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  Dedication






To all mystery lovers… 

thank you for reading this book.


Happy Sleuthing!
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  A Word From The Management

 Miss Marple & Fletch


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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  Chapter 1


Come on in! The coffee’s the best in town, and the gossip is even hotter.  
Welcome to the Tattletale Café, where owner Leigh Ann will always find you the perfect table—and maybe a few juicy tidbits from the nearby patrons. 
But not all gossip is harmless. Sometimes, it’s the key to solving a mystery, and Leigh Ann can’t resist investigating when the stakes get high.
Stick around to the very end for a special treat: a Free Book just for you! So grab a cup of coffee, pull up a chair, and let’s dive into a mystery brewed to perfection.
***
I pushed my curly blond hair out of my eyes and wiped the sweat off my brow. Cleaning up my office was hard work, but I had a good helper and I smiled at the young busboy, who was eager to offer his assistance. 
"Yes, Jamie, that's the box. It should be the last of the Christmas decorations. Throw it up on the top shelf and grab the Saint Patrick's Day box." I nodded with approval as he grabbed the correct box and, with the ease-of-youth, easily lifted it from the shelf and placed it back on the floor. 
"Where would you like me to put this, Ms. Leigh-Ann?" 
"You know what? Why don’t you take it out and put it behind the register? As soon as the lunch crowd thins, we’ll decorate for St. Patrick's Day. We may have missed Valentines, but there's no way I would miss St. Patrick's." 
The young man grinned at me. He knew as well as I did St. Patrick's Day was a big deal at the Tattletale Café. Somehow the Christmas rush had worn us all out, and we had failed to decorate for Valentine's day. That much was evident if I was just putting the Christmas decorations away now. 
Balancing the box on his shoulder, Jamie opened the door and headed out into the café. Through the open door, I could hear the noise of the patrons in the sounds of dishes being piled on each other. 
I moved away from my desk and closed the door behind him. I was supposed to be cleaning the office, and if I heard what was going out in the café, I would be tempted to leave and join my customers. 
That’s right, my customers. I owned the Tattletale Café. I had bought it from my good friend, Dee, at a point when she was ready to close it, unable to keep up with the day-to-day cost of the operations. 
We had kept the ownership secret, and I just worked as a server. It suited me perfectly after my hectic corporate days, and the death of my husband from a heart attack from working corporate jobs. I was content to leave the running of the café to Dee while I acted as a floating server popping in where I was needed, never truly on the schedule. 
As if my thoughts of Dee had conjured her up, the door burst open, and the wiry framed woman stood in the doorway, the usual pencil sticking out of her bun. Her glasses were perched on the end of her nose and she looked across at me with fire sparking in her eyes. 
"Please tell me you did not tell that poor boy to put the box behind my register were I will trip over it every time I turn around," Dee demanded, her hands on her hips, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth, belying her anger. 
"Oh, stop it. We'll get the box out after the café closes this afternoon and get everything out and up on the walls. Come on, you love decorating for St. Patty's Day as much as I do. I swear you're part leprechaun." Dee burst out laughing at the image of her as a leprechaun and I joined her. But she wasn't letting me off easily as she shook her finger at me, making me promise the box would be removed before the morning shift took over. 
"All right, I promise," I laughed. 
This was one of the best things about the Tattletale Café—we are open for breakfast and lunch. Our lunch extended to three o'clock in the afternoon for those wanting to stop by and sit on the boardwalk to enjoy a seasonal beverage. We didn't bother with the dinner hour; there were enough restaurants in town to carry that. Serving dinner had been part of the reason Dee was so overwhelmed and ready to sell her business. I had revamped the entire inside of the café, including a new name. The Tattletale Café was perfect because, let's face it, most of my patrons came to sit along the boardwalk or on one of the high stools inside the café and gossip. A single cup of coffee could stretch into an hour’s worth of talk. 
I never rushed my customers. If they wanted to spend the afternoon there, that was fine with me. I just made sure they understood they needed to tip the servers heavily because they weren't serving as many tables. The patrons happily left generous tips for my staff. I even had a few writers who came in and set up their laptops, sitting in their corner working way, oblivious to what was going on around them. 
"I know you're supposed to be working in here, but your friends Liz and Nora have just arrived and asked if you were free. Why don't you take a break, grab a cup of coffee and go out to sit with them?" 
Liz and Nora were truly friends; they never treated me as if I was a server. It was as if they knew I was cut from the same cloth they were. There'd been a time in my life when I worked, shopped and then stopped to gossip too. Life changes quickly when you study your priorities. 
"Thanks, Dee, that’s a great idea. I'll grab their order and take it out with me." 
Together we walked out of the office, Dee closing the door behind me. It would be awhile before I got back to my least favorite job. Walking to the counter, I picked up the tray with the drinks on it and noticed the cook had put a coffee cup on there for me. I gave him a wave of thanks and then picked up the tray and made my way out onto the boardwalk. 
I paused for a moment and stared at the turquoise waters of the ocean in front of me. The wind lifted my hair, tossing the curls wildly around. It also blew the sounds of chatter from my patrons. It was a busy day on the boardwalk and I had to look around to find where Liz and Nora had sat. As I did, I smiled to myself. Everybody seemed in such good spirits. How could you not be? The sun was shining; it was a comfortable Florida day, and the tourist season was in full swing. 
But as my eyes moved around the boardwalk, I noticed a small table secluded in the back, its occupant a lone woman. I inclined my head when our eyes met. I knew Katie Fox. She and her husband often came and shared an hour over a cup of coffee. But as I looked at her expression, I remembered why she was so sad. Her husband had disappeared without a trace about a month ago. I knew that heartache. But at least I knew where my husband was. Katie did not know about hers; he had just disappeared into thin air. 
The woman dropped her head, not wanting to encourage me to approach her. I honored her silent request, and I turned to where I spotted Liz and Nora sitting. 
I laughed at the two empty chairs at the table, along with some of the floor space. Shopping bags were everywhere, proclaiming their favorite pastime. When they saw me approach, they made room for me and I put the tray in the middle of the table, pulled out a chair, dismissing Katie Fox from my thoughts.







  
  Chapter 2


 But Katie Fox would not be dismissed so easily. As I pulled up a chair next to Nora, they immediately lowered their voices and discreetly pointed to the woman I had just walked away from. 
"We just have to do something for that poor woman. She looks so sad, and the gossip around here is just awful." Nora said as she reached over and took her drink from the tray.
Liz said nothing for a moment, simply nodded and reached for her own drink. She waited till I had gotten comfortable, and then she hissed at me in that same low tone as Nora.
"Just sit here for a moment and listen. You won't believe the awful things that people are saying about Katie."
I raise my eyebrow a fraction, but did as I was told. I quietly sipped my drink and listened. It wasn't long before I was picking up on the same things that they were hearing. And they were right, it was malicious. I wondered why the woman would sit in my café and subject herself to this.
I knew a bit about Katie’s story. She was a successful homemaker, with a loving husband. Then one day her husband just disappeared—there was no trace of him. He never made it to his office, and he never came home. Well, the gossip mill started right away, and the speculation ran from everything; from a mistress to the Mafia. Some people had him held up on a
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