
  
    [image: Donuts and Danger]
  


  
    
      Donuts and Danger

      
        Snow Falls Alaska Cozy Mystery

        Book 9

      

    

    
      
        Wendy Meadows

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Majestic Owl Publishing LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

    

    
      
        Also by Wendy Meadows

      

      
        About Wendy Meadows

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Wendy Meadows

      All rights reserved.

      No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

      This publication is designed to provide accurate and authoritative information in regard to the subject matter covered. It is sold with the understanding that neither the author nor the publisher is engaged in rendering legal, investment, accounting or other professional services. While the publisher and author have used their best efforts in preparing this book, they make no representations or warranties with respect to the accuracy or completeness of the contents of this book and specifically disclaim any implied warranties of merchantability or fitness for a particular purpose. No warranty may be created or extended by sales representatives or written sales materials. The advice and strategies contained herein may not be suitable for your situation. You should consult with a professional when appropriate. Neither the publisher nor the author shall be liable for any loss of profit or any other commercial damages, including but not limited to special, incidental, consequential, personal, or other damages.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      Snow.

      Bethany Lights had come to love—and even adore—snow. She lived in a small town in Alaska called Snow Falls. The small town rested in the far reaches of Alaska, sitting like a remote island surrounded by a sea of ice and snow during the winter and a valley of lush green foliage during the summer. Deep, impossible woods surrounded the town, reaching out for towering mountains that were untamed and wild; mountains filled with deadly wild rivers that could swallow a man alive within seconds. Hungry, dangerous animals roamed the woods and mountains with venomous determination and confident strength; grizzly bears and wolves were the most popular threat. A thunderous river journeyed through the large county the town of Snow Falls sat in, filled with delicious trout but many hidden snares; parts of the river were shallow and within seconds a man could drop down into water thirty feet deep, caught in cruel, soulless rapids racing faster than a howling winter wind around the heart of a lost hunter. When the snow arrived—the snow Bethany loved—the entire landscape transformed into a completely different world, summoning new dangers but creating a world that no man or woman could ever control or truly ever touch. The snow, Bethany felt, was a mysterious heartbeat that she belonged to, and the snow always came to Snow Falls.

      So did a deadly snowman.

      The snowman, Bethany knew, would always be in the snow—even when the snow fainted for a season before returning with a mighty growl, the snowman still remained; hidden, watching, hungry.

      “Oh, that's horrible!” Bethany Lights threw a pair of exhausted hands over a beautiful face that held the lovely beauty of Jane Wyatt, the woman who played the mother on the television sitcom 'Father Knows Best'. Bethany didn't mind looking like Jane Wyatt. Jane Wyatt, after all, was a lovely woman—she just hated being marked as the weak and timid type. But that was life. “I've been trying to write the first page to my new book for four days now, and I can't even get past the first few paragraphs.”

      A strong blast of winter wind struck a firm bedroom window attached to a brightly lit bedroom filled with warmth and security—a bedroom Bethany hunkered down in like a lost hiker hunkering down in a cave during a storm. It's snowing again. A late spring snowstorm is about to strike Snow Falls. The storm isn't forecast to be fierce, but a large amount of snow is going to fall. I don't mind. The snow is where I belong.

      A brightly lit computer screen fussed at and complained, urging Bethany to get back to the story her heart was hesitant to write. Instead of going back to work, Bethany stood up from a brown computer chair, brushed at a brown sweater, knocking off a few cookie crumbs down onto a glossy hardwood floor, and then walked over to a bedroom window covered with a heavy green drape. She lifted her hands and pulled the drape back. A white, powerful face greeted her, filled with ice, wind soaked in a cold whisper. A white frozen tree that stood taller than a neighborhood of other frozen trees stood at the far end of a snow-soaked backyard. Bethany walked her eyes through the falling snow and found the tree—her tree. The tree appeared lifeless and dead, but deep within the heart of the tree a powerful, determined life was sleeping, soon to wake up. “You and me, old friend. You and me.”

