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Murder, mayhem, hot man-love... and madness. It’s all in a day’s work for US Federal Marshal Dean Honeybone...
 
 
Honeybone is accompanying extradited child killer Richard Stance to Australia when their plane crashes off the northeast coast of the island continent. The only survivors of the packed flight are Honeybone and four-year-old Kaia Pendleton, whom Dean rescues during the crash. As Dean and Kaia recuperate in a Queensland hospital, questions swirl about what caused the accident... and what happened to Stance’s body, the only one not recovered from the wreckage.
Unable to return to work due to his injuries and plagued by raging headaches and violent nightmares, Honeybone must rest. Convinced that Stance survived and is free to kill again, he’s reluctant to take the gift of a week-long dream vacation at Wilson Island, a remote, luxury resort where only ten guests at a time are allowed to visit. Honeybone gives in, pondering the prospect of rekindling his relationship with Rongo Davis, an Australian Security Intelligence operative. But then he meets Jean-Luc Sebastien, a French chef, and discovers the possibility of a different sort of life.
Yet all the while, death and danger are as close as the next barrier reef...
 



The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.
 
Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.
 
This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
 
Honeybone
Copyright © 2017 A.J. Llewellyn
ISBN: 978-1-4874-1653-9
Cover art by Angela Waters
 
All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.
 
Published by eXtasy Books Inc or
Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc
Look for us online at:
www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com
 



 
 
 
 
Honeybone
Honeybone Book 1
 
 
By
 
 
A.J. Llewellyn
 



 
 
Dedication
 
 
This book is dedicated to the hardworking men and women of law enforcement who sacrifice so much to keep our children safe.
 



 
 
Honeybone
 
 
... I remembered everything. I remembered the plane going down. I couldn’t block the sounds of screaming, the water... man, it happened so fast.
“It’s okay, it’s okay,” Namoi screamed, her voice reflecting my fear, my anguish as the heart monitor went nuts.
“Dean... Dean, please. You must calm down.”
“My plane crashed.” I collapsed against the bed. My chest heaved, my hand shaking in the effort to move toward it.
“Jesus... he’s going into full cardiac arrest,” another voice said from far away. I looked up into bright sunlight... under the sky, people standing over me.
“It’s okay, it’s okay,” Namoi soothed, but tears flowed down her cheeks.
The pain in my chest was unimaginable. “Did they... did... how many?” I ground out the words. I could still see the rushing, swarming bodies. I could hear the screaming.
Mommy, mommy, mommy.
The heart monitor pinged faster and faster.
She shook her head.
“You gotta tell me Namoi... how many of us made it?” Before she could respond I asked, “What about the guy I had with me. Richard Stance?”
“Just you,” she said, her tears falling on his chin...
 



Chapter One
 
 
My head pounded as I opened my eyes and smelled the odd, antiseptic odor. Something beeped. My heart? No. A heart monitor. It made me think of a hospital. I heard the persistent sound of the machine and for a second my mind froze. The sound sped up. What am I doing in the hospital? The woman sitting next to me smiled and I stared at her. Who was she?
“Ah, you’re awake.” She clicked a ballpoint pen and scribbled something on a clipboard. I couldn’t move. My arms ached and my head throbbed even more. My lips were dry. Beyond dry. They were cracked. My tongue felt puffy and furry when I tried to lick.
“Here.” The woman leaned closer and I realized she was a nurse. “I can’t give you water, but you can suck a little of this crushed ice.” She held it to my lips. The cold thrill of the jagged edge stung, then soothed my rough lips and parched tongue.
I read her nametag. Namoi. I was surprised but pleased when my mouth worked. A tooth felt loose like a pebble in the back of my mouth.
“Your tag says ‘Namoi.’ Somebody misspell your name? It should be Naomi, right?”
“No.” She smiled again. “My name is Namoi. It’s a river in New South Wales.”
New South Wales? I closed my eyes for a moment.
“Where am I?”
“You’re in Nambour.”
“Is that in New South Wales?” What the hell am I doing in New South Wales?
“No. You’re in Queensland. You’re in the town of Nambour on the Sunshine Coast and you’re in hospital.”
“I’m in Australia.” The shock blew over me like a north wind.
I bolted upright in the bed, remembering now. I started to scream as the rush of terror, the sounds, the pain... the explosion greeted me. I couldn’t stop the tide of images. My heavy arms flailed, unable to stop the force of the crashing waves... Richard Stance pulling away from me.
“Jackson, his heart’s racing!” Namoi shouted, pressing a button by the bed. Her panic made me panic.
I remembered everything. I remembered the plane going down. I couldn’t block the sounds of screaming, the water... man, it happened so fast.
“It’s okay, it’s okay,” Namoi screamed, her voice reflecting my fear, my anguish, as the heart monitor went nuts.
“Dean... Dean, please. You must calm down.”
“My plane crashed.” I collapsed against the bed. My chest heaved, my hand shaking in the effort to move toward it.
“Jesus... he’s going into full cardiac arrest,” another voice said from far away. I looked up into bright sunlight... under the sky, people standing over me.
“It’s okay, it’s okay,” Namoi soothed, but tears flowed down her cheeks.
The pain in my chest was unimaginable. “Did they... did... how many?” I ground out the words. I could still see the rushing, swarming bodies. I could hear the screaming.
Mommy, mommy, mommy.
The heart monitor pinged faster and faster.
She shook her head.
“You gotta tell me Namoi... how many of us made it?” Before she could respond I asked, “What about the guy I had with me. Richard Stance?”
“Just you,” she said, her tears falling on his chin.
“What about the little girl I pulled from the seat? The little girl in One A?”
Namoi ran the back of her cool hand along my feverish brow. I didn’t want to be calmed. I needed to know.
“You saved her life. We found her in your arms. She’s anxious to see you.”
“Everybody else...”
Head Nurse Jeff Jackson hurried into the room as the heart monitor registered a slower signal.
“Tell me,” I urged.
Namoi sobbed. “They all died,” she said, her voice haunted. “It’s just you and Kaia Pendleton. Thanks to you, that little girl is lucky to be alive.”
 
