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US Marshall Honeybone is taunted by notes from serial killer Richard Stance. But Stance is supposedly dead, so who is threatening to kill his boyfriend?
 
 
Dean Honeybone has made great progress in his recovery from a plane crash in Queensland, Australia. Now in New Orleans with his lover, French chef Jean-Luc Sebastien, Honeybone is scheduled to get back to work except... he’s started receiving nasty notes. The sender claims to be watching him. The sender claims to be Richard Stance, the man he was accompanying on the plane to Australia when it crashed.
Unwilling to put his lover at risk, Honeybone wants to send Jean-Luc out of the country, he hopes, to safety and returns to work on a Louisiana murder case. Jean-Luc, unwilling to run, stays in New Orleans, putting a strain on the two men’s relationship. Meanwhile, Kaia Pendleton, the little girl Dean rescued in the crash, wants to visit Dean and Jean-Luc as promised. With the crazy letters and calls escalating, Honeybone fears the killer’s prophecy of fulfilling his creed.
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Dedication
 
 
To the men and women of the US Marshal Service, especially the ones who have worked so hard in the protection of children—thank you for all you do.
 



 
 
Creed
 
 
We stepped into one another’s embrace.
Jean-Luc had taught me so much about making love to a man. Sometimes, yes, we fucked like bunnies, but sometimes, like now, he wanted it to be a spiritual experience. I could always tell when he was in that mood. His eyes grew smoky and there was a stillness in him I never found in another human being. I just adored every ounce of his high places. He was so Buddha-like it was amazing.
“Take your clothes off, baby.” He shut our bedroom door on the world and walked into the bathroom. I closed the slats in the shutters from when I’d looked out earlier and found Nathan in our yard. I heard the bath taps running. Christ. I knew what was in store for me. Was it possible to die from sensual overload?
I smelled good things. Fig, mint... something else. A dash of chocolate oil. My man was a connoisseur of good eats in the kitchen and in the bedroom. He’d bought kama-sutra oils from Europe that stimulated sexual energy. The great thing about them was they entered your pores in the bath in a more subtle way than massaging them into the skin. They came out as your body heat increased during sex and were completely edible. So I got to fuck my man and eat him, too.
He took off his clothes and I admired his naked beauty. We worked off our healthy appetites with a lot of sex and working out. Sex was my preferred method, for sure. His lovely cock started to harden against his thigh and he reached out a hand to me. He allowed me to tongue the ankh tattoo at his hipbone. He pulled away from me as my tongue tried moving to his luscious cock.
Not so fast, mister. I could read his thoughts as clearly as if they were my own...
 



Chapter One
 
 
“Marshal Honeybone, why does God let some people die? Good people I mean. And why does he let bad people live?”
I almost choked on my coffee. I gazed at little Kaia Pendleton, looking up at me with so much love and trust. Her elbow rested on the arm of my chair, her hand cupping her small chin. Her eyes were the color of cappuccino and she easily pulled me into their depths. I put my arm around her and she jumped onto my lap. She snuggled into me and I kissed the top of her head.
“You know, that’s a very good, smart question, but I have no good answers, baby.” I rubbed her back. My beautiful lover, Jean-Luc, held up a finger to the waiter approaching our table and he silently retreated. Jean-Luc’s gaze was on me. I could feel it.
I deal with death and dying every day. For Kaia, surviving a plane crash that had killed her parents and everyone else on board except her and me had been an issue not discussed very much. Her grandmother, Kat Pendleton, who had taken custody of her, had told Jean-Luc and me that Kaia seemed to accept the loss. She talked more about us than her parents. We’d now had her for one more week in what had been an awesome, action-packed, month-long visit to our new home in New Orleans. I already dreaded having to fly back with her to Tasmania.
Firstly, the idea of flying back to Australia filled me with terror. Secondly, I did not want to return her. I wanted her with us.
My arms tightened around Kaia. The grief therapist Jean-Luc and I had consulted had warned us that our nine-year-old charge would one day ask about this. We had even discussed ways in which we could deal with it. The moment, like life’s many little surprises, came out of the blue and all the pre-arranged bullet points fled my mind.
“I think sometimes God has a plan and we don’t see it,” I said. “At the time, it makes no sense. I do know that I don’t regret for a single moment that I rescued you when the plane went down, Kaia.”
She shifted back a little and looked up at me. “What made you do it, Marshal Honeybone?”
I smiled at her. Jean-Luc was Jean-Luc to her. I wanted her to call me Dean. All I ever got was Marshal Honeybone. I think... I don’t know how to explain it, but I think she needed some kind of authoritative rudder to cling to. I could give that to her.
“Did God tell you to save me?” Her eyes were large, clear brown pools of spectacular wisdom and infinite innocence. She was half Australian Aborigine, half all-American girl.
“Yes, I think he did.”
She nodded. “I thought so. Because I think if I wasn’t supposed to be here, I wouldn’t be. Right?” She always managed to take my breath away. Her little face turned even more solemn. “I was never afraid of you, even when I saw your gun. Marshal Honeybone, can I have a snoball? Please?”
Her hopeful glance went from me to Jean-Luc.
My partner grinned at Kaia.
“Of course you can. We haven’t tried all the flavors yet.” He passed his credit card to the waiter, who’d started hovering behind us again at the table of our outdoor café on Tchoupitoulas Street.
Kaia slipped from my lap and across the small expanse of table to Jean-Luc’s lap.
He gathered her in his arms and smiled at me. He was so good with her. We adored her and I knew he would miss her as much as I would.
Her grandmother, Kat, was in poor health physically, but mentally and emotionally was in great shape. She was recovering from a horse-riding accident and had undergone her second hip surgery. We were just what the doctor ordered.
Jean-Luc had thrilled me by being completely ecstatic about having our girl visit us. She loved us and I knew she loved New Orleans.
He set her on the ground as the waiter brought his credit card back. Scrawling his signature on the receipt, Jean-Luc pocketed his card and took Kaia’s hand.
I touched the small of his back, thanking him for lunch. We exchanged a brief, sweet kiss.
Walking over to Hansen’s, I moved over to Kaia
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