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        Introducing… The Mysterious Travels Mail Club!

      

        

      
        Monthly membership includes:

      

      

      
        
          	
        One letter: Immerse yourself in an unsolved mystery from a fascinating place around the world.
      

      	
        One intro card: Discover intriguing facts about each month’s locale.
      

      	
        One postcard: Enjoy a usable, watercolor or colored-pencil artwork postcard. These limited-edition prints are not available anywhere else.
      

      	
        At least one bonus insert: Surprise extras that will pull you deeper into that month’s featured location and its mystery.
      

      	
        Premium stationery: Savor the tactile experience of reading each month’s letter, printed on premium paper.
      

      

      

      
        
        "An exciting way to learn about real mysteries through these fictional letters. They certainly led me to a deep dive to find out more and try my own hand at being an amateur sleuth! Better yet, it’s strangely exciting to receive snail mail that isn’t junk or a bill, so I always look forward to checking the mail now!" - Katharen M. - Beta Reader

      

        

      
        Ready to begin this unique mystery experience?

      

        

      
        Get 50% off your first month with the discount code PIZZA50

      

        

      
        Sign up today at www.TheMoonlitLetters.com

      

        

      
        (Note: The contents of the issue shown in the picture above are from the inaugural issue, which will only be available during the May 2026 mailing. You will receive the latest issue when you sign up.)
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      “Good afternoon, Miss Klein,” I said, turning my wheelchair slightly as the young woman approached me.

      Miss Klein brushed a strand of auburn hair away from her freckled face. “Nice to see you.” She sat down across from me near the large window in the lounge. “So, are you ready to tell me the next one?”

      “The next what?”

      “Oh, don’t play games with me, Mr. Winwood—uh, Denny.”

      “So you want to hear about the next incident in Willow Creek?”

      The last time she and I had spoken, I had alluded to another murder that had taken place in town the year after the string of killings that had occurred.

      “If you want to tell me about it, you can. I just want to help you with your book…”

      It was true that she was assisting me in getting down all the ghastly details of the past, so it could be put into book form. But more than that, this was like a therapy session for me, where I could unload all of those horrible details once and for all. And it seemed to be working. My nightmares weren’t as frequent, and sleep had been a bit more restful.

      “Well, I have many more stories to tell you,” I said. “Willow Creek, over the years, has seen its fair share of heartbreak. And this next one was a doozy.”

      Miss Klein pulled a notebook and pencil from her bag. “I’m ready whenever you are.”
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      “Slow down, Rome,” I said to my five-pound Yorkie as we left the hotel room and headed out to the parking lot. It was early morning on a Tuesday, and we both had a long day ahead of us.

      Romeo yipped as he ignored my command, pulling on the leash as we headed toward my midnight-blue Honda Accord. He was probably excited that he would be able to play with his canine companion, Hendrix, at Jerry’s place. I, on the other hand, would be running my pizza truck, Rolling Dough, outside a winery on the outskirts of Willow Creek, our picturesque town in Eastern Pennsylvania.

      Giving the leash a light tug, Romeo seemed to get the message. He slowed his pace and allowed me to catch up to him. We walked side by side the rest of the way to the vehicle. I gently placed him in the car and then got in, turning the ignition.

      I checked my phone for the umpteenth time. No word from my Realtor back near Hershey, where my house sat vacant. Since my wife had died over five years prior, and my two kids, Jack and Amber, were currently in college, the house remained empty. It wasn’t that I hadn’t offered to allow my adult children to stay at home over their summer and winter breaks. Both had opted to get apartments off-campus, so they had no reason to come home anymore, except for the occasional visit. So the house remained vacant over the past year as I worked on my new venture, a pizza truck aptly named Rolling Dough.

      But making the decision to sell the house had been tough. It had been home for the past two decades of my life and had been where Charlotte and I had raised our kids together. There were a lot of memories in that place. It pained me greatly to let it go, but I had finally pulled the trigger and listed it for sale. It was time for me to sell the house and move on. A new chapter of my life had just begun…

      Letting out a long breath, I pulled out of the hotel parking lot and before long, reached Jerry’s street. I parked and got Romeo out of the car, then walked up to the two-story colonial that Jerry shared with his wife, Pam.

      I rapped my knuckles on the front door and waited.

      The late March breeze caused goosebumps to form on the back of my neck.

      Jerry answered the door with a yawn, running a hand through his mop of reddish-brown hair. His complexion was pale from the long winter that had just passed. He wore a white T-shirt featuring an electric guitar, a pair of torn blue jeans, and his signature pair of leather boots.

      “Come on in,” he said with a smile.

      A longtime friend of mine, Jerry was twenty years my senior. I met him through an appreciation of all things music and guitar. Born into a family of bakers, Jerry spent much of his life working in the culinary world. It was later that he opened his music store, which had been a runaway success in town and was still going strong.

      I entered the foyer and spotted Jerry’s massive Great Dane, Hendrix. Behind Hendrix, a sleek Siamese cat named Lexie revealed herself then slinked between my legs. I let Romeo off his leash, and the three of them started to race around the house as usual. Nails clicked on the linoleum and eventually faded away as they raced toward the back of the house, where the floors were carpeted.

