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If you have read my Mobster Series,

this is nothing like it.

The events in this book are more

terrifying to me than being in a

cross-fire with Antonio. The thoughts

of being buried by snow, trapped, and



freezing to death are huge fears of

mine.

 



 

 

 

My fans and bloggers!

I am so glad I have touched your lives

in some way, whether that is by

swooning over a hot Italian mobster or

by huddling in the snow to stay warm.

You guys rock!

I love hearing from you, and you make

me smile every day.

Thank you so much!      



 

Friday…

Libby:

This is not how I wanted to start my long-awaited

weekend away. I’m standing in the entryway of

Cassie’s house, fuming. Like always, she isn’t ready

to go. I knew this was going to happen. I don’t know

why I bother to rush to make it anywhere on time when

Cassie is involved. My foot taps of its own accord,

restlessly waiting.

Jill is smart: she stayed in the car. She’s probably

playing a game on her phone, not letting Cassie’s

lateness get to her.

“Are you ready yet?” I call out into the house,

disgusted.

Cassie finally comes around the corner pulling a huge

wheeled suitcase. In her other hand, she drags a

smaller bag that matches the larger one to a tee. I

try to suppress my eye roll at the ridiculous amount

of stuff she’s taking for a two-day trip to the

mountains.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Cassie scolds. “Winter

clothes take up more space.”

I’m too aggravated to care how much stuff she’s

taking; I just want to get on the road. I didn’t

mention to her that she doesn’t need to wear her

entire ski outfit now, considering we aren’t skiing

until tomorrow.

Cassie’s trendy high-heeled boots click on the

pavement behind me as she pulls her luggage along.

Small patches of old snow litter the walkway. I open



the back of my mother’s Ford Explorer, and we shove

her bags in. Rather than get into the car, Cassie

goes back to the house.

“Where are you going?” I ask in a huff.

“I still have one more thing to get,” Cassie calls

back to me, tossing her hair over her shoulder.

I move to the side of the truck and yank the door

open. Jill is in the backseat. The clicks of her

thumbs hitting the buttons on her phone and the happy

music from the game she is playing are the only

sounds in the car. I want to slam my head against the

car window repeatedly to release my frustration, but

I refrain from doing so. Instead, I cross my arms

tightly across my chest and purse my lips shut.

Another five minutes later, Cassie comes traipsing

back along the walkway carrying another bag. I am

absolutely dumbfounded as to what she couldn’t

possibly live without for the next seventy-two hours.

I wait in my seat while Cassie loads her final bag

into the back of the Explorer. She opens the

passenger side door and gets in. I clap.

Jill laughs and Cassie shoots me an ugly glare. I

twist to put the key in the ignition and pull away

from the curb, thanking the heavens that we’re

finally on our way. My praise is short lived because

only minutes into our merge onto the highway, it

starts.

“Turn down the heat, Lib; I’m starting to sweat,”

Cassie chides as we coast along, headed for New

Hampshire.

“No, I’m cold. Take your coat off,” Jill whines.

I press down on the accelerator to move us forward



faster. I really want to crush it flat to the floor,

but I hold myself back, keeping my level head. A

speeding ticket would only make this car ride worse.

Despite our occasional bickering, the three of us

have been friends since childhood. We are very

different people, but even so, we have remained close

for many years.

We take a weekend every winter to head up north and

breathe the fresh mountain air. Well, that’s how I

look at it, at least. Cassie looks at it as meeting

men of the mountain variety. Jill doesn’t care where

we go or what we do; she just wants to get away from

her controlling parents.

This year we are trying cross-country skiing. Jill’s

uncle recommended an area off the beaten path that is

supposed to have top-notch cross country skiing.

Since the ski house we are staying in belongs to him,

we are taking his word for it that Mount Carter is

the “in”, place.

Jill’s family has money. They are mostly

stockbrokers. Her family has done really well even in

the economic depression we are currently in. The

saying, having money doesn’t buy happiness is all too

true. Jill’s family is testimony to that.

*****

The highway bottlenecks into a two lane road that

zigs and zags through mountains heavily coated in

white. In years past, we have run into trouble with

navigating through heavy snow in a car, so I borrowed

my mother’s SUV. The roads here in New Hampshire can

be treacherous and the weather relentless.

