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  What to Know Before you Read


Blood Moon Bayou is meant for adults and contains explicit and graphic sexual scenes and language. There are also themes and discussions involving drug addiction, alcohol consumption, sexual assault/rape, disease – kidney & HIV, childhood trauma, abduction, and use of a knife for primal hunting/murder. 
It is this author's intent to never cause harm or distress with her words. If ever you feel there should be a warning about any subject or scene in her work, please reach out to her through her social media or email so she can evaluate and consider your concerns.
Email: dawnloveofficial@gmail.com






  
  To all the women who grew up wanting to be Wonder Woman:

You may not have the invisible jet or the lasso of truth, but let's face it, our fantasies have changed.

Get. The. Costume.








  
  Stance on Generative AI


No part of this book has been knowingly created by generative AI. It is this author's stance that generative AI is detrimental to human creativity and hurts human artists and their endeavors. As such, no part of any of her work - writing, photography, narrating, cover design, editing, proofreading, illustrating, or any other service, will be knowingly crafted by generative AI. This author only uses creators she trusts to have and put forth the same values with their work. If, however, some portion of the work she has hired out is ever found to have been created by using generative AI at any time, she will do everything within her power to immediately make corrections and re-hire her work out to other service providers with the same ethical values she holds. 
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  "My mission in life is not merely to survive, but to thrive; and to do so with some passion, some compassion, some humor, and some style."

