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Haven Falls #5 – Life after Darren 

Miles Sutherland 

______________________________ 
Crap. His mouth felt as dry as a dead dingo’s donger. How many beers had he drunk last night 

just to achieve his obligatory oblivion? 

Miles Sutherland rolled out of bed, wincing as he stood upright. In the dark, he managed to bump 

against the corner of the nightstand – sharp, the edge of the doorway - hard and the ceramic sink – cold 

before he gained blessed relief, pissing into the toilet. It would have helped if he’d turned on the overhead 

light and opened his eyes, but he wasn’t going down that route till he’d taken two Demerol. Anyway, if 

he saw what he was pissing he might find blood there again, and that would not be good. 

He scratched his balls as he shook his cock. What time was he expected at the hospital this 

morning? Whatever time it was would be too early. 

Last night he’d been called in to stitch a cut some cowboy had received trying to open a bottle of 

beer. Brute strength, a faulty bottle and desperation for alcohol had resulted in an inch long cut when he 

managed to screw the neck off. Sewing up sliced fingers from kitchen misadventures and tending injuries 

from over-zealous hip-hop dancing at the youth centre had been the highlights of his job to date. 

Had he been drunk when he signed on to come to Haven Falls? He should have gone home, back 

to Australia or maybe even rejoined Medecins sans Frontiers after Darren died, not stayed in the States 

even though he had the necessary work permits. 

Wow, he must have been awake, what – ten minutes this morning before he thought of Darren. 

That must be some sort of record. Usually it was the first thing he thought of every morning. Missing the 

warmth beside him, the touch, the feel of him. 

Screwing his eyes shut, Miles turned on the bathroom light and when he felt brave enough he 

opened them. Double crap. He screwed them shut again as pain threatened to make his forehead explode. 

He reached for the empty tumbler he kept near the sink and filled it to the brim. Water might help the 

dehydration, but it was the last thing he felt like. Unfortunately hair of the dog didn’t cut it anymore. 

Maybe his liver was cracking up from too much abuse. 

He opened his eyes again. Big mistake. In the mirror it looked like the dude from Castaway had 

come to visit. All he needed was the volley ball tucked under one arm to complete the scene. Mind you, 

he’d need one of those distorting mirrors at Luna Park to make him look like a starving Tom Hanks. 

What would Darren say if he could see him now? 

http://havenfalls.blogspot.com/2010/06/haven-falls-entry-5-life-after-darren.html�
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In a way, his packing on the weight from too much drinking and take-out food had been a knee 

jerk reaction to the memory of Darren’s fading away - the once strong, handsome man fading to the weak, 

helpless skeleton he’d become at the end. 

They say only the good die young. Darren had proved that one correct. Probably up there fucking 

some of the angels right now, if he knew him. The ones with the bronzed, lithe bodies and the tight blond 

curls. Miles smiled at a sudden memory. One year when they’d taken some R&R and visited Sydney 

during Mardi Gras, he’d had to physically restrain Darren from rushing off after some of the glitter-

covered beauties in full feather regalia they’d seen at the parade. 

Why had it been Darren to catch HIV? Heck, his years in Africa, tending to the multitude of cases 

there should have made him the prime candidate, given the prevalence of the disease in the shanty towns 

where he’d been working. But every test turned up negative. 

Miles chuckled to himself as he wandered into the kitchen to have the first of his many dates with 

strong, black Java. What would the residents of Haven Falls say if they knew their Doctor had spent the 

last nine years shacked up with a guy who was HIV positive? They’d taken all necessary precautions 

during sex, but the stigma would still stick. It had been so long since he’d had sex without rubbers and 

plastic film that he’d almost forgotten what it was like. That glorious uninhibited sex where the cock ruled 

the head. The touch, the sensation of skin on skin. The friction, the feeling. What difference would it 

make anyway? None of the guys here would look at him twice. Too old, too fat, too hairy. 

From what Millie Broadbent, his RN told him a lot of the residents were gay. Being a veritable 

vacuum cleaner when it came to gossip, she’d have her facts correct. He’d seen a few hot hunks when 

he’d been out drinking, but no-one had as much as given him a sideways glance. He couldn’t blame them. 

If he hadn’t been dressed so well, they’d have probably kicked him out on the street, thinking he was a 

newly arrived vagrant in town. 

He really should visit the barber and make himself look presentable. It was a wonder the hospital 

board had given him the job in the first place, but apparently they’d been desperate. 

As soon as the caffeine and drugs kicked in, Miles headed back to the bedroom. Sorting through 

the messy pile of discarded clothing on the floor - another job he’d neglected after the years of looking 

after Darren - he finally found a pair of jeans that he could still do up. 

Looks like he’d need to get back into training. It’s a pity they didn’t have a rugby team here. With 

his weight he’d be able to pack a mean tight head in the scrum. Only problem is he’d fall flat on his face 

as soon as they broke away and he had to run. 

Sighing, he dropped the jeans back on the pile and reached for a pair of sweats. If he wanted to 

lose weight, he better start jogging now.  
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Haven Falls #7: Damnatio Memoriae 

Flynn Archer 

___________________________ 
Flynn took a look at himself in the mirror, and wondered yet again how you dressed to apply for a 

bouncer job. His first thought - oodles of black leather and spikes - was probably more appropriate for a 

leather bar. He wanted to seem tough, but not an insecure idiot playing dress up. He wasn’t any of those 

things, but maybe he should come across that way. What would be more intriguing to an employer: 

capable but dull muscle head or slightly nervous kid eager for a job? It would depend on the employer. 

He’d have to improvise. Luckily, he was good at that.  

He’d gone with a simple, basic outfit of black jeans, Doc Martens, and a sleeveless shirt tight 

enough to show off all the sculpted muscles in his torso and upper arms. He’d worked hard enough to get 

them, and they were the key to cementing this job. A black leather jacket completed the effect. 

This was still a bit of a problem though. Who was Flynn Archer? 

He hadn’t decided yet. He just went with random good time boy, but then he got here and 

wondered if that was just too generic. He spent an hour at the beach, observing, and saw a lot of hot guys 

in skimpy trunks, a lot of party boys. If he wanted to stand out, he might have to adopt another persona.  

He frowned at himself in the mirror as he fussed with his hair one more time. He didn’t want to 

look too made up, too desperate, but where was the line? There were so many lines: fitting in without try 

too obviously to be incognito; being different enough to seem genuine, but not enough to stand out too 

much. Maybe the real problem was he’d been pretending so long he wasn’t sure who he really was 

anymore. 

Flynn went to the window and looked out at the scenery. It was mostly the street, but between 

buildings he caught a glimpse of the sea. He didn’t know what to expect from Haven Falls, but he was 

surprised by how pretty most of it genuinely was (the same went for the men). He didn’t know what he 

was expecting, but this wasn’t it. 

He picked up the old hardcover book that sat on his dresser drawer. It was a battered old used 

book store copy of Marcel Proust’s “Remembrance of Things Past”. It was a dense book, and honestly he 

wasn’t able to get past the first two pages, but he found it to be an excellent hiding place. Whoever picked 

up an old hardcover of Proust, even when trashing a room? 

Wedged inside, he found the photograph. The pictured time stamped the afternoon of the day 

before his mother’s murder, showed her standing on a street corner talking to his father and a mystery 

man. He had already been able to confirm that they were standing on Alberen Street, right here in Haven 



11 
 

Falls. But he hadn’t been able to identify the mystery man yet, and if his father was in town, it wasn’t 

under his real name. But if he was here, he’d find him. 

The lying bastard. Could he have really killed his mother? Why? And who sent him the photo in 

the first place? It may have included a note advising him to ‘Keep running’, but when they wrote Haven 

Falls on the picture, they had to know it would bring him straight here. He had considered the fact that 

this could be a trap, but how could he not come? Even if it was a trap, who set it and why? He had to 

know, even if it destroyed him. 

Hadn’t Jesse always accused him of being self-destructive? He would be pleased to know he was 

right … wherever he was now. Last he heard, Jesse had gone into porn and was kindling an impressive 

meth habit, trying to self-destruct in a more self-possessed, spectacular manner than Flynn ever could. 

“My people,” he muttered, smiling sourly to himself.  

He watched as a guy on the sidewalk down below jogged past, laboring in the surprising early 

morning heat. He stopped to put his hands on his knees and pant for breath, his t-shirt sticking to the 

sweat on his back, and Flynn smirked down at him. If he ever got that out of shape, he hoped someone 

would shoot him. Of course, it was probably wishful thinking to assume he’d live that long. 

He was turning away from the window for a last hair check when he spied someone across the 

street out of the corner of his eye. Just a man coming out of a small mom and pop hardware store, the kind 

he didn’t think existed anymore thanks to the global hegemony of Home Depot. But something set off an 

alarm bell in his mind, and he turned back, just in time to catch his profile as he walked down the street. 

He snatched the photograph from the book, and quickly held it up to the window. The hair cut and color 

were different, but there was no mistaking the prominent nose or rugged chin.  

That was the mystery man. 

He raced out of his apartment, running down the flight of stairs and almost tripping in his haste to 

get outside. There was no one in the lobby, so he was spared anyone seeing him behave like a clumsy 

idiot. 

Shoving open the glass door, he ran into the wall of heat as he stepped out onto the sidewalk, and 

looked to see where the man was. But somehow, in the short journey down from his second floor 

apartment, the man had disappeared. He sprinted up the street, in the last direction he saw him headed, 

hoping he was just getting into his car or something, but there was nothing on the street beyond but 

people who looked nothing like the man he was after.  

Damn it! How could he be so close and yet so far away? Perhaps that was the story of his life.  

He closed his eyes and took a steadying breath through his nose. At least he knew the man was 

here, that he was on the right track. He just had to keep his cover identity intact, and to do that, he had to 
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get that damn job and keep his head down. Either Flynn would catch up to him, or the mystery man 

would spring his trap and catch him first. 

Flynn turned and walked the opposite way down the street, headed for Renegade Steel. 
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Haven Falls #13 - Another School Day  

Aiden Parker 

____________________________ 
After the mistake he made yesterday, Aiden knew he had to change his morning routine. Dante 

out first, and then shower, or there would be a mess waiting for him on the floor. Rolling out of bed and 

slapping off his alarm, he heard his puppy start to whine from his crate in the kitchen. He couldn’t wait 

for the dog to be trained so he could let him sleep in his room. He had no problem with it. In fact, he’d 

always wanted a dog to sleep at the foot of his bed, but his father hated dogs and Peter had been allergic. 

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” he said, padding barefoot down the hall. The sound of his voice only 

set the puppy off even more, and he rushed to open the crate. Thankfully there was no mess. 

“Good boy!” Aiden said as he hurried the white ball of fluff over to the back door. He opened it, 

shooed him out, and watched as Dante ran around the enclosed space, barked up a tree at nothing, then 

did his business. It took a few more minutes to get him in the house, and Aiden set his food out with a 

bowl of water. Finally, he could take a shower. 

It was just another day at work, but as he showered he ran through his lesson plans in his head. 

First period would be starting a new novel, and fourth period would be working on creative writing. A 

relatively easy day, as long as none of the students gave him any problems. 

When he thought about it, though, he couldn’t complain. None of his students here were anything 

like those at Windsor Academy, his last school, and for that he was grateful. Reluctant learners he could 

deal with. He enjoyed the challenge, even. He liked getting them involved in books and watching them 

grow to love them. It was those that thought they were entitled to it all that he couldn’t stand. 

After his shower he dressed in a pair of khakis and a light blue shirt, ate his breakfast, and let 

Dante out one more time before loading him into his large crate. It broke his heart to hear his whining, but 

there was nothing he could do. 

“I know you don’t like it, boy. But if I leave you out, you’ll destroy the house.” Dante whined at 

him one more time and Aiden tossed a few toys into the crate. The puppy settled down, but Aiden was 

still torn about leaving him. Maybe if he had a partner or a roommate it wouldn’t be so bad. 

Grabbing his bag and keys he quietly left the house and climbed into his SUV and headed for the 

high school. 

Haven Falls High School was a great school. It was set up to be comfortable and not like a prison. 

It may not have had the same access to technology that his last school had, but the staff were friendlier 

and with kids that actually wanted to learn – for the most part – so he’d take it. The pay wasn’t so bad, 

either. His house was close to everything he needed, and the drive to the school was so quick on nice days 



14 
 

he would be able to walk. He had yet to make friends, but he figured that would come soon enough. 

Maybe he’d even go down to the bar one Friday after school. Take a chance for once. 

Unloading his things he nodded to the few other teachers that were there early and made his way 

to his classroom. He turned on the lights and his computer and began to prepare for the day. After that 

was all set, a quick stop in the teacher’s lounge for a cup of coffee and some idle chat with one of his co-

workers before he snuck his way back to his room. From the windows he had a gorgeous view of the city 

and mountains. It wasn’t just the students that would space out and stare in that direction sometimes. He 

was guilty of it once or twice since he started there. Thankfully the administrator hadn’t been doing a 

walkthrough at the time or he would have been busted for sure. 

The warning bell rang and Aiden’s homeroom students started to filter into the classroom. He 

smiled and greeted them, then groaned silently when one came in with tears in her eyes. More boyfriend 

drama. So much for his easy day.  
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Haven Falls #17: New Guy on the Block  

Carter Gillespie 

_______________________________ 
Saturday morning. Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie sighed and wondered what the hell he was going to do 

with his day off. Morning run, maybe? Grab the bike and go out into the hills, do a little exploring? Go 

find a ranch and see if he could arrange some riding? It was the end of his first week, a week that had 

proven to have familiar elements as well as completely different ones and he was eager to go exploring 

his new, albeit temporary, home. Haven Falls. Half a world away from Manchester. He smiled. Wouldn’t 

do him any harm to get away for a while. He thought back to his home city and felt a momentary pang of 

homesickness which he quickly buried. No time for that. 

The day was sunny, a state he understood to be the norm in Haven at this time of year. The norm 

where he came from was rain. Manchester had a reputation as a rainy place and it didn’t disappoint, even 

in summer. Looking out of the small apartment window at the sea, crystal blue beneath an equally blue 

sky, Gil thought it looked a little otherworldly, a tad unreal. He would really have to find another place to 

stay though. The apartment had been arranged for him as part of the exchange. It wasn’t bad, just a little 

small. One bedroom and a galley kitchen. He liked space, two bedrooms at least, so he could have guests 

to stay. Maybe he ought to go see an estate agent today. Real estate agent, he corrected himself. He would 

have to get used to that, all the differences in names for things. What was it that writer guy had said? Two 

nations separated by a common language? He hoped not. He wanted to make a special effort to get things 

right.  

Thinking about it, maybe he wouldn’t take the bike out today after all. Driving on the wrong side 

of the road was doing his head in. Maybe he would take a leisurely walk into the town, go shopping. He 

had brought the bare minimum with him. He hadn’t required anything much – apart from a week’s worth 

of clothes all he had was a few framed photos of family and friends, a few keepsakes to remind him of 

home, that was all. The flat - apartment he corrected himself - was furnished. None of it was his. All he 

had to do was find another furnished apartment and move in.  

Coffee shop first, he thought as he showered. Grab some breakfast and a look at the locals. Not 

that he hadn’t seen any already. His first week on secondment to the Haven Hill Hospital had kept him on 

his toes. He’d arrived with barely a day or so to settle in before starting work and for a small town it 

seemed to have more than its fair share of emergencies. He and Mike - the guy he had been paired with 

for the duration - had been sent to attend a woman who was going into labor two weeks early, rescued a 

kid who had come off his bike and broken his wrist, had attended two RTIs, and a heart attack. And a 
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partridge in a pair tree, he thought. That had all been on the first day. Thankfully, the rest of the week 

hadn’t been so busy but he still hadn’t been left with much time to think.  

He had gotten an idea of the set-up anyway. The Haven Hill Hospital could cope with babies, 

broken wrists and concussion, but the heart attack had been flown out to the hospital in the nearby city of 

Asher Bay and that was set up to cope with just about anything. Haven Hill was able to manage 

convalescents, illness, minor injuries and births, but anything more serious required referral to a trauma 

center. He was beginning to see the role of rapid response units like theirs in such an environment. The 

biggest surprise of all, though, was that he had actually been able to eat his lunch without interruption!  

Before he arrived he’d wondered what people did for entertainment in a small town like Haven 

Falls but, over the course of the week, several residents had told him about the new club that was opening 

its doors that evening. It was the talk of the town. He wondered what an American club would be like, if it 

was anything like an English one? The clubs he knew back home varied wildly in quality. Mike had been 

talking about Asher Rose, the club owner, and had pointed the man out as the ambulance cruised down 

Alberen Street. Gil saw a tall assured African-American man in shades and a sharply tailored suit just 

getting into his car outside the property his nightclub occupied. He had been accompanied by two men, 

both sharply dressed and carrying briefcases. They were all wealthy and self assured businessmen, he 

thought, watching them drive off.  

Gil had never been overawed in the presence of money. If he was lucky enough to ever win the 

lottery, he wasn’t the kind of guy to send it back, but the bottom line was that illness and injury did not 

respect rank or power. Neither did they recognize wealth. As such, Gil reserved his judgement. Some of 

the poorest people he had known were also the kindest and most generous. He didn’t judge a book by its 

cover any more and it wasn’t the size of a guy’s wallet that he was interested in.  

Deciding to head out and find a coffee shop, he ended up making for Glenda’s. It was the only 

one he knew anyway, Mike had told him it served the best breakfasts in town. Intending to see if this was 

the case, he found himself walking up the road towards the place and spotted a familiar figure taking a 

breather outside.  

“Hello Doc,” he said, “Nice to see a familiar face…” although his concern grew as he surveyed 

the condition of the man in front of him. “Not overdoing it, I hope…”  
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Haven Falls #18: Out with the Dogs  

Aiden Parker and Evan Owens 

_______________________________ 
Aiden sipped his coffee from the back porch, watching Dante run circles around the yard and 

nodded to himself. Yeah, it was definitely time to take that dog for a walk. The puppy had so much 

energy it was amazing he never seemed to wear himself out. And how Aiden didn’t already have a track 

run into the perimeter of the yard, he had no idea.  

“Dante!” He whistled and the puppy turned to look and came bounding up the steps, jumping 

onto his lap, nearly causing him to spill his coffee. “Want to go for a walk?”  

The dog yelped his excitement and jumped from his lap. Aiden set the coffee on the table and 

grabbed the leash hanging from a hook just inside the door and attached it to the collar. “Okay boy, let’s 

go,” Aiden said as he led him around the house rather than through it, out the gate, and toward the park. 

He wondered if he’d run into anyone else. He was sorely needing someone to talk to outside of work. 

That was his own fault, though. If he wasn’t so damn shy, he wouldn’t have any problems meeting people.  

Evan climbed the gate that separated the end of his road with the large green area that was Haven 

Falls Park, Deefur scrambling and jumping to follow and barking excitedly as his paws touched the grass. 

The border collie was a bundle of energy, forever in need of exercise, and it gave Evan a reason to leave 

his house. God knows he needed some kind of reason to force himself out when it was oh so easy to sit 

marking books, planning lessons, and wondering why life was passing him by so quickly.  

Deefur dissapeared into the bushes, his tail wagging, the red ball in his mouth dropped at the edge 

as he caught a scent of something. 

“Deefur!” Evan shouted for the dog to return, but he wasn’t really expecting Deefur to come back, 

once his less than well behaved pet found a scent to follow it really was game over. It was just a very 

good thing that the park was always empty at this time of the day. He stopped and waited for Deefur to 

return, lifting his gaze to look at the cloudless sky and stretching his arms high, it felt so good to be 

outside. Casually he moved away from the tangled wild area into which Deefur had disappeared and 

leaned back against a tree. It was then that he saw him.  

Aiden Parker, the new English teacher from the High School. He obviously had reason to be here, 

a dog leaping and barking at his side. Funny that, the guy was so quiet he never even knew that he had a 

dog. Straightening his spine and lifting away from the tree he took a few steps towards Aiden, the guy 

seemed nice, and it would be kind of nice to shoot the breeze for a while. Then he stopped. Aiden never 

looked him in the eyes, seemed so shy, maybe he wouldn’t want Evan, who he didn’t really know, 
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interrupting his walk. Then Deefur decided for him, darting out of the bushes and leaping over to the dog 

at Aiden’s side. 

“Hey,” Evan started conversationally, trying to grab Deefur and then giving it up as a lost cause 

as the dogs played. 

Aiden looked up, startled as another dog came barreling out of nowhere straight for Dante. He 

reached to grab his dog, but the other just knocked into him. Dante didn’t seem to mind, though, and 

playfully tackled the larger dog. When he heard the other voice he looked up, straight into the eyes of 

Evan Owens, a teacher at his school. “Hi,” he replied, not sure of what else to say as he glanced back 

down to watch the two dogs playing. “I take it this is your dog?” Aiden asked, then mentally kicked 

himself. Obviously. Who else would the dog belong to? There’s no one else around.  

“Yeah, Deefur, border collie, he’s five, from a rescue home, I’ve had him three years.” Evan 

found himself replying in his usual concise and very much to the point manner, wishing the other man 

would look at him. He didn’t do so well when he couldn’t see people’s eyes, another one of his stupid 

obsessions. Rubbing his right hand on his jeans he held it out, “Evan Owens, Math.” 

“Aiden Parker, English,” Aiden said as he finally looked up from the ground and took the other 

man’s hand. “And the pup is Dante. Akita. He’s only ten months, though. So he’s a bit... crazy.” Aiden 

smiled faintly. “I’ve seen you around school,” he admitted. “I think we may have the same prep period 

free.”  

“We do.” Evan pulled his iPhone out of his pocket thumbed through options until he landed on 

the right app. “Tuesday, 9am is our next one, we need to go over some joint initiative work, shall we do it 

then?” Evan shuffled from one foot to the other, he hated this point in any conversation. The point when it 

was nearly over and he had to fill the awkward silence with utter drivel. 

Aiden sighed and nodded. He hated committee work, but what could you do? “That sounds fine.” 

Out of the corner of his eye he watched as Evan shifted back and forth; he couldn’t control the giggle that 

popped out of his mouth. As soon as it was released, he slapped a hand over his lips and coughed. 

“Sorry.”  

Evan frowned, that sounded like a definite giggle coming from the man who stood in front of him. 

He narrowed his eyes in concentration. A giggle. As unobtrusively as possible he checked around himself 

for anything that might make his fellow teacher let out the strange noise, and sighed inwardly when he 

realised he could be the only cause. Hell, he was used to that; people very often found him a little...odd. 

Still there was something about this Aiden that made him want to smile in return; he seemed as 

uncomfortable with this whole situation as he was. Best to grab this by the scruff of the neck then. 

“We should meet up for a beer,” he blurted out in a sentence where the words seemed to run 

together, “probably,” he added. 



19 
 

The suggestion was so sudden, Aiden stared back in shock, then relaxed and smiled. Making sure 

to look at him this time. “A beer would be great,” he said just as Dante launched himself at his legs and 

nearly knocked him over. He wished he could scold the dog for making him look like a complete klutz, 

but he refrained. “When, ah... when did you want to go? I’m free... most nights,” he admitted.  

“Dogs...” Evan waved expansively at Dante knocking into Aiden, seeing the other guy’s 

embarrassment. “They do that. Deefur does that all the time. Tomorrow, a beer at mine, I could erm...do 

food...snacks.” 

“Oh, you don’t have to go out of your way,” Aiden insisted. “Beer’s fine. I could bring some.” 

And once again he stepped out of his league. When was the last time he’d gone to anyone’s house? 

Before he moved to Haven Falls, that was for sure. And even before that. Before teaching at Windsor, and 

before Peter. God, had college been the last time? He inwardly cringed at his lack of social skills. That 

needed to be fixed quickly if he ever planned on having a love life.  

Evan quickly calculated the chips and dips he would need, deducting the exact amount of dip that 

was normally wasted, added in a minimum of six bottles of beer, analysed where in his fridge it would go, 

and then nodded thoughtfully. 

“You can bring beer if you like,” he said finally, allowing for any extra to go into the small 

cupboard under the stairs, next to Deefur’s biscuits, the emergency mini generator and the spare storm 

lamps. “So.” He shifted from foot to foot again, whistling high and loud, for once Deefur sitting at his 

side. “Tomorrow, number 27 Laurel Drive, eight o’clock?” 

Aiden nodded and watched as he shifted again. It was distractingly... cute. And that was when he 

realized how much taller Evan was compared to him. “Yeah, sure. Tomorrow sounds great.” He smiled 

and grabbed Dante’s leash before he could run off again. He leaned down and couldn’t resist patting 

Deefur’s head. “Nice meeting you,  Deefur.”  

Evan didn’t move for a while, watching as Aiden walked away. There was an unfamiliar feeling 

in his chest, a warmth, a sudden expectation. It would be nice to have a friend, and this time he would try 

really hard. 

Finally he twisted on his heel and headed back to the gate, his head already focusing on the latest 

differentiation and integration debacle from his latest year, and mentally creating lessons in his head. 

Dante led the way home, back through the park as if he owned it, and Aiden couldn’t help but 

feel excited about tomorrow night. He had plans. Friendly plans, but still plans. It was just what he 

needed. He’d go out, have a beer, and talk. Simple as that. And simple was just what he needed. Evan 

seemed nice, and they had a few things in common in case the conversation dried up.  
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Haven Falls: #24: Mr. Wrong  

Aiden Parker & Flynn Archer 

_____________________________________ 
He had plans. For the first time since moving the Haven Falls, Aiden Parker had plans. And he 

could barely contain his excitement. Dante must have sensed that excitement, because he bounded along 

with him, tugging on his leash.  

“Slow down, boy,” Aiden said in an attempt to control the excitable puppy. He really needed to 

look into classes for the dog or something. Of course Dante ignored his commands and with one giant 

burst of energy, pulled the leash out of Aiden’s hand and went running.  

“Dante! Come back!” he called, swearing loudly as he took off after him.  

Flynn found himself wondering where he should start his search. Was there a library in this town? 

Maybe it was too small. Newspaper? Goddamn it, he wasn’t good at this sort of thing. Disappearing, sure, 

that was easy. But finding someone? Holy crap, where did you even start? Especially when they didn’t 

want to be found.  

He came around the corner, wondering if there was at least a Starbucks around here (he could use 

the free Wi-Fi), when a furry blur plowed into his legs and nearly sent him sprawling face first on the 

pavement.  

“Dante! Oh shit, I’m so sorry.” Aiden scrambled to grab Dante’s leash as he caught up to the dog 

and stared at the man he had run into. “Are you okay? He got loose and I couldn’t catch him, I am so 

sorry,” he continued. That was the last thing he needed. To nearly kill someone on a walk with his dog. 

Yeah, definitely, puppy training classes as soon as he could find them.  

Flynn looked down at the little white dog with a scowl. He didn’t like dogs. (Maybe because of 

the one time with that guard dog, but the less he thought about that the better.)”Yeah, well, watch it-” he 

began, and then stopped, because the guy was fucking gorgeous. Holy shit, Haven Falls was just full of 

hotties, wasn’t it? Looking at him, he noticed a smear of color. Ink? Yep. “Cool tattoo,” he said, changing 

tone. “What is it?” 

“Huh?” Aiden blinked at the sudden change in attitude and forced himself to meet the other 

man’s eyes, then turned to look over his shoulder. Sure enough, part of the tattoo was visible past the 

edge of his shirt. “Oh, thanks. It’s a dragon,” he said with a faint grin. Dante jumped up and tried to climb 

up the man’s legs, but Aiden pulled the leash back. “Stop that.”  

Flynn reached down and grudgingly patted the dog on the head. At least it wasn’t some two 

hundred pound Rottweiler with breath like death’s outhouse and a grudge. “You get it in town? I’m new 
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here, and I was thinking of adding some. I have some ink too, on my leg.” Should he show it? Come to 

think of it, could he? Not easily.  

“No, it’s a leftover from college,” Aiden admitted with a small shrug. “There doesn’t seem to be 

much around. It’s kind of quiet here. But it’s nice. Are... are you new to town?”  

“Yep. Just moved here from Seattle.” Flynn held out a hand, tried on a smile he hoped wasn’t 

awkward. “I’m Flynn.” 

“Aiden,” he said as he took the hand carefully and returned the smile. “I’m pretty new, too.”  

“So, is there like a coffee place around here? I assumed there’d be a Starbucks, because they’re 

everywhere, but I haven’t seen one yet.” Back in Seattle, he used to joke that Starbucks were the herpes 

infections of cities, but that seemed tasteless. 

“I think there’s a coffee shop back that way. Umm... Glenda’s I think it is. I haven’t gone there 

yet, though.” Aiden gestured the way he came.  

“Would you like to come with me? I’ll buy you a coffee.” What the hell was he doing? Oh well, 

the guy was hot, and he hadn’t had any action in weeks. 

Aiden was sure his eyes were going to pop out of his head. Was he... being asked out? No. 

Impossible. He glanced down at Dante, who, for once, sat patiently at his feet. “Well, I don’t know if they 

allow dogs. I’m sure they don’t.”  

“I bet they got outside tables, right? C’mon, it’ll be my treat. I just got hired at Renegade Steel, 

and I feel like being generous. You may want to take advantage of this mood swing before it passes.” 

Flynn bent down and patted Dante on the head. He was being a surprisingly good dog. “I’ll buy you a 

cookie too, huh? But no chocolate.” 

At the word “cookie” Dante jumped up and barked. Well, that settled it. Aiden hesitated and 

glanced around. “All right, sure. That sounds good.” He had made plans with two different people in the 

same day. Who would have thought? Aiden couldn’t help but smile to himself. Haven Falls was pretty 

friendly, he had to give it that.  

Flynn gestured to Aiden to lead the way, and he did, giving Flynn a good view of his ass. Nice. 

The guy worked out.  

Glenda’s was small, and really had little in the way of indoor seating, although a small patio table 

and chairs were set up on the sidewalk outside. He got them both a coffee, and a plain Danish for Dante. 

Dogs liked bread, right? Oh hell, if this dog was anything like Digger’s dog, it would eat anything, 

including batteries, table legs, and cocaine stashes. “So, tell me about yourself, Aiden. What do you do?” 

He held out the Danish, and Dante came and took it from him so fast, he almost got his fingers. Well, that 

answered that question. 



22 
 

Aiden glared mildly at Dante who lay down under the table and gnawed at the pastry. This guy 

was really sweet, getting his dog something. Sweet and pretty damn hot, if he was being honest. “I teach 

English at the high school.” He sipped his coffee and refrained from sighing. It was good. “Thank you, for 

the coffee. And the treat for Dante.”  

“You’re a teacher?! Holy shit, if teachers looked like you when I was a kid, I’d have never cut 

school.” Flynn smiled, and this time it was genuine, as he was trying not to laugh. When he thought of his 

teachers, all he could remember was Mr. Potter, the math teacher with the egg shaped head and the nose 

hair, whose ears turned red when he got angry. Which was often. 

It was a good thing Aiden wasn’t drinking at the point, because he was pretty sure he would have 

sprayed the hot liquid across the table. As it was, he felt his face turn what was sure to be a lovely shade 

of red.  

“Oh my gosh. Did I make you blush?” Flynn held up his clasped hands and shook them, as if for 

an imaginary adoring crowd.  

Rubbing a hand across his face Aiden laughed and shook his head. This guy, Flynn, was 

something else.  

“So now that I’ve embarrassed the hell out of you, what say I make it up to you? I have no idea 

what passes for nightlife in this town, beyond Renegade Steel, but I could use a tour guide. What do you 

say? I’ll try not to make you blush anymore.” He put on a slightly cheesy, slightly seductive grin. “Unless 

you ask nicely.” 

“To be honest, I’m not really sure what passes either. I... don’t get out much.” Aiden frowned. 

“But... I guess I could show you around.” God, that smile. Something about it. Aiden licked his lips, 

swearing to himself it was only to get the taste of coffee from them. 

“That’s the spirit. Hey, you could show me where the high school kids meet to make out, and we 

can scare the hell out of them. I’ll get the megaphone, you get the clown mask. Deal?” 

“Oh, I can see it now. Local teacher busted for harassing students.” Aiden leaned forward. “That 

spot would be Celestial Falls. I heard a few of my kids mention it.” He ran a finger down his cup of coffee. 

“But... something tells me you wouldn’t want to harass the kids, would you?” Holy crap, did he really just 

say that? No, surely not. No way.  

Wow, how did someone this hot end up so ego free? No mirrors where he grew up? Flynn sat 

forward, propping his chin up with his hand, and made his smile much more sly, more dangerous. Not 

that he had to fake or embellish that - he felt like the Big Bad Wolf encountering little Red Riding Hood. 

“Sure I would. I’d clear them out so we could get some privacy. The kids see enough of you in the 

daytime, don’t you think?” 
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“That they do. Four periods a day, plus homeroom. To be honest, I’m glad they don’t seem to 

hang around town. It’s so small, I thought for sure I’d see them all the time. But they mostly hang out in 

the next town, or at the Falls.”  

Flynn sat back, nodding. Was he trying to deflect him? Maybe he was coming on too strong. 

Couldn’t scare the hottie away now, not when he was so close. “So how long have you lived here? Where 

you from originally? I’m gonna guess ... Iceland. Am I right?” 

Aiden laughed. “Iceland, really? What would make you guess that? No, I’m from New York. I’ve 

been here for most of the school year.”  

“You have a kinda Bjork thing going on around the eyes. You’ve never noticed?” He grinned 

again, showing him his teeth. “Know a lot of people around these parts? Is there a wine tasting group or 

something? I could use some friends so I don’t feel so pathetic.” 

“No, I never noticed,” Aiden said and had to refrain from reaching up to touch them. Did he 

really? “The only people I know are the other teachers, and that’s... only from school. Except for Evan. I 

ran into him while I was out with Dante.” He smiled. “But that’s about it,” Aiden admitted again. “Don’t 

know about a wine tasting group or anything like that.”  

“What about a book club?” 

“Well, I run one with some of my students, but you’re not a student.” He grinned. “There is a 

library, and they might have one. To be honest, I haven’t checked.” At the mention of books he leaned 

forward excited. “You like to read?”  

“There’s a library? Oh cool, where?” And as soon as he realized he was getting a little too eager 

about that, Flynn added, “Oh yeah, I love hard boiled crime novels. Horror too. You, Mr. English Teacher? 

I bet you have classier tastes than me.” 

“I think it’s on Alberen Street... but I’m not too sure of street names. I go by landmarks.” Aiden 

laughed. “I’ll read anything. I like horror novels.” He smiled brightly. “Actually, I collect rare books, 

too.”  

“Awesome. Why don’t you invite me over to come look at your etchings.” Even he couldn’t keep 

a straight face. 

Aiden cleared his throat and his eyes went back to his coffee. How the hell was he supposed to 

respond to that one? 

It looked like Flynn had flummoxed him. “Have I overstepped my bounds here? Should I go to 

the penalty box?” He looked under the table at Dante, who appeared to be snoozing. “What do you say, 

boy? Got room for me in your house?” 
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Talking to his dog. Now that was sweet. Aiden licked his lips again, nervously this time. “You 

didn’t overstep any boundaries. It’s... it’s cool. You just... threw me off for a second.” He smiled. “I have 

to admit, that was original.”  

“Eh, I think I’m prattling. Shouldn’t have ordered a double espresso. I think I can feel my 

eyeballs vibrating.” 

“That must be an interesting experience.” Flynn was amusing. In fact, he was kind of fun to be 

around. Even if this was the first time they’d met. He wouldn’t really mind seeing him again. And Dante 

seemed to have taken to him as much as a napping dog could.  

“It’s like a bad 3-D movie.” Flynn continued smiling at Aiden, who sure was adorable when he 

blushed. He bet he looked great without so many clothes on. “So what do you say? Wanna get together 

for a tour of Haven Falls at night? We can just wander the streets and see if we find something interesting. 

Or, we can go out to eat. There a Thai place around here?” 

Was this a date? Aiden thought maybe it was, but he didn’t want to be foolish and ask. “Sure. 

That sounds good. I don’t know if there’s Thai around, but... I’m sure we’ll find something.”  

Flynn grinned at him, and searched his pockets for a piece of paper. He found an old receipt, and 

wrote his address on the back. “Here, come by .. around eight or so? We can make it casual, just see what 

develops.” He slid it across the table towards Aiden, and made sure to make lingering eye contact. 

“Tonight?” Aiden asked as he took the paper and quickly memorized the address before slipping 

it into his pocket. It was hard to maintain contact with those eyes, but he managed.  

“Tonight, tomorrow. Unless I want to hit Craiglist, I’m hurting for friends right now. It’s hard to 

be the new guy in town.” Flynn gulped down the last of his espresso and stood, taking a moment to 

stretch, letting Aiden get a good, long look at the pecs he worked so hard for. “Nice meeting you, Aiden.” 

Aiden got a good look, that was for sure, and over the cup of coffee he was finishing he let his 

own eyes linger. Great body. Taller than him, too, he realized. Just what he liked. He ignored the light 

heat on his face at the thought and nodded. “Likewise, Flynn. And thank you for the coffee. And Dante’s 

treat.”  

Flynn smiled down at him, one of his best smiles. “No problem. Next time, you can treat.” He 

started walking away, but turned around and bent low, so he could look under the table, and gave a small 

wave, “Bye, Dante.” If this didn’t get to Little Red Riding Hood, nothing would. 
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Haven Falls: #25: A Man’s Best Friend  

Miles Sutherland and Carter Gillespie 

______________________________________ 
“Hello, Doc,” Gil said, “Nice to see a familiar face…” His concern grew as he surveyed the 

condition of the man in front of him. “Not overdoing it, I hope…” He wasn’t sure how much he could say, 

after all, he’d known the doctor less than a week and that was in a professional relationship. “None of us 

are as young as we used to be.” There, not accusing you of anything, he thought, let’s keep it light. 

Miles looked at the young man who’d accosted him. It was the new paramedic, Carter Gillespie. 

Apart from getting the facts when he’d arrived in emergency he hadn’t had much to do with him. 

Then again, he hadn’t had much to do with anyone, lately. He bent over still trying to catch his 

breath. “Don’t remind me,” he gasped, “It’s a while since I did this much exercise...” Eighteen years and 

two months since he last ran onto the field for the Sydney Uni first grade rugby side, but who was 

counting? 

On impulse, Gil grabbed the man’s wrist. He was able to feel a strong beat, not too fast either, 

before the man snatched it away. 

“Do you mind? Who the bloody hell is the doctor here?” Miles stared at the young man who was 

smiling, ignoring his outburst and took another deep breath for a different reason this time. Carter had one 

of those faces that lit up, transforming him from average to stunning. No lingering trace in those brown 

eyes of ten years tending malnutrition, or bullet wounds in teenagers too young to hold a gun, or from 

having to patch bodies with limbs torn off from landmines left by warring factions. Life was obviously 

still good for this paramedic, although now he’d stopped smiling there was a trace of wariness back in his 

gaze. Especially when he looked down at his left hand, the one he’d grabbed earlier. Miles rubbed the 

back of his wrist where the light touch still tingled. It had been a long time since anyone had touched him 

voluntarily, even like that. 

“Unless you take it easy, they might be hiring a new one.” 

Miles glared at him; he wasn’t that decrepit. 

Gil flashed a grin again. “Look, Doc, I usually go for a morning run, how about we team up? 

Always better when there’s two. I can pace you, ease you back into it. Would you be up for that?” Gil 

looked at the older man. He would be quite attractive if he’d tidy himself up a bit. Not for the first time, 

he found himself wondering what the man’s background was. He wore a wedding ring, but he’d heard no 

mention of a wife.  

Still, early days. He hardly knew anything about him. “How about a coffee? Although I would 

recommend water, you need the hydration.” 
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Miles stared longingly at the entrance to Glenda’s coffee shop. He’d been eyeing off the 

chocolate muffin on the plate of the handsome guy in the corner booth ever since he’d stopped to catch a 

breath. The war inside his head - should he, shouldn’t he had waged incessantly until the paramedic 

turned up. Seems the muffin side had won. 

“Is that a ‘yes’ then?” Gil watched the doctor’s eyes for some indication that they were on civil 

terms. Truth to tell, the doctor had him intrigued. 

“If you can put up with the stink of my sweat, fine by me. Lead the way,” Miles placed a hand on 

the back of his young companion and followed him into the cool, dark interior. 

Gil looked around, admiring the place. “Do we sit or order at the counter? I don’t want to do the 

wrong thing here.” He decided on a seat away from the window, out of the sun. “I’ve been told they do 

the best breakfasts in town. I was coming here to sample them.” How did you order breakfast here? Oh 

well, he’d do it the same way as he did it at home, and if there was a translation problem, he’d explain. He 

ordered, full English? There didn’t seem to be much problem, when he asked for it. 

Miles smiled at Glenda after she handed his companion his change. “I’ll have my usual, thanks - 

black coffee and a chocolate muffin. Oh, and some water, I suppose.” Note to self bring a drink bottle 

next time you go jogging, dumbass. 

Gil went across to the table he’d earmarked earlier, pulled out a chair and sat facing into the cafe. 

He watched the doctor as the older man joined him. Lose a bit of weight, he thought, you’ll have no 

problem with the ladies. Stop it, Gil, you’re here to get free of things for a while. Besides, the guy is 

probably straight. He noticed the man had a habit of absently twirling his wedding ring around his finger. 

It was an unconscious gesture, probably didn’t even realise he was doing it. He leaned back in his chair 

and faced Miles. “So, what else do you do with your time?” 

“You haven’t been here long, have you, Carter? After spending ten to twelve hours up at the 

hospital most days, then writing up the case notes when I get home, I’m not good for much except 

flopping in front of the TV and watching sport. Lucky they’ve got cable here. I suppose I should get out 

and see if I can fix up my garden, but so far I haven’t had the energy to do much of anything.” 

“Workaholic, hah? That’s not good for you. No hobbies?” Gil was concerned for the man and he 

wasn’t sure why. He hardly knew him after all, but there was something there. He actually liked the 

doctor, even if he was a bit prickly. At least he knew where he stood with him. He might ask Mike about 

him on Monday. “Oh, and it’s, Gil, by the way. My name makes me sound like a firm of solicitors.” 

Miles chuckled. The kid sounded genuine and had a good sense of humor. He seemed so easy 

going, natural. Had he ever been that young, that confident? “Hobbies?” He stroked his chin. He really 

must get it trimmed. When going through his papers, he’d spotted the black and white photo. The one 

Darren had persisted on taking so he’d always have him near when they finally admitted he could no 



27 
 

longer be cared for at home and moved him into the hospice. Miles hadn’t smiled for the camera, he 

couldn’t, but comparing the good looking guy he’d been two years ago and his current shaggy dog 

appearance, he could hardly equate them as being the same person. “I’ve never really been in the right 

place or had the time. Maybe I should now. Or do something. I’ve been thinking of getting a pet for 

company. A cat maybe. They’re no trouble.” 

“Nah, cats are too independent. ‘The cat and its staff are at home’.” Gil shook his head. “Cats 

treat you like they own you. You need a dog. You could take it for walks, get some exercise...?” Gil knew 

he was teasing, but he was not about to let this man think he was afraid of him. 

The sparkle in the brown eyes told Miles the young man meant his words kindly, but they still 

stung. Ever since he’d arrived, he’d felt out of place amongst the trim good looking studs that seemed to 

make up a large percentage of the town’s population. What was this place anyway, the gay equivalent of 

Desperate Housewives? If some of these guys got any more buff you’d be able to see your reflection in 

their abs. 

As the doc was talking, Gil let his attention wander around the room. Enticing displays of food 

meant he might succumb to taking something home for later. Glenda’s was neat and tidy, not dissimilar to 

the cafes back home. Back home….he shook himself out of his reverie and dragged his attention back to 

Miles. 

“What about you, do you have any hobbies?” 

“Me? Not many. Like riding my bike, but driving on the wrong side of the road…” Gil made a 

dismissive noise and lowered his voice, seeing Glenda about to come over with his breakfast. “Its driving 

me nuts!” That drew a small smile from Miles and Gil added “I ride horses too, thought about going up to 

the ranch later, seeing if I could hire one. If I don’t get my photo taken riding like a cowboy my kid sister 

will never forgive me.” The food arrived and Gil thanked Glenda who smiled and left them to it. 

She had one of those faces, he thought as he tucked into his breakfast. Ladies Sewing Circle and 

Character Assassination Squad, as his mother used to say. Assess the newcomer, put two and two together 

and make five, spread the results liberally throughout your circle of friends and acquaintances and it’ll be 

all over the town tomorrow. He wondered exactly what conclusions she had come to about him. She 

looked as though she had assessed him faster than he could assess a patient. Mike had been right though, 

it really was good food.  

Miles picked up the last crumbs of the chocolate muffin and put them into his mouth. Maybe he 

should have had something more substantial to eat, more protein, less carbs. “Sorry, mate, I hope you 

don’t mind me leaving before you finish, but if I don’t have a shower before work, Millie Broadbent will 

be opening all the windows and spraying the air freshener around.” 

“Yeah, sure Doc, it’s been nice to talk to you. We’ll work it out about the jogging, yes?” 
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“Fine by me,” Miles said as he pushed his chair in. 

“Have a good day.” Gil sketched a wave with his fork and went back to his food. 

As he left Glenda’s, Miles noted two more of the town’s young studs drinking coffee at one of the 

outdoor tables. Jeez, the town was getting more and more like a Chippendale’s theme park every day. He 

stopped suddenly and drew a deep breath. He’d never seen eyes so dark, so intense. Intelligent in a way 

despite the lack of years. And that wide open mouth smile showing all his teeth. 

He stood mesmerised for a moment. Memories of his first love returned with a jolt. A love that 

had preceded Darren. How could he have forgotten? 

After a brief grunt of greeting to the two men, he bent and stroked the fur between the strangely 

erect ears. Maybe Gil was right. He should get a dog.  
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Haven Falls: #26: Mystery Man 

Flynn Archer 

______________________________ 
Although thinking about Aiden was charming - man, he bet shy boy was a tiger in the sack - 

Flynn switched mental gears on the way to the library. He had a mission, and he was sticking to it, hot 

guys be damned. 

The library was a small building that could have been a bookstore if you didn’t look at the sign 

close enough. Inside, it was quiet and air conditioned to within an inch of its life, and he seemed to be the 

only one here at the moment, besides the librarian, a middle aged British woman who was extremely 

helpful. She showed him to the microfiche area (they still have those? He was surprised …) and the 

archives of the local paper. 

Not that the Haven Falls Messenger could be called a proper paper. It was more of a circular, a 

newsletter, with a couple of local interest stories, announcements, and numerous want ads. He started 

with the year 1992, the year his mother was killed, and as he progressed he could see the effect the 

internet had on the want ads. Craigslist and eBay pretty much put an end to most of them.  

He had tried his best, he even chewed caffeinated gum, but there was no getting around it: this 

was boring. They never really covered that too much in the Chandler novels, but this kind of meat and 

potatoes searching was just dull. He wasn’t even scouring the print, he was just looking for pictures, 

mainly of the mystery man, but he’d have stopped for his parents as well. So far, he hadn’t found 

anything, and his eyes were starting to hurt. He blamed the cool, dry air. 

He was yawning and only partially paying attention to the pictures going by, when he realized 

one was familiar. He turned the knob, rolling back the film, and found what had attracted his attention. It 

was the mystery man. 

He was smiling towards the camera in a very pained way, accepting a plaque of some kind. Flynn 

read the article that went with the photo. The Rotary Club - whatever that was - gave him the plaque for 

his charity work. His name was Henry Vale, and he was apparently a coroner and mortician (!) based in 

Asher Bay. He did occasional work in Haven Falls, which was too small to need a full time mortician or 

coroner.  

Weird. What the hell was he doing meeting his parents the day before his mother was murdered? 

He idly entertained the thought they knew she was doomed and were planning her funeral, but somehow 

he doubted it. It was possible the photo just caught this Vale accidentally encountering his parents on the 

street, but he had studied that picture with everything short of a microscope. They were talking, all three 

of them, and it didn’t look like a casual conversation. 

http://havenfalls.blogspot.com/2010/07/haven-falls-entry-26-mystery-man.html�
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Not for the first time did he wonder who took the photograph. It was a lot like someone planned 

on blowing the lid off something (or blackmailing someone?) but never did. Again, he felt like a minor 

cog in a big machine, but once more, he ignored the feeling. 