      A light knock at the bedroom door caused Bethany to turn away from the bedroom window. “Yes, come in.” A beautiful woman who resembled a young and dazzling Judi Dench opened the bedroom door and appeared like a warm blue and white blanket. “Back from your lunch so soon?”

      Julie Walsh let out a low moan as she dismissed her hair from a stylish ponytail. Bethany watched her best friend's brown hair wash down onto the back of a blue and white dress. “Yes,” she spoke in a voice that was tinged with anger. “My date,” she spoke in a thick British accent that only came out when she was angry, “and I decided to end our luncheon early.”

      “Oh, you had a fight with⁠—”

      “Don't even mention his name, love.” Julie glanced toward a cluttered writing desk holding a fussy computer. She spotted a brown coffee cup and a green cookie plate that was standing empty. “No progress?”

      “Afraid not.” Bethany strolled over to a green sitting chair near a large bed covered with a heavy brown quilt. My bedroom is very bland—but then again, so am I. “I made a stew for lunch. With Uncle Riley currently on a sabbatical, there is more food in the cabin. I⁠—”

      Julie saw sadness enter Bethany's eyes. “You miss Joshua, don't you?”

      “I do,” Bethany confessed. “I know Joshua is better off with his new family in Oregon. He has an uncle and an aunt and four cousins.” Joshua has been gone for two weeks, but it seems like forever. I sometimes wonder if I made the right decision letting him leave to go live with his uncle. I think I did. There wasn't much for him here in Snow Falls. At least now he has cousins, family. And it's not as if Joshua left my life for good. We talk on the phone, write emails, and I'm due to go visit him this summer. Still, I miss him. “I'm also sad that Paul left. I guess he had itchy feet. He sent me a postcard from Chile. He's working his way down to Antarctica.”

      “Paul is determined to see the world, love.”

      “I know,” Bethany sighed, lowering a set of sharp, brilliant eyes. “Steven is in Los Angeles with Pete again working on a case. He and Pete have become the best of friends.”

      “Which means you and I are currently two single girls.” Julie walked over and sat down on the edge of Bethany's bed. “For now, Ben Nayes is on my bad side,” she announced, crossing her arms across her chest. “Do you know what I suggest?”

      “What?” Bethany asked.

      “After the snowstorm, we should go up to Ice Mountain.”

      “Ice Mountain? Julie, are you insane?” Bethany nearly choked on her words. Was Julie Walsh suffering from frozen insanity? “We almost died⁠—”

      “Let me finish, love,” Julie asked in a quick but calm voice. “I know we almost died at the ski resort, but the bad guys were done away with, right?” Bethany reluctantly nodded. “And love, that old ski resort was kind of charming. Well, I do have a bit of extra money, and so do you. I was thinking maybe we could go back to Ice Mountain and explore the ski resort.”

      Bethany could only stare at Julie with shocked eyes. “Are you suggesting we buy⁠—”

      “Perhaps, love.” Julie's lovely face became a bit knotted. She quickly began nibbling on her lower lip. “Love, I love Alaska. At first, I missed London dearly, but not anymore. My last trip to London proved to me that the city has changed for the worse. Alaska—love, this land is a land that doesn't really belong to anyone. Oh, I know America claims this land as a state, but that's just for show. Up here a man and woman can be free from the world. When the snow arrives, oh love, it's so beautiful. It's as if my heart enters a completely new world. And love, I want to be as far away from the world as I can possibly get. Ice Mountain is extremely remote, and the ski resort was somewhat charming. I'm sure with a lot of elbow grease we can get the ski resort back on its legs, perhaps?”

      “Julie, I don't know what to say.”

      “Well, we can't let a few sour grapes ruin a beautiful mountain for us, love,” Julie insisted in a nervous voice. “Sarah and Amanda have O'Malley's. I just think you and I need something.”

