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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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      “Another day, another murder,” I said, staring out the window at my favorite spot in the lounge. “At least that was how it felt at the time.”

      Miss Klein was sitting beside me, a pencil and notebook in her lap. “It’s just so awful, Denny. I can’t believe all those other murders that had taken place up to that point. This would be number five, correct?”

      “That’s right. But this one was completely unexpected. In fact, it threw the detective for a loop, as well as everyone else in town.”

      Miss Klein wrote a few things in her notebook then swept a hand through her auburn hair.

      “Still taking notes, I see,” I pointed out. “Aren’t you recording with your phone?”

      She motioned to the cell phone on the small table between us. “Yeah, recording these conversations has been a lifesaver. I would have missed a lot, otherwise. Then there would be gaps in your book.”

      I eyed her with a playful grin. “There will be gaps no matter what you do.” I tapped an arthritic finger against the side of my forehead. “This dusty, old brain can’t remember everything about the past.”

      “But you remember most of it, it seems.” She paused. “Are the nightmares getting…less frequent?”

      “They are.” And it was true. Having gotten a lot of the previous events off of my chest had certainly helped reduce the number of nights I had lain awake, unable to sleep from the nightmares that plagued me. However, in the nights leading up to today—my most recent telling of the next tale of murder and mayhem—the nightmares started coming back. Certain nasty memories just lingered, no matter what steps I took to suppress them.

      “That’s good. Hopefully when you’re all done relaying all the murders from Willow Creek back then, you’ll be cured of your nightmares for good.”

      “That will take a while,” I said. “A lot of awful things happened in town back then. It wasn’t as safe as it is now. I just hope I live long enough to get through them all.”

      “Me too,” she said. “I mean, I hope you live as long as possible.”

      An awkward silence lingered, and I quelled it in haste. “Okay, enough preamble. You ready?”

      She hovered her pencil over a fresh page. “Ready whenever you are.”

      “Okay, let’s get this nasty business over with…”
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      “You know, boss, you could run over there and grab a cupcake or two.” My employee, Graham, wore a boyish grin as he spoke, his face flushed from the heat.

      We had the pizza truck, Rolling Dough, set up outside a local bar near the main strip on a particularly hot Wednesday in July. Nearby, a new cupcake place was having a grand opening. Sales were a bit sluggish at my pizza truck, probably since people were filling their bellies with scrumptious-looking cupcakes rather than our artisan pizzas. I couldn’t blame them. Every time someone passed with one of those cupcakes, my mouth started to water.

      “Maybe later,” I told Graham.

      With a single nod, Graham flashed me a winning smile. A wiry young man in his early twenties, Graham had curly blond hair that seemed perpetually tucked under a Phillies cap. He had a freckled face, blue eyes, and was wearing our new uniform—a green polo shirt and a pair of khaki shorts. A reliable, hard-working man, he was a quick learner and someone I could depend on to run the truck without me. If only I could clone him, I’d be able to scale the business in no time.

      “I think I need an iced tea instead of a cupcake,” Graham said, wiping the sweat from his brow. “I just can’t believe how quickly summer came this year.”

      “Yeah, I don’t know where the last few months went,” I said. And it was true. Time seemed to fly by, and it felt like it was only yesterday that I had sold my house in Hershey and had finally gotten situated in my new apartment in Willow Creek, our scenic hamlet nestled in the foothills of Eastern Pennsylvania.

      It was nice to be back in my hometown, and I was just trying to enjoy life, now that things were calm in Willow Creek.

      But life hadn’t always been calm.

      In fact, after I had arrived in Willow Creek the previous year to work on my pizza truck business, the normally peaceful town turned chaotic. A string of murders had sent the townsfolk into an uproar. Instead of enjoying the scenic locales, the quaint shops lining the main strip, or the regularly scheduled festivals that our area offered, a lot of the folks had been on edge. To calm their nerves, many had either gotten lost in books (thanks to the three bookshops we had) or drowned their sorrows in one of the town’s many watering holes.

      I had gotten myself lost in my work…and ended up solving all of the murders that had occurred in Willow Creek. All four of them. Using my deduction skills gained from years of reading my grandpa’s detective novels, I had managed to pick up on small clues that seemed to float past me as I was otherwise minding my own business.