“How much further?” Cassie asks. “I think I’ve

sweated off about five pounds.”



“Ugh, don’t be so dramatic. Why don’t you crack a

window and hang your head out like a dog?” Jill

quips.

Cassie quickly flips her head around to send a

revolted glower at Jill. “Why you little…” she flames

back.

“Enough,” I warn, cutting Cassie off. “No more

fighting or I will turn this car around.”

I can perceive the sarcasm that Cassie is gearing up

for as she sucks in her breath to speak.

“Gee whiz, Mom. You’re no fun.” She pauses only

briefly before she adds, “Hey, do you think we’ll

meet a lot of guys this year? You know, because we’re

going someplace new.”

“No clue. We’re staying near some closed down slopes.

I think we’ll probably see less people,” I offer.

“Good, maybe that means everyone will have their

teeth,” Cassie says.

Jill giggles at Cassie’s statement “You’re terrible.”

¶“I try,” Cassie grins mischievously.

“What do the directions say to do next?” I ask.

“We’re at a fork in the road.”

“Go right. Stay on this road for three miles.”

The farther we travel, the more the miles stretch out

long and deserted before us. All you can see is white

intermixed with the green of pine trees and the brown

of their trunks. The trees provide a sharp contrast

to the stark white of the freshly fallen snow. There

are no houses, businesses, or toothless people in

sight.

We come to a stop at a black iron gate, uniquely



intricate with swirls and spikes. A brown box sits on

a post; I roll forward to meet it.

“You have to buzz for us to be let in,” Jill says. I

press the button on my door and the window goes down.

I press the black button on the brown box and a male

voice drowned in static asks, “Can I help you?”

“Yes, we are staying at Gary Vickson’s house,” I yell

into the speaker.

“Pull up please,” the faceless voice instructs.

The hum of the electric gate warns of its movement

and the metal doors swing out soon after. I press the

gas to move up to the guard building.

“Impressive,” Cassie coos, whistling in approval.

A very small building about the size of an old-

fashioned outhouse sits by the entrance. A handsome

man steps out of it dressed regally in a navy colored

uniform. My heartbeat picks up.

“Can I help you girls?” he smiles welcomingly.

For the first time in my life, I am speechless. He

blinds me with his dazzling white teeth, a chiseled

jaw, and a mop of beautiful dark hair. Jill comes to

my rescue by leaning forward from the backseat.

“I’m Gary Vickson’s niece. We’re here for the

weekend.” The runway model posing as a guard for the

small-gated community nestled amongst the snowy

mountains smiles even deeper at me. He looks down at

a clipboard I didn’t even realize he was holding

because I was so fixated on his beautiful face.

“Yes, I have you down on my sheet.”

He leans against my door and his close proximity

rattles me. His long finger points up the street. I



flush. He is talking, but I can only try desperately

to listen. Cassie laughs at me as I stare at him

trying to focus on his directions

“Go straight up the hill and take a left. The cottage

is number fifty-three. The place should be ready for

you.” His face turns my way again and my flush turns

into a full-blown beat red blush. Having blonde hair

and fair skin is a curse. It makes me even more easy-

to-read. I wish I could hide behind dark olive skin

and lush wavy brown hair like Cassie does. The fact

that he is still speaking pulls me out of my

thoughts.

“I’m Neil. If you girls need anything, don’t hesitate

to ask. Enjoy your stay.” He leans back, but I don’t

move the vehicle. I am paralyzed.

“Uh, Lib? I think we can go now,” Cassie says, making

fun of me. I shake off my daze and pull away from

Neil. Finally finding my wits, I navigate up the

street.

“Well, he was mighty fine. What do you think Lib?

He’s got all his teeth.” Cassie is not the type to

let go of an opportunity to razz level-headed me. So

I do what I always do – roll my eyes and ignore her.

It didn’t take long for me to forget about the

handsome guard with all his teeth. The neighborhood

was gorgeous.

Cassie did her typical word drag. “Fan-cy!”

“Ummm, yeah.”  Jill says staring at the 

accommodations from the window of the car. “I could 

live here all year!”

The cottage is more like a midsize house: definitely

not a typical vacation home. The front is peaked in

the middle and painted a warm yellow. A small balcony



juts out from the second floor. The house is snuggled

amongst the piled snow. This place was meant to be

more than a winter retreat.

