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  Preface



Nestled in the shadow of the Eiger, Grindelwald is a postcard-perfect Alpine village, known for its stunning views, thrilling gondola rides, and peaceful mountain charm. But when a body is discovered suspended in a gondola high above the valley, Grace Whitmore finds herself entangled in a mystery that runs deeper than the snowdrifts.




This book follows Grace’s sharp intuition, her unlikely allies, and a chilling descent into secrets the mountains tried to bury. For readers who love wit, charm, and an edge of danger with their views, welcome to the most perilous ride of Grace’s career.




⸻
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  Chapter One - Arrival in the Alps

  
  







Grace Whitmore had always found something magical about the mountains. But this — this was otherworldly. The towering peaks of the Bernese Alps loomed outside the frosted train window like a scene from a snow globe. The tiny Swiss village of Grindelwald was nestled in the valley below, surrounded by jagged white crowns, as if nature itself had conspired to build a fortress of ice and stone.




She sipped the last of her coffee from the paper cup, which had long gone cold, and gathered her things as the train slowed. Her wool coat was cinched tightly at the waist, her gloves buried in one pocket, and a folded itinerary tucked into the other — though she had already memorized it. Two weeks in Grindelwald. A writers’ retreat at the Jungfrau Chalet. And, hopefully, a chance to rest.




As the train hissed to a stop, Grace stepped onto the platform, the cold snapping at her cheeks. She blinked at the sudden brightness — a clean, fresh white blanket of snow covered everything, from rooftops to railings. Children were throwing snowballs across the square, their laughter echoing between timber-framed buildings adorned with icicles and garlands.




Her boots crunched against the snow as she crossed to the waiting area. A hand-lettered sign on a wooden placard read Whitmore, held by a middle-aged man in a heavy parka and felt hat.




“Grace Whitmore?” he asked in a rich Swiss-German accent.




“Yes. That’s me.”




“Welcome to Grindelwald. I’m Lukas. I drive for the Chalet.” He offered a quick, polite smile and gestured toward a waiting van.




The drive to the chalet took fifteen minutes. Lukas pointed out sites along the way — the First gondola station, a mountain restaurant perched near the cliff, and the Eiger’s infamous north face. The road wound upwards, past pine trees weighed down with snow and chalets nestled into hillsides like ornaments on a Christmas card.




“First time in the Alps?” Lukas asked.




“Yes,” Grace replied, peering out the window. “They’re even more dramatic than I imagined. Like they’re watching us.”




“They are,” Lukas said with a half-smile. “The mountains remember everything.”




Grace wasn’t sure how to respond, so she returned her gaze to the landscape, musing privately that she would have to jot that line down. It sounded like the kind of ominous proverb that would fit nicely into one of her novels.




The Jungfrau Chalet appeared suddenly, tucked between fir trees and stone outcroppings. A three-story wooden lodge with a snow-covered roof, shuttered windows, and smoke curling from its chimney. Lights glowed warmly from within.




Grace stepped out of the van and breathed in deeply. The air smelled of pine and fresh snow, with a faint trace of woodsmoke. It was the kind of place that begged for wool sweaters, fireside tea, and — if she were lucky — very little drama.




But luck was rarely something Grace could rely on.
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Inside, the chalet was bustling with arrivals. The retreat, as she’d read online, catered to mystery and suspense writers, drawing authors from across Europe and North America. She recognized two names from the guest list — one a Swedish crime novelist, the other an American true-crime podcaster who’d recently landed a Netflix deal.




“Grace Whitmore?” a cheerful voice called from the stairs. A woman in her fifties, with short silver hair and bright red glasses, hurried toward her. “I’m Hannelore, the retreat coordinator. We’re thrilled to have you here!”




Grace shook her hand. “Thank you. It’s gorgeous already.”




“Oh, just wait until you see it in the morning. We’re at our best in full daylight. Come — I’ll show you to your room.”