      I had ruffled a few feathers, particularly with the lead detective on all of the cases—Detective Jordan Davenport. He didn’t like the fact that I had solved all of the murders before he’d had a chance to figure out who had done it. He also wasn’t happy that I had begun hanging out with his younger sister, Joy, who had been my former high school sweetheart.

      Several years ago, my wife Charlotte had passed away. I had spent years mourning the loss of my wife, though the pizza truck business had recently helped to keep my mind off of it. And my kids, Amber and Jack, who were currently in college, had expressed to me on several occasions that they hoped I would find happiness in life. Since I was only in my early forties, I’d be spending the next forty years or so alone. They had made it abundantly clear to me that they would understand completely if I went out searching for love.

      So I had started taking Joy out to a few local restaurants that were now becoming my favorite places to hang out. Though my favorite place, of course, was the Sweet Treats Café. An afternoon date there was always something I looked forward to. And since everything was calming down again in Willow Creek, life was beginning to return to normal. I liked normal. It was comfortable.

      But that comfort was about to come to an abrupt halt…

      “One pepperoni pizza,” Graham called back to me after ringing out the next customer in line.

      “You got it,” I called back, then got busy making the pizza. A few minutes later, I pulled the piping-hot pie from the oven and rolled the cutter to create six slices. As I slid the freshly baked pizza into a box and handed it to the eager customer, I spotted a familiar man with a mop of reddish-brown hair strolling along on the sidewalk.

      “How’s it going, Jerry?” I called out to my longtime friend. He was twenty years older than me and we met through a mutual appreciation of all things music. A longtime resident of Willow Creek, he lived in a two-story colonial with his wife, Pam.

      “Denny, you have to try one of these!” he called back, holding up a half-eaten cupcake. The yellow cake had light blue speckles, white frosting, and a single plump blueberry on top.

      As Jerry came closer, I could see the sunburn on his face. He wore his usual getup of a T-shirt with a guitar emblazoned on the front, a pair of blue jeans (despite the heat), and leather boots. As the owner of the only full-line music store in town, and the guitarist of a popular hard rock cover band, The Turnpike Boys, he certainly dressed the part.

      “Did you get it from the new place?” I asked as Graham took the next customer’s order.

      “Yeah, that place over there.” He gestured down the main strip, toward the direction he had come. “It’s called Bliss Cupcakery.” He shrugged. “I’m not a fan of the name, but their cupcakes are killer.”

      “I’ll have to check them out,” I said.

      “One Gorgonzola,” Graham called out.

      “Coming right up,” I said to my employee, then I regarded Jerry. “Talk to you later.”

      “Later, man!” Jerry said and he was off.

      After that, I got into the flow of making one pizza after another. I tried keeping an eye on the line, making sure that there were always folks waiting. I had heard once that a food truck with no line was akin to a restaurant with all its seats empty. People desired social proof, and what better proof was there than a long line of people who anxiously waited to place their orders?

      Finally, we hit a lull, and I turned to Graham.

      “Want a cupcake?” I asked, flashing him a warm smile.

      “Do you even have to ask?” He smiled back.

      I shucked my apron and left the truck, making my way down the sidewalk toward a small crowd that had formed. A few young men and women in white polo shirts with the words “Bliss Cupcakery” on the front were holding trays of miniature cupcakes that they were cheerfully handing out to passersby.

      As I got closer, a young woman approached me and asked, “In the mood for some bliss?” Her free hand motioned to the array of cupcakes on her tray.

      I spotted a cupcake that looked like the one Jerry had been enjoying. “I’ll try that one, please,” I said, pointing.

      “The Lemon Blueberry Delight. One of my favorites.” With her gloved hand, she tenderly picked up the mini cupcake and handed it to me. “Enjoy!”

      “Thank you.” I unwrapped the cupcake and took a bite. It was amazing. The lemony cake itself had fresh blueberries mixed in and was topped with a lemon cream cheese frosting. “Oh my, do you sell these by the case?”

      “We do,” the young woman said with a smile. She motioned toward the door that lead into the cupcake shop. “One of the people behind the counter can help you with your order,” she said with a wink.

      “Will do.”

