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EGGS, LIES AND ALIBIS is an original story written by Stephen John as part of the Miss Fortune World series created by Jana DeLeon. Ms. DeLeon entered into an agreement with a few authors, authorizing them to write their own Miss Fortune Mysteries using Fortune, Ida Belle, Gertie, and the entire Sinful gang. These novels are identified by the cover, which features the Miss Fortune World box on the bottom left side.

This story presented in this book is a work of fiction. While certain long-standing institutions, agencies, events, criminal organizations, and public offices are mentioned, the characters involved are imaginary. Except for public figures, any resemblance to persons, living or dead, is coincidental. The views and opinions expressed in the story do not necessarily reflect or represent the views and opinions held by the author.

While some Louisiana-based cities, parishes, businesses, and places are referenced, others are fictionalized. Any perceived similarities to existing places or businesses are coincidental.

This is Stephen John’s twelfth Miss Fortune Mystery novel. It is written to be read at Easter time. 

Several style decisions were made to make the text compatible with the text-to-speech feature. Special thanks to Jana DeLeon for allowing a few selected authors to use her characters to create their own Miss Fortune stories.

If you like this book, check out the author’s Christmas release, The Spirit of Christmas.
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THE EASTER CONTEST Controversy

Francine’s Café was as close to a second home as you could get in Sinful, Louisiana, without paying rent. The scent of chicory coffee hit me the moment I walked through the door, mingling with the sweet aroma of cinnamon and bananas. It was a combination so comforting, so distinctly Sinful, that just breathing it in felt like a warm hug. Add the faint hum of the ceiling fan, the soft clatter of forks against dessert plates, and the buzz of post-church conversations, and you had the perfect lazy Sunday setting.

I slid into my favorite booth near the window, where sunlight filtered through lace curtains and painted patterns on the tabletop. Francine’s banana pudding—the stuff of local legend—was already waiting for us, bowls filled to the brim with whipped cream piled so high it defied gravity. My stomach rumbled, but I was too distracted to dig in just yet.

Easter was only a week away, and I couldn’t wait. In Sinful, Easter was a big deal. It wasn’t just the egg hunts or the costume contests—it was the food. The kind of food that made you wish you had a second stomach. Ida Belle’s deviled eggs, Gertie’s ham and scalloped potatoes, Ally’s po’boys and beignets, and Francine’s hot cross buns (and banana pudding, of course) were enough to make me count down the days like a kid waiting for Christmas.

As I watched the servers glide behind the counter with their usual no-nonsense efficiency, I couldn’t help but smile. The café had its own rhythm, a steady pulse of clinking coffee mugs and occasional bursts of laughter when someone cracked a juicy joke. The walls were lined with framed photos of Sinful’s history—grainy black-and-white shots of the first town parade to more recent snapshots of community events. It was a place alive with memories and stories.

Even this slice of tranquility had its quirks, and they often came in the form of my best friends, Ida Belle and Gertie. They weren’t just fixtures in my life; they were the glue holding this crazy little town together. I spotted them coming through the door, their post-church attire as opposite as their personalities. Ida Belle was classic Southern elegance in a tailored navy dress, while Gertie was... well, Gertie, in a floral blouse that looked suspiciously like it had been made from the curtains of an abandoned double-wide.

They made a beeline for our booth, Gertie already grinning like she had a secret to share. I braced myself. A Sunday afternoon with Gertie was never dull and usually involved some kind of harebrained scheme.

“You’re not going to believe this,” Gertie said, sliding into the seat across from me. Ida Belle followed, smoothing her dress before settling in and eyeing the pudding like it owed her money.

“Is this a sugar-shock kind of announcement?” I asked, reaching for my spoon. “Can I order banana pudding first?”

Gertie waved off the question with dramatic flair. “Forget coffee. I’m entering the Bunny Costume Contest, and I’ve got a great idea to beat Celia this year.”

I froze, spoon halfway to my mouth, as Ida Belle groaned beside me. The last time Gertie announced she was entering a costume contest, we ended up with four firetrucks at the county fair after her “fire-breathing dragon” costume went haywire.

“You’re kidding,” Ida Belle said, her tone flat enough to drain all hope from the room.

“I’m not kidding!” Gertie’s grin widened. “I have an incredible idea.”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” scoffed Ida Belle. “Can’t we just eat some pudding in peace?”

And just like that, my perfect Sunday took a turn. As I glanced out the window, watching azaleas bloom under the bright Louisiana sun, I reminded myself that this was life in Sinful—a little chaos, a lot of laughter, and enough banana pudding to make everything seem right in the world, even if that world included Gertie in a bunny suit that glowed in the dark.

“Have your pudding, but when I tell you my idea, you’re going to love it.”

