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



 
 
Fin de Siècle
 
 
...”Baby, I’d love a glass of wine,” Jean-Luc said. The streets were packed and it buoyed us. It was like Mardi Gras in the middle of the night. We found a small wine bar and it was slammed.
“One glass. I want to share it with you,” Jean-Luc said against my mouth. “What would you like?”
“You choose.”
His French was perfect and I never got tired of hearing him talk. I stayed close to him, our hard cocks gently rubbing against one another as he caught the bartender’s attention.
“They have anisette,” Jean-Luc said to me. I nodded and he ordered two, shouting over the heads of other people clustered around the bar. I wanted to pay but my hands were a little busy in my lover’s unzipped fly. I’d never done anything so outrageous in public and Jean-Luc’s raised brow showed me that he was surprised. Another part of him, one of my favorite parts, showed me it liked the whole idea.
“Fuck,” he said. “We’re parents. We can’t do this.”
“Sure we can. There’s gotta be a restroom, right?”
He stared at me a moment. “Dean, you always manage to thrill me.”
We pushed our way through the throng, Jean-Luc’s arms holding up our drinks, my hands busy on his body. We worked our way to the dark, red-tinted corridor. A lot of people seemed to have the same idea. We found a dark spot and I pushed him against the wall, dropping to my haunches to take his hard shaft into my mouth. He sipped the aperitif in his hand. His other hand nudged me. I moved my mouth and he poured a little of the drink onto his cock. I went berserk...
 



 
 
Author’s Note
 
 
The French expression Fin de Siècle means the end of an era; the end of a journey or a cycle. And as a cycle indicates new beginnings, this fourth chapter in the Honeybone series has an ending and a hopeful new beginning for Dean Honeybone and his lover, Jean-Luc. It has been a pleasure to tell their story and I want to thank all my readers who have read and enjoyed this series and sent me so many wonderful emails about Honeybone. For me it was a series that I had to write. I’d long been haunted by a child murder case I covered as a young reporter in Australia. I think the demons have finally been laid to rest. As Dean, Jean-Luc, Kaia, and her formidable grandma, Kat, move forward in their world, they will always have a place in my heart.
Though the art theft and international trial depicted here is loosely based on real events, the story itself is fiction. Art theft and the wholesale of international antiquities is my father’s obsession and his love for the subject has rubbed off on me.
It is with profound gratitude that I dedicate this book to him and to my wonderful readers who have come to enjoy Dean and his quest to make this world a safer, happier place for our children.
There will be more books to come, but Dean’s place in the world will be a little bit different. Please stay tuned!
 
—A.J. Llewellyn
 



Chapter One
 
 
Kaia clutched her new Eloise doll in one hand, staring up at the Plaza Hotel as we stepped out of the town car. Her other hand had mine firmly in its tiny, fervent grip.
“Daddy, do you think we’ll see Eloise here today?”
I smiled down at her. I was so relieved we’d landed in New York City without our plane crashing that everything made me happy in that moment. The wind chill factor was at the freezing point, our breaths coming out in icy puffs, but I didn’t care. We were alive and we were here. Together.
My life partner, Jean-Luc, helped Kaia’s grandma out of the car. It wasn’t that Kat was old, but New York was a damned long way from Launceston, Tasmania. Several flights over twenty-five straight hours of travel, four different time zones and a mess of suitcases had wreaked havoc with the old girl’s hips. She’d had both replaced within the last twelve months and the new ones had stiffened up.
Now that we were all standing on solid ground outside the stunning Plaza Hotel, our moods collectively improved. And somehow, Jean-Luc the magician had coordinated all our travels just in time for afternoon tea.
“Tea,” Kat, said, leaning on my man for support.
We had our overnight bags, but everything else was en route to Paris, where we were starting new lives. Kaia’s pink dress ruffles flipped as she jumped up and down
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