
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Murder During the Mistletoe Procession 
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For every cat who ever solved a mystery quietly before the humans caught up.
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First Edition

About the Author

Belinda writes layered mysteries where memory lingers, landscapes remember, and silence speaks louder than words. Her stories slip between the literary and the intimate—part atmospheric suspense, part quiet reckoning. Rooted in a love for islands, history, and hidden truths, her work invites readers to linger in the in-between.

She believes some lands carry echoes of everything they’ve witnessed—grief, joy, betrayal—and that nostalgia for a place is its own kind of story. 

She also writes heartfelt children’s stories that whisper courage into quiet hearts. With magical ladybugs, story-saving oaks, and brave little girls like Maia, Belinda hopes to help young readers find their own voice—and use it boldly.

When she’s not writing, Belinda tends to her garden, guided by the rustle of leaves, the smell of earth, and the quiet company of two cats who always seem to know more than they let on.

Coming Soon...

Murder in Three Movements

A Little Firling Mystery – Book Six

Little Firling is ready to welcome spring with blooming garlands, tangled ribbons, and a friendly rivalry that’s anything but friendly.

But when festival darling Julian Parrish falls to his death beneath a tent of silks and secrets, the celebration comes undone.

Whispers begin to swirl:

Was it the pressure of competition? A romantic grudge?

Or something far more dangerous, buried deep in the orchard and tied with a ribbon no one dares untangle?

Annabel, Evie, and Persephone are back—armed with questions, tea, and an increasing number of suspects.

Because in a village where the past is always in bloom...

One vanished.

One warned.

One watched.

And now, the truth is ready to bloom.

Featuring:


	A maypole with more tension than ribbon

	A secret too heavy for spring air

	And a cat with claws aimed at justice
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Prologue


[image: ]




She folded the ribboned reply into the inner pocket of her coat.

Then, she looked around the chapel one last time, unaware that someone else had already been inside.

That a candle had burned longer than the rest.

That a cold draft curled under the door.

That a shadow had not waited for her to leave...

But had come for her.

Quietly.

Carefully.

When the chapel doors opened again, it wasn’t Agnes who moved them.

Outside, the snow fell gently.

The mistletoe crown was still in her hand.

And in the frost behind her—

Footprints.

But only one set.

Before the fall of snow, there was a moment of stillness. And every secret was still in place.
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Chapter 1
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The first snow fell like it had been waiting politely all morning.

It didn’t blanket the village in drama—just a soft veil across rooftops, hedges, and the tips of boots outside the chapel. The kind of snow that whispered: soon.

Agnes Thorne stood beneath the arch of the chapel doorway, one gloved hand resting on the cold stone. She wasn’t waiting for anyone in particular. She just liked to see the snow arrive.

At seventy-three, Agnes moved slower than she once had, but there was something about her stillness that made people listen. She’d lived in Little Firling long enough to become part of its fabric—the sort of person whose name appeared in stories told by three generations, often in the same breath.

She wore a charcoal-grey coat with a plum shawl tucked neatly under the collar, her brooch—the same frosted holly pin she wore every December—glinting at her shoulder. Her white hair was twisted into a bun that had survived a thousand winter gales and a thousand more rehearsals.

Today was her last.

Not that she’d said so. People would know. Agnes had been the Spirit of the Season for thirty-seven years. She’d led more processions than anyone could count, handwoven more mistletoe crowns than the village trees could grow. This year, she would pass the role on. Quietly. Gracefully.

But not today.

Today was the rehearsal.

And the rehearsal mattered.

“Morning, Agnes,” called Nora from the bookshop, arms full of hymn sheets and barely-balanced mince pies. “You’re here early.”

“I like to open the chapel doors,” Agnes replied with a soft smile. “It lets the warmth remember how to find its way in.”