The halls smelled faintly of cinnamon and cedar. Carved wooden banisters lined the staircases, and small alcoves offered cozy nooks for reading or conversation. The room assigned to Grace overlooked the valley below — a breathtaking view of the snowy peaks and gondola lines strung like silver threads across the landscape.




After unpacking, Grace took a long shower and changed into fresh clothes — thick tights, a wool skirt, and a soft green sweater. She ventured downstairs in search of tea and perhaps a quiet corner to plan her next novel. The lounge, however, was already filled with the buzz of introductions.




She drifted toward the fireplace and found herself seated beside a tall, soft-spoken man who introduced himself as Miles Gregory, a British screenwriter working on a crime series set in Istanbul.




“I’ve read a few of your books,” he said, raising an eyebrow. “The one set in Positano. Murder on the Amalfi Railcar, wasn’t it?”




Grace smiled. “That’s the one. I’m flattered.”




They chatted for a few minutes — about writing, deadlines, and the best snacks for all-night edits — when the room suddenly quieted. A woman in ski gear stood in the doorway, cheeks red from the cold, and hair tangled from the wind.




“They’ve shut down the gondola,” she announced. “Some sort of electrical issue. They’re evacuating people right now.”




A murmur ran through the room.




“How many were stuck?”




“Dozens, maybe,” she replied. “They say one of the cars stopped midair, and they had to lower people down manually with harnesses.”




“Good heavens,” said someone near the buffet. “That’s terrifying.”




Grace’s mind went to the cables she’d seen during the drive. Suspended high above the trees, miles of aerial line connecting mountain peaks to ski lodges and viewing platforms. The very idea of dangling midair was enough to unsettle her.




“I wonder what caused it,” Miles said quietly.




“Probably just ice,” said another guest, a rotund man sipping mulled wine. “Happens now and then.”




But Grace wasn’t so sure. The woman who’d made the announcement looked spooked. She’d come in pale, her gloved hands trembling slightly as she removed her beanie. And her eyes — they weren’t filled with the normal adrenaline of adventure, but something else.




Fear.
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Dinner that night was held in the chalet’s dining hall — a cozy room with beamed ceilings, long tables, and heavy curtains pulled against the night. A buffet of Alpine fare was laid out: rösti, fondue, roasted vegetables, and several kinds of sausage Grace didn’t even attempt to pronounce.




She sat beside Hannelore, who was recounting a tale about a previous retreat when a guest accidentally triggered the fire suppression system with an overzealous attempt to flambé bananas.




“But that’s nothing,” Hannelore said with a laugh. “Last year, a French thriller writer tried to plot a murder using actual poison mushrooms. We had to shut down the kitchen for a week!”




Grace was smiling politely when Lukas — the driver — appeared at the entrance to the dining hall. He motioned discreetly to Hannelore, who excused herself and followed him into the hallway.




The buzz of conversation returned, but Grace’s eyes lingered on the corridor.




A moment later, Hannelore re-entered, her expression unusually grim. She caught Grace’s eye and gave the slightest nod — not of greeting, but of concern.
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The knock on Grace’s door came just after ten.




She’d been journaling beside the radiator, sipping peppermint tea, when the tap-tap-tap interrupted her thoughts.




When she opened it, Lukas stood there again — coat zipped to his chin, knit cap still dusted with snow.




“There’s something you should see,” he said quietly.




Grace hesitated. “What is it?”




“They found something — in the gondola. One of the cars. A body.”




Grace’s eyes widened. “A dead body?”




Lukas nodded. “It was still suspended. The evacuation team thought it was empty. But one of the harness techs — he looked through the glass, and…”




He trailed off.




“I don’t understand,” she said, already grabbing her coat. “How could someone be left behind? Didn’t they check every car?”




“That’s the thing,” he said, leading her toward the front entrance. “They did. But this one wasn’t on the list. According to the gondola logs… that car shouldn’t have been there.”
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