      “I’ll let them out back today,” Jerry said. “Supposed to be a pretty nice day.”

      Jerry motioned for me to follow him into the kitchen, where his Keurig machine was in the middle of brewing a single cup of coffee.

      “Want some?” Jerry asked, pouring some half-and-half into his mug and taking a sip.

      “No thanks,” I said, “I need to cut back on coffee.”

      “Suit yourself,” he said. “So, ready for the day ahead?”

      “I still have to stop at the commissary, but then I’ll be heading over to the winery.” The commissary was in the next town over and was my base of operations. My pizza truck was parked overnight in the depot, and I used the commissary’s refrigerators to store my aging dough. After three days of aging, I would move the proofing trays filled with my homemade dough from the commissary kitchen into the onboard refrigerator in my converted Ford Transit commercial cargo van.

      “Right on,” Jerry said, taking another sip of his coffee. “How’s it going running the van outside of other people’s businesses?”

      “Besides the events, it’s practically the cornerstone of my business model.”

      Sure, I could’ve just set up on some busy streets in town, but I had found that partnering with these different businesses really helped my bottom line. And I didn’t only partner with wineries. I made arrangements with breweries and bars as well. Basically any place that didn’t serve pizza or other food was a perfect business with which I could form a symbiotic relationship. I would give their customers something to nibble on while consuming their alcoholic beverages on offer.

      “Are you doing any kind of promotions?” Jerry asked. “You could always put a flyer in my shop.”

      Jerry owned Willow Creek Music Center, the only music store in town. There, he taught guitar and had a roster of other teachers who offered lessons for various instruments. His store also had a robust rental program and sold musical instruments, accessories, and more.

      “I might have to take you up on that,” I said, watching as Romeo and Hendrix bounded into the room. “I just need to find a chance to create a flyer. Or maybe I could just drop off some business cards?”

      “Didn’t you do something with business cards at the Halloween parade last year?”

      My hand stroked Hendrix’s back as he swept past. “I attached candy to my business cards and handed them out up and down the main strip. It worked out pretty well. It didn’t hurt that I had Romeo with me. Everyone seems to like that little guy.”

      “Good idea,” Jerry said, hunching down to give Romeo belly rubs. The small pup had rolled onto his back and was eager for some attention. “Did you see an uptick in business after handing out those candy-cards?”

      “I did. But we were pretty late in the season, so then I had to shut down for the winter…”

      “Oh, that’s right,” Jerry said, standing up and lumbering over to the breakfast nook where he took a seat on one of the wooden benches. “You were working at one of the pizzerias in the Lehigh Valley over the winter.”

      I joined Jerry at the breakfast nook, taking a seat across from him. Romeo hurried over and I picked him up, placing him on my lap. “That’s the only problem with running a food truck in Pennsylvania. The winters.”

      “Well, it’s finally spring, so you’re back in business.”

      “Thank goodness,” I said as Romeo nuzzled against my hand.

      A long silence hung between us, then Jerry asked, “Any bites on your house?”

      My lips formed into a straight line. “Not yet, but I’m remaining hopeful. It’s only been on the market for a few months, but I thought we were supposed to be in a hot market.”

      “What are you gonna do once it sells? It’s not like you’ll be able to just run over to Hershey whenever you want to save on hotel bills.”

      Living out of hotels for several months had definitely strained my bank account. I had gone to Hershey to stay at my house more times than not, but it was quite a hike. Since my pizza truck business was doing pretty well in the Lehigh Valley and surrounding regions, it made more sense for me to just spend the extra money on a hotel room rather than having to wake up an extra hour and a half early. The hours were already long enough.

      “I’m planning on getting an apartment,” I said with a smile, running my hand along Romeo’s back. “And you’ll never guess where.”

      “In Willow Creek?”

      “Yep.”

      “It’s about time!”

      “Yeah, one of my friends from high school is a Realtor, and he’s going to be showing me a few places soon.”

      “Let me know how it goes.”

      It was another thing that was weighing on my mind. Hopefully, nothing would happen that would derail my plans. Only time would tell.
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      Jerry and I made small talk for a while, and then I bid my friend farewell, leaving Romeo to play with Hendrix and Lexie. Since it was a weekday, Jerry’s wife Pam would be working from home. She always enjoyed the extra fur baby to take care of. Jerry, on the other hand, would be going to his music store to teach guitar lessons and oversee his business.

      I left Jerry’s place and headed to the commissary in the next town over. There, I dropped off my car and gathered the supplies from the commissary kitchen. While I was hoisting a stack of proofing trays into my truck, I felt a sharp pain course through the muscles of my lower back. Wincing, I hunched over and tried to keep my breathing steady. What the heck had happened? The proofing trays weren’t all that heavy, so it must’ve been something else.

      A memory flashed through my mind of a dramatic event that had occurred last year, right before the third killer had been apprehended. Surely, that had been the start of my back troubles…

      I dispelled those thoughts from my mind and continued my work, being sure to slow my pace and take it easy as I loaded the rest of the supplies into the pizza truck. My back still hurt while making certain movements, and I gingerly moved the remaining supplies and eased into the driver’s seat with a huff. I would have to get one of those seat covers with beads or something. Or maybe get a massage.