He used the library computers to find the phone number and address of Henry Vale, but all he 

found was his public address, the one for his funeral home in Asher Bay. What would he say if he called 

or visited? ‘So, did you murder my Mom?’ Yeah, that’d work. It was something, though. It was more than 

he had before.  

It wasn’t like he had a time limit. He had a name, and he’d worry about what he was going to do 

as soon as he had a plan.  

**** 
Henry Vale was having a horrible day.  

It was bad enough that one of his employees had discovered his ties to the Roslov family, but had 

also actively tried to sabotage him. In the end, he had no idea what Riley had done to the body, but since 

Riley was currently in the cremation furnace, he didn’t have to worry about him doing any more damage. 

The problem was cleaning up the damage he did do. 

He was going through his own files, making sure everything there was still in place, when his 

computer bleeped, signalling the arrival of a new email. He checked it, and wasn’t surprised to see it was 

from his contact in Haven Falls. Perhaps he’d found some of the mess Riley had made. 

But no, he was in for another surprise. The message was simply ‘Look who showed up - he calls 

himself Flynn Archer now’, with a photo attachment. The picture was from a camera phone, so the 

resolution wasn’t great, but the image was clear enough. It was of a handsome, tall Asian man sitting at 

some kind of patio table, caught mid sentence, his hands frozen in some kind of gesture. He was sitting 

with someone, but he couldn’t see them from this angle.  

Still, despite the blurriness of the image, he knew precisely who he was looking at: Martin 

Ashton’s ne’er-do-well son. Oh, the cocky little bastard. The gay porn career didn’t work out? No, that 

wasn’t the last thing he did, was it? That was the second to last thing. The absolute last thing was him 

playing action hero in Seattle.  

Oh shit - had Riley heard of that too? Maybe his appearance here wasn’t a coincidence. In fact, he 

was willing to bet it wasn’t. 

Even dead, Riley was trying to screw him. 

Although this would seem like yet another negative development, he was actually happy that 

Ashton - sorry, Flynn - had shown up in town. It was so much easier to tie up loose ends when they were 

right in front of you.  
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Haven Falls: #28: Date Night  

Aiden Parker & Flynn Archer 

____________________________________ 
Not that he needed to look at the paper again, since he had the address memorized, but Aiden did. 

The street name and number still had not changed so he slipped the paper into his pocket. With a glance at 

Dante he frowned. The puppy sat at his feet, looking up at him expectantly, a limp toy raccoon in his 

mouth.  

“Sorry, pup. But I’m going out for a bit.”  

Dante cocked his head to the side and dropped the toy at his feet, clearly not understanding. 

Aiden frowned. To put him in the cage or not, that was the question. The only sure-fire way to keep from 

coming home to a mess was to crate him, as much as he hated it. So... to the crate it was. He couldn’t wait 

for him to be housebroken.  

The dog whined as Aiden shut the door to the house and locked it behind him, apologizing loudly 

through the door. Maybe he’d give him some extra treats when he came home to make it up to him. Yeah, 

that was it. Tugging his short-sleeved blue shirt down and straightening it, he made his way to the address 

Flynn had given him, butterflies in his stomach. Though why the nerves, he couldn’t honestly say.  

Despite how weird his day had been, the idea of going out with a hot guy was nicely distracting. 

He checked himself in the mirror, making sure he didn’t look like he’d prepped too much. His t-shirt, 

while casual, was still tight across the pecs, and while he went for baggy jeans, he made sure he was 

wearing some sexy underwear, just in case it peeked over the sliding waist. (It better.) There was a buzz, 

someone downstairs wanting to be let in, and he checked his breath and the condoms in his pocket before 

locking his apartment and heading down to the lobby. 

Aiden waited impatiently, shifting from one foot to the other and wondering if Flynn was even 

home. Maybe something had come up. He should have called first. Did he have his number, though? He 

could have looked it up if he didn’t. Tapping his fingers against the railing he started to count. He’d wait a 

little longer and then head back, no big deal.  

Flynn saw Aiden through the glass lobby doors and waved at him, gaining his attention before 

pushing open one of the doors and stepping out into the cooler night air. “Hey, you look great.” 

“You do, too,” Aiden admitted with a smile. He miraculously managed not to blush. Hey, maybe 

he could get this thing under control! “I hope I’m too early or anything.”  

“No, I’d say you’re right on time,” Flynn gave him his sexiest smile, and wondered if he was 

pouring it on too heavy. Aiden seemed like a more delicate type, so he should probably not come on too 
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strong. “So, do you wanna go get a drink, or did you rethink my idea about the Falls and bring the clown 

mask?” 

Aiden laughed and shook his head. “Since you’re new, you should probably see the Falls. They’re 

gorgeous. But we won’t need the clown mask. I’m sure just seeing me there will frighten any of the kids 

away. Maybe after we could get a drink.”  

“Awesome. So should I go get the megaphone, or ..?” 

“No, that’s okay. I... can use my teacher voice,” Aiden said with a slight wink.  

Flynn grinned broadly, and wonder if he should make the joke or would it freak him out? Fuck it, 

he’d make it, see what happened. “Does that mean if I step out of line, you’re going to get stern with me? 

You hiding a ruler somewhere?” 

“No, no ruler. I teach at a public school, so you’re safe.”  

“Too bad. I bet you look hot in a habit.” 

That got Aiden’s cheeks red. He made a face at Flynn. “Never been one to do drag. So you’re not 

likely to see that happen.”  

“Damn. I guess I won’t bring the camera.” Flynn almost laughed at how red this guy was getting. 

Wow, how innocent! He almost felt guilty. “Which way to the Falls, Gunga Din?” 

“Uh, this way,” Aiden said as he pointed down the street towards the end. “It’s just past there, up 

on the private property. We can be there until nine. And then who knows. Mr. Rose probably sends 

guards out to kick people off.”  

“Mr. Rose?” 

“Yeah, Asher Rose? He owns the new nightclub. It’s his property, but he lets people use it. I 

should ask him if I could take a small group of kids there during the day. It would be a great place for 

them to work on poetry.”  

“Holy shit, that’s my new boss.” Flynn couldn’t help but laugh at his own obtuseness. Well, 

considering the day he’d had, maybe he could get a pass for idiocy. “If he shows up, maybe you could 

throw your coat over my head and make up a story about me being in a religious order that doesn’t allow 

me to show my face to outsiders.” 

Again, Aiden had to laugh. “Why would he care? He doesn’t mind people there was long as they 

pick up. And I’m sure we’re cleaner than the kids.”  

“Oh, I don’t know, I can get pretty dirty.” Too much, too soon? Perhaps. He clapped his hands, 

and said, “Now that the innuendo’s out of the way, let’s go.” 

“I have no doubt in my mind that you do...” Aiden led the way to the private property and they 

made the somewhat short trek through the woods to Celestial Falls. Over the pounding of the water, he 

could hear some voices. A few that he recognized, too. Great, just great.  
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“Hey, we’re not alone, are we? Should we come back later?” 

“It’s a few of my students. I can dispatch them easy enough, if you want.” 

“Do you want them to know their teacher brings guys to their make out spot?” He couldn’t help 

but grin. This was probably going to make the poor guy squirm. 

Aiden hesitated and flushed, thinking, then waved a hand. “They know I come here for the 

aesthetic quality and tranquillity of the Falls. They’ll also think I’m just busting their asses.” He gave a 

small smile. “I’ve mentioned it often enough.”  

“Ooh, great. Can I pretend to be your enforcer?” Flynn put on his meanest scowl, squinting like 

he was staring into the sun. “I’ll adopt a British accent too. The heavies in movies are always British.” 

The look was anything but scary and Aiden laughed. “You do that.” He made his way up the path 

to the Falls and crossed his arms over his chest, his voice no longer quiet and shy. “Excuse me, ladies, 

what are we doing up here?” He was rewarded with a squeal and laughter. “I sure hope you’re not 

planning on leaving that mess behind.”  

“Yeah, you don’t want us calling the Old Bill on you, do ya?” Flynn was attempting Jason 

Statham, but he wasn’t sure if he was doing it right. He might have sounded more like Dame Judi Dench. 

“Mr. Parker,” one of the girls whined. Julie, from his homeroom.  

“Is that a bottle of beer I see, Julie? I think we might just have to bring you down to the Sheriff.” 

That earned him a gasp and the bottles were quickly collected. “Go home. If I see you out here again with 

any of that, you’ll find an officer waiting for you at home.” There were mumbles of agreement and the 

kids scattered, quickly. Aiden waited until they were gone before turning to Flynn, a grin on his face. 

“Well? How was that?”  

“Not bad, but I was hoping for a bit more carnage.” 

Aiden shrugged. “They were nice girls. They actually listen. Had it been another bunch, there 

would have been more carnage. Maybe next time...” 

“Cool. I’ll be sure to shave and oil up. Gotta show off the guns, you know.” Flynn struck a 

comical pose, attempting to flex his biceps. He had them, but they were more functional than impressive. 

“I see.” Aiden hid a small laugh behind his hand. Charming? Would the word describe Flynn? 

Charming and smooth. Shy he might be, but he was pretty sure he knew where this was going.  

“What, am I not cut enough for you? Man, lookist!” He pretended to be in a huff, and looked out 

over the Falls. They were pretty, but he knew Snoqualmie Falls was more impressive. Still, it was 

beautiful, and he could see why this was a popular make out spot.  

“You’re cut enough. I don’t like guys that are too big. Some pride in your appearance is okay, but 

too much... not my thing. Taller I like, though.” Aiden sat on a rock out of the way of the spray of water 

and watched as it cascaded down into a pool.  
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Flynn sat down beside him, and wondered how he should proceed. Slow was advisable, but he 

wasn’t in a slow mood. “Hey, how cold do you think the water is?” 

“Frigid, most likely. It’s a freshwater spring, to my knowledge. The water, even in the summer, 

will be cold. Especially since it’s shaded so well.”  

“In other words, brisk? Cool.” Flynn pulled off his sneakers and stripped off his socks. 

“What the hell are you doing?” Aiden looked at him, startled.  

“Going for a swim. It’s been a while since I was in the junior Polar Bear club, but I bet you never 

forget. Although, if my heart stops, you know CPR, right?” Flynn stood and pulled off his shirt before 

undoing his jeans and stepping out of them. He kept his underwear on, because they were sexy, and they 

were black, which meant they’d hide any shrinkage. “Well, here goes nothing.” 

“You are an absolute idiot. You’re going to regret that, Flynn.” Aiden was torn between looking 

away in horror, watching in horrified fascination, and just plain watching Flynn’s body. He kept his eyes 

trained on the latter. What the hell, it wasn’t like Flynn was looking at him at the moment.  

Flynn would have preferred a belly flop, but there really wasn’t room. So with a whoop, he 

jumped off the rocks and was just able to gather his knees up against his chest in a cannonball formation 

before hitting the water. It was kind of shallow, so he felt himself scrape the bottom, but he didn’t impact 

it, so that was good. Doubly good, since the water was like hitting melted ice. He surfaced with a, “Holy 

fuck! This motherfucker’s cold!” 

“I told you it was frigid!” Aiden laughed at his obvious discomfort and stood, grabbing his 

clothes. “Get out of the water and at least get dressed.”  

“But cold water’s good for the pores, right? Or was that girl at the Clinique counter lying to me?” 

Flynn was honestly so cold he was pretty sure his testicles had actually retracted up into his torso, but 

Aiden’s distress was kind of comical and attractive. 

“I’m sure it is in small doses. Not your whole body immersed at once.” Aiden held out his clothes, 

glancing around. “Once it gets dark it’ll get colder. Do you really want to be out here freezing your balls 

off then?” He fought a grin. “If they’re not already gone?” He couldn’t resist.  

“They’ll be fine. I carry a pair of spare ones in my pocket.” Flynn swam towards him, but he was 

now growing numb, which made the temperature not that unpleasant anymore. “Besides, won’t you keep 

me warm?” 

Aiden had been about to suggest going to his place, but stopped and stared at Flynn. “I do owe 

you a coffee or something.” He reached out a hand for him to take.  

This would either be a huge, date killing mistake or the way forward. Flynn never really could tell 

where that line was. Was he going to start trying to find it now? He grabbed Aiden’s hand, got a foothold 
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on a rock, and then shifted his weight, pulling Aiden into the water as he fell back into it. It could have 

been an accident, he hoped to leave some doubt, but he bet Aiden was too smart for that. 

Aiden felt his weight shift and knew there was no stopping it. He was going in. He didn’t even 

have time to let out a good swear before he splashed face first into the water. It was like ice, and he 

quickly came up, yelling. “What the fuck was that for?” he demanded, arms wrapping around himself as 

his teeth chattered. His clothes were drenched, his wallet - oh shit, his wallet - he glared at Flynn. “It’s 

fucking cold! You at least have dry clothes to get into, asshole. I’ve only got what I’m wearing!”  

Flynn grinned at him. He liked anger; Little Red Riding Hood had some passion after all. “I’ll 

buy you new stuff if you want it. Or you can just wear some of my clothes home.” 

“Why the hell would I want to go home with you after this?” Aiden pulled himself out of the 

water, barely able to grab the rocks with how hard he was shaking. Damnit, now he’d probably get sick or 

something. “God, I hate walking in wet jeans. It’s so uncomfortable. And my shoes! Might as well trash 

them now; they’re toast.” Aiden pulled out his wallet and groaned. “You’re damn lucky my fucking 

license isn’t trashed. I hate the DMV.”  

Flynn climbed out after him, and was trying not to laugh. It wasn’t funny, and yet it kind of was. 

He grabbed Aiden by his shaking shoulders, and spun him around. “Would you calm down? It’s not the 

end of the world.” 

Aiden tried to ignore the wet body oh so close to him and just kept up his tirade. “Not the end of 

the world? Maybe not, but what the hell, that was not necessary. I didn’t want to go in for a swim!” 

Although he was shivering from the cold himself, Flynn found himself not nearly as cold as he 

thought he would be. He could feel Aiden’s body heat, and it was almost as nice as the scent of his 

cologne. “But you look so good in wet clothes.” He then grabbed him before he could make another angry 

comment, and kissed him. 
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Haven Falls #30: A Life in Transit (1)  

Lyle Ashley Tate 

_________________________________ 
Lyle Ashley Tate pulled his Jeep Rubicon onto the drive outside his new home. He shut the 

engine down and then checked himself in the wing mirror; first impressions, and all that... He decided he 

was getting quite handsome now, all things considered.  

In his opinion, his eyes were definitely his best feature, being a striking peridot shade of green. 

His spiked blond hair was getting a bit long maybe, but still responding to gelling so far. He would have 

loved to be nicely tanned, but knew well enough that he would burn rather than tan if he tried it. A couple 

more inches on his height wouldn’t go amiss either; he had considered surgery for that, but when he 

looked into it, the details made it sound too painful to get serious about. He would stick at five foot ten 

and try to make up the difference by having a terrific personality instead. That made Lyle smile in a self-

deprecating way. Expressing his true personality was going to be a novelty for him.  

Lyle had already turned away from the mirror, so he didn’t notice that the smile added genuine 

beauty to his looks. Despite the bravado he was currently sporting, handsome wasn’t a word Lyle would 

apply to himself, in truth. 

***** 
The trip along the coast road had delivered beautiful views, with glorious azure curls calling to 

the surfer in him. Lyle had been tempted to stop and sample them, but he wanted to get properly settled in 

before the evening. The house and its gardens were just as pretty as he remembered, too. In a way it was a 

risk coming here again, but eight years and three different lifetimes were laid between himself and his 

new home, and he wanted to reside somewhere of his own choosing, this time.  

Haven Falls seemed to have grown substantially since Lyle last saw it. He hoped his memories of 

the place wouldn’t cause the reality of it now to become a letdown. Maybe Agent Tyler had been right, 

and this was not the place to bring his new self to after all. He’d given up so much to get this far, he just 

wanted something familiar for a while.  

Lyle grabbed some of his boxes out of the car and dropped them onto the front step whilst he felt 

for his keys. Discovering them in his right jacket pocket, he placed the shiniest one against the lock on his 

new front door and paused momentarily, casting a glance over his shoulder, before sliding the key home 

and turning it.  

The door opened almost without a sound. Lyle picked up the stacked boxes he’d set at his feet 

whilst struggling to locate the key and shoved the door with his shoulder. He quickly kicked the door shut 
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behind himself and then walked in the direction of the kitchen. He desperately needed a cup of tea and to 

stretch his legs following his long drive to Haven Falls. First though he needed to make a call.  

Dumping the boxes in the kitchen, he pulled out his phone, then paused and swore. He hadn’t 

locked the door behind him. The call could wait. If the past eight years had taught him nothing else, it was 

not to take chances, especially when he was as tired as now.  

Lyle went back and secured the front door, then made a visual sweep of the rest of the property. It 

all seemed fine, but he couldn’t be sure until he checked the surveillance cameras. He made his way to the 

panic room and picked up the phone in there. He hit the speed dial whilst starting to access the last week’s 

recordings. 

“Hello, Agent Nicole Tyler here.” 

“Nicole, it’s Lyle. I’m in. Just sending you the recordings for the last week” 

“Okay, Lyle, I’ll get the checks done and get back to you. Get some rest, you sound tired”.  

Lyle confirmed, before he hung up, that the house was as expected. The furniture was in and 

arranged pretty much how he wanted it, and the utilities were all hooked up. Subjected to her less-than-

enthusiastic replies, he was glad to eventually be able to put the phone down. Agent Tyler was a grumpy 

bitch at the best of times and not easy to deal with. She had always been civil, just, but they weren’t 

friends. 

He decided to put the aforementioned utilities to good use. He filled the kettle and set it to boil, 

then unpacked the box he had labelled ‘kitchen starter’. He stowed the ‘emergency’ supplies from the box 

as he went along. He wanted a shower, so when the tea was made he carried it through with him, drinking 

it as he went along. He undressed in the master bedroom, hunted out a couple of towels and his toiletries 

and then headed for the ensuite wet room. A tune was stuck in his head, though he couldn’t identify it. He 

hummed it whilst showering, glad to be safe inside his new home at last.  

Lyle was excited about being in Haven Falls again and hadn’t wanted his mood flattened. 

Speaking to Agent Tyler had a nasty habit of doing just that. Refreshed by his ablutions, he lay on the bed 

awhile and ran through his list of places to check out in his head, distracting himself from the echo of 

Tyler’s voice. He needed groceries, obviously. He’d heard that there was a herbalist in town now, so that 

was something new to discover. He’d have to call in at his new workplace too, either this afternoon or 

early tomorrow, even if he wasn’t meant to start there for a couple of days; best to try and get on the good 

side of the boss by showing willing. He’d need to locate the local hospital and sheriff’s office, for future 

reference, and a map of the town and its environs would be helpful too. The phone ringing interrupted his 

reverie. It was Agent Tyler calling back to confirm that there was nothing suspicious on the recordings. 

Time then to secure the house and go exploring. 
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Haven Falls #32: The Long Arm of the Law  

Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie and Lance Peabody 

_________________________________________ 
After the doc had departed, Gil finished his breakfast at leisure, enjoying the time to himself. He 

drained his coffee and thought about Miles Sutherland. The man seemed quite personable, if a little 

prickly, although Gil thought that might be a defense mechanism. He was a dedicated doctor, buried 

himself in his work too much, and didn’t have the energy for much extraneous activity afterward. So what 

was he running from? Himself?  

Gil recalled a friend of his back home who had lost his partner. The man had buried himself in 

work, not bothered to take much care of himself any more, and had become withdrawn and irritable. It 

had taken the best part of a bottle of Jack Daniel’s and half the night for Gil to get him to open up 

sufficiently to break the barriers he had set around his heart and to admit he needed to forgive himself.  

Gil very much doubted he could get Miles to open up in the same way although Doc Sutherland 

was acting very much like Philip had: not bothering to take much care about the way he looked, wearing 

his outward appearance like a defensive shield. For whatever reason, Gil found himself thinking that 

maybe, just maybe, the doc was starting to get over it, whatever it might be. He was trying to lose weight, 

even though the muffin might not have been the best way to do it. Ah well, one step at a time. 

Gil finished up and left, calling a goodbye and thank you to Glenda, wondering exactly what she 

would be broadcasting to the locals about him. Doubtless he would hear it from someone next week. On 

the way out of the coffee shop Gil passed two more good looking guys sitting together and murmured 

some pleasantry as he passed, seeing the dog beneath the table give him a cursory glance as he went by. 

He decided it was better to go home and collect his bike and bite the bullet about this right hand drive 

thing. He would master it. If he didn’t, he wouldn’t be able to drive the ambulance. Mike was doing all of 

that at the moment and Gil was feeling a little guilty about it. He might ask around and see if there were 

any instructors who did refresher courses in drivers’ ed. He decided to call into the sheriff’s office later – 

when he found out where it was - and check.  

He went up to his apartment to change. Despite the heat, he slipped into his leathers and boots, 

grabbed his helmet and biking jacket and took the lift -- no, the elevator, he reminded himself -- to the 

basement car park to collect his pride and joy. He was glad there was secure parking attached to the 

apartment block or he’d never have had the bike shipped over. It purred into life and he just sat and 

listened to the sound for a moment, revelling in it. Then he pulled his helmet on, guided the bike out of 

the basement into the sunshine and turned a careful right to take him into the town and up to where he had 

heard there was a horse ranch in the hills.  
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The problem was the big junction and all those bloody traffic lights strung overhead. He was in 

the right-hand lane to turn right, having taken a wrong turn back there somewhere. He knew where he was 

now, at least. He had a fairly good memory for directions, he needed one for his job, but a new place 

always took him time to get used to. The light was on red, he was waiting patiently for it to change, when 

he saw the red and blue flashing lights in his mirror and a police car rolled up and stopped behind him. 

What the hell had he done? 

Lance stepped out of the car, admiring the obviously well-loved Honda DN-1, as well as the 

broad shoulders of the rider in sexy black leather. Too bad the jacket hid any clear glimpses of the assets 

on the seat, Lance thought as he snorted at himself. He strolled toward the man, who had turned around to 

see what was happening. The helmet came off as Lance reached the biker’s side and he recognized the 

guy immediately. “Yum,” was Lance’s immediate impression. 

“Oh, you’re the new paramedic! Hi, I’m Lance Peabody, the sheriff in these here parts.” He 

grinned as he reached his hand out to offer a shake. “I saw you at the accident scene but didn’t get a 

chance to introduce myself. Too busy trying to deal with the assholes. Welcome to Haven Falls.” 

“Hi, Lance. Thanks. Nice to meet you. I’m Carter Gillespie by the way, but you can call me Gil. I 

saw you too but I was a little tied up.” Gil admired the tall athletic physique and blond hair. The hair was 

braided down his back, doubled up to keep it neat and out of the way. A brief vision of being surrounded 

in blond hair flitted through Gil’s brain and he shivered, despite the heat. Nope, he had to keep reminding 

himself that he was not looking for a relationship, not after...the last time. Still, the little voice in his head 

persisted, you’re not above playing around with such a hunk to pass the time. 

“I can see you’re not from around here. That a British accent I detect?” 

Gil nodded, smiling a little, while he surreptitiously glanced up and down Lance’s tall figure. 

Looking somewhat imposing in his tan uniform, The sheriff was taller than he was and boy, did this guy 

fit his uniform well. He knew that Lance had done the same thing to him as he walked over here. He had 

seen the admiring look in his wing mirror as the Sheriff approached. 

“That might explain a few things. First of all, I pulled you over because I thought your 

registration sticker might not be correct - I saw the foreign plates - but I realize now that it’s just the new 

one. Sorry about that.” 

“No problem, Sheriff. It was organized by the people who dealt with the job exchange.” 

“Call me Lance. We’ll be running into each other a lot, I expect, seeing as we’re in similar jobs.” 

Lance pointed to the light above them, which was green by now. “Since you’re planning to turn right and 

there’s no traffic coming your way, you can go ahead and turn after stopping at a red light. If people honk 

at you while you’re waiting for the light, that’s why. I just turned on my lights rather than honk since I 

was questioning your plates anyway.” 
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“Oh, Okay. I guess I should probably bone up on the local driving regulations so I can drive the 

ambulance too. I was actually planning to find out where your office was and get some info on that. I’m 

still getting used to driving on the wrong side of the road and that’s enough to occupy my mind these 

days!” 

Lance raised one of his eyebrows in amusement. “Oh, it’s all online. Check out the state’s 

website and look for the Motor Vehicle Registrations office, and you can either order a book or just 

download the text. It might be easier to get a lesson or two and practice driving on the right side of the 

road,” he said, smirking. “The Haven Falls Driving School can teach you the local laws. You’ll find them 

in the Yellow Pages. Tell Reggie I gave you his name.” 

Gil nodded. “Great, thanks. That’s easy enough.” 

“Nice bike, by the way! You had it long?” 

“My pride and joy. We’ve been together two years. It’s a match made in Heaven.” Gil smiled, 

smoothing a gloved hand along the dashboard, lightly patting the side. “Had him shipped over from the 

UK, couldn’t be without him for a whole year.” At Lance’s questioning look he added, “That’s how long 

the exchange program lasts. I’m here on secondment to see how you guys do things. You never know 

though, if I like it I might stay a while longer. It’s beautiful out here.” 

Well, that could certainly put a crimp in a relationship, Lance thought. “Only a year, huh? We’ll 

have to see what we can do to keep you around longer then!” He winked at the delicious man. “I’ve only 

been here about six months and I love it. I think I fell in love with the scenery first.” Lance glanced at his 

watch. “Damn, I’ve got to get back to the office. Well, I guess I’ll be seeing you around, huh? Next time, 

I’ll recognize those sexy leathers. I’m glad to see that you dress safely even though it’s hot as blazes 

today. I’m sure you’ve seen some nasty accidents where the riders haven’t been so lucky; I know I have.” 

“After seeing the results of RTIs where guys have come off their bikes who weren’t wearing 

leathers, I NEVER go out on the bike without the full kit on, rain or shine. Or without a helmet either. I’d 

rather keep my skin if the worst were to happen, thank you very much!” 

“And it looks like great skin, too...what’s an RTI?” Lance decided Gil was sexy as sin as well as 

smart; he decided that maybe he wasn’t in such a great hurry to get back after all. His staff could wait a 

few more minutes before the meeting. After all, he was the boss. 

“Oh, Brit-speak, sorry.” Gil grinned. Great skin, huh? This guy was a flirt and make no mistake 

about it. Well, two could play at that game. “Road Traffic Incident.” he explained, seeing the Sheriff’s 

comprehension dawn in the hazel eyes. On closer inspection those eyes were interesting, Gil thought, 

more blue in the center. “Looks like you have partial heterochromia.” Gil watched as the sheriff blinked 

in surprise. 

“Hope it’s not catching?” Lance looked askance at Gil.  
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Gil huffed a laugh. “Not at all. Couldn’t help noticing you have gorgeous eyes; two different 

colors in one iris,” he explained, seeing the question forming in Lance’s expression. He smiled 

again. ”Nothing to worry about but it’s quite rare, makes you look...interesting, actually.“ Ball’s in your 

court, Sheriff Peabody, he thought, then smirked as it crossed his mind that he couldn’t conceive of 

saying the same thing to a British copper. Gil neatly changed the subject. “You might know, what do 

folks do for entertainment round here? I’ve been told about Renegade Steele, everybody seems to be 

looking forward to the grand opening. Are you going, maybe? Heard you were a great dancer...” 

Lance rolled his eyes, shaking his head. “I don’t know who the hell you’ve been talking to. I’m 

not too bad, I guess, but I’m no Tadashi. I’d love to buy you a drink or three and try out the dance floor. 

How about we meet up sometime?” He scribbled a phone number on his notepad and ripped the page out, 

offering it to Gil who tucked it into his jacket pocket. “Phone me,” he said and ambled back to the car. 

“Will do, I’ll see you soon, unless someone else decides they need a bit of pain and trouble.” Gil 

wiped the sweat from his forehead, slipped his helmet back on, and nodded once to the Sheriff. He 

cranked the engine and turned right to roar off toward that horse farm. “Now, let’s find those horses.”  
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Haven Falls #33: A Close Encounter of the Vehicular Kind  

Lyle Ashley Tate and Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie 

____________________________________ 
The trip out to the ranch had proved to be a waste of time for Gil, it wasn’t what he had hoped for 

at all. He wanted to go trail riding, with a guide, because he didn’t know the area and he wasn’t used to 

riding western style. There was another option the rancher had suggested, Christopher Melky’s place, the 

Bria Cia Ranch. He would try there tomorrow maybe.  

He reached the intersection where Lance had pulled him over and he made sure he crossed it 

carefully on his way back home. He wondered if he should take a look at the beach before he went back.  

He was full of thoughts about what to eat that evening, wondering if he needed to find a store, 

when he reached another intersection. He looked each way and was about to pull out when a horn blared, 

and he braked hard. Damn it, where had that come from? A blue 4x4 swerved and came to a screeching 

stop. Heart hammering, Gil ripped his helmet off and dashed over, his rescuer’s instincts kicking in. He 

peered in the door expecting to see the driver, realising at the last minute that he’d done it again and gone 

to the wrong side of the vehicle. He sighed, and a rather angry young man turned to glare back at him. 

Stunning green eyes fixed him with annoyance from beneath a spiky blond mop. The guy definitely had a 

Billy Idol thing going on there. 

Lyle was furious, the biker had nearly sideswiped him. He really didn’t need that kind of trouble 

on his first day in town. He questioned whether he was at all to blame for the near accident as he hit the 

brakes and pulled up, but decided it was all the other guy’s fault. 

“Are you okay?” Gil asked anxiously. 

“I’ll live, today”. Sarcasm. Yorkshire accent.  

“You’re a Brit?” Gil was surprised.  

“There’s a lot of us about, so I hear”.  

“Look, it was my fault. I looked the wrong way, I’m having problems getting used to driving on 

the wro... this side of the road. I am sorry. Now are you really all right?” This was going to be 

embarrassing, Gil thought, admitting he was a paramedic right after nearly causing an accident. 

“I’m fine, half left like I’ve always been”. This bloke was too pretty to stay cross with, Lyle 

decided, even if they had nearly totalled each other. Lyle loved men in leather, and this one was top-to-toe 

in smart black biking kit trimmed with red. 

“Did you hit your head or anything? Are you breathing all right?” Gil quickly came around to the 

driver’s door to reassure himself that the man really hadn’t suffered any damage. 
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Don’t let him try and check you out too closely, Lyle thought. He stuck a hand through the 

window in greeting, at the same time obscuring his own upper body from the biker’s view.  

“I’m Lyle Tate”.  

“Oh, Carter Gillespie”. He paused a fraction too long, digesting the name and trying not to crack 

a smile. He wondered how many of the natives would notice the joke Lyle’s parents seemed to have 

pulled on their son when naming him. He shook hands instead to cover his lapse and said, “Gil, please. 

We might as well be on first name terms considering how close we came just now.” He smiled, hoping he 

might disarm the situation. The last thing he needed was for the sheriff to come by again and give him a 

ticket for dangerous driving. 

“Do you live round here, Gil, or are you just cruising through?” 

“I work here. Well, I’m on secondment”. Here we go, Gil thought. “I’m the new paramedic” . He 

waited for the sarcastic response. If there was one thing that was different here, it was the lack of sarcasm 

in the humour, but this guy is a Brit, Gil thought, and we just love it.  

“Trying to drum up trade for me? I’m a trainee mortician, or will be come Monday”. 

Well, that was a turn up. Gil laughed, he couldn’t help himself. “Wouldn’t be any good you being 

the stiff though, would it?” he suggested, shaking his head in disbelief.  

Ignore the line, Lyle, he thought. No innuendos, you only just met. “I guess we’ll be seeing a fair 

bit of each other then, professionally speaking”. That reminded Lyle, he needed to get going if he was 

going to meet with his boss before closing time. Not that morticians could hope to keep regular hours, as 

far as he knew. 

“You sure you’re okay now? You’re not seeing double? No difficulty focusing?” 

“I banged my knee is all. I don’t think that can cause a concussion” He gave Gil a grin.  

“You want me to take a look?” 

“It’s fine; nothing some comfrey or arnica can’t fix. I was going to go and check out the 

herbalists anyway”. 

“Oh, alternative therapy kinda guy, hm ? Well, if the herbal stuff doesn’t fix it and it starts to 

bother you, call in to see Doc Sutherland, okay?” 

“I can’t come see you then ?” He was teasing now, sounding Gil out.  

“I’m not a doctor...but I do get to make house calls...if you need me, call 911”. He grinned back, 

hoping he hadn’t wrong-footed it with the man, he was another Brit and suddenly Gil didn’t feel so far 

from home. It might be nice to meet up, if for nothing more than a chat with a recognisable accent. “I’ll 

see you round,” Gil continued, “it’s a small place. If you fancy a drink sometime, let me know, you know 

where you can leave a message. And I promise to look the other way when I get to an intersection again.” 



44 
 

“Well, I’ve yet to find the hospital, but it can’t be hard to spot, I’m guessing. Are you okay ? Not 

in shock or anything ?” 

“I’m fine. Thank you for asking. The hospital isn’t hard to find. Go down Alberen Street; when 

Alberen turns into Booker Trail you’ll find the high school and the hospital, Haven Hill, is straight across 

from there.  

“Well, I’ll see you round then. I’m going to have to get going now if I’m to get to the funeral 

home while they’re still open”. Lyle looked at his watch, to emphasise his words. He would have loved to 

talk a bit more, but time wasn’t on his side today. They’d have other opportunities to talk, he was sure. 

Gil got back on his bike and pulled his helmet on. He decided against the beach. Not now; he 

wanted to get home, get these damned leathers off and shower. He really needed a date with Reggie from 

driver’s ed.  
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Haven Falls #35: Give Them A Hand  

Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie, Miles Sutherland, & Flynn Archer 

_____________________________________ 
The early morning dew on the grass squelched under his joggers as Miles entered Haven Falls 

Park. He’d only been running for ten minutes and already he had a bloody stitch. 

Miles glanced across at his companion. Gil hadn’t even raised a sweat. Still looked as fresh as he 

had when he came to collect him at six a.m. Six bloody a.m. who was awake at that godforsaken hour?  

The slow run up Alberen Street hadn’t been too bad; all the businesses were closed of course, but 

he’d seen a few joggers in the distance and a couple of guys out walking their dogs.  

“Miles, you okay?” Gil was concerned they didn’t over-do it. Damn it, but he didn’t want Miles 

to pretend he could manage when he couldn’t just because he was too damn proud.  

“I’m fine, and watch out for that dog shit there.”  

“Oh, thanks.” Gil avoided the mess. “You’d get fined for that where I come from.”  

Miles just grunted. His paramedic had kept up a non-stop commentary all the way, chatting about 

all the differences he’d noticed from Manchester.  

Miles hadn’t needed to say a word, not that he could, he was having enough trouble breathing as 

it was.  

“There’s quite a few dogs around town, have you noticed? Most are pedigrees. There was an 

Akita at Glenda’s yesterday, did you see it?” There, he could actually talk and run at the same time, if he 

really tried.  

“Yeah, didn’t like the look it gave me.”  

Miles glanced sideways at his running partner, he was watching him again instead of watching 

where he was going.  

Gil decided to call a halt. He was concerned for the doctor. “Let’s take a break.” He stopped and 

took a look at Miles, trying to assess his condition.  

“What for? We only just got started.” Miles tried to catch his breath without being too obvious 

about it. Once he could have run this smartass into the ground.  

“Look, Doc, I don’t want to come over all heavy handed, but we need to build up slow here. You 

can’t expect to turn into an eighteen year old overnight.” Gil turned on his grin again. “But if you pace 

yourself, you’ll be turning the eighteen year olds on again for sure.”  

“Spare me the flattery, mate. I know I look like a crock of shit. Still, nice to know someone is 

concerned for the elderly citizens of this town.” Miles stretched his hamstrings. It wasn’t so much his 

lungs that were giving him grief, his muscles had tightened as soon as he started.  
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Over in the distance, he spied yet another dog. This one looked more like a mongrel - patchy fur 

and one ear seemed to have been bitten off in a fight. It was rooting around in the ground. “Can you see 

what that dog’s got in his mouth, Gil? I thought I saw something flash.”  

“Maybe the dog’s got a collar on?” Gil tried to see what it was the dog had found.  

“No, I can see it’s attached to something. Let’s go over and take a look.”  

Miles followed Gil. The dog looked up when it saw them coming and snarled. The corner of its 

mouth turning up exposing sharp teeth.  

“Shit, it’s an arm. Hey, Gil see if you can catch the little mutt.”  

Gil sighed. He didn’t have a great history where dogs were concerned. He approached the animal 

with caution. He really didn’t want to come into contact with those teeth. He was having visions of rabies 

shots.  

Miles watched Gil’s cautious approach. The dog was poised ready to flee, every muscle taut 

ready to spring. “Hey, I’ll circle around so we can co-ordinate our approach.” Miles tried to work his way 

around but the dog circled switching his gaze from one to the other, “Here, boy.” Miles stretched out a 

hand toward the dog, but it took off in the other direction. “Shit.”  

* * * * *  
Now who the hell scheduled a uniform fitting this early in the morning? And what the hell did a 

bouncer need with a uniform anyways? Some research turned up that his boss was some big noise in the 

fashion industry, so maybe that explained it, but it still felt weird. Flynn had no idea how long he was 

going to last at this job. His knowledge of fashion was minuscule - all he knew was you didn’t mix 

patterns, and you didn’t wear a kilt with no underwear in an updraft. As soon as Rose found out about his 

lack of fashion sense, he might just fire him. 

Flynn decided to cut through the park, take the long way back to his place, mainly because he was 

still thinking about his date with Aiden. There were things that could have gone better, but what went 

right went brilliant. Flynn wondered who was calling whom next though. Ah, fuck it, he’d give Little Red 

Riding Hood a little breathing room, see if he wanted to touch base again or not. God knew there were 

enough hot guys in this town. You could probably see a different one every night for a couple of months 

and never have to repeat.  

Flynn was lost in thought, walking along the grass, when he looked up and saw a mangy dog with 

something kind of bulky and weird in its mouth. What the hell was that? He thought it was a branch at 

first, but it seemed rather pale for a branch ...  

A couple of joggers were headed towards the dog, and so was he. He felt suddenly compelled to 

see if the dog had what he thought he had. He sincerely hoped not.  
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The two joggers tried to surround the dog, but it was small and quick, and darted past them, 

coming straight for him. Holy shit - that was a body part in its mouth. A hand? Was it really carrying a 

hand and part of an arm? Jesus, where had it come up with that?  

As the mongrel came towards him, he dived for it, assuming it was going to try and squirt through 

his legs. If he was a little dog, he would. He felt some fur, and felt it slip past his fingers as he hit the 

grass chin first. Goddamn!  

* * * * *  
Gil saw the efforts the stranger made to stop the dog, failing in his attempt to grab it. It swerved 

round the guy’s legs, he missed it by inches and Gil was suddenly facing a racing furball with an attitude 

and no intention of giving up its prize. He made a lunge for it, his fingers closing on a hind leg but it 

evaded him, twisted in his grasp with a snarl and dashed away again.  

Oh, fuck. Did he have to do everything? Miles launched himself through the air and relived for a 

second one of the best try-saving tackles from his rugby days. His arms wrapped around the mutt’s body 

as his face ploughed a shallow ditch through the dirt. He only just managed to hold onto the dog as it 

wriggled frantically in his grasp.  

Flynn was back on his feet, and ready to stomp on that damn dog’s head, except the out of shape 

guy grabbed it first. Too bad. Hey, did out of shape guy look familiar?  

Gil recovered his balance and went to help, grabbing the animal by its scruff and holding it still. It 

struggled, snapped at him and dropped the hand as it did so.  

Seeing the hand hit the ground, Flynn quickly shucked off his coat and threw it over the limb, 

using the fabric to pick up the hand without touching it. Goddamn it, this was disgusting.  

“Don’t touch it.” Gil ordered. “It’s evidence.”  

“No shit, Sherlock. I wasn’t saving it for my scrapbook.” At least he could get rid of this raggedy 

camouflage coat. He just got it at a thrift store, and it was too big for him anyways.  

Gil wasn’t surprised at the attitude but he wasn’t about to back down. “At least you used your 

coat...” The dog was still not backing down either. “Hey, a little help here? No, you don’t, buddy!” He 

renewed his grip on the coarse fur as the dog made a bid for freedom.  

Miles struggled to his feet. While he’d been temporarily winded, the two young guys seemed to 

have solved the problem of catching the dog, but their snarls as they argued put the dog to shame. “Well, 

guys, what do we have here?” He reached over to the animal twisting around in Gil’s arms, trying to 

break away from his grip. “Easy, fella, you look half-starved.”  

“If we could muzzle him, we’d all be a lot safer.”  

While Flynn didn’t really care about the dumpy guy - although that was a hell of a nice tackle - or 

the damn dog, it was a shame the brunette guy wasn’t giving him more attention. He would have been a 
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nice back up if Little Red Riding Hood didn’t work out. Holy shit, why was he thinking about this now? 

He was holding a severed hand! Jesus Christ, when he was thinking of hand jobs, he didn’t think of 

something like this. He moved closer.  

The dog took one look, snapped at the newcomer and wriggled around trying to bite Gil who 

promptly dropped him. “Damn...” Gil wasn’t really concerned for the dog, but he could be a menace if 

allowed to go free.  

Now the dog didn’t present him with a problem anymore, Gil turned his attention to the stranger. 

He had hit the ground pretty hard. His chin was bleeding. He approached him with almost as much 

caution as he’ used with the dog; he had no desire to be bitten by this one either. “Let me see that” he said, 

reaching to the small pouch he wore at his waist. He snapped on a pair of latex gloves. “You don’t want 

my hand pawing at you without these on, God knows where that dog has been.” He reached out his glove-

covered hand.  

“What do you think you’re doing?”  

“You’re bleeding, you took quite a dive there.”  

“Oh.” Well, his chin was throbbing, but Flynn assumed that was just from hitting the ground. 

Faceplants generally weren’t painless. Reluctantly, he held still, and let Doctor Feelgood move in.  

“You can relax, I’m the new paramedic, I do know what I’m doing.” Gil inspected the damage. 

“It’s not too bad.”  

Miles watched in amusement as his paramedic patched up the young Asian looking bloke. Fancy 

carrying around all that gear as he went jogging. But the way he’d been acting it was amazing he hadn’t 

brought a defibrillator with him. He moved closer. “I don’t know, Gil, that cut looks pretty deep, we don’t 

want that handsome face disfigured by an ugly scar, maybe he needs stitches?”  

Gil glanced up, aware he had been ignoring the doctor’s presence. “Sorry, Miles, I’m too used to 

working by myself.”  

So, he ran into another Brit, as Feelgood sounded an awful lot like the librarian. But the other guy 

was what, Scottish? No - Australian. Wow, what a diverse town. Flynn smirked at the guy, who still 

looked incredibly familiar to him, and held out his coat. “Need a hand?” 
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Haven Falls #39: English Department Meeting  

Aiden Parker and Angel Torres 

________________________________ 
Even though Aiden wasn’t technically a first year teacher, it was his first year at Haven Falls, and 

he had been assigned a mentor. Angel Torres might have been younger than him, but he knew the staff, he 

knew the students, and he knew the curriculum. And Aiden was grateful as hell that he had been paired 

with him. He found it difficult to make friends, but with Angel it was a lot easier than with most.  

Despite it being a holiday, they had agreed to meet up at Angel’s house to finish planning out the 

year. So with that in mind, Aiden grabbed his bag, made sure his planbook and everything else was in it, 

locked Dante in his crate with an apology, and took off for the other man’s house.  

Angel smiled as he opened the door to find Aiden behind it. Even though it had seemed odd to 

mentor someone older than himself at the beginning of the year, he’d found the age difference didn’t 

show. Angel had worked at Haven Falls High since he’d started teaching and even though he’d yet to let 

anyone close, it was easy to work with Aiden. Where Angel was loud and cocky, Aiden provided a 

balance that evened out the department well. 

And it didn’t hurt that he wasn’t bad to look at. If he didn’t have to work with the man, Angel 

would have made a move a long time ago. As it was, Angel had fun teasing him when he could. 

“Hey. Exciting weekend?” Angel held open the door for Aiden to enter and led the way to the 

living room. 

Aiden laughed, a little uneasily, and nodded. “Yeah, you could say that. Yesterday was pretty 

busy. What about you?”  

“Nothing too exciting. Met up with family. It’s been a while, so it’s always nice to see them, you 

know?” Angel gave Aiden a closer look as they settled on the couch. “Yesterday was busy, huh? 

Something other than playing at home with the dog?” 

“Yeah, I took Dante out for a walk and we ran into Evan. From the math department.” Aiden 

dropped his bag at his feet and pulled out his plan book and a pencil. “Got a cup of coffee at Glenda’s. 

That sort of thing.”  

“Evan, huh? He must have his own list of students to worry about. I’ve only got a couple that 

might fail, but it’s more than I’d like.” Angel held out his hand and took the plan book from Aiden. It was 

more of a formality than a necessity to glance over Aiden’s plans by now, so his mind hit on the last part 

of the statement. “You got a cup of coffee or you met someone for coffee?” 

Aiden rubbed his red cheeks. “Umm... I got a cup of coffee with someone Dante knocked over 

after he got loose....”  
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Angel laughed. Maybe he shouldn’t, but he couldn’t help it as Aiden blushed and looked away. 

“Really? Maybe I should borrow this dog. Does Dante have good taste?” 

“It seems like he does....” Was it really that much fun to tease him, Aiden wondered. But he 

would live through it. Angel was his friend. It wasn’t like Flynn’s teasing. Not at all. At the thought of 

Flynn he felt his face betray him once again and heat. He really had to get that under control.  

“Anyone I might know?” Angel held the smirk on his face, but he knew the worry slipped out a 

bit in his voice. Aiden might be older, but he’d never mentioned many dates before. Angel wasn’t exactly 

planning to take him along when he hit up the new night club for a hook up. Not because Aiden wasn’t 

his friend, but because he couldn’t imagine Aiden patrolling for a guy. And now the older man was 

already blushing over some new guy? 

“No, he’s new in town.” Aiden hesitated, wondering how much he should tell him, then figured 

what the hell. Town this small he’d find out anyway. “His name’s Flynn Archer. He’s a bouncer at the 

new club. After coffee we uh... we met up later that night. I showed him around the town a bit.”  

“Flynn Archer?” Angel made a mental note to check the guy out a bit. Sure, Aiden wasn’t his 

little sister or anything, but Angel didn’t want to see the man hurt. He was a nice guy and Angel had 

plenty of practice from screening Margarita’s dates. “So almost two dates already? He ask you out again 

yet?” 

“Not officially or anything. But... I have a feeling I’ll see him again.” Aiden stared at the table 

and a small smile slipped through. “But the coffee thing wasn’t a date. Not really.”  

“You sat together? Just you and him? Sounds like a date.” Angel elbowed Aiden’s side. “But fine, 

if it wasn’t, then you still have to admit meeting up later was a date. So, I have to know...does Aiden 

Parker kiss on the first date?” 

“Dante was there too,” he grumbled lightly and nudged Angel right back. “And if two people 

sitting together makes a date, then I guess that means we’re on a date, huh? I’ll admit, yes, the later part... 

was a date.” At the question he looked at his planbook, very interested in it, but couldn’t hide a small 

smile. “I don’t kiss and tell.”  

“Technically, this is a Department Meeting. Trust me, my dates know they’re on dates. And you 

know I’m assuming you kissed him now, right? Or scratch that. He kissed you.” Angel watched Aiden’s 

face for a tell-tale reaction and chuckled. “Yeah. He kissed you.” 

“Maybe you should go into psychology rather than English,” Aiden suggested with a laugh. 

“You’re good. What else do you want to tell me?”  