The walkway and driveway are shoveled and

maneuverable. Other houses on the street are also

well kept and picturesque against the mountain

backdrop.

“Awww,” Jill says thoughtfully. “They look like

little gingerbread houses lined up with white

frosting.” Jill always sees everything as ice cream

and shiny balloons. That’s what I love about her. And

that no matter how bad things get, Jill always finds

a silver lining.

We jump out of the car and rush to the front door. I

stamp the excess snow off my boots in the foyer as we

make plans to split up and check the house out.

“Look at this kitchen!” Cassie yells out to us. “I

really wished I cooked!” The kitchen is gourmet-

chefed out with stainless steel, granite, and mini

decorative hanging lights.

“This bedroom is totally mine,” Jill calls from

upstairs.

I follow her upstairs to see, my curiosity getting

the better of me. A huge master bedroom with its own

mammoth bathroom takes up the entire second floor.

The walls are painted beige with white trim and there

is an elaborate bed smack dab in the middle of an

enormous wall across from French doors. The doors

reveal breathtaking mountain views from the balcony.

“This is awesome!” I squeal. Cassie comes into the

room to join us.

“Can we just stay in all weekend?” she whines. “That

TV downstairs is bigger than my garage at home.”



Jill walks to the glass doors to absorb the view.

“That’s Mount Carter,” she informs us, pointing.

A knock sounds at the door.

“Who’s that?” Jill asks, her eyes bug out in fear.

“How am I supposed to know?” Cassie mocks.

“What is someone doing here?” Jill asks rhetorically.

“Here’s an idea. Why don’t we answer it?” Cassie says

with her trademark sarcasm.

“What if it’s a serial killer?” Jill replies. Her lip

curls and she sucks it between her teeth nervously.

I take the lead, as usual, and I head back down the

stairs to the front door.

“Will you stop!” Cassie says angrily. “Serial killer?

In the middle of the day? In a gated neighborhood?

Seriously?”

The knock sounds again, louder. I make it to the

foyer and swing the door open. On the step stands

Neil in his yummy, I guard the whole neighborhood,

uniform.

“Hi. I thought you might need some help carrying your

luggage into the house.” The sides of his mouth

curled into a megawatt smile.

I grasp my composure in attempt to hold onto it.

“Oh. Thanks,” I answer and send a glance up the

stairs at Cassie and Jill. I swipe the keys off the

kitchen counter and follow Neil to the car.

“So, what are you girls going to do here in the

mountains?” Neil asks while lifting Cassie’s heavy

luggage from the back.



“We’re trying cross country this weekend for the

first time.”

“Yeah,” he says as he carries two bags at one time.

“Cross country is great.”

I take a couple of small bags and trail behind him,

but he moves aside for me to go ahead. Jill and

Cassie pass us on the walkway as they go to get more

stuff. I show Neil to Cassie’s room, and he places

the suitcase on the bed.

“This is such a nice house. It’s one of the better

ones in the area,” Neil comments as another great

smile forms on his face.

“Yeah, it is,” I acknowledge.

“You always, always, always, take too much stuff,

Cass,” Jill chastises. “How long do you think we’re

staying? A month!?”

Jill and Cassie can be heard in the hallway, arguing.

Typical!

I want to bury my head in my coat and hide in

embarrassment.

“I want to make sure I have a selection to pick

from.”

Cassie begins a lecture. Oh, no!

“Maybe if I brought only a couple of things I

wouldn’t feel like wearing any of them.” Cassie gets

animated and her hands find her hips. “I’d be

thinking, shit! I wish I brought this or I wish I

brought that.”

Jill shakes her head in annoyance and hoists up

another large suitcase that, of course, belongs to

Cassie.



“I’ll grab that for you,” Neil says taking the bag

from Jill.

“Thank you, Neil,” Cassie says pointedly. “That is

very nice of you to come over here and help us.”

“Well, I noticed how loaded the back of your vehicle

is. I figured you could use a hand.”

“Thanks,” I say softly.

 

*****

Saturday…

“Are you gonna get up or what? We have to find the

place you know,” Cassie scolds Jill at 7 AM.

“Ugh, I’m up,” she says as she flips the covers off,

rubbing her tired eyes. “Chick flicks only tonight –

not any of that scary stuff!”