      Those thoughts were on my mind as I drove the pizza truck to the winery on the outskirts of Willow Creek.

      I was only there ten minutes before my employee, Graham, showed up. He came into the van just as I was hunched over at the refrigerator. I stood up slowly, grabbed my back, and winced.

      “Hey, boss,” Graham said. “Are you okay?”

      “I just pulled my back at the commissary this morning. I’ll be fine.”

      “Well, I can do most of the heavy lifting for you from here on out,” Graham said with a smile. “I am, what, half your age?”

      “Don’t rub it in.” I scratched the back of my neck, amazed at how quickly time flew. Here I was, on the wrong side of forty. It was hard to believe I was turning forty-one this year.

      Graham, on the other hand, was the model of youth. In his early twenties, he was thin and had curly blond hair that was tucked under a Phillies cap he always wore. He rubbed his freckled cheek, and I saw that his smile reached his blue eyes.

      He motioned to his green polo shirt. “Loving the new uniforms.”

      I nodded. I was glad that I had invested in uniforms. Today, we both sported the green polos with our names embroidered on the breast of the shirt, directly below the Rolling Dough logo. To complete the ensemble, we both wore khaki pants and sneakers.

      “Glad you like them,” I said. “Over the summer, we’ll be wearing khaki shorts. It gets way too hot in here for us to wear long pants in the summer. We’ll be roasting.”

      “Sounds like a plan.” He gave me a thumbs-up.

      “Say, Graham, why don’t you keep getting things ready for when we open. I’m going to go check things out in the winery.”

      “Sure thing. Enjoy your nonalcoholic kiwi wine.” He flashed a casual smile.

      “How do you remember these things?” I asked.

      He tapped his forehead. “My mind is as sharp as a tack.”

      “Wish I could say the same.” And with that I left the van and headed into the winery.

      Inside, I scanned the large tasting room. They had a rustic-looking bar, where patrons could enjoy samples before purchasing by the bottle…or by the case. I pulled out a wooden stool at the bar and took a seat.

      A middle-aged woman strode over to me, her blonde ponytail swaying as she walked. “Welcome to Misty Hills Winery. Here’s our current list of wines on offer,” she said, placing a paper menu and a pencil in front of me. “Feel free to check off any wines that you want to sample today,” she added, motioning to the pencil.

      “Do you carry a nonalcoholic kiwi wine, by any chance?” I asked, nonchalantly scanning the menu. I grabbed the pencil and made a few checkmarks next to some of the nonalcoholic wines I wanted to taste. I had a strict no-drinking policy while I was on the job, and I didn’t intend to break it today.

      “Unfortunately, we don’t carry a nonalcoholic kiwi wine.”

      I struggled to hide my disappointment. Last year, I had enjoyed another winery’s nonalcoholic kiwi wine, in addition to an amazing cider that was also free of alcohol.

      “But we do have a blueberry wine that’s nonalcoholic,” she offered. “Want to try that?”

      “That sounds good.”

      She made quick work of uncorking a bottle and poured a small amount into a wine glass. She set a coaster in front of me and carefully placed the wine glass on top of it.

      I brought the glass up to my nose and inhaled, as if I were a wine connoisseur. Of course, I wasn’t a wine expert at all. But this particular wine smelled divine. And when I brought it up to my mouth and took a sip, I couldn’t believe the explosion of flavor.

      “What do you think?” the woman asked.

      “I think I’ll take a case.”

      The woman chuckled. “You got it. Would you like to try anything else?”

      I slid the menu over to her, so she could see which selections I had checked off.

      While she was busy getting my next sample, I heard the door open and glanced over my shoulder. A tall and neatly groomed man walked in, wearing athletic pants, a polo shirt, and sneakers. I recognized him as Paul Ramsay, a popular massage therapist who was one of the best in our area. In his late thirties, the lanky masseuse had short brown hair and his dark brown eyes seemed unfocused. It was very clear that he was blind, as he used a white cane to scan his surroundings for obstacles.

      Following Paul Ramsay came a local restaurant owner named Milton Jones. Overweight and balding, Milton wore thin-rimmed glasses that were perched at the end of his nose. Dressed in a three-piece charcoal-gray suit, he was in his fifties and owned one of the most successful high-end restaurants in Willow Creek. Though he only owned one restaurant, it had been around for decades, and the latest talk of the town was that he was going to be branching out by acquiring another business as well as opening a cocktail lounge.

      Milton waved as he walked over to me and pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose. “Denny! How’s my favorite pizza truck guy doing?” he asked, his cheeks rosy. “I see you’re set up outside today.”

      “No complaints. Yeah, I’ve been working with some wineries in the area, and I have to say it is going quite well. So, how have you been, Milton?”

      “Good, good,” he said, absently rubbing his protruding belly. “I have a catering job today over at the banquet hall.” He pointed, though I knew exactly where he
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