“I’m not sure. I think I have to meet this guy first. You maybe shouldn’t have told me where he 

was working.” Angel winked. It wasn’t like he’d even be going out of his way. He’d already been 



51 
 

planning to hit up the club as soon as it opened. When Aiden was getting more action than him, he needed 

to get back in the game. 

“I think it’ll be in interesting to hear what you have to say after you meet him.” And that was the 

truth. Flynn was flirty and funny, but he did wonder if there was something else to him. Angel would 

probably pick up on it. If there was anything, anyway.  

“Well, I’m planning to hit the club opening night. I was going to go by myself, but you should 

come with me if your boy’s working. Don’t worry. I’ll make sure he knows we’re just friends. Maybe 

we’ll even go a little early before he’s too busy.” 

“That sounds... like it could be fun.” Not that they were dating or anything - after all, one date 

was not exclusive - but Aiden wondered how Flynn would react to seeing him with Angel. The idea 

intrigued him. A lot, if truth be told.  

“For you? I’ll even make sure I don’t disappear half-way through the night.” Even if hanging out 

with Aiden killed his game with the guys, Angel was pretty sure it would only increase how many female 

phone numbers he went home with. 

“You don’t have to stay with me the whole night, Angel. I’m a big boy. I can handle myself. 

Besides, I’ll probably just check out the place, say hello to Flynn and then head home.”  

“Aiden. That is lame. You can’t just go and leave. The idea is that you make him look at you all 

night while he works. It’s about building up anticipation, man.” 

“But wouldn’t that be distracting to him?” 

“Dude. That’s kind of the point.” Angel chuckled at Aiden’s unsure look. “Unless you think 

you’re so distracting you’ll get him fired.” 

Aiden snorted. “Yeah, I doubt I’m that distracting. The last time I went to a club I was in college... 

sophomore year.”  

“Do I want to know how that went?” Maybe it wasn’t fair that Angel had been to his first club 

when he was sixteen, but that was late for a kid whose parents worked in entertainment. Either way, he’d 

been to so many he’d long ago lost track. 

“Not really. It was a bit of a disaster. Guy I went with found someone more interesting.”  

“Okay. So I’m really not going to leave you on your own now.” Angel wondered if he could find 

this guy to hurt him a little. “And you’re definitely going.” 

“Please, I went with him as a date. We’d be going as... friends. I’m not going to get in the way of 

your game,” Aiden said with a laugh. “I’ll go, though, sure.”  

“Please. Nothing can ruin my game. My game is unruinable. And I don’t ditch my friends either.” 

Angel smirked. “Though if you choose to ditch me at the end of the night for your boy, I won’t be 

bothered.” 
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Aiden gave him a light shove. “You wouldn’t be ditching a friend.”  

“Well, we’ll see how it plays when we get there, all right?” Angel shrugged. Aiden could protest 

all he wanted. Angel wasn’t going to leave him alone unless he walked off on his own with someone else. 

He had made plenty of acquaintances in Haven Falls and not many he trusted to cross into the territory of 

friend. Aiden might be new, but he had potential. He had something that made Angel want to trust him. 

“All right, we’ll see. But... we should get finished with the planning, yeah?” Aiden gestured 

towards the book in front of them. School he could do. Books he could talk about for hours. Social 

things... that’s where he was lacking. And he knew it, too.  

“All work and no fun.” Angel shook his head with a grin. “You know your plans look great. They 

always do. I think you’re more organized than I am. But yeah, end of year worries? Anything you’re not 

sure about?” 

Aiden thought about it for a minute then shook his head. “No, not really. I have three kids that are 

definitely failing for the year. Two more if they don’t hand in their final project. Just a little stressed at 

having to get all of the exams graded and in by their due date. They don’t give much time to get those in, 

do they?”  

“Nope, and no one outside of our department seems to get the pain of having to grade so many 

essays. If it’s killing you, tell me. I have less classes, so I can help you out.” 

“I’d hate to ask for help on that. My class load, I’ll deal with it. But thank you for the offer.” 

Aiden smiled. “It’s sweet of you.” 

“Don’t turn down the offer until you’re done, okay? I had your class load last year. I’m not saying 

you can’t do it. I’m saying it’s part of my job to make sure you don’t burn out before you come back next 

year.” Angel smiled before he added. “And I’d hate to know you were bent over tests for an entire 

weekend while I have time to...” Angel stopped before he finished his sentence. There was probably a 

limit to how much Aiden wanted to know about his end of year celebrations. 

“While you have time to what? Run around and play?” Aiden asked a small smile on his face. He 

waved a hand. “As bad as the schedule is here, at least I don’t have parents breathing down my neck 

about their child getting that extra point for scholarship reason. That was hell.”  

“Yeah. I went to school at one of those fancy schools. Can’t imagine teaching there though. I 

wasn’t even a huge fan of the mindset when I went there.” Angel shook his head remembering how much 

he’d fought his dads on going to a regular school. 

“I definitely don’t recommend it. I’m so glad I came here. Everything is so much more... laid-

back. And friendlier.” Since they were clearly finished with his book, he gathered it and shoved it back 

into his bag.  
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“I don’t think I could even look at another one of those uniforms anyway.” Angel nodded toward 

the kitchen. “You on your way out or you want a beer?” 

“I should probably head out. I don’t like to leave Dante alone too long or I get a mess to clean 

up,” he said and made a face. “The joys of having a puppy. And... I’m supposed to have a beer with Evan 

later.” 

Angel raised and eyebrow. “Just a beer with a friend?” 

“Yeah... he suggested it.” Aiden stood and shouldered his bag. “Thanks for the help, Angel. I 

appreciate it.”  

“This develops into more than a friendly beer and you know I’m going to find out, right?” Angel 

asked, but he didn’t try to stop Aiden’s move to the door. He’d given the man enough hell about Flynn 

already. 

“I know you will, but it’s not going to,” he responded, glancing back at him. Even if he’d been 

attracted to Evan from the start. Flynn’s arrival completely threw him off. 

“Then I’ll spare you my speech about playing where you work.” Angel had to admit he wasn’t 

too worried about that one. Not that Evan wasn’t fun to look at in staff meetings, but with Flynn in the 

picture, he couldn’t really imagine Aiden balancing multiple men...at least not very successfully. 

“Yeah, you can spare me.” With a smile and a wave Aiden let himself out. “Thanks again. See 

you later.”  
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Haven Falls #41: A Beer and a Decision  

Evan Owens and Aiden Parker 

____________________________________ 
Evan changed his shirt three times. Three freaking times. The black was too tight and in his 

opinion far to gothic. The blue was too new and wasn’t soft enough as it crinkled and creased against his 

skin. The red was perfect. Well worn, neat, perfectly ironed and an old favourite. He was wearing his best 

jeans, but had even wondered whether he was doing that right; it was only beers with a friend. Damn it. 

Why couldn’t he even relax to enjoy that without second guessing whether he was dressed the right way 

or not. 

He had the beer in the cooler, some dips and chips on the kitchen counter and held a smooth flyer 

in his hand. Well, actually to call it a flyer was being generous, it was actually a scribbled note that had 

photocopied and pushed through his door some weeks before. Tonight was the 4th of July celebration at 

Haven Falls and he had completely forgotten about it. 

Evan didn’t usually forget things; it was more like not giving over space in his brain to worthless 

pointless information. Evan didn’t do social events; forever the person standing on the side looking on 

and feeling like the ugly kid at prom. Maybe Aiden would want to go though; he may even insist on it? 

Evan sighed. He guessed it might be nice to actually walk to something with someone he could stand with? 

Deefur seemed to sense his worries, sitting close to his legs and casting up adoring looks. 

Although equally the puppy eyes could be begging for a treat instead of support for Evan. 

He petted Deefur and then carefully placed the piece of paper in perfect alignment to the corner 

of the work surface. He worried his lower lip with his teeth. He still wasn’t one hundred percent positive 

that he even wanted to go. What was the point? 

Aiden had purchased some beer - not that he knew what Evan liked but it was beer - and made his 

way to Evan’s house. Once again Dante was crated at home and he felt guilty. He owed that dog some 

serious playtime for leaving him so much.  

He was dressed casually today with a little bit of red, white and blue on in honor of the fourth. 

Not that he celebrated it much, or anything, but it seemed fitting. Arriving at Evan’s house he knocked on 

the door and waited, thinking about what Angel had said earlier.  

Evan heard the knock and straightening from stroking Deefur he went to the front door. He took a 

deep breath, he could do this. He could be clever and fun and not leave any awkward silences. His hand 

hovered on the handle; maybe he should have had a few beers already, that might make it easy? Another 

breath and he opened the door, blinking at the young teacher who stood on his threshold. He was dressed 



55 
 

with something red white and blue and Evan looked down at his own red shirt and sighed inwardly, 

maybe he should change. 

“Hi,” he said instead, and stood to one side letting Aiden pass. 

Aiden slipped inside, giving him a small smile and nodded. “Hi. Umm, I didn’t know what you 

liked so I just picked up whatever. I hope it’s okay,” he said as he held up the six pack of beer. He almost 

let out a sigh of relief. Evan looked just as tense as he felt. But this was okay. It wasn’t a date. It was just 

two friends having a beer and hanging out. He could do this. And if they ran out of things to talk about, 

they could always talk about school and their students. Yeah, they had plenty in common! Even if Evan 

was math and Aiden could hardly do the basics. 

“Kitchen,” Evan said simply, waving vaguely in the direction of the rest of the beer, and looking 

to see Aiden was following he ended up in the kitchen leaning back against the counter, a cold beer in his 

hand and Aiden leaning on the opposite counter. 

Setting the beer down, Aiden hesitated then grabbed one, popped it open and took a sip. He 

managed not to make a face as he drank it. Truth be told he preferred the sweet stuff, but he could deal 

with it. “So...” he started, making an effort. “How was the rest of your walk with Deefur?” Lame, Aiden. 

So lame, he thought, nearly cringing.  

“Fine...we had almost finished our walk anyway,” Evan hesitated, he didn’t want to resort to 

school talk, but if he didn’t pull something out of the hat soon, his first foray in to having a friend would 

be an unmitigated disaster. Inspired he fell back on the only passion outside of Math that he had - 

basketball. “I coach the school basketball team part time,” he blurted out, feeling the blush rising up his 

face. 

“Yeah? That’s cool,” Aiden said, smiling a little. He sipped his beer and glanced down at the 

floor then forced his eyes back up. “I’ve been running the student book club. Not very... athletic. But it’s 

fun. So you like sports?”  

“Not so much, not except basketball. I saw the book club, I have one of my basketball students 

who is struggling with English; maybe I should send him your way?” 

“Sure, that’d be fine. I’ll help bring his grade up. I hope it’s not too low. It is close to the end of 

the year.” The end of the year! Perfect discussion topic. Aiden smiled wider. “Do you have plans for the 

summer?”  

“It will be next year I think. Plans. Not really, I am teaching some summer school, other than that 

I want to try some of the longer walks around here with Deefur,” could he sound any more lonely and 

pathetic? OK, bite the bullet. “Maybe you and Dante could come with?” 

“Sure, I’d like that. Dante would, too. I’ve been leaving him in the crate too much. Good luck 

with summer school. I did that once. At my last school. I felt like I never had a vacation.” Aiden sipped 
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his beer and glanced at the counter and saw the flyer, which sparked his memory. “Hey!” he said, then 

blushed at how loud he’d been. “Umm, there are fireworks tonight at Celestial Falls. Do you want to go?”  

Evan swallowed. He thought back to the conversation he had had with himself in the bedroom 

before Aiden had arrived. If he was going ‘with’ someone then he wouldn’t look out of place. He could 

drink some more beer, he knew people in the town, he wasn’t a total recluse. Fear caught in his chest. 

This was stupid, he needed to get over what happened, needed to get past it, and live his damn life. 

“Yes Aiden,” he said confidently, “I would love to go.” 

Aiden smiled brightly, relieved his suggestion hadn’t been rejected. “Great. That’s great. It will 

be fun,” he said with a nod and quickly finished the beer in his hand. He nearly regretted that decision, 

but he wouldn’t have another.  

Evan guessed that was it, they had decided. He eyed the plate of chips ruefully and then forced 

himself not to tip them in a storage container, he needed to act like it wasn’t freaking him out to leave the 

mess behind. He grabbed at the jacket on the hook by the door and palmed his keys. 

“Let’s go.” 

“Do you want to put the food away first? I can help. I don’t know about Deefur, but Dante would 

be all over the food the second I left the room.” Aiden had seen the small look on Evan’s face and, being 

somewhat of a neat person himself, took a guess.  

Evan almost fell on the food in gratitude, scooping and pouring and then looking over at Aiden 

with a grin on his face. “Thank you...you are right I wouldn’t want Deefur eating it all.” 

The man had a great smile, if only he would smile more. Though Aiden really shouldn’t talk. 

How often did he smile? “He would probably make a huge mess of it, too. When I first got Dante, he had 

soft food. He would carry it from his dish to another spot in the house, eat it, and then go back. It was 

such a mess.”  

“Deefur too,” Evan said, realising that they did have something in common outside of school, 

their dogs. “Don’t even get me started on the toilet training,” he began quickly, and opened the front door 

to the evening air. He could do this. 

Aiden followed him out and nodded, commiserating. “Dante still isn’t trained. It’s why I have to 

crate him. Such a mess if I leave him out.”  

Evan felt himself relax; Aiden was so different to what he expected. It was a welcome surprise, 

and he was enjoying it. They exchanged stories of horror and fur and he actually found himself laughing 

as the beer and good company filtered through his reserve. He was having fun. 

Once Evan let his guard down, Aiden was able to relax as well. Celestial Falls was a close enough 

walk, and Aiden was glad. A drive would mean more concentrating and less talking, and he was feeling at 
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ease with someone other than Angel. This could definitely work, he thought as he laughed yet again at 

another story.  
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Haven Falls #46: Who Are You  

Flynn Archer, Aiden Parker, Evan Owens, & Angel Torres 

_________________________________________ 
For a moment, Flynn worried about how he was supposed to dress for a fireworks show at his 

boss’s place, then figured fuck it, he didn’t really care. He was still distracted by discovering a severed 

hand in the park. 

Wasn’t that a scene from a David Lynch movie? Well, it was kind of like that at any rate. All day 

he’d found himself wondering who it belonged to, and how the hell that dog had ended up with it. The 

cops wondered that too, and after a hot deputy questioned him, Doctor Feelgood, and Mad Max 

(considering how dumpy he looked, it was more like Sad Max), they spread out across the park, looking 

for more. He had no idea if they’d found anything else. He did know the cops seemed floored by it - there 

wasn’t a lot of violence in Haven Falls, apparently. Flynn wondered if he was dragging it with him, like 

some dark wake, a shadow self. 

He wished he could talk to someone about it, about all this shit, but nobody knew him here. They 

knew Flynn Archer, a squeaky clean boy who’d never even been in the vicinity of violence, to the point 

where he may have never even seen a Michael Bay film. Flynn was an All American boy (more or less), 

who wouldn’t know anything about the dark side of life. It was almost working too; it had been well over 

a month since he had that dream about the robbery. 

He still couldn’t say why he let Bobby talk him into the gig in the first place. Sure, the money he 

was offering was good, and he needed it, but robbing a pharmacy? Even though it was after hours, and 

Bobby swore the plan was foolproof, something in his gut told him it was a disaster waiting to happen, 

but did he listen to it? Of course not. He was young, stupid, and always after a new thrill. And of all the 

crew, he only knew Bobby, and just barely. While Bobby was able to disable the security system and 

Flynn had gotten them past the locks, there were details that had been missed, although that was only 

obvious in hindsight. He’d been picking the lock of a security cabinet while Bobby ransacked the open 

shelves, and that’s when Flynn heard the sickening thud in the back room that made him stop cold. Only 

after Terry came in, shouting they had to get out of there now, did either of them realize that sound had 

been Terry killing a security guard who had come across the scene.  

Theft hadn’t seemed like a big deal, certainly not from a corporate entity, but murdering some 

guy who was in the wrong place at the wrong time? Holy shit, he hadn’t wanted any part of that at all. He 

didn’t want to hurt people; if anything, he was tired of hurting, which had led him to this whole mess in 

the first place. So he threw off his old life like he was a snake shedding his skin, and became good boy 

Flynn Archer, who never did anything bad. Well, beyond breaking hearts, but a guy had to have some fun. 
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That hand in the park brought it all flooding back, though, and for a moment he wondered if 

Terry had followed him here or something. Then he remembered he was shot and killed by police last 

year, and figured it was just some random, weird coincidence that violence was ghosting back through his 

life. He wanted to run, take off again, but then he remembered Henry Vale and knew he couldn’t. He 

came here for answers, and he wasn’t leaving without them.  

He dressed in a simple black tank top and brown hiking shorts, grabbing a pair of sunglasses off 

his dresser before heading out. He wasn’t sure the sunglasses were his, but hey, whoever actually owned 

them had never come back for him, so by right they were his now. 

The celebration seemed in full swing by the time he reached the Falls, and it looked like most of 

the town had shown up for it. It was wall to wall hot guys (and a few women) spread out across the 

spacious grounds, some sitting on the grass in groups or at picnic tables that must have been put out 

specially for the event. There was an especially long table set up like a buffet, and a matching one for 

drinks. How wealthy was his boss? If he owned this entire town, he no longer would have been surprised. 

He fished a soda out of a tub full of ice, and looked around for a familiar face. He just didn’t 

know that many people in town, and wasn’t sure he should bother to do so. If he had to flee in a hurry, it 

would make things complicated. 

Flynn suddenly wondered if Vale would show his creepy face in the crowd, and started walking 

around. This might be a worthy place to confront him, because with so many people around and quite a 

few of them off duty cops, Vale would probably want to keep things quiet. If he was a real bastard. 

Honestly he didn’t know, he was just kind of hoping, because it would make things easier. 

He shouldered his way through the milling crowd, noticing a couple of interested looks (oh man, 

if only he had more time for a social life ...), when he thought he heard, over the general din, a familiar 

laugh. Flynn didn’t really place it until he saw two men sitting at the end of one picnic table, both 

handsome brunettes, although he only recognized one of them: Aiden. He seemed really chummy with the 

other guy, they were talking, laughing, nursing their respective drinks, and he felt a sudden stab of 

irritation. What the hell was this? Was Little Red Riding Hood really not so innocent after all? 

Why was this pissing him off? He only wanted to fuck the guy, not take him to the prom, but still 

it gnawed at him. “Oh, grow up, asshole,” he muttered to himself, and then headed over to the table. 

Flynn said, in as casual a voice as he could muster, “Hey Aiden. Principal let you out early for good 

behavior?” 

Aiden had been enjoying his conversation with Evan and found that they had both opened up 

quite a bit since discussing their dogs. Talk had even wandered to other things, which was great. He was 

definitely on the way to making another friend. When he heard a familiar voice - that wasn’t Angel, who 

he was expecting - he looked up in surprise, then felt the all too familiar blush cover his face.  
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“Flynn, hi,” he said with a smile. “Yeah, he did. Both of us, actually.” He pointed to Evan across 

the table and nodded. “Flynn, this is Evan Owens. He’s a math teacher at the high school. Evan, Flynn 

Archer.” He sipped at his drink and used one hand that had been around the cool can to wipe across his 

face in hopes of banishing the color and cooling his face.  

“Hey,” Flynn said, to Dreamboat Evan. Holy shit, when did they start making teachers this good 

looking? Perhaps this was all some sort of “stay in school” master plan: fill it with hotties, and hormonal 

teenagers couldn’t stay away. A good plan really. So why did he really piss him off?  

“Hi,” Evan replied confidently, wary at the flash of something he noticed in this Flynn’s eyes. 

Anger? Jealousy? It disappeared quickly and was replaced by a smile. He chanced a look at Aiden who 

had this ridiculous grin on his face and was blushing. Honest to God blushing. he shifted in his seat, 

wondering whether he should maybe make a move; let the two guys do..stuff. He finished off his beer in a 

single swallow, and placed the empty bottle in the table before him. Aiden wasn’t indicating he should go, 

so to hell with it, he was going to stay. 

“Umm, do you want to join us?” Aiden asked, indicating the seat next to him.  

Oh man, he was supposed to be looking for Vale. But yeah, like he’d leave this guy alone with 

Aiden. Little Red Riding Hood was his, damn it. “Sure, why not?” 

Evan watched as the newcomer slid onto the seat opposite him, leaning in against Aiden 

possessively. The side of him that he left behind, the prankster, the boy who wanted to laugh at life...well 

that boy wanted to say something smart. But the man he was now...well he simply hung his head and 

concentrated on his empty beer bottle. 

Flynn sat there, wondering what kind of fucking idiot he was. He just sat at a table with two high 

school teachers! What were they going to talk about exactly? Ulysses? What the lunch room was serving 

this week? God, he was such an impulsive asshole. “So, Evan, how long have you known Aiden here?” 

“Nearly a year now,” Evan replied, looking anywhere except at Flynn, and catching sight of 

Angel hovering at the periphery. 

Angel had been surveying the party for friendly faces when his eyes landed on the table with 

Aiden, Evan, and a man he didn’t recognize. Aiden was blushing and he looked like he couldn’t decide if 

he wanted to lean into the man next to him or jump up and flee. Angel considered leaving them to their 

own fate, but his soft spot for Aiden had him picking up a few extra beers and heading over to the table. 

He slid into the seat next to Evan and passed him a new beer. The man certainly seemed to need it. 

“Hi. I’m Angel.” He held out his hand to the man next to Aiden. 

Flynn glanced at him warily. Great, another guy. What was he, the gym teacher? “I’m Flynn.” He 

shook his hand, giving it a possibly harder squeeze than was called for. But he was about out of patience 
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here. He wasn’t good with people, especially in groups. He had some trust issues a psychologist could 

live off for years. 

“Flynn?” Angel threw Aiden a smirk. “You’re new here, right? How’re you liking it so far?” 

“Well, I haven’t had time to see too much of it,” he admitted, then threw a knowing look at Aiden. 

“But what I have seen has been just fantastic.” Could he make him blush again? Oh, this was fun. 

Aiden fought the urge to squirm in his seat and tossed Angel a mild glare. Suddenly the heat from 

Flynn’s body was just a little too much and he grabbed one of the beers Angel had brought over. He was 

just as quiet as Evan, and he wondered what Angel would say next. Flynn, too, for that matter.  

It was just then that Flynn thought he saw something out of the corner of his eye. A Man with 

silver hair, disappearing quickly into the crowd. Silver hair? Aw hell, was that Vale? He stood up 

suddenly, knocking the edge of the table with his knee, but he ignored it as he searched the crowd for 

Vale. There was no way this town had two guys with silver pompadours, was there?  

Flynn’s sudden reaction was, quite frankly, bizarre, and Aiden’s eyes widened as he looked 

around. He glanced at Angel and Evan. Neither them had said anything, so what the hell was the problem? 

“Flynn, is everything okay?” he asked, more than a little concerned.  

“Uh, yeah, just ... see someone I hafta talk to. Nice to meet you guys, see you around.” He then 

took off, trying hard not to run or shove people aside. Where did that asshole disappear to? Sure, there 

were a lot of people here, but most weren’t wearing three piece suits. 

“I thought you said he didn’t know anyone else in town?” Evan frowned, watching as Flynn 

almost ran from the table. 

“I did say that. That’s what he told me, anyway.” Aiden glanced back in the direction Flynn had 

run, but he was already gone. “That’s... very strange.” Looking back at his friends he frowned. “Sorry 

guys, I’m going to see what’s going on. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” Aiden stood up to find Flynn, 

leaving his beer at the table. 
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Haven Falls #49: What a Sunday...  

Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie, with mention of Miles Sutherland 

_____________________________________________________________________ 
What a Sunday this was turning out to be, Gil thought as he sat eating his lunch at the hospital 

cafeteria. He and Miles had been questioned thoroughly about finding the arm, but Gil figured it was 

really only so the Sheriff’s Office could corroborate the other man’s side of the tale. From what he’d seen 

there wasn’t much for the authorities to go on with regards to identification. There was the added 

implication that some poor sod had been dismembered and the rest of him had to be around somewhere. 

That certainly wasn’t a happy thought. The grizzly sight wasn’t the worst he’d ever seen but it was 

certainly designed to put a damper on the day.  

Damn it, why did that have to happen just when he seemed to be making progress with Miles? 

Okay, so he didn’t know the man very well but he’d had plans to find out, to talk while they jogged. 

Neither man had felt like continuing their run after that. Miles had retreated to the hospital and buried 

himself in his work again. Gil was on standby, which meant he was liable to be called in if anyone 

requested the emergency services. They had showered and changed and Miles had hardly said a word to 

him before going into work.  

At least he had time to relax and regain his equilibrium. This was a quiet little place, completely 

unlike the busy inner city A&E he was used to. He couldn’t quite get over the ability to eat his lunch 

without having to dash back out on a job. Haven Falls was in many ways like a village with delusions of 

grandeur. It acted like a town, was big enough to call itself a town, but had both the community feel and 

amenities of a much smaller place. Gil actually found that he liked it, it was relaxing, people were 

friendly, the weather was warm and the guys were hot. Even his busy first week had been manageable by 

his standards. Hells Bells, after Manchester on a Friday night, anything was manageable!  

His thoughts went back to Miles. Truth to tell, the doctor intrigued him. He wondered what went 

on behind those eyes. They had seen too much, had that slightly haunted expression Gil had seen in the 

eyes of ex-soldiers and coppers too long on the street. Been there, done that and really wish I could forget 

most of it, those eyes said. He wondered what had happened to the man to make him so…cranky with life. 

He still wore a wedding ring, had that habit of twisting it round on his finger. Was he married? Divorced? 

Widower maybe…. A dozen and one things flitted through his head before he curbed his curiosity. Stop it, 

Gil, he ordered himself. It really is none of your business. 

He wondered if Miles was going to the Celestial Falls party that evening. Gil was British, he 

didn’t celebrate the fourth of July, but then, Miles was an Aussie, he wasn’t a native either. Gil wasn’t 

one to pass up the chance of a good night out though. Free food and drink was a nice gesture to make and 
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he was interested to meet this Asher Rose. Having seen him briefly as their ambulance passed him on the 

street, Gil was looking forward to talking to him. Actually, it sounded as if he might meet quite a few 

people from the community if he went. Ostensibly it was a good idea but ideally he would like to go with 

someone. Trouble is, if he went with anyone, it would have the feeling of a date and he wasn’t sure he 

wanted that. 

Gil wasn’t sure what people did on a fourth of July bash. It sounded like an American version of 

Bonfire Night, November fifth, only more sensible. Why have a traditional event in what was effectively 

winter in the UK? July made much more sense. Gil drained his coffee and wondered about getting a 

second. Actually, it was a decent brew and he succumbed to minimal persuasion. He thought back to the 

arm, wondering who it had belonged to. He quickly curbed those thoughts too. Remain above it, he said 

to himself. He needed to stay uninvolved. You could feel sorry for the poor guy but that was where it 

stopped. Professional detachment.  

He snorted a laugh and drew curious looks from a couple of nurses seated nearby. Pity he 

couldn’t have been more professionally detached when Simon left him, he thought disparagingly. He 

shook his head, buried himself in his newspaper and ignored the glances he was getting. On balance, he 

was glad to be half way ‘round the world and out from under his ex-. He would go tonight, meet folks, 

chat to a few, watch the fireworks. He chuckled. You never know, he thought, if I get lucky, the night 

might end with a bang in more ways than one. 
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Haven Falls #50: Touching Base with the Boss  

Lyle Ashley Tate & Henry Vale 

_________________________ 
Following the close encounter with Carter Gillespie the day before, Lyle’s drive into town was 

made with an uncharacteristic degree of circumspection. He’d heard there were a number of non-

Americans in Haven Falls, he just hadn’t put that together and come up with ‘numerous idiots driving on 

the wrong side of the road’.  

Having failed to contact Henry Vale yesterday, Lyle called ahead before going into town this time. 

Until he had called he hadn’t been sure whether the boss of the Final Rest Funeral Home would be 

available to him on July the Fourth. He wasn’t sure, either, what to expect of the funeral home; Vale had 

interviewed him over the phone and via email, so he hadn’t seen the business yet.  

Lyle had been advised that pretty much everything was in walking distance in Haven Falls, but he 

was surprised to realise it was mostly true. He parked up and made sure his Jeep was secure, put his suit 

jacket on and straightened his tie, then headed for the ‘Final Rest’ funeral home.  

**** 
Henry Vale gave the place of business a visual once over. Everything looked sparkling clean, in 

perfect order, as it needed to be. He liked order. He honestly did believe that how you kept things 

reflected your inner landscape. A messy place indicated a messy mind, therefore an orderly place 

indicated an orderly mind. Above all, he was orderly. You could accuse him of many things, but not of 

being messy. He hoped this new assistant was neat. Riley was a disappointment, in more ways than one.  

Maybe it was a stereotype, but he assumed because he was British, Lyle would be more tidy. He 

better be, because he wouldn’t last long here if he wasn’t. He heard a motor outside, a car pulling up, and 

straightened his tie. Time to meet the newbie.  

**** 
Lyle took in the neat, tasteful window displays of he business he was about to start work at. The 

front door sported a very stylish ‘fancy glass’ finish, with the business name and the owner’s name picked 

out in frosted lettering. The place gave the overall impression of being both prosperous and classy. Lyle 

was happy to note this, as it suggested a certain type of boss too, the type he would enjoy working for. 

This was a new career for Lyle. He had decided to enrol in Mortician School and seek out a 

qualified Mortician to act as his mentor a while ago. Finding someone willing to take him on had taken a 

while. To have eventually found, and then secured, a job in Haven Falls was especially pleasing to him.  

Lyle knew what he was taking on, and he felt he was well qualified for the role he was aspiring to. 

He was aware there was a strong GBLTTQ presence in the Haven Falls area and believed he could be 

http://havenfalls.blogspot.com/2010/07/haven-falls-50-touching-base-with-boss_15.html�
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helpful to that community by providing them with a professional, understanding, empathetic mortician 

service. He hoped his new boss, Henry Vale, understood his hopes and goals well enough to support him 

in his endeavours. In return, Mr. Vale would find Lyle to be a hard-working, polite, efficient employee. 

Impressed by the outward appearance of the funeral home, Lyle walked up to the door and 

entered. Quaintly, a small brass bell was hung behind the door and it tinkled as he stepped across the 

threshold. It made Lyle think of the small bells which used to be used as insurance against the accidental 

burial of someone living, a concern common amongst the Victorians. 

“Hello. Lyle Ashley Tate, I presume?” At least he was neatly dressed, very presentable. Did he 

have a bit too much gel in his hair? Perhaps a little, but he supposed he could write that off as new job 

jitters. His suit was neat and well tailored, but Henry took some quiet satisfaction in knowing his was 

much better.  

“Yes Sir.” Lyle proffered a hand. They shook with enthusiasm. Lyle noted a degree of 

competitiveness in how hard Henry Vale’s grip was compared with his own. He concluded he should 

tread carefully. 

“I’m really grateful to you for the opportunity you’re providing, Sir. I thought I should drop by 

and make your acquaintance in person before we get started properly, come Monday”. 

“I wasn’t sure if you’d be open today, with the holiday and everything. I guess our profession 

never truly gets a break, though”. 

Henry twitched slightly, his dislike for the phrasing of Lyle’s words evident, but he replied 

smoothly. “Indeed. We are on-call twenty-four hours a day, to the benefit of our clients and their beloved 

deceased”. He noticed with some amusement the slight distress which briefly traversed Lyle’s face at this, 

knowing full-well it had not been mentioned as a component of his contract during their telephone and 

email discussions. “Worry not though, Mr.Tate, I won’t be requiring such total subservience to duty from 

you whilst you are training. Your studies take priority, for the next two years, and you will need to be 

properly refreshed each morning”. 

Lyle couldn’t help smiling, relieved as he was to know that he would have some life outside of 

the funeral home after all. His instincts said that Henry Vale would be a hard task master, though he 

hoped also a fair one. This job meant a lot to him, so Lyle was willing to put up with quite a lot in order to 

achieve his long-term goals. 

“Come into the office, we shall have some refreshments”. Vale led the way. 

**** 
Henry Vale’s office was meant for the entertaining of clients as well as for dealing with business 

matters, and the decor reflected this. Lyle settled into a heavily padded leather chair, conscious that he 
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was still in the ‘front-of-house’, whilst Vale summoned coffee and cake via the intercom. Once these had 

been furnished they began to talk business. 

“You have very little practical experience, Mr. Tate...” 

“Yes, I was surprised when you were willing to overlook that”. 

“Attitude and aptitude are extremely important in our line of work, Tate. You convinced me by 

the tone of your correspondences and calls that you have the right makings in both areas. I am gambling 

that my judgement of you is sound, though you will still be expected to prove your worth, of course”. 

“Of course”. 

“That you have attended here today, prior to the formal commencement of your contract, is a 

good start. Too, despite your being at liberty, you have presented yourself in smart formal attire and are 

relatively well-groomed. I would appreciate it, though, if you could visit the barber and have your hair 

tidied before Monday”. 

“If any are open, yes Sir. I’d not factored the holiday into my arrival. I’ll have it attended to by 

Tuesday at the latest, though”. 

Vale was a little peeved that this correction in Tate’s appearance should be delayed, but he had to 

concede that the timing was awkward.  

“Will you be joining us in our festivities, Mr. Tate ? I don’t know how the English feel about our 

Independence Day ? There is to be a show of fireworks and other frivolities out at Celestial Falls”. 

Lyle had to smile at this. He’d been resident in the States for a number of years now. He’d grown 

used to the larger number of celebratory days honoured here since his first days in San Francisco. He 

especially like the fireworks on the Fourth of July, because it reminded him of Bonfire Night back home, 

although the weather was always infinitely better here. 

“I’ll be watching the show, yes, though perhaps from my new doorstep rather than close up. I had 

a tiring trip getting here, and really all I want to do is catch up on my sleep so that I am on top form for 

Monday”. 

Perhaps he will live up to the promise of his resume after all, Henry thought. “Well, if you wish 

to meet the residents most will be up at the Falls for the party. Networking is an important part of our 

business, Mr. Tate. You might also wish to consider attending the impending opening of the Renegade 

Steele? Mention my name and I am sure you will be able to obtain tickets. I suppose though you may be 

lacking companionship, being so newly moved here ? I am sure someone will latch onto you though, 

since you are a presentable sort”. 

“Thanks, I’ll look into that”. 

“Once you have finished your coffee, would you like to see the rest of the place ?” 
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“I’d love to. Since you have been willing to engage me, I guess you have quite a busy trade 

here?” 

“Despite the fact that Haven Falls is a quite small town, we still do well. The Final Rest has a 

good reputation, so we are often asked to attend the needs of residents from the bigger nearby towns too”. 

“That’s impressive”. 

“Thank you”. 

**** 
Beyond the heavy drapes and elegant decor of the front of house, the remainder of the Final Rest 

funeral home took on a very efficient and modern look, whilst remaining very up-market. There was 

obviously plenty of money knocking around in Haven Falls and its environs, Lyle concluded. Everything 

seemed to be top of the line here, from the machinery in the embalming suite to the brands of make-up to 

be used for dressing the bodies for viewing. All in all it was more than Lyle had hoped for. 

The visit ate up more time than Lyle had intended, but it gave him an opportunity to gauge his 

employer, too, and that had been a big part of his plan. He had expected someone quirky; such was a part 

of the nature of the industry. He had also guessed, from the tone of their previous correspondences, that 

Henry Vale would be formal and polite, assertive and ‘correct’. Vale was perhaps less ‘quirky’ and more 

‘peculiar’ than expected, but he was clearly proud of his business and expected his employees to enhance 

it rather than merely serve it. By the time he left Lyle had decided he was going to enjoy learning his new 

trade under the precise and watchful eye of Henry Vale. 

**** 
Yes, Lyle was exactly how Henry Vale had thought he would be. Prim, proper, trusting. The last 

was key. Now he just had to hope that curiosity didn’t get the better of him while he was working here. 

Curiosity not only killed the cat, it killed his last assistant. And it would be a shame for it to 

happen again.  
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Haven Falls #52- It Ends with a Bang and a Whimper 

Miles Sutherland 

__________________________________ 
Why do Americans feel the need to add bloody pickles to everything? It was bad enough having to 

live off take-away. Miles pulled the offending pickle out of his burger and tossed it in the bin. After 

taking a bite, he snorted as he shoved the rest of his meal back in the paper bag. Americans probably 

thought Aussies were just as crazy for adding beetroot to their hamburgers. But as the saying goes: You 

can’t beat a root. 

He opened his bottle of water and took a long drink. Beer would have been better but till his shift 

at the hospital finished, he had to stay sober. While his personal standards may have gone downhill, he 

still prided himself on his professionalism. 

Millie Broadbent who was rostered on as RN had insisted he eat something. Nah, food and 

corpses weren’t a good mix. He’d had to spend a fair bit of time at the Sheriff’s office, filling out 

paperwork and arguing about the two dead bodies that had turned up or rather, one and a tenth bodies. 

The dead body from Renegade Steel thankfully was all in one piece. Gil and his fellow paramedic 

had brought the victim into the hospital morgue, and all he’d had to do was attest that, yes, the man was 

dead. There’d been some muttering about the mortician, Henry Vale, coming in to check it out. But as far 

as Miles could see, the guy wasn’t a forensic pathologist, so he wasn’t quite sure why he would be 

involved at this stage of the proceedings. 

Vale would be required to dispose of the body once tests had been carried out and the exact cause 

of death determined, but for now it was safely locked in its body bag in the hospital morgue freezer, 

waiting for the forensic pathologist from Asher Bay to come next time he was free. 

Who knew when that would be given the shortage of people with suitable qualifications in rural 

areas? 

Tough luck for Asher Rose to have a stiff turn up on his doorstep so soon before the grand 

opening of his establishment. Hopefully the news wouldn’t put a damper on the Fourth of July 

celebrations. He’d told Gil not to mention it to anyone, but news like that spread like wildfire in a small 

town. 

The hand had been a different matter. Theoretically the presence of a severed hand didn’t 

automatically mean it was part of a dead body. He’d seen enough human parts over the years to know that. 

Yet, from the color and the way the blood had congealed within the skin, he’d bet his bottom dollar that 

the body had been dead when the hand had been cut off. 
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His initial thought had been that maybe the hand had been cut off to delay identification. If that 

had been the case, having the dog dig it up must have really stuffed things up. At least now the police had 

a fair chance of identifying the body or the hand at least. 

What were the odds of two possible homicides in one day in a sleepy little town like Haven Falls? 

That was what had baffled the Sheriff, Lance Peabody, and his deputy, Garth MacTavers. No homicide 

for ten years and then this. 

They’d scoured Haven Falls Park but hadn’t found a body minus a hand.  

Miles stretched the cricks out of his back as he crossed the road toward the school and stadium. 

He hadn’t meant to work double shift, but seeing most of the younger staff members wanted to go to the 

party at Celestial Falls, it seemed only fair that he stay and hold the fort. Small town hospitals were like 

that. They had to be. It would be rare for any cases needing a Doctor’s attention tonight, but someone had 

to be around if there were. 

It gave him a good excuse not to attend the party. Gil had checked to see if he wanted to go, but 

he’d waved him away. July 4 didn’t mean much if you weren’t an American. Being a pom, it hadn’t 

meant much to Gil either, but Miles recognised the symptoms. The kid was keen on seeing if he could get 

some action. Given the way the Sheriff had been eyeing him off and the guy who had helped them catch 

the dog, Gil wouldn’t have much trouble. 

What was the Asian looking guy’s name again? Flynn something. He’d mumbled it at the 

Sheriff’s office when they’d gone there to give their statements. Cocky bastard, but all bark no bite. Liked 

to think he was tough, but Miles had met kids like that before. Bright, no question about it. Possibly too 

smart for his own good. 

Moments after they were introduced, he’d ignored Miles and focused all his charm on Gil, fixing 

him in his targets. It would be amusing to watch and see if he was successful. Gil might look like sweet 

and innocent, but he was nobody’s fool. 

When he’d gone jogging with the paramedic, he’d realized just how unfit he was. Maybe walking 

around the stadium oval might be better to start off with. He had his pager and Millie would call him if he 

was needed. 

The night sky was suddenly pierced by a rainbow of colors as the first of the fireworks went off. 

Loud explosions shattered the silence followed by a whine as the colored fragments fell back to earth. 

Miles watched as rocket after rocket went off accompanied by a whiff of gunpowder carried along with 

the light evening breeze. If Asher Rose was trying to impress everyone with his wealth, he was 

succeeding. The rate they were going off, he’d probably already burnt up $30,000 worth. 

Miles sniffed. Did the guy have any idea how many bandages and vaccines that could have paid 

for? Years of work in Africa had made him too aware of the difference between the haves and have-nots. 



70 
 

Another loud explosion made Miles jump, it was followed by another whine, but this one wasn’t 

coming from the direction of Celestial Falls, it was coming from underneath the Football Stadium. 

Miles headed over. Tucked into as small a space as it could find was the mongrel he’d last seen in 

the park. Every time a firework went off it would cower and whine again. 

As he approached, the dog turned and snarled at him, but the snarl was more from habit than 

aggression. Judging by the way its tail was tucked between its legs, covering his balls, the dog was 

petrified. Rufus had been just as bad on New Years Eve. Miles smiled, remembering his childhood pet. 

This mutt wasn’t as pretty as the dog he’d admired outside Glenda’s. For a start it was a bitser. A bit of 

this and a bit of that. Pure black except for a dirty brown section around its mouth then another running 

down its chest like a tie. Judging by the size of its black paws, the dog would be a lot bigger when it was 

fully grown; already it was a fair size. It was hard to tell how long its fur was though as it was a matted 

mess and tangled with weed seeds. No way could they be brushed out. It would probably need to be cut 

off. 

Miles reached into his bag and pulled out the burger. The dog took one sniff and bared his teeth. 

Miles tore the meat into sections and threw a piece in the air. Before the food hit the ground, the dog 

grabbed it with a sharp snap. Before that piece was swallowed whole its mouth was half open, pink 

tongue lolling out, ready for the next bit. 

Miles gradually fed the rest of his unwanted meal to the dog. When he finished, the animal 

seemed happier; his tail had even wagged pathetically once or twice. 

"Thirsty?" The dog stared at him with his head cocked to one side. "I’ll take that as a, ‘yes’." 

Miles searched around for a second and found a discarded paper plate wedged in the corner. He 

straightened it out and poured in some water from his bottle. The dog didn’t even wait for the water to 

reach the plate, but drank from the stream. Afterward he lapped at the plate, chasing it around as it 

scooted out of his reach at the onslaught of his tongue. Miles smiled. 

The sound of another firework exploding set off another bout of whining. The dog’s legs shook as 

the animal once again backed away, trying to hide. Miles pulled his belt off. As he fastened the makeshift 

collar around the dog’s neck, he snorted to himself. One advantage of being overweight was his trousers 

didn’t need any help to stay up. 

Now he had it under control, Miles rubbed the dog behind the flopped over ear. He half expected 

to be greeted by a snap of the teeth, but the dog flinched away from his touch. "Someone’s given you a 

hard time, haven’t they?" What was he going to do now? The dog was staring at him as if he wanted to 

know the answer to that question, too. 

Miles sighed. "Sorry, mate, I’m going to have to take you in for questioning. You have the right 

to remain silent, but remember anything you say may be used against you in court, etc etc."  
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Haven Falls #56: Three’s A Crowd  

Carter Gillespie, Lyle Ashley Tate and Flynn Archer 

__________________________________________ 
Fireworks. Lyle loved fireworks. Such a shame the show was going to go on against so light a 

background, though. It just didn’t seem right to be seeing fireworks in summertime. The scent of 

barbecues going full blast wasn’t a decent replacement for that of burning wardrobes, treacle toffee and 

baked potatoes, either, in his opinion. 
Dressed in his second-best suit, but with boots on rather than shoes, Lyle headed towards the 

Celestial Falls to see what the locals would make of their holiday night. He would have chosen to wear 

something less formal for such an occasion, except that his new boss had implied that the 4th of July 

party was an important opportunity for them to network with potential clients. He’d also indicated that 

Lyle was meant to put on a good show, so suit it was. 
To go with the dark blue suit, Lyle had chosen a white shirt and a red tie, in the hope of 

honouring the day’s colour scheme. His hair still needed cutting, but it would have to wait until tomorrow 

lunchtime. Feeling slightly rebellious, Lyle had completed his ensemble by securing his tie with a union 

jack tie tack. 
**** 

Gil decided to leave the bike at home. Walking was the better option. His luck wasn’t in where 

driving was concerned so he decided that discretion was the better part of valour and put his boots on. He 

had opted for black jeans, a dark red shirt and black tie. 
The walk was pleasant, the weather stayed warm and he was glad to be out. A severed arm this 

morning and a body this evening had conspired to make him doubt that Haven Falls was the quiet 

backwater it tried to look like. He walked up the track to Asher’s ranch seeing a few folks heading there 

as well. He wondered how Asher was doing considering how stressed the man seemed to be last time he 

saw him.  
**** 

The track to the party venue was quite well-populated by the time Lyle found his way to it. He 

hadn’t met many people as yet, so he was quite surprised to recognise one of his companions on the road. 

He wondered whether to call to the paramedic, who he seemed to remember was called Gil. He decided 

that for a minute or two, though, he’d enjoy the back view of the guy’s ass. With that kind of figure it was 

likely Gil was already spoken for anyway, even if he hadn’t been in town much longer than Lyle himself. 
That thought reminded Lyle how exposed he was feeling at not having a date to take to this party. 

Any kind of date would have done. He suspected his boss, Henry Vale, would not have appreciated being 
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propositioned, however, and Vale was the only guy Lyle knew besides Gil so far. Maybe the party would 

help him fix that situation. Damn if they didn’t grow them big and beautiful round here though; at five 

foot ten and not exactly Adonis-like, Lyle figured he might be waiting a while, and taking the sweepings-

up even then. 
Gil walked slowly, enjoying the dusk. Something made him turn and he spotted a familiar face. 

Hm, not the best person to see. He recognised the guy he had nearly broadsided with his bike. Lyle? Ah 

well, better be friendly. “Hi. Lyle, isn’t it?” 
“Oh hi,” Lyle grinned, hoping Gil didn’t realise he’d been checking him out. “You’re still in one 

piece then ? Glad to see that”. Lyle lengthened his pace to catch up with Gil. That the guy smelled 

delicious didn’t pass his notice either. 
“How’s the job going ? Paramedic, right ?” 
Gil threw him a look which spoke volumes. “Busy.” he said succinctly.  
Hmmm, not going to get far with that chat up line then, Lyle thought. Pity, since it was likely to 

be his best attempt this evening, really. This was all new territory, making small talk with gorgeous 

blokes.  
“Sorry,” Gil grinned, “but I thought this place was a sleepy little town. Guess I was wrong. It has 

hidden depths...” Gil could hear the roar of the falls in the distance. “Looks like we’re nearly there. “  
“Hey, Doctor Feelgood!” Flynn was sort of jazzed to see him again, without Sad Max following 

him around. Goddamn, he was cute. He had no idea who the guy was with him now, but surely he was too 

old for him.  
Gil rolled his eyes. Great. He was being stalked. Still, Flynn was cute in his own way. “Hi, how’s 

the chin? You recovered yet?” 
“I think so, but I may need a second opinion.” 
Boy, this guy was quick with the chat up lines. “You can always call into the hospital tomorrow, 

you know where to find me.” Gil smiled. Maybe he would relent where this one was concerned. “Oh, 

Flynn, isn’t it? Meet Lyle. Lyle, you’re new here too yeah? And a fellow Brit...” 
“Hi Flynn. Yeah, I just moved here. I’ve been in the States a while though”. Do I tell him what I 

do ? Hmmm, probably not a good idea. “I ran into Gil yesterday”. 
“Oh yeah? You’re a little overdressed for the party, aren’t you?” He plastered on a friendly smile, 

but really he just wanted to talk to Feelgood. 
“Yeah, I guessed I would be, but my new boss made it clear I wasn’t to be a slouch, even when 

I’m off duty. Apparently he’s quite keen to present a reliable and respectable face to the community”. 