-Maya Angelou








  
  Chapter One


Saturday, July 18th, 1998… 
Thick humidity made it hard to breathe as the bright sun beat down on the barely visible path through the swamp. Bald cypress and willow trees offered the occasional shady spot – a welcomed break from the intensity of the sun's rays. Insects swarmed the arms and legs of the young boy trudging through the thick underbrush – mosquitos, horse flies, and no-see-ums looking for flesh to bite. Swamp critters scurried out of sight, startled by the intrusion into their home, and cattails, reeds, and bulrush rustled with the movement.
Beau took his time getting to the run-down dock, dragging his feet in resignation. At eight years old he didn't feel he should be made to work, and would much rather be out playing with his friends, but his grandad's swamp tour business was what kept food on their table. He'd been told repeatedly that everyone had to do their part in the business, no matter how young or old. And nobody, but nobody argued with Boon Landry; Beau's grandad didn’t take lip from anybody.
It was his job to make sure the soda machines were well stocked for the tourists. He also made sure the fishing gear was in order for those who wanted to rent it, and the boats were loaded with everything needed for the tour guides – coolers with ice cold bottles of water for the employees and bags of marshmallows for the gators. It didn't normally take him long and it helped out his grandad and the business. Even though he didn’t like the idea of having to work so young, after all his grandparents had done and continued to do for him, he felt he owed it to them to pitch in and help out. His gratitude was great.
His grandparents had taken him in three years earlier when his mother had shown up with him in tow and dumped him on their doorstep. She was a single mother, crackhead, and had often left Beau alone in whatever hole they'd found to occupy as they bounced around the state of Louisiana. She'd always made him feel he was a burden, so when he'd been left with two loving people, he knew – even at such a young age – that he was far better off. His grandparents had had no idea he existed until that day, but they'd welcomed him with open arms.
Beau's father had been in the military and killed in the line of duty before he even learned of Beau's existence. His grandmother often got a strange look on her face when she saw him – a combination of sad and happy. He still remembered the day his mother had brought him and the conversations that were had. Hearing his grandmother telling his grandad that he was a miracle and that they'd gotten a piece of their son back had made him feel strange, but he knew in that moment his life was changing for the better.
He rarely thought of his mother now. His grandparents had stepped into the parenting role without hesitation, and he was grateful and thankful for them each and every day.
It was still early morning, but the first tour of the day always left the dock at 8:00 am – never a moment later. And every half hour throughout the day another tour would head out into the swamp, maneuvering through the dark water, the lily pads, and overhanging trees. Pontoon tour boats and speedy air boats carried visitors through the other-worldly experience while educated and entertaining guides shared the secrets and tales of the bayou.
His grandad always said when people visited New Orleans they wanted the full experience, and taking a swamp tour always rounded out their trip with a nice exclamation point. Beau rolled his eyes as he thought about it while sweat began to trickle from his temple and down the side of his face. Grandad always had lots to say and though part of him knew it was wise to listen and learn, Beau just wanted to be a kid and do fun kid stuff. He and his friends always had the best time riding their bikes through the parish, being silly, and making up ghost stories as they passed the ancient cemeteries.
Maybe, he thought, as he stepped out of the cover of the swamp into the open and walked down the wooden dock to the entrance of Landry's Swamp Tours, if he did a good job his grandad would give him a couple of dollars so he could get a fountain soda with the guys at Remy's. The corner store hadn't changed much in the past fifty years – according to his grandparents – and it was one of Beau's favorite places. There wasn't much he loved more than hopping up onto one of the tall leather stools and sitting at the counter drinking a cold soda while he listened to all the gossip from the locals.
You just never knew what you were going to hear.
He studied the building that housed the business and grinned. Landry's might not be the most up-to-date swamp tour operation in New Orleans, but they did a steady business. One day, he thought, if he took things over, he'd do his best to update everything, maybe even expand to more than one location. But that was the future. Right now he needed to stay in the present and his present meant work he needed to tackle. He hurried inside and started gathering everything he needed.
