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About Bayou Santa

Fortune Redding thought Christmas in Louisiana would be quiet—until a slumber party spirals into a kidnapping. With Elle and Braylee missing and Leah’s dangerous ex back in town, Swamp Team 3 dives headfirst into chaos. And when backwoods thugs and family secrets collide, Fortune must outwit ruthless men before holiday cheer turns deadly. 

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. The timeline will vary. 
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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

Bayou Winter

Bayou Spring

Bayou Christmas Elves

Bayou Christmas Eve

Bayou Witness

Bayou Ghosts

Bayou Santa
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Chapter One
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I was in the middle of an uncomfortable nap, which was pretty unusual since I enjoyed napping more than the average CIA sniper, when I heard a tense voice shouting, “You have no idea what you’ve just done!” 

“Elle?” Immediately alarmed, I scrambled and attempted to sit, only to catch a hard thump to my head. Metal pressed against my shoulder. Rough carpet scratched my arms whenever I tried to move. After a short struggle, I realized I was no longer curled up on my comfortable sofa at home. 

I was locked in someone’s trunk—intended as cargo. 

After several attempts to gain freedom, I kicked my legs out and screamed, “Elle! What’s going on?” 

Self-preservation drove me and I flipped around so I could kick the taillights out. With older cars, it was easy enough. Still, as the car slowed and pavement turned to gravel, the uneven terrain left me to wonder if anyone would even notice the shattered plastic. 

“Elle! Can you hear me?” 

“Fortune!” 

“Shut up! I told you once. Don’t speak to her!” A man with a thick Southern accent barked his orders. 

There was a long pause and then, “Have it your way. I’m not sure what to say to a dead man anyway—and you’re already halfway to the morgue and too stupid to know it. My grandfather will end your life while taking a Sunday drive!” 

“Shut her up!” 

A struggle followed and Elle screamed. I pushed against the roof of the trunk, trying with all my might to break free. 

“Fortune! It’s Braylee! We’ve been kidnapped!” 

Someone had taken Braylee Breaux as well? For a split second, I was thrown back to the memory of another Christmas when the girls were abducted. 

“Keep her quiet!” The man who had spoken just moments before was now issuing another order, but his voice was somehow softer. “You heard me. Do it!” 

“You know I can’t do that,” the other man said.

“Touch her and you’ll leave this car now! Her dad said not to harm a single hair on her head. Remember that.” 

Her dad? Braylee’s father was behind this abduction? 

I quickly racked my brain, trying to remember everything I’d ever been told about Leah Breaux and her ex-husband. Gertie and Ida Belle once said that Braylee’s dad left his wife and children for a wealthy Gulfport attorney. Was he responsible for this? If so, had he taken Elle for leverage? Was he holding her for ransom?

If he wanted his daughter, why not just kidnap her? 

That’s when the last few hours unfolded in my mind’s eye. My neighbor Annie had invited Elle, Braylee, and Gloria Hollowman to a sleepover. The girls had stopped by to return a sweatshirt that Gomer found at the steakhouse. 

He was certain that it belonged to me since no one else could possibly wear a Yankee-lovin’ shirt to support a baseball team. Apparently, he missed the memo that I wasn’t exactly the type of girl who ended up in a crowded stadium for the whole Yankees-Dodgers rivalry. 

Right after they left, I dozed off only to wake up long enough to spot a tray of chocolate turtles on the coffee table. Assuming Ally had stopped by, I indulged in a few delectable goodies and curled back up for a long winter’s nap. At the thought of chocolate, my head began to swim. 

I gasped. 

Was that why my nap turned into Louisiana’s version of Fear Factor? 

Ally and I had become fast friends since I’d moved to Sinful to assume the life and times of Sandy-Sue Morrow. Taking the position of Marge Boudreaux’s niece while running from an arms dealer, I quietly slipped into the life of easy Southern living and small-town bliss, complete with genuine friends, Louisiana traditions, and a fairly predictable schedule. Still, when my friends dropped in with plates of goodies, they typically didn’t just drop them off without saying hello. 

What was I thinking? Had I become so accustomed to life outside the CIA that I no longer took precautions to protect myself? 

The car rolled to a screeching halt. Three doors slammed. Within seconds, muffled voices and multiple footsteps filled the air.

“Elle! Wake up!” Braylee’s voice rang out. “Elle! You have to wake up! We have to help Fortune!” 

I scooted away from the rear of the car, searching for a lever or anything that would allow me to push through to the backseat. Braylee was apparently looking for the same. The car shimmied as she struggled with the leather.
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