God, could I sound any more boring and sycophantic ? Maybe I should put on some bottle bottom glasses 

and a set of braces, at least then I’d be a memorable geek. 
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“Really?” Flynn rolled his eyes in sympathy. “What a tight ass. I’m glad I don’t have your job. 

Although having to wear a uniform as a fucking bouncer is bad enough.” 
“Bouncers don’t wear uniform where you come from?” Gil was curious. “Some of the guys in the 

UK do. Mind you, usually in the better class of nightclub.” He had to admit, black was the in-colour even 

with the non-uniformed bouncers. He admired the amount of flesh on show in front of him. Flynn was 

definitely showing himself off, no mistake. Cocky little bugger, Gil thought, but he was charming, 

nevertheless. “Who are you working as bouncer for, Flynn?” 
“Asher, at his nightclub. I like to think of it as Renegade Manly Name, but don’t tell him. I need 

the gig.” 
Gil kept his expression bland. No way was he going to reveal what had transpired at the club 

earlier that evening. He wondered if the club would even open at this rate.  
“My boss said I should pick up a ticket for the opening. What kind of place is it ?” Lyle asked. 
“Its a posh place, as far as I know. I haven’t seen it though.” It wasn’t a lie, Gil thought, he really 

hadn’t seen it, he had not been aware of anything beyond the fact that it had a stage and a bar. The finer 

details had passed him by. 
“From what I’ve seen of it, it’s a pretentious club. The type that would throw me out for underage 

drinking just ‘cause I didn’t have an ID on me. But I’m working there, so I suppose I should say it’s the 

best damn nightclub that ever existed in the entire history of the universe,” Flynn offered. Did Feelgood 

just get a funny look on his face? What was that about? Didn’t like nightclubs with stripper poles? 
Another place he’d have to go without a date, Lyle thought gloomily. Still, at least for now he 

didn’t have any explaining to do to some hot-to-trot stud who wanted in his pants either. 
“And are you? Under age I mean?” Gil asked. Some part of him wanted to slap this cocky little 

sod down, another part wanted to...he sighed. Best leave that for later. The kid could be trouble. 
That startled a genuine laugh out of Flynn. “Me? Fuck no! I’m on the downhill side of twenty, 

man. I ain’t getting any younger. But thanks for the compliment.” 
“So, you going to show us these spectacular falls we keep hearing so much about?” Gil asked as 

they walked through the trees. The noise of rushing water was getting louder. He could smell food 

cooking. “What’s on offer tonight then?” 
“Apparently, all the hot guys you can eat.” Flynn grinned, and wondered if any of them would 

blush. “But other than that, I’ve got no idea.” 
“Is it just me, or is everyone round here gay? Please say yes!” It was out of his mouth before Lyle 

could stop himself. He was assuming a lot there and he felt his face heat as soon as it was out of his 

mouth. 
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Gil and Flynn both stopped and looked at Lyle. Gil laughed. “I was actually thinking that 

myself.” he admitted. “Any more gay and it would have a permanent rainbow. From what I’ve seen there 

are more hot guys here than you can throw a stick at.” 
“Dudes, San Francisco only wishes it were this gay,” Flynn replied, disbelieving. He figured out 

this town was gay central as soon as he saw the guy renting him his apartment was wearing an ascot. “It’s 

a pride parade without a float.” 
Lyle giggled. It was a girly giggle and he nearly choked on it, trying to get it back. He felt the 

heat of his skin rise a couple more degrees.  
Flynn raised an eyebrow at Jude Law. He was blushing, but it didn’t seem as cute as it did on 

Aiden. “So I take it we’re all queens here?” 
“Who you calling a Queen?” Gil grinned. “You’d be right, but watch it with the names.” 
“Absolutely, your Highness. No offense intended.” 
“That’s more like it, respect where respect is due.” Gil said “Now, I missed dinner to come to this 

bash, so point me in the way of the meat...” 
Flynn pointed over his shoulder. “Just follow the bears to find the buffet table. And hey, if I’m a 

good boy, will I ever get to see the Royal Scepter?” 
Gil paused and looked right into Flynn’s eyes. What a line. First the gag with the hand, now this. 

Without missing a beat, he smiled and raked a gaze down to Flynn’s shorts. “If you’re a good boy...” he 

said, slowly, “You might get to see the orbs too...” 
“I always knew I’d see the crown jewels someday.” Flynn threw his best grin at Gil, and 

wondered if it was really sinking in. Goddamn, this guy was hot. 
“You’d better be on your best behaviour. I might start charging an entry fee.” This kid was a hard 

act to follow, or keep up with for that matter. “Viewing is by invitation only, I’m choosy who I allow to 

take a look at the family jewels.” 
“Is there an audition? Or a pop quiz? I’m great at multiple choice.” 
“I’ve seen the crown jewels, they look fake”. Spare part, third wheel, gooseberry...which would 

be the best description? These guys were all over each other. Lyle half hoped they’d both end up with a 

bad case of poison ivy after they inevitably ended up in the bushes together. 
Flynn looked at Jude Law in mild disbelief. Jealous much? He glanced back at Feelgood, and said, 

“Don’t break my heart by telling me it’s prosthetic.” 
Gil was going to open his mouth to say something when he saw a familiar figure walk through the 

crowds not far off. Asher? Remembering a promise he’d made earlier to give the club boss and host of the 

evening’s entertainment  a massage for his sore back; he decided to try catch up with him. He glanced at 

his companions. “Well, folks, I’ve got to dash. I have an appointment to keep. I’ll catch you later, Lyle.” 
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He caught Flynn’s obviously disappointed look and grinned. “I’m sure you can introduce Lyle to a few 

people, Flynn. After all, you said you were going to be a good boy...”  
Flynn stared at him in disbelief. “Don’t you dare ...” But Feelgood had already turned and walked 

rapidly away. Bastard! He was so going to pay for that. He turned to Jude Law with a frustrated sigh. 

“Well, come on, Jude, I know some English teachers who’d be dying to meet you.” 

“You know, Flynn, Jude’s associated with Punch." 

Flynn glared at him. “Great. Now I’m calling you Jude the Obscure.” Flynn walked off, gesturing 

for Jude to follow. “C’mon before I punch you.” 
Fists at dawn? Hmmm, could be interesting, if you can take what you try to give out, youngster, 

thought Lyle.  
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Haven Falls #63: Illegal Fireworks  

Flynn Archer & Aiden Parker 

_________________________________________ 
Flynn couldn’t believe it was morning already. Where had the night gone? 

He meant to catch up with Aiden, he really did, but he got distracted by this cute Hispanic guy in 

tight red swim trunks after dumping Jude Law on the teachers, and before he knew it he was sharing a 

joint with him in the back of his car. He saw a few of the fireworks, but only when the guy was giving 

him a blow job. He should have gotten his number … or his name. Did he ever get his name? Mentally, 

he just called him Javier Bardem. Oh well, this was a small town, he’d probably run into him again 

sometime. Twenty bucks said he was a waiter. 

Maybe he could call Aiden, apologize, say something came up … no, that wouldn’t do. So 

obviously a lie. What he should do is call and put him on the defensive - “Where’d you go to? I came 

back and you were gone. What was that about?” Perfect. And that had the benefit of being true, as he did 

come back, with Jude in tow. Admittedly, he basically dumped him with the teachers and ran, but it 

counted.  

Oh, and that damn paramedic. He was going to get back at him for dumping him with that dead 

weight of a guy. How he didn’t know just yet, but he’d figure something out.  

This was a new type of walk of shame for him. He spent the night in Javier’s car. What sort of 

person just lets a stranger sleep in his car? Then again, what if it wasn’t his car? It was still parked in the 

same lot it was last night. Where had Javier gone off to that he never picked up his car? (Again, assuming 

it was his.) Now it occurred to him how weird this was. 

Just because the previous day had been a holiday, didn’t mean school wasn’t back in session 

today. He knew his students would be exhausted from being out all night, so he had an easy day planned, 

but he still had to get ready. After a quick shower and dressing in some shorts and a t-shirt, he let Dante 

out of his crate and hooked him to the leash. A nice morning walk around Haven Falls and he’d be awake 

and ready to go, and Dante would be asleep most of the day. 

As they walked, Aiden thought back the night before. He never had caught up with Flynn, which 

disappointed him. But why? He just wanted to ask him some questons, and then what? Invite him back to 

your place? On a school night? That would go well, he thought. How awkward would that have been? 

And what would they have done? Talked? Aiden snorted and Dante looked up at him. “Sorry, boy. Not 

you.”  
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Flynn had just rounded the corner on the same street as Renegade Steel - he was never getting 

used to that name; it sounded like a bad cologne - when he saw someone down the street. Oh shit. Aiden 

and his dog ... what was its name? Dante, right.  

Dante started to struggled against his leash and barked once, and Aiden looked up from being lost 

in thought to find the man he had been thinking about on the other end of the street. Well, look at that. 

Aiden frowned and let Dante lead him forward, eagerly bouncing.  

“It looks like Dante remembers you,” Aiden said when they were close enough. He almost let go 

of the leash, but held on tightly instead.  

Flynn crouched down and petted the white ball of fur. “Hey boy, how’d you like those fireworks 

last night, huh? Got any spare tranqs you could share with me?” The dog had no answer, which was a 

damn shame. He could use a talking dog as a distraction at this point. He stood up, and faced Aiden. “So 

where’d you get off to last night? I went back to the teacher’s room, but you weren’t there.” 

“That’s funny,” Aiden said, resisting the urge to cross his arms, “because I chased after you after 

you ran off. I wanted to know what the hell was going on.”  

Oh shit. He’d said he was going after someone, didn’t he? Goddamn, he really needed to learn 

when to keep his mouth shut. “ I thought I saw one of my neighbors from my apartment. He loaned me 

some stuff I needed to get back to him. No biggie.” 

“I thought you said you didn’t know anyone in town, Flynn. That’s the way you came across 

when we met.”  

“I really don’t know anyone. Neighbors don’t count. Although, you do have friends that aren’t 

teachers, right?” 

Aiden frowned and thought about it. He did meet those two guys last night, but those weren’t 

friends. He shrugged. “Maybe one.”  

“Really?” Flynn frowned at Aiden, and felt suddenly bad. Bad at the way he was stringing him 

along, bad for how everyone was surely treating him. “Look, if you wanna tell me to shut the fuck up, I 

will, but did you get burned or something?” 

“More like my ex didn’t understand my job took a lot of time and he couldn’t be the center of my 

world twenty four seven anymore. He didn’t take it too well. I moved here, and it’s the best decision I’ve 

made in a long time.” He hesitated but offered a small smile. “But you’re changing the subject.”  

“Oh god, the clingy type, I hate the clingy type.” Flynn rubbed his dry eyes, and wondered what 

time it was. The sky was overcast, there was a soft drizzle, and it blocked out the sun. He couldn’t guess 

the time from the sky. “You’re a nice guy, Aiden, really, but I’m starting to think maybe it’d be best if ... 

maybe we should cool off a bit, you know?”  
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“Cool off? Cool off from what? We kissed once under the Falls, and if I remember right, that was 

something you started, not me. So what’s going on?” Aiden did cross his arms now. Dante sensed they 

weren’t moving for a bit and lay down on the sidewalk.  

Fuck! Now Little Red Riding Hood was going to get all stroppy on him. Figures. “I don’t think 

I’m a guy you wanna know. Let’s leave it at that, okay?” 

Aiden’s eyes narrowed in frustration. “Why don’t you let me make the decision for myself, 

Flynn.”  

He shook his head. “Dude, you’re really nice, but ... yeah, I’m an asshole, and I think it’d be 

better if you save yourself and stay the hell away from me. I’m bad news.” He wouldn’t understand - how 

could he understand? No one in Haven Falls knew who he really was, although he found himself 

wondering about Vale. If he knew his parents, could he know him? It was an uncomfortable thought. He 

started to walk past Aiden, figuring he should get out of here before he changed his mind. He liked the 

guy, but he already knew he’d bring him nothing but misery.  

There was no way in hell Aiden was letting Flynn just walk away from him like this. They were 

not done talking, as far as he was concerned, so he reached out and grabbed his arm, holding tightly. 

“Why are you bad news, Flynn? Why don’t you tell me what you mean by that?” If he had to call out of 

work and invite Flynn back for coffee or something, he’d do it. But he would figure out what was going 

on.  

Flynn shook his head. What would he say? There was nothing to say here that wouldn’t just make 

him ask more questions. “ I think I’ve said too much as it is. I’m just an asshole, okay? Ask anyone. Let’s 

just end it there, okay?” 

“Ask who? Who am I supposed to ask, since you supposedly know no one in town. Where are 

you from, Flynn? Now that I think about it, whenever we’ve been together, I’ve said a lot about me, but 

you hardly say anything. Why? Who are you?”  

Flynn yanked his arm out of his grasp, still shaking his head. Stupid asshole that he was, he just 

said too damn much. What they never told you about new identities was how hard it was to constantly 

maintain a cover, especially when the person you were supposed to be was nothing like the person you 

were. “I am wrong for you, that’s who I am. And I think you know that too.” 

Aiden was tired of being told who or what was right or wrong for him. Peter tried to pull stuff 

like that all the time. He might still be the same shy guy as before, but he was free from that. And no one 

was going to tell him who was right or wrong. He’d figure it out on his own, even if he made a mistake or 

two on the way. Rather than answer Flynn, he grabbed him again, by the shirt this time, and pulled him 

close. Before he could protest, he pressed his lips against Flynn’s before he could react. Just like Flynn 

had done to him two days before.  
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Flynn was surprised at the kiss, but pleasantly so. Little Red Riding Hood had some fire. That 

was ... no, this was bad. He needed to get this guy away from him before he got hurt. The hand in the park 

was just a reminder how everyone around him ended up; the universe was trying to tell him something. 

He was a hundred percent sure what, but it couldn’t be good. Maybe ‘Don’t get too comfortable, asshat’.  

It was then he heard a weird, familiar noise. A crunch of gravel beneath tires, a slight skid on the 

wet street. It shouldn’t have gained any attention at all, except there were no cars out at this time of the 

morning, and didn’t it sound like it sped up? Flynn pushed away from Aiden and looked, just in time to 

see the car window slide down, and something appear in the gap, something dark yet shiny, a small steel 

rod ... 

“Fuck!” He tackled Aiden, taking him down to the pavement as shots rang out. Anemic little 

things, little pops like firecrackers, but he heard glass break behind them, and idly wondered if Renegade 

Steel should invest in bulletproof glass.  

There was a small service alley beside the club, and he dragged himself and Aiden into it, using 

the building for cover. Who the hell was shooting at them? The car squealed as it accelerated around the 

corner, giving up for now, and Flynn took a deep breath. He hadn’t realized he was holding it until now. 

“Are you all right?”  

Aiden stared at Flynn, eyes wide and mouth dropping open as he tried to speak. Was he all right? 

What the hell just happened? Were they really shot at? Dante whimpered by his feet and with a shaking 

hand he reached down to pat him reassuringly. When Flynn had first tackled him he wondered what the 

hell he was up to, but then those shots...  

“I’m... I’m f-fine,” he said, then reached up to touch the back of his head. It wasn’t bleeding, but 

it did hurt. And he was shaken up. He took a deep breath to try to calm himself.  

Fucking hell. He thought things were bad before. Flynn wondered if he was becoming prophetic. 

“So, coffee?” He tried to smile at his stupid joke, but still couldn’t manage it. He’d get the adrenaline 

shakes later, but right now he was just in survival mode.  

Once again Aiden stared at him in shock. More at his seeming ability to joke after that. A list of 

things to do to him ran through his mind, first of which was strangling him, followed by punching him. 

He wasn’t sure which would be the best course of action. He reached out and punched him on the arm, 

but he was sure it was weak. His hand was shaking too much. “If we can make it to my place alive, I’ll 

give you coffee. And I think you owe me an explanation.”  

“Sounds like a plan.” No it didn’t - he had no idea what he was going to tell him. He had no idea 

why anyone would shoot at him. (Okay, he had some reasons, but not as Flynn.) But they needed to get 

off the street, that was for damn sure. He stood, and gave Aiden a hand up, helping him to his feet.  

Oh Christ, what if the cops were called? What was he supposed to tell them?  
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When Flynn helped him up, Aiden refused to give him back his hand. He held onto it tightly. He 

tried to tell him it was to keep the other man from running off, but if he was being completely honest, he 

was a little terrified at the moment and needed know he wasn’t alone. Hell, he’d been shot at. He figured 

he was allowed a little fear. After making sure there were no cars, he tugged Dante’s leash. “My house is 

just up the street.”  

“Lead the way,” Flynn said, wondering how he was expected to run off with Aiden holding onto 

him so tightly. Crap.  

When had he gone from the Big Bad Wolf to the Big Sad Wolf? Goddamn it. 
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Haven Falls #69: Facing The Music  

Carter Gillespie and Miles Sutherland 

________________________________________________ 
Gil went straight to the locker room, hoping he wouldn’t cross paths with Miles before he was 

changed into his kit. Mike, the emergency medical technician, looked up as he came in. Mike’s feet were 

on the table, a cup of coffee steaming on the table near his elbow. “Hells bells, what time do you call this? 

I was going to shout for one of the others to come cover for you.” 

“Sorry, late night.” Gil kept it short. Mike did not need to know where he had been. The massage 

he’d given Asher Rose ended up being a little more intense than he’d intended. A lot more, truth be told. 

He went to his locker and dragged out the uniform.  

Miles Sutherland put his head in the door and saw the two paramedics talking. Two startled faces 

turned in his direction. 

Mike took one look at the Doctor, muttered something about checking the ambulance had been 

re-stocked and took off. Gil watched his departure and froze. Time to face the music. 

Miles stared at Gil for a minute, taking in the flushed face and the party clothes from last night. 

He was willing to bet his house that the kid hadn’t slept in his own bed last night. So, he got lucky? Since 

when had that been a problem for him? He should have been cheering him on, not having this sick feeling 

at the bottom of his gut. It wasn’t as if he fancied him at all. Just his youth and looks. “I waited to see if 

you would turn up for a jog? I wasn’t sure whether you were coming or not.” 

Oh yes, I was, Gil thought, sighing inwardly. He dragged his shirt off and stuffed it in his locker, 

intent on changing as fast as possible. Why the hell did he feel so guilty all of a sudden? It wasn’t as if he 

owed Miles anything beyond being a guy he worked with. “I’m sorry about this morning,” he said, 

tugging the navy shirt on and buttoning it up quickly. “I should have called you.” He toed off his shoes 

and dropped his trousers, pulling the uniform ones on quickly. Reaching into his locker, he retrieved his 

boots and sat down to pull them on. All the while he could feel Miles’ eyes on him. 

Miles snorted; he’d noted the reaction when he used the word ‘coming’. “So, looks like you got 

lucky? Was it that Asian bloke that looked like he wanted to jump you in the park?” Miles smirked inside 

as Gil’s flush got deeper. Pale skin was a dead giveaway. One of the reasons he’d let his facial hair grow. 

He rubbed his beard, he really should get it trimmed. “Sorry, that’s probably way out of line. Anyway, 

don’t worry, I found someone else to run with.” 

Gil looked up at that comment. What the hell was wrong with him now? He shouldn’t feel jealous 

that the doc had found someone else to keep him company. He tugged his boot on and the laces got 

caught under his foot. “Damn!” It came out with more vehemence than he intended. “And no! It was not 
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that annoying little prick from the park!” He was pissed off for some reason. Why? Because he figured 

Miles should credit him with more taste? 

“You don’t have to tell me who you were with. It’s none of my business, really.” Although I 

would love to know who made you look like you’d been fucked senseless Miles thought to himself, 

catching sight of a couple of hickeys before the shirt covered them. “For some reason I feel that you need 

someone to look out for you. I know what it’s like being a long way from home, young and horny as 

hell.” 

Someone to look out for me? What did the doc want to become, his father? Gil fastened off his 

boots, trying not to let his feelings show on his face, and sighed. “I was out of line, being late this 

morning. It’s only my second week, for God’s sake. I went to the party last night....” 

“Luckily there’s been no emergencies, so as long as you don’t make a habit of it.” Miles noted the 

dark smudges under the young man’s eyes. How much sleep had he got last night? Stop it, Miles. If you 

go on much longer your nice shade of green will be a lovely contrast to the paramedic’s blushes. “You 

didn’t ask me who my jogging companion was.” 

Do I want to know? Gil thought.  

“Rufus the Second. Roofie for short.” Miles chuckled inside at the nickname. A few walks with 

the dog, and he’d fall asleep on the couch no problem. 

“Either you’ve made a date with some obscure monarch, or you’ve managed to find yourself a pet. 

A dog?” 

“Yep, the mutt from the park. I’ll tell you all about it while we walk to the hospital cafeteria. You 

look like you could do with a nice cuppa.” Miles cocked his little finger in the classic “tea” signal.  

Gil nodded, he was dying for a cup of tea, and so far, in true hospital-cafeteria style, somehow 

they managed to produce a half-decent brew among all these coffee-obsessed Americans. He followed 

Miles out of the room.  

“So, was it the sheriff?” Miles asked, he couldn’t help it. He wanted to know. “When we turned 

in the hand yesterday, he was eyeing you off like a tasty morsel” Not that he was jealous. Far from it. He 

just found that now his love life was non-existent, he enjoyed knowing others weren’t in the same pathetic 

boat. Living vicariously as it were. Gil had that fresh-faced innocence that simply begged out to be fucked. 

If he was ten years younger, he’d have been lining up, too. 

“The Sheriff might have something to say about it if he finds out.” Gil admitted. He knew the 

man had been more than interested when he had pulled him over the other day. “Miles...” Gil stopped 

following and stood in the corridor, not certain what to say. He hadn’t shaken the homesickness that had 

washed through him before he left Asher’s car. Maybe it was Asher’s generous invitation to the Steele 
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that had thrown in his face the fact he knew very few people. Maybe it was the weather, he wasn’t sure. 

Maybe it had all conspired to make him feel out of place and out of whack.  

Miles saw Gil’s face turn pale all of a sudden. Shit. All his wild fancies about who he had or 

hadn’t fucked now seemed not only inappropriate but petty, wrong. He put out his hand and rested it 

briefly on Gil’s shoulder. No more than a touch, a brief moment of contact. “It’s alright. You don’t have 

to tell me, but if you need a friend, someone to talk to. Don’t hesitate. As I said before. Been there, done 

that. It can get lonely living a long way from home. I’m not family.” Miles sighed inside. That’s exactly 

what he sounded like, like the kid’s grandfather, giving advice. Who was he to offer words of comfort? 

He had a hard enough time coping with his own shit. He sighed. “Just know that if you ever have a 

problem. I’m here for you.” 

Gil forced a smile. Part of him resisted Miles’ attempt to comfort him. Part of him welcomed the 

concern, more than welcomed it in fact. He was about to open his mouth and confess when Miles 

continued on.  

“Now about this black and white dog that I thought was black and brown....”  
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Haven Falls #73: Cream With Your Coffee?  

Aiden Parker & Flynn Archer 

_______________________________________ 
Aiden unlocked the door to his house and pushed the door open, letting Dante off his leash to run 

inside. “Come on in,” he said to Flynn, holding the door open for him. He had been jumpy the entire walk 

home and had not really let go of Flynn until they were close to his house. He said it was to make sure 

they stuck together, though part of him wondered if it was to keep him from running off as well.  

Flynn followed Aiden and Dante in, feeling just a bit like he was walking to the gallows. He’d 

been deciding on the way what to tell him, what he could safely tell him. Not all of it, never all of it, but 

maybe some. He could cherry pick the truth, and go from there. It was easier to improvise when there was 

some truth at the core. “Well ... do I get free smoking jacket at this hunting lodge?” His living room had 

an almost excessive manliness to it, all earth tones and cleanliness, with books everywhere like it was a 

goddamn lending library. It was cute, in a way. 

“Um, no. And I don’t now if you smoke, but no smoking in my house. He glanced at Flynn’s 

pockets for some tell-tale sign of a pack then went to the kitchen. He wiped a hand through his damp hair 

and grabbed the phone. “Do you want something to drink?”  

"Uh, who are you calling?" 

“I have to call work and tell them I’m not going in. They’ll need to find a sub for me.” Aiden 

glanced at the clock and breathed a sigh of relief. He still had enough time to meet the deadline. “Make 

yourself comfortable, this will just take a minute.”  

“Oh sure.” If he really made himself at home, he’d strip down to his underwear and watch crappy 

television, or maybe just surf the internet for porn, but somehow he didn’t think that was what he meant. 

At least he wasn’t calling the cops. He really didn’t need the cops in his face right now. 

Flynn started looking around at his books, listening vaguely as Little Red Riding Hood talked to 

someone at his school. He had a fireplace, which always struck him as weird, perhaps because he never 

saw the appeal of them, but he had books on the shelf above. Leather bound, they looked old ... they 

looked like something that might be worth money to someone. (Oh goddamn it. Once a thief, always a 

thief.) He’d picked up an H.P. Lovecraft and was flipping through it, still unable to keep from wondering 

how much he could sell it for on eBay if he had to, when Aiden came back into the living room.  

After hanging up the phone, Aiden stepped back into the living room and saw one of his books in 

Flynn’s hands. He had to fight a cringe. He hated when anyone touched his books without asking first, but 

he took a deep breath and let it go. “Those are older, so please be careful with them. They’re not worth 

much on the market because of their condition and edition, but they are to me.”  
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“Okay, cool.” He closed the book and put it back, wondering if Aiden was starting to not trust 

him. Fair enough - he’d given him no reason to trust him. “Any chance of coffee? Or do you want to skip 

to the big boy stuff and get wasted?”  

“Coffee sounds good. It’s too early to drink. Although, in this case I may make an exception.” 

Disappearing back into the kitchen, Aiden started a pot of coffee going and pulled out two plain blue 

mugs. Questions ran through his mind - most of which he was going to ask, and get answers to - while he 

worked.  

“Hey, can I get mine in a “World’s Greatest Grandpa” mug?” 

Aiden couldn’t help it and laughed softly. “Sorry. I broke it yesterday.”  

“Goddamn it. That settles it. Next time I visit a mall, I’m getting you a “World’s Clumsiest 

Teacher” mug.” 

“I seriously doubt you’d be able to find one. However, ‘World’s Greatest Teacher’ comes in 

every size, shape, color, and language.” The coffee was starting to percolate and he breathed it in, 

relaxing slightly. He was home now. Home was safe. And the scent of coffee instantly put him at ease.  

Flynn stood in the kitchen archway, watching Aiden pour the coffee. “You’re gonna have to teach 

me something first, before I make that kind of commitment. So what do you wanna teach me?” He put on 

his sexiest smile, hoping to make him forget all about the shooting. Maybe he wouldn’t ask for an 

explanation of any sort if he could get him preoccupied with something else.  

Aiden turned and put his back against the counter, leaning back on his elbows and staring at 

Flynn. Damn if the man wasn’t hot. He resisted the urge to lick his lips. “I could teach you a few things. 

But coffee first. And questions for you. Like what the hell happened back there?” He moved to the fridge 

and pulled out the cream and held it up in question.  

“Just a half a cup of sugar. Look, I don’t know what happened back there, except we almost 

became a drive by statistic.” Maybe denial would work. It wasn’t just a river in Egypt, it was a handy 

shield. 

“Half cup? Seriously?” Aiden raised an eyebrow. “A drive by? I seriously doubt it. I could leave 

me door unlocked in this town and come home to find everything still there. I’ve been here nearly a year, 

Flynn, and aside from some stupid teenagers and their usual messing around and pranks, there is nothing. 

So please. I’m not stupid.”  

Flynn sighed and pulled out a kitchen chair, which he collapsed into dramatically. But frankly he 

was kind of tired. Adrenaline crash was going to do that to you. Okay, so he’d go with story A, and see if 

that was enough. “I came to Haven Falls looking for someone. But you gotta keep this between us, okay? 

Tell no one.” He took a deep breath, and continued. Telling half-truths still felt kind of exposing, like he 

was asking someone to come and fuck him over again. “My mother was murdered eighteen years ago. 
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The case was never solved. My dad disappeared about a year ago, a year and a half, and I now have 

reason to believe he was in on it. That’s why I’m here. Supposedly he’s here somewhere.” 

Aiden prepared his coffee, put the cream away, then set Flynn’s coffee in front of him with the 

bowl of sugar. He’d put two scoops in but maybe it wasn’t enough. “I’m sorry to hear about your mother. 

You really think your father had something to do with it?” He took a seat in his usual chair. Dante had 

apparently crashed from the excitement and was sleeping on his bed by the door.  

“I went through his papers after he disappeared, and I found a life insurance policy he’d taken out 

on both me and my mother a week before she died. If that’s not suspicious, I don’t know what is. Also, he 

lied to the cops. He said he hadn’t seen my mom for months before her death, but I have a time stamped 

photograph that has him meeting with her on a street corner the day before her death.” He picked up the 

teaspoon out of the sugar bowl and dumped about four more in before stirring his coffee. Had to be good 

and sweet; a caffeine and sugar punch should make the crash feeling go away.  

“When did you find the photograph? Have you gone to the cops with this information?” The 

amount of sugar Flynn was dumping in his coffee was disturbing. Aiden liked sweet things too, but that 

was crazy. He sipped his own.  

“I don’t like cops. I’ve had some bad experiences that lead me to guess we have a mutual hate 

on.” Flynn sipped his coffee, and winced. Kind of sweet, but still kind of bitter, so he stirred in another 

couple of teaspoons of sugar. He had no idea if the mildly horrified look Aiden was giving him was for 

the story, the coffee, or both. “And someone sent me the photo.” 

“When did they send it to you?”  

“About a month ago.” Two weeks, six days, and seven point three hours ago, but who was really 

counting? 

Aiden felt like he was in the middle of a mystery plot, and a piece of his literary side was excited. 

He tried to tell himself that this was bad and he should not be involved, that he should be calling the cops 

about the shooting, but he stayed in his seat. “Why would they wait so long to send you the photo? Do 

they want something from you?”  

Flynn sighed. These were questions he had asked himself, to no avail. “I don’t know. I figured I 

was being set up, but I also figured what the hell. It wasn’t like I had much of a life left to lose anyways. 

Which is why I thought maybe you should run as far away from me as possible. Can’t say I didn’t warn 

you, teach.” 

“Yeah, well, I’ll admit you did warn me. But I wasn’t expecting to be shot at. Do you think the 

person who sent the photo is the one who did this today?”  

Flynn shrugged. “I dunno. You’d think, but I haven’t made any headway in my own 

investigations.” He wasn’t going to tell him about Vale just yet, nor about his own shady past. Those 
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could wait until the apocalypse. Beneath the table, Flynn rubbed his leg against Aiden’s calf. It was fast, 

like maybe it was an accident, but he sat back in his chair and gave him a small smile. “We got all day, 

don’t we? Why don’t you give me a tour of the place? Maybe we could find something else to do to pass 

the time.” 

Aiden continued to sip his coffee, fighting the blush off his face and losing. “It’s a small house. It 

wouldn’t be much of a tour, I’m afraid.”  

“It doesn’t have to be,” Flynn admitted, and suddenly felt weary. The coffee was taking too long 

to work. “Why don’t we go upstairs and pick up where we left off?” 

“You mean show you my etchings?” Aiden smiled around the rim of his cup.  

Flynn grinned back. “Yeah. Got any good ones? I here there’s this guy, Pixar, who does amazing 

work. Got him?” 

“Sadly, no. Sorry.” Finishing the coffee quickly, he set the cup down on the table.  

How honest could he be with him? He didn’t know. He thought he had lost his mind to trust him 

as much as he did. But Aiden seemed harmless, like a guy who would never hurt anyone, which was so 

unlike his usual type he honestly had no idea why he was here. If a guy didn’t have a rap sheet, he hardly 

knew them at all. Then again, maybe that was why all his relationships had been jokes. “Look ... I really 

don’t wanna go home right now. Can I stay here?” 

He wasn’t sure if that was just a line, or Flynn really meant it, but one look at his face and Aiden 

couldn’t deny him a place for a while. They had just been shot at. Who would want to go back out there? 

“Yeah, you can stay here.”  

“Thanks.” Flynn stood up, and asked, “Where’s the bathroom? I think I need to go puke up my 

dinner. Got any Valium I can borrow?” 

Aiden cringed a little. Poor guy. “No Valium, but the bathroom is just inside the front door.”  

“Thanks. I appreciate it.” Flynn walked off, running his hands through his hair, wondering if he 

should call it quits now before shit got any realer. He should go to his place, repack his duffel bag, and get 

the fuck out of Dodge before the gunman came back for round two. But he wasn’t known for his genius, 

was he? Oh fuck it, when had life gotten so complicated? 

As he walked by, Aiden noticed a little shake in his hands and he got up to follow him and make 

sure he was okay. “Flynn, are you sure you’re all right?”  

Flynn stopped and turned to face him. “You know, no, I am seriously not all right.” He then 

grabbed Aiden and kissed him, his lips still soft, although now they tasted of bitter coffee. He slid his 

hands up his back, beneath his shirt, because he had to feel his skin. It was warm and soft, and he thought 

he could feel his blood pumping through his body. This was nice. This was real and safe and this was 

something he could handle.  
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The change from feeling sick to the sudden kiss startled Aiden, but he went with it, and returned 

the kiss with just as much pressure and force as Flynn gave. The hands on his back felt fantastic and he 

tried not to dwell on how long it had been. Don’t think, just do, Aiden. He ran his hands up Flynn’s chest 

and rested them there, fingers lightly gripping the tank top under his fingers.  

Flynn gently bit Aiden’s lower lip as he walked them back to the sofa, and pushed him down, 

kissing him the whole time, pressing down on him. He felt so good, such a warm, solid weight beneath 

him, it was hard to believe anything bad had ever happened. Yes, he was going with that thought. He 

liked that. Denial could be fun too.  

Aiden moaned softly as he was backed to his couch. Flynn’s weight above him was perfect, and 

he found his hands wandering more. They slipped under the tank but it wasn’t enough. He pushed Flynn 

back enough to pull it off over his head and tossed it to the floor. Once it was gone, he pulled him back 

down, continued the kiss, and let Flynn have control. 
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Haven Falls #75: Sexy Time  

Flynn Archer & Aiden Parker 

(Some adult content) 

Flynn grabbed one of Aiden’s hands and pinned it down to the couch as he kissed him deeply, 

grinding his pelvis into his. God, he’d wanted Little Red Riding Hood since he’d first seen him. It was 

almost unbelievable that he was letting him get this far. But fear and people’s reactions to it could do 

funny things to a person. Especially someone who should know better. 

(Flynn, you bastard, he thought to himself. You know damn well you’re gonna end up hurting this 

kid. You always do.)  

Aiden loved when someone else took control, and he felt like his body was about to melt through 

the couch. He had the strange thought of Dante, who was in the other room, coming to investigate and it 

bothered him. But the dog was asleep. And damn if being on the couch like this wasn’t hotter than his bed. 

The blush that covered his face at the images flowing through his mind spread down to his neck and chest.  

Flynn looked down at Aiden and saw the flush in his pale skin. Aww, Little Red Riding Hood 

probably had no idea how sexy he was. How had that happened? “You’re so fucking hot when you 

blush,” he told him, grabbing Aiden’s shirt and pulling it off over his head. He then kissed his neck, his 

chest, working his way down, enjoying the heat from his body. He smelled good, like he was fresh out of 

the shower. (Oh shit. How did he smell since he slept in his clothes all night? Couldn’t have been that bad, 

since he hadn’t noticed himself.) 

With his hands free, Aiden slid his hands down Flynn’s back and then back up to slip his fingers 

in the strands of Flynn’s short hair. It was soft and felt nice. It also gave him something to distract himself 

with while the other man moved down his body. God, he thought he was going to lose his mind. He also 

hoped like hell Flynn wouldn’t turn around and want him to take over, though he didn’t see a problem 

there.  

Flynn traced a pattern on his abdomen with the tip of his tongue, tasting the salt of Aiden’s skin, 

following his treasure trail, feeling him writhe beneath him. He couldn’t believe he finally got to him. He 

really thought teacher was going to make him clean his erasers after school for a year before giving him a 

shot at the good stuff. He grabbed the waist of his track pants and underwear and pulled them down, 

giving him a look at naked Aiden for the first time. Just as hot as he thought he would be. The guy 

worked out. “If you want me to stop, just say so,” he said, tossing the clothing aside. Now why had he 

said that? 
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This was not how Aiden usually did things. Far from it. Dating, then sex. He just always was that 

way. So he surprised himself when he shook his head and said, “No, don’t stop.” The way Flynn looked 

at him... he shivered and licked his lips.  

Flynn found himself looking down at Aiden like he’d never seen him before. He thought Little 

Red Riding Hood had a wild side, if he could just open up. Now here it was. He kissed him again, feeling 

how hard he was, and wondered, not for the first time, how long it had been since Aiden had had a really 

good fuck. Poor kid probably needed it. (But from him? Damn his conscience!)  

Aiden added pressure to the kiss, sliding his tongue between Flynn’s lips and tasting the coffee 

with all that added sugar. It was sweet, almost too sweet, but he liked it. His hands slid from Flynn’s hair, 

down his back and to the waist of his shorts. He tugged at them insistently, trying to get his point across 

without breaking the kiss. Skin on skin was great, but just this wasn’t enough.  

Flynn sat back on his knees and pulled down the waist of his shorts, but not before pulling a 

condom out of his front pocket. He may never have been a Boy Scout, but he was always prepared. “You 

sure?” What the fuck was he asking?! You don’t ask the innocent hot guy if he wants to back out of sex 

with you! Had he been taken over by a pod person or something? 

“Positive.” Aiden glanced at the condom suddenly in his hand and smiled, a tiny giggle slipping 

through his lips. His mind was so far gone he’d stupidly forgotten. He wasn’t even going to question why 

Flynn just happened to have one in his pocket. It worked to their advantage right now.  

Flynn tore the condom packet open with his teeth, and felt a last vestige of conscience as he 

rolled the condom on, spitting in his hand to lube himself up.He was sure he was nothing but bad news 

for this guy, who seemed as sweet and perfect as a fairy tale prince. (Making him, by process of 

elimination, the frog.) But no one ever said he had to make this a regular thing. What was a fuck between 

friends, huh? He went in for a kiss, burying his tongue in his mouth as he parted Aiden’s legs and slipped 

inside him, wondering if he kissed Aiden enough if he’d become a real prince too.  

Aiden wasn’t quite prepared for it, and cringed, trying to lose himself in the kiss and forget about 

the temporary pain. He had to pull back and take a deep breath, fingers digging into Flynn’s shoulders. 

“Wait a second,” he managed to breathe out. “It’s... been a while.”  

Flynn took a moment to catch his breath. “I don’t want to hurt you. We can go slow, yeah? 

Whatever you want.” He meant it too. Aiden was so hot he really just wanted to fuck him stupid - the fact 

that he was showing some restraint meant ... something. He wasn’t sure what. Flynn kissed the rain off his 

face, the sweat, although it all tasted like tears. 

“Slow is good,” he agreed, closing his eyes through the kisses. He sighed softly as his body began 

to relax and allowed himself a moment to hope this was not just a one time thing. 
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Flynn kissed Aiden until he felt him relax, felt his body soften beneath him, and he had a weird 

realization that he wanted to freeze this moment. Aiden was so not like him, he almost envied him. Too 

late to turn back now, though. He moved slowly at first, never moving his mouth from his, waiting to see 

how he would react, enjoying the friction of their skin.  

As his body relaxed, Aiden pushed his body against Flynn’s, increasing the contact, and shifted 

one leg to wrap around his waist. It had been so long since he’d been with someone he didn’t know how 

long he would last, so he tried to encourage Flynn to keep the pace slow.  

It was almost painful, he wanted to just pound him, but he moved slow, responding to Aiden’s 

wishes, kissing his throat and feeling his pulse flutter beneath his warm flesh. How could a guy this hot 

want him? Jesus, why weren’t there guys beating down his door? He didn’t care, not really, but he had to 

keep himself distracted so he didn’t hurt him.  

Aiden shifted underneath Flynn, and the move caused him to cry out as his length pressed against 

that bundle of nerves. “Oh God,” he managed to get out. “Move. Please.” All pain disappeared and 

pleasure took its place. Any thought of taking it slow vanished with the pain.  

Flynn started to be less gentle, quickening his pace, finding a good rhythm that they could both 

live with. Aiden’s moans were so sexy he had to kiss him, cover his mouth with his, or he was just going 

to lose it. He loved to make him moan.  

As their bodies moved together, Aiden wrapped his other leg around Flynn’s waist, thankful for 

his flexibility. He felt his climax quickly rising and struggled to fight it off. Hands moved over Flynn’s 

back, covering every inch of it, exploring it and committing it to memory. He felt so damn good.  

Flynn began to thrust into him hard. He didn’t want to hurt him, but he’d been so good up until 

now he wasn’t sure he could hold back any longer. He grabbed one of Aiden’s hands and pinned it down 

over his head as he looked into his desire glazed eyes, searching for any sign that he should stop. He saw 

none, so he determined to lose himself in Aiden as long as he could last. 

Without any help from his hand or Flynn’s, just the pressure of their bodies together had Aiden 

cry out once more as he spilled between them. His hands grabbed at Flynn’s slick skin and nails dug in as 

he slowly came back to reality.  

A combination of the pain of Aiden digging his fingers into his flesh and the contractions of his 

muscles had Flynn orgasm hard, in a way that seemed to reverberate throughout his entire body. He 

collapsed on Aiden, panting for breath, waiting for the feeling to stop rolling through him. It occurred to 

him to tell him he was much better than Javier Bardem, but just the thought of it, silly as it was, made him 

feel terrible. Aiden deserved better than him. Maybe someday, he’d get it.  
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Aiden released his tight hold on him and lay there, breathing just as heavily, completely at ease. 

This felt... different, somehow. Aiden smiled to himself and closed his eyes. Unable to resist, he stretched 

up just a bit and pressed a brief kiss to Flynn’s forehead and then dropped back to the pillow. 
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Haven Falls #81: Whose Hand is it Anyway 

Aiden Parker, Flynn Archer, Henry Vale, Miles Sutherland 

________________________________________________ 
“Stop pulling. I’m going as fast as I can.” The lead Miles had attached to Roofie’s collar stretched 

taut as the dog took off again. The stupid mutt only had two speeds: ‘On’ or ‘Off’.  

Miles sighed. From the looks of Roofie’s newly mud-caked legs, he’d need to give him another 

bath tonight. Haven Falls Park still squelched underfoot from the effects of the morning’s downpour. 

You’d think the rain would have washed away any interesting scents, but the dog still insisted on sniffing 

every bloody tree and marking it. It was a wonder it had anything left to piss. 

Lucky the weather had been kind enough to stop raining during his lunch break. Instead of his 

usual cafeteria burger he’d gone home to see if his new acquisition was okay. His neighbor, Mrs Danvers, 

had knocked ever so politely on the front door within minutes of his arrival and complained in that prissy 

voice she had that his new “animal” had whined the whole time he was away. 

What did she expect, for Christ’s sake? At least he’d managed to avoid most of the licks when 

he’d walked inside, but he’s almost been knocked off his feet when he first arrived. A quick jog around 

the park seemed to be the only solution. Wear him out so he’d sleep for the rest of the afternoon. 

Hopefully the exercise wouldn’t have his owner nodding on his desk too. 

Up ahead, a figure trudged through the park toward them, hands in pockets and shoulders 

hunched against the cold. A breeze had sprung up during the morning, changing the steady rain to 

intermittent downpours. The sun hadn’t made its appearance all day. 

Flynn had to get out of Aiden’s place, even if just for a little while. He lied, said he was due to 

show up at the Steele for a fitting, which wasn’t true. That absurdity was over and done with. No, he just 

had to get out of there before the guilt made him explode. He liked to think he wasn’t a complete bastard 

(a partial bastard he would have to cop to), but Aiden was so innocent, so sweet; he made him feel like a 

fucking mass murderer. And he couldn’t get mad at him about it because he wasn’t doing it on purpose. It 

was just him, his problem, all his jackassery suddenly evident, making him feel like the world’s biggest 

asshole. He needed to get out of there, clear his head, and mentally talk himself out of just running, 

catching the first bus out of Haven Falls. He couldn’t stop now anyways - someone tried to kill him! 

Clearly, he was close to something.  

He decided to distract himself by walking the fringes of the wood, seeing if there were any more 

spare body parts that the cops might have missed. Funny that there’d only been one hand.  

Miles stopped for a second and eyed the man walking toward them. It was Flynn. What was he 

doing here at this time of the day? Roofie jerked suddenly and took off after the approaching figure. 
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“Look out!” Miles was pulled along by the dog who was yapping excitedly at the man as if he were a long 

lost friend. 

At the sound of the shout, Flynn looked up in time to see a scruffy dog heading for him like a 

furry torpedo. At least it wasn’t angry, or he’d have had to kick it. Then he saw who was coming after the 

dog. “Hey, Mad Max, you looking for clues too?” 

Mad, bloody Max? Who did this guy think he was? Calling him names. Once it might have been a 

compliment, but now not so much given Mel Gibson’s latest antics. Miles studied the man in front of him. 

He was wearing one of those cocky grins that probably used to work on his mother when he stole the last 

cookie from the jar, but it wasn’t impressing him. Anyway if he wanted to go down the name-calling path 

what about his namesake, Errol Flynn? Did the phrase ‘In Like Flynn’ match what this guy was probably 

thinking he could do with all the guys in Haven Falls? Miles managed to control his new pet before it 

knocked the little punk over, although he was tempted to let go of the lead and watch him jump up and 

put some paw marks over the smart-ass git. “What’s with the Mad Max, buddy? You have some problem 

addressing people by their real names?” 

“I can never remember names. Nicknames are easier. When did you get a mutt? Is there some sort 

of town rule? Is everyone assigned a dog when they move here?” 

Miles snorted as he switched hands holding the lead. Roofie kept scrambling around his legs, 

trying to wrap him up like a mummy. The kid may be a punk but he sure didn’t take a step back. “Don’t 

you recognize him? He’s the hound that dug up the hand. I found him last night, hiding from the firework 

display.” 

“What? No shit!” Flynn crouched down and looked at the dog more closely. This was the hand-

chewing mutt? “Are you sure? I thought he was more brown.” 

“I spent two hours last night, picking burrs out of his coat and then bathing him. He cleans up 

alright, as long as you ignore the battered ears and the scars from too many fights.” Miles rubbed the spot 

behind Roofie’s ears which he’d noted always calmed him down. “Speaking of the number of dogs in 

Haven Falls. Have you noticed that the animals seem to match their owners? I saw a pedigree Akita here 

the other day. I wasn’t sure which was the better looking, the owner or the dog. Now this one....” Miles 

glanced down at Roofie who was looking up at him as if he was listening. “You’re about as ugly as me, 

aren’t you, mate?” Miles crouched down so he too was on eye-level with the dog, taking care to keep a 

strong grip on his collar and only just managing to avoid a thorough tongue-lashing as he picked a few 

more grass burrs out of his coat. 

Flynn frowned, feeling an unfamiliar pang of jealousy. This was the second time this had 

happened concerning Aiden. Either he was getting soft, or something about Little Red Riding Hood just 
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brought out his protective side. “Give the dog a break. He’s much cuter than you.” He gave Miles a tight 

smile, just to let him know he was joking. Kind of. 

Miles laughed out loud that time. The sound was strange. Not one he’d heard for a while. Life 

hadn’t exactly been a Saturday Night Live laugh-fest for a few years. He stood and stretched his 

knees...they weren’t getting any younger either. “You asked me before whether I was looking for clues, 

too. You reckon there might be more body pieces lying around? The sheriff’s office did a pretty good 

hunt the other day.” 

“Yeah, but ... only one hand? They usually come in pairs. Besides, why would only one hand be 

out here? If someone lopped it off while chainsaw juggling, you’d think they’d remember to come back 

and get it. I mean, how would just a single one get out here? Can you think of any scenario where that 

could happen?” 

“Maybe it’s a sign to someone, a warning?” Miles started to walk down the path and Flynn fell 

into step beside him. “Would you like me to let the bloodhound off the leash and see if he finds 

anything?” 