"There you are!" His grandfather stepped out of the tiny office as Beau went to grab the keys to the soda machine from the hook by the door. "Let's get a move on! The day's a wastin' now, ya here?" He ruffled Beau's white-blond hair as he passed by on his way to the tiny store that was part of the business. Drinks, snacks, t-shirts and kitschy souvenirs always sold well and helped bring in a bit more to keep them afloat.
"Yes, Sir!"
"Atta boy! When you're done with everything, come find me before you leave." Beau smiled and nodded, knowing that probably meant that he was going to get those dollars he wanted.
He tucked the keys in his pocket and got busy. By the time he'd done all of his work and had talked the shit – as his grandad liked to say - to a couple of the guides, he was itching to get going. He stuck his head into the office to check in before he left.
"All done, Grandad."
"Good! I need you to do one more thing for me today before I cut you loose." He nodded his head. "Your gran made some muffins to take down to the Jenkins' place and I need you to drop them off for me." Beau did his best not to show his disappointment. The Jenkins place was at least a half hour walk through the swamp in the opposite direction from where he needed to go, which meant at least another hour before he could meet up with his friends. But it would help his grandparents out and he'd do anything for them.
"Alright." He grabbed the basket and turned to leave.
"Here." Beau looked back to see his grandfather pulling out his wallet and he did an internal happy dance. "Enjoy your soda and here's a couple of extra dollars so your friends can have one, too."
He couldn't hide his excitement as his face lit up in surprise. "Thanks, Grandad!"
"You're welcome. Now go have some fun today. You've earned it." Beau grinned and then rushed out the door.
With quicker steps than he'd gone to the dock with, he started down the path toward their home. When he came to a fork in the trail, he turned right and began making his way to Old Man Jenkins' house. He wasn't sure how long Old Man Jenkins had been called "Old Man" but it was definitely fitting. He just knew the little hermit of a man had to be nearing a hundred years old. To an eight-year-old, that was ancient.
Beau whistled as he went, his heart happy and his steps light even through the ever worsening humidity. When a woman's scream shattered the serenity of the swamp, he stopped in his tracks. Flocks of birds rose up, taking flight at the sudden disruption, and after a moment, an eerie silence settled throughout the swampy glade.
Panic filled his body and his heart began to race. The scream had been close. Too close and though he told himself he wasn't scared, he wasn't entirely convinced.
"I'm not scared. I'm not scared. I'm not scared."
He turned in a circle, looking around for something, anything, that would give him some sort of an idea of what had just happened. When he found nothing and the silence continued, he tried to convince himself that he'd imagined it.
Beau looked down at the basket of muffins he carried. If he didn't deliver them, his grandparents would be upset and one thing he didn't want to do was to let them down in any way. He took a deep breath, squared his shoulders, and began walking once more.
After a moment, the sounds of the swamp started echoing again, and he began to relax. It was probably nothing, he thought. Or, maybe he'd just imagined it. He'd heard his grandparents talking about the heat making people crazy, making them see and do things they wouldn't normally see or do. Maybe that worked with hearing things, too?
The further he went the more relaxed he became until he hardly thought of the scream again. A short while later he rounded a curve and once again came to a standstill.
A body lay across the path he was to travel. A body that wasn't moving. His heart began to race once more and instantly the unrelenting noise thudding in his chest began to echo in his ears.
He quickly glanced around, hoping to find someone to help, although instinctively he knew he was on his own. He tried to swallow, to gulp down his fear, but his mouth and throat had suddenly become a desert completely devoid of moisture. He tried to call out, to see if there was any movement at all from the still form, but his voice came out in a whisper. So, he tried again, this time a bit louder. When no movement continued to happen, he decided he was going to have to go take a look. He willed his feet to move, to carry him closer to investigate.
When he finally got close enough to see that it was a woman, he knew where the scream had come from. He hadn't imagined it. And as he looked into the open and lifeless eyes of her still form, he knew she was dead. Her life's blood continued to slowly seep from the wound at her throat, soaking into the ground in a darkened puddle.
The horror of the find had him frozen in place. He could do nothing but stare in disbelief. When the reality of what he'd just stumbled upon finally sank in, he dropped the basket of muffins and ran as hard as he could to find his grandfather.
With tears streaming down his face and his lungs burning from fear and panic, from running, he began to yell. In an instant, Beau's world had turned upside down.
Finding his mother murdered hadn't been on his agenda for the day.






