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THREE FRIENDS. TWO MOVIE STARS. ONE DEADLY TRAP.

Justin Macdonald expected a week of cheap skiing and bad resort food. 

Instead, he finds himself caught in a real-life thriller when Hollywood icons Vivienne Vex and Dirk Delvecchio arrive at a fading mountain hotel, lured by anonymous threats.

When a brutal blizzard cuts the power and a sniper turns the slopes into a hunting ground, the vacation becomes a fight for survival. 

To save his kidnapped friend and uncover a chilling blackmail scheme, Justin must play detective for real. In the mountains, the only thing colder than the wind is a killer’s heart.
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Chapter 1
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“WHOA, DUDE, IS THAT—?” My dark-haired friend, Van Gilman, said, pointing across the lobby of the Blackridge Resort.

“Vivienne Vex, yeah, I think so,” I muttered. 

“That’s really her? You’re kidding?” another voice piped up. My friend Raj Mistry turned to face us, then stared across the room at the young woman who was trying to look inconspicuous. But Vivienne Vex—the action movie star, was anything but inconspicuous. She was 6 feet tall and had long, straight, black hair down to her waist. And she was wearing shades even though it was cloudy and overcast outside. She was dressed in leather from head to toe.

“What’s she doing here?” Raj asked as he picked up his suitcase and threw his duffel bag over his left shoulder. We turned and headed to the elevator that would take us to our room on the second floor. 

“Maybe he’s just here to ski—like us,” Van said as he followed Raj and me into the elevator. Before the door closed, Vivienne jumped onto the elevator and pushed the button for the second floor. She sighed heavily and didn’t look at us.

“Excuse me—but are you—Vivienne Vex?” Raj asked, shifting his duffel bag on his shoulder. 

“Yeah, so who wants to know?” she said, turning to face Raj. 

“I’m—my name is Raj—Raj Mistry. I’m your biggest fan, Ms. Vex. I’ve seen all your movies.”

Vex turned away from us and shook her head. Then she turned back to Raj. “I think half the world has seen all my movies,” she remarked. “I was hoping no one would notice me,” she added.

Van snorted, and Vex turned to him. “Something funny?”

“Good luck with that,” he said, glancing between Raj and Ms. Vex. 

“Well, this is a backwater little resort, a bunch of old people. I wanted to get away from the city for a few days. I didn’t think there would be anyone here under fifty years old. What are you guys doing here? You look a little young for this place.”

“We heard good things about this place,” Raj piped up. 

“Really?” Vex said. It was her turn to snort. “You must have been on the wrong website then; I picked this place because of the bad reviews.”

“It was cheap,” I remarked, and Vex smiled. 

“Now that sounds more like the truth. It is cheap, that was another reason I picked it,” she said. “Look, guys, I’m sorry if I seemed rude. I honestly didn’t think anyone would recognize me here. I’m just—.”

“Is everything OK?” I asked. “I mean, you look a little stressed.”

Vex was silent for a moment, then she turned to face us. “Look, I’ll sign anything you want, but please, can you not let anyone know I’m here? Don’t post it on Facebook or Instagram that you saw me here, OK? Please. I’m begging you.”

“Sure,” Raj said, and the rest of us nodded. The elevator came to our floor and stopped. The three of us got out, and Vex followed. 

“I’m on this floor too,” she said. “But I’m this way,” she said, pointing down the right-side corridor. “Nice to meet you guys,” she added with a small grin. “Please remember, you didn’t see me.”

With that, she was off. We headed down the left-hand corridor to our room, which was at the end of the hallway. Once inside, we dropped our luggage. There were three single beds along one wall. The opposite side had a large dresser with mirrors. The washroom was at the far end, and a large picture window looked out onto the ski slopes. 

“This place isn’t too bad,” I said as we kicked off our boots and put them on the mat inside the door, and came into the room and flopped on the beds. It was mid-winter and my buddies Van and Raj wanted to go skiing and invited me to the Blackridge Ski Resort in upstate New York near the Quebec border. They were having a special, three for the price of two deal. The brochure looked good, but I was wondering why the place was so cheap. 

“That’s cool that Vivienne Vex is here,” Raj said, sitting up on his bed. “I wonder why she doesn’t want anyone to know why she’s here?”

I shook my head. “It is weird,” I said. “I think I’m going to investigate a little further,” I said. “Luckily, I brought my laptop,” I added, pulling it from my backpack. I set it up on the desk.

“Justin, dude, we came here to ski, remember?” Van said, getting up and opening his duffel bag. He pulled out his hockey training journal.

“What’s that?” I asked, nodding at the book.

“Coach wanted me to do some new exercises. Our team is heading to the playoffs, and I want to be in top shape. Hence, the skiing vacation.”

Van was the goalie for the hometown hockey team, the Port Salser Porcupines. He was known around town and the surrounding area as ‘Gatekeeper’ Gilman. Not much got past him in the goalie net. 

“You’re right, Van.” I said. We are on vacation. “If you can hold off on your training exercises for a bit, how about we hit the slopes,” I suggested, glancing at my watch. It was about 3:00, and dinner wasn’t for a few hours. It looked like it was going to snow later, so now was a good time to check out some of the shorter slopes. 

“I’m game,” Raj said, sitting up in his bed. He pulled his newly purchased ski pants over his pants. Van and I did the same, and soon we were headed back down to the lobby and the equipment shop where we would rent some skis. 