“Got a taste for human meat, does he? Sure, if you think he’ll come back with a leg next time.” 

Flynn considered what Miles had said. Something wasn’t sitting well with him, although he couldn’t 

pinpoint exactly what. “Why would it be a warning? I mean, if it was a warning, why not mail it to the 

guy, leave it on his doorstep?” 

“Maybe they did and the dog knicked it. He was pretty hungry when I found him. Miles leant 

down and unclipped the leash from the brand-new collar he’d bought from the hardware store this 

morning. “Now the only problem is, you have to catch Roofie if he doesn’t come back.” Miles glanced 

over and laughed at the look of horror on his companion’s face. “What’s the matter think you wouldn’t be 

fast enough?” 

“It’s you I’m worried about. How’s the ticker?” 

Miles scowled. Was there a book being run on him in the town on the likelihood of their doctor 

carking it someday soon. He hitched up his sweatpants. He’d stopped drinking beer lately, surely they 

were a bit looser than they had been yesterday? “Hang on, what’s Roofie doing now? He seems to be 

digging for something.” 

Flynn edged closer to the dog, but suddenly he felt a bit queasy. Shouldn’t he be at home, 

changing clothes, maybe packing? Oh god, why did he ever believe that photograph he got in the mail? If 

he ignored it, he could be having a quiet, stupid life. “Yeah. What if it’s a head?” 

A shudder ran through Miles. He’d seen his share of barbaric ‘signs’ during his stint in Africa. 

The warlords weren’t averse to sending all sorts of ‘messages’ to keep control. Rule by fear had been 

their creed. He sidled up to the bitser who had found whatever he’d been digging for. It can’t have been 



96 
 

buried very deeply, maybe the dog had found it elsewhere and buried it as if it was a regular bone that he 

planned to come back for later? His first dog, Rufus, had been like that. Half the time the beef-bone went 

straight into the ground to be savored at a later date... when it was nicely ‘aged’. His namesake’s tail was 

wagging like a whirlwind as he did a final scrabble and came up with something in his jaws. “It couldn’t 

be....” 

“Oh shit, hand number two! Well, I guess that rules out careless chainsaw jugglers.” Flynn was 

trying to be blasé, but he was a little skeeved out. “What, is there some serial killer lopping off hands? 

Supposedly there was that one in Vancouver who left behind nothing but one of the victim’s feet.” Maybe 

it was a psycho-fetish thing. 

Miles lunged for Roofie’s collar and managed to grab hold. The dog didn’t want to relinquish his 

prize though. It was only when he got him in a headlock and prized the jaw open that he managed to 

extract the grisly remains. As soon as the smelly and now slightly putrid hand was in his grasp, he flick-

passed it to Flynn. “Here, hold this while I re-attach the leash. Sorry, need two hands for that.” 

“Ugh. Gee thanks. I always wanted a hand, but not like this.” Flynn held the hand by its pinky, 

which was more or less intact, although the thing smelled like death took a shit in a Dumpster. He didn’t 

want to stare at it, but Flynn couldn’t help himself. As discolored, bloated, and rotten as it was, it almost 

didn’t look real anymore. More like a particularly gory, over the top special effect.  

There, that’s for the Mad Max crack, Miles snorted to himself as he straightened. Rufus was 

twisting around again, trying to jump up and get the hand which Flynn was holding up in the air as if he 

were feeding dolphins at the aquarium. To the dog this was all a game. “Oh, by the way, did you hear that 

the sheriff’s department finally got an ID on whose hand the other one was?” Miles took a closer look. 

“At least it’s the opposite hand so this one may belong to the same person.” 

“No, I hadn’t heard. Nobody tells me anything.” 

“Yeah, it was kinda strange. I’d gone in to check up on the other body.” Miles looked up and 

realized by Flynn’s start of surprise that he hadn’t heard about the other dead man. “Some poor sucker 

turned up dead as a doornail at Renegade Steel the other night. The undertaker, Henry Vale, was asking 

Lance about when he could take the remains for burial. Wanted to look at it. He seemed upset when I told 

him to piss off, he wasn’t getting his mitts on the body until the forensic pathologist from Asher Bay had 

checked it out.” Flynn had suddenly gone very still, but he seemed to be listening intently. “Geez mate, 

you’re nearly as pale as Vale was when the ID for the hand came through while we were there.” 

“Vale. I’ve heard that name. So what’s he like?” How did Flynn manage to play it casual when he 

was dying to know if this asshole, Vale, was working with his father? He was trying, but he was sure he 

was failing. “Wait - body at the nightclub? What body at the nightclub?” 
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“Shit. I probably shouldn’t have told you. They’re trying to keep everything quiet so as not to 

delay the opening. Samples have been sent away for a toxicology report. There were no outward signs 

except for some symbol carved into his chest, but that wouldn’t have killed him. My guess is poison, but 

we need lab-tests to work out which one.” Miles watched in amusement as Flynn turned round and round 

slowly, trying to keep the hand out of the dog’s reach. He seemed to have forgotten he was holding it, 

more interested in hearing about the other dead body. Why? 

“Wow. Well, jeeze I guess we do have a serial killer around here.” Flynn was quietly relieved that 

the guy wasn’t shot. He shouldn’t feel good about that; someone died. Not only that, but it couldn’t be his 

shooter, so he didn’t know what to do there. It belatedly occurred to him that this was all happening now 

that he was in town. Coincidence? “Think there’s a connection?” 

“Hard to tell. If they can find some relationship between the two men, maybe. At least they’re got 

one ID’d for sure. The ring had some sort of inscription inside: ‘Haec protegimus’.’” 

“Really? That’s ... weird.” That was the Army motto, wasn’t it? Meant ‘We protect’ or something. 

Weird motto to have inside a ring. The words gave him a slight shiver up his spine, though. That was a 

creepy coincidence.  

“Yeah, but the fingerprints come up with a match. Seems like he had been in the Army at some 

stage. Name of Martin Ashton. Last I heard, they’re still trying to find out more details. Contact the next 

of kin.” 

Flynn stared at him. There’s no way the Doctor just said what he thought he said. What with his 

Aiden guilt, and the fact someone had tried to kill him, he was just having a shitty day. There’s no way 

Mad Max said that name, he was just hallucinating. “Did you just say, Martin Ashton?” 

“Yep.” Miles stared at the young man in surprise. Looked like he was the one in need of 

treatment for a cardiac arrest. “Know him?” 

“No ... the name’s just familiar, that’s all.” Flynn felt like he’d been punched in the gut, but there 

was no way in hell he was telling Mad Max who Martin Ashton was. Suddenly he realized he was 

probably holding Martin’s other hand, and while his first impulse was to drop it, he didn’t. 

Who better to hold his father’s hand than him?  
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Haven Falls #86: Giving Some Advice 

Evan Owen, Aiden Parker 

____________________________________ 
Evan was screwed. He had dated before; he wasn’t new to the game. His partners however, had 

always been one of three things, out of town, out of town and oh yeah, out of town. He knew it could go 

horribly wrong if he started something with the enigmatic cowboy who he was certain had come on to 

him at the school. Just being that close, seeing the muscles, and the acres of sun browned skin, and that 

damn hat. Jeez, it was like Christopher Melky was some kind of walking porn advertisement. 

He really needed to talk to someone--needed to find Aiden, he would understand why he 

shouldn’t call Chris, why it would be dangerous to contact Chris. He had his reputation to think about, 

and he had been hurt before. Actually getting together with someone from the same town? What 

happened when the one night stand turned into avoidance when they met on the street, or when the kids 

went for the sleepover at the ranch? 

Where the hell was Aiden? 

After a crazy morning of being shot at and staying home from school to talk to Flynn, only to end 

up on his couch in a very pleasant - and much needed - situation, Aiden was exhausted. The sex definitely 

helped take his mind off the nastiness of nearly being a murder victim, but once that high ran down he 

was tired.  

It was later in the afternoon, and school was out for the day. It had been one of few that Aiden 

had missed all year. He hated calling out, but there was just no way he would have been able to focus on 

anything after the morning he had. He sure as hell hoped it was a one-time occurrence, though, and that 

he never experienced anything like that again. But if he stayed around Flynn, who knew what would 

happen. As he made himself a cup of coffee and stirred in the cream, he wondered what was going to 

happen on that side of things. With Flynn.  

Evan stood at Aiden’s door, his hand raised to knock. He hesitated only because he knew he 

would probably sound like a girl when he tried to explain what was in his head. He had looked for Aiden 

at school, was told he had taken a day off. Maybe he wouldn’t want to talk to Evan, maybe he was ill, or 

he had something going on that was personal. 

Still, he really was the only person Evan wanted to talk too, and determinedly he knocked on the 

door. 

Dante let out a small bark at the knock and Aiden set down his cup. Hoping it was Flynn, he 

made his way to the door and checked through the window. He was not expecting Evan to be there. 

Opening the door, he gave him a small smile. “Evan, hi.” He opened the door wider and gestured for him 

http://havenfalls.blogspot.com/2010/07/haven-falls-entry-86-giving-some-advice.html�
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to come in. Was he checking on him to make sure he was okay? If so, that was a first. The thought made 

his smile grow a little wider.  

“You weren’t at school today?” Evan stated, raking his eyes up and down his friends body, 

looking for evidence of illness, “are you okay?” 

“No, I needed um... a mental health day,” he said weakly. “I’m okay, really. Just needed a day to 

myself. Couldn’t focus.” Aiden fought to keep the flush from his face as his eyes inadvertently shifted 

over to the couch where he and Flynn had been a few hours before.  

“There was a reason I came over, I’ve got this--thing,” he started, waving his hands expansively, 

“I need advice, and is it okay if I ask you?” 

Advice? Aiden nodded cautiously. He’d never been the best for giving advice. He was usually the 

one looking for it. “Sure, I’ll do my best,” he said with a small smile.  

“Christopher Melky, the rancher, he came to the school to organise the trip for the summer 

schoolers. Thing is,” Evan paused, aware that he really was opening himself up for ridicule with this one, 

best he got the whole thing out in one go, no sense in delaying what needed to be said. “Thing is, he 

flirted with me, he came on to me, and jesus he just screwed with my mind, and I was harder than nails 

just by standing near him, and then he gave me a card, and told me to phone him. Not phone him about 

the trip, phone him. What the hell do I do now?” 

Aiden stared at Evan. That was perhaps the most he’d heard him say in one time all year, and his 

small smile grew a little wider. “What the hell do you do? You phone him. He wants you to, right? You 

want to? So... go for it. What’s the worst that could happen? You said he flirted with you, so he obviously 

expects you to call. Did you flirt back with him?” Christopher Melky... that sounded familiar. He frowned 

and tilted his head in thought. That’s right! “I met him yesterday at the Falls. I ran into his friend, Jason. 

Literally. He’s a pretty good looking guy.” Aiden stepped into the kitchen, expecting Evan to follow him. 

“You want something to drink?” 

“Yeah, coffee would be good if you have it?” He followed Aiden into the kitchen, still uncertain 

even if Aiden had just said he should phone Chris. “Thing is...he makes me...” his voice tailed off and he 

could feel the heat rise in his face.  

“I just made a fresh pot.” Aiden pulled down a plain mug and filled it, pulling out the cream and 

setting out the sugar so he could make it as he liked it. “He makes you what?”  

“He makes me nervous, and jeez...I can’t believe I am telling you this...but my dick was telling 

me what it wanted in a very big way.” 

Aiden picked up his own cup and smiled behind it. “I know the feeling, actually,” he started, 

hesitating on whether or not he should tell Evan part of the reason he wasn’t in school. “You remember 

Flynn? From last night?”  



100 
 

“Gorgeous? Tall? Brown eyes? Dark hair? Tight ass?” 

“Yeah, that’s him. He... well he does the same to me. I guess. And this morning I was out for a 

walk with Dante before school, and I ran into him.” Aiden hesitated, sipping his coffee again and frowned. 

“He seemed upset, so he came over to talk and, well...” Aiden trailed off.  

“Oh. My. God. You had the day off of work to have sex?” 

“No!” Aiden nearly dropped his cup as he flailed and had to set it down. “No, no! It wasn’t like 

that. Well, not intentionally. I mean, there was other stuff. I didn’t know that was going to happen. I 

swear.” He didn’t need a mirror to know his face was flaming scarlet.  

“I knew you were the right person to ask about sex.” Evan nodded emphatically, and sipped at his 

own coffee. Cautiously he looked over the rim of his mug, he hadn’t decided to give himself up to his 

sexy cowboy, but hell he could live vicariously through Aiden. “Was it good?” 

“How did you know that? Before today, it had been... at least a year.” Aiden licked his lips and 

glanced down at the counter. He’d never been one to kiss and tell, but what the hell. “Oh yeah. It was 

good.”  

“Nice,” Evan said with a grin, leaning back against the counter, “I had kind of forgotten what it 

was like. The attraction I mean. I get so caught up in the propriety of being a school teacher and not doing 

anything to cause issue that I forget ‘me’.” 

Aiden nodded sympathetically. “Me too. But after today, I don’t think I’m going to forget ‘me’ as 

you put it, again. At least I’m going to try not to.”  

“So...I really need to go home and make this phone call. There is one really important thing I 

have to tell you first though.” 

“Yeah? What’s that? Is everything okay?”  

Evan laughed and touched his own neck, “you really need to put cover up on that hickey.” 

Aiden’s eyes flew open and he brought both hands up to his neck. He hadn’t seen any mark after 

he took a shower. “You’re kidding me. Oh God.” He cringed. Great, now he probably looked like some of 

his female students after the weekend. Gross.  

“It’s simple Aiden...he marked you...made you his...I actually think that is kind of hot.” 

“You do?” Put that way, it did sound kind of... nice.  

Evan suddenly felt like he should be back home and on the phone to the first man that had made 

his blood burn in years, “I’m gonna make a move if that is OK? Are you seeing Flynn tonight?” 

Aiden nodded. “Go for it. Call him.” He thought about the last question and shrugged. “I don’t 

know... I would like to. But... I just don’t know. I’m not going to push anything. Maybe it was just a one-

time thing. God, I hope not.” He bit his lip as he realized he said the last out loud.  



101 
 

“I know what you mean, I am not someone who enjoys the one night stands. Take your own 

advice man, phone him and get him over for pizza, or a beer or something.” 

“Only if you promise to tell me how the call goes with Christopher Melky.” Aiden smiled. 

“It’s a deal.” Evan placed his now empty mug down on the counter and pushed himself away to 

stand, “see you at school tomorrow?” 

“Yeah, I’ll be there tomorrow.” With make up on, he added silently with an internal cringe.  

Evan let himself out, heading straight back to his house. He had a mission and he meant to 

succeed.  
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Haven Falls #79 and #87: Rescue Me!  

Carter Gillespie, Miles Sutherland 

Mike Armstrong (EMT), Christopher Melky, Major French and Jason Biggs 

_______________________________________ 
Gil shied away from saying anything further about his private life to Miles. While he appreciated 

the Doc’s concern, he had no wish to acquire a father figure in his life. Miles was rather more attractive to 

him and he would rather, for comfort’s sake, not think of him in that capacity. Mentor, his brain suggested, 

mentor is safe, mentor has possibilities while allowing Miles that supporting role he obviously wanted to 

play. Gil ducked out of the cafeteria as soon as he could, citing his lateness and wanting to get back out to 

the job as soon as possible. 

In truth, Gil was chagrined that he had felt so...vulnerable, that was it, bloody vulnerable. 

Homesickness was not on his agenda. He didn’t want it, he didn’t appreciate it and he damn sure wasn’t 

going to let it interfere with his stay here. He had been in Haven Falls a week and it was appealing to him 

more and more. The place seemed packed to the doors with gorgeous men, which was an unexpected 

bonus. More than one had already expressed interest in him which, after Simon, boosted his self esteem 

enormously. Let’s face it, he thought sourly, after Simon anything could boost your self esteem.  

Looking back, Gil had been barely twenty one when he had met Simon Even though his parents 

had tried to warn him off the older man, he had been too young, too eager and too bloody-minded to see 

sense. Still, he had made the mistake, he had to--and did--live with it. Now he was here, older, wiser...and 

free. Might even stay here, if he could resist the lure of returning to family and friends back home. If he 

still had any friends. All the friends from the last few years had been Simon’s friends. There was so much 

that bastard was responsible for.... 

“Hey, Gil! Call coming in.” Mike’s voice shook him out of his thoughts and he climbed in, 

swinging the door shut and buckling himself in. Mike pulled out across the traffic heading up the road 

towards Bakers. 

“Where we going this time?” 

Mike glanced across at him and pointed to the dashboard. “Hit the sirens, we’re headed for the 

Bria Cia.” 

 

**** 
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With their patient stable, Gil ducked out and went down to the ambulance. There was no sign of 

either the ranch owner or his visitor and Gil quickly shut himself in the privacy of the cabin and phoned 

Miles. He was a little surprised when the Doctor picked up quickly. 

“Hi Doc, can you talk?” 

“Gil? Thought you were on a call out?” 

“I am.” 

The curt reply from his normally chatty paramedic put Miles on high alert. “Do I detect that 

things are not going smoothly?” 

“You do. Doc, the patient is Jason Biggs, 33 years old, African/American male, 6’5”, 200 pounds 

plus. We’re treating him for mild to moderate immersion hypothermia, he’s responding well to heat packs 

and a warm saline IV.” 

“So where’s your problem? Bring him in and we can sort the rest from here.” 

“That’s my problem, Doc.” 

“What? Bringing him in? Why?” 

“The patient is ex-Navy, recently got back from Afghanistan as far as I can make out. His alcohol 

intake is minimal to moderate, he isn’t on any medication, prescribed or otherwise. Apparently hates 

drugs. He is conscious, lucid and refusing to let us bring him in. I’m reliably informed that he has a 

phobia about hospitals. Mr Melky telephoned someone called Major French and has asked him to come 

over. He knows them both, he’s a medic of some kind. Apparently this happened during Biggs’ time out 

there, he was a prisoner for a while…” Gil paused, the implications sinking in. Incarceration, torture… 

Don’t remind me. Miles closed his eyes. Although he’d been in Iraq at the time, the military’s 

increasing involvement in humanitarian efforts had blurred the difference between the two groups, 

making them as much the enemy in the eye of the insurgents. The situation had been the same in Somalia 

before he left. The military just didn’t understand that when you’re protected by soldiers that 

automatically identifies you with one side of the conflict. So much for being neutral and independent. 

Five of their staff had been killed purely because they were seen as working for American interests, 

making them, in the eyes of the Taliban, justifiable targets. Yet if the aid agency tried to go into a 

battlefield zone and help the non-combatants caught up in the conflict they were seen by the field armies 

as serving the enemies interests. War, he’d had enough experience of the shit caused to both sides to last a 

lifetime. 

“Army shit.” Miles said succinctly. 

“Pardon?” The abrupt response shook Gil out of his thoughts. 
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“I said, army shit.” Miles sighed. “Don’t get me started. Listen Gil, if he won’t come in, you can’t 

make him, not unless he’s a danger to himself or to others. If he won’t come willingly, they can deal with 

their own shit.” 

Gil bit back a reply. That sounded rather harsh coming from someone so dedicated to his job. The 

mystery that was Miles Sutherland just got deeper. “I can’t just leave them, can I?” 

Miles took a deep breath. Post traumatic stress disorder was likely an underlying cause. It was a 

wonder the man was not already under the care of a Vet Centre already. They had the trained 

professionals and were experienced in the problem. Heck, it was better in the long run if the man actually 

dealt with the fears and sensations he’d experienced rather than bottling them up. From the sounds of 

things though he was another of the jocks who thought just because he was big and strong he was 

invincible. Heck, Darren at five ten and his frailest had been able to face his approaching death by talking 

about it, joking about it at times. Miles had been the one to bottle it all up. One thing he’d learnt though is 

you can’t make a man change; he’s got to want to. He himself was a living, breathing example of that. 

From the sounds of things, the patient needed expert attention and fast. But unless he was willing to 

accept help, forcing it on him could do more harm than good. 

“You’re not working for the NHS now, Gil, and yes, you do just that.” 

“What about the equipment, I can’t just take it back…” 

“Gil, if he won’t come in, he won’t come in, full stop. Now get yourself and your rig back here in 

case some other poor bastard needs you…” 

“No.” the word fell into the silence between them.  

Miles sighed. It was so hard for people who hadn’t been on the battlefield and seen the carnage to 

understand. The military had seen their side of things and that was bad enough. Miles had had to remove 

shrapnel from the face of a five year old child. Jason Biggs needed counselling and fast. From the sounds 

of things he needed a psychiatrist not a paramedic no matter how well meaning the young man was. 

“Gil…Carter Gillespie, please listen to me…” 

Gil blocked out the rest of the Doctor’s words. Miles’ tone was reasonable, he wasn’t trying to be 

argumentative or authoritarian, but it grated on Gil’s nerves. He could hear his mother in that tone, always 

reasonable…but the use of his full name… “Carter James Gillespie, you are going to hear me out…” she 

would say, right before she gave him a very reasonable argument why he ought to do his homework or his 

chores. Gil sighed. It had made him want to scream at her on more than one occasion. 

“No, Doc, and if it means I have to return to the UK over this, then so be it…I am not abandoning 

that man right now. He’s not out of the woods yet and as far as I am concerned, army shit or not, he’s in 

trouble and he needs our help. I’m staying at least until his temperature is back up again. Take it or leave 
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it.” The irony was not lost on him. He was a guy who didn’t do ultimatums, wasn’t he? He curtailed the 

call and went back inside to be met by Mike at the bedroom door. 

“What do we do?”  

Gil’s eyes hardened. “We stay.”  
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Haven Falls #88: Late Afternoon Tea  

Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie, Lyle Ashley Tate 

_________________________________________________ 
Lyle was really hungry. He’d been kept busy all morning doing small, menial tasks at the funeral 

home and then running errands for his new boss, Henry Vale. His planned hair cut had gone by the board, 

as had his lunch. Now he was at the hospital, scheduled to pick up the late Mrs. Jefferson and get her to 

the rest home so that Vale could start her prep before they closed for the day. He just had to grab 

something though, he could feel his sugars were dropping a bit too low. 

There had to be a canteen or a cafeteria here somewhere. He stopped an harassed-looking nurse to 

get directions, then headed deeper into the air conditioned interior of the main building. Eventually his 

nose led him to the cafeteria; the food didn’t smell great, but at least it would deal with his current needs. 

He would make something better later, once he got off work. 

The girl at the counter looked to be in her late teens, and was as enthusiastic about serving him as 

Lyle was about eating what she had on offer at this late stage in the afternoon. He selected a sandwich and 

cake, hoping them to be less likely to give him food poisoning than the remaining, half-cold, main meals 

lingering in the trays. He picked up some high-sugar candy bars and soda too, dropping them in his 

shoulder bag for later, in case things took longer than expected getting Mrs. Jefferson stowed.  

Finding a table was easy, there was just a young mother with a child in a trolley near the window 

and an older couple, talking low between themselves, three tables away from the counter. Lyle selected a 

seat far enough away from either set of customers not to get involved. He didn’t feel like talking to 

strangers right now, he just wanted five minutes peace and quiet and something to eat. 

**** 
Gil needed a cup of tea again. After this afternoon’s emotional ride, he was desperate for 

something normal. Why the hell was he so damned upset at Miles’ reaction? He had avoided confronting 

the doc on his return, he knew they would most likely have words, and not of the friendly variety. He was 

beginning to think that life in Haven Falls wasn’t going to be the easy-going slow-paced ride he had 

originally imagined. Culture shock, Gil thought with an exasperated sigh. 

He took a deep steadying breath. Early days, Gillespie, he thought, weaving his way through the 

hospital corridors towards the cafeteria. He checked his watch, shift change in a couple of hours. maybe 

he could avoid Miles altogether before he went home. He ordered tea and bought a brownie as well, 

turning to scan the place for an available seat. He was surprised to see a familiar face. Tucked away in a 

corner, dressed very formally, sat the guy he had nearly broadsided with his bike, Lyle...Tate, that was it. 



107 
 

Goddamn, was that a real name? Gil paid for his tea, fumbling the change--he hated dimes and cents too--

and went over.  

“Hi. Long time no see.” He grinned, glanced at his watch. “All of...24 hours? Can I join you? Tell 

me to piss off if you like, but its nice to see a familiar face”.  

Lyle looked up to see the stunningly good-looking RTI-waiting-to-happen, Carter Gillespie. 

“Sure, feel free”. He gestured to the empty seat opposite him, smiling in invitation. This kind of eye-

candy company was always welcome. The blue paramedic uniform Carter was wearing looked very good 

on him, and Lyle’s eyes were especially drawn to Carter’s exposed forearms, muscular and dusted with 

dark hairs. 

“Thanks.” Gil took the invitation and pulled out a chair, settling himself into it with a sigh. He 

took a sip of tea and regarded Lyle as he sat there, all formal in the black suit. “You visiting or 

collecting?” 

“Giving a lady a ride back to Vale’s. I figured she wouldn’t mind waiting ten minutes while I 

grabbed something to eat”. 

“She’s not in a hurry to go then?” Gil smiled. 

“Not now. I doubt anyone ever hurries to a funeral home, not when they are in her state, anyway”. 

Lyle made a gesture with his hands, locking the fingers into a flat bridge. “My first proper client. Mr. 

Vale is going to show me the basic procedures when I get back...” Lyle looked thoughtful for a moment, 

“Maybe eating now was not so good an idea after all. Still, given the choice between fainting from being 

grossed out or passing out from low blood-sugar, I’d rather do the former. Wouldn’t want to make extra 

work for you”.  

“I’m used to Manchester city centre on a Friday night. You know, punch-ups, people getting 

pissed and threatening you with machetes, stupid teens throwing up on alcopops... that’s work of a sort I 

can handle. This...I’m not sure. Its not necessarily easy, but its quieter than I’m used to. I wouldn’t object 

to more work...” he paused, “...as long as its not as stubborn as the last one.” 

“Well, if I get called to any that are still wriggling I’ll let you know.” 

“Actually, on balance, I guess I prefer this place. At least you get a better class of stiff...” he 

chuckled and lowered his voice. “Some stiffer than others...” 

Lyle blushed. He still wasn’t used to this kind of banter, despite nearly a year now living as an 

out gay man. “So have you settled in okay?” 

“You mean apart from nearly running the locals over and getting pulled over by the Sheriff? Yeah, 

I guess. My apartment isn’t big enough though. I need two bedrooms. And I’m paying top whack for a 

sea view and the sea is miles away. I can see it, but only because I’m on the top of the bloody building. 
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Besides, I’d like something a little closer to the hospital. Not so far to get home after a busy shift...if I 

ever get one.” 

Lyle chuckled softly. Carter sounded frustrated. “I guess I’m lucky, the right house came up for 

sale just when I needed it”. I rattle around in it actually, he thought. He sipped his tea and considered the 

man across from him. Various ideas and fantasies flitted through Lyle’s brain, but he was forced to admit 

that certain practicalities would prevent him from house sharing successfully at present. 

“Just listen to me, what do I sound like? I shouldn’t complain. Back home, the times I got to eat 

my lunch without being interrupted...” Gil paused, thoughtfully, “truth to tell, I can’t remember the last 

time I managed that.” He took a bite from his brownie and followed it up with a gulp of tea. “Christ, these 

things...you could get fat just looking at them, or use ‘em to brick up a door. My arteries are hardening 

just by being in the same room.”  

“They’re too much for me, normally. Missed lunch today though”. 

“Your boss keeping you busy then?” 

“I think he enjoys having a servile minion at his beck and call.”  

“You don’t strike me as the servile minion type.” Gil smiled, looking him over. “Change your 

name to Egor?”  

“It’d be better than Lyle Tate, right? Still, here at least not so many people laugh in my face as I 

get introduced to them”.  

“At this moment I should tell you I have no idea what you mean...but we both know I’d be lying.” 

“It could have been worse, I could have been christened Candy Rell or Sweeten Lowe. My 

parents had a sense of humour, unfortunately. I didn’t need to be gay to get bullied, I got my turn at that 

much earlier than high school.” 

Lyle smiled, thinking back to the innocent tone he had used when telling Agent Tyler his name. 

She had missed the joke completely, as he had suspected she would.  

“I hated my name,” Gil admitted, “Carter Gillespie? Makes me sound like a firm of solicitors. But 

you can’t shorten my first name. Cart.” He snuffed a laugh and shrugged. “So then I sound like a horse-

drawn vehicle...” 

Lyle worked hard at suppressing the giggle that followed on from the image he just had of ‘Cart’ 

all dressed up in pony gear. “So you switched to Gil, eh? It suits you. So does the uniform, by the way.” 

“Thank you. I cannot get used to the blue though. I feel like I should be in the navy or 

something.” 

Lyle bit his lip, this time trying not to imagine Gil as a member of the Village People. He only 

managed it by concentrating really hard on his cake. It was a close call... he only didn’t spew it across the 
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table because it was so damned sugary-heavy. “Expecting to hear people call ‘Ello sailor’ are you ?” He 

couldn’t resist it. It demanded to be said, so he had said it. 

Gil choked and laughed. “Wouldn’t that be ‘Hi there sailor’?” he said, in a mock American accent. 

Then he caught the disapproving looks from the two older people across the room and sobered. Catching 

Lyle’s eye though, he winked and drained his tea. “Well, I better get going. I was late this morning, I 

don’t want the Doc on my back for taking too much time off.” As if that was the least that Miles is on my 

back for, Gil thought sourly. 

“Which doctor?” 

“No, properly certified.” Gil grinned at his own joke. He smothered the mental image of a half-

naked Miles dancing round a bonfire in a native village with a string of bones round his neck. Lyle had 

handed him that line on a plate. Fortunately he got a laugh from his co-comedian. “Miles, Miles 

Sutherland. The Aussie.” he explained.  

“Ah right. Is he the boss of you then ?” 

“Whether he is or not, he seems like the boss of everybody. He just about runs the place.” 

“Right. Busy guy then...” Too busy to tend to you, Lyle, he thought, Asher Bay it is then. “Nice 

seeing you again, Gil. Stay safe.” 

Gil stood, then paused, eyes narrowing slightly in concern. “Why do you ask? Forgive me, 

but...do you need to see someone?”  

Lyle hoped the panic didn’t show on his face. Gil was sharper than he had anticipated, and their 

easy jesting had relaxed him, making him careless. “No, I am just trying to work out where to get a GP, is 

all. Stupid to imagine a hospital doctor would have time for a private practise as well though. I guess I’ll 

ask around over in Asher Bay”.  

“I can ask him for you. Truth be told I’m not sure if he doesn’t do consultations. The man is a 

workaholic, he’s always here.” Gil paused. An idea had struck him. “I er...managed to get myself an 

invite to the Renegade Steel for the opening night. You wouldn’t like to come too, would you?” 

Lyle blinked, utterly stunned. Did this gorgeous bloke just ask me on a date? Surely not? 

“Its just...” Gil continued, “I don’t really know many people. I’m allowed to bring guests, 

apparently. I thought I might invite Miles, but I have a feeling he won’t come.” He sighed. “Its okay if 

you’d rather not. I just thought we Brits ought to stick together.” And you are quite sweet, Gil thought, 

waiting for the answer. There was something about Lyle didn’t quite make sense and he couldn’t figure 

out what it was. He was curious, but he did like the man. Damn, he didn’t want to come across as too 

needy either.  

He surely doesn’t need his hand holding... and I’m not sure I’m up for being his reserve 

companion in case this doctor of his doesn’t show. Or am I being set up for a dog show ? Lyle could hear 
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all his insecurities chattering in his ears. Then he remembered what his boss had said about socialising 

and networking with potential clients. If this guy had enough clout to get tickets for the opening of the 

Renegade Steel he might be able to introduce him to the town’s movers and shakers too, despite his 

protestations of not knowing anyone. 

“I’d love it. Thanks”. 

“Oh, Great.” Gil grinned. “Well, I’ll pick you up on the day then?”  

Lyle quickly got out his card and scribbled his home address and cell phone number on the back. 

He passed it to Gil, smiling as he did so, knowing he was flashing better teeth than most Brits had the joy 

of owning. Some surgeries you didn’t have to wait for here. 

“See you soon. And call me meantime if you like”. 

“Sure...maybe we could grab a pint after work somewhere. Not that I know any decent pubs yet. 

Oh, and I promise not to run over you this time...” Gil added. 

“You’re on. Catch you later, Gil Gillespie”. 

Gil nodded and sauntered out of the cafeteria. Lyle watched him go, with a mixture of 

wonderment and trepidation. Then he finished off his, by-now rather cold, tea and headed for the 

mortuary to collect Mrs. Jefferson.  
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Haven Falls #90 - You’ve Met The Butcher  

Flynn Archer, Henry Vale, & Lyle Ashley Tate 

___________________________________ 
Flynn wondered what he should do when he got home. Changing clothes was a given, but should 

he get out of town? Should he go to Aiden’s and tell him the entire truth this time? Should he just run? 

He ended up spending way too long just sitting in the dark, trying to figure out what it all meant. 

If his dad did have something to do with his mother’s murder, then he had paid for it. But that begged the 

question who chopped his hands off and buried them in the park? What the fuck did that mean? If Miles 

was right, they were a warning, but to who and why?  

He felt bad, but Flynn knew that was the least he should feel. Sure, he felt like he was going to 

murder his dad if he ever saw him again, but had he meant it? He felt so sick about his certain death now 

Flynn was sure he couldn’t have actually killed him now. Not that it mattered.  

He knew now that yes, he had been set up. But for what reason? Again, he couldn’t figure this out. 

It was like he’d put a jigsaw puzzle together, only to find a huge handful of pieces missing, pieces vital to 

the whole.  

Flynn had no idea what had shaken him from his paralysis. The phone had rang a couple of times, 

but he had ignored it, so it wasn’t that. He just finally got up, and decided on a course of action: he was 

going to see Henry Vale. He must have had some answers, or at least maybe he knew what his parents 

were up to. He’d settle for that. 

He headed out to the mortuary, although he had to take a bus and then walk the rest of the way, as 

he had no car. (He could have hotwired one, but he wasn’t sure it was worth the potential of being caught.) 

Like most funeral homes, the Final Rest was peaceful and green on the outside, a stately weeping willow 

providing a nice chunk of shade, but it also felt indefinably creepy. Once inside in the air conditioned cool, 

he shivered involuntarily. 

The silver haired Henry Vale appeared quietly in the wood paneled foyer, almost like a ghost. He 

gave him a professional, frigid smile that made the hair on the back of his neck stand on end. “Well, Errol 

Ashton, I was wondering when you’d nut up and pay me a visit. Congratulations on finding me.” 

Flynn froze, everything he was planning to say dying in his throat. Errol Ashton - his real name. 

He hadn’t use it since … when was the last time he’d used it? He’d been living under different names for 

years. How had he known? Realization made his skin prickle on his scalp. “You … did you send the 

photograph? Did you lure me here?” 

“No, but I wish I had thought of it. I guess Riley did me a favor. You don’t happen to have that 

photo, do you?” 
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He was getting nothing but bad vibes off this guy; it was like standing too close to dry ice, 

nothing but a coolness that seemed lethal. “No, I’ve hidden it. Who the hell is Riley? Is he the one who 

shot at me?” 

Vale chuckled, but it had no mirth in it at all. There was something in his cool blue eyes that was 

hard and dark, something that told Flynn that, despite his age and dapper appearance, this fucker was 

dangerous. “No, but you just can’t get good help these days, can you? It’s a damn shame.” 

Flynn found his anger again, and it rose like bile in his throat. “Did you kill my parents?” 

Vale just stared at him, oddly placid, hands folded in front of him. His body language was telling 

him he’d already dismissed Flynn as a possible threat. “You’re a deeply stupid person, aren’t you? You’re 

exactly the type of vapid pretty boy your father worried you were.” 

His hands balled into fists at his side. Flynn wanted to punch him, or grab him by the throat and 

shake him, but he was genuinely afraid of his response. Was he carrying a gun? It seemed kind of gauche 

for him, but he got the impression he was armed in some capacity. “You killed my father, didn’t you?” 

“Do I look like a common hit man, Errol?” 

“Stop calling me that.” 

“Why? It’s your name.” 

Flynn gritted his teeth and ignored it. Vale wanted to bait him, wanted him to be upset and too 

scattered to focus on what he wasn’t saying. “You haven’t denied it. You’re answering a question with a 

question.” 

“I don’t have to explain anything to the likes of you,” Vale said, his voice now betraying a venom 

he had suppressed up until now. “You’re trash from a long line of trash, and you’ve done nothing but 

prove it. You’re hardly worth my time.” 

Now he was furious. “Why did you bury his hands in the park? Where’s the rest of his body?” 

Vale gave him a slow, sharp, razorblade smile. If a shark could gloat, it would look like him. 

“You’re going to find out. Do you really want to spoil the surprise?” 

Unbidden, Flynn felt his arm pull back, fist ready to fly. He was too angry to think straight. But 

before he could throw it, Vale said, “How do you think your boyfriend would react to the real you?” 

He was frozen to the spot, and almost felt breathless, like Vale had punched him in the stomach. 

“What?” 

“The big eyed English teacher. Bit above your station, don’t you think? Of course, anything 

above the gutter is beyond your station, but you’re too arrogant to notice.” Vale lowered his voice to a 

silky whisper. “Shame if he got hurt because of your idiocy.” 

That was the final straw. Flynn felt something snap in his head, and he grabbed Vale by the 

starched collar of his shirt and slammed him back against the wall, as hard as he could muster. “Don’t you 
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ever threaten Aiden! If you go anywhere near him I will kill you! Get me? I’ll rip your motherfucking 

head off, you stuck up piece of shit!” 

Their faces were inches away from each other, almost kissing close, but Vale wasn’t afraid. In 

fact, he was snickering, like Flynn’s anger was just too delicious. “You’re an amateur, Errol. If you think 

I’m alone, you’re even stupider than I thought you were. This is bigger than me, bigger than you, and you 

can’t stop it.” 

“Stop what?” He shook him, and felt a sort of grim satisfaction when the back of Vale’s head hit 

the wall with a thunk. “Tell me, goddamn it!” 

****** 
‘Raised voices, in a a funeral home? Did I collect the wrong body or something? If I did I’d 

better go fess up. That’s the only way I have a chance of keeping this job, what with Vale being such a 

ball breaker,’ the mortician’s assistant, Lyle Tate, thought. He washed his hands hastily, removed his lab 

coat and then headed for the front of house.  

“Mr. Vale...” Lyle took in the scene in a flash. Flynn, the lad Gil had introduced him to at the 

party on the weekend, had hold of Lyle’s employer and was yelling at him. He appeared to have the upper 

hand, but Mr. Vale was looking unconcerned; in fact he seemed slightly amuse. Wrong, Lyle’s well-

trained danger sense screamed, straight away. His brain did the calculations and his body got under way 

before Lyle had time to think on it.  

“Mr. Archer, Flynn...Please relax. Whatever you are upset about, it can be sorted out...” Lyle held 

his hands out, open, in a gesture of supplication. At the same time he closed the distance between the men 

and himself. 

Lyle had seen enough in his past lives to recognise someone who knew they were going to win 

whatever fight was about to happen, and this time that was going to be Vale. ‘Listen to me, boy. He’s 

going to break you if you don’t.’ Lyle wished, not for the first time, that he had been blessed with 

telepathy.  

“Mr. Vale? Should I call the police?” Lyle couldn’t picture Henry Vale ever going with someone 

as young or stupid as Flynn, otherwise he might have thought it a lover’s tiff, judging by the vehemence 

and hostility evident in their words and posturing. Only Vale wasn’t posturing. Lyle considered the scene 

and what he had heard before, taking mere milliseconds to do so. ‘I did hear another man’s name... 

Aiden... was that one of those teachers Flynn had dumped me on Saturday night ? Maybe it is a private 

argument after all.’ 

‘Hear me, Flynn,’ Lyle thought, ‘take your breaks where you get them. Back it down and get out 

of here while you still have two legs to walk on’. Lyle prayed that Flynn Archer had some brains in his 

whichever of his heads was in control of him right now. Lyle’s instincts were telling him to get himself 
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the hell away from this situation too, but where would he go ? If this exploded then he was already a 

witness, and he really didn’t want police attention so soon into his new career. Referring to the police had 

been a bluff, to get the two men to think their way back to a non-violent staging. Lyle hoped it would 

work, on at least one of them. He didn’t really care which. 

Flynn glared at Jude, who seemed to be trying very hard to exude innocence. “You in on this too, 

huh?” 

Vale chuckled again, in a way that was more patronizing than menacing. “Oh please. Unlike you, 

I’m not stupid.” 

Flynn looked at him, this cold fish of a man, and decided he probably was telling the truth. Jude 

really didn’t seem like the hit man type.  

“I’m not sure what you mean... I work here. Please, let’s not have trouble, Flynn.” 

Flynn let Vale go, with an added shove. It only made Vale smile in a broader way. Was he trying 

not to laugh? Still looking Vale in the eye, he said, “This isn’t over.” 

Vale now grinned and showed him all his perfect white teeth. “Oh no, I assure you it’s not.” 

Flynn gave Jude a scrutinizing look before storming out of the funeral home. Now he didn’t know 

what to do, except he couldn’t run if he couldn’t get Aiden to come with him. He wasn’t going to leave 

him to this bastard. 

Lyle watched with relief as the youngster departed. Something was very unpleasantly wrong 

between him and Henry Vale, but what that something was Lyle wasn’t keen to enquire about. 

Vale smoothed out his rumpled shirt and jacket, and knew he wouldn’t have to rush the whole 

thing with Flynn. If he played his cards right, he could get the idiot to fall straight into his hands. Much 

like his sad excuse of a father, and his poor deluded mother. “Sorry you had to see that. Some people take 

grief so poorly.” 

“I never imagined this was a job that justified danger money.” Lyle laughed, though it was a 

nervous laugh. “Are you okay ? Would you like me to get you something? Tea maybe?” 

“Tea would be lovely.” He was so glad Lyle was too polite to ask any questions. So far, he was 

much better than Riley. 

As for Flynn, he was wondering if a change of plans was in order. It would be so wonderful if he 

was alive when he put him in the furnace. That would really make his year. 
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Haven Falls #94: Reflections  

Lyle Ashley Tate & Flynn Archer 

______________________________________ 
This was going to be a fairly new experience. Lyle gazed at the reflection of the barbershop 

across the street in the bookstore window. He watched for several minutes, pretending he was admiring 

the book display, but actually observing the behaviour of the men in the shop behind him. It was an old-

fashioned place, filled with chrome and leather chairs, mirrors and customers. He would to have to sit and 

wait for his haircut. That would mean acting the way others did; another challenge in a life full of them. ‘I 

should just become an actor. It’s all I ever get to do these days,’ Lyle thought. He sighed, then tried to 

smile when he saw his own glum self also reflected in the window pane. 

Lyle was just about ready to head for the barbers when he noticed a familiar image slide into his 

view. Flynn Archer was there, just about to pass behind him. Maybe this window-gazing lark had a more 

fun use too. The lad was still dressed as he had been when he argued with Vale earlier, blue jeans and a T-

shirt and enough attitude to get himself in serious trouble. No harm in accidentally crashing into him, eh ? 

Lyle timed it perfectly, turning at the right moment to end up with arms full of the hot, Asiatic 

cutie. “Hey,” Flynn snapped, shoving Lyle back. As soon as he saw who it was, he scowled. “What, are 

you following me now? Your boss put you up to it, Jude? You suck as a tail man.” 

Lyle couldn’t help laughing. This boy was ‘tail’ if ever he saw it. “Chill. You okay ? I didn’t hurt 

you ?” 

Flynn glared at him. “You couldn’t hurt me on your best day. So what is it you want?” 

“Well, not you anyway. You okay though, that seemed like a real barny you were having with my 

boss earlier?” 

Unbelievable. How clueless was this guy? Then again, maybe that was the point. Maybe Vale 

hired him because he knew nothing about what was really going on. A patsy. Jude the Obscure really was 

obscure, he just didn’t know it. “How long have you worked for that asshole?” 

“Just started, Monday. I only got into town this weekend. Didn’t expect to witness a furor in a 

funeral parlour...not so soon anyway.” 

Flynn was attractive, just not old enough. Then again, Lyle was conscious that in return he was 

just not fab enough for the youth’s taste either.  

“You know what you need to do, Jude? Quit. Walk away before that bastard does something to 

you. Because he’s gonna. I’ve met his type before, and it’s like they can’t help themselves.” Flynn had 

been on the street long enough to encounter quite a few predators, although they were bottom feeders, not 

smart enough or ambitious enough to do much more than hurt weaker people. But Vale ... he was 
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something else. He was major league; he was an undead slasher from a horror film. He couldn’t even 

imagine his next move, because he was burdened with the vestige of a conscience.  

“I was just glad you knew to walk out this morning, while you still could.” The comment escaped 

his lips before Lyle could stop it; he was just so glad to see the lad was still breathing, after what he had 

seen in Vale’s eyes earlier. Damn, didn’t I promise myself I wasn’t getting into their business? Lyle 

thought to himself. He owed this boy nothing, and the lad’s attitude wasn’t going to earn him anything 

either, but he didn’t deserve to end up in shreds, whatever reason he felt he had for locking horns with 

someone like Henry Vale. 

Flynn looked at Jude curiously. “And what does that mean?” 

Lyle dropped his voice, conscious of their being so public. “You know. Keep your attitude in 

control with that one, Flynn. Stay away from him if you can. I might not be there next time, and I don’t 

need work that badly that I’d like to end up embalming you on behalf of that... On behalf of anyone.” 

Had he underestimated the Brit? “Is that a threat?” 

Lyle sighed loudly. This really wasn’t his business, and if Flynn was determined to scrap with 

Vale he could do it on his own. “Look, this is between you and him, whatever ‘this’ is. I just was 

concerned, and I’m glad to see you are still up and around. Try and stay that way, okay?” I sure as hell 

don’t want to have to move again so soon, I don’t need to be witness for the prosecution again, Lyle 

thought. 

Okay, he didn’t know anything. Jude just thought he was being ‘helpful’. Buddha save him from 

people who were being helpful. “You should really be looking out for yourself. That guy’s bad news.” 

Flynn intended to go around him and walk away, he’d got the address to Aiden’s school and he should be 

heading there right now, but before he did he paused and told Jude, “Ask him about the hands.” 

“I’ll not be asking him about anything except where my pay cheque is, thanks. Two or three years 

is all I need here, get my life set up and get gone again. I hope you’re still around by then to wave me off. 

You’re okay, Flynn, be seeing you.” Lyle took a chance on squeezing Flynn’s shoulder. He wanted him to 

know he wasn’t the enemy, but that he wasn’t going to go out in a blaze of glory alongside him either. 

Flynn shook his head. He’d underestimated Jude. He was as cold as a polar bear’s ass. “You’ll 

probably be seeing me in pieces, and you won’t give a shit, will you? Wow. Vale hired the right guy. 

Hope you can sleep at night, prick.” He then stormed off, shaking his head. He never would have chalked 

Jude up as that callous, but he was learning lots of unpleasant things about people today.  

Lyle was sad that Flynn seemed so sure the world hated him. It reminded him too much of 

himself. This was a change though; a new place, a new job and a new self. Part of that was about to be a 

new haircut too. He watched Flynn depart, then crossed the street and strode up the steps into the 

barbershop. This was his battle, not whatever Flynn and Vale were into. 
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Haven Falls #95: Breaking and Entering  

Aiden Parker & Flynn Archer 

_________________________________________ 
The school bell rang and Aiden watched as his students filed out. He still had to be there for a 

while - contract time - but those twenty minutes passed quickly and he gathered his things and left. 

Normally he would have no problem staying later, but he wanted to get home. After what happened 

yesterday, he was shaken. He didn’t want to be far from his house. Why? It was foolish. School was safe, 

too. Maybe it was just having Dante around. He was getting bigger.  

As he left the building, he waved to his co-workers and a few remaining students and managed to 

make it to his car without getting asked any questions. He unlocked the door with the remote, popped, the 

trunk and tossed his bag in the back, and then walked around to the front.  