  
  Chapter Two


July 1st, 2025 
The glare from the afternoon sun reflecting off the sign for Landry's Swamp Tours threatened to blind Agent Adeline Tate even through the tinted protection of her sunglasses. She found the building and attached dock/waiting area full of charm. The building was larger than she'd expected – not even the aerial views she'd found online had given her any real indication as to its size.
She'd done her research. She knew the building had been added onto within the past five years. After looking closely at the structure, she could see slight differences in the outer shell where the wood grain, shingle style vinyl siding had faded a bit from the sun compared to the fresh look of the new. The old plans had also shown a smaller waiting area. What she was looking at now was actually quite large and decorated with whimsy.
There were windchimes and suncatchers – frogs, alligators, mermaids, and pelicans - and small and large containers overflowing with colorful flowers. Purple, red, and white petunias flowed in waves from those containers and provided a carpet of color surrounding begonia, lantana and other flowers for which she had no name. There was an old ship's bell attached to the railing of the deck and various statues, some small, some large, dotted the nooks and crannies – more alligators and various representations of bayou wildlife. Picnic tables and bench seats were available for those waiting for their tour call times, and a small store boasted souvenirs, swamp tour t-shirts, and snacks, while hidden speakers pumped out lively zydeco music.
A separate building was labeled, Landry's Lunch and Libations, and smoke from a grill lofted into the air while a mouth-watering aroma assaulted her senses. Perfect, she thought, she'd grab some lunch when she was done talking to the owner.
Several people milled around – tourists with straw hats and slight sunburns, excited children bouncing in anticipation of seeing alligators, and employees boasting t-shirts with the Landry's logo on the back and their names on the left-hand pocket. It was a bustling place and Adeline quickly decided she liked the vibe.
A sign with big block letters that read "office" hung over the framing of an open door, and Adeline meandered her way over to peek inside. Before she could get there, a tall, tan, blond-headed man stepped out of the doorway, intently staring at the clipboard he carried.
Boudreaux Landry.
Beau – the nickname he'd gone by his entire life as far as she could tell – looked exactly like the photos she'd found. But though his appearance was the same in person as in photos, the photos hadn't done justice to his attractiveness. High cheekbones and a squared jaw were accented by grass green eyes and long lashes, and when he looked up and saw her standing there, the smile he offered revealed deep dimples buried in each cheek. And his smile, friendly and welcoming, showed the most perfectly white and straight teeth she'd ever seen.
He looked her up and down and then with a tilt of his head as if he was considering, he walked toward her.
"Afternoon. Here for a tour?" His mild Cajun accent with a musical lilt was charming, and she decided instantly it was a sound she could get used to.
"Not exactly, although I highly approve of the setup you have here." She returned his smile with a friendly one of her own. Afterall, she thought, when you're trying to get information, friendly almost always works.
"Thanks." He looked around. "It isn't much compared to some operations, but it's definitely more than it was a few years ago." He turned back to her and she found herself appreciating the view he offered – tall and lean with clearly defined muscles. Very nice. The combination of his physique and his classically handsome face made a mouthwatering picture. "So, if you aren't here for a tour, what can I do for you?"
"July 18th, 1998." She reached into her pocket and pulled out her FBI shield to show him her credentials.
She had to give him credit. His face paled, but only briefly before he spoke.
"After all this time…" He shook his head. "I don't have any further information I can provide."
"Maybe. Maybe not. I'm Agent Tate. I work cold cases and I've been assigned this one. I would appreciate it if you would walk me through that day again. I know you've been over it many times before, but I'm hoping that fresh eyes and ears might help us solve this. I've read the reports. I've seen the photos. I've been through everything the police were able to collect all those years ago. I'm hoping it will help me to hear the story from you."
"Nice to meet you. Beau Landry, but then you already know that.” His smile came naturally, and she couldn’t stop the reciprocating one she returned. “Look. That day was a day I'll never forget. Traumatic experiences usually go one of two ways: You are so traumatized that you block out the whole event, or each and every heart-racing, unbelievable moment gets burned into your brain. I’m in the latter camp.
“I can still feel the heat of the morning, the sweat pouring from my body as I traipsed through the swamp. I can still smell the sweetness of the muffins my gran baked that morning. I can still hear her scream, the frightened calls of the birds as they scattered. And I'll always, always remember walking that path and finding my mother's murdered body laying there bleeding out. I can walk you through it, but that's the gist of it."
"I can only imagine how scary that was for you, how horrible it must have been to come upon something like that. The fact that it was your mother just makes it even more traumatizing. And while I don't like having to bring those memories up for you, I have a job to do. The more details you can give me, the better. Chaney LeBlanc deserves justice."
"And I can fully appreciate that, but right now," he turned to look at a clock hanging on the wall, "I have a job to do. I have a tour I'm guiding, and it leaves in five minutes."
He paused and looked her up and down once more, "Tell me something, Agent. Have you ever taken a swamp tour before?" The knowing smile on his face amused her.
She couldn't stop her own grin and with a tilt of her head she answered, "I have not. This is my first trip to Louisiana, to this part of the country."
"Well, then, you're in luck. There's room on the pontoon for one more. Take a tour with me and when it's over I'll tell my tale."
She looked down at her outfit. Dress slacks and heeled boots were not ideal for getting on a boat – even one that was as notoriously slow and gentle as a pontoon boat. "I can just wait here for you to get back."
"Oh, no. Nope! C'mon, Cher! Live a little! Laissez les bons temps rouler!"
It might have been her first trip to the "Big Easy" but he was not the first witness she'd had to pry a story from. What was the saying? When in Rome…? Resigned that taking the tour was the only way she was going to get the information she needed, she hesitantly agreed.
"Alright. I'll take a tour on the promise that you'll tell me everything you remember when we get back."
"You have my word, Cher. As much as I try not to go back to that day, I'll do it. And I promise not to feed you to the cocodrils."
Beau headed toward the dock and she followed. Her encounter with him hadn't given her much except a bit of insight and she pulled out her phone to make notes on what she knew so far. While she was at it, she made a few personal notes. One – she needed to get a Cajun dictionary to keep up with all the new and unfamiliar terms. Two – if she was going to end up staying in New Orleans for very long, she was going to need some cooler clothing. Three - and one she didn't need to make note of to remember…
Boudreaux Landry was a fine male specimen no matter whether he was coming or going.