* * * *
 
I don’t suppose they get many big plane crashes in Maroochydore, Queensland. That’s where we crashed. Namoi had to point out the town on a map of the eastern portion of eastern Australia. I’d been taken to Nambour, the main hospital just half an hour away from Maroochydore.
I was high up the northeast coast in a cluster of pretty but odd-sounding beach towns on the edge of the Pacific Ocean. At least I’d crash landed somewhere picturesque.
“Basically,” Naomi said, a cheerful tone in her voice, “You’re in the middle of bloody nowhere, darl.”
I thought she was saying “doll” but realized she was saying “darl,” short for “darling.” I got to know her peculiar form of English very well since she seemed to have undertaken round-the-clock care for me.
It was hard to read the newspapers so they let me watch TV until they saw I became agitated. News of my rescue off the remote coast quickly replaced the other hot-button topics of the day. A kangaroo being exploited by some idiot circus guy in the US was the big one. He admitted to forcing the creature into a boxing match with a human by hitting and poking him. Nice. This vied for byte-time with the story of a young drug addicted twenty-four-year old Australian woman flying to Singapore for her second liver transplant surgery.
Two days I’d been in the hospital. I still felt weird, disconnected. Strange laughter woke me and I had no idea what it was or where it came from.
Namoi, who still seemed to be at my side constantly, told me it was kookaburras.
“They’re our native birds. There’s a couple right outside the windows, darl.”
“Tell them they’ve got a strange sense of humor, will ya?”
She would smile and nod. She had no idea about the nightmares I had. How I thought it was Richard Stance laughing at me. I fretted about my gun and badge. I’d never been separated from them for this long. Namoi said they, along with a lot of stuff from the plane, hadn’t been recovered.
Lying in my bed listening to the horrifying details, both from her and the news reports, I felt the whole world had gone mad.
Was it a terrorist attack? The reports were suspiciously short on facts. It took two days to discover a lot of bodies were missing, presumed blown up in the explosion that started midair. I tried to look out the window but each time, my gaze came back to the TV. Was there any chance Richard Stance had made it?
The news reporters covered the plane crash relentlessly. I saw my official US Federal ID photograph up there on the TV constantly.
“US Marshal Dean Honeybone, recovering from his injuries... blah, blah, blah...” Hey ma, I’m more exciting than a boxing kangaroo!
I watched the footage over and over, but there weren’t a lot of TV channels in Australia and the coverage was the same on each one. They had CNN but even they had no idea yet why the plane crashed.
Richard Stance was only mentioned once, when the plane’s passenger manifesto became known. I realized why my left arm hurt so much. The bastard had been handcuffed to me. My left wrist was broken, according to Namoi. It had been reset. She said my short arm cast would keep the hand immobile. I’d be looking at around eight weeks of recovery time.
The remote control was difficult to navigate because my right hand kept shaking.
“That’s the meds,” Namoi told me more than once.
I told her to take me off the damned meds, but the truth was, I was in so much pain, even my hair hurt. I lay back on the bed, squeezing my eyes shut. I tried to remember what happened to Stance. I had an image of him being sucked out of the plane through a smashed window as water poured in. I had no idea if this was real or imaginary.
My own snoring woke me up a few minutes later.
“You look better,” Namoi said, coming in with a bowl.
“What’s that?”
“Chook.”
“Chook?”
She grinned. “That’s what we call chicken.”
“I was hoping for some revenge on the kookaburras.”
She looked scandalized. “We don’t eat those. This is homemade chicken soup. You want me to feed you some?”
“No, thanks, I can feed myself. I’m thirty-six years old you know.”
“Congratulations. You look much older.”
She put the bowl in front of me, and after I made a dismal effort at gripping the spoon, she took over.
“I keep telling you, it’s the meds.”
“Don’t ever tell anybody about this,” I said.
“You should have said something sooner.” She gestured toward the TV. “It’s going to be on the telly in a minute.”
Outside, the kookaburras laughed.
Irritated, I talked to cover their sound.
“How do you feel about the druggie girl getting a second chance at a liver transplant?” I asked Namoi.
She didn’t hesitate. “She got one last year and took drugs again. There are so many people who would cherish that liver... on the other hand, she has two small children so I think she should have another go.”
“You have kids?” I asked between small sips of soup.
“How can you tell?”
“You know what you’re doing with that spoon.”
She laughed. “My kids are grown now. Sixteen and eighteen. They don’t let me feed them anymore. You’re my baby now.”
“That’s it, sister.” I reached for the spoon. We pretend-fought over it for a moment. She let me win just as two men walked into the room. I knew right away they were spooks. They cut sharp glances to her, and Namoi left us alone.
“I’m Chris Canna and this is my partner Malcolm King” the first guy said. “We’re from ASIO.”
“Australian—” Malcolm King started to say.
“Yeah, I know. Australian Security Intelligence. I worked with one of your field operatives back in the US. You know Rongo Davis?”
There was an uncomfortable silence. Rongo, big impressive Maori... wow... I still smiled at the memory of him.
Neither man said anything for a moment. Malcolm King finally spoke.
“He’s the butchest poof I know.”
“Say what?” I said.
“You know...” He flapped his wrist. “A poof.” When he saw
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