CRUEL LESSONS by Randy Overbeck
EXCERPT

Struggling desperately to force her mind to think, Amanda tried to consider her options. It was
all happening too quickly. The next treacherous turn came at her fast. She had no way to slow
down. White knuckles gripped the steering wheel.

The bend ahead showed a hard curve to the right, not quite as tight as the last one, but
steeper. And she felt the car accelerating, though she hadn’t touched the gas pedal. Right before
the car hit the curve, Amanda spun the steering wheel. The car lurched around the bend. The
driver side of the car lifted up. Halfway through the long bend, Amanda watched the hood tilt in
the turn until it was almost vertical. No seat belt on, she was catapulted down the leather seat,
crashing into the passenger door.

“Hell!” she cried, reaching to grab her bruised shoulder.

She froze as the two wheels still on the ground shuddered in the gravel, sliding off the
small road. Slammed against the side door, she heard the tall weeds and low branches whip
against the body. But the car didn’t slow. Blood streamed from a gash on her forehead. For an
instant she lay there stretched across the passenger door, holding her breath.

Then she sensed the car teetering. The front tire bumped something hard. Amanda stared,
unbelieving, as the car began to flip. As the Regal made the first revolution, she screamed



