
Frozen Detective
by Amanda Flower

Excerpt 3

A s much as i wanted to snoop around Ridge’s 
cabin, it wasn’t something I could do with Her-

schel and Tiny looking on. The only good thing to 
come of it was Tiny, who galloped around the cabin 
like a newborn colt, completely destroying any evi-
dence of my footprints. I decided to walk back to the 
ski house and catch a glimpse of Pierce and Edwin 
skiing.

I wasn’t too worried about Pierce. He was an ath-
letic guy, and I often saw him cycling on the roads 
around town when I was out for a run. Edwin, how-
ever, was about as athletic as Mrs. Berger’s cat, which 
meant he was willing to give just about anything a 
try, but more often than not, got stuck and needed to 
be rescued. 

Just as I reached the ski house, Tate jumped off 
of the ski lift. “Hey, where did you go? I thought you 
were taking a ski lesson this morning. And what’s on 
your coat?”

I looked down at the drooly stain on the front of 
my coat. It was a fashion statement. “I ran into Tiny.”



“Oh.” That was explanation enough. 
“As for skiing, Ridge refused to teach me because 

of the investigation.”
Tate took off his skis. “I guess I can’t blame the 

guy.”
“It’s fine. I didn’t want to do it anyway.”
“What’s the deal with you and skiing? I have never 

seen you so determined to avoid something before.”
I gave him a look. “I just have a fear of breaking 

my leg. I spent over half my life training to be a bal-
lerina. A skiing injury wasn’t worth the risk of losing 
that dream.”

“But you’re not a ballerina now, and you haven’t 
been for over a decade.”

“Thank you for the reminder, but that still doesn’t 
mean I want to break my leg.”

“I don’t think anyone wants a broken leg. I can 
teach you. Just go down the run once, and I won’t 
ever ask you to do it again.”

I shook my head. “No. We have a case to solve.” I 
paused. “Or do we? Have you spoken to Cecily?”

He frowned. “I’m working on it.”
“It looks to me like you’re skiing.”
“I am, and so is Cecily. I asked her to come out 

with us this morning to relax and blow off some 
steam. I’m positive she’ll put us back on the case. 
Anytime it comes up, it’s clear she is terrified of go-
ing to jail. I remind her time and again that hiring us 
back on is the best way to avoid doing that.”

“Tate, we’re running out of time.”
“I know,” he said. “Listen, Cecily just started her 

first run, so I can get you started on going downhill. I 



think it will benefit your investigation to see what Dr. 
Madd saw just before he died.”

That was a stretch, even for Tate.
“Will you give it a try?” he asked.
“Will you stop asking me if I’m willing to try?”
He clapped his hands together. “You bet.”
Together, we walked the rest of the way to the ski 

house, where the Madds’ guests were chattering and 
talking outside.

“That’s one of the steepest inclines I’ve even been 
on,” one of the guests said. 

I shot Tate a look.
“I’ll send you down the less steep part,” Tate 

claimed. 
This was such a bad idea.
Inside the ski house, there was a line of skis of 

various sizes, and men’s and women’s ski boots. Tate 
went over the line of skis, grabbed a pair, and picked 
out boots in my size too. “These will work.”

Resigning myself to my fate, I put on the ski boots. 
They were a perfect fit.

Tate and I went back outside, and he walked me 
through a quick lesson. “Point your skis straight to 
go faster. Turn them ninety degrees to slow down. 
The lower you are on the skis, the faster you will go, 
because there is less wind resistance. Be sure that 
you’re in control. You don’t want your legs pulled out 
from under you. That’s how you get hurt.”

Terrific.
“Also, lean over your skis for better balance. You 

may be inclined to lean back, but that will backfire on 
you. Any questions?” He beamed. 



Tate was a little too excited over the idea of me 
skiing for my liking.

“Yes. Why am I here?” I lowered my voice. “How is 
this going to help us find out who killed Dr. Madd?”

“Get in line, and you’ll see.”
I was about to protest until I saw that Cecily stood 

at the end of the line of skiers waiting to make their 
way down the mountain.

I shot Tate a glance and joined the end of the line. 
I’d stand in line and play the part, but there was no 
way I was going down that mountain.

Cecily looked over her shoulder at me. She sniffed. 
“Shouldn’t you be trying to find out who killed my 
husband?”

“That’s what we are doing. This is the scene of the 
crime, you know.”

She sniffed.
I changed the subject. “I spoke with your brother a 

little while ago.” 
She looked over her shoulder. “He’s my half-broth-

er, and barely worth that title.”
I raised my eyebrows. “It’s nice of your father to let 

him stay and work at the lodge.”
“It’s ridiculous. Ridge never worked a day in his 

life, and he gets free room and board and a cushy 
job? As long as I have this place, I’m stuck with him.”

I nodded. “I heard that as long this lodge was in 
the family, that was true.”

“That’s why I have a mind to sell it. I came back 
here for that very reason. I wanted to see how every-
thing was going and what I wanted to do. I realized 
that managing a lodge wasn’t for me. It would serve 



me much better to sell it and pocket the money. I’ve 
been putting out feelers to see if there is interest.”

I removed the flyer I had kept from the staff locker 
from my pocket. “Like this? Posting it’s up for sale on 
websites?”

She ripped the paper from my hand. “Where did 
you get this?”

“That doesn’t matter.”
“It matters to me.”
“It would also seem to matter to the lodge staff. It 

seems Herschel and the rest of the staff have done an 
impeccable job.”

She nodded. “I’ll give them that. It might help me, 
too, because I think I can sell it all for a high price. 
There are many new entrepreneurs out there who 
have so much money they don’t know what to do with 
it. Several have expressed interest in the lodge. They 
might as well give their money to me. I can reinvest 
it into MaddlyCare. Now that my husband is dead, I 
own eighty percent of the company. Garret’s ex-wife 
owns ten percent.” She made a face. “And the other 
ten is owned by a small number of employee share-
holders. I have a clear and strong majority, which 
means that I can make all the decisions pertaining to 
the company moving forward.”

I didn’t know if Cecily realized, or maybe she did 
and thought she was untouchable, but she had just 
given me a very good reason as to why she might have 
killed her husband.

“But will you have time to go through the sale if 
you are in charge of MaddlyCare? I imagine the com-
pany will take up a lot of your time.”

She looked at me. “I’m capable of both, and it 



doesn’t mean I have to be here to hold anyone’s hand. 
As you said, Herschel has done a great job caring for 
the property. I don’t doubt for a second that he will 
do the same through the process of selling. I’m not 
concerned with finding a buyer.”

The skier in front of us went down the mountain. I 
was running out of time. 

“I might hold off on trying to sell it,” I said.
“Why?”
“You don’t know yet how the investigation into 

your husband’s death is going to go. If MaddlyCare’s 
assets are frozen, or—”

“That is not going to happen,” she snapped.
“We don’t want it to happen, but the longer this 

murder investigation drags on, the more likely it will 
cause some trouble for your husband’s company and, 
in turn, you.”

“What can I do about it?” she asked.
“Cooperate to find your husband’s killer.” 
“Fine.” She turned all the way around and pointed 

a polished fingernail at me. “But you’d better find out 
who did this to my husband quick, or I’m suing you 
both.”

I didn’t bother to tell her that wasn’t how it 
worked.

“You’re next,” said the young woman who was di-
recting the skiers downhill.

From behind, I felt someone give me a little shove, 
and my skis tipped down. The next thing I knew, I 
was heading down the mountain.

Find out what happens next in Frozen Detective! Read the rest!




