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Excerpt 1

I went to my suite, as Tate had suggested, to get 
ready for the party. We wanted to be there early 

so we could see all the suspects, a.k.a the guests, as 
they arrived.

As the bellhop had said, my suite was identical to 
Tate’s, down to the ornaments on the Christmas tree. 
I could imagine being curled up on that chair next to 
the tree with a hot mug of cocoa watching the ball 
drop on TV. I sighed. That was not to be. I went into 
the bedroom and pulled the dress bag from Maelynn 
out of the closet where the bellhop had hung it. I laid 
it on the bed and unzipped it. 

This was not the simple dress I had been expect-
ing. 

I pulled out the black sequined frock with red 
crystal beaded fringe on the bottom. It was the per-
fect dress for Maelynn…but then again, she’d look 
gorgeous in a garbage bag. On me, the dress would 
look like a 1920s flapper costume for Halloween. All I 
needed was a feather for my hair.

It was not what I would have chosen. Frankly, I 
wondered if I could get by in the jeans and sweater 



that I’d packed for the night. I doubted it, especially 
after seeing Cecily. She wasn’t a jeans kind of person, 
and I guessed she didn’t want anyone around her to 
be one either.

I took the dress into the bathroom, which was 
bigger than most living rooms I had seen. Close to 
forty minutes later, I was as ready as I was going 
to be. I had followed Maelynn’s directions as best I 
could about fixing my hair, twisting it into a braid 
that brushed my right shoulder. It didn’t look nearly 
as good as it would have if she’d styled it, but it was 
passable. 

I had also followed her step-by-step instructions 
on the makeup, and I thought it looked okay. I was 
the most nervous about the dress. I self-consciously 
smoothed it over my hips for the third time. Every 
time I moved, the tassels hit each other and made 
little wind chime sounds. This was not the dress to 
wear on a sting.

There was a knock on the door between our two 
rooms. I sighed and let Tate in.

 “Darby—” He pulled up short. “Dang!”
I cocked my head. “Dang? Is that supposed to be a 

compliment?”
“It is. You’re gorgeous.”
To hide my red cheeks, I turned to pick up the 

tiny and impractical purse that Maelynn had lent 
me along with the dress. I couldn’t fit much more in 
it than my phone. My handcuffs were certainly not 
coming along, but we weren’t even close to the point 
of making a citizen’s arrest. We didn’t even know all 
the suspects or all the threats. It was not the best 
way to start an investigation.



“You’re very handsome yourself,” I said, and he 
was. He wore his hair smoothed back and a black 
tuxedo that was tailored just for him. What had Tate’s 
life been like before, that he would own a tuxedo? 
How many events did the wandering globetrotter at-
tend that needed a tuxedo?

He grinned. “Why, thank you.” He did a little twirl 
and bowed.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Come on, Showboat. 
We have a case to solve.”

“Showboat?” he chuckled. “Are you picking up 
1920s vernacular, too?”

While Tate and I had been dressing, instructions 
for the night’s proceedings had been slipped beneath 
the door to our rooms. They said that we were to en-
ter the ballroom via the grand staircase on the second 
floor, unless there was some sort of disability that 
kept us from doing that.

Tate and I took the elevator to the second floor 
and found a short line of people waiting at the top of 
the stairs. It was a little after eight. The party started 
at eight-thirty, and I had expected us to be the first 
to arrive. Unfortunately, we weren’t. A lodge staffer 
stood at the top of the steps and instructed each 
guest when it was their turn to greet the Madds.

Tate whistled under his breath. “This is a show-
boat affair.”

I didn’t respond. I was already on the case. Every 
person and face I saw, I analyzed. Did the person look 
angry, nervous, jumpy, or determined? Of course, 
having those feelings was no proof that the person 
was sending threats to Dr. Madd, but there was al-



ways a tell when someone was up to something. You 
just had to look for the signs. 

The last person to go down the staircase before 
us was a man also wearing a tuxedo, like Tate’s, but 
while Tate’s fit him to a T, this man’s tux was ex-
ceedingly large for him. He continually pulled on the 
sleeves to adjust the shoulders, which slipped from 
his thin frame over and over again. His hair was buzz 
cut and he wore glasses that amplified the narrow-
ness of his face.

A man in tails at the door announced the gentle-
man in the baggy tuxedo as Frederick Hume. From 
my aerial view of the introduction, I noticed that Cec-
ily wrinkled her nose when Frederick was announced, 
like she’d smelled something bad. I made a mental 
note to find out who Frederick was.

“You’re next,” the bellhop said in an oddly stiff 
voice. 

Before we went down the grand staircase, Tate 
held out his arm to me. I didn’t move. 

“Come on. We’re pretending we’re in love, which 
means you have to at least pretend to like me. Get 
into character.”

I looped my arm through his and plastered a smile 
on my face.

“Perfect. Just realistic enough. Only someone who 
really knows you would recognize the twitch in your 
eye.”

I squeezed his arm. “Let’s go. We have a case to 
solve, and I already have a suspect.”

His eyes went wide as we walked down the stairs. 
“How can you have one before I do?”

I adopted his customary shrug. “Talented, I guess.”



“That you are.” There was a flash in his eye that 
seemed to hint at something more than friendly re-
spect.

I looked away from him, as if I was suddenly inter-
ested in the gigantic crystal chandelier that hung over 
the staircase, because I felt a blush creep across my 
cheeks.

I mentally kicked myself. Get it together, Piper. This 
is a job.

The chandelier was intricate and the size of a 
small car. It sparkled above our heads as we made it 
to the main entrance of the ballroom. I couldn’t help 
but wonder whose job it was to dust it. It had to be 
more than one person. 

Tate and I joined a line of people entering the 
grand ballroom. At the door, Cecily and Dr. Madd 
greeted each guest in turn. Both of them were dressed 
to the nines, as my grandmother would have said. 
I assumed that the diamonds on Cecily’s necklace 
and earrings were real and worth more money than I 
could even fathom.

I felt like I was waiting to be presented to the 
queen for my coming out season or some such thing. 
As we drew close to the Madds, laughter and music 
drifted in from the ballroom, along with delicious 
smells. My stomach growled. When we arrived at the 
lodge, there hadn’t been enough time to eat before we 
had to get ready for the party. I had subsisted on a 
package of suspect saltine crackers I found pulverized 
in their wrapper at the bottom of my purse. 

Even though I was starving and exceedingly un-
comfortable with my outfit—the skirt was well above 
my knee, and I could only wonder how short it was on 



Maelynn, who was five inches taller than myself—my 
head was on a constant swivel. I took care to subtly 
scrutinize every person we passed and commit the 
face to memory. It was impossible to know if Cecily 
was right, and the person making the threats against 
her husband was here. She’d insisted the person 
was here. I was also on the lookout for a man named 
Frederick Hume. He was definitely out of place in this 
room.

Even though it felt odd to be so dressed up, I 
was glad I was. Had I worn my jeans and sweater, I 
would’ve stuck out like a sore thumb. That was the 
very last thing a private eye wanted to do.

Cecily took one of my hands in both of hers by way 
of greeting. “It’s so nice to see you both again. It’s just 
a pleasure for us that you and Tate can be here.”

Carefully, I removed my hand. “We’re grateful to 
be invited. This is much better than our original New 
Year’s Eve plans, so we thank you.”

“Yeah, my plans consisted of eating Cheetos and 
watching the ball drop in New York City on the televi-
sion,” Tate said.

My head snapped in his direction. Was he for 
real? Or was he teasing me? How on earth did he 
know about my New Year’s Eve plans?

Find out what happens next in Frozen Detective!




