
The Writers Club Mysteries – Volume 1

Murder in the Wind

By

Jo Donahue


Table of Contents

Title Page

Murder in the Wind

Chapter 1: Old Friends

Chapter 2: Unsettling Revelations

Chapter 3: Rising Tensions

Chapter 4: Into the Storm

Chapter 5: The Game Begins

Chapter 6: Secrets and Lies

Chapter 7: Ghosts of the Past

Chapter 8: Eye of the Storm

Chapter 9: Collision Course

Chapter 10: The Truth Unveiled

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or used by AI for training without written permission from the author. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by other means without permission.

/Murder In The Wind. Copyright 2023 ©by Jo Donahue. All rights reserved. For Information,  contact jodonahueauthor@gmail.com.  

ISBN: 978-1-7375473-2-7

This novella is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, events, or localities is entirely coincidental. 

Jo Donahue asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

First edition: 2023 

Cover Art by Get Covers

Copy editor and Formatter: Rachel Santino

To Chuck Mann, who started all of this with his challenge and laugh,

To my children, whose support and tolerance kept me writing,

And to my love, who changed my life, 

I dedicate this book.

I also appreciate the Capstone Sprint group: Alec, Peg, Karen, Terry, Linda, Rachel, and Dawn - who assisted with the original suggestion “That sounds like a book.” Love you all.  Thanks for your help.

I also want to thank my Sister/cousin, Shirley Kay, whom I love and always think of as I write.

To the readers. Without them, there would not be books. Thank you.

Jo Donahue

Thank you for reading my book. I hope the journey will both entertain you and give you a good experience of one of my worlds. I would appreciate it if you could take the time to leave a review, as that is how I am recognized for my work and how I help other readers find me. 

Sign up for my monthly newsletter to discover my world of writing. (www.jodonahue.com)
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	Exclusive Short Stories. Unlock new tales not available anywhere else.

	Insider Updates. Be the first to know about upcoming books, special events, and more.

	Early Previews. Receive sneak peeks at new releases before other readers.

	Special Offers. Access discounts and offers available only to my mailing list subscribers.


Stay Connected!  www.jodonahue.com 

Please follow me on Facebook (https://www.facebook.com/jo.donahue.52) 

and Instagram https://www.instagram.com/jodonahue1/ for the latest news and fun reading. Looking forward to seeing you there.
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Jo Donahue grew up in Oklahoma. She split her time between her grandfather’s farm in Afton, Oklahoma, and Tulsa, Oklahoma, where she lived with her parents. She attended high school in Little Rock, Arkansas. She earned a nursing degree from Fort Hays State University in Hays, Kansas. She received a master’s degree (business management) from Webster University in St. Louis, Missouri, and a doctorate (healthcare administration) from the University of Phoenix. Her extensive nursing career led her to her current love of writing. Please look for her other books. Hope you enjoy them.

Prologue:

Writers write stories for many reasons. Things happen to us that we need to share with the world as a form of therapy or figure out how to cope with an incident. I want to tell my story, so the world knows what happened that night in Mobile, Alabama, on October 29, 2020.
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Chapter 1: Old Friends
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This must be it, I thought. I peered out of the windshield, the swipes of the wipers racing to hold back the rain. Well, sitting here is not going to get things done. Peppers stared out the window, his big eyes wide with apprehension. As he settled back into the seat, a soft whimper rose from his throat, catching my attention.

“I know, boy, it looks a little scary. But it’s okay. It’s just for a week. I will keep you safe,” I said, bundling him in my arms. The rain clouds darkened the sky. However, the rain was only a light drizzle so far. Pulling my rain bonnet tighter, I tucked Peppers under my raincoat and opened the door.

The old Victorian house stood before me. Its weathered facade starkly contrasted with the vibrant photos on the Airbnb listing. The dark gray sky did nothing to boost my spirits. As I stepped out of my rental car, the overgrown hedges belied the neat, manicured garden in the retreat brochure. It seemed to reach for me, branches swaying in a breeze I couldn’t feel. The perfect setting for my next book, I thought, trying to convince myself. A shiver ran down my spine, and I chalked it up to prewriting jitters.

“Yip!” Peppers hid in the folds of my woolen cape, his eyes wide, trying to figure out why his owner would bring him to a scary place like this. I cuddled Peppers closer. After all, he was my best friend and the muse for all my writing.