      “But a ski resort on Ice Mountain is far away, extremely remote.” Bethany felt her heart start to race some. Was Julie serious? It certainly seemed that way—at least that's the conclusion Bethany saw in Julie's nervous eyes. “Honey, why are you just now telling me this?”

      “I was waiting for spring to arrive,” Julie confessed. “Also, I was waiting to see if my own heart was serious or not. But for the last month, the ski resort is all I've been able to think about. That's why Ben and I got into such a heated argument at lunch. He called my idea dumb. Dumb, can you believe that?”

      “Julie, honey, does this have anything to do with your son?” Bethany dared to ask. Julie has been so upset over her son. That lousy, no-good-for-nothing betrayed his own mother. I think Julie wants to get as far away from the world as she can possibly get, and Ice Mountain is that place.

      “Yes,” Julie confessed without the slightest hesitation. “Bethany, you know how awful my son hurt me. I feel—no, I want—to be as far away from London as I can be. I've given the ski resort sitting abandoned on Ice Mountain a great deal of thought. I'm not suggesting we open a bustling resort that will attract hundreds of people. I'm not even suggesting we try to get the ski lift working. I'm suggesting we open a remote getaway for people who have suffered mental and emotional trauma during their lives. A sort of retreat.”

      “For you or the guests?” Bethany immediately regretted her spoken question. “Oh honey, I'm sorry, I didn't mean⁠—”

      “Don't be sorry, love, because you're right. I want—need—a distant location to retreat to for myself. And deep down, at times, I think you do, too.” Julie pointed at Bethany's computer desk. “You've been trying to write an impossible story sitting at that desk, and you haven't gotten very far, I'm afraid. Ever since you got back from British Columbia, it seems that your mind and heart, love, have been lost in an avalanche of uncertainty, if I dare say it like that.”

      Bethany felt a heavy sigh leave her heart. Julie wouldn't be wrong in making that assumption. Joshua has left. Paul left. Sarah and Amanda are in Los Angeles with Conrad and Little Sarah. Whatever case Pete is on, Sarah was worried enough to fly down to Los Angeles and help, even though Steven is on the scene. It seems like there is a lot of uncertainty in the air lately. “Honey, couldn't we try to find a closer location?” Bethany asked. “If you want to open a retreat, I'll support you without question, but Ice Mountain is a very distant trip from Snow Falls.”

      “That's what I need, love. My son and ex-husband both know I live in Snow Falls. I want to be able to escape to a place that those two skunks are not aware of.” Julie stood up, stretched her back, and then walked over to the bedroom window. “When this snowstorm passes,” she spoke, pulling back a green drape, “I intend to make a trip up to Ice Mountain. I would like for you to come. It isn't likely we're going to encounter a second killer up there, love.”

      Julie is probably right. The ski resort up on Ice Mountain is probably housing a hibernating bear right now. Ice Mountain is so remote it takes a Snow Cat to get up there, and the road up to the ski resort is so treacherous. Only the main entrance was taken out by dynamite. We would have to use that awful back trail to get there. “Julie, the main entrance—the entrance that went between the rocks—was knocked out, remember? And remember how difficult it was leaving the mountain using that horrible back trail?”

      “I remember,” Julie nodded. “The Snow Cat Claude owns can make the trip. I called up to the hunting lodge and spoke to Claude.”

      Bethany winced some. “Did Claude think you were crazy?”

      Julie dropped her shoulders. “Yes,” she sighed, turning away from the window. “But I finally convinced him to drive me up to the ski resort. I told him if he didn't take me, I would find someone else to take me.” Julie bit down on her lower lip for a second. “Samantha agreed to take the trip. I think Samantha believes she and Claude will be able to talk me out of taking the trip up to Ice Mountain once I arrive at the resort.”

      “Claude and Samantha mean well,” Bethany pointed out.