Opening the door, Aiden looked across and stared at Flynn, his eyes opening wide and mouth 

dropping open. He’d locked the door. He always did. “How did you... what are you doing in my car?”  

"Waiting for you. These infrared locks are easy to hack if you know the frequency. Look, if I 

asked you to just go with me now, pack up your things and go to, I don’t know, Canada, would you?” It 

was a long shot, but Flynn felt he had to try. 

Aiden stared some more, then climbed into his seat and shut the door. He set his hands on the 

steering wheel, but didn’t start the car just yet, and glanced at Flynn. “And why would I do that?” He 

didn’t know whether to be amused or angry as hell that he had broken into his car. Hacked he said. He 

narrowed his eyes. There is a lot Flynn is not telling me. 

Flynn sighed heavily. “Because I’m an idiot, and I think I put you in more danger than I realized. 

I don’t think I ever grasped that I was in danger, you know? I mean, I’ve survived up ‘til now. What could 

be so bad?” He wasn’t explaining this right, was he? Fuck it. He’d just have to hope Aiden trusted him, 

even a little bit. “So what do you say? I hear Vancouver’s nice.” 

“I’m in danger from what? You?” Aiden started the car. They could finish whatever this 

conversation was at his house. “So have I, but I also hear the winter is very cold. I like snow, but not 

freezing weather.”  

“In danger from me? Holy shit, is that what you think? I’d never hurt you, Aiden. Well, not 

intentionally.” Great, now he felt like an asshole. No, he had to keep focused. Vale was bad news. How 

did he get this across to him without admitting everything. Hey Aiden, guess what? My name’s actually 

Errol Ashton, and I’m a minor felon. Wanna introduce me to your kids now? 

“No, that’s not what I think, but you’re confusing the hell out of me.” Aiden focused on the road 

as he pulled out of the school parking lot wondering if anyone had seen Flynn get into his car. He drove 
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the short distance home, trying not to focus on the man next to him. “After what you told me yesterday, 

somehow I am not surprised to find out you can break - hack - into my car. I don’t know why, but it’s just 

not surprising.” He frowned at that.  

“Well, I’m an asshole. I do asshole things.” How was he going to say this in a way that wouldn’t 

encourage more questions? Flynn didn’t really know. He should probably tell him the whole truth, it 

would be easier to keep track of his stories then, but he couldn’t afford to have Aiden leave him now, 

when he was potentially in danger. And Aiden would leave him, of that he was sure. “I think I may have 

found a guy in on the death of my parents, Henry Vale. But I don’t have anything concrete, something I 

could take to the cops. He’s ... dangerous, though. You need to avoid him, and if you ever see him, you 

need to call me right away.” 

Allowing all of that to sink he, Aiden pulled into his driveway and stopped the car. He shut it 

down and turned to look at Flynn. “First, I don’t think you’re an asshole. Second, I have no idea who 

Henry Vale is. I could pass him on the street and I wouldn’t know who he was. If you really think he had 

something to do with their- wait. Your father is dead, too?”  

Oh, fuck him. Sometimes Flynn was convinced he was the stupidest man on the planet, and here 

was why. He rubbed his eyes, mainly so he didn’t have to look at Aiden, and said, “When I ran off 

yesterday ... I got confirmation that my dad is dead. So, yeah, this whole Haven Falls thing was a set up. 

To get me into easy killing range, I suppose. I don’t know.” 

“Why would anyone want you dead? What did you or your parents do? I don’t understand, 

Flynn.”  

“Okay, I know you’re totally not going to believe me, but I don’t know what this is about either. 

All I can figure is my dad got involved in something he shouldn’t have, and he made me and my mom 

targets. Why I don’t know. And how my step-mother escaped their wrath ...” he suddenly trailed off. 

When was the last time he’d heard from Barbara? When he was at their house to look through his father’s 

papers. He pulled out his cell phone - a burner, untraceable, which he did by simple habit - and punched 

in the old home number by memory. It rang five times before an unfamiliar man answered. “Hello?” 

“Is Barbara there?” 

There was a long pause. “D’ya mean Barbara Ashton?” 

“Yeah.” 

The man sighed. “God. Sorry man, but she died.” 

Why didn’t that surprise him? It should have, but it didn’t. “When? How?” 

“Car accident, a couple of weeks ago. Who is this?” 

“Her step-son,” he replied, before hanging up. “Damn it.” 
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“What’s wrong?” Aiden reached over, concerned, and took his hand. “Why don’t we go inside 

and talk, okay? It’s a lot more comfortable inside.”  

Flynn just felt cold, like someone had replaced his blood with liquid nitrogen. “I’m afraid to be 

seen with you. Although Vale already knows who you are, so I guess I can’t endanger you much more. 

I’m really, really sorry, okay? I just want you to know I never meant for any of this to happen.” 

“Well, inside no one will be able to see us. Out here, they can.” Aiden offered him a small smile. 

“I know you didn’t. Weird as it may sound, I trust you.” Maybe he was too trusting, but it was the truth. 

There was something about him - even with all the bizarre stories - that made him feel... something.  

Flynn nodded, and felt terrible. He wanted Aiden to trust him, but there was no way he should. 

He was a plague come into his life, but he didn’t seem to realize that yet. “As for Vale ... if you ever see 

him, you won’t forget him. He has silver hair and dead eyes. I mean dead. Like a doll’s eyes, just flat 

glass. He ... it shows on his face. You’ll know what I mean when ... if you see him.” 

“I’ll be on the lookout for anyone with doll’s eyes, then,” Aiden said, half teasing and half serious. 

He got out of the car and hoped Flynn would follow him into the house.  

Aiden didn’t get it, did he? He wasn’t getting the enormity of the danger he - they - were in. How 

did he convey it to him without admitting all his past misdeeds? There had to be some way. But he was so 

sweet, so innocent, his Little Red Riding Hood. Did he really want to shatter his oh so tempting world 

view? Life as puppies and roses. He got out of the car, reluctantly following, and asked, “Have you heard 

about the severed hand, found at the park?” 

“One of my students was gossiping about that this morning. I figured they were just telling each 

other creepy stories. You know, get the girls to go with them and valiantly protect them from whatever 

‘evil’ lurks so the girls will be more than happy to ‘get closer.’” Aiden let them in. Dante was out of his 

crate today for the first time, but blocked in the kitchen, and he was very happy to see no mess. 

There was no foreplay possible for this, so he just said it. “It was my dad’s hand.” 

Aiden froze and turned to look at him. “You’re serious?”  

“Would I joke about that?” He paused, considering. “Okay, maybe I would, but I’m not. It’s his. 

That’s how I know he’s dead. And that’s how I know things have gotten too fucking dangerous. Do you 

understand now?” 

“I understand.” Aiden let Dante out into the fenced in back yard and then turned back to Flynn. 

“I’m sorry you’re going through this. With your parents being dead and... this weird guy after you.”  

“Don’t be. Just keep an eye out. Don’t get hurt ‘cause of me.” 

Aiden wanted to say he wouldn’t, but somehow saying that felt too much like tempting fate. So 

instead he settled for, “I’ll do my best.” He gave him a bigger smile, leaning back against the counter.  
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Aiden looked hot, and seemed to be sending out signals that he wouldn’t mind if Flynn pounced 

on him, but Flynn wasn’t sure he could right now. His father was dead, Vale was some insane 

psychopath ... and no one would tell him why. What had his father set in motion? Why was it going to kill 

him? He didn’t understand this, and it was making his head hurt. “You got any Excedrin? I’m getting a 

headache.” Not just an excuse - he actually was. Also, he was tired. He couldn’t remember the last time 

he slept. He wondered if he would ever sleep again. 

“That I have,” he said, and pushed off from the counter. “Upstairs in my bathroom. Come on.” 

Aiden turned and left the kitchen, heading upstairs to his room.  

Flynn followed, curious what the rest of Aiden’s place looked like. He’d really only seen the 

living room and kitchen. Did the ski lodge theme continue? Was there a room with a big moose head on 

the wall and a cuckoo clock?  

At the top of the stairs, Aiden turned right, directly into his room. The walls were a calm, light 

shade of blue, with dark hardwood floors. The bed stood against the center of one wall with a black 

comforter and pillows. A large window took up one wall with bookcases flanking it. Across from the bed 

on the opposite wall was the dresser and the door to the bathroom. He stepped in and rummaged through 

the cabinet, looking for the bottle.  

“I don’t suppose you have a gun, do you? A taser? Medieval mace?” 

Aiden laughed softly, shaking his head as he stepped out with the bottle and handed it over. 

“Sorry, I left those when I moved. Didn’t think I would need them here. However, I do have a book on 

medieval weaponry. Does that help?  

“Is it heavy? You could use it as a bludgeon.” 

“It is pretty heavy,” he shrugged. “It’s an oversize book. Meant for coffee tables. I just thought it 

was cool.”  

“I bet.” He watched Aiden, and felt bad. About all of this, about getting him messed up in his 

drama. 

“You look miserable, Flynn.” He might not have known him for long, but he could read people 

fairly well. It came with being a teacher, he supposed. At least he could read most moods. And Flynn 

definitely looked upset.  

“I’m just ... I feel like I’ve fucked everything up. I don’t know how or why, but I have. Maybe 

just by showing up.” He was tearing up, which was a stupid, pansy ass thing to do, so he shut his eyes 

tight and tried to swallow them back.  

“You were following leads on what happened to your mother. I would probably do the same 

thing.” Aiden grabbed his shoulders and stepped closer. “You need a shower, and then sleep. You look 

like you haven’t slept in a while.”  
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“I guess I haven’t,” he admitted. “I feel pathetic.” 

Aiden didn’t like hearing that from Flynn. The Flynn he met was cocky and sure of himself, and 

made Aiden blush and giggle and do foolish, rash things like have sex on his couch. “A hot shower will 

fix that.”  

Flynn dry washed his face, sure he got the tears back down where they belonged, and looked at 

Aiden. It wasn’t so much that Aiden was hard to read, but he was always so innocent looking. “Really? 

You gonna join me?” 

And there it was. Aiden felt the blush rise. An image of the two of them on the couch rushed to 

the front of his mind, followed by the thought of naked, wet Flynn in his shower. He licked his lips to wet 

them - more of a nervous tendency than anything else - and cleared his throat. “Umm... well...” he trailed 

off. Oh, he wanted to. But should he?  

“C’mon, somebody’s gotta do my back.” What was he thinking? Morose and lost in thought, was 

Flynn really going to have sex with him again? He was making this worse.  

Aiden glanced in the direction of the bathroom. Oh hell. In for a penny and all that. He turned 

back to Flynn and smiled. “Only if you return the favor.”  

Flynn smiled, putting his arms around Aiden’s neck. So sweet, so trusting - how could he do this 

to him? “Do I get to choose how?” 

“Yeah, sure,” Aiden agreed. He looked up at him, headed tilted a bit to the side wondering what 

exactly he meant by that. But whatever. He’d find out.  

It looked like Aiden wasn’t going to get this started, so Flynn decided to. Was he ever going to 

get Aiden to do something nasty? He was going to have to work on him a bit more. He stepped back and 

peeled off his shirt. “Might want to get the water started, huh?” 

Aiden nodded, eyes wandering over every inch of flesh revealed and backed up into the bathroom. 

He bumped into the wall on the way, clumsy, and blushed. He managed to turn and open the shower door 

to get the water started, and couldn’t get the buttons on his shirt undone fast enough.  

“Need some help with that?” Flynn asked, stepping out of his jeans, He’d already kicked off his 

shoes, and almost left a dent in the wall. (Aiden hadn’t noticed. He got so delightfully flustered when sex 

entered the picture.) 

“I’m good.” Buttons finally released, he shed the shirt and pulled the t-shirt he wore under it over 

his head and tossed it to the floor as well. He turned to face Flynn and jerked his head to the side. “Towels 

are in that cabinet. Could you grab two?”  

“Who needs towels?” he replied, although he did reach inside and grab a couple. (Mentally, he 

bet they had little flowers on them. Yep - little flowers on a lace border. How did he know? Maybe there 
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was just something about Aiden that made him think Martha Stewart or Laura Ashley.) “I bet friction 

could dry us off in no time.” Flynn gave him a sly grin, knowing he could probably get him to blush again.  

Aiden had to focus on his belt, feeling his neck heat as the blush spread. Damnit. He slipped off 

his shoes and let his pants fall to the floor. With a little more confidence than before he turned and 

stepped into the shower, tossing a glance over his shoulder as he did. “Put the towels away, then.”  

Flynn smiled approvingly, and tossed the towels onto the sink before stepping out of his 

underwear and kicking them to the corner. Yes, he was probably making things worse, but why not have 

some fun while he still could? 

The water was warm, and Aiden let it slide over his body, letting it relax him as he waited for 

Flynn. He closed his eyes and thought about everything Flynn had told him. He hoped everything turned 

out okay.  

Flynn stepped into the shower and closed the opaque door behind him. He was going to say 

something to him, maybe he was going to apologize again, but he decided to stop himself by kissing 

Aiden instead, drinking the water droplets off his lips. Maybe things would be all right if he just kept his 

big damn mouth shut for a change. 
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Haven Falls #96 Face Off  

Miles Sutherland and Carter Gillespie 

_____________________________ 
Miles filed away Gertrude Johnson’s case notes. Christ, now his fingers were shaking. At least he 

could rule out alcohol, he hadn’t touched a drop since he’d got Rufus. Maybe that was the problem, 

withdrawal symptoms. 

He pushed the drawer shut, wincing at the loud bang that did nothing for his splitting headache 

and crossed over to the window. The view over the town and the bay usually calmed him, but today it 

made his stomach clench into tight knots. What the fuck was he doing in this little backwater town? 

His decision to come here had seemed so logical at the time; immerse himself in normality. Make 

easy decisions like which of the different statins to use for Gertrude’s high cholestrol. Here he could 

escape from working in hot, dusty conditions as he struggled to keep starving, parasite-riddled kids alive. 

Instead he got to work in a clean air-conditioned office and fixed skateboard injuries while he marvelled 

at their clear skin and perfect, white teeth. 

He sighed as he caught sight of Gil entering the front door and moved back out of view. What the 

fuck was he going to say to him? 

His ‘army shit’ comment probably needed some explanation. His background as a pacifist 

wouldn’t go down well in a community of gung-ho patriotic, red-blooded Americans. He’d realized that 

the moment he arrived. They were right to be proud of their veterans and the ones still serving overseas. 

He respected them too. Their bravery and willingness to fight for what they believed in was undeniable. 

Problem was, he didn’t share their belief that what they were doing would solve anything. The 

Russians had spent ten years trying to control Afghanistan and given up. When would the world learn that 

you’ll never win a war in a foreign country when a large section of the populace just sees you as invaders? 

They have time on their side. They can wait generation after generation, forcing you to spend 

billions...even encourage that. Who cares if some of their own countrymen are killed in the process. They 

just become martyrs to the cause. Collateral in their never-ending struggle for power...control. Control of 

the mind and body. In the end that’s all it comes down to and nobody gives a stuff about who is hurt in 

the process. 

His paramedic just didn’t understand why he’d told him to abide by the patient’s wishes. How 

much could he reveal about why he’d given him a direct order? An order that hadn’t been obeyed. He 

tightened his belt. This was a confrontation that had to be faced sometime. Might as well get it over and 

done with. 
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Gil got to work early but not early enough to go running with Miles. He figured Miles probably 

wouldn’t want to join him in a social situation, not after their phone call the previous afternoon. He’d 

been a damn fool and he knew it, but he couldn’t get his head around the fact that this was America — 

they operated differently, ran different protocols. There was so much he couldn’t get his head around — 

the driving, the small town attitude, the quiet — maybe he wouldn’t last the year, maybe he would jack it 

in and go home... 

Then what? He leaned against his locker and ran a hand through his hair. He had acted stupidly 

yesterday. But Miles had been so...cold. Abrupt. It had felt like the doctor was being the unprofessional 

one. Gil had never left a patient like that; it had felt like he was abandoning the guy to his fate. It had felt 

wrong, just wrong, no matter that it was the patient’s own decision. At least he had left him in medical 

care. God knew what Miles would have to say to that. 

“Gillespie! My office, now!” 

Gil turned but Miles was already walking away. Seemed like he was about to find out. Slamming 

his locker door closed, Gil followed the doctor down the corridor. 

The black leather squished as Miles plonked his weight on the stool. Crap, now his knees had 

started shaking too. Why was he so edgy? Maybe because he wasn’t used to chain of command shit. 

Previously everyone worked as a team. 

Gil couldn’t help but feel like a teenager called to the Headmaster’s Office...Principal’s office 

here, he thought, yet another difference. He unconsciously straightened his collar and stood tall before 

appearing in the doorway. 

“Come in, and shut the door behind you. I haven’t got all day.” 

Gil obeyed, stepping into the room and closing the door behind him quietly. Anticipation made 

him wary. It also made him recall the old adage, walk softly but carry a big stick. He quickly suppressed 

an inappropriate smile. 

Miles picked up a pencil off the desk and waved it at the chair. “Take a seat.” 

“I’ll stay standing if it’s all the same to you.” Always take the high ground in a battle, automatic 

advantage in looking down at your enemy. 

Drat, now the guy towered above him, but Miles wasn’t going to play those bullshit power games. 

Did he think he could intimidate him? He leaned back so he could eyeball the younger man. Shit, why did 

he have to look so attractive in his uniform? He sighed. “We have a problem here, Gillespie...” 

Oh-oh, the use of his surname didn’t bode well. Gil prepared for battle. The on-coming storm. 

“Yesterday, I gave you a direct order, and you ignored me. No, in fact you downright disobeyed 

me. Then to cap it off you almost threatened that you’d resign if I didn’t like it. Is that how things are 

done in England? It certainly isn’t the way things are done here.” Miles waited for some sort of reaction, 
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but all he got was a stubborn glare. Something about Gil’s refusal to break eye contact set Miles’ heart 

racing. This was a test of wills as much as anything. “Perhaps because we’ve had some social interaction 

outside work you think that gives you the right to argue with me. Well, I got news for you, buster. You 

have to learn that what happens in the playground stays in the playground. When it comes to work, you’re 

the paramedic, and I’m the doctor, right?” 

Gil swallowed and stayed quiet, eyes front. Miles was perfectly right but that fact didn’t make 

this any easier. 

Miles noted the rigidity in the younger man’s jaw. Was he challenging him? Playing the holier-

than-thou card? “No comment, hey? Care to inform me what happened after you hung up on me? Did 

your patient thank you for pulling your angel-of-mercy stunt? Did he find your dedication to duty 

touching? I gather he survived, or the shit would be hitting the fan.” Still no response, although the glare 

had become more intense if that was possible. Miles twirled the pencil around in his fingers a couple of 

times. “Have you written your report?” 

“It’ll be on your desk this afternoon. I left him in the care of his own doctor, and do you care 

whether he found my ‘dedication to duty’ touching or not?” 

Oh, that had hit a nerve, the blush still showed up under the young man’s tan. “I don’t give a shit 

what he thought about you as a person. I do give a shit about whether you obey orders. Veterans need 

special care by people with training, not wet-behind-the-ears kids who see themselves as fucking heroes, 

going in to save the world.” 

“So I’m sure you’re going to tell me why he isn’t under that ‘special care’. He was so damn 

terrified of us, I’m surprised he even let us near him, and I resent being called a “wet-behind-the-ears kid”! 

Of all the things you could call me, you don’t have the right to call me that! I have no desire to get the call 

to come cut him down when he’s hanged himself because he’s been forgotten by the very people who sent 

him there, not again!” Gil’s shoulders slumped in defeat. He’d been there, done that. “I’m not a ‘fucking 

hero’, doctor, I’m not brave enough to try saving the world.” 

The sagging shoulders should have been a cause for celebration, but instead Miles felt as if he’d 

been the one beaten into the ground. Fuck it, his comment had been uncalled for. But partly it was Miles 

going back to his old tricks, trying to dominate. Darren had managed to cure him of the habit and shown 

him that relationships worked just as well between equals. He waved the pencil again. “Sit down before 

you fall down.” 

Gil heard but didn’t acknowledge the change in tone. He glanced at the chair, then moved to sit 

down, dropping into it heavily. 
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Miles took a deep breath and tried to keep his voice at a reasonable level. “Let’s recap a bit here. 

You rang me and said, if I remember rightly, that Jason Biggs was responding well to heat packs and a 

warm saline IV. Am I correct?” 

“Yes, you are.” Gil’s voice was a monotone. 

Ah, a response. Something inside Miles loosened — the tense ball of muscle that seemed to have 

wrapped itself around his gut when he knew this face-off had to take place. Maybe reason was better than 

a bloody tirade. Sometimes his red-headed temper did get the better of him. “Then I suggested you bring 

him in, and you said that wasn’t an option because of his past experiences with medicos and his war 

experiences. Right?” 

“That’s right.” 

“You’d told me he was stable, so I said to leave them to it. I really don’t see what you’re getting 

your knickers in a twist about.” 

“On a physical level, he was stable -” 

“So you’re a shrink now, as well as an angel of mercy?” 

“I’m not a qualified psychiatrist, no, which is why I can only comment on the physical -” 

“He wasn’t alone though, was he — Christopher Melky was there. But you’re implying now that 

the patient was suicidal. Were you going to sit and hold his hand and expect him to suddenly spill his guts 

to you because you batted your beautiful, big, brown eyes at him?” 

“I didn’t know if he was suicidal and frankly, I really didn’t want to know what he went through.” 

Gil stopped and shook his head. He really, really didn’t. “Enough of this, doctor. If you’re going to 

reprimand me, the least you could do is lay off the personal insults.” 

“Insult? You do have beautiful brown eyes.” They flashed a glare that would have stripped paint 

off the walls if he hadn’t been in the way. “Sorry, mate, couldn’t resist.” 

Puzzled, Gil wondered at the compliment. It had certainly sounded sincere, but he was beginning 

to think that there was much more to Miles than the doctor was revealing. Was the man being serious, or 

was this just another of his sarcastic digs? If he thought for a moment the admiration was sincere...oh, 

come on, it couldn’t be...could it? 

Miles sighed. One step forward, two steps back. What was it about this guy that really got under 

his skin? Maybe it was those eyes. “Sorry, I’m finding it hard here... keeping this professional. Maybe we 

shouldn’t associate outside work hours.” Maybe they shouldn’t, but that didn’t explain why the prospect 

of not seeing Gil’s sunny smile more often threatened to put the tight knot back in his gut. “The bottom 

line is that you and Mike are emergency response crew. I can’t afford to have you tied up for hours on end, 

holding someone’s hand; no matter how much that person needs it. What if we’d got a call from Asher 

Bay to help them respond to a multi-car pile-up on the highway... like the one we had a few days ago? 
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Take it from me. You can’t solve the world’s problems. Sometimes even solving one person’s problems 

may be beyond our capabilities. All you can do... all I can do... is our job.” 

“The needs of the many, eh?” Gil exhaled heavily. “I guess I reacted badly to your ‘army shit’ 

comment. It wasn’t like you. You’re normally so...dedicated. It wasn’t a side of you I expected to hear, 

nor did I like hearing it.” 

Miles twiddled the pencil again in his hand. It helped to have something to touch...stopped him 

wanting to scream and yell as memories came flooding back. “Put it down to some experiences I’d rather 

forget. Take it from me, though, the armed services look after their own... or they should. They’re a law 

unto themselves. Stick together like glue. I suppose it comes from feeling everyone is out to get you. The 

only ones you can really trust are the ones that wear the same uniform. Fighting in a country where every 

friendly hand can be backed up by the opposite one holding a grenade with the pin out makes for some 

seriously fucked-up attitudes to civilians... no matter how well meaning and innocent they are.” 

“Same thing happened in Vietnam, Somalia, you name it, kids with guns, bombs in prams.” 

A loud crack reverberated as Miles snapped the pencil in half. Gil didn’t know anything about his 

years in Africa and the other hot spots did he? 

Gil met Miles’ eyes, “I’m not that stupid, Miles, my mother is an historian, and an American 

citizen. She’s also a writer. I’ve seen the pictures....” He shuddered. 

Miles tried to hide his sigh of relief as he bent over and threw the broken pieces in the bin. 

Hopefully any heightened color in his face would be attributed to the action rather than surprise at Gil’s 

words. Somalia. He really didn’t want to think about that. Not now. Not ever. “All we can do is be around 

to pick up the pieces and try to put them together again. But if they don’t want to be helped, we can’t 

force them. If they say they’re flying someone in, then it sounds like he will be getting attention. Whether 

it’s the sort of attention he needs is another matter.“ 

“You can take a horse to water but you can’t make it drink. I’m sorry, I was out of order. I’m not 

used to abandoning my patients.” 

And the implication is that I am? Miles chewed his lips for a second, wondering how to respond. 

“Maybe your experience in big cities where there are lots of ambulances on call makes you forget what 

it’s like when you’re the only one around. It gets tough then, deciding how and when to stop and move 

onto the next case. Do you give all your care and attention to one person and ignore the ones around you? 

Or do you try to get them stable and move on, leaving it up to God or whatever higher power, you or they 

believe in, to finish the job? Trust me, these decisions aren’t easy to make, but we have to learn when to 

walk away, no matter how hard it may be at the time. We have to recognise our limits.” 

“Fuck it, what the hell do you think I am?” On top of all that had happened yesterday, the 

comment stung. “Are paramedics trained differently over here or something? Do people expect them to 



128 
 

know sweet FA? I’ve had disaster management training, I’ve been on countless exercises, I was even with 

the Air Ambulance for two years. I’m neither wet behind the ears nor am I a stranger to triage. Its like 

nobody gives me credit for knowing anything about this shit!” He watched as Miles opened his mouth to 

say something and jumped in again. “I agree, I made a bad call, but I’ve told you why, I’m not used to the 

way things are done here. In an emergency situation, I can make those judgement calls, but here, on a 

case I’d normally be able to deal with by calling for back-up, there is no fucking back-up.” 

Miles rolled the stool away from his desk and stood. This conversation was hitting every damn 

button he had. No matter what he said, he wasn’t getting any closer to a resolution. Gil was not going to 

back down. He turned and looked out the window. Seemed like he’d lost the only friend he had in this 

one-horse town. Maybe it wasn’t Gil who should quit, but him. “You’re right. I should respect your 

judgement more. I forget sometimes that you do have all that experience. You seem so young. But it’s not 

that. I’m just old. Old enough to know better.” The last words were muttered softly, more to remind 

himself. 

The chair scraped across the floor as Gil stood quickly before crossing to the window in a few 

strides. He grabbed Miles by the shoulders and spun him round. “Don’t be so fucking stupid!” he snapped, 

“You’re not old. You can lie to the rest of the world all you want, but don’t lie to yourself. You’re hiding 

-” 

Miles stared into those brown eyes that seemed to see behind the beard and the bushy hair. Had 

he been that obvious? Yes, he was hiding here. Like a bear coming to a cave to hibernate, he’d hoped to 

spend the remainder of his life in Haven Falls. Wasn’t that what the town had promised to be - a Haven? 

He shook off the paramedic’s hands and walked away. “I won’t be putting in any sort of reprimand.” 

Maybe if he changed the subject, he could stop the guy getting too close. He didn’t need close. He just 

needed to be left alone. 

“I don’t give a shit about a reprimand. I’ve had them before.” Gil huffed a laugh. “Shouldn’t be 

telling you that though.” He looked out the window at the grey sky. It suited the mood. He wanted to say 

something, anything, but couldn’t think of how to start. Maybe Miles was right, this was one of those 

times when he should know his limits and walk away. 

Now that he was a safe distance away, Miles turned and stared at Gil’s back. The soft light from 

the window was wrapping around his tall, strong frame. Every inch seemed to be tense, alive. “I still think 

it might be better if we keep our relationship on a professional basis.” He swallowed. “I appreciate you 

were trying to help with the jogging and all that, but I have Rufus now....” Instead of the dog snuggling up 

to him, a sudden image of Gil naked in bed beside him hit like a cricket ball in the gut. Shit. No, he really 

didn’t want to get that close. He shut his mouth and pushed that image through his mental shredder. The 

less he saw of the paramedic the better. 
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I should just walk away, leave it, the guy wants his privacy. Trouble was, Gil had seen it before. 

He thought of Phil, his best friend through college, remembered the phone call he’d received a year ago. 

Angel of mercy? Miles had no idea. Sometimes, he wanted to grab Miles by the collar and shake some 

sense into him. “Trouble is, you can’t talk to a dog.” 

Miles snorted. Sometimes that was precisely what he did. Was it a sign of early onset dementia 

creeping in. Alzheimer’s? It sure as hell was a sign of bloody loneliness. His life had centered so much 

around Darren that he really didn’t have any friends in the States. “I’m just concerned about the 

difficulties of mixing friendship and work.” 

“What’s the real reason? Look, I didn’t disobey you because I look on you as a friend, I made a 

judgement based on a situation I didn’t understand and a reaction that didn’t make sense at the time. And 

I’m sorry. That was grossly unprofessional of me -” 

The real reason? No way was Miles going there. “You trying to make me feel bad, now?” Miles 

gave a small grin to show he was joking. “Look, I understand where you’re coming from. A little more 

explanation on my part at the time would have avoided all this ... unpleasantness. I’m sorry. I’ve been 

watching you work. You’re good at your job. I should have had more faith in your abilities. When I heard 

Jason Biggs was a war vet and had been through some tough times in Afghanistan I over-reacted.” Miles 

walked over and held out his hand. 

“And I should have had more faith in your experience. You know the score here, I don’t. Next 

time, I promise I’ll do as I’m told.” Gil took Miles’ hand in his. 

He promises to do what he’s told? Miles shuddered as they shook hands and hoped the younger 

man didn’t notice. Talk about pushing buttons!  

Gil felt the older man’s hand tremble briefly in his and wondered, but he saw no reaction in his 

expression and decided to leave it. He had already pushed things far enough as it was. 
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Haven Falls #107: Cold Calling  

Aiden Parker, Henry Vale, & Flynn Archer 

______________________________ 
After Flynn left, Aiden took another shower and spent some time cleaning and made a small 

dinner. With no schoolwork to do, and no pressing matters that needed to be addressed, he spent some 

time playing with Dante. When the dog was worn out, he grabbed a new acquired book from his table and 

sat down to read.  

The book was new, but not one for his collection. He had picked it up a few weeks ago at the 

small bookstore in town, but had no time recently to read it. Now that he had the time - a few hours at 

least - he was excited. With Dante at his feet resting, he carefully cracked open the mystery novel and 

immersed himself in the world within the book.  

Just as he was really getting into the first chapter, there was a knock at his door. Dante jumped up 

from what Aiden had thought was a sound sleep and began to bark. Marking his place with the receipt, he 

set the book down on the table and answered the door. If it was Flynn, he might kill him for interrupting. 

But opening the door, he saw an older man he didn’t recognize.  

“Can I help you?” Aiden asked. 

“Excuse me if I interrupted anything. I’m Henry Vale, from the Final Rest Funeral Home, and I 

wished to pass on my condolences to Errol - I mean Flynn Archer or the tragic passing of his father. He’s 

not here by any chance?” Vale wondered, playing his smoothness to the hilt. Ah, the big eyed English 

teacher. Much more wholesome looking than Flynn’s usual conquest. He seemed to prefer rough trade, as 

far as he could tell. 

Henry Vale. This was the man Flynn had just warned him about. Aiden’s eyes widened briefly. 

How would he know to look for Flynn here? And how did he know about his father, unless... Aiden 

frowned and shook is head. “No, Flynn isn’t here.” Errol? Who the hell was that?  

“Pity. I went by his apartment, but his neighbor said he hadn’t been around for at least a day. I 

was afraid he was taking it hard.” Or had run off, which would have been sensible, but he could count on 

Flynn not being sensible in the least. That seemed to run in his family. 

Flynn had told him he was going home, so where did he run off to now? Aiden resisted the urge 

to sigh. “Sorry, you missed him by a few hours. I’m sure he’s around town.” He wasn’t sure how much he 

should say to this man. And the minute he left, he was going to call Flynn and let him know. He did say 

he should call if he ran into him. Aiden wasn’t expecting it to be so soon.  
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Vale gave Aiden his most professional smile. This poor pretty boy had no idea the level of trash 

he was involved with, did he? “I’ll leave you my card. I’m sure he’ll want to call me.” He reached inside 

his coat pocket and pulled out one of his laminated cards before he handed it to the teacher.  

“I’m sure he could just look up the number,” Aiden said, hesitating before taking the card. 

“There’s only one funeral home in Haven Falls, isn’t there?”  

“Yes, but this should be more convenient for the bereaved. This is such a hard time.” Harder than 

this poor little English teacher could imagine. How much had Flynn told him? Anything true? He was like 

a deer in the headlights, giving off too many startled signals for him to be sure. 

“Yes, it must be. Flynn did seem upset earlier,” he said. It wasn’t exactly true, but it wasn’t a lie 

either. Flynn had been upset, but more about this man than anything else. Aiden suddenly felt like he was 

in the middle of one of his mystery novels. “I’ll make sure I give him the card. It was very kind of you to 

stop by.” Though I still want to know how he figured to come here... 

Vale dipped his head, a partial bow, and said, “It’s the least I can do. And may I say, you have a 

lovely home. You must enjoy the silence here.” 

Aiden narrowed his eyes slightly. “Thank you. It is quiet, and I enjoy it.” Dante bumped against 

his leg, sniffing at the man and Aiden let him nose past a little. Something, perhaps his scent from being 

around dead bodies at the funeral home, set him off and he growled low. “But Dante keeps me company.”  

Vale looked down at the tiny dust mop he called a dog, and grinned at it. One good kick, and he 

bet he could send it all the way to Asher Bay. “What a cutie. Purebred?” 

“Yes, and growing every day. He’ll be a larger dog.” He already was getting pretty big. Not fast 

enough though, he thought, with one look at Vale.  

“Oh, I’m sure, eventually.” He smiled blankly at Aiden. He’d never get big enough in time, 

though, although dogs didn’t bother Vale. He had enough poisons at his disposal to kill a thousand dogs. 

People too, but where was the fun in that? “Should I leave a brochure? Flynn might want to look over 

casket options.” 

“No, that won’t be necessary. I’ll give him the card. I’m sure he’ll call. Or pay you a visit.” Aiden 

took a small step back, hand on the door. Dante stayed at his side, still growling.  

“Tell him I’m looking forward to it,” Vale replied, wondering if any of this had sunk in. Poor boy, 

all alone out here, with no close neighbors. Anything could happen here, and besides Flynn, who would 

know for days? “Have a good day.” Vale turned slowly on his heels and walked back towards his car, 

admiring all the seclusion. Yes, this would do nicely. 

Aiden shut the door as soon as he turned and locked it. That man... he was so strange. Cold. He 

shivered and pulled out his phone where Flynn’s number was programmed in, and pressed the button to 

call him. He just hoped he answered.  
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“Yeah, Aiden, what?” 

“Thank God, you answered.” Aiden breathed a sigh of relief. “You told me to call, well, Henry 

Vale just showed up at me house.”  

“What?! Is he there now? What did that bastard do?” Just the thought of that bastard being alone 

with Aiden made his blood turn cold. 

“He left. But he was looking for you. I don’t know how he figured to look here, but he said he 

stopped at your place. He left you his business card and condolences over your father. I didn’t believe it.”  

“He what?” That fucking bastard. What the hell was that stuff about his father supposed to mean? 

Flynn rubbed his eyes, trying to focus. Focusing was hard when he was pissed off. “How did he know 

where you lived? Why did he come there?” Why was he asking Aiden? The truth was, Flynn knew why 

Vale had showed up there. It was a threat, just as threatening the “big eyed English teacher” had been a 

bludgeon to use against him.  

“I don’t know. I would like to know that myself. It was so... strange. Dante doesn’t like him. 

Neither do I. You were right. And he made a strange comment about my house...” Aiden frowned, trying 

to recall his exact wording.  

“Just ... keep the door locked. I’m on my way.” As an afterthought, he asked, “Are you sure you 

don’t have a weapon?” 

“I locked it the second he turned around.” Aiden shook his head, even though he knew Flynn 

couldn’t see it. “No, nothing besides a hammer. I guess that could work.” As if he could use that against a 

person.  

“If he shows up again before I come back ... call the police.” That last part was especially hard for 

him to say, but if meant protecting Aiden, he’d be willing to bite that bullet. 

If Flynn was telling him to call the police, it was serious. “All right. I will. I’ll see you soon.” 

Aiden hung up and checked the door again to make sure it was locked. Feeling creeped out, he went 

around the house shutting all the blinds in the windows and turned on the lights. He’d never felt 

uncomfortable in this house before. With Dante at his side, he dug through a closet and found the hammer. 

Though he felt foolish, he set it near him as he sat back down to wait for Flynn. 
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Haven Falls #113: Ashes To Ashes  

Miles Sutherland & Flynn Archer 

___________________________ 
Miles locked the door behind him and tried to prevent himself from falling down the stairs as 

Roofie took off. “This is only a before bed piss-stop and dump, not a walk, you idiot.” He pulled the lead 

tight and followed the dog out the gate. 

The late night air still carried some moisture in it; a by-product of the rain they’d had over the last 

few days. Roofie was checking out the smells as usual. With the number of dogs in town he could take a 

while. “Hurry up, mate, we haven’t got all night.” 

Roofie stopped sniffing and looked up, his bedraggled ears trying to stand at attention, all legs 

tense. Miles stared in the direction he was facing but couldn’t see anything except different shades of 

black. Roofie’s tail started a slow wag. Friend then, not foe. 

“Miles! Just the man I was looking for,” Flynn said, approaching out of the shadows. “What a 

coincidence.” Now that that asshole Vale was deliberately taunting him with Aiden’s vulnerability, he had 

to do something about him ... but what? The thought of killing the bastard was nice, but he knew he didn’t 

have much of a taste for blood, and besides that, Vale implied he wasn’t alone. He needed all the ammo 

he could get on Vale, and he needed it yesterday.  

“What’s up, Errol?” Ever since the Mad Max crack, Miles had been sweating on calling the man 

that the next time he saw him. Roofie was bounding around the man’s legs as if he was a long lost friend. 

Didn’t the dog have any taste? 

Flynn stopped short. “What did you call me?” 

“Well, since you called me, Mad Max, I’ll call you, Errol Flynn. Fair’s fair.” Miles noticed all the 

color had drained out of the man’s face at the name. Couldn’t take his own medicine, eh? “And if you’re 

looking for me, clinic hours are Monday through Friday 8:00 am to 4:30 pm and Saturday from 8:00 to 

noon.” The guy still seemed to be trying to find his tongue. Maybe he just didn’t appreciate his sense of 

humor. Most Americans didn’t. “So, what did you want to see me about?” 

Holy shit, that scared him. What would he have done if Miles knew who he actually was? Flynn 

shook his head, and focused once more. “I was wondering if you had any more info on those hands. Like, 

how the guy died, or if more body parts had turned up or things like that.” 

Miles kicked the ground with the toe of his boot as he thought about the request. Had it just been 

a coincidence that Flynn had been around when both hands were found? He seemed to be awfully 

interested in them and his reaction when he told him of the ID had definitely been strange. “What’s it to 

you?” 
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Oh good, Mad Max was going to be stroppy. Damn it. “I’m curious. It’s not every day you find 

severed hands in a park.” He paused briefly. “Unless Australia is rougher than I thought.” 

So the punk wanted to play silly buggers and have a go at Australia, did he? Two could play that 

game. “Well at least our contact football is just that. We don’t pad ourselves up like the Michelin man. 

You ever seen a game of rugby?” 

Flynn snorted derisively. “Seen it? Hell, man, I used to play it. Ain’t a lot of interest in some 

places, though.” 

Errol had actually played the game. Gee, maybe he wasn’t a total dipshit. Come to think of it that 

tackle he’d done on Roofie the first day they met had been quite impressive. “Shame a few mauls and 

rucks with some of the guys that live around here might get very interesting. What position did you 

play?” 

“I was versatile. Generally I was a loosehead prop, but sometimes I was a forward, depending on 

what was needed. You ever play?” 

“Played first grade for a few years ‘til...” Miles stopped as he suddenly realized he was going to 

say until he’d realized he was gay and known he’d have the shit kicked out of him if the rest of the team 

found out. So far only a couple of guys had been brave enough to come out in any form of the code in 

Australia. In those days he’d been too chicken. “You don’t look big enough to be a prop. Geez, it’s a 

wonder the scrum didn’t run right over the top of you.” 

Flynn grinned in remembrance. “Oh, I like the rough stuff. You could ask the boyfriends, but 

that’s probably T.M.I. .”  

Miles looked him up and down a few times and wondered whether he’d be Flynn’s type. Nah. 

“Well, as it happens I did get a report back from the sheriff’s office.” 

“About my boyfriends?” Flynn realized Miles wasn’t in a teasing mood, and got back down to 

business. “About what, the guy who was unhanded?” 

“Yep, Lance had wondered why Roofie hadn’t just eaten the hands, but the lab said they’d been 

injected with formaldehyde.” Miles checked to see if his companion knew what he was talking about. 

“It’s used to preserve things. The concentration in the tissue was pretty high, over 35%. That’s why they 

were that funny gray color. Turns out they were cut off after whatsisname was dead and then treated.” He 

tugged on Roofie’s lead. The dog had grown bored since they’d started talking and was digging holes in 

Mrs Danver’s dahlia bed. 

“Don’t insult me, man, I know what formaldehyde is, I’m not that stupid,” Flynn replied testily, 

wondering exactly what all off this meant. He only wished his father’s hand had something telling on 

them. A tattoo saying ;This is why you’re screwed, and why some asshole is trying to kill you’. “One of 

the hands was more rotted than the other. Was that one not injected with as much?” 
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“Who knows. There are so many variables that affect the rate of decomposition. Perhaps the rain 

leached some of the preservative out. It was also a day later. Another day of sitting in the ground 

surrounded by microbes and bacteria. Eventually the hand would have started to rot.” 

“Was there any way for them to tell how he died?” Flynn couldn’t seem too eager. But too 

dispassionate brought its own questions. It was hard being a good actor.  

“Not so far. They found some sand under the fingernails, but that could have got there after the 

man was dead. There’s even doubts that they were buried in the place Roofie found them.” Miles had his 

doubts on that one as well. He’d already caught his dog reburying one of the lamb bones he’d given him. 

“The real question is why would anyone bother embalming two hands? It’s almost the opposite of what 

normally happens. Usually the killers want to prevent identification, so they cut off the fingers. The 

Russian mafia do that in the film “Eastern Promises”. Have you seen it?” 

“Naked Viggo? Oh hell, yes.” 

“Yeah, well.” Miles shifted uncomfortably. There had been some serious man-on-man 

undercurrents between Viggo’s character and the son of the mafia boss he was working for. The film had 

been one of Darren’s favorites too. “Anyway, the sheriff reckons whoever’s hands they were, someone 

wanted their identity to be known. The question is why?” 

“Yeah.” Flynn felt like he had missed something, then realized what it was. “Wait - isn’t 

embalming something that happens at a mortuary?” 

“Yep. I passed Henry Vale going into the sheriff’s office on my way out. He seemed to be upset.” 

He’d aimed a kick at Roofie before he saw Miles watching him. Bastard. He better hope he didn’t ever 

need patching up when he was on duty. 

“Vale.” Just the name made Flynn’s balls shrivel and leave him with a bad taste in his mouth, like 

poison. “Do you know him very well?” 

Miles took a deep breath. He didn’t like dissing people who were virtually colleagues, even if 

they did give him the shits. “I’ve seen him around. I’ve actually had more to do with his assistant, Riley.” 

“His assistant is Lyle, that Limey prick.” 

Miles decided to let Flynn’s “Limey prick” comment ride for now. He didn’t know who ‘Lyle’ 

was, so he hardly felt as if he should stick up for him. But if dear Errol here ever used the same words to 

describe Gil, Miles would have no hesitation in decking him. “Vale’s assistant is Stan Riley. He’s worked 

there for a few years. Who’s this Lyle character you seem to dislike so much. What’s the matter didn’t he 

want to jump into bed with you?” 

“Hardly. He’s a tight assed, callous bastard ... did you say, Riley?” 

“Yep.” Gee, Errol had gone as white as a ghost again. “It’s funny, he was due to come and see me 

today and didn’t turn up.” Riley would have needed a repeat prescription for Restoril by now, so the 
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missed appointment had been out of character. Especially seeing he’d been complaining about having 

difficulty getting to sleep at night. 

“I’d really like to meet him. Think that’s possible?” 

Miles checked his watch. It was nine pm, a bit late for a social call, but now he thought of it, 

Stan’s absence had been strange. “I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to see if he’s home. His house is just down 

the road and Roofie might actually sleep if he gets some more exercise.” 

“Well, lead on, Mad Max. I’ll man the flamethrower.” 

“What, you offering to be Bruce Spence instead of Errol?” They walked in silence for a while. 

Conversation wasn’t easy while Miles’s brain was whirring around, trying to figure out why his 

companion seemed so keen to meet Vale’s assistant. Did he think he might have embalmed the hands? 

Formaldehyde wasn’t that hard to get hold of. Heck, even some of the school teachers could have 

probably put their hands on some if they wanted to. Hands ... formaldeyde... the two would be forever 

linked in his brain now. 

Flynn followed, and in his worst Australian accent, said, “We’re partners, mate. Partners!”  

“Hey, good one, mate. At least you’ve got the accent right. Now do the grin!” 

“Can’t. My teeth aren’t that bad.” 

Miles laughed. He tried to superimpose an image of Mad Max’s gyrocopter pilot on Flynn and 

failed miserably. For a start he was about a foot too short. Maybe Errol wasn’t so bad once you got to 

know him. At least he had a decent sense of humor. “Well, here we are.” 

Riley’s house was an old single level house with a sharply peaked roof. A few of its roof tiles 

were gone, making it look like the smile of a fifth grader with its baby teeth missing. The house was a sort 

of dull ecru, perhaps once white, with peeling pink highlights. The front yard was a small rectangle, and 

some decrepit azaleas were being eaten away by a fungus that looked like lichen. It was a sad looking 

place, and for that reason kind of ominous. It was one of the older houses he thought he’d seen in Haven 

Falls, something about it screamed ‘70’s. He bet it had a rec room.  

Miles tied Roofie to one of the downposts of the porch. He’d never actually visited Stan as they 

weren’t exactly on buddy, buddy terms but he thought the house wouldn’t have looked quite as run down 

as this. The primer on the windowsills looked as if it had been there for years, just waiting for the top coat. 

He knocked on the door. 

Flynn stood back, waiting. He wondered if Riley would be as skeletal and sour looking as Vale. 

He wondered if he had the self-restraint to keep from throttling him the moment he saw him. 

No answer. Miles checked the window near the door, but the blind was too tightly drawn, so no 

cracks for light to shine through. “How about you check around the back and see if you can see any sign 

of life.” 
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“Sure, why not?” Flynn stepped down of the porch and circled the house, following the patches of 

dead grass. This was a man who didn’t keep up his lawn at all. Weren’t there rules against that sort of 

things in suburbs? Well, maybe this wasn’t a proper suburb. 

The back of the house was as stark as the front, with only a cement back porch and an old reel 

lawnmower propped up against the siding. It hadn’t been used in ages, and the blades were getting rusty. 

There was a back door, and his best guess was it was a kitchen door, although it would have been 

too easy if it had a window inset. It didn’t; it was hollow core metal, painted that same shade of off white 

as the rest of the house. He tried the knob. It was locked. 

Flynn glanced around briefly, making sure Miles hadn’t followed, and dropped to one knee. In his 

front jeans pocket, he had the tiny roll of black velvet where he kept his basic lockpick kit - an array of 

tiny silver instruments, good for just about any physical lock on the planet. (Infrared not so much; that 

required different tools.) He took out the two he needed, slid them into the keyhole, and within thirty 

seconds heard the click of the lock being retracted. Very basic lock. No inner city heavy duty deadbolts 

out in Haven Falls, it seemed. 

He put the tools back, shoved the velvet kit back in his pocket, and stood up before shouting, 

“Door’s open back here.” It was true. Miles didn’t need to know it was a recent development. 

