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About Boos in the Louisiana Bayou 

After CIA sniper Fortune Redding is sent to the Louisiana bayou to lay low and hide, she temporarily lets her guard down, but when Halloween rolls around, an old enemy sends an international team to retrieve her. Soon, Fortune realizes that Ahmad’s men will stop at nothing to capture her, even if it means grabbing one of her dearest friends in the process. 

This cozy suspense was written for those who have read (at minimum) the first three books in the original Miss Fortune series by Jana DeLeon. This holiday-themed short story sticks with the key characters introduced in the first novels with the hope that everyone will be able to follow along. The timeline may vary. 
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Chapter One
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I was in the middle of a bad movie and buttery bag of popcorn when the overhead lights flickered. Under normal circumstances, I might have dismissed it, especially since the slasher- horror kept rolling, but I wasn’t living under the guise of normalcy.  

Popcorn and streaming horror movies weren’t exactly standard procedure for a former CIA sniper but since I’d arrived in Sinful, Louisiana, normal was relative, especially by ex-beauty queen-slash-librarian standards. Unfortunately, this protocol was now one to follow since I had assumed Sandy Sue Morrow’s life in the bayou. 

As a CIA agent-in-hiding, I initially resisted the tempting offer to leave my post as a sniper after Director Morrow informed me that I was a wanted gal. By wanted, I mean in the context that someone would pay for my delivery—dead or alive. The resistance only lasted a hot minute. Soon, I discovered that plans had already been made and my new identity might as well have been a second skin. 

“Fortune?” Gertie Hebert’s voice rang out. “Fortune!”

“Upstairs!” I aimed the remote control at the big screen and hopped off the bed. “It’s late. What are you doing here?” 

The words had barely escaped my mouth when I glanced at the clock, noticed it was after midnight, and immediately remembered that Gertie was sitting with Beatrice. She wouldn’t have left a friend in need to drive over to my house. 

She would’ve called. 

Diving across the bed, I yanked the nightstand’s drawer open, caught my nine before it fell to the ground, rolled across the floor, and took a shooter’s position by aiming at the door. 

“Gertie?” I sucked in a breath and waited. “I thought you were sitting with Beatrice tonight?” 

The floor groaned with a weak creaking sound as one person made their way down the hall. More pronounced steps followed them. Those closest to me sounded like sudden thumps as someone heavy-footed approached. There were three or more perps heading my way and one was right outside my bedroom. 

Still, I had the advantage. All I had to do was watch and wait. When the first perp stepped into my room, I could threaten or pull the trigger. 

I was in control. 

At least, I should’ve been. 

Unfortunately, I’d talked too much and the one bringing up the rear must’ve realized it. Someone retraced their steps and the mutterings began. I then heard, “Secure the premises. We’ll get the old ladies.” 

I had survived poison and harassment. I had overcome glam gremlins who were armed with more lip gloss and mascara than an influencer with an emergency livestream bag. I won the most recent banana pudding race, dodged public displays of affection from Deputy Charming, and met with Big and Little Hebert—Sinful’s version of a dangerous mob. 
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