, even with the 
slight muffle the snow provided.  Still, she pushed onward, moving as quickly as she dared on 
the slippery path.  She did not dare look over her shoulder.  She knew that voice and did not wish 
to glimpse the face belonging to it. 
 She sprinted madly across a narrow bridge over an icy creek, and the trail diverged into 
two.  Instinct led her left, but suddenly she was blinded by bright yellow illumination.  
Headlights, she realized. 
 She whirled back around and ran faster than caution had previously allowed, but the glow 
grew and so did her shadow in the snow before her.  The engine’s growling seemed to be a taunt, 
the vehicle picking up speed. 
 Just as the mechanical beast seemed about to swallow her, she dove to her left into the 
underbrush, icy branches clawing at her clothing as she rolled.  Her world was suddenly dark as 
the headlights rushed past. 

But before she could get back up, the vehicle had stopped, and its door was thrown open, 
spilling light into the woods just ahead of her.  She scrambled to disentangle herself from the thin 
branches, frantic to escape. 

A silhouette jogged her way, and she crawled away from the trail, ripping her legs free 
from the foliage.  Right as she clambered to her feet with the help of a nearby tree, a rough hand 
encircled her arm.  A second covered the lower half of her face before she could scream. 
 “Be quiet.  We have to move.”  

The anxious and low voice that spoke was familiar, but it did not belong to her pursuer.  
The stranger slowly released his grip on her, and when she turned around, her heart surged with 
relief.   

She let out a sound that was half cry and half moan and flung her arms around his neck in 
a desperately tight embrace.  But almost immediately, her William freed himself from her hold 
and was dragging her along by the arm.    

Hurriedly, he pressed her into his truck through the still open driver door, then slid in 
after her.  He pulled the door shut and put the vehicle in gear, but he did not look at her or speak.  
By the dim glow of the dashboard, she could see on his face that something was amiss.  

“Will,” she breathed.  “How did you know where to find me?” 
“I’ll explain everything when we get there,” he answered curtly, his eyes never straying 

from the snowy two-track before them.  
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She tried to slow her pulse and steady her breathing as they sped along in that green 
pickup.  She would not feel fully safe until they were inside, hidden and protected from him.  
When they finally pulled up the drive of Will’s cabin, she let out a breath she hadn’t realized she 
was holding and sucked in another one deeply. 

She quickly undid her seatbelt and jumped down from the truck, hurrying to be in the 
warmth and safety of the house.  Will, on the other hand, moved slowly and deliberately, the 
seconds ticking as he climbed out from the driver’s side.  She stood at the door, jiggling its 
locked handle. 

“Come on!”  She turned back toward Will, tapping her foot impatiently. 
When he rounded the front of the truck and his eyes met hers, his face was pained.  Only 

then, as the door creaked open behind her, did she realize what was happening. 
As she turned around, she seemed to move in slow motion, each millisecond spanning 

what felt like minutes.  She had walked straight into the trap.  The hurt of betrayal drowned out 
any leftover trace of fear.  They finally broke eye contact, and she lifted her eyes to face her fate.   

Will had delivered her right to him. 
 


