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About Bayou Christmastime
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An extravagant Christmas in Lights is set to take place in several Louisiana towns. When Fortune, Ida Belle, and Gertie realize the event will attract tourists from around the globe, they devise a plan to vet all visitors by offering rideshare. Soon, they come face to face with someone who has ten million reasons to visit the bayou. Unfortunately, those reasons don’t have anything to do with Christmas lights and holiday celebrations. 

The Bayou Cozy Romantic Thrills series was written for those who have read (at minimum) the first two books in the original Miss Fortune series by Jana DeLeon. These holiday-themed short stories stick with the key characters introduced in the first two novels in hopes that anyone will be able to follow along. 

Reading Order for Bayou Cozy Romantic Thrills 

Bayou Valentine

Bayou Halloween

Bayou Christmas

Bayou Easter

Bayou Thanksgiving

Bayou Holiday

Bayou New Year

Bayou Masquerade 

Bayou Summer

Bayou Autumn 

Bayou Haunted House

Bayou Turkey Shoot

Bayou Christmastime
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Chapter One
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“It’s like knocking on heaven’s door.” I always felt this way when we visited the Hebert warehouses. The last time we were here, I mentioned it to Ida Belle, but she never said if she felt the same. Probably not. It wasn’t as if we would be greeted by angels. 

Big and Little Hebert were often feared, not revered. Based on what I knew about the men, we weren’t standing on sacred ground. 

“Give the gatekeeper a minute,” Ida Belle said, shooting me a smile as if to suggest we were on the same page. 

Gertie pointed to the door and whispered, “They’re here.” 

At the same time, the large doors parted and Little Hebert greeted us. “Ladies, it’s nice to see you again.” He waved us inside as if he were in a hurry. “We’ve been expecting you.” 

As Little and Ida Belle made small talk, Gertie and I took in the holiday décor. From the poinsettias seated around Santa and his reindeer to the gorgeous holiday wreaths thoughtfully displayed on the walls, the place looked more like a winter wonderland than a warehouse. 

Gertie said, “Can you believe they took the time to think about Christmas decorations?” 

“No one would guess they’re criminals,” I said, catching a stern look from Ida Belle. “What? It’s true.” 

She shook her head, but then walked ahead of us. 

“You can take your time,” Little said, turning around long enough to address Gertie. “We want our guests to enjoy their holidays, especially when they visit us.” 

“You heard the man,” Gertie said, stopping to admire a pencil-style tree cradled in the far corner next to the breakroom. “We should grab a snack on the way out.” 

I wouldn’t argue against sweets or any food for that matter. There were rows upon rows of candies and cookies, all of which were surrounded by mints, gingerbread houses, and fudge. 

“Maybe we should stop now,” I suggested, my stomach already growling. 

She quickly shook her head and fell in line behind Ida Belle and Little once again. We turned down a narrow hallway, one adorned with white trees and royal blue ornaments. The next open space showcased more traditional décor complete with homemade ornaments, those which could’ve easily been throwbacks from someone’s childhood. Christmas villages, snowmen, elves, Santa, and music boxes lined the tables. 

“This is amazing,” I whispered, never noticing that Ida Belle and Little were now out of sight until Gertie grabbed my arm and pulled me around another corner. We immediately stood in front of a glass wall. 

Big was seated behind a massive desk, likely special ordered to accommodate his size and needs. The elegant wood and chandelier in the center of the room suggested no expense was spared. 

“He’s waiting for you,” Little said, drawing our attention back to him. “Please pardon my quick leave. I have a meeting down by the bayou.” 

Gertie gasped, but right when she started to ask a question, Ida Belle stepped on her foot. I only noticed because Gertie moved so fast that it looked as if she were playing hopscotch. When she tilted sideways, I held my breath. Fortunately, Little caught her before she fell. 

He frowned. “Did you have a question?” 

Gertie quickly shook her head. “It can wait.”  

“You can ask me anything.” Little studied her. “We’re all friends here.” 

“She’s—” 

Before Ida Belle could speak for her, Gertie said, “There’s a rumor about you and the bayou.” 

“I’ve heard the gossip, too.” Little Hebert sighed. “Unfortunately, tonight the rumors are true.” 

Gertie waited a moment, as if she were trying to think of the best way to ask for more details. “Can you tell me what happened to, um, warrant the sentence?” 

“Let’s not keep Big waiting,” Ida Belle stated flatly. 

“You go ahead,” Gertie said, standing her ground. “Little and I are talking.” 

“You’re prying.” Ida Belle’s voice held a raspy edge. “And we have better things to do.”

“Speak for yourself,” Gertie said, inching closer to Little.

Ida Belle entered the office, but not before she discreetly jabbed a pointed finger at Gertie as if she thought I might be able to handle this. 

Given the fact that I was Deputy Carter LeBlanc’s girlfriend and Ida Belle and Gertie had ties to practically everyone in Louisiana, it wasn’t a good idea to poke around in the Hebert’s underworld. 

Little hesitated, but eventually said, “Someone stole from us, but don’t worry, you won’t read about it in the headlines tomorrow.” 

“Who was it?” Gertie asked softly. “Anyone we know?” 

“Probably not,” Little said. “Now, please, enjoy your time here. Oh, and let me know when you’re open for business, I’ll call for a driver.” 

“I can’t wait!” Gertie smiled from ear to ear, but faced me and said, “If we can get him in the car, we’ll drive him around until he tells us everything we want to know.” 

Ida Belle was standing in the doorway when Gertie and I turned around. She narrowed her eyes and said, “And what will you do if Little calls you to pick up one of his thugs?” 

“I thought you were inside.” Gertie peered around her and waved at Big who waved right back. “But to answer your question, I’d pick him up, of course. Look around. We’re not at the Bayou Country Club with a bunch of lawyers, entrepreneurs, and doctors. Our friends are criminals and CIA agents.” She shrugged. “I don’t know about you, but I feel a lot safer with the friends we have.” 

“I see your point. Of the three you mentioned, only doctors could come in handy in our line of work.” I groaned. “On that note, can we talk to Big now?” 

“Don’t pretend you didn’t want to know who was about to be offed,” Gertie said.

“Do we know for sure that anyone will be offed?” I asked.

Gertie nodded. “Before you came to Sinful, there was widespread panic. Someone claimed Little and his men were dumping bodies in the bayou. No one was ever found so the rumors were put to rest, but now we know the truth.” 

“We know as much as we did when we walked in here.” Ida Belle gave us a cross look. “Now, let’s talk to the boss before he sends us home emptyhanded.”   

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
- Bayou *
(Ihwlstnlasnmnne

@
\_,

Fortune i
World





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





