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About Christmas Brunch


Hiding out in Louisiana, Fortune Redding tries to find her place among the locals by attending church, racing for banana pudding, sunbathing on the banks of the bayou, and marching to a slow Southern beat—but all is not what it seems. 

When Deputy Carter LeBlanc uncovers chatter about a $10 million bounty on Fortune’s head, danger crashes a Christmas brunch. And when an international killer arrives in Sinful, the holiday meal turns into a full-blown survival operation.

Explosions, car chases, and shootouts force Fortune, Carter, and her loyal allies to fight back while keeping secrets buried. Between Celia Arceneaux’s snark, Gertie’s arsenal, and Carter’s protective instincts, Christmas in Sinful may turn deadly—and fast. 
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Christmas Brunch is a Miss Fortune World story published by J&R Fan Fiction. This short novella features many of the original characters created by Jana DeLeon (Gertie, Ida Belle, Fortune, Carter, Walter, and more). While a standalone title within the Miss Fortune universe, Christmas Brunch is best enjoyed by those who have read (at minimum) the first five Miss Fortune novels. The timeline will vary.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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I had just bowed my head in anticipation of the shortest prayer ever when Gertie gasped and Ida Belle said, “What the hell is she doing here?” 

My eyes flew open. All heads turned to the door. 

“So much for saying grace,” Ally said what everyone else was thinking. 

I, however, couldn’t help but follow Ida Belle’s train of thought. Why on earth would Celia Arceneaux—the reigning queen of mean and pettiness—attend brunch at her nemesis’s house? Sure, she had been invited, but she could’ve sent regrets. 

“Can’t be too surprised. Gertie and Ida Belle insisted on going to Celia’s at Easter. Seems reasonable to expect Celia to show up for a good meal,” Walter said, sensible to a fault as he buttered a homemade roll, entirely unfazed by the commotion. 

Several women drifted toward the front, eager for what promised quality entertainment.  

“She had to invite her,” I whispered. “They didn’t want to leave Beatrice out—and since she’s a God’s Wives mole, they extended an invitation to everyone in Celia’s group.”

Walter shrugged and began to enjoy his meal. “Then they reap what they sow.” 

“I thought you had the flu.” Ida Belle’s voice rose above the crowd as she stared down at the covered dish in Celia’s hands. “The least you could’ve done was stayed home and preserved your germs in Tupperware there.” 

“My germs wouldn’t have survived in a sealed container. Besides, why would I sit this one out when I can weaponize disease and knock out half the Sinful Ladies Society.” 

“Merry Christmas to you, too, Aunt Celia.” Ally rushed to her side to run interference, but it was too late. Celia had already thrust her Pyrex into Ida Belle’s hands. 

On a positive note, Ida Belle didn’t drop it like it was contaminated. On a negative one, it could later become evidence in a crime scene.

Ida Belle looked down at the dish and a collective gasp fell over the room when she glared up at Celia as if she might use the bakeware to pummel her with it. Gertie frantically searched her apron and eventually came up with a crumpled surgical mask that had likely been in that pocket since her high school home economics class.

As Gertie made a show of putting on her mask, Celia said, “Oh for heaven’s sakes. I didn’t have the flu. I needed an excuse to miss Sunday Mass. Everybody knows you can’t skip church during the holidays.”

Gertie turned to the room. “Did you hear that everyone? Celia Arceneux just confessed to us that she lied about missing Sunday Mass.” 

Ida Belle smiled. “Look on the bright side. Since you can’t go to confessional and admit your sins to the man you committed them against, admitting them in front of your fellow Catholics may help you abolish them.” 

Celia sucked her teeth as if she were biting back a rebuttal. Then, she reclaimed her dish, and marched for the long line of connecting tables. 

After she walked away, I turned to Ida Belle. “Don’t say it. I know what you’re thinking. That was uncalled for.” 

“She could’ve stayed home.”

“Next time, we’ll put padlocks on all her doors,” Gertie added as they walked away. 

Ally muttered, “Only in Sinful,” and we rejoined Walter. “I meant to ask Gertie if she’d thought about entertainment, but it looks as if that will take care of itself.” 

“Does that ever get old?” I asked. 

Walter sipped his fruit punch. “I’d be lying if I said I didn’t get tired of hearing Ida Belle grumble about Celia and everyone else that belongs to her group, but everyone in Sinful has gotten kind of used to it over the years.” 

While the food line thinned out, I took in the décor. Gertie had gone all-out turning her living room, dining room, and kitchen into a holiday wonderland. Most decorations were classic Christmas—villages, clear lights on a real pine tree, scented evergreen candles, the works—but the nontraditional ornaments that caught my eye. Specifically the grenades she’d converted into Christmas bulbs. 

She claimed the fuses had been removed, but the ornaments in the back still had tags reading, do not pull. Considering this crowd, it was probably safer if we tucked those away until after the party. Gertie’s décor might have been festive, but I wasn’t convinced it was non-explosive.

I excused myself and hid the ornaments in Gertie’s bedroom. When I returned, Deputy Carter LeBlanc had already made his way to the first table, stopping long enough to visit with Marie, another one of Gertie’s and Ida Belle’s dearest friends. 

Under normal circumstances, I might have noticed the way that he made his sex appeal work for him without even trying, but today was different. He had a natural brooding persona that was hard to miss when he was worried about something. 

I might have wondered if I was the only one who noticed it, but Walter pushed away from the table as soon as he was done making his rounds. And it wasn’t long before Ida Belle joined them at the window. With all three peering outside, it was enough to leave me anxious. 

“Wonder what that’s about?” I asked, wondering if there might have been a telepathic message floating around the room as Ida Belle and Gertie swapped worried glances. 

“I don’t know,” Ally said. “Whatever it is, Carter looks like he’s just been through a battle and lost. By the mud on his boots, no one has to wonder where that battle took place either.” 

I stared. “I can’t decide if I’m having brunch with Nancy Drew or Miss Marple. Look at you noticing everything.” 

Ally giggled. “Oh please. Miss Marple would already know what’s going on while knitting a sweater and making a list of suspects.” 

“That sounds more like Gertie,” I said, joining her laughter. 

Still, I couldn’t ignore that nagging suspicion especially since Miss Marple didn’t have an international criminal trying to track her down in the Louisiana bayou. Moreover, Ida Belle’s expression told me all I needed to know. 
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