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To all mystery lovers… 


Thank you for reading this book.



Happy Sleuthing!
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A Word From The Management…

Before you begin this story, there are a couple of points we would like to make… 

This is fiction. The characters, businesses, settings and events are part of our friend's vivid imagination. Yes, it takes place in the great state of Florida. That part is non-fiction. But the rest? Nope, it's all from her mind. So if you think the characters, settings or events remind you of the real thing, then that is purely coincidental. 

Mistakes happen, no matter how hard we try, or how many beta readers or rounds of editing happen, something always sneaks by. If you find an error, please email us at sunsandstories@gmail.com and we will make the corrections.

We hope you will enjoy the story, and when you're finished, please tell a friend about it and post a review.

On behalf of our boss,

Miss Marple and Fletch
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The oversized gray cat—no, let’s be honest, the fat gray cat—nudged his head against the teenager’s chin with the persistence of a furry battering ram. Then, with a flick of his tail and a glint of mischief in his amber eyes, he swatted at the tendril of bright pink hair escaping from her messy bun. 

“Harry, stop! I can’t see through you—move!” Kelly Sky tilted her head to the side, trying to peer around the feline roadblock to the photo album spread out on the table. But Harry had no intention of being dismissed. Instead of leaping off the table like any normal cat might, he pivoted, turned his back on her with regal disdain, and plopped himself squarely in the middle of the album. His tail flicked lazily, as if to say, What are you going to do about it, kid?

“Oh, Harry, you’re impossible!” Kelly laughed, though her tone was tinged with exasperation. She tried nudging the hefty cat off the photo album with her hand, but Harry merely stretched out, his paws sprawling across an old black-and-white photograph of someone in a feathered hat. His golden eyes met hers in defiance, daring her to try harder.

The library was one of Kelly’s favorite rooms in the sprawling Azalea Plantation, and it wasn’t hard to see why. It was a space that felt alive, rooted in history but welcoming and vibrant, much like the plantation itself. The original mahogany shelves, lovingly polished to a warm glow, lined the walls from floor to ceiling. Built-in ladders on brass rails allowed access to the highest shelves, though vines of ivy and pothos plants now cascaded from the uppermost corners, softening the old-world grandeur with a touch of lush greenery. But at this moment, it felt different. The usual warmth of the polished mahogany shelves and cascading greenery seemed overshadowed by the flickering shadows cast by the wrought-iron chandelier. Even the soft rustle of the palm fronds outside the tall windows sounded more like whispers.

In the center of the room sat a large, handcrafted table made from driftwood and glass—one of Lizzie Higgins’s modern touches that complemented the plantation’s Florida style. The table was scattered with books, photo albums, and a delicate vase filled with fresh hibiscus and frangipani flowers, their vibrant pinks, yellows, and whites infusing the air with a subtle, sweet fragrance. Above the table, a chandelier made of wrought iron and seashells cast soft, dappled light across the floor, its shimmer reminiscent of the Florida coast.

Kelly sighed, reaching into the pocket of her jeans and pulling out a small handful of kitty treats. It was a trick she’d learned early on—bribery was the only language Harry spoke fluently. “Here, you tyrant,” she muttered, holding the treats just out of reach to lure him off the photo album. Harry sniffed the air, his whiskers twitching, and, after a moment's hesitation that suggested he was weighing his dignity against his appetite, he leapt to the floor to claim his prize.

As Kelly turned back to the album, a faint sound caught her attention. It was subtle, like the distant creak of a floorboard or the rustle of fabric. She froze, her eyes darting to the tall windows that lined the library. Nothing.

“Probably just the wind,” she muttered, though the plantation house had a way of making her second-guess herself. Everyone in town loved to tell stories about the Azalea Plantation’s ghosts, especially Elizabeth Higgins, the woman who had saved the estate from ruin over a century ago. Kelly had never seen any proof the stories were true, but she couldn’t deny the place had its quirks—like the faint scent of azaleas that sometimes appeared out of nowhere, or the way certain rooms felt colder than they should.