Ida Belle rolled her eyes. “Just like I loved it when you thought bringing Godzilla to show-and-tell at the elementary school was a good idea.”

“It was a good idea. It’s a darn shame so many parents complained. It would’ve been fun for the kids.”

“Yeah,” Ida Belle deadpanned. “The ones who survived.”

We were halfway through a heaping bowl of Francine’s legendary pudding when Gertie dropped the bombshell.

“Picture this,” she began, leaning forward conspiratorially. “A full-body bunny suit—white fur, but with accents of pink sequins. I’ll wear high heels and white tights for bottoms. The ears will light up, and my teeth will look like fangs. And the pièce de résistance? A fog machine. I’ll hop in through a cloud of mist while the DJ rocks out on ‘Born to Be Wild.’ I’ll do the bunny hop, and all the children will join in. It’s a sure winner.”

Ida Belle choked on her tea. I barely managed to swallow my laughter in time to thump her on the back.

“Gertie,” Ida Belle said, once she caught her breath, “you do realize this is an Easter event at the community center park, not a Vegas nightclub.”

“That’s the problem with people these days—no vision,” Gertie shot back, spooning another giant bite of pudding into her mouth.

“You mean no death wish,” Ida Belle muttered.

I decided to play the voice of reason, though I already regretted it. “Gertie, maybe we keep it simple this year. You know, like a classic bunny—ears, tail, maybe some whiskers? You can come up with a cute outfit for the costume.”

Gertie gasped as if I’d suggested she bake a sugar-free cake. “Boooorrrring. If I’m going to beat Celia, I need something unforgettable. Something bold. Something—”

“Inappropriate for children?” Ida Belle cut in.

“Creative!” Gertie corrected, glaring at her.

Just then, as if summoned by the mere mention of her name, Celia Arceneaux waltzed into Francine’s, her Sunday-best heels clicking against the floor like an overzealous metronome. Perched on her head was a yellow wide-brimmed Easter hat so enormous it should’ve had its own zip code—or maybe even its own weather forecast. The oversized brim bobbed as she scanned the room, and naturally, her radar locked on us like a heat-seeking missile. She made a beeline for our table.

“Well, if it isn’t Sinful’s most infamous trio,” she said, her tone dripping with fake sweetness. “Indulging in more pudding, I see. How... typical.”

“Hello, Celia,” I greeted, forcing a pleasant tone. Why? One of us had to be polite, and it sure wasn’t going to be Gertie. Despite my effort, there was a little ‘tude in my greeting, and she noticed. She curled her lip at me.

Gertie, spoon halfway to her mouth, squinted up at the monstrosity perched on Celia’s head. “Celia, nice hat. I had no idea the circus was in town. Are you auditioning to be the big top?”

Ida Belle choked on her tea again, this time laughing and coughing. “Careful, Gertie,” she said, smirking. “If you stand too close to that hat, you might end up with sunburn.”

“I brought SPF 50 with me,” I added.

Celia’s mouth tightened, but she recovered quickly, lifting her chin as though she were wearing a crown under that ridiculous hat. “Well, I’d rather be a shining star than sit here wasting my time with outdated gossip.”

It was such a flat retort, I almost felt bad for her. Almost.

Ida Belle peered at Celia over the top of her glasses. “That’s exactly what I think when I see you in that hat, Celia... ‘a shining star.’”

“You know that pudding is loaded with empty calories,” Celia added.

“Empty calories?” Gertie echoed, incredulously. She picked up her spoon, brandished it like a sword, and gestured dramatically at her bowl. “This pudding is practically a religious experience, Celia. The only thing empty in here is the space under your hat.”

“So, why are you here, Celia?” Ida Belle asked. “You never pop by our table unless you have some self-serving request or announcement.”

Celia squinted at Gertie. “Well, now that you mention it, I came by to tell Gertie that she’ll only embarrass herself if she enters the Easter Bunny Costume Contest. I just previewed the drawings for my costume, and it’s the hands-down winner.”

Ida Belle raised an eyebrow. “It’s not until next Saturday.”

Celia’s smile oozed smugness. “Yes, but once everyone sees my costume, they’ll understand. It’s a masterpiece. I had it custom-designed by a professional.”

Gertie’s spoon clattered onto her plate. “Custom-designed? That’s cheating! Bunny costumes are supposed to be homemade!”

“There’s a clause in the rules that allows people with disabilities to have their costumes made for them,” Celia said, holding up her right hand, which looked perfectly normal until she intentionally clawed her fingers. “My arthritis has been acting up.”

“Hogwash,” Gertie chirped. “You should play fair and make your own costume, like me.”