Children’s laughter rang out across the green as the Snowdrop Circle dashed toward the chapel, scarves askew and glitter clinging to everything. Rosie ran ahead, trailing a paper star; Theo followed, muttering to himself about forgotten lines. Millie, James, and Pippa joined soon after, their breath fogging in the air like smoke from invisible lanterns.

Agnes greeted each child by name. Her voice was gentle, but her presence stilled even the rowdiest scarf.

She turned just as the chapel bell gave a single chime.

Not the hour.

Just... one.

And that’s when she saw her.

Persephone.

The cat padded silently across the path, tail high, black coat dappled with snowflakes like she’d been kissed by winter. She paused at Agnes’s feet and looked up—one long blink, then another.

Agnes knelt, slowly.

“You’re early too.”

Persephone blinked again. Then, without ceremony, she trotted inside.

Agnes stood with a wince she didn’t show. Her fingers hovered near her coat pocket for a moment, then dropped. She followed the cat into the chapel.

***
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Inside, the chapel glowed.

Not brightly, but steadily. Light from the stained-glass windows splashed colour across the stone floor, the saints watching as they always did—silent, fractured, waiting.

A cluster of children sat cross-legged near the front pews, clutching half-eaten biscuits and star-shaped crafts that looked like melting galaxies.

Every winter, just before the Procession, Agnes gathered her Snowdrop Circle—always a handful, never more than five—for what she called seasonal settling.

“We prepare the heart before we prepare the candles,” she’d once said.

This year’s circle wiggled and hushed and waited.

“Is this when we make the wish?” Rosie whispered.

Agnes smiled.

“Wishes can’t be made on demand. They have to be ready.”

And the children nodded like they understood.

Because with Agnes... they always did.

***
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The doors opened again. A breeze followed.

“Sorry, sorry, we’re not late—okay, we’re a little late,” Annabel called, balancing a tray of cranberry muffins like a waitress at a festive pub. Evie trailed behind her, eating a croissant and pretending it wasn’t slightly frozen.

Persephone trotted toward them and then veered left, leaping onto the window ledge like a saint in fur.

Annabel smiled at Agnes, who nodded once, and went back to tying ribbon onto the mistletoe crown.

“Is it just me,” Evie murmured, “or does she seem... I don’t know. Quieter?”

“She’s always quiet,” Annabel said.

“No,” Evie replied. “This is different. It’s like she’s already half a memory.”

Before Annabel could answer, Barbara Ellington cleared her throat near the altar.

“If I could have everyone’s attention—just briefly!”

The mood shifted. Even the candles braced.

“This year,” Barbara said, “we’re introducing a new element to the procession. A Wishing Box. Anyone can place a seasonal hope or memory inside, and it will be sealed and placed at the foot of the Virgin Mary and Child.”

Groans. Rustling. A single sigh from the choir loft.

Barbara continued, chin high.

Agnes said nothing.

She was gazing at the statue in question.

The Virgin stood at the chapel’s heart, hands cradling the child, eyes soft and unreadable. The stone beneath was worn smooth—from christenings, communions, weddings, funerals, and prayers whispered through the ache of living.

The chapel was old.

It remembered everything.

***
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At the back, near the shadows, Grace Merrick watched it all unfold.

She hadn’t meant to stay so long.

She hadn’t meant to stay at all.

But then she saw Agnes. And her father’s words returned like a forgotten song.

“She made the world feel gentler.”

She didn’t know if she believed in memory.

But watching Agnes now, her hand drifting over a mistletoe crown she’d likely tied in her sleep, she felt something settle and ache in her chest.

Not fear.

Not threat.

Just the quiet, terrible sense that she was already too late.

***
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The rehearsal ended with soft applause and a few glitter-related incidents.

People filtered out. Candles were snuffed. Robes folded. Songs hummed and then forgotten.

Annabel helped Nora gather sheet music. Evie pinched two extra mince pies and winked at a toddler in fairy wings.

Only one person remained.

Agnes stood in the pews, her shawl over one arm, eyes on the statue.
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