“Okay, I heard you, buddy.” Miles muttered when he heard the yell. “You don’t have to let the 

entire street know.” He patted Roofie on the head. “Stay here.” The dog cocked his head to one side and 

proceeded to piss on the doorpost. Miles sighed. Were there any dog obedience schools in town? Roofie 

sure needed some training. 

He walked around the side of the house, picking his way through the wet, overgrown vegetation. 

Stan obviously wasn’t a gardener. As he passed the garbage can, the stink of stale prawns seemed to 

almost climb out of the container. Only years of working in primitive conditions helped him overcome the 

automatic gag reflex. He lifted the lid. A cursory glance just showed normal garbage, but it looked like it 

hadn’t been emptied for a while. 

Maybe he should call the sheriff’s office. Not just go barging in. His companion was waiting 

impatiently at the back door with his arms crossed over his chest giving Miles the evil eye. 

“What, you took the scenic route?” 

“The smelly route more like. Have you been inside yet?” Miles opened the door slightly and 

peered through the narrow opening. Everything looked dark. He took a deep breath. Nothing putrid 

assaulted his nostrils. Nothing as bad as the garbage. So, no dead body, thank God. 

Flynn peered in over Miles’s shoulder, and from what he could tell in the moonlight streaming in 

through the door, they were in a kitchen. A fairly messy kitchen. “Who leaves their cupboard doors 

open?” 
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“Stan, are you there.” Miles called out. The silence was deafening. “Should we call the sheriff?” 

He edged the door further open and felt around for the light switch. For a second he thought it must be 

already on and the power off at the mains, then he remembered Americans had the switch arse-about. 

Down is “off”. He flipped the switch and a harsh light glowed from the ceiling fluorescent.  

“What for? Have you seen something illegal yet?”  

Miles called out again with the same result. Just the echo as his voice reverberated off the walls. 

Outside, Roofie gave a yelp as if he was answering. “You think Riley always leaves his kitchen in this 

state? I mean the man’s not exactly Martha Stewart but he wouldn’t leave plates and cutlery lying 

scattered on the floor, would he.” Miles took a few steps inside and turned around. “Were there any signs 

of a forced lock or anything? Riley was pretty paranoid about locking up at night. He kept telling me 

someone was after him.” That’s why he’d needed the sleeping tablets. 

“No, the door was just unlocked. And how do you know he left the place at night? He could’ve 

stepped out for a second to get his newspaper or something.” Even Flynn couldn’t buy this bullshit as he 

was saying it. But he couldn’t tell Mileshe picked the lock, any more than he could say he had a really 

bad feeling about this. 

Miles ran his hand through his beard. Something was off here. He had a feeling Flynn was lying 

about something, but he wasn’t too sure what. “I’ll go check the other rooms. Who knows, he may just be 

asleep.” They should probably ring the sheriff’s office, but Riley had been a bit leery about contacting 

them when Miles had asked whether he’d reported his suspicions about being followed. “Are you 

coming?” 

“Should I? If he’s here, he has no fucking clue who I am.” Also, Flynn had a feeling there was 

nobody here. Or if there was, they were in no shape to ask who the hell he was.  

“Suit yourself.” Miles carefully picked his way through the broken crockery. “Stan,” he called 

again as he edged aside the upturned kitchen stool. If there was going to be a police investigation, the less 

disturbance he made, the better. A familiar vibration against his leg startled him for a moment. “Bugger.” 

He pulled out his pager. “Looks like I’m needed back at the hospital. One of my patients has just gone 

into labor.” 

“I hope it’s a woman. Otherwise you’ve got one for the books.” 

Miles laughed. “Not everyone in this town is gay.” Although sometimes it feels like it he 

muttered to himself as he shoved the pager back into his pocket and retraced his steps. “Mate, can you do 

me a favor? Can you call the sheriff and get him to come and take a look?” Miles edged past Flynn who 

was still standing at the door. “You’ll have to stay here until he arrives. Is that okay?” 

“You’re really just leaving me here?” He was sure Miles didn’t trust him, he just had no choice. 

“What if there’s a corpse in the bathroom?” 
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“Well if there is, it’s a fresh one. Take it from one who knows. Unless it’s embalmed or 

something.” Miles grinned at his own joke. Flynn didn’t seem to be amused though. “I’d call them, but I 

didn’t bring my phone with me. I was just popping out for a couple of minutes to let Roofie do his 

business. Look, I can leave you Roofie for company if you’re scared.” 

“I’m a bouncer, remember? I don’t get scared.” Except by some stupid ass, scarecrow like 

mortician, but the less said about that, the better. 

Miles ran his hand up and down the edge of the door. “Hm. No signs of a break and entry. I 

wonder how they got in? If Riley isn’t here, then there is just no way the door would have been left open. 

You better not touch anything. The fingerprint people might be needing to check for prints.” 

“Please stop treating me like an idiot. I’m decent looking, but that doesn’t make me instantly a 

moron.” 

“Decent? In your dreams, kiddo. I might call you, Errol, but no way do you look anywhere near 

as good as him. Gotta run.” Miles collected Roofie and set off back for the house. From the sounds of 

things, he still had a few minutes as Sheree wasn’t fully dilated yet. According to Millie Broadbent 

anyway. 

“Errol Flynn’s looks are overrated, he’s just another white guy with a questionable mustache,” 

Flynn called after Miles’s departing back. Would he ever know how right he was about his name? 

Hopefully not, but it all depended on Vale, he supposed. 

He kept his hands at his side, not touching anything, hoping against hope he’d find what he was 

looking for. He had a keychain flashlight, which he pulled out and turned on, so he didn’t have to touch 

any wall switches. He couldn’t afford to have his fingerprints turn up here.  

Riley’s place had been tossed, and the guys doing it hadn’t bothered to clean up after themselves. 

Clearly they’d been looking for something, as they’d torn apart his bedroom, and the bathroom was a 

wreck, the emptied medicine cabinet almost torn off the wall. In the clothes scattered on the floor, 

probably from the empty dresser drawers, he saw what he was looking for, a pair of cheap acrylic gloves, 

and put them on. Now he could actually touch things, and no one would notice a pair of gloves missing in 

this chaos. 

Flynn just assumed some of Vale’s people had looked through this place. For what and why he 

had no idea, but this gave him the impression Riley had come to a bad end. Or he’d run off and would be 

impossible to find, which worked out as well. Either way, he wasn’t going to get a chance to talk to him. 

The team that tossed the room was quite thorough. They’d even gone through his DVD collection, 

leaving shiny discs scattered across the living room. What were they looking for? 

Just a cursory walk through told him there was no point in looking for anything himself. 

Whatever it was that was here, it was probably gone. But of all the rooms in the house, the kitchen looked 
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the most untouched. Yeah, they’d gone through it, leaving cupboard doors open and leaving the plates 

and the food wherever they fell, but it wasn’t too bad. Ignoring the cupboards and turned out drawers, he 

opened the refrigerator. 

The fridge was a great place to hide stuff from burglars, unless they were aware it was a favorite 

hiding place, then you were screwed. There wasn’t much in the fridge, just the bachelor special (what he 

called a collection of random condiments and beer), a container of yogurt, and some lunch meat turning a 

nauseating shade of blue, and since the glass shelves were semi-transparent, he could see there was no 

point looking in the crisper drawers. If there was anything in here, the team took it. 

The freezer was equally pathetic. For one thing, it needed defrosting, and when you looked past 

the white lumps of ice growing on the sides, all there was was an old ice cream carton and a couple of 

frozen dinners. He looked in the ice cream quart, but it contained only what it said on the label, and when 

he reached in to move the frozen dinners aside, he realized they were too heavy. 

Holy shit, did the original thieves overlook something? 

It turned out that the Salisbury steak TV dinner was the hiding place. Riley had even glued the 

box shut, so he had to open it to see the contents.  

It was a small brown leather diary, vacuum sealed in plastic to keep the pages from getting wet. 

Was this what the search team was looking for?  

He put the diary under his t-shirt, sliding the bottom part of it in the waistband of his pants, 

therefore if anyone saw him coming out, they wouldn’t see him take anything. It was cold enough to 

make him shiver. 

Once outside, he stripped off the gloves and shoved them in his coat pocket before retrieving his 

cell phone. He was so glad he stuck to burner phones, although it was unlikely a podunk berg like this had 

cell tracing technology. He dialed the Sheriff’s office number as he walked around to double check the 

address. When the phone was answered, he lowered his voice and reported seeing a guy breaking in to 

324 Pine Street. The dispatcher was asking him for his name when he hung up and put his phone back in 

his pocket. 

A sleepy town like this? They’d get a prowler to check it out, and by then he’d be long gone.  

Flynn just hoped that this diary had enough information to bring Vale down. Otherwise he didn’t 

know what he was going to do. 
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Haven Falls #119: Date Night 2 - This Time It’s Personal  

Aiden Parker & Flynn Archer 

_____________________ 
Aiden sat on the small patio behind his house, watching Dante playing with a ball. His goofy dog 

would put his paw on the ball to stop it, but then it would shoot out from under him and he would chase it. 

He laughed to himself, amused as he sipped his water.  

The school day had gone well enough. It was close to the end of the year and he was struggling to 

find things for the kids to do without them getting bored. He couldn’t start another book with them - not 

enough time to finish it - but he had to do something. He could give them a paper, but did he really want 

to be grading them that close to the end? He made a face and shook his head. Hell no. Short stories it 

would be, then. Maybe have the kids pair up on them and give presentations on it that he could grade as 

they presented. That was easy enough for both teacher and student.  

“So you’re back here? Good, you’re all ready outside,” Flynn said, waving over the side gate. 

“Mind if I come in? Any dog bombs I should look out for?” 

Glancing to the side, Aiden smiled. “Nah, nothing to worry about. He goes in one spot.” He 

gestured toward one of the trees in the back. “Come in.” 

Flynn pushed the gate open, and glanced down at the lawn just in case. “He poops in one place? 

Good lord, are you always that controlling? Should I hide my handcuffs and run away?” 

Aiden rolled his eyes, but the smile stayed on his face. “He’s a well trained dog. Though not well 

enough if he’s too busy playing and not protecting the house.” He didn’t want to know about the 

handcuffs. Really, he didn’t, even if the thought of what could be done with them may have sent a thrill of 

pleasure down his spine.  

“Protecting it from little old me? But I’m a sweetheart.” He flashed Aiden a cheesy smile, and 

just assumed that Aiden had gotten over the whole Vale visit. He didn’t seem to blame him for it, which 

was nice, as it was totally his fault. But Little Red Riding Hood was more forgiving than he was. “So, you 

heard about the thing down at the Falls Drive In?” 

“Protecting it from anyone who decides to come in unannounced,” Aiden said with a shrug. 

Dante merely glanced up from his ball, barked once at Flynn, wagged his tail, and went back to playing. 

“What thing at the Drive In? I’ve heard about it, but not that there was anything happening.”  

“It’s a horror movie marathon. Some great one too: Giant Spider Invasion, Dawn of the Dead, 

and Evil Dead II. All seen on a huge screen outdoors, as the movie gods intended. Let’s go. I’ll buy you 

some popcorn.” 
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“Is this supposed to be a date? It’s a school night, Flynn. I don’t go out on school nights. I have to 

get up early.”  

“Oh, come on, live a little. I’ll get you home in time for curfew.” 

“Considering my curfew is ten, I doubt that.”  

Flynn chuckled and shook his head. “You’re gonna pass up necking in a car with me to staying 

home, watching the ten o’clock news, and grading papers. Really? What if I told you I was wearing some 

sexy new underwear? That I got a nipple pierced for the occasion? You know, I’m sure we can find a car 

where the front seat folds all the way down.” 

Aiden managed for once to keep any sort of blush off his face. “Did you really get your nipple 

pierced?”  

“No, it’s a clip on. But I was thinking of getting a tattoo. What do you think of me getting a tramp 

stamp?” 

“I think that would be interesting, to say the least.”  

“Great. We’ll stop at a tattoo parlor on our way home from the movies. Got any tear away clothes 

you can wear?” 

“No, and if we do that, I’m really going to be dead on my feet tomorrow.”  

“But you’ll be dead with a smile on your face.” He wanted to loosen Aiden up, sure, but he also 

wanted to get him away from here. He had no idea what Vale’s next move was, but if he could get Aiden 

away from his house, he’d feel so much better about everything. “Come on. What a way to go.” 

Flynn’s enthusiasm was more cute than obnoxious, and Aiden had to smile again. “I would have a 

smile, that’s true.” He sighed and agreed, though the sigh was just for show. Was he really not strong 

enough to say no to this guy? “Fine, we’ll go. To the movies, not to get you a tattoo.”  

“Oh, but you could’ve picked out a tattoo for me. I’ve always wanted a Japanese character. 

Maybe a series, that I’d tell everyone meant something really philosophical, but would really say “Fuck 

off, American pig dogs”. Only I would know, but I’d enjoy that.”  

Aiden laughed and shook his head. “You would do that. If you want me to pick out a tattoo for 

you, maybe another night.”  

He grabbed Aiden around the waist, and said, “Oh, come on. I’ll fill you full of Red Bull and 

chocolate covered espresso beans. I’ll keep you up all night, so you can roll into class tomorrow morning 

with a glow light bracelet on and your hair all mussed. You’ll be so cute.” 

“I might be cute to you, but not to the principal...” Aiden sighed. “Oh what the hell. Fine, you 

win.”  
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“Awesome! So, will you go into class tomorrow morning with lipstick smeared on your face, 

wearing hot pants that are clearly not yours? And roller skates. I think roller skates will bring a special 

integrity to the outfit.” 

“So you’re telling me you wear lipstick? Because I sure as hell don’t.” Aiden grinned and shook 

his head.  

“I was hoping Haven Falls had a drag club. With the right wig, and a pair of water wings, you’d 

make a great Dolly Parton.” He grinned at him, wondering why he hadn’t asked him if he’d been sniffing 

ether yet. Not that he ever had, but past boyfriends inevitably accused him of some such thing. 

Dolly Parton? Aiden frowned and wondered why he would come up with someone like that. 

There was no way he looked the least bit like her.  

**** 
Flynn realized this was a better idea than he thought when Aiden ducked his head into his 

shoulder at the beginning of Dawn of the Dead. It was when the little girl ripped out the guy’s throat. 

There were no problems during The Giant Spider Invasion, but maybe that was because it was a 

laughably bad film. The biggest spider was clearly a Volkswagen given fake legs that barely moved at all. 

Hard to be scared when you were laughing. 

Do you want me to tell you what’s going on on screen, or should I just put in the window shade 

and block the view?” Flynn asked. 

“I hate zombies,” Aiden said for the third time. He gritted his teeth, kept his eyes shut tightly and 

face pressed against Flynn’s shirt. This was a bad idea. He was going to have nightmares and not be able 

to take Dante for his early morning walk tomorrow. If he was even up in time for that.  

“You know they’re just desperate actors in latex make up, right?” 

“Part of my brain tells me that, the other part says they are real.” 

“Then we need to get that part drunk.” Flynn looked in the popcorn container, but only found 

unpopped kernels at the bottom. “I bet they have beer at the concession stand. Want a beer?” 

Aiden was about to say no, but he hesitated. “I guess...”  

“You wanna go, run serpentine style, to the stand? Or should I go? Will you be okay by 

yourself?” He shouldn’t be teasing him, but it was just too fun.  

Glaring at him, Aiden wished there was some popcorn left to throw at him. “You go, I’ll be fine.” 

He saluted, and warned him, “Pull your shirt over your face. This part is pretty bloody.” Of 

course he’d seen the movie before, but that wasn’t why he brought him out here. Did anyone ever go to 

drive ins to watch the films? 

Flynn got out and walked to the concession stand, which was manned by an acne covered guy 

with an impressive ponytail. The turnout for the horror night was pretty good, there were maybe twenty 
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cars in the lot. Okay, it could probably accommodate at least fifty, but hey - the fact that this drive in was 

still open was a minor miracle. He bought them both a beer, and Aiden some Twizzlers, and was mildly 

pleased that the guy bothered to card him.  

He got back to Aiden’s car, in time to find him resolutely staring at the glove compartment. “I’m 

glad you survived,” he said, handing him one of the beers. 

“I did, but if anyone had come up to the car, there may have been a dead body out there,” he 

admitted, taking the beer and taking a large sip.  

“I meant survived the movie. What did you mean?” As an afterthought, he handed him his 

Twizzlers. 

“I meant the same thing.” He smiled up at him and took the candy. At least he could occupy 

himself and focus on eating that rather than the giant screen. Twenty foot zombies were not his idea of a 

good time.  

Flynn growled, and lunged for Aiden’s neck, giving it a love bite. “I’m infected! Grr, brains! Big, 

fat, English teacher brains!” 

Aiden let out what he later would admit was a less than manly shriek of surprise and fell over, 

nearly dropping the beer but managing to not spill it all over the floor of his car. “Flynn!” He ended up 

laughing and shoving him off.  

“Ooh, you’re not getting away that easily, my little pretty,” he said, then paused. “Was that 

Wizard of Oz?” He then shrugged, and pounced on Flynn. “I’ll get you and your little dog too!” 

“Yeah, that was definitely Wizard of Oz.” Aiden pulled a Twizzler out of the package and 

smacked him in the arm with it.  

Flynn bit at his Twizzler, and wondered what a strict Freudian would read into that. Ah, no matter. 

“If I asked you nicely, would you be my flying monkey?” He then attempted to bat his eyes in a coy 

manner, but didn’t know how you did that, and just ended up blinking. Good enough. 

“That’s not a very glamorous part,” Aiden said with a mock pout. He pulled the candy back and 

stuck it in his mouth. The sounds of a zombie attacking someone came over the radio and he winced.  

“But you’d look so hot naked in those wings, and those little bellboy hats,” he said, grinning. He 

then lunged in for another bite of his throat. 

“The wings I could deal with. But not the hat.” A scream of terror filled the car and Aiden closed 

his eyes, glad he couldn’t see the screen at that moment. “By the way, you are spending the night at my 

house tonight.” He wasn’t asking him. The way he saw it, Flynn was staying - the whole night - and that 

was that. What Flynn didn’t need to know was that it was because he was afraid of a zombie attack. They 

could have Flynn while he ran, or Flynn could fight them off. Either way worked.  
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“Oh, I insist.” If Aiden was going to let him stay over because he was scared, he was going to 

have to take him to horror movies every night. Was there a video store in town? He bet he could move in 

if he showed him Texas Chainsaw Massacre. He nibbled his neck and moved his hand down to his thigh. 

“Ever make out in a theater, Riding Hood?” 

“No. I figured if I paid to see a movie, I was going to watch the movie. Making out could wait 

until later.” What the hell was with that name? Riding Hood? Was Flynn supposed to be the Big Bad 

Wolf? Or the Hunter? 

“You’re not exactly watching the film.” 

“You... have a point.”  

He nibbled his way up to his earlobe, and bit it gently. “So what do you think? Wanna fool 

around until Evil Dead?” 

This was a really, really bad idea. “What if someone were to walk by the car?” He grabbed 

another Twizzler and stuck the end of it in is mouth. “Like one of my students,” he said around the candy.  

Flynn pulled back and stared at him. “Kids coming to a drive in? Aiden, think about what you’re 

saying for a second.” 

Aiden blinked. “What’s wrong with that? My father and I went to a drive-in before. And my 

grandparents took me once or twice.”  

“Pre-internet, pre-Imax. Dude, this is nostalgia. Kids are sneering at us and fiddling with their 

IPhones.” 

“That’s sad, really. They don’t know what they’re missing.”  

“No, but it’s a new age, grandpa.” He smiled, and said, “I’d make a prostate examination joke 

here, but it’s too disgusting even for me.” 

“I’d have to hit you if you went there,” Aiden said, lips curling up in a smile. He finally sucked in 

the Twizzler and chewed the end.  

“Oh, I envy that Twizzler.” 

“Do you really?” Aiden teased. He took the end and slowly pulled it out of his mouth. “They are 

one of my favorite candies.” If Flynn could tease, so could he. Besides, it was a great distraction from the 

horror on screen. Slowly he slipped it back between his lips.  

“You little cocktease,” he jokingly accused, and kissed him, catching the end of the Twizzler in 

his teeth. He didn’t really like them, but in this situation, he didn’t care. 

Aiden bit off his end and smiled, then pulled away from the kiss. “I don’t think I have been so far. 

“Oh, you think that innocent stuff is going to work with me, huh? I happen to know you’re not 

nearly as innocent as you like to think.” He slipped a hand down the front of his front of his pants, and 

found out that yes, he was as turned on as he thought he was. “Wanna tell me you’re not having fun?” 
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“I’m not having fun,” he lied. He nearly choked on the candy in his mouth and swallowed it. 

“And how would you know that?”  

Flynn gave him a predatory grin. He was just too cute. “You kind of stumble over words when 

you lie. Did you know that?” 

“I do not. But answer the question.” 

“I know that ‘cause you’re harder than concession stand pizza crust, you silly bugger.” He kissed 

him again, this time not having to fight the candy. He still tasted like strawberry Twizzlers, though. 

Aiden blushed and returned the kiss, setting the bottle down and wrapping his arms around 

Flynn’s shoulders. God, this man made him do things he’d never even think about, but he found he was 

quickly coming to like both the man and his oddities.  

Flynn pressed Aiden back farther into the seat, slipping his hand beneath his shirt, glad he wore 

clothes that would be easy to pull off. Not that he wore the breakaway clothes, but you couldn’t have 

everything. 
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Haven Falls #121 Tears and Fears  

Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Miles Sutherland 

_______________________________________________ 
“Tears and fears and feeling proud, to say ‘I love you’ right out loud...” The radio station was 

playing a song Gil would rather not have heard again. He dived to turn it over but wasn’t quick enough. 

“...I’ve looked at life that way...” Too bloody right. He’d looked at life that way too, more than once. He 

fumbled the buttons and changed channel, holding onto the radio with both hands as a sudden and 

unwelcome wave of grief washed through him. He gritted his teeth and willed it to pass, trying not to 

remember the cause of it. Six years, six years in which he had loved, lived and laughed with a man he had 

thought he’d be with--imagined he’d be with--forever. He threw his cereal dish in the sink with an angry 

flick of his wrist, then took himself off to shower before work.  

Checking his watch, Gil realised he was early, too early. He decided on the spur of the moment to 

take a detour, just to clear his head. He was unsettled by the events of the last few days and needed to 

focus. Not really noticing where he was going, he let his feet wander, eyes roaming over potential new 

properties to move to. He would have to find the estate agents in his lunchtime, if he got one. 

Miles found it hard to be patient with Roofie’s continual stops this morning. He’d had a late night 

as Sheree’s labour had gone on till three in the morning. There’d been complications; the cord had got 

wrapped around the baby’s throat. He wanted to send her onto the Asher Bay maternity hospital but 

Sheree and her partner Bob insisted on staying. Their faith in his ability had touched him. 

Sleep hadn’t come easily afterwards. Something kept digging into the back of his consciousness. 

Something to do with Stan Riley. If he could have just kept up a steady pace, the exercise would have 

wiped all the cobwebs away and he’d have been able to think straight. Instead he had to wait time and 

time again as the dog kept stopping to ‘smell the roses’ as it were. He stopped outside Delphina Danvers 

house. Instead of digging in the dahlia bed that served as a front fence, Roofie was looking down the 

street, wagging his tail. Miles looked up from his study of the pavement. “Gil.” 

Gil was aware of someone else in the vicinity but hadn’t actually registered who it was. He had 

stopped to admire a particularly nice looking place, thinking that maybe this would be a good place to live. 

If he remembered correctly, he was in Camden Hills, the posh part of town. Surprised on hearing his 

name, he looked up, seeing the dog wagging its tail before he spotted the owner. 

“Gidday, mate, what brings you to this part of town?” 

“Oh, Miles.” Gil was unsure what to say. “I...was just...looking around. Nice place by the way.”  

Miles noticed Gil was admiring the garden. “Hey, I don’t live here.” He nodded his head. “I’m 

next door. Gardening ain’t my scene.” More from a lack of time than inclination. Still, Gil didn’t need to 
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know that. “Look, I can’t hang around here. If Roofie digs up one of her bulbs again, she’ll be calling the 

police. Want to come in for a cup of coffee?” 

Gil paused at the unexpected offer. He had time, but he remembered what Miles had said during 

their ‘discussion’. “What happened to keeping our relationship on a professional basis then?” he asked, 

regretting his words a moment later. He could do with the company. 

Miles blushed and ran his hand through his hair. The offer had come out automatically. He liked 

the young paramedic. Possibly a little too much. “No worries. I suppose you’re right.” 

Was the doctor blushing? Gil wasn’t sure what was going through Miles’ head but he made no 

comment about it. He sighed and said “No, I’m not. Not right, I mean.”  

The awkward silence started to piss the hell out of Miles. Heck, here he was talking to the only 

guy in town who gave him the time of day, and he was acting like a shy teenager. “I’m just going to brew 

some coffee. You’re welcome to have a cup if you want.” He turned and walked into his own yard, 

dragging a reluctant Roofie behind him. The dahlia bed had proved its usual fascination. Damn. He knew 

he’d probably appeared rude, but something about the guy’s eyes made him all funny inside. At times 

they looked as lost as he felt. 

Gil followed Miles into his house. Despite the fact that the guy tried to act like his dad, Gil liked 

him. The place was neat, almost too impersonal, a few photos dotted here and there, but nothing 

noticeably personal. It felt a lot like his own apartment, transient, as if Miles was not intending to stay 

long. A few photos Gil assumed were family were present, not a lot more. 

After letting Roofie out to play in his fenced off backyard, Miles busied himself with the coffee 

maker. He’d left the door ajar, but hadn’t checked to see if Gil had followed him. A soft click of the front 

door was his answer. 

With a pang he realized this was the first time he’d had anyone in the house since he moved in. 

He guiltily checked the kitchen, pleased to see that it was fairly clean. Housework had been a welcome 

distraction while he’d cared for Darren over the last few months. The habit still lingered. The souvenir 

mugs he’d picked up last time he was home would at least look like he was making some kind of effort. 

The red Grevilleas always held a special place in his heart. One of the few possessions that meant 

anything to him. 

For something to home in on and maybe spark conversation, Gil studied the photos. One was a 

woman, smiling happily, heavy black hair framing a strong featured face, mid thirties maybe. Gil found 

himself smiling at the picture, wondering if this was Miles’ wife. There were a few photos of different 

guys. A small holiday snapshot, slightly discolored from time took pride of place in a simple frame on the 

sideboard. Two boys, not much older than teenagers who could have been brothers: same height, same 

build, the same happy grin on their face as they carried snorkel gear and spear guns. The picture was 
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postcard size so the detail was hard to see, but one could have been Miles. The freckles certainly showed 

he was a redhead. All the others photos in the room were single shots, some of them the typical posed 

studio portraits. One of a strikingly handsome dark-haired man, smiling for the camera, showing perfect 

white teeth. The younger man in one of the other photos bore a passing resemblance to Miles, although 

younger and fitter and generally happier. Too old to be a son, brother maybe? Gil picked it up and studied 

it. He had a nice face, handsome, gentle even. Gil looked across at Miles where he stood making the 

coffee.  

“How do you take it?” As soon as he said the words, Miles swallowed. Shit. He wanted to know, 

but now was not the time or place. “Black, white?” Bugger, that was nearly as bad. “Cream, sugar?” Ah, 

that’s right, that’s how they say it in America. 

“Black, one sugar. Thanks.” Was Miles at that nervous thing again, twisting his ring round his 

finger? Gil wondered what had happened to the wife. Damn, but the whole thing was intriguing him. He 

wanted to know what was going on with Miles. He wasn’t even that old, maybe ten or so years older than 

Gil? Divorce maybe? Unlikely, he still had the ring. Had she died then?  

Miles poured the coffee and carried the mugs over to the breakfast bar. He indicated a stool to Gil 

and sat on the other one. His knees felt kinda weak. Like a teenager on his first date. He stayed silent and 

blew on his mug as he tried to figure out what to say. Gil didn’t seem to be the type to miss much. He was 

obviously used to summing up people because of his job. He’d been staring at Miles ever since he arrived. 

How did he see him? Terminal? Miles swallowed a sip of the black coffee and winced as the hot liquid 

scalded his throat. He’d learnt to drink it black since his years in Africa. Milk had been a luxury there, 

and he never could stand the powdered stuff. “Hope it’s not too strong.” He pushed across the sugar. Shit, 

he was being a pathetic host. He should find something to say. 

Gil took the seat indicated and accepted the coffee with a grateful smile. “Thanks, nice way to 

start the day.” He shovelled sugar into the cup. 

Miles ran his gaze over the young paramedic as he sat beside him. He wasn’t dressed for running, 

more dressed for a social outing. In his old gray track suit, Miles was acutely aware of how scruffy he 

looked in comparison. Gil’s dark brown shirt matched the color of his eyes. This morning felt different 

from their last abrasive encounter in his office. More intimate somehow. Maybe it had been a mistake to 

invite him in? “You didn’t go for a jog this morning, then?” 

“Couldn’t be arsed really. Not in the mood. I was up early, decided to walk in to work; take a 

look at potential neighbourhoods...” 

Miles glanced up from his cup at the last words. “You looking for a place to stay?” Crap, why did 

he ask that? It sounded almost like an invitation, not just a question, as if he wanted him to move in... and 

he didn’t... not really... did he? “Not prying or anything. Just wondered.” 
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“The place I’m in is too small. Only the one bedroom, I’d like two. I like having folks to stay. I 

can’t swing a cat in there. It’s just...claustrophobic.” Gil frowned. “That’s something else. I’m paying for 

a sea view. Bloody cheek. I can see the sea because I’m on the top floor. And it’s a bloody cheat anyway; 

everybody in Haven Falls has a sea view, it’s too small not to.” 

Miles laughed. Sounded like the place he’d stayed at Edgecliff when he’d been at Uni in Sydney. 

“Well, you could swing three cats in here. This place was offered as part of the package when I moved to 

Haven Falls. I suppose they assumed I’d have a family....” Miles stared at the cup as a lump formed in the 

back of his throat. He hadn’t thought of Darren for ages. He’d been all the family he ever wanted, though 

at one time in Somalia, before Darren had become infected with HIV, they had talked about adopting a 

child. If Angelina Jolie and Madonna could do it.... 

Gil noticed the change in Miles. Something had struck a nerve, but what? He sipped his coffee 

and tried to work it out. Assumed he’d have a family? “Family? Miles, you’re wearing a ring.... would it 

be rude of me to ask...?” 

“Am I married?” Miles couldn’t quite keep the defensiveness out of his voice. “For your 

information I was married, but my partner died.” 

At last. Gil couldn’t believe Miles had actually admitted it. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to intrude.” 

Gil wasn’t sorry at all really, well, not about asking anyway. He was sorry that Miles had been through all 

that though. “Were you together long? She looks beautiful...kind too...” 

“She?” Miles nearly spilled the rest of the coffee as he reacted to Gil’s comments. He followed 

the direction of Gil’s gaze and stared at the photos on the sideboard in the living room. “Ah... That’s my 

sister, Siobhan... The guy with the dark hair was my partner, Darren.” 

It was Gil’s turn to nearly spill his coffee. His sister? She looked nothing like him. Darren? Damn 

it, but that came in from left field. “Darren?” That’s right Gillespie, open your mouth and stick your foot 

in it. Oh God, that put a whole new color on things.  

“What... are you surprised?” A spark of anger started to build in Miles’s gut. “You don’t have to 

look like a Sexy Stud from Facebook to be gay you know.”  

“I had no idea...I don’t like to assume, you know. I...” I what? I wondered? I hoped? Gil was 

momentarily lost for words. He took a deep breath, and let it out slowly. “Miles, I didn’t mean to imply 

anything. I’m sorry but you’ve reminded me too much of a friend of mine back home. I thought... no, I 

knew you were grieving...” 

Miles snorted. Grieving? That was the understatement of the century. He swallowed. “Sorry, I 

shouldn’t have bitten your nose off like that. I suppose I’m overly sensitive about a few things at the 

moment. My weight being a top priority. I bet you didn’t even recognize that some of those photos out 

there were of me.” 
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“Would you blame me if I didn’t?” 

Miles glanced up not too sure how to take that last remark. Did he mean that as a compliment or 

not. In a way it was. A backhanded one. He ran his fingers through his hair and grinned. “I really must get 

this cut. I look like the wild man from Borneo or Noel Cleal.” He laughed at the blank look on Gil’s face. 

“Sorry, he’s an Aussie footballer... one of my heroes when I was a kid. You wouldn’t have heard of him.” 

“Wild man, eh?” Gil smiled back. “I’ve watched Aussie football, all it seems to lack are a few 

rules. Any rules come to that.” Gil paused and wondered briefly if he would get away with what he 

wanted to say next. He threw caution to the wind. He was sick of dancing around the issue. “Miles, don’t 

hide yourself away. I’m sure you loved him, but I cannot imagine he’d want you to run from life, he 

doesn’t look like that sort of man.” 

“No, he wasn’t that sort of man. He was worth ten of me.” Miles sighed and got up to get himself 

another cup of coffee. “Want a refill?” He gestured across to Gil’s mug. 

“Thanks.” Gil passed his cup over and studied the man in front of him. Oh, this put a whole new 

slant on things, one Gil wasn’t altogether sure he was comfortable with. Damn, how could he say 

anything now without sounding as if he was interested? “I hope I haven’t gone too far. Really, I didn’t 

want to pry...”  

Miles rubbed his beard. Talking of prying, he felt like prying too. He’d love to find out more 

about the guy he reminded Gil of. Was he a friend or lover? What had happened to him? He sighed. He’d 

decided to keep the young man at an arm’s length and here he was telling him more than he’d told anyone 

else in a long while. “No, it’s fine. I suppose the news would have gone out eventually. Millie 

Broadbent’s been pumping me for ages, trying to find out whether I was ‘available’ or not. Once she finds 

out anything, the whole hospital knows. I just wanted to keep it quiet as long as possible, so no-one freaks 

out.” 

“They won’t find out from me.” Gil was quick to reassure. He wasn’t in the habit of divulging 

people’s secrets. “Freaks out? What about? I doubt anyone will freak out about you being gay, not in this 

town.” 

Miles snorted. “It’s not that. Darren died of AIDS and some people still assume it’s transmittable 

by touch. They may not like being treated by a Doctor who...”  

“...who was in intimate contact?” Gil shrugged. “If you are clean, there’s nothing to worry about. 

I promise Miles, nobody will hear about this from me.” Gil sighed again. “Although I know you hardly 

know me, you’ve certainly no reason to trust me.” Gil paused, thinking. “I assume you are...” 

Clean? Miles glanced up at Gil. Was that expression just concern for a colleague’s health? “You 

ever want advice on how to have intimate relations with a guy who is infected and too scared he’ll pass it 
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on to his lover, you come and see me. If Darren had had his way we wouldn’t have even been in the same 

room, let alone the same bed, but he needed to feel as if he was still loved. It wasn’t easy...” 

“Oh, God, Miles, of course he did. How could you not do that? It must have been hell on earth for 

both of you. I can’t begin to know what that must have done to you.” 

Miles laughed but even to his own ears the sound came out forced and harsh. At least it was better 

than giving in to the tears that were threatening to spill. Anger was a good substitute for sadness. Much 

more acceptable. Only girls cried. “Quite frankly, at the time I didn’t give a shit if I caught the fucking 

disease, too. He was my world...” Oh fuck. Now he was going to start crying. He stood so suddenly, the 

stool fell over and his mug nearly broke as he banged it against the tap in his hurry to do something, 

anything to stem the tide. 

Gil suddenly felt as if he’d pushed too far. These guys had gone through something that made his 

problems pale to insignificance. He’d been lied to, cheated, but at the end of the day, he was alive, whole 

and could start over. Grief was personal, everybody went through it differently, but he’d been right, Miles 

was running, hiding. Now what should he do? Stay? Go, get out of his hair?  

Miles placed the clean mug on the sink and turned to face Gil. “Well, now you know my life’s 

story.” It wasn’t everything by a long shot, but something about the way Gil paid attention made it easy to 

divulge that bit anyway. The guy was definitely good at his job, he probably had all the little old ladies 

eating out of his hand. He swiped a quick hand across the base of his nose. “I have to go in to work and 

make sure Sheree and her baby are doing okay. Hope you don’t mind.” 

“Mind? I need to get myself to work. Will you be okay? I feel like a right idiot, I never wanted to 

stir all that up for you. I feel...I feel like this isn’t finished.” 

“Finished?” He snorted. he was just about to say. It was finished. He was finished, but something 

in Gil’s eyes stopped him. He stared at the young man and tried to work out why he would even care. 

Was it just his obvious empathy with people that made him such a good paramedic or was there more? 

“Whatever.” He was probably being rude. The guy did seem to be genuine and not just stringing him 

along, but he wasn’t going to rip himself open and expose everything. Yet. 

“Miles, truly, I am sorry. If I pushed it too far...fuck, I don’t seem to be able to do anything else 

where you’re concerned.” Gil was angry with himself. First their ‘disagreement’, now this. Did he really 

not know when to keep his nose out? Was he really so damned eager to help that he ignored people’s 

feelings? Although if he was helping other people, he didn’t have to think about his own problems. He 

stood up to leave. “Thank you for the coffee.”  

Miles took the mug out of Gil’s hands and washed it up at the sink. After living in vermin 

infected areas, he had a phobia about leaving dirty things lying around. By the time he turned back, Gil 
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had gone. The slight bang on the door as he left and the sound of hurried footsteps outside showed he’d 

been upset by Miles’s rudeness. Fuck it. The guy had only been trying to help. . 
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Haven Falls #124: A Chat with Mrs. Ferguson  

Lyle Ashley Tate 

__________________________ 
“Hello, Mrs. Ferguson. It’s me, Lyle.” He patted the plump, red-headed woman’s hand 

reassuringly. Quite which of them he was reassuring, Lyle wasn’t too sure. 

“I was here before, with Mr. Vale. He talked us through the various procedures, do you 

remember?” Lyle ran through the earlier scenes in his head. He looked over at the various items and 

implements around him, trying to recall as accurately as possible, without referring to his notes, all that 

his boss, Henry Vale had shown and told him. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t speak to you then. I think Mr. Vale would have disapproved of me yammering 

on like this.” Lyle worked as he spoke, carefully laying out the various brushes, sponges, pots and palettes 

required for the task ahead of him. They belonged to Henry Vale rather to Lyle. He would have to buy his 

own kit soon, but he wanted to find out what equipment his course tutors would recommend before 

making his first substantial investment in his new career. He’d also have to wait for his first pay-check, 

meagre though it might prove to be; Lyle rather suspected that his employer would make numerous 

deductions based on anything he had to use or borrow until he got his own stuff together. 

Lyle considered the photograph he had been supplied with. Mrs. Ferguson looked at least fifteen 

years younger in the snapshot than she did now. He wasn’t sure of the image was an old one, or if it was 

Mrs. Ferguson’s current state that had aged her so much. Judging by the clothes she was wearing in the 

photograph, Lyle suspected it was a bit of each. He studied the woman’s face carefully, then checked her 

paperwork, which indicated she was actually fifty-two. He would have guessed a little older, if asked. She 

would be fifty-two forever now, in the memories of those who had loved her. 

“I’m new to this, but don’t worry. Vale will check my work. He’ll re-do the job if I get it at all 

wrong.” Lyle said. “I hope you don’t mind me practising on you, though?” Mrs. Ferguson made no reply, 

much to Lyle’s relief. It was intended as a rhetorical question, of course. He was mostly speaking to the 

corpse in order to hear his own voice, boosted as it was by the generous acoustics of the mortuary 

workroom. 

Lyle drew a deep breath and selected the tools and cosmetics he felt he would need first. He 

continued to prattle on, pausing from time to time to repeat a word, searching for the correct, manly 

intonation. “Hopefully we’ll be okay here. I want to do a really good job for you.” Mrs. Ferguson 

continued to offer no response. 

Lyle continued to reassure his client as he started on his task. “This is something . . . something,” 

he repeated until he got the sound out that he wanted, “. . . something I’m familiar with at least, . . . 
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familiar with, at least, thank goodness.” It felt like he was rehearsing for a play. In a way my whole life is 

a play, now. I’m always on stage, being someone I’m not. Of course that’s been the case all my life. I 

wonder what it will be like eventually, when I am...right? Lyle thought to himself as he continued 

applying make-up to the dead woman before him. 

Lyle continued to chunner at the corpse whilst he worked, recounting to her his thoughts, feelings 

and first impressions of Haven Falls and its inhabitants as he worked. 

“I’ve not met many people yet. That’s because I’m shy, I guess. I’m not really much of a looker 

either, not by local standards anyway! Did you notice how many good-looking men there are around here? 

“The guy I’ve seen the most of so far, other than Vale, is that Gillespie bloke. He’s asked me to 

go with him to the opening of that new nightclub, the Renegade Steel. I think it’s quite a posh place, but 

fortunately in this job you at least get to have a decent wardrobe . . . ” 

Lyle chattered on about what he might wear for his date with Carter Gillespie, seeking Mrs. 

Ferguson’s opinion on the handsome paramedic. She was not very forthcoming with her advice, not about 

his wardrobe choices or about whether Gillespie would be the understanding sort. 

“The one other man I’ve properly met so far is this guy Flynn Archer, the one who had that 

argument with Vale. You must have heard it, Mrs. Ferguson?” She didn’t comment. Lyle thought back to 

what he had witnessed and to the conversation he had with Flynn during his lunch break thereafter. Flynn 

had said to ask Vale ‘about the hands’, but Lyle didn’t want to become the shuttlecock in whatever sort of 

game Vale and Archer were playing. 

Flynn Archer was young, arrogant, mouthy and not nearly as invulnerable as he liked to try and 

make other people think. He was attractive in an obvious sort of way, especially if you liked ‘bad’ boys, 

but Lyle had already worked out that Flynn was not going to be one of his favourite people. Lyle still 

didn’t understand why Archer had nicknamed him ‘Jude Law’, but he had begun to think of the phrase ‘in 

like Flynn’ whenever he spied the youngster now. 

***** 
Colour correction, re-texturing and applying the blush of life to the features of Mrs. Ferguson was 

even more challenging than Lyle had anticipated. He had to undo all evidence of his first attempt once he 

realised the fact that she was flat on her back required shading and highlighting to be applied differently 

than if she were sitting or standing. Lyle duly apologised to the very patient Mrs. Ferguson for his 

shortcomings as a decorator of the dead. 

The second attempt was better, but doubtless Vale would find fault. There was fault to find, Lyle 

freely admitted to both himself and his client. He hadn’t been shown this task yet, he was working it from 

cold. He rather suspected he’d been deliberately set up for a telling-off, so that Vale could feel superior 

and have an excuse to emphasise how special and talented he was. 
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Lyle checked his watch. Vale had given him “exactly one hour” to attempt the task of making up 

Mrs.Ferguson in readiness for meeting with her nearest and dearest for the final time. He had used fifty-

three minutes getting this far. There was no time for a third go, but at least he could nip to the toilet before 

letting Vale start in on him. 
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Haven Falls #128 - Green Eyed Monster  

Miles Sutherland and Lyle Ashley Tate 

_________________________________________________________ 
Miles studied the face of the assistant mortician. What was his name again, Liam? Maybe not 

quite as old as Miles himself, but definitely a change from all the babies wandering around town... early 

thirties? Sometimes the rest of the town’s residents made him feel quite ancient. Their enthusiasm and 

lust for life got a bit wearying at times. Maybe he’d have more in common with someone older? The 

black suit the mortician was wearing made him look distinguished. Short stylish blond hair, strong 

jawline, quite good looking in fact. He seemed a bit in shock. Hadn’t they warned him about the age of 

the deceased? 

Miles smoothed the sheet back over Bernie’s head. Ten years, that’s all he’d had. He’d been in 

the last stages of cancer when Miles had arrived in Haven Falls, but he’d seen photos of a cheeky young 

kid taken the previous Christmas. So different from the one who seemed to grow ten years older with 

every passing month, those eyes changing as the truth of the inevitability of his death became clearer with 

every passing day. It wasn’t frickin’ bloody fair. How can a kid get renal cell carcinoma? The visiting 

oncologist had said the tumor might have been there from birth. Who knew? All he knew was that the 

parents had been devastated. Even after seeing kids die of malnutrition and disease in Africa, it still hit 

Miles fair and square in the gut too. 

Lyle was saddened by the appearance of the youngster he’d been sent to collect. The family had 

provided the funeral home with a picture of him from better days. He guessed Vale would be able to get a 

wig to approximate the hair of the boy as he was in the photo. He checked the paperwork. The cause of 

death was cancer, so Lyle figured the poor kid had received chemotherapy. He signed for the body and 

handed the clipboard back to the medic. 

As the mortician handed him the paperwork, Miles got his first close-up view of the man’s face. 

He’d never seen eyes that color before, a pale yellowy green with a dark blue line around the iris. 

Stunning. He swallowed. Since when had he started noticing men’s eyes again? Shit, since this morning 

when he’d caught himself thinking of Gil’s warm brown ones. “Thanks, Liam.” 

“No problem. It’s Lyle, by the way. Lyle Tate.” He proffered his hand. Would the doctor notice? 

How obvious was it to someone like him? If he noticed would he say something? Lyle was reminded of 

exactly why he was not going round making new friends in this burg yet.  

Miles tucked the clipboard under his arm and gave himself a mental kick for being so careless. He 

usually had a good memory for names, too. He shook the outstretched hand. Firm grip, not soft. It got lost 

in his big paw though. “My apologies. I gather you’re Vale’s new assistant.” 
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“Yeah, only started this week. I’m a trainee, Vale is tutoring me and I’ll be going to mortician 

school too.” No reaction, so maybe things were okay. Shaking hands with someone new was always a 

nerve-wracking part of the act; Lyle tried to relax. He rather liked the man before him. He had an 

Australian accent and it gave his voice a warm tone that was quite attractive. 

“Usually things are pretty quiet here, mostly elderly citizens. It’s a shame when they’re young 

like Bernie was. How are you coping with it all?” 

“So far so good. Vale demands a lot, but I can cope with that. It’s more being in a new town 

that’s bothering me. I have met hardly anyone yet other than dead people.” 

“I detect a pommy accent, are you from England?” 

“Originally, yes. I’ve been a US citizen for a while now though.” 

“Hm, you should meet up with Carter Gillespie sometime, he’s newly arrived in town, too.” 

Miles kicked himself again when he said that. This guy was probably just Gil’s type. Neat, looked after 

himself. 

“Oh we already met. He nearly ran his bike into my car on my first day here.” Lyle smiled, to 

indicate the event had not resulted in any harm to either party. 

“Good.” Why was the word the exact opposite of what Miles was thinking? “I mean the meeting 

bit, not the running his bike into your car.” He tried to smile. “I was wondering what you know of your 

predecessor. Vale never mentioned he was getting a new assistant, and the man seems to have 

disappeared.” There, let’s steer this conversation back onto a safer path. Not that he didn’t wonder just 

how friendly Gil and Lyle were. 

“Well, a friend spotted the job for me. She knew I was looking for something like this. I wrote to 

Vale and things moved pretty quickly after that, actually. I didn’t realise I had a predecessor.” 

Miles put the clipboard down and ran his hand through his hair. “Yeah, a fellow by the name of 

Stan Riley. You sure Vale never mentioned his name? It all seems a bit strange.” 

Lots of things seem strange in this town, Lyle thought. Flynn flashed into his mind, along with 

his odd advice to ‘ask Vale about the hands’. Now a vanishing assistant ? He could feel a call to Agent 

Tyler coming on. 

“No. I’d have thought if there’d been some problem with Riley, Vale would have let me know it 

though. He doesn’t seem the sort to forgive easily. I understand now how I got the job so quickly, his 

place seems quite busy and he does need someone to do the menial stuff”. 

“Menial - hey - actually doing stuff with his hands?” Miles laughed. “There’s been a surplus of 

those around lately. Though I don’t suppose Vale would see the joke if you mentioned that.” He scanned 

the man standing opposite him. He didn’t seem to be in any hurry to go anywhere. A ‘Have-a-chat’ guy or 

just lonely? “If you do hear of anything strange, let me know. Stan may have just hot-footed it out of 
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town because the IRS or an ex-wife were breathing down his neck, but I’ve just got this uneasy feeling. 