      “Yes, that's my worry. As much as it pains me to say this, Bethany, I may have to find someone else to take me up to the ski resort. I know Claude and Samantha mean well, and I do love them so, but I know what I want and what I need.” Julie walked to the bedroom door. “I'll have to think on it. But will you come with me, please?”

      Bethany heard desperation in her best friend's voice. How can I say no? Julie has stood by me through thick and thin. She's my best friend, my sister. I wouldn't know how to live without her, and she's so hurt. I can't imagine how bad it would feel to be betrayed by my own son. I think Julie needs to take a distant journey. Maybe when we get to the ski resort she might change her mind, or not. I don't know. But the pain I see in her eyes tells me she needs to take the trip. “I'll call Claude and tell him to halt any plans that involve giving you any grief.”

      A relieved smile touched Julie's weary eyes, and then a single tear followed. “Ben called my idea dumb. He didn't mean to insult me—he just doesn't understand. I think it'll be best if Ben goes back to Vermont. I think Ben knows that, as well. I care about Ben very deeply, but not enough to ever marry him. I—love, I need to get away from everyone and everything.”

      Bethany stood up and hurried over to Julie. “It's alright, honey.” With two caring arms, Bethany offered a warm hug. “I've sensed that you and Ben have been growing apart. I think he wants to go back to Vermont.”

      Julie placed her head down onto Bethany's shoulder. “I think you're right. Ben wants to try to grow closer to me, but I'm just not ready, love. I thought I was, but after my son hurt me, I need time.” Julie hugged Bethany and then wiped at another tear with a quick hand. “I'll go make us some coffee and bake a cake. We can talk about the trip over a nice slice of cake in an hour or so.”

      Julie hurried out of Bethany's bedroom. Bethany felt her heart break for Julie. “I'll make the trip with you, Julie. That's what best friends are for. But the snowman is still in the snow. Wherever we go, the snowman will certainly follow.”

      On weary legs, Bethany journeyed back to the bedroom window and dared to look out at a heavy falling snow. “When the snow falls, oh, when the snow falls.”
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      Two weeks later, Bethany and Julie arrived at a remote hunting lodge.

      “I can't believe we're back at Claude and Samantha's hunting lodge. Well, I don't think they really operate a hunting lodge anymore since Claude retired.” Bethany put a brown suitcase down onto an old hardwood floor that creaked and moaned. “They're allowing this lodge to be used as a 'Christian Marriage Retreat' now. As much as Claude fussed about that the last time we talked, I think he's happy about his decision. He doesn't have to go out into the cold as often to guide hunters, and the money is better.”

      “I think Claude and Sam are both happier,” Julie agreed, plopping down in a wooden rocking chair stationed beside a window that was covered over by a heavy brown curtain. “The only problem is all the marriage retreats take place in late spring, summer, and early autumn. Claude and Samantha still need money to get through the winter months.”

      Bethany slowly folded her arms over a heavy blue winter coat that complimented her dark red hair. Being a redhead was tough at times. Redheads were known to be quick-tempered and tough, but Bethany's appearance illuminated a timid, quiet, withdrawn woman. After all I've been through, I should be able to tangle with a grizzly bear. “Are Claude and Samantha hurting for money?”

      “I don't know. I just heard Samantha telling Claude that the money we're paying them to take us to Ice Mountain will help them balance out the months when there isn't a marriage retreat happening,” Julie answered, snuggling up to a warm brown coat that was thick enough to swallow her whole. “We'll have to find out if Claude and Samantha are hurting for money, love. I'd hate to think that they are and⁠—”

      “We're not hurting for money!” The door to Bethany's room burst open. A tough old lady in her sixties burst in carrying a warm blanket. “You two sure like to blabber. You mean well, sure as the sun is hot, but you need to get the facts.” Samantha Stewart walked over to Bethany and handed her the blanket. “Me and Claude are saving up to buy a new Snow Cat is all. We've been putting back money. Because of that, the winter months get tight. But trust me, girls, me and Claude are doing just fine. We're just sixteen thousand dollars away from getting the Snow Cat Claude has his eyes on.”