  
  Chapter Three


With the ease of someone who grew up on the water, Beau jumped onto the pontoon boat full of tourists and turned to look at the federal agent standing on the dock. He'd known immediately upon seeing her standing underneath the attached pavilion she wasn't there for a swamp tour. Her expensive business suit and booted heels were definitely not attire you normally see on tourists looking for an adventure through the bayou. No, they usually showed up in shorts and tank tops with straw hats and sneakers. And 90% of the time, if they weren't already sunburned from their vacation, they were after their tour. 
He liked what he saw when he looked at her. Not only did she exude confidence and competence, she was quite mouth-watering. He guessed she was 5’5” or so, and with his height, he towered over her. Her shoulder-length blond hair was thick, lush, and her eyes a deep blue that reminded him of the sea. Her smooth skin boasted a light tan, and as far as he could tell, was not marked by a single blemish. She carried a bit of extra weight which hid what he guessed would be compact muscle; she had the look of someone who worked out but who also enjoyed a good pizza and beer. All that made for a combination that could easily bring him to his knees with desire.
As she stood there staring at him, he held his hand out to her. She hesitantly accepted his help climbing onto the boat, wobbling for a few seconds as she found her balance, before sliding onto the last open spot on the bench seat in the middle. Satisfied she was settled, Beau put on a cordless microphone and introduced himself to the tourists. With years and years of experience in story-telling, he launched into his entertaining spiel, playing up the musical lilt in his Cajun dialect.
"Where y'at? It's a fine day here at Landry's and we're glad to have you along for the ride! We'll be out for about an hour and a half and when we get back, I encourage you all to stop at the grill and try the fried alligator or the boudin. You'll love them both! Just a few dos and don'ts before we head out. Don't stand while the boat is moving. Rock the boat and you'll end up in the moat! If you go overboard, you're on your own. Just kidding! But seriously, don't. We'll be stopping in multiple locations to give you some amazing views and photo ops. Once we're stopped, feel free to get up and move about so you can get a good view of everything. Take all the pictures you want, but don't drop your phone or your cameras. If ya do, it's gone! I adore our cocodrils but have no desire to fight them over whether AT&T can hear them now. Ask as many questions as you want and I'll do my best to answer. Most importantly, have fun! Now sit on back and enjoy the ride! I've got stories to share and gators waitin' for their afternoon treats. Now, repeat after me so we can get this party started: laissez les bons temps rouler!"
The small group of tourists yelled the motto back at him and he grinned. "Awe, now. Y'all can do better than that. One more time a little louder!" Again they yelled it, and he joined in. "Ca va! That's good!" With that, he cranked the boat engine and backed out of the slip. Once he had the boat headed in the right direction, he slowly idled out of the harbor. As soon as they were out in open water, he increased their speed and journeyed into the bayou.
He never got tired of seeing the swamp. The cypress trees spearing up through the murky water, the odd-looking birds with their long legs and pointy bills hunting for their food, the alligators with nothing more than the tops of their heads visible as they sliced through the water, or out sunning and establishing their dominance. It continued to fascinate him just as it had when he'd seen it for the first time as a young child.
Thinking back that far made him look over at the agent. He tried not to think about that day anymore than he absolutely had to. He had briefly described that morning to her, but what he hadn't gone into was the memory of sirens as they approached his home - for the business was as much home to him as the place he laid his head - the flash of the blue and red lights as they circled over and again in warning that something was amiss. He hadn't shared the hours on end of repeating himself to officer after officer, to his grandparents, and he hadn't shared the fear that chased him for months afterward or the nightmares that stole his sleep.
The fact that the police had never found his mother's killer didn't sit well with him, but he'd tried not to dwell on it through the years. After all, there really wasn't anything he could do about it.
He wasn't sure at what point he decided to try to put it behind him, to only live in the present and look toward the future. He only remembered going to his grandfather one day and telling him he felt he was old enough for more responsibilities around the business. His grandad had looked him over, head to toe and back again and with a gleam of pride in his eyes, told him he could start training to be a guide. It was a long time before he could take a tour out on his own, but he took that time to learn all he could, listening to the older guides' stories and memorizing them word for word. By age twelve, he'd won his grandfather and the crew over completely and been able to start taking tours out by himself. He'd rarely missed a day on the water since.
His grandfather had passed away six years earlier; his grandmother a year later. It had been hard losing them both, especially so closely together. They were the only family he'd ever known. Suddenly finding himself completely on his own after his grandmother passed had been eye-opening. He'd always known it would happen one day, but it was something he'd tried not to dwell upon. Then reality had smacked him in the face.
He'd taken over running the business ten years earlier and his grandparents had left him everything. During that time he'd started building his own dreams, expanding to two locations and now three. The addition of the grill at each site had been a stroke of genius, and they now offered a wide variety of local fare as well as well-stocked bars. They did a booming business and he took great pride in all he'd accomplished.
For an orphan born to a drug addict whore who had been murdered, he'd done alright for himself.
Once again he looked over to the agent. She was beautiful, sexy, and he wasn't ashamed to admit when he'd first seen her, his libido had stood up and took notice. And though the thoughts were still there, her announcement of why she'd appeared had definitely put a damper on his hope for a good time.
Besides, once she accepted he really had nothing he could add to her investigation, she'd be on her way. Beau couldn't help but think it was probably for the best.
Agent Tate had heartbreaker written all over her.






