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About Bayou Spring
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When a mob war sends the Daigle family running back to the Louisiana bayou, Swamp Team 3 springs into action. Aware of the brewing trouble, Gertie, Ida Belle, and Fortune attend an unconventional Wasteland funeral where danger looms. Enlisting the help of a recently-deputized Gomer Hollowman, the women attempt to delay a crime until the proper authorities arrive, but a violent blast leaves the Daigle family forever changed.

The Bayou Cozy Romantic Thrills novellas and short stories were written for those who have read (at minimum) the first two books in the original Miss Fortune series by Jana DeLeon. These holiday-themed and seasonal shorts 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

Bayou Winter

Bayou Spring
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Chapter One
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Gertie, Ida Belle, and I had been chasing Braylee Breaux for the last twenty minutes. Prior to our pursuits, I spotted Braylee leaving one of my neighbor’s houses with a slingshot bag full of loot. Like her brothers, Braylee was a handful, but Braylee lived with her paternal grandmother and could do whatever she wanted. 

Mrs. Breaux viewed her granddaughter as more saint than sinner. 

I, on the other hand, watched for daily disasters. Since Braylee had a penchant for taking things that didn’t belong to her, my neighbors and I had begun to expect weekly pandemonium. 

“Braylee, wait!” Ida Belle’s screams rang out from my backyard. 

Gertie rounded the corner and bent over, holding her side. “She should’ve been on a track and field team.” 

“Good exercise!” Ida Belle shouted, but the irritation in her voice suggested that our workout was almost over. 

I gave Gertie a quick hand signal and darted in my house. If Gertie pursued Braylee from the  left and Ida Belle held her position in the backyard, we might be able to trap her in between my house and the neighbor’s fence. 

At this point, I didn’t really care about confronting her, but hoped to recover the stolen goods so she wouldn’t have to face a juvenile judge. While she needed to pay for her crimes, I wasn’t the youth police. Plus, Ida Belle wanted to scare Braylee straight. 

For now, however, this mission was a recovery assignment. 

Somewhere in the distance, Ida Belle screamed, “If Mrs. Walford calls the police, you’ll spend the night in jail!” 

“Leave me alone!” Braylee shouted. “I haven’t done anything to you!” 

Gertie shrugged. “We can’t argue there. This isn’t our business.”

“We’re saving her from herself,” Ida Belle bit out, squatting next to the porch. “See if you can chase her back this way.” 

Gertie frowned. “And you’ll what? Tackle her?” 

Gertie and I swapped glances, shrugged, and went our separate ways.  

“Braylee, dear, please come out. I’ll bake some milk and pour you some cookies.” Gertie’s shortness of breath was more disconcerting than her jumbled promises. 

I crept to the edge of my neighbor Annie’s porch and peered over the top of her mother’s shrubs, hoping to catch the little thief as she darted across the road in an attempt to make a break for home. 

It was a longshot, but if I could stop her before she reached her grandmother’s property, I would grab the bag and let her go. Unfortunately, my plan wasn’t perfected by any stretch of the imagination. As soon as I spotted Braylee’s bag next to an old jalopy on the other side of the street, I hopped across the bushes, darted down the sidewalk, and tripped over a tiny tricycle that shouldn’t have been there. 

That’s when the day’s mayhem kicked up a notch.  

As I tried to prevent a crashlanding that involved a small child’s toy, I stumbled over the curb, avoided faceplanting on my neighbor’s car, and barely regained my footing in time to push away from a parked sedan. Since none of that was planned, I shoved away with too much force and pivoted in time to miss a sportscar racing down our street. 

The end result was the appearance of a girlygirl dance, the kind that women my age only tried when no one was watching. Thanks to a weird twist, I ended up in front of two curbside trash carts. 

I twirled one way and then another before pivoting to the left in an attempt to avoid another trike. What was it with kids and their toys these days? Didn’t they believe in returning them to their own yards? 

While thinking about that instead of where I was going, my back foot landed on an adult-size scooter. Since it prevented a tumbled into the street, I took that to mean it was time to go for a spin. With my lack of grace in the midst of a chase, I didn’t get very far. After one wobble and then another, I tossed aside the wheels and skirted a tree. 

Braylee was in my sights once more. This time my hot pursuit placed another in my path. Deputy Carter LeBlanc’s truck was parked down the street and I could see him leaning over the wheel, watching as the chaos unfolded. 

Gertie had apparently noticed the same and dashed behind a Seven Sisters Oak, a tree that may have earned its name from a sisterhood much like the one I’d found in Louisiana. Sisterhood or not, this kid was getting the best of us. Gertie jabbed her finger at Mrs. Breaux’s home and I nodded once in understanding. 

She was somewhere between here and there. 

Minutes later, I spotted Braylee about ten feet beyond Gertie’s current crouched position. I crept up a treelined yard and prepared for the win. 

As if he couldn’t stand to miss a moment of this chaos, Carter eased his truck up the street. We were already in big trouble, by Sinful standards anyway, and I could almost imagine the good deputy’s knuckles cracking while he gripped his steering wheel. 
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