Celia’s smile widened. “Well, Gertie, not everyone wants to wear a costume involving duct tape and twine. Some of us prefer... une touche de classe. So, give it up, Gertie. You’re outclassed.”

Gertie’s face turned the same shade as Francine’s cherry pie filling. “Game on, Celia. You’re going to regret saying that.”

“Oh, I doubt it.” With a flick of her hair and an air of self-importance, Celia strutted off to a corner booth, where three of her posse, otherwise known as The God’s Wives, awaited.

Gertie leaned across the table, her eyes blazing with determination. “That’s it. I’m going to win that contest, or I’ll never enter another contest again.”

“Please don’t say that,” Ida Belle said. “I’d hate to root for Celia.”

I shrugged. “If Gertie wants to go at Celia in a sequined bunny suit, who are we to stop her?”

Ida Belle groaned. “Okay. I’ll help with the costume, but no pushup bras and no white tights.”

Gertie curled her lip, “You’re kidding. No tights?”

Ida Belle shook her head, “Nope. Do we have a deal?”

Gertie smiled. “Deal.”

She jabbed her spoon in Ida Belle’s direction. “You just wait. By next Saturday, I’ll have the best costume this town has ever seen.”

“Why do I have a feeling this is going to end with me covered in glitter?” I muttered.

“Because you know me so well,” Gertie said with a grin.

Ida Belle shook her head. “Okay. Now that we’ve settled that, let’s finish our banana pudding and get to the park. The Easter egg hunt will be starting soon.”

And just like that, Gertie’s Easter Bunny crusade was officially underway. I had no idea how it would end, but one thing was certain—Sinful was in for a show.
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AN EGG-STRAVAGANZA

If Sinful had a signature event, it could be the Christmas parade, the Fourth of July fireworks, or possibly the annual Easter egg hunt. The whole town turned out for it, dressed to the nines in their Sunday best. Little girls twirled in pastel dresses with matching bows that rivaled a peacock’s fan, while little boys tugged at stiff collars and clip-on ties as their parents whispered stern reminders to behave.

The event was fun chaos wrapped in pastel ribbons, infused with a healthy dose of good-natured competition and just enough drama to keep things interesting. I must admit, I kind of loved it, too—especially the tents around the perimeter, offering incredible food.

After polishing off the last of our pudding at Francine’s, we headed to the park, where the egg hunt was set to kick off. The park buzzed with energy, its wide green lawns dotted with families staking out their territories. A row of white tents stood near the entrance, loaded with bake sale tables groaning under the weight of homemade pies, cookies, and casseroles. The air was filled with the smell of powdered sugar, buttery crusts, and cinnamon, mingling with the earthy freshness of freshly mowed grass.

Azaleas along the park paths were in full bloom, their bright pinks and purples glowing in the morning sun. A soft breeze rustled through the oak trees, carrying the sound of children’s laughter and the occasionally frustrating shout from a parent trying to wrangle an overexcited toddler. The hunt itself sprawled across the main field and into the wooded trails, where plastic eggs glinted in the sunlight like tiny treasures waiting to be discovered.

The South Louisiana Virtuosi, a bluegrass band, played songs like “The Old Rugged Cross” and “Amazing Grace,” setting the perfect tone for the event. Meanwhile, someone in an all-white bunny suit waved streamers and skipped among the children, who followed the bunny like the Pied Piper.

Everywhere I looked, pops of color brightened the scene—baskets overflowing with fake grass in every imaginable shade, bright yellow streamers tied to folding chairs, and clusters of balloons bobbing in the breeze. The sky above was a flawless blue, with not a cloud in sight, and the temperature was just warm enough to feel comfortable in short sleeves without breaking a sweat.

A second bunny, this one dressed in a pink “Alice in Wonderland” suit, entertained children with magic tricks and handed out treats. His outfit, accented with fluffy white trim, had a slightly formal, comical air. The bunny ears on his hood stood tall, though one flopped lazily to the side, adding a bit of charm. His face was partially exposed, revealing a whimsical grin that the kids adored.

Gertie stopped abruptly just outside the park gates. “I need to head home for a bit,” she announced, her tone serious.

“What now?” Ida Belle asked, crossing her arms.

“Gotta grab that chicken casserole from the fridge,” Gertie replied. “I need to feed Godzilla. He showed up on my porch last night looking hangry, and I didn’t have a casserole ready. The last thing anyone wants is a grouchy, underfed alligator gate-crashing the Easter festivities.”

Ida Belle rolled her eyes. “Only you, Gertie, would prioritize feeding an alligator over an Easter egg hunt.”

“You think that now,” Gertie said, wagging a finger. “But when Godzilla’s fed and happy, he’ll head back to the swamp, and you’ll be thanking me.”

“Can’t you wait until after the egg hunt?” I asked. “You’ll miss the beginning.”