  
  Chapter Four


Addy stared at the table full of food before her with wide eyes. She sincerely hoped the gorgeous man approaching her table with drinks in hand didn't expect her to eat all of it. There was no doubt she could put some food away, but not that much! 
When they'd returned from the tour, Beau had insisted on feeding her lunch. It was almost as if he'd read her earlier thoughts. She'd stood staring at the menu so long that Beau had told the chef to give her a bit of everything. The only thing he'd asked her before ordering was whether she had food allergies or not. When she'd told him no, he'd started naming off dish after dish, and the robust man running the food stand had grinned mischievously. Now, she wondered where on earth Beau thought she would put it all.
She had thoroughly enjoyed listening to him on the tour as he shared story after entertaining story and offered informative details about the swamp and its inhabitants. But the part she decided she liked most – other than listening to his sexy accent – had been feeding the alligators marshmallows. She'd worried at first that the sugar might harm the magnificent reptiles, but he had quickly explained that alligators don't metabolize sugar in the same way humans do, and that they could eat marshmallows all day without hurting them.
She would quickly admit watching him reach out and pet one of the "regulars" had caused an instant flutter of panic, but he seemed to know exactly what he was doing. When he'd asked her if she wanted to do the same, even with all the knowledge he displayed, she'd quickly bowed out.
She didn't believe in tempting fate, and if there was one thing she was sure of, it was that if she reached her hand down to pet a 500 pound gator, she would likely regret it.
"Here you go, Cher!" Beau sat the drinks down in front of them and pulled his own plate piled high with food toward him.
Addy looked at the reddish liquid in the clear plastic cup decorated with an orange slice and cherries. "What exactly is this?"
"That is a hurricane – non-alcoholic as you are obviously on the clock."
She picked up the drink and after eyeing it suspiciously one more time, took a tentative sip. When the sweetness hit her tongue, she sighed with relief. It was better than she'd expected, and the perfect drink to quench her thirst with a hint of decadence on a sweltering day.
"So," she began, "tell me…"
"No. No," he interrupted, "first we eat. Then we talk. Business before pleasure, always, with two exceptions: food and sex."
She couldn't help but laugh at him. "Alright." She picked up her fork and glanced up at him curiously. "Are you going to tell me what all of this is?"
"Nope. Not until you try it." He grinned as he shoveled a fork-full into his mouth and began to chew.
Not knowing where to begin, she braced herself and took a bite from one of the unknown piles. When the rich, spiciness hit her tastebuds she closed her eyes and moaned with pleasure. She wasn't certain what it was, but she knew it was one of the most amazing dishes she'd ever tasted.
“Holy shit! That may be the best thing I’ve ever put in my mouth.” She looked over at him and raised her eyebrow playfully, “Well, if we’re talking food, that is.”
His answering laugh put a smile on her face. “That particular dish is jambalaya. Keep going. I can’t wait to see your reaction to the rest of it.”
By the time they’d finished with their meal, Addy was ready to pop. She’d eaten way too much, but hadn’t been able to help herself. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been so impressed with food.
As the sun beat down on them, Addy leaned back in her chair and took a sip of her drink. “Alright, Mr. Landry. We’ve eaten. Is it safe to ask my questions now?”
“Go for it.”
“Alright. I’ve read the files - studied them in detail. I’ve read the investigator’s report, your statement, the statements of everyone the police ever interviewed. But I’d like to hear your account directly from you. Can you take me back to that day?”
“I can’t imagine I have anything
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