
  
    [image: Murder by Nostalgia]
  


  
    
      Murder by Nostalgia

      
        MOON’S LANDING COZY MYSTERY SERIES

        BOOK EIGHT

      

    

    
      
        SHELLEY WEISS

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Shelley Weiss

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      This is a work of fiction. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All products and brand names are registered trademarks of their respective holders/companies.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

    

    
      
        Thank You!

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Where would you like me to drop you off?” the taxi driver asked as we neared Town Square. The sun was beginning to set, causing the driver to squint as the rays hit him in the face. My coonhound, Butterscotch, sat in the back seat with me, peering out the window. I normally didn’t bring her with me while I covered an event as a photographer, but she ran out the door with me, and I didn’t have the heart to take her back inside.

      As the only photographer for the town of Moon’s Landing newspaper, Moon’s News, it was my job to photograph special events. Not that I minded; it was a fun job. I had brought my vintage camera, a Rolliflex 2.8B. It wasn’t every day the town of Moon’s Landing hosted an ’80s-themed night.

      Several shops would remain open late to accommodate the party-goers. It would bring great traffic to these otherwise sleepy shops that usually bustled during tourist season, but that wouldn’t be until summer.

      “You can drop me off right here,” I said, pulling open the taxi app on my phone to see how much I owed him. As I opened the door, Butterscotch jumped out of the car, eager to sniff all the new scents in the air. I quickly grabbed hold of her leash and my camera bag as I followed her out.

      The streets were roped off to traffic, and Butterscotch and I slipped past the barriers. The vendors were still setting up their booths, and the DJ tested the sound system. The shop windows that lined the streets seemed to sparkle as though they had been shined to put on their best face. I spotted my reflection in the nearest shop window and dabbed lightly at my hair. The victory roll looked really good; it came from years of practice. My oversized navy blazer, pinned with a silk flower, and blue jeans were a departure from my usual 1940s attire, but it was ’80s night, and I’d make the exception. The bangles on my wrist clanged together as I adjusted an oversized clip-on earring.

      “Birdie?” Beaker asked. I caught his reflection in the window as he stood behind me. His neon green shirt was too bright for my eyes. “I nearly didn’t recognize you.” He took a sip of coffee. I quickly recognized the logo for Sweetie’s Latte on the cup.

      Beaker, who had started as an assistant for Blanche Pruitt at Moon’s News, was now a full-fledged reporter. He enjoyed his work, and it showed in his writing. Our boss, Tennessee Langford, had sent me an email detailing what he wanted me to focus on for the paper. I wasn’t offended by his heavy-handedness; the man micromanaged nearly everyone at the office—except for Doris Gilbert. She got a pass, but only because of her very successful gossip column.

      Butterscotch sniffed at Beaker’s free hand as she sought attention. He quickly patted her on the head as he said hello to her. “How are you doing today, Butter? I didn’t expect to see you here.”

      “She insisted,” I said with a smile.

      “What do you think of the shop?” Beaker asked as he pointed into the window. “It has everything you need for your bathroom spa. I don’t know how Lisa Jackson does it, but her shop is quickly becoming a favorite of mine.”

      I glanced at the window display and caught sight of a rainbow array of bath balms and towels. Lisa spotted us and waved through the window before heading over.

      “Well, hello there,” Lisa said as she peeked out of the doorway. “Why don’t you come in—are you with Moon’s News? I recognize your dog. What’s her name again? Butterscotch?” Lisa leaned against the door as she waved us inside. “It’s not every day I get a local celebrity to visit my little shop.”

      Butterscotch didn’t hesitate, trotting inside proudly, her chest out and her head high. Beaker started to follow us, but Lisa held a hand and blocked him. “I’m sorry, but no drinks allowed.” She pointed at the sign posted on the door.

      “Oh,” he said, baffled. “I better get to work.” He glanced at me. “I’ll see you at the party.”

      Lisa smiled at me while she closed her door, pausing momentarily as if double-checking the lock before turning back. She wore purple skin-tight leggings and a yellow off-the-shoulder shirt, clearly embracing the theme. Her blue eyeshadow was applied with an enthusiastic hand, completing the look.

      “I can’t tell you enough about what a great idea this ’80s Night is,” she said, her voice bright but carrying the slightest hesitation. “It’s bringing back so many memories. In fact, I dug this outfit out of the back of my closet.”

      She smoothed a hand down the fabric, her fingers brushing against a neon bangle as if lost in thought. Her gaze flickered toward the door for a split second before she forced a smile and turned back to me.