As the elevator doors opened, there was a mass of activity in the lobby. People with cameras were setting up, and other people with microphones were testing their equipment. They all turned when the elevator doors opened, but when they noticed us, they went back to what they were doing. 

“What’s the media doing here?” Raj asked as we moved around them to go to the equipment room. 

“Could they be here for Vex?” I asked under my breath. “She didn’t want anyone to know she was here.”

Suddenly the crowd became noisy and everyone’s attention went to the front entrance. 

“Is that—?”

“Dirk Delvecchio, yeah,” I muttered. We stood and watched as Dirk and his entourage came into the lobby, Dirk waving to the media people. He was tall and Hollywood handsome. Typical action star. He was a former soap opera star, so that only added to his popularity. 

“Guess they aren’t here for Vex,” Van said. “But why is he here? I didn’t know this place was so popular with the Hollywood set.”

“It’s not,” I said, shaking my head. “Something definitely weird is going on here. Two action stars show up at a backwater ski resort that, until a day ago, hardly anyone had heard of.”

Dirk settled into a string of interviews while the desk clerks stared in awe. The resort manager, a large man with a bald head and a thick dark moustache, Conner Vance, looked like he had hit the jackpot. He had a scar on his face that looked like a burn injury. Now, he was actually rubbing his hands together and grinning.

We headed to the equipment room, which was just down the corridor. We went into the room, and a young woman behind the counter looked up at us. “What’s going on out there?” she asked.

“Some hack named Dirk Delvecchio just arrived,” I remarked.

“Did you say—Dirk Delvecchio?” she asked, eyes wide. “Oh, my. Is he still there?”

“I—think so,” Van remarked. 

“Excuse me,” she said and headed for the door. She turned back. “Oh—just pick out what you need and we’ll settle up later.” With that, she was off.

We picked out our gear, skis and poles, and headed out to the back of the resort through a set of glass doors. The sky was steel grey and still overcast, and a slight wind was whipping up. The first hill was not too far and was a short one. 

Raj had never been skiing before, so I would show him the basics as Van decided to take off down the hill. Soon he was lost to view.

“Sorry, Justin,” Raj said. “I’m holding you back. You should go ahead with Van. I’ll wait here for you guys.”

“Don’t worry about it, Raj,” I said with a smile. “I don’t mind helping you.”

“I don’t know if I can do this,” he said a few minutes later, after tripping over his left ski and almost going sprawling on the ground. 

“You’ll get it,” I said, trying to sound confident, but I was worried he would get too frustrated to try again. We tried to get him situated, but he got tangled in his skis again. 

“It’s OK, Raj, you’ll get this, bro!”

“I don’t think so,” he muttered, sticking his pole into the ground and nearly falling over again. 

“Try to move ahead to the top of the hill,” I remarked. “Just shuffle your skis ahead one side at a time. Try to get a feel for the movement and to keep your balance.”

“I don’t think I can go down the hill, Justin. But I’ll try to get my balance. I have to tell you; we don’t do a lot of skiing in India.”

“You’ll get it, Raj,” I said. Just takes practice. He moved ahead slowly, putting one foot ahead, then the other. Just as I thought he got it; he went sprawling in the snow. He got back to his feet, then tried again, but nearly fell. A moment later he threw down his ski pole. 

“I’m done, Justin. I’m going back to the room; you go on with Van. I’ll meet you guys back in the room,” he said as he took off his skis.

“I think you should try again, Raj. You almost had it.”

“You’re a good friend, Justin,” he said with a smirk. “But you’re a really bad liar.”

“Very well,” I said. I watched him head back to the hotel and disappear through the door. I turned and moved to the top of the hill. A moment later, I was heading down the hill. It was a pretty easy hill with not much in the way of obstacles. I moved along, the snow sliding nicely beneath my skis. The wind stung my face, but it was exhilarating!

I soon came to the bottom and saw Van heading to the ski lift. He noticed me and stopped and waited for me to catch up.

“Where’s Raj?” Van asked as we headed to the lift. 

“He gave up,” I remarked with a shrug. “He couldn’t get it.”

“It’s his first time on skis,” he said. “It took me a while to get it.”

“Yeah, and you still don’t do it very well, bro,” I said, which earned me a scowl.

“I’m way better than you, bro,” Van countered.

“In your dreams.”

We hopped on the next lift seat and headed to the top of the hill. We decided to go down the same hill one more time, then head back to the room and see how Raj was doing. Once at the top after our second run, we headed back inside and returned our skis to the attendant. 

“I got his autograph!” the girl squealed. “I can’t believe he’s here—at this resort.”

“Yeah, we can’t believe it either!” I muttered, then we left and headed back to the lobby. 

The commotion from earlier had died down. Now, in the corner of the lobby was a large movie poster for Dirk Delvecchio’s latest flick, ‘Cold As Ice’. A ‘cold as ice thriller that will chill you to the bone’. 

“Wow. Real original,” Van muttered.

“Wait a moment,” I said as we headed to the elevator. I went back to look at the poster again. I checked the names of the other actors. One name stood out. 

Vivienne Vex. 

So, was that the connection? Why they were both here?

“What did you want to see?” Van asked as we got on the elevator. 

“Vivienne Vex is also in Dirk’s movie,” I related. “I thought it was too much of a coincidence that two Hollywood stars showed up at the same backwater ski resort.”

“You think they’re having, you know—an illicit affair?” Van said. 

I shrugged. “Could be. She did tell us that she didn’t want anyone to know she was here. But something definitely is going on here. I think we have a mystery on our hands!”
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