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Olga nipped at the brake lever. Just enough for the pads to bite on the disc for a fraction of a second. The rear wheel slowed, ever so slightly, and pulled the front one down, back into contact with the dirt of the trail. It was light, but she had enough control to line up the corner entry properly.

The corner was banked, built up from earth and stones by hand and spade. The surface was rutted and imperfect, but not enough to throw her off, and she leant into the corner as inertia pressed her against the wall of it.

Straightening after the corner, she let the bike sail over a little table top jump, then lined up for another turn, just as tight, in the other direction. She concentrated on the course, trying to read it and ready herself for the next change of condition or direction. Trees zipped past at speed, but she didn't think of those. If she did that, she was more likely to run into one, she told herself.

Up ahead, the surface changed again. Now the path could detach from the earth. Built from wooden slats, it bridged obstacles, and ran through the trees on stakes. Olga pulled more tightly on the brake levers, shedding speed. The wooden track could be treacherously slippery when wet, and her tyres carried enough mud to send her sliding off the edge.

If she followed the wooden track in one direction, she could end up amongst the higher branches of the trees, taking jumps and drop offs she wasn't yet comfortable with. When the path branched, she took the route less dangerous. Accelerating as it dropped away, she took off when it kicked back up again, clearing the gap back to the mud and gravel path with ease.

The path was wider here, and almost straight all the way to the edge of the tree cover. As she started pedalling hard again, Olga heard a cry of surprise behind her. She recognised the sound her fiancée being perturbed, and took a look back to check on him. Jonathan was still upright on his bike, rear wheel snaking and skipping across the rough surface as he grabbed the brake and hoped to slow down. He hadn't fallen, so she was going to be as good as her word, and keep on riding.

There was a berm, and a larger table top jump, right on the edge of the woodland. Olga hit it with enough speed to get air and style it with a twist of the handle bars. Landed, she slowed for the hairpin turn onto the rough road that ran around the wood.

Now she slowed and let Jonathan catch up with her. He was red with exertion as he pulled alongside her, but grinning with joy and adrenaline. “Okay, you beat me. But that was never in doubt. I think I deserve applause for not falling off.”

“And for only squealing once.”

“That was a big jump. I wasn't expecting it to be that big.”
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