
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



[image: ]




Author’s Note: This takes place roughly after Infected: Lesser Evils, although it isn’t necessary for you to have read that to understand any of this. Content warnings for discussions of head injuries, substance abuse, prostitution, and suicide. 
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1 - I DON’T KNOW, TIM, I’m Not The Loudest Guy At The Fuck You Contest

––––––––

[image: ]


THE RINGING OF THE phone woke Roan up from a really enjoyable dream where he was playing strip chess with Hugh Jackman. Of course, Roan didn’t know how to play chess, but in dreams, anything went.

He fumbled for the receiver, grabbing it with one slightly numb hand, and shoved it in the rough direction of his face. “Hmm?” Roan had meant to say hello, but that’s not what came out.

“Roan? Hey bud, sorry if I woke ya.” Scott’s voice came brightly over the line. He sounded disgustingly awake.

Roan rubbed the sleep from his eyes and hoped a strong shot of caffeine would short-circuit a burgeoning ache nestled deep in his brain. He hated waking up with a headache. “It’s okay, just don’t make it a habit.”

“I’ll try not to.” Scott paused, and Roan, even sleep groggy, knew Scott was getting weirdly serious. You’d think an in-the-closet bi hockey player would always be serious, but nope. Scott was remarkably good-natured in spite of all that, so when he got serious, some major shit was going on. “I was hoping I could hire you for a rush job. I mean, if you’re busy, I get it. I guess I’m just hoping I can cash in some of my goodwill here.”

Roan sat up with a groan. Dylan was gone, and that made sense as soon as he remembered it was Wednesday. That was usually when Dylan did some volunteer work for the Buddhist temple. He wasn’t the world’s best Buddhist, but he liked to help people when he could. That bent toward kindness was probably why he was still with Roan. “What’s going on?” 

“A couple of nights ago, I went drinking with a couple of guys on the Falcons, one of who was a friend of mine just traded to the team: Marty Beauchene.”

“Let me guess, he’s from Slovakia,” Roan said sarcastically.

Scott made a slightly amused noise. “I know, he couldn’t sound more Canadian if he was wrapped in back bacon and eating poutine. But he’s missing, and I’m worried. He hasn’t been seen since that night.”

“Hold up. Have you contacted the police?”

“Yeah. But he’s a twenty-two-year-old man, and they don’t seem really concerned about it. As if he’s on a three-day bender or something.”

“Is that a possibility?”

“No. Besides, even if he somehow was on a humongous bender, he’d still answer his phone.”

Roan felt sufficiently awake now to grab the Monty Python notepad beside the phone and pick up his nude-man pen. (Because of course they had a nude-man pen. Neither of them could remember which tacky friend gave it to them, but it heartened Roan to think that Dylan’s friends could be as tacky as his.) “Do I need to tell you if it’s an open police case, I can’t intervene?”

“No.”

Roan clicked the pen, and, upside down, nude man lost his speedo. He was so small it was honestly hard to tell (poor guy). “Okay. So give me the details.”

Scott didn’t leave much out. Marty had been traded to the Seattle Falcons minor league hockey team from the Fall River Phantoms, and his friends from his junior squad (Scott included) took him out on a celebratory bar crawl. Scott had to bow out at one, leaving Marty with Brian Falchuk (Falcons right wing) and Brad Travers (Falcons center) at the Eight Ball Tavern. From there, Marty, Brad, and Brian went to the Lights Out Club and then split up to go home at closing time. That was supposedly the last time anyone saw Marty, and that was Sunday. Scott had been worried because Marty wasn’t answering his phone but figured he’d talk to him once he turned up for the morning practice skate. That was today. Marty hadn’t showed, and no one could seem to get a hold of him. Scott even called Marty’s girlfriend back home, who confirmed that Marty’s parents and his best friend on the Phantoms hadn’t heard from him either, not since he first arrived in Seattle. 

Marty was supposed to be staying at the assistant coach’s house (Cal MacKenzie) until he found his own digs, but he hadn’t been there since he first arrived to drop off his bags.

“His bags,” Roan repeated. “Does that also mean his passport?”

Scott paused and took a breath. “Uh... I assume so. It isn’t normal for any of us to carry ’em around. You ever notice how immigration officers never speak to white guys, even if we use extra u’s?”

“Yeah, funny how that works, isn’t it? It’s nice to know Canadians aren’t so nice that they won’t exploit a double standard.”

“That’s the horrible secret of us Canadians. We’re not really all that nice. I mean, come on, we love hockey. We’re just more passive-aggressive than aggressive. Except for most of us hockey players.”

“And the French-Canadians,” Roan said, writing “passport” on the notepad and adding a question mark after it.

“Ooh, those guys are fucking nuts. I don’t know where you Americans got the idea the French are all a bunch of wussies, ’cause every French-Canadian I know would happily rip your heart out of your chest and eat it in front of you before you died.”
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