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OLIVIA DEMARCUS GASPED and dug her nails into the arm of the squad car door as the tires skidded on the icy mountain road. The snow continued to fall in the worst snow-burst they had seen in Utah so far this winter. The wipers could barely clear the windshield in the whiteout condition.

Officer Rigby tried his floodlights but found them useless. “Sorry, miss. I don’t think we’ll make it up to Hawk Mountain in this storm. This is much worse than the weathermen predicted.”

Olivia’s heart clenched. “We’ve got to get there. I haven’t heard from my brother in two days. I know something is terribly wrong. I just dashed up here from work when I could no longer get cell service.”

“It’s the storm.”

What could she say to get the officer to keep driving? Offer him money? He wouldn’t go for a bribe. Think, Livvie. Think. She had to know why she hadn’t heard from Preston. They talked every day, at least once. The last time she had heard from him, he was on his way up to his latest high-end residential development at the base of Hawk Mountain northwest of Deer Valley.

The weathermen had only predicted a light snowstorm, not this colossal downpour. Preston had hoped for an easy winter; one they could continue with construction. Major snowstorms could stop development and leave his project unprotected, most likely until spring.

This was Preston’s biggest development yet. The price of his mountain lodge-style homes in the exclusive resort community were astronomical and buyers had been clamoring to purchase and impatiently waiting. He liked to postpone moving in residents until all the construction had been completed. That way, he was assured of fewer complaints.

Preston included nothing but the best and latest comforts in his homes. He’d told her he had several big celebrities looking to buy. However, over the phone two days ago, he had mentioned there had been some copper and wiring theft in one of the newer homes under construction, and he wanted to install a security system throughout the development.

Had Preston been injured while installing the cameras? Had he fallen off a ladder? Drove his truck off the icy road? Electrocuted himself? Could the thieves have come back? Had Preston caught them in the act and...and something bad had happened to him? Olivia moaned.

“Everything okay?” Officer Rigby asked, wiping at his defrosting moustache with a gloved hand.

Olivia took a deep breath and blew into her freezing bare hands. She should be dressed in warmer attire for the first week of December, but she hadn’t planned on this storm or a trip to the mountains. She had always avoided elevations, despite living in the bowl of Salt Lake City with mountains all around. She really didn’t have a wardrobe of heavy winter clothing. She was either inside or in her car. Now she wished she had a pair of decent winter boots and some Gor-Tex outerwear. Of course, she’d left from work with this surprise storm and worried about Preston and never even stopped to think. That wasn’t like her at all. At least she had her wool coat, but it was doing nothing to keep her legs warm. “Um, yes, I’m fine, Officer Rigby. I just hope we can get there.” She rubbed her hands together.

He reached over and turned up the heat. “I wish I had something to cover your pretty blonde locks, Miss DeMarcus.”

Was he flirting with her? She had batted her eyelashes to get him to take her up the canyon, but she was desperate to reach her brother and find out what had happened.

“The head is how a person loses most of their body heat; about thirty percent, in fact,” he continued. “I should have a blanket in the trunk, but it will be ice cold. Do you have your Christmas shopping done?”

The car slid again, and Officer Rigby scrambled to get his hands back on the wheel to gently correct the car.

Olivia’s heart did the rumba in her throat.

“I think we better call this off,” he said, slowing down his already snail pace and reaching for his dashboard radio to contact dispatch.

Olivia had to think of something quick to keep him driving. She had already slid her car off the road, trying to get up the slick canyon. Officer Rigby had stopped to give her a hand, and she had talked him into taking her farther up the mountain. She had a terrible feeling about Preston, and she desperately had to find him.

She bit her lip. She hated playing the “Politician Father” card.

“I realize these are difficult weather conditions, Officer,” she began, “but my father, you know, Senator Nathaniel DeMarcus, would be eternally grateful if you found Preston.” She smiled as sweetly as she could, considering she despised her father’s political ties and untrustworthy nature.

He was as corrupt as they came, but the voting population adored him and turned a blind-eye to his misdeeds. It made her blood boil.

Officer Rigby glanced over. She quickly turned on her charming smile, one she had learned from Daddy. The officer’s shoulders slumped as he turned his attention back to the glassy road.

“Maybe a little farther,” he said. The car slid once again, and he tried not to overcorrect.

Daddy probably didn’t even know Preston was missing. She certainly hadn’t called to inform him. The politician’s life was always too busy for his bothersome children. She and Preston had pretty much raised themselves except for the aid of a nanny. Their mother was surely off on some extravagant spa retreat as usual, which had become her lifestyle. This time, most likely to the Bahamas or a similar warmer climate. Mother could rarely be found at home these days unless Daddy needed her to play hostess to a bunch of politicians, lobbyists, or wealthy voters.

Mother had spent her life on frivolous, self-indulging endeavors. It galled Olivia. Mother could have taken their fortune and spent it on worthy causes. Of course, Mother and Daddy had to donate to a few reputable charities to make things look proper, but they were still squandering the abundance of their combined inherited wealth.

That’s why Olivia didn’t mind setting up her non-profit organization to rescue abused dogs, cats and horses. She was working on plans to expand and open clinics to help endangered animals across the country. Daddy didn’t mind contributing, as long as she didn’t bother him with the details. From Mother, she got a, “Nice job, dear.”

“I can just make out the back of a snow plough,” Officer Rigby said, pointing at the back of a huge truck in front of them.

Olivia squinted through the fog and let out a visible breath. Thank heavens. They could follow the truck all the way up the mountain, at least until they reached the Hawk Mountain turnoff. She would have to think of something else to get Officer Rigby to brave the winding, un-ploughed road up to the new development.

She sat on her hands to see if it would warm them. The backend of the car veered to the left, and she quickly braced herself, her seatbelt digging into her shoulder. So much for keeping her hands warm. “I don’t think I’ve
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