      “What's wrong with the Snow Cat you have, Sam?” Bethany asked in a curious voice.

      Samantha rammed two rough, old hands down into the pockets of an old pair of work trousers. “Nothing,” she told Bethany in a simple voice that matched a simple red and green plaid shirt she was wearing. “Claude wants to start expanding the marriage retreats we hold up here, start taking married couples out more. You two know how old our Snow Cat is—older than the hills. We need a Snow Cat that's reliable.”

      “I see.” Bethany set the blanket she was holding down onto a worn-down bed covered by a heavy green blanket. Samantha was known to make sure all of her guests have plenty of cover. Being cold was the one thing the woman would not allow. “Well, Sam, I could give⁠—”

      “Thank you for the offer, but no,” Samantha firmly shook her head. “Claude and me are two old-fashioned mules. We earn our pennies.” Samantha turned to Julie. The woman sure was a pretty thing. “I talked to Claude. I admit at first, I was set against you going back up to that ski resort. But after I saw your eyes, well, child, I ain't gonna bark against you one bit. Something has happened to you, something really bad. If you want to go back up to Ice Mountain, then me and Claude will sure take you. At least we'll be able to keep an eye on you—the both of you. From what we've been hearing, you two attract trouble the way honey attracts bears.”

      “Don't remind us,” Bethany groaned.

      The sound of squeaking floorboards made Bethany tense up. A rough old-looking grizzly bear appeared in the doorway wearing thick brown winter overalls and a green knit hat. “Snow Cat is all gassed up for tomorrow morning,” Claude Stewart barked in his usual grumpy voice. “Another late storm front is moving in. We'll be getting another round of heavy snow.”

      “I heard the weather report, you old fuss-bucket,” Samantha barked at her husband. “You gonna fuss all the way up to Ice Mountain?”

      Claude snatched off his knit hat, revealing thin gray hair that matched a rough gray beard, and looked at his wife. “Woman, your hair is just as gray as mine. We ain't young chickens no more. Even if we were, it ain't right for anybody to go back up to that cursed place.” Claude threw his eyes at Julie. “But I'll be kicked blue if you don't have the saddest eyes a fella has ever seen, Julie. I ain't got the heart to tell you no.”

      “I'm very grateful, Claude,” Julie forced a painful smile to her lips. “I might buy the ski resort and turn the place into a remote retreat for people who have been, well, abused and have suffered trauma.”

      “Like you?” Claude dared to ask. “Speak to me, girl. I ain't no stranger.”

      Julie lowered her eyes for a second. Bethany wondered if her dear friend would confess the truth or simply sidestep the question asked of her. “My son betrayed me. That's all I can and will say,” Julie finally spoke in a hurt voice.

      “Then that's enough, child.” Samantha walked over to Julie and patted her arm with loving hands. “When a mother is hurt by her own child, that's a wound that is almost impossible to carry. No more questions will be asked.” Samantha turned to Claude. “Let's go get supper going.”

      Claude studied Julie with careful eyes and then nodded. “We're having stew, cornbread, hamburger steaks, and chocolate cake,” he grunted.

      “Sounds delicious.” Julie stood up. “I'll be in my room resting for a bit if that's okay. I want to read my Bible some.”

      “Sure, honey. Claude, quit standing in the doorway like a clumsy mule and let the child through!” Samantha hollered.

      “I'll do better than that—I'll go bring in some firewood, you ornery old raccoon!” Claude slapped back on his knit hat and tore loose down a short wooden hallway.

      “Someday I'm gonna kill that man. Only, we can't live without each other, so there's no sense in getting my hopes up.” Samantha patted Julie's arm again. “I'll be in the kitchen. Supper will be in one hour.”

      “I'll be ready.” Julie offered Samantha a gentle hug and then left Bethany's room.