This annual retreat with my online writing group was supposed to be a chance to focus on our craft, away from the distractions of daily life. We do this every year, hoping to put out an anthology of stories for “short reads for train rides.” It was a wildly popular book, especially in Europe. But something felt... off this time. This time together, the writing time once a year, gave the authors a chance for fellowship and to write the anthology. Their fans looked forward to having the anthology for the holidays when time was short. It gave them short stories during their commutes and between holiday tasks for their families.

Grabbing my suitcase off the backseat of the car, I lugged it up the creaking porch steps, the wood groaning under my feet as if warning me to turn back. The weight of the suitcase and the only hand free for holding Peppers made the trip up the fragile wooden steps difficult. Was the creaking a good sign or a bad sign? What was I thinking? I pulled hard on the handle and gave it a forceful tug. I always overpack.

The door swung open before I could knock, revealing Bertha’s plump, smiling face. A hugger by nature, I felt the warm embrace of an old friend. It was welcomed and appreciated. Peppers let out a squeal as he was caught in the middle of the embrace and voiced his displeasure.

“Marilyn, darling! You’re the last to arrive.” She winked. “Come in, come in! The rest of the group is in the library. My goodness, it’s good to see you.” Bending closer, she reached out to Peppers before he snapped at her. “Well, little fellow, you still have the same disposition.” She withdrew her hand quickly, laughing. Her Southern drawl was as sweet as ever, but a tightness around her eyes didn’t match her cheerful tone.

“Tell me again why we chose Mobile, Alabama, for our destination. This humidity is terrible. Look at my hair.” I shook the rain out of my hair and ran a hand through my frizzing curls. “Not to complain, but they are talking about a storm in the next few days.” As I stepped inside and dropped my suitcase, the musty air seemed to cling to my nose, making me sneeze. Bertha just laughed, grabbed my arm, tickled Peppers under the chin, ignoring the snap of his small choppers, and led me into what I believe is a library. The other writers were gathered in the living room, their genuine smiles and laughter;as they held their arms out to me;dissipated the feelings of foreboding.

Bonnie raised her glass. “The Wine and Whine Writers are now called to order.” Lots of giggles erupted, and with each hug, the foreboding atmosphere disappeared as I greeted each person in our group.

“Welcome to our home for the next week,” Christina said, her hot pink shirt and jeans starkly contrasting the dated decor. As I saw familiar faces, I basked in being surrounded by other writers I had known for years. Not just any writers, but our group;The Wine and Whine Writers.

As I looked around the room, I couldn’t help but reflect on each member of our eclectic group. There was Bonnie, the romance novelist whose steamy scenes could make even the most seasoned reader blush. Her latest bestseller, Passion’s Embrace, had been flying off the shelves. Then there was Tiki, our resident mystery writer, whose intricate plots and surprising twists had earned her a devoted following. Her series featuring Detective Sarah Blackwood had just been optioned for a TV adaptation.

Sheryl, the tough-as-nails crime writer, stood in the corner, nursing a glass of whiskey. Her gritty novels about life on the streets of Chicago had garnered critical acclaim and a reputation for unflinching realism. Anna, our youngest member, specialized in young adult fantasy. Her “Moonlight Academy” series had taken the YA world by storm, with talks of a movie deal in the works.

Despite her nickname, Bambi wrote hard-hitting investigative journalism pieces that often found their way into her explosive nonfiction books. Her latest exposé on political corruption had ruffled more than a few feathers in Washington.

And then there was Christina, our flamboyant historical fiction writer, whose vivid depictions of various eras had transported readers across time and space. Her most recent novel, set in the court of Louis XIV, has been praised for its attention to detail and complex characters.

As for me, Marilyn Peters, I was known for my psychological thrillers that delved deep into the human psyche. My latest book, Shadows of the Mind, explored the fine line between sanity and madness, leaving readers questioning reality until the last page. Looking around the room, I see that we are quite the group. I love meeting them in person every year, even though we see each other a couple of times a week for our writing sprints on Zoom.

Bertha had set up a makeshift bar in a corner and beckoned me to “choose my poison.” One by one, the group returned to the discussions they had started before I arrived. Grabbing a drink for myself and a water bowl for Peppers, I sat him down on the floor. I chose the chair in front of the window. Feeling the tension slowly leave as I sipped my drink, I looked around the room. A room full of vibrant people I have known for years.

Then I noticed the woman sitting alone by the window. She looked familiar but not a part of our group. Then I remembered. According to the retreat brochure, she owned the house and lived next door. The woman appeared out of place among the writers. Her name is Sophie something, I thought. She stood slightly apart from the group, her eyes darting nervously around the room. As she cleared
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