Shaking off the unease, Kelly focused on the album again. She flipped another page, her eyes widening as she took in the next photograph. It showed a group of people in Edwardian costumes, their faces blurred from the long exposure time. But one figure stood out—a woman in an elegant gown, her hand resting on the arm of a man dressed as a Victorian ghost. Kelly leaned closer, her heart skipping a beat when she noticed the woman’s brooch. It was shaped like a heart, with fine gold filigree.

“And that’s why that cat is so darn fat,” a voice drawled from the doorway. Startled, Kelly turned to see Nora Meadows, the plantation’s housekeeper, standing with her hands on her hips. Nora’s sharp blue eyes twinkled, and her smile softened the reprimand. “You spoil him too much.”

Kelly flushed. “I don’t give him treats that often,” she protested, though she felt the heat creeping up her cheeks.

Nora raised one eyebrow, a silent but eloquent Oh, really? That made Kelly duck her head.

“What are you looking at anyway?” Nora asked, stepping into the room. She leaned over Kelly’s shoulder, her curiosity piqued.

“I found this photo album on the bookshelf,” Kelly said, gesturing toward the shelves. “It’s ancient. Look at these costumes! Can you believe people actually wore stuff like this?”

Nora chuckled, her gaze softening as she took in the photographs. “Oh, you’ve got one of the Halloween albums. The Higgins family used to throw the best Halloween parties in the county. Mandatory costumes, of course. That one you’re looking at had a 1900s theme. It was a celebration of when Elizabeth Higgins took over the plantation and turned it around. She was one of the first women to run a plantation on her own—and successfully, too.”

Kelly glanced at Nora, intrigued. “Without slaves?”

“That’s right,” Nora said, nodding. “She was ahead of her time in more ways than one.”

As Kelly turned another page, something fluttered to the floor, landing at her feet. She picked it up carefully, her fingers brushing against the delicate parchment. “Look at this!” she exclaimed, holding up the elaborate invitation. The handwriting was ornate, almost too fancy to read, but the date and the theme were clear.

Nora took the invitation from her, her brow furrowing. “I don’t remember ever seeing this before,” she said slowly. “But it’s perfect. Kelly, this is just what we needed for the bed and breakfast’s Halloween party. We could reenact this! A turn-of-the-century theme would tie in beautifully with the plantation’s history.”

Kelly’s eyes lit up. “You think Lizzie would go for it? I mean, it’s short notice, but we could pull it off, right?”

Nora’s lips twitched into a knowing smile. “Oh, Lizzie will agree, all right. She just doesn’t know it yet.”

The two women grinned at each other, already brimming with ideas. Nora pulled her ever-present notebook from the pocket of her apron and began jotting down notes. Decorations, costumes, menu ideas—it was all coming together. Kelly volunteered to design the invitations on her computer and get them in the mail before the afternoon was over. There was no time to waste. Halloween was only a couple of weeks away.

As they brainstormed, Kelly absently scratched Harry behind the ears. The cat, having finished his treats, had returned to his perch on the table, watching them with an air of bored indifference. Nora sat back in the rocking chair, her pen flying across the page. The chair creaked softly, blending with the faint rustle of the palm fronds outside the tall windows.

Harry stretched and yawned, his golden eyes narrowing as he glanced toward the far corner of the room. Kelly followed his gaze, half-expecting to see nothing but shadows. Instead, her breath caught. A single azalea blossom—fresh and vibrant—lay on the floor where no flower had any business being.

She frowned, leaning down to pick it up. “Where did this come from?” she whispered, more to herself than to the cat. Harry’s ears twitched, and he let out a low, rumbling purr that sounded suspiciously like approval.

Kelly straightened, the blossom still in her hand. “You know something, don’t you, Harry?” she teased, though her voice held an edge of unease. “You always seem to know more than you should.”
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