      I pushed the door inward and a bell jingled overhead, drowned out by the chatter inside. The place was packed. There was a counter on the far end, with three harried-looking workers trying to process the orders in a timely fashion. There were two young women: a petite woman in her forties with brown hair and a woman in her twenties whose curly black hair peeked out from beneath a bright-green bandana. Nearby, a tall, lanky man in his late thirties rushed about, his unkempt blond hair bobbing as he went. His soft brown eyes darted around, looking for something, and I felt bad for him—he appeared especially frazzled. Opening day at most businesses was usually a bit hectic, but I doubted any of the workers had expected this.

      I got in the long line that snaked toward the counter, hearing the muffled conversations around me. Many of the folks were talking about how they had just heard about this place from a friend this very morning. Word of any special event traveled quickly around Willow Creek, and everyone seemed to want to get involved with this latest establishment. Of course, most of the townsfolk were fans of baked goods and confections, so I was certain that this place would be a runaway success. There were already some bakeries in town, though in my opinion, there was always room for one more.

      Behind me, the bell clattered as the door slammed inward. I turned and spotted a short, silver-haired woman confidently stepping past the line and heading straight to the counter. On her march toward the workers, the elderly woman spared a glance in my general direction, and I noted her sharp, intelligent eyes behind stylish glasses. She was impeccably dressed and wore her hair in an elegant updo. Her very presence seemed regal.

      The elderly woman approached one of the workers, a woman who appeared to be in her mid-forties. The younger woman was petite and had her brown hair up in a bun. She sipped from a bright-pink bottle, then set it on the counter behind her before addressing the elderly woman. They exchanged a few words, drowned out by the din, and then the older woman slammed a fist on the countertop. The entire place grew quiet, as everyone seemed to wonder at once what had just happened.

      The older woman’s voice was clear when she spoke: “Candace, I told you I needed them beforehand, and you’re telling me they aren’t ready?”

      The younger woman, Candace, put both hands up in a defensive gesture. “I can bring them when I come, after my shift and⁠—”

      “That just won’t do.” The silver-haired woman shook her head. “I need to have them beforehand.”

      “Why do you⁠—”

      “I just do. Now, will you please get my order so I can pay and be on my way? I’m very busy this afternoon.”

      “They aren’t ready. I told you, I will bring them tonight. They will be fresher that way and⁠—”

      The older woman slammed a fist on the countertop one more time, like a petulant child trying to get their way through brute force.

      “You don’t listen, do you, Candace? You promised me that they’d be ready, and now that I’m here to pick them up, they aren’t ready. Don’t you see the problem with that?”

      “I’m sorry, Mia… There’s nothing I can do.”

      The older woman spun on her heel with a huff and stormed off. I could see the fire in her eyes as she swept past me, and she glared at me as she walked.

      “Take a picture, it’ll last longer,” she seethed, and I wasn’t sure if she was talking directly to me or to the other on-lookers who surrounded me.

      Glancing at the woman with the brown hair behind the counter, I could see the look of shock on her face. The lanky man behind the counter consoled her, and I could hear her quietly say to him, “I’m okay, Wayne.”

      The room was silent for one more beat before someone started talking quietly, and soon the din of conversation filled the room. Before long, it was like the whole ordeal had never even happened.
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      “Well, that sounds like it was an interesting outing,” Graham said, taking a bite of his Lemon Blueberry Delight cupcake. I had decided to purchase an entire case of the savory treats, and the ones we weren’t enjoying between customers were protected from the heat in the van’s on-board fridge.

      “Yeah, it’s always something,” I said around a bite of cupcake. “Anyway, this is my last one, I swear.”

      “Right,” Graham said, then ate the rest of his cupcake and returned to the point-of-sale station to take a customer’s order.

      The rest of the shift went quickly after that and true to my word, I didn’t indulge in another cupcake. In fact, I felt that I needed to go on a diet. Not a day seemed to go by that I didn’t stop by one of the many cafés and restaurants in town.

      After we completed the closing checklist and Graham and I parted ways, I drove the van back to the commissary in the next town over. After performing the end-of-the-day tasks there, I returned to Willow Creek to pick up my five-pound Yorkie, Romeo, from Jerry’s place. Romeo and I both still had some energy left in us, so I drove into town and stopped by Will’s Rare Books to browse. The bookshop was a hole-in-the-wall place by the library, near the town center. One of the things I loved about the place—in addition to the multitude of
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