      “That poor child,” Samantha spoke in a sad voice. “Bethany, is she really going to buy that cursed resort?”

      “I'm afraid Julie is seriously thinking about it, and Sam, I have to support her,” Bethany offered an uneasy answer. “Julie has stood beside me through thick and thin and—” The sound of an approaching Snow Cat plowing through the snow cut Bethany off. “That's not your Snow Cat, Sam.”

      “No, that's a newer Snow Cat. We have a visitor. Come on!” Samantha grabbed Bethany's arm and ran her into the front room of the lodge. Bethany saw Claude enter the room from a door that led back to the kitchen. “We got a visitor!”

      “Sure do.” Claude walked over to a heavy wooden front door on slow legs. “Could be our daughter. The Snow Cat that I hear is new and fancy.”

      Bethany and Samantha watched as Claude pulled open the front door. A hard wind full of angry snow immediately plowed into his face. Claude quickly shielded his eyes and peered out into the snow. “What do you see?” Samantha called out.

      “Yep, fancy Snow Cat—looks to be no older than a year or two.” Claude watched a fancy, modern Snow Cat park beside his old Snow Cat. Even though the snow was falling hard and steady, Claude could clearly make out how old and worn down his Snow Cat looked compared to the fancy one he was seeing. “Yeah, there's no way I can run guests in that old girl.”

      Samantha hurried up to Claude. “Well, for goodness' sake, who is here?” she fussed, pushing her husband aside a little.

      Bethany joined the crowd at the front door and looked over Samantha's shoulder. A bright yellow Snow Cat that was designed to please the rich and famous was parked beside Claude's run-down junker. She watched as the front passenger door of the Snow Cat flew open. To Bethany's shock, a woman wearing a bright yellow and white snow outfit jumped out into knee-deep snow. “Bethany!” Amanda Hardcastle yelled in an excited voice and began waving her arms in the air.

      “Amanda?” Bethany could barely believe her eyes. Amanda was supposed to be in Los Angeles with Sarah. What in the world was the woman doing standing in front of Claude and Samantha's hunting lodge? “Uh, excuse me.” Bethany hurried out onto a snow-soaked front porch, eased down a set of icy wooden steps, and fought her way through deep snow until she reached Amanda. “Amanda⁠—”

      “Hello!” another familiar voice called out. Bethany turned her head just in time to see a woman wearing a bright blue winter coat appear around the front side of the fancy Snow Cat.

      “Sarah?” Bethany wasn't sure if she was seeing a mirage or reality. “I thought you two were in Los Angeles⁠—”

      “We were, but Andrew called us and told us you and Julie were taking a trip back to Ice Mountain. He got worried when he couldn't reach you by phone and called Claude directly. Claude told him you'd already left for the mountain.” Sarah explained, trudging over to Bethany. She offered a quick, warm hug and then smiled. “So Amanda and I thought we would make a guest appearance.”

      “That's right, love!” Amanda hugged Bethany. “Sarah and I borrowed this fancy Snow Cat from Andrew, and here we are.”

      “That's where I've seen this Snow Cat—of course, Andrew's brother bought it for him as a gift,” Bethany stated as she happily hugged Amanda back.

      “Yeah, Andrew's brother is loaded now that he's married to that old widow. The Snow Cat ran beautifully on our way up here. Andrew's brother really knows his machines.” Amanda nodded. “I wish I had a rich brother. No matter. Uh, love, where's the food? I'm starving!”

      “You just ate a whole box of cakes.” Sarah shook her head. Amanda was the bottomless pit. “Maybe we should get inside.”

      “That's a good idea. Julie is going to be thrilled to see you!” Bethany grabbed Sarah and Amanda's hands and dragged them into the lodge. “Claude, Sam, you remember Sarah and Amanda.”

      “Of course I do!” Samantha beamed. Now she had four women to chat with. “What in the world are you two doing up here? Why didn't you call? I would have had your rooms laid out.”