She waved me off. “Can’t do it. I know Godzilla. He’ll come looking for me. I gotta go now. You two go ahead. I’ll catch up before the hunt is over.”

With that, she disappeared down the sidewalk, muttering something about how her casserole could someday be the key to world peace.

The egg hunt started with the usual fanfare. Kids darted through the park, their baskets swinging wildly as parents yelled, “Look over there!” and “No, not that way... this way!”

Lily Grasse, the Director of the Sinful Historical Society, stood proudly by the centerpiece of the hunt: a Fabergé-style egg encased in a glass showcase. Petite but commanding, Lily’s voice boomed as she described the golden, bejeweled egg with great enthusiasm.

“I would like to thank Bartholomew Éclair, a Louisiana resident on the Board of Directors for the National Museum of Fine Arts, for allowing us to display the beautiful Wigström egg here in Sinful for our Easter celebration.”

“That’s not a Fabergé egg?” I asked.

“No,” Ida Belle replied. “It’s a Wigström egg—larger than a Fabergé egg and just as intricate.”

The audience applauded as Éclair smiled, nodded, and gave a slight bow. I studied the egg again, more closely this time. The sunlight caught the intricate patterns of vines and flowers etched into the enamel, making it look almost alive—a precious artifact straight out of a fairy tale. It was golden, breathtaking, and trouble.

My stomach tightened as I glanced around the park. Sure, the glass case was likely high-impact security glass, but it didn’t offer much protection. The egg practically screamed, Steal me! The only security guard was an elderly man who seemed more interested in entertaining a group of widows from God’s Wives than in protecting the egg. I leaned toward Ida Belle, keeping my voice low.

“Tell me I’m not the only one who thinks putting a golden egg in the middle of a park with one elderly guard during an egg hunt is a bad idea.”

“You’re not,” she replied, her tone dripping with skepticism. “That guard is Max Willow. He’s seventy-eight and has had two knee replacements. He couldn’t chase down a three-legged turtle. Where’s Carter? I thought he’d be here.”

“I thought so too,” I said. “I called him a few moments ago. He didn’t know the golden egg was here. He’s out on a domestic disturbance call. Sounded like a rough one.”

“I’ll bet he loves that. Sheriff Lee used to handle most of the domestic disturbances, but now that Carter’s sheriff, the chore falls to him.”

I nodded, scanning the area. “What about Deputy Breaux?”

“He’s dealing with Mabel Foster,” Ida Belle said.

“What’s going on with her?”

“She forgot her meds again. She’s parading down Main Street in her blue nightgown, screaming, “To arms, the British are coming.’”

A gentle tug on my sleeve pulled my attention. I looked down to see a little girl in a lavender dress, no older than four. Her wide, tear-filled eyes and trembling lip were heart-wrenching. Her pigtails were askew, and she clutched an empty Easter basket like it was her last hope.

“I can’t find my mama,” she sniffled.

I crouched down, my heart twisting at the sight of her wobbling lip. “It’s okay, sweetheart. I’m Fortune, and I’ll help you. What’s your name?”

“Norma Jean,” she whispered.

“Well, Norma Jean, don’t worry. We’ll find her. What does she look like?”

“She’s wearing pink,” the girl said, her voice trembling, “and she has a big hat.”

I held back a sigh. Half the moms in the park were wearing pink clothes and big hats. Still, I offered her a reassuring smile. “Stay with me, and we’ll figure it out.”

As I stood and scanned the crowd, several screams rippled through the park. It was as if the entire event hit pause. Heads turned in unison toward the stage, where the glass case holding the Wigström egg now sat empty. My stomach dropped as I spotted a blur of movement—the white Pied Piper bunny clutching the bejeweled egg, sprinting across the park. His voice rang out, loud and clear: “Outta the way! Outta the way!”

It was a male voice—a young one, at that.

For a split second, I thought it was part of the day’s theatrics. But the collective gasps from the crowd told me otherwise.

“What the—?” Ida Belle began, but her words were swallowed by the crowd’s shocked exclamations. A woman screamed, and the cheerful hum of laughter and chatter shifted to frantic confusion.

“It’s the Wigström egg!” someone shouted, her voice sharp with panic. “It’s being stolen!”

“Ida Belle, watch Norma Jean for me,” I said, already shifting into action. “I’m going after the bunny.”

The second the bunny grabbed the egg, I knew I’d be chasing him. What I didn’t know was that he’d be this fast.

The white-furred thief rocketed through the park, knocking over folding chairs and sending Easter baskets flying. A shrieking toddler clutched his half-eaten chocolate rabbit, eyes wide in horror. A frantic mom dove to scoop up her child just as the bunny hurdled a stroller, his stolen
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