White Out with Kate Beckinsale freaked Jill so much

that she kept Cassie and me up most of the night. She

had paced back and forth, checked the doors and

windows. Every noise startled her in the unfamiliar

house. In the end, she ended up sleeping with Cassie

in the double bed in her room. The gorgeous suite

upstairs remained empty.

I heat up the muffins we had picked up on the way

here. The carousel in the microwave spins while I

fill some cups with coffee.

Cassie and Jill put on their makeup in the guest

bathroom. I’m really not sure why they’re bothering,

considering they are going to have on hats and

goggles that cover their faces. Cassie never leaves

the house without having her makeup on; she believes

in always looking stellar. Her motto is you never



know who you might run into.

When they are finally primped and suited up in their

ski clothes, we all gingerly walk down the icy

walkway to my mom’s Explorer. Once securely inside I

turn to Jill.

“Where do we need to go?” I ask as I pull the car out

onto the road.

“Uncle Gary said we need to head towards Mount Carter

and follow the signs for Dead Man’s Drop.”

¶We arrive at the gated entrance. Neil is there

again. He steps out from the guard shack and I slow

down, pressing the button for my window.

“Heading out?” he asks.

“Yeah, we’re headed… Where are we going Jill?” I

shift in the seat to look at her.

“Near Dead Man’s Drop,” she replies.

“That’s a horrible name,” Cassie interjects.

“Yeah, well, a bunch of people got hurt and a couple

of people died there. They shut down the slope for

good,” Jill says. “We’re going near there, to the

cross country section. It is supposed to be

phenomenal.”

“Have a good time,” Neil says, waving us out of the

gates.

We use Cassie’s GPS on her phone, but it is

unpredictable and spotty. The signal is weak here in

the mountains. I’m just about to mention that we’re

probably going in the wrong direction when Jill

points to a very small sign that says, Cross Country

This Way. We veer off the main road and begin

climbing an even narrower one. Very thick clumps of



trees cast shadow across the snow, ice, and dirt. I

have to dodge some snow banks a few times when the

car begins losing traction. Miniature snowflakes

fall, coating the windshield.

Finally, about a half mile down the road opens up to

reveal a large brown building resembling a Swiss

chalet. Surrounding it are snowmobiles, chopped wood,

and skis lined up on racks.

I park in a space near the front door. Standing on

the landing to the entrance is a guy dressed head to

toe like a lumberjack. Rough jeans, heavy camel

colored boots, and a thick black and red flannel

jacket. He puffs out smoke from a cigarette with one

hand while the other is jammed in his pocket. He

watches closely as we pull in and climb out of the

car.

“Oh!! Look a local,” Cassie remarks with a mocking

tone.

“Quiet and behave,” I order, shooting Cassie my shut

up face.

We walk cautiously towards the building. The walkway

is pretty slippery, so we take our time, not wanting

to fall. As we approach, the guy tosses his cigarette

on the ground and crookedly grins.

“You girls here for some cross-country skiing?” he

asks congenially.

“No, we’re here to powder our noses,” Cassie retorts.

I elbow her in the ribs and step forward, trying to

avoid having this guy hate us for Cassie’s sour

behavior.

“Hi, I’m Libby,” I say and introduce my friends.

“This is Jill and Cassie.”



“Hello,” he says nicely and with a wide smile. “I’m

Dirk.” He holds out his hand to shake mine. “Let’s

get you set up with some equipment.” Dirk moves

inside.

“Did he say Dirt?” Jill whispers to Cassie.

“No! Dirk!” Cassie responds nice and loud.

I roll my eyes, and I think to myself, I wonder how

many times I do that when I’m with Cassie. I’m going

to start counting.

 



 

Kyle:

Randy keeps the Hummer in four-wheel drive as we

slowly coast up the road, dodging snow piles and

thick icy patches. His yellow ski coat makes swishing

sounds as he spins the wheel around each new

obstacle. The road is barely plowed. My head is

freely lolling back and forth on the headrest of the

backseat. I try to only focus on the music that is

thumping through the speakers. Alex is upfront,

riding shotgun, reading the map.

“It’s really icing up,” Randy says as he navigates

the hardly used road. The vehicle bobs and rocks.

“How much farther?” he asks Alex.

“I say go until the road ends. And we’re going to

have to hike the rest,” Alex tells him as he folds

the old map.