      Butterscotch trotted further into the shop, tail wagging, drawn to the rows of pastel-colored lotions, balms, and candles. Lisa’s fingers twitched slightly as she watched my dog explore, almost as if she was nervous about something being disturbed.

      “Honestly, this kind of event is exactly what Moon’s Landing needs,” she continued, her words just a little too quick like she was reassuring herself more than me. “A little fun, a little nostalgia—what could be better?”

      I nodded, glancing around the shop. “Your place looks fantastic. I bet tonight will bring in a lot of business.”

      Lisa hesitated before responding. “I hope so. This is the kind of thing that keeps shops like mine afloat.” She let out a short, breathy laugh, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes.

      Something about the way she said it made me think she wasn’t just talking about the event.

      Before I could ask, Lisa turned abruptly, stepping behind the counter and fiddling with something out of sight—a drawer shut with a quiet snap. “Anyway, let me know if you see anything that catches your eye. I always say a good bath can solve most of life’s problems.”

      She gave me another broad smile, but for a fraction of a second, her fingers tapped against the counter—an anxious rhythm, like someone trying to distract themselves. I made a mental note of it. Maybe she was just nervous about the event, or perhaps something else was on her mind.

      Something she wasn’t saying.

      “Is everything alright?” I asked.

      “Oh.” She glanced at me a little sheepishly. "Yes, yes, of course. I just need to get my shop ready for tonight."

      She pulled out a large wicker basket brimming with mini gift bags from behind the counter. Selecting one, she handed it to me with a warm smile.

      "Here you go, sweetie. I’m sure there’s something in here you’ll just love."

      Her kindness was impossible to refuse, so I took the bag, feeling the weight of her generosity in my hands.
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      Lisa unlocked the door to let us out, and as she did, two older women approached. I immediately recognized one of them—Hope Johnson, my neighbor, and owner of a shop on the other side of town.

      “Hi, Birdie,” Hope said, stepping aside. Her gaze flickered to the gift bag in my hand, her lips curving ever so slightly. “I see Lisa’s making you feel right at home.” I could’ve sworn I caught the subtle roll of her eyes.

      Butterscotch slipped past them, tail wagging, and I followed, eager to be on my way. “Hi, Hope. I better get to work—I’m covering an event tonight.”

      Hope’s smile barely reached her eyes. “Oh? A story for the paper? Are you writing about Lisa’s shop?”

      I shook my head, but before I could reply, her companion huffed. “Well, isn’t that a fine how-do-you-do? We drop by to say hello to our dear friend and find out she’s getting free publicity!”

      “Oh, Jessica,” Hope soothed, though her lips were pressed so tightly together I wasn’t sure she believed her own words. “I’m sure it’s nothing like that. Right, Lisa?”

      Before Lisa could answer, they pushed their way inside, effectively backing Butterscotch and me into the shop again.

      “No,” I said quickly, “I was just stopping by.”

      “That’s right,” Lisa added, ever the picture of patience. Her eyes flicked to the canvas bags slung over their arms. “Did you bring your store samples?” She gestured toward the back. “I’ve got some space set up back here.” With a glance at me, she explained. “I offered to display them.”

      “In the back?” Jessica’s tone turned sharp, her face pinched. “That’s not what we agreed on. We said if your part of town was chosen for the event, you’d display our products front and center.” She pointed at a table near the register. “This will do just fine.”

      Lisa’s pleasant expression didn’t falter, but there was a tension in her shoulders I hadn’t noticed before.

      Sensing an argument brewing, I eased toward the door. “I should go. I think I see my boss outside. We’re supposed to meet at the popcorn stand.”

      No one seemed to notice as I slipped past them with Butterscotch. The cool evening air was a relief after the stifling tension inside.

      And I had seen my boss. True to his word, Tennessee Langford stood by a popcorn stand, his posture relaxed as he listened to Doris Gilbert chatter animatedly beside him. Whatever she was saying had her hands moving so fast they blurred.

      I was debating whether to turn in the opposite direction when Butterscotch let out a sharp bark.

      The deep sound made both of them turn.

      “Birdie!” Doris waved me over, her expression lighting up with excitement. Tennessee, on the other hand, looked downright relieved by the interruption.

      I braced myself as Butterscotch, and I hurried over. Doris was

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Thank You!
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Thank You!


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/shelleyweiss-logo-white-bg.jpg





OEBPS/images/murder-by-nostalgia-ebook-cover-final.jpg
SHELLEY WEISS





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-squiggy-screen.png