      “We tried to call.” Sarah hugged Samantha and then hugged Claude. Claude grunted. “I think your phone is out.”

      “What?” Claude stormed over to a wooden counter. An old brown phone was sitting on the counter. He snatched the phone receiver up. “Well, Sam, the phone is dead again!”

      Samantha shook her head as she hugged Amanda. “Phone has been going in and out for weeks. Phone line is older than time. I ain't surprised.”

      “I see you're still just as fussy as an old skunk being stepped on by a bear!” Amanda called out to Claude. “Come over here and give me a hug.”

      Claude grunted but did as he was told. “Supper will be ready soon—stew, cornbread, cake—but first, pay for your rooms.”

      “Claude!” Samantha barked.

      “Well, I ain't running a charity!” Deep down, Claude knew he would lay down his life for the women staying under his roof if he had to. Being an old gruff was just his way.

      “We can pay,” Sarah laughed.

      “Uh, speaking of money, is that your Snow Cat out there or a rental?” Claude asked in a curious voice.

      “Oh, go outside and play with the thing before you burst,” Samantha told her husband.

      “That Snow Cat belongs to Andrew—he's the Chief of Police in Snow Falls. His brother married a rich widow and bought Andrew that Snow Cat as a Christmas gift. All I got was a sweater that was two sizes too big,” Amanda complained.

      “Amanda, Sarah.” Julie's startled voice caused everyone to turn and look at her. “What are you doing here?”

      “We came to make a guest appearance, love!” Amanda ran over to Julie and hugged her. “And we came to bring you home.”

      “No.” Julie pulled away from Amanda. “Amanda, I love you, but I intend to go back up to Ice Mountain and look at the ski resort. I've already contacted the state. I told the state I'm an interested buyer.”

      “But love.” Amanda looked deeply into her cousin's eyes and then sighed. “Ben told me you two had a falling out, but now that I see your eyes, oh love.” Amanda hugged Julie again. “Sarah,” she called over her shoulder, “it looks like we're going up to Ice Mountain!”

      Sarah glanced over at Bethany. Bethany was staring at Julie with worried eyes. “When Andrew told us that you two were planning to travel back up to Ice Mountain, we got worried. When we tried to call and didn't get an answer, we decided to get up here as fast as possible. Mr. Grapples from the supply station at Ice Nest told us Claude and Samantha had passed his station earlier with you. Amanda and I were able to relax some.”

      “Uh, I'll be outside.” Claude hurried outside, leaving the front room full of women. He made his way to the fancy Snow Cat sitting in the snow and began exploring every square inch of the fancy toy.

      “Look,” Julie walked Amanda over to Sarah, “all I want to do is see if I want to buy the ski resort and start a remote retreat. That's all. I told Bethany that I need to get away from the world, far away. I mean my words. So please, everyone, don't give me any grief.”

      “I wouldn't dream of it,” Sarah promised.

      “Me neither, love,” Amanda added.

      “And you know I'm here for the long ride,” Bethany offered a supportive smile. “You and me, sisters for life—all of us.” Bethany pulled everyone into a tight hug, including Samantha. “We'll love and support each other.”

      “You bet we will,” Samantha beamed with love. “Now, Amanda, honey, you can come and help me get supper going, and don't eat up all the food.”

      “Oh, you take all the fun out of living,” Amanda pouted and then winked at Bethany and Julie. “See you in a few minutes.”

      As soon as Amanda and Samantha vanished, Julie excused herself and went back to her room. “We have a broken heart on our hands,” Sarah spoke in a worried voice. “I'm glad Amanda and I got here when we did. I wouldn't want you two going back up to Ice Mountain alone, or at all, but if Julie is determined, there's nothing we can do except stand by her.” Sarah patted Bethany's arm. “Come on, honey, help me get the luggage in.”

      And pray, Bethany thought.

      Far away, a deadly avalanche was waiting to happen—and a deadly killer was waiting to strike.
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redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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