The road becomes narrower and houses are no longer

visible. The steep incline fights against the

powerful motor of the Hummer. When they reach the end

of the road, they find a red metal bar with a sign

chained to it: Road Closed October to May. Randy

inches the vehicle forward a bit, then stops.

“Great, how far will we have to hike?” Randy

complains.

“Oh, about a mile straight up,” Alex says smiling

wickedly.

Randy lets out a loud, “Shit!”

I get out of the truck and lift the back hatch. Randy

and Alex follow me, and we all throw on our gear.



“This ski-run better be worth all this bullshit,”

Randy says, clipping the buckles on his boots.

“Stop whining,” Alex scolds. “Dead Man’s Drop is shut

down, and unless you have learned to fly in the last

five minutes the only way to get up there is

climbing!”

After we’ve loaded up our equipment and strapped our

snowboards to our backs, we head out. The walking is

hard in the boots and the incline is very steep.

After only twenty minutes, I can see the beads of

sweat on Randy’s temples. But he would never admit

that he was struggling.

“Holy shit!  What a drop!” Alex yells. “Awesome!”

“Yeah, if your puny ass can climb that high!” Randy

laughs.

“You’re the one who’s been complaining, pansy!” Alex

shoots back. I shake my head at their childish

bantering and without breaking stride I continue on.

Conversation is minimal because of the concentration

required to just walk up. The quiet serenity of the

mountain is almost audible over the thunking of our

boots crushing the snow beneath us.

It isn’t out of the ordinary for me not to make small

talk anyway. I’m a quiet guy. I don’t like explaining

shit about myself. Talking, in my opinion, is a waste

of time. All anybody hears is what they want to hear,

just like my mom and dad, when they’re sober anyway.

When they’re not, they are as unresponsive as tools.

Randy and Alex just accept that about me, which is

awesome. Going to Boston University was my chance to

escape the mind-fuck at home. Being in the same dorm

with Randy and Alex was just a bonus. I knew them

from high school, so naturally we just started



hanging together. Randy invited me to join Alex and

him snowboarding.

I would play friggin’ tiddlywinks to avoid going home

for winter break.  Nothing has changed in the 

nineteen years I’ve been alive. My parents never 

change. They work, they drink, they yell, and sleep…

eating is a bonus. How they survive on beer and 

whiskey is a mystery.

I’m winded and tired from the brutal climb. The three

of us stand at the top just staring down at the sharp

vertical lines of the snow-covered earth below us.

“That was a hard climb,” Randy sputters out between

deep breaths of cold air.

Violent looking crests sporadically jut out along the

trail. Windy gusts fill up our ears making it hard to

hear each other. The strong blasts snap and pull at

the trees, bending them unnaturally. I adjust my gear

as I ready myself for the perilous descent.

“Wow! We are freakin’ high up!” Alex yells, “Who’s

ready!?”

Without a word, I effortlessly propel myself forward

and sail down the drop.

“Whoa! Man! Wait for us!” Alex shouts into the air.

But I’m already rocketing down the mountain with a

spray of powder bursting behind me.

I hear Randy yell, “Let’s go!” and soon they’re

behind me racing with jeers and hollers.

The mountain is merciless, and it is evident why the

slope has been closed down. Not only is it out of the

way by location, but it’s also dangerous. More than

once, I saw Randy correct his trajectory to avoid

being thrown airborne into a tree.



We slosh and whoosh our way down the incline. Our

hearts pump and our adrenaline flows. The thrill of

the mountain is better than that of any roller

coaster. I make it to the bottom first, followed

closely by Alex.

My chest heaves as I suck in thick gulps of air. That

was exhilarating.

“What a rush!” Alex says as he kicks up some snow in

adulation. I nod my head in agreement as Randy makes

it down, sliding in front of us.

“That was the shit!” Randy shouts. “Too bad it takes

a long time to get up there. I could do that again.”

“Tomorrow dude. Now I need a nap,” Alex chuckles and

playfully punches me.

“You ready to head back?” Randy asks. I nod; after

all that, I’m exhausted.

The swish and swoosh of cross-country skis echoes

down a trail near us. A train of three skiers burst

into the clearing, headed our way. Their movements

are loud over the noiseless mountain. The three of us

stand there waiting for them to pass.

 


	Chapter 1
	Chapter 2