Not sure why.” 

This was weird. Suddenly the doctor was asking him about missing persons and talking about 

hands like Flynn did? Lyle had an uncomfortable feeling starting up in his stomach now. He rolled out his 

mantra... Not my business, not my business... “I hope you manage to track down your friend. We’ll take 

good care of Bernie here. Vale knows his stuff and he’s making sure I don’t cock anything up.” 

Miles nodded. Something seemed not quite right. Had the other guy blushed when he said “cock”? 

In a way the guy almost looked too pretty; his features almost delicate. Made Miles feel even more like 

the wild man from Borneo. “Thanks, mate. Hope you start feeling more at home here... settle in. The new 

nightclub is opening soon, are you going?” 

“You mean the Renegade Steel? Gil..Carter Gillespie...he asked me to go actually. Apparently he 

has enough pull to get tickets”. 

Figured. He could just picture this young man with Gil. They’d make an attractive couple. 

Assuming he was gay of course. 

“What’s Carter like to work with?” 

“Gil?” Miles stared at Vale’s assistant. From the sounds of things he was definitely more than 

interested in his paramedic... the paramedic. Shit. Who was going all green-eyed now? And since when 

was he the possessive type? Since Carter Gillespie started to butt into his life and give him a shake 

whenever he wallowed in an indulgent self-pity-fest. Miles tried hard to sound casual. “He’s a good bloke. 

Professional. Cares about people. He’s out on a job now. Some sort of emergency. Hope there isn’t more 

work for you soon.” 

“Yeah, I didn’t think a small place like Haven Falls would have so many dead people. I’m 

beginning to feel like I moved to Midsomer, when really I was expecting Smallville. Very cosmopolitan 

too, from what I’ve seen so far.” 

“Yeah, though I don’t think we’ve got too many people in disguise.” Miles frowned at the man’s 

startled reaction. “Smallville... Clark Kent... Superman? Get it?” Geez, nobody got his jokes nowadays. 

“Oh yeah... Well a guy would be chancing his arm running around showing off his skimpies in 

this town, I think... “ Lyle tried not to choke over the medic’s reference to false identities. Had he been 

sussed? Or was he just being paranoid? 

“Not an unattractive picture given the way some of the guys in this town are built.” Shit, here he 

was supposed to be Mr Small-Town MD, but he’d let the truth slip to Gil just yesterday and now he was 

throwing out hints he was gay to an almost complete stranger. Did he have some secret wish to out 

himself? “I hope you have a good time.” 
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“A good time? Oh, at the opening of Renegade Steel you mean? I guess. Not sure it’s my kind of 

place, but Vale wants me to socialise as much as possible. It’s good for business, he seems to think.” 

“Hm, Vale. Maybe I should ask him what’s happened to Stan?“ 

“He’d maybe know. I guess I’ll see you around some more then. I hope you’re wrong about Gil 

bringing us more work though.” 

Lyle took the trolley out to the car and boarded his passenger, Bernie. Idly he wondered whether 

the boy would be more of a conversationalist than Mrs. Ferguson had proved to be. He needed someone 

to talk to about his concerns right now. Hands? What the hell was the deal with the hands comments?  
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Haven Falls #129: Painkiller  

Flynn Archer and Henry Vale 

___________________ 
Flynn couldn’t believe he had no Excedrin. He would swear he used to have a big bottle of the 

stuff, but of course when he needed it he couldn’t find it. So he ran to the drugstore, wondering if they 

had anything stronger.  

He blamed Riley’s journal for his headache. His handwriting was terrible, a crab like scribble that 

seemed to get worse as it went on, and he sometimes used words and abbreviations that made sense to 

him, but without some kind of translation key it was gibberish. All he could figure out was Riley, in spite 

of his bland name, wasn’t exactly American, and he thought there was something going on at Vale’s that 

wasn’t exactly kosher. There was a word that looked like it could have been “Russian“, but also could 

have been rusted or russet. Hessian?  

At least it got his mind off Aiden. He wasn’t sure what was going on between them, but it was 

starting to feel serious, which was a little disconcerting. He didn’t need serious, and he especially didn’t 

need it now. The simple solution was to stop seeing him, but then he was afraid he was leaving him alone 

to Vale’s tender mercies. Was there any way to win? Well, stop caring, but he couldn’t do that either. He 

was a bastard, but not nearly as cold hearted as he thought he was. 

He wandered down the pain medication aisle, wondering why there were so many choices, when 

he caught someone staring at him out of the corner of his eye. 

There, at the mouth of the aisle, was Vale. 

He had that cold, vicious smile on his face, as sharp as a scalpel, and he was dressed to the nines 

in a storm cloud grey suit with a tasteful dark blue tie. “Are you following me, young man?” he asked, a 

teasing note in his voice.  

Flynn glared at him, wondering if there was something heavy enough he could hurt him with here. 

“I was gonna ask you the same thing.” 

Vale continued to give him that empty, hard smile. “I don’t need to follow you, boy. I always 

know where you are.”  

That sent a chill down his spine, and his hands balled into fists automatically. “What the fuck 

does that mean?” 

His grin grew wider, showing off his bright white teeth. They looked like little tombstones all in a 

row. “It’s not a big town. And you’re not exactly subtle.” 

There was no one around, which was bad, but also it was good. He had room to bust out some of 

his kickboxing moves, and would Vale actually shoot him in a store? It was highly unlikely, giving him 
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the edge. And he figured he could take Vale in a straight physical fight, just because of his age and 

general lack of musculature. Not that scrawny guys couldn’t be as tough as old leather, a category he was 

sure Vale slotted into, but his age had to work against him. “What is it you want from me?” 

“Who told you that stupidity was charming? Because it’s not.” Vale lowered his voice to a silky 

whisper, and said, “This will all go away if you just hand it over, Errol.” 

He stared at him like he’d just started speaking Esperanto. “What?” 

The mortician shook his head, frowning at him in an exaggerated manner. “You really do enjoy 

playing the role of the empty headed pretty boy, don’t you? Your father was a rat, and you’re no better. 

We know he gave it to you, and we want it back.” 

Now it was starting to make a little sense. They thought his dad had given him something? What? 

He hadn’t heard from his father since he ran away from home. So why was Vale and his “friends“ - 

whoever they were - under the impression he had something that belonged to them? Had to be his dad 

again, causing trouble even after death. Somehow that figured. “A rat? If you mean he was a bastard, I 

agree with you. But he didn’t deserve to be dismembered.” 

Vale’s eyes were like lasers trying to bore through the back of his skull, but Flynn eye fucked him 

right back, refusing to be intimidated. “Your father deserved worse. And you will get so much worse if 

you don’t turn it over.” 

“Oh yeah, ‘cause threatening to kill me is gonna make me want to help you.” 

“You should do it because it’s the right thing, and you’ll want to help yourself. Or anyone else 

unfortunate enough to fall for your bullshit.” 

Flynn’s impulse was to rush him, to throw the old bastard off into the shampoo aisle, but for once 

he reigned in his knee jerk reaction and simply took a step forward, positioning himself for a solid kick. 

“Stay away from Aiden.” 

“Or what? Are you going to call the police? What will you tell them?” Vale’s grin was now a 

rictus and slightly mad, making him suddenly wonder how sane he was. Maybe all his cool control was a 

mask that held back something inchoate and psychotic. “How long do you think it will take them to figure 

out Flynn Archer’s a phony?” 

That was precisely why he wasn’t going to the cops, even though he knew he should. “If you 

touch Aiden, I will kill you. Get it, old man? I don’t care how many friends you have.” 

Vale gave him that empty smile and nodded. Flynn got the distinct sense he was being humored. 

“It’s cute the way you think you have a chance. If it helps you sleep at night, keep thinking that.” A 

woman came into the aisle, and Vale pivoted swiftly on his heels, striding away like they hadn’t been 

having a conversation at all.  



163 
 

Flynn felt like running after him, beating something coherent out of that cold bastard, but that was 

probably just what he wanted. If Flynn were stuck behind bars, Aiden was unprotected. 

He turned back to the shelves of drugs, nearly overcome with despair. What was he going to do?  

And what did they think his father had given him?  
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Haven Falls #131 - Pissing on Your Parade  

Henry Vale and Miles Sutherland 

____________________________________________________ 
Miles hung up the phone and stared out the clinic window. The sheriff’s office hadn’t been much 

help. All they’d been prepared to divulge was confirmation there’d been a B&E at Riley’s house and 

nobody had seen Stan for two weeks. 

The weirdest part of the conversation had centred around the fact they’d been acting on an 

anonymous tip. What was that all about? Flynn had obviously made the call and hadn’t let on who he was. 

Was he just protecting his butt because he was at a strange house late at night or was there more to it? 

The new assistant mortician hadn’t been much help, either. Maybe it was time to talk to Vale 

himself. He checked his watch. Theoretically he should have had a lunch break two hours ago, but as 

usual it was a case of grabbing a bite to eat whenever he could. Not that he was all that hungry, a brisk 

walk with Roofie would be better than stodgy food at the cafeteria. If he was really desperate he could 

grab a sandwich at Glenda’s. 

“I’ll be back in an hour.” Miles gave a quick smile and nod at Millie but left before she could 

collar him for something else. When he’d first arrived in Haven Falls he’d spend all day inside the Clinic, 

but now he realized he had to be more proactive in getting time to himself. Before he got Roofie there 

didn’t seem much point. 

The dog greeted him with its usual excitement. Miles fended off the mutt’s attempts to lick his 

face when he knelt down to put on his lead. “Shit, mate, do they make doggy Listerine? Your breath 

stinks.” 

He gave him a quick pat to settle him down and set off for the town. Although the weather was 

fine, he didn’t really fancy a walk in the park. Not enough time to spend chatting to cops about any more 

body parts if Roofie got lucky again. The Sheriff’s office hadn’t provided much more information on that 

front either. Only confirmation that, yes, it was the same man. 

The familiar red and white stripes on the barber’s pole attracted his attention. Miles fingered his 

beard. He could clip it himself, but it was so straggly he’d probably botch it and end up having to trim 

more and more to make it even and end up with a goatee. Yuk! 

He tied Roofie to the pole and muttered a quick “Stay” which the dog ignored completely, 

preferring instead to sniff at the tires of the car parked nearby. Inside, Miles was a bit taken aback by the 

number of people waiting. Looks like he’d have to make a booking. Nothing until the tenth? Shit, this was 

worse than trying to get an appointment to see the Doctor! He chuckled at his own joke as the door 

jangled behind him on his exit. 
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He was just in time to see Roofie cock his leg and christen the front tire of the black Lexus. 

“Charming. I’m sure you’re violating an ordnance by letting your beast piss on the street,” Henry 

Vale said, walking up with a steaming paper cup full of coffee. This town was truly full of rubes and 

idiots, and this one looked like he was trying to make himself look like a toilet brush. It was probably 

appropriate for Miles, the damn doctor. 

“Actually, mate, he’s not pissing on the street, he’s pissing on the tires.” Miles resisted the urge to 

hit the bloke. The smirk had been enough to try his patience. Something about the undertaker really got 

his goat. He seemed to think he was in some way superior to the rest of humanity. “It’s not your car is it?” 

“It is, and there’s such a thing as gravity, Mr. Sutherland. Piss runs downwards, which I thought 

you’d know. Oh, wait, you’re not a urologist, are you? How would you know?” 

In some men a response like that may have made Miles smile, but there hadn’t been any sense of 

levity in the words. “You don’t have to be a urologist to know about gravity, mate. Ever heard of Newton? 

Anyway, piss is one of things we all have in common, the question is whether you can take it or not.” He 

patted Roofie’s head. The dog was sniffing the undertaker’s shoes now. 

“My car is not your dog’s toilet, nor is anyone else’s car. I advise you curb your mutt before it 

gets you both in trouble.” Miles was certainly trying his patience. Deliberately? Perhaps. He had yet to 

meet a single doctor who wasn’t an arrogant sack of shit. 

Miles folded his arms and leaned against the pole. He could have pulled Roofie back, but he 

decided not to. This man was a first class prick. Until now all their dealings had been cursory... whenever 

Stan hadn’t been around, but this was different. He was getting personal. “Are you threatening me just 

because my dog did what every dog has done since time immemorial? How do you propose I stop him. 

Make him wear a nappy?” 

“Since when is truth a threat?” 

Okay, the best form of defence is attack. “Speaking of truth. I met your new assistant earlier 

today. I hadn’t known Stan had left. His gear is still at his house, but it looks like someone has broken in 

and trashed the place. You wouldn’t know where he is would you? I need to contact him about 

something?” 

“As do I. He skipped out on me with no notice. I still have his final check, even though I loathe 

giving it to such an irresponsible person.” Vale paused to sip his coffee, and size Sutherland up. How 

much did he know?” “You say his house has been broken into? Have you called the police?” 

Miles narrowed his eyes. Years of studying patients had made him pretty good at working out 

whether they were telling him the whole story or not. Vale was one of those people who might not 

actually lie, but would only disclose what he wanted to. “The police are aware of the problem.” He wasn’t 

going to say any more until he’d spoken to Flynn. “By the way, I wouldn’t have called Stan irresponsible. 
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He may have had his quirks, but he was meticulous about doing his job correctly. I never had any cause to 

fault his work.” 

“Perhaps not, but he was not your employee. Those last few weeks, his work suffered terribly. He 

even mixed up some remains, giving the wrong names to some poor sods. I had to straighten that out 

before the families discovered it. It was probably best he left, as I was going to fire him. Say, since you 

know him so well, can you tell me what was troubling him?” 

Miles laughed. Who was this guy kidding? One minute he was ripping him a new one and now he 

was trying to smile and be pleasant. It wasn’t working. “Ever heard of patient confidentiality, mate? I 

wouldn’t tell you in a month of Sundays. In any case, I still find it hard to believe he’d make a mistake 

like that. He took his job very seriously.” 

Vale smirked at the Aussie doctor. He didn’t know shit. “Taking your job seriously and doing it 

well are two different things. It was a mistake to hire him.” 

“That still doesn’t solve the question of his current whereabouts. No way would he just leave 

town like that, even if he had made a mistake. Something seems fishy to me. If you hear anything let me 

know.” Vale probably wouldn’t on principle, but Miles wanted to show that as far as he was concerned 

the question of Riley’s disappearance was not going to be forgotten. Not by him anyway. Stan had been 

genuinely scared. If only he’d told him more about who and why. 

The dog was still sniffing around his feet, so Vale gave it a swift kick in the haunches, just to 

move it along. He wanted to kick it harder, to splatter its guts all over the sidewalk, but there were too 

many people around. “Curb your animal, would you? Not all of us find animal waste charming.” 

“Scared he’d piss on your shiny patents, are you?” Miles yanked on Roofie’s lead, pulling him 

back out of harm’s way. “I wouldn’t be too concerned. He does have some standards, and from the look 

of things, he doesn’t like your shoes anyway.” The corner of Roofie’s mouth was curled up in a little snarl. 

The dog yelped slightly as he tried to lunge forward again but was restrained by Miles’s grip on the 

shortened lead. 

“I’ll be sure and inform my tailor of its disapproval,” Vale replied, pulling out his car keys and 

unlocking his door. Philistines. Sutherland might just poke around, but he’d find nothing on Riley that 

would connect back to him. Riley was gone now, and nobody cared about him. He was just another 

disposable person, the kind that fell through the cracks of the world every day and no one ever noticed. 

The world had billions of people like that, and he for one was grateful, as it made his job so much easier.  



167 
 

Haven Falls #132: Marking Territory  

Flynn Archer, Miles Sutherland, Aiden Parker 

_________________________________ 
Flynn thought it was nice to know he could indeed feel stupider. So he hadn’t totally plumbed the 

depths. It wasn’t comforting. 

He gave himself credit for being better at tailing than Vale, or at least he didn’t stick out. Of 

course, he had some experience with it. Still, where did he expect Vale to go? To the scene of the crime? 

It was idiotic. Vale was only hiding stuff that wasn’t completely tangible. Other than the hands, he was an 

expert at getting rid of evidence. Would he make such a rookie mistake? 

Flynn gave up and went and ordered a latte, hoping the caffeine would make him smarter. Still, 

he sat at an outside table and kept a watch on Vale as he talked to someone on the sidewalk down the way, 

before getting into an expensive black Lexus. Nice car. Way too pricey for a mortician, wouldn’t you 

think? Curious. Flynn took out a pen and scribbled down the license plate on a napkin, then wondered 

why. Was he a cop? What the fuck was he going to do with a license plate number?  

Mentally kicking himself for continuing to be a complete moron, he noticed the guy Vale had 

been talking to was Miles, walking his mutt again. Flynn would have given it a biscuit if it had just bitten 

that bastard. He was going to ignore him, but then he made eye contact with Mad Max. Goddamn it. 

“Hey,” he said casually, raising his hand in greeting.  

“Hi,” Miles blinked in surprise as he caught sight of Flynn sitting at one of the tables outside 

Glenda’s. That was the second time today he’d thought of someone and seen them soon afterwards. Was 

he getting psychic or something? “Just the man I wanted to see.” He pulled out a chair and sat down; 

Roofie was wagging his tail and trying to lick Flynn’s hand. “Sit, boy.” To his surprise, Roofie did, taking 

advantage of the table’s shade to get out of the hot sun. 

“No, go ahead, have a seat,” Flynn said sarcastically, giving the mutt a pat on the head. He 

couldn’t remember its name, but it probably didn’t matter. In his mind, it would always be Hand Eater. 

“Were you just talking to Vale?” 

Miles blinked in surprise. “Have you met him? I wouldn’t have thought you knew the man.” 

“Fuck yeah, I know him, and he’s a psychotic bastard. What, he a friend of yours too?” 

“Professionally I’ve had some dealings with him, though I knew Riley better.” Miles eyed Flynn. 

He hadn’t sounded too friendly when he mentioned Vale’s name, but who knew. Flynn was a strange bod. 

Hard to tell when he was being serious sometimes. “I was just trying to find out if he knew where Stan 

was.” 
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Flynn grimaced and picked at the cardboard sleeve on his latte cup. “Getting information from 

that fuck is like trying to get blood out of a vampire. Good luck.” 

“Hm, so I wasn’t wrong, the guy is an arrogant prick. He told me that Riley had left town because 

of some mix up with bodies.” 

Flynn shrugged. “Who knows? Maybe Vale mixed up Riley with a corpse and buried him by 

mistake.” 

“Are you saying Riley’s dead? Vale muttered something about giving the wrong names to some 

poor sods, but he didn’t say he was dead.” Miles sat straighter in his chair, all amusement suddenly gone. 

“Did you find something at Stan’s place after I left last night?” 

“Just a mess.” Should he tell him about the journal? He might wonder why he hadn’t turned it 

over to the cops, so he decided not to. But eventually, he might have to bring someone into this. Flynn felt 

a brief spasm of guilt as he realized he’d rather have Vale go after Mad Max than go after Aiden. 

“Why didn’t you give your name when you made the call? The sheriff’s office said it was an 

anonymous phone in. Then they started asking me all these questions about how I knew about it. Had to 

do some quick thinking.” Miles watched Flynn’s face; he was hiding something, but what? 

“That’s what I was trying to avoid. My life is hard enough without the stench of bacon making 

things more difficult.” 

“Well, if it’s any help, I didn’t mention your name. Just said I asked a passerby to call as I didn’t 

have my cell with me. Not sure if they bought it, but things were pretty hectic when I rang, apparently 

there’d been another shooting overnight.” 

Aiden was out for his after school walk with Dante when he saw Flynn sitting outside of Glenda’s 

with another man he didn’t recognize. There was a dog with them too. Flynn didn’t seem to notice him 

yet, so Aiden decided that for once he was going to sneak up on him and surprise him. Only Dante 

seemed to have other ideas. He saw Flynn, wagged his tail, barked, and then pulled hard on his leash. 

Aiden struggled to hold him back and frowned. He was going to have to get him a harness. He was just 

too big.  

“Hi Flynn,” Aiden said as he approached the table. Dante completely ignored the other dog and 

put his paws on Flynn’s leg and stretched up to lick his face. Okay, a harness and more obedience classes, 

he thought, hiding a grin.  

“Wow, school’s out already?” Flynn had totally lost track of the time, which was typical. He 

really needed to pick up a watch. He grabbed Dante by the muzzle affectionately, and told him, “You can 

lick my face when your breath doesn’t smell like the Long Island landfill, okay buddy?” He petted the 

dog and helped him get off him, before shooting a smile up at Aiden, who seemed to be looking at him 

questioning. What? 
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Oh shit. He was going to have to introduce them, wasn’t he? Flynn wondered if he could scribble 

‘Ixnay on Iley-ray’ without being noticed. 

Miles checked his watch, he really should be getting back to work. He stood and pulled Roofie’s 

lead. The mutt was trying to be friendly to the other dog but was being ignored. Obviously too lowly for a 

pure bred. The contrast in their looks was nearly as marked as the contrast Miles made with this young 

good looking guy. Flynn might be trying to act unconcerned but Miles had noticed a tension there 

immediately. Interesting.  

“Umm, Aiden, this is Miles Sutherland. He’s Crocodile M.D. or something. Miles, this is Aiden 

Parker, the hottest teacher on this or any coast.” 

Miles reached out and grasped the proffered hand. The blush in Aiden’s cheeks at Flynn’s remark 

would have put a fire engine to shame. “Pleased to meet you. You’re obviously healthy, or I’d have met 

you before this.” He didn’t let go straight away interested to see if the blush could get any deeper. He 

wasn’t playing fair, but he didn’t care. Flynn had annoyed him a couple of times lately, and if he could 

get a reaction this way he wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity. Besides the teacher had managed to go 

a shade darker when he scratched his finger slightly against the palm before he let go. 

Aiden glared at Flynn for the comment but smiled at Miles despite the heat on his face. “Second 

year teaching, so I’m not as prone to whatever the students get. Nice to meet you as well.” He glanced 

down at the man’s dog and smiled. Dante seemed to finally notice him and was sniffing him, tail still 

wagging. He wondered if Flynn had gotten sick and that’s how he knew him, but didn’t ask. None of his 

business.  

Flynn watched the two of them carefully, narrowing his eyes at Miles. If he was even thinking of 

flirting with Aiden, he was going to tackle him, see how good his rugby skills really were.  

Roofie had finally managed to attract the other dog’s attention and they were doing the usual 

circle dance trying to sniff each other’s butt. Before his mind could sink completely into the gutter, and 

imagine doing the same with the cute baby-faced teacher, he pulled on Roofie’s lead. “Sorry, I have to get 

back to work. Nice meeting you... Oh, and Flynn... If you do hear of anything about Riley, you will tell 

me, won’t you.” He nodded at them both and dragged Roofie away. 

Bastard! Flynn glared daggers at him, for all the good that would do. He’d have accused Miles of 

mentioning Riley on purpose, but he didn’t know he was lying to everybody in this goddamn town. 

Maybe he suspected he was lying, though, and for that he was going to get the asshole. Maybe put up a 

fake Craigslist ad in Miles’s name, looking for kinky sex from overweight midgets, with his phone 

number listed? Easy enough. Miles might be into that kind of thing anyways.  

Waving as Miles left, Aiden turned to Flynn, eyebrow raised “Who’s Riley?”  
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Flynn mentally debated a moment, but realized he couldn’t possibly keep another lie straight. “He 

was Vale’s old assistant. He disappeared mysteriously, and Mad Max there is looking into it. Since I’ve 

got a grudge against Vale, I’m trying to help.” 

“Oh. Mad Max? You mean Miles?” Flynn had a thing for nicknames, didn’t he? Aiden took the 

seat Miles vacated while Dante settled under the table. “Any luck finding information on him?”  

Flynn shrugged and shook his head at the same time. “I don’t think so. There doesn’t seem to be 

anything to find. He’s just gone.” 

“Do you think Vale had anything to do with it?” 

“Knowing him, probably. But I can’t prove shit.” Flynn slumped in his seat with a sigh, and tried 

to paste on a phony smile. He probably failed. “So, how was school?” 

Aiden could tell the smile wasn’t real, but he ignored that. “It was school. I can’t wait for 

vacation. First day out I think I’ll sleep all day.” He reached over the table and - without glancing around 

like he usually did - ran a finger over Flynn’s hand. He wondered if somehow he could help him, but what 

did he know? Only what came out of unrealistic mystery novels.  

Flynn gave him a half smile that was genuine for a change. “With me, I hope.” Holy shit, wasn’t 

he worried about this in the drugstore? He couldn’t get carried away with this! Besides, while Aiden was 

undeniably hot, he probably liked his guys smarter. Also, less felonious.  

“Of course with you. Who else?” Aiden smiled.  

Flynn smiled at him, and wondered if that was a rhetorical question. It would probably be better 

for Aiden if it was. 
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Haven Falls #138 - Sharing  

Carter (Gil) Gillespie and Miles Sutherland 

_________________________________________ 
Gil sat nursing a coffee in the cafeteria on his break, having carefully avoided the pastries this 

time. Far too much sugar. He was reading some of the information the local real estate agent had sent him, 

trying to decide if any of the properties were worth his time to visit. There was only one in Camden Hills, 

a nice looking place but it was a proper house, not an apartment. Gil wondered what Miles would think. 

He might ask him if he knew where it was. 

Miles wound his way around the tables, clutching his salad roll in one hand. He’d never get used 

to calling them a sub. Maybe if he lived in the States another few years. He spotted Gil sitting by himself 

at the table. Should he join him? It would seem strange if he didn’t. They were work colleagues after all. 

“Hospital food not your cup of tea, mate?” He pulled out a chair and eased himself into it. The sit-ups 

he’d started doing each morning were making his stomach feel like he’d been run over by a car. 

Gil glanced up and smiled. “Morning. Not really feeling like much right now.” He threw the 

papers onto the table and sighed. “Do you have a clue where this is?” He pushed the paper across the 

table toward Miles. 

Miles picked up the glossy realtor and glanced at the house. He’d noticed the sign out front while 

walking Roofie earlier. “Yeah, it’s in the street next to mine in Camden Hills. You still looking for a place 

to stay?” Shit, the thought of having Gil living so close was a bit unsettling. He gave himself a mental 

kick up the arse. Who was he kidding? He’d nearly suggested he sublet one of the spare rooms at his 

place the other day. 

Gil nodded. “I need a bigger place, just not sure if that’s too big. I want somewhere my folks 

could stay if they come over. A one bed apartment isn’t really enough. I’d like a kitchen I can cook in 

without tucking my elbows in and a proper bath. All I have right now is a shower room and I feel like I’m 

trying get clean in a shoe box. I tell you, I am getting claustrophobia.” 

While Gil spoke, waving his hands around as he usually did, Miles tried to squash images of him 

being pressed up against the wall in his own shower, not having any room to move but for an entirely 

different reason. Down boy! He was as bad as Roofie. Maybe he needed to go to Obedience School too... 

one designed to control impure thoughts about young paramedics and what he’d like to do to them. 

Maybe it was just as well he hadn’t opened his big mouth and suggested he share the huge house with 

him. “Will you be able to afford something that big?” 

“I have no idea. I’ll have to look at the figures tonight. I’d like to afford it, but I’d also rather not 

mortgage my soul as well. Maybe I should look at finding someone to share with.” 
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“My place has three bedrooms, the kitchen is plenty big enough and although there’s no fancy spa, 

the shower can fit two or three people.” Shit, since when had his mouth stopped being wired to his brain? 

That just came out. Miles scanned another page of the realtor, pretending he was looking for another 

property. Maybe Gil hadn’t heard him. Hopefully Gil hadn’t heard him. 

Gil looked up at Miles. Had he heard right? Was that a hint? Or was he simply telling him what 

the properties were like around there? “I guess that means that one will be too big then.” Gil tapped the 

brochure, then sighed. “Looks like I’ll either need to find someone to share with me or ask around, see if 

anyone has room.” He sipped his coffee and waited. 

Miles peeled off the plastic film and took a bite of his roll, hoping some brilliant answer would 

flash into his brain before he had to swallow. In one way he wanted Gil to move in but in another he 

didn’t. Their relationship—if that was the word you could use—was already blurred enough. The lines 

between workmate and friend wavering like a mirage on hot bitumen. If they actually lived together it 

would be even worse. He finally managed to get the food down. “If you can’t find somewhere suitable, 

we can check to see what the rules would be about moving in to my place. A fair rent could be established. 

The hospital board might be happy to have some of their expenses met, and I don’t mind.” 

Gil sipped his coffee and stayed quiet, studying the pages. “Move in with you, you mean?" he 

asked eventually. “Would you mind seeing me in my tighty whities in the bathroom? I tend not to wear 

anything when I sleep though...” Gil paused. He knew he was being provocative, naughtily so, but Miles 

brought out the worst in him somehow. “What about if I wanted to bring home...a guest, sometime? 

Would you have a problem with that?” Shit, why was he being such an ass? He liked Miles, there was 

something....Gil shook himself mentally. He could not put his finger on it where the doctor was concerned. 

The man was irascible, didn’t care about his appearance, was just about married to his work, but 

underneath it, Gil was sure there was a nice person just waiting his chance to break out. Miles was still 

vulnerable, grieving—Gil could identify with that at least—the man was hiding behind a facade. 

“Hm, I’m a boxer man myself.” Miles squirmed slightly as the images of Gil semi naked... naked 

in bed... in the shower... set off the inevitable reaction. “I’ll see what the powers-that-be say. And guests? 

You can have your parents or friends. I’m fine. I’m not there much anyway, and it’ll be good company for 

Roofie.” How pathetic is that Miles thought to himself. The next bite of his roll didn’t taste as good as the 

first. Heck, Gil was still young, he should be out there having as much fun as he could. “That’s as long as 

you don’t mind moving in with an old fart like me.” 

“Miles, you are not an old fart. Bloody Hell, man, you are less than ten years my senior. You act 

like you’re on the edge of retirement...” Gil was exasperated. “You’re not dead yet and you sure as hell 

are not pulling your bus pass, although your wardrobe could do with updating. That’s rather beside the 

point though. What you need is to have a little fun.” 
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“What’s wrong with my clothes?” Miles glanced down at his brown dress pants and fawn polo 

shirt. They were the only ones that fit him now he’d lost an inch off his waist since he gave up the grog. 

Gil waved a hand in Miles direction. “You’re...well, you’re wearing work clothes...so I guess...” 

how to put this tactfully? “I’ve seen worse in guys your age...” shit, well done, very tactful. “You could 

show yourself off in a better light, that’s all.” 

“I never know what to wear. Darren used to choose all my clothes for me.” Miles threw the rest 

of the roll down in disgust. The bloody thing tasted worse with each mouthful. 

“What’s up? Not as nice as you thought?” 

“Nah. Lost my appetite.” Miles stared at the mess on the plastic film. Bit like his life really. Half 

over and the rest definitely unappealing. “I hear you saved Jason Biggs life again yesterday.” 

“I tried. No idea if he survived or not. That’s Asher Bay’s problem, not mine. I did my bit, 

intubated, put in a chest drain, set up the IV, we managed to get him stabilised, but after that...I handed 

over to the heli-med team and that was that. Brought Asher back to the hospital, and the rest you know.” 

“Sounds like you did a good job. I should have trusted you more the other day. And Asher? I 

managed to put his shoulder back in place. Millie Broadbent thought he should stay the night. Tried to 

boss him around, but he left. He didn’t need to stay. Maybe she was just angling for tickets for the 

opening.” 

“Well, I tried to bear in mind what you taught me the other day. I have to know when to leave 

well alone.” Gil smiled thoughtfully. “And after last night, Asher is one thing I am leaving well alone. 

Not sure how I feel about someone who can get involved with that kind of thing.” 

“Sorry, I’m confused here. What’s Asher gone and done, now?” 

“Not sure how much I should say, but hell, nobody has told me to keep quiet about it. The reason 

Jason was shot and Asher ended up with a damaged shoulder.” Gil drained his coffee before continuing. 

“Last night, whatever went down at the Yardley place didn’t make sense. Asher’s sister was kidnapped by 

someone called Kingston, Asher’s ex-. The guy had apparently escaped from jail and came here to cause 

trouble for Asher. One of the men with Asher was DEA, but this was a kidnapping, they were trying to 

rescue Asher’s sister. So how come two civilians, Asher and Jason, were involved? It just doesn’t add up. 

Christ, it’s like a second rate Chuck Norris movie. Kingston--” 

“That’s a tautology isn’t it.” 

“A what?” 

“Second rate... Chuck Norris. Sorry, I interrupted you, go on. You were saying something about 

Kingston.” 

“Kingston shot Jason and one of the others shot Kingston. Tautology?” Gil raised an eyebrow. 
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Miles looked up in surprise. “Sorry, you seem so cluey on so many things. You know so many 

medical terms. It’s a dig that Chuck Norris only ever does second rate movies. Repeating the same thing 

twice. Oh heck, now you’ve got me doing it as well.” 

“Miles...I know what a tautology is, just...seemed a bit intellectual to use when describing a 

Chuck Norris movie, that’s all.” Gil was grinning as he said it. 

Miles grinned back. At least poms had better senses of humor than most of the Yanks he’d met so 

far. Except for Flynn. He seemed the one exception. “Never mind. You were saying that there was a bit of 

shooting going on and Asher was....” 

“In the thick of it. What the hell was he doing? His sister was only concerned with the fact that 

the guy should be her collar considering it was her he had kidnapped in the first place. Why was Asher 

working with DEA?” 

“The man keeps a pretty tight lid on things from what I can tell. He didn’t say much when I fixed 

his shoulder, just checked to see if I was coming on Saturday night, as cool as you please.” 

Gil stopped wondering if he should invite Miles to the opening night. Asher had already 

performed that task then. The man needed to get out more. Lyle was probably expecting to be his only 

guest at the Steele. 

“None of my business anyway. I have no wish to get involved with whatever dodgy shit Asher is 

up to. I really do not want to know.” Gil said firmly. 

Miles handed back the realtor. “Well, the offer still stands. I’ll have a word with the board just in 

case.” 

“In answer to your question, yes, I could put up with--what did you call yourself--an old fart?” 

Gil smiled his best attempt at a disarming grin, all thought of Asher put aside.  

“Speaking of old farts. What is one supposed to wear to a nightclub opening these days? Maybe 

before Saturday night I should go into Body Rok and see if they’ve got anything my size.” 

“Isn’t there anything in Asher Bay?” Gil asked. “I went by Body Rok the other day, didn’t look 

like it sold clothing. Unless you fancy a frilly negligee or leather chaps, that is.” 

Miles laughed. “I don’t know. If it had a pretty blue bow, I might be tempted. And frills. I like 

frills.” Shit, leather chaps. He wondered whether he still had the pair he’d bought when he and Darren had 

flirted with the leather scene soon after their return to the States. 

The words ‘Miles’ and ‘frills’ shouldn’t occupy the same sentence, Gil thought. He hoped Miles 

was joking, the tone was definitely dry anyway. “Why don’t we go shopping together?” Gil suggested, 

“You could show me Asher Bay, I’ve not been there yet.” 

“Would you? I suck at choosing clothes. Not that I’m really looking forward to it. The bloody 

thing’s on tomorrow night. Doesn’t leave us much time. What’s your schedule?” 
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“I’m off shift early this afternoon. We could go tomorrow morning, or is leaving it until 

tomorrow too late?” 

“I’ve got an appointment tomorrow morning. But I’ve got a couple of hours free this afternoon. 

How about we go then?” 

“Fine. Your car?” 

“Yes, Unless you’d rather drive?” 

“No, not me. I’m hopeless. I was saying to Lance I need drivers’ ed classes. I’m not safe behind a 

wheel. I didn’t use the free right turn rule, I nearly ran poor Lyle off the road...” Gil looked embarrassed. 

“I was walking home one night and Lance nearly ran me over because I was looking the wrong way. I 

hate driving on the wrong side of the road. Besides, all I have is my bike. Don’t think they’d appreciate 

me borrowing the rig for an afternoon shopping, do you?”  
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Haven Falls - #143: Burgeoning Curiosity  

Lyle Ashley Tate 

(with mentions of Flynn Archer, Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie, Miles Sutherland & Henry Vale) 

__________________________________________ 

Lyle was shocked when he met Bernie. Vale hadn’t warned him he was going to be collecting a 

kid. It was sobering contemplating the death of a child. His own childhood had been trying, hurtful, 

miserable even at times, but at least he was here to tell the tale. Not that he had anyone to tell the tale to, 

of course. This boy’s story was ended before it was begun and Lyle couldn’t help but feel that was wrong.  
Vale, the ‘bier baron’ of Haven Falls, had passed his work on Mrs. Ferguson with relatively few 

criticisms and had then given him the go-ahead to attempt Bernie’s make-up too. Lyle acknowledged that 

an aged woman was always going to take more easily to the application of cosmetics than a male child 

ever would. This had been a much harder task, but Lyle was proud of his efforts in fixing the lad up, 

whilst being sure Vale would want to re-do at least some of the work.  
Lyle patted Bernie’s hand gently and then closed the lid on the child-sized casket. He hoped the 

kid’s family had sprung for a wig; even the very best paint job wasn’t going to return Bernie to the 

smiling, happy little soul in the picture they had provided of him. Cancer was a bastard way to go... Lyle 

reflected bitterly, though not as bad as a shotgun blast to the head, cosmetically speaking. 
That thought brought him onto the matter of Flynn Archer and his beef with Henry Vale. Lyle 

really didn’t intend in getting involved there, but he couldn’t help but wish the younger of the two men 

would let go of whatever it was, ideally before it saw him added to the list of people needing the special 

type of make-over only provided by funeral homes. That Flynn seemed convinced he was somehow 

involved with Vale in ways other than a simple employee, in some kind of nefarious goings-on, was 

peeving to Lyle. He couldn’t quite work out why it bothered him what the mouthy kid thought of him, 

though. 
Quite what Vale might be up to, Lyle didn’t really want to know. There were various scams that 

might find their way into a funeral home’s practises, even down to selling the corpses or parts thereof. 

Maybe that was what Flynn had been suggesting when he told him to ask Vale ‘about the hands’? So far, 

though, Lyle had seen nothing to make him think Vale’s business was anything but kosher, apart from the 

contratempt between the him and Flynn.  
Miles had made him wonder about his predecessor, Riley, too. The doctor had asked if he knew 

what had happened to him. He didn’t, but he was curious to find out. Asking Vale straight out probably 

wasn’t a good idea, though. Lyle wondered where Riley had lived? Miles would presumably know, but 

had probably already asked Riley’s old neighbours? What had Riley been to the doctor?  
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It was near to home time now, so Lyle straightened the place up and then got ready to leave. He 

was working tomorrow as well; Mrs. Ferguson was going on her way, and Vale had instructed him on the 

protocols for driving the relatives to and from the burial, which would be his role in the proceedings. 

Following the coach with the customer in would at least mean he couldn’t get lost. Lyle doubted the 

company cars had sat-nav, somehow. Lyle hoped Mrs. Ferguson’s ‘do’ would run smoothly; he didn’t 

want to end up running late tomorrow, since he had a hot date. The mere thought of Carter Gillespie made 

Lyle’s mouth go dry and his skin heat up; he was very much hoping that his date with the town’s new 

paramedic would go smoothly too. Lyle decided he should pick up booze, lube and condoms on his way 

home; always best to be prepared! 
Prepared? Yeah. Like he was prepared in any way at all for dating someone! Lyle thought. He 

hadn’t been out with anyone since Richard, over eight years ago, and that had been a very different set-up 

to now; Lyle felt he didn’t even know the rules of this new ball game, let alone how to play. Would Gil be 

willing to show him the ropes? Oh god, Lyle, don’t even think of Gil and ropes in the same breath! 

Tomorrow was going to be an interesting day, though Lyle truly hoped it wouldn’t be ‘interesting’ in the 

way the Chinese used that word; ‘living in interesting times’ was something Lyle could well do without, 

having been there more often than he cared to think in the past! 
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Haven Falls - #147: Showing Due Respect  

Lyle Ashley Tate and Henry Vale 

______________________________ 

Mrs. Ferguson was proving even less communicative than earlier. Lyle figured it was because she 

was as nervous in Henry Vale’s company as he was, even though she was dead. It was almost time for her 

to go centre stage for her viewing, so the two men were busy with the final preparations. Later today Mrs. 

F would be six feet under and have only insects to chat to; Lyle was sorry she wasn’t taking greater 

advantage of her opportunity for a final conversation. 
The mechanics of embalming the body had been done mostly by Vale, with Lyle watching and 

making notes, or helping when two people were needed to complete a step. Dressing Mrs. Ferguson and 

making her up for her starring role in her disposal had been done by Lyle, with guidance and supervision. 

Now they were putting the finishing touches to the set up, since the viewing was scheduled for eleven, the 

commitment being at four. 
“Did the family request pink roses?” Henry wondered, looking at display of pink roses in a wide 

glass bowl. He had to fight back the urge to sneeze, as their scent was cloying.  
Lyle consulted the bundle of notes relating to Mrs. F. “Yes, it says here pink roses, lilacs and 

baby’s breath.” The roses seemed odd for a pensioner’s funeral, but the document had been initialled by 

the executor. Maybe Mrs. Ferguson had been a rose grower or a romance writer. 
“Christ, how tacky.” Henry did a visual scan of the room, and noted the work Lyle was doing on 

Ferguson. Sometimes there wasn’t much that could be done for the very old, or for those who had been 

disfigured in some way. Sometimes, it was the same damn thing. “Was the lipstick your idea?” 
“It’s what the relatives sent over.”  
“Terrific. Do you wish to bet they all show up wearing plaid?” 
Lyle couldn’t help but giggle. He had wondered, given the Scottish surname, whether a few kilts 

might indeed make an appearance at the viewing or the internment. 
“Perhaps we should deep fry a selection of foods, make them feel at home.” 
Lyle checked the notes, prompted by Vale’s acerbic comments, wondering what music the family 

had requested. Sure enough, bagpipes were to feature heavily in the proceedings. If it were his themed 

funeral Lyle might have requested something like ‘Donald Where’s Your Troosers?’, but sadly it wasn’t 

amongst the listed tracks Mrs. F’s people had picked. 
“Do we have good enough access to a variety of offal though?” Lyle pondered aloud. 
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“This is a funeral home. Finding guts is never an issue.” Henry tried rearranging one of the lilac 

displays, but the scent was even worse than the roses, and he turned away to sneeze. Damn it, he hated 

flowers, but the sickly sweet ones, the ones that mimicked decay, were the worst. 
Lyle wasn’t sure quite how much of what Henry Vale came out with at times was said in jest, and 

how much he meant. He decided to change the topic just in case. “Are you allergic? Did Riley deal with 

the flowers before me?” 
That name. Riley. Wouldn’t that silly fucker just remain dead? “Yes, he did. I’m not fond of 

flowers. The flowers I like don’t have scents.” 
“Was he with you long?” Lyle was asking for a variety of reasons; he wasn’t sure all of them 

were good. 
“Not too long. Long enough for me to realize he wasn’t cut out for this job. Too many people see 

those stupid procedural shows on TV and assume they could work with corpses just as easy. It’s not true.” 

Was Lyle curious? That wasn’t good. How far he was willing to push this would determine what Henry 

was going to do with him. 
“I like what I’ve seen of the job so far. It’s more people based than my previous jobs and more 

hands on.” Lyle recalled his first months in America, writing computer code in a dull little cubicle, 

surrounded by hundreds of other identical little cubes. This was definitely more interesting, even if the 

coding had come naturally to him. 
Henry looked at Lyle curiously. “Hands on? Was that a joke, Mr. Tate?” 
Lyle looked blank. He felt stupid looking so blank, but he had no idea what he’d said to prompt 

Vale’s latest question. Then he remembered. Flynn had said to ask Vale ‘about the hands’. Apparently the 

topic was known to Vale and wasn’t a welcome subject for discussion?  
“No... I just... Well I didn’t mean anything bad. I just like working with my hands as well as my 

head. I like to be active.” Would that cover it? Lyle didn’t want his employer thinking he was about to 

start corpse-fiddling or something. 
Henry nodded, keeping his expression assiduously neutral. It may have simply been an 

inauspicious choice of words, no more, but the fact that he seemed nervous was interesting. “I wouldn’t 

have qualified putting make up on a corpse as an intellectual activity, but I suppose it depends on how 

you look at it.” He was going to have to keep an eye on Lyle, wasn’t he? He didn’t know how much 

trouble Flynn was trying to make, and that Aussie doctor was asking questions about Riley that he really 

didn’t like. The Australian was moving up his list of people that needed to go away. At least in his case, 

his vagabond nature, much like Flynn’s, would make his disappearance unremarkable.  
Lyle decided not to elaborate on his thoughts about the mental challenges posed by his new career. 

He doubted Vale would be impressed with the more esoteric aspects of the business he was himself 
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intrigued by. Despite having been working there less than a week it seemed fairly obvious to Lyle that the 

Final Rest funeral home was just a sausage factory--dead people processed, packaged and planted in 

exchange for substantial quantities of cash, no emotion required. 
“So Riley didn’t make the grade? I’d wondered if he had gone off on his own to set up business 

elsewhere... I’m just glad of the opportunity, his loss is my gain.” 
“It is, and I suggest you don’t worry about Riley. Wherever he is, I’m sure he’s doing his usual 

piss poor job.” That was only true if you believed in an afterlife, or perhaps even reincarnation. Henry 

realized that was kind of an amusing thought. Could Riley be a fuck up if he was reincarnated as a slug? It 

was a wonderful thought. The only slug who headed directly for the salt lick. 
Lyle wasn’t too sure what had brought a smirk to Vale’s face. The man creeped him out, but Lyle 

thought maybe that came with the job. He wondered if he would gain a similar aura if he stayed working 

as a mortician. He really could do without adding that to his difficulties in getting a date. He had a date 

for tonight though, and with a really gorgeous guy at that. The thought perked him up enough for him to 

respond boldly, “Well, I hope you find my work satisfactory. Ideally a lot better than satisfactory. I want 

to do well and be an asset to your business.” 
Henry nodded, holding back a sneer. A little kiss ass. At first he accepted it as part of his settling 

in phase, but by now he should have dropped the pretence. There was something ... off about Lyle. He 

was probably worth investigating, when he had the time. Why was he so eager to ingratiate himself? Only 

a man who had something to hide was so phony. And if anyone would know that, it would be him. 
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Haven Falls #148 Send Three and Fourpence, 

We’re Going to a Dance  

Carter Gillespie and Lyle Ashley Tate  

____________________________________ 
Lyle reviewed his recent security tapes when he got in from work, but found nothing alarming 

there. No-one had been to the house today who wasn’t already vetted and expected. He checked his watch 

and decided he had time to do his emails too before getting ready to meet with Carter Gillespie. It could 

be a life-saver doing so, if Agent Tyler had any pertinent information about his latest acquaintances. He 

hated being suspicious of everyone he encountered. It was a necessary evil, though.  

He read rapidly through the few subscriptions he had set up in relation to his current identity and 

responded to an email about his Mortician College course. The task of dealing with his correspondence 

took less time than Lyle had expected, since Agent Tyler hadn’t got back to him yet, so now he had time 

enough to get nervous about his date. 

Was it a date? Lyle still wasn’t sure. Carter...Gil... had invited him to the opening of the 

Renegade Steel, but had he really meant it as a date? This evening could turn into all kinds of shit if he 

had misunderstood. It could go horribly wrong in a few dozen ways if it was a date too. Lyle wondered if 

Gil was the sort of guy to expect someone to put out on the first date? If he was, he was going to be 

mightily disappointed tonight. Would he get angry? Lyle was jittery as a June bride by the time he got to 

the point of choosing what to wear. 

 

Gil wasn’t sure what to wear for the Steel’s opening night. He did not want to go looking too formal. 

Formal in his book was uncomfortable and that was not what he planned. Besides, Lyle was on the cute 

side and Gil didn’t want to disappoint him. He appeared to be a little straight laced, rather formal in his 

own way: Gil hoped it was because of his job and his boss that Lyle came across like that. He was 

optimistic that he would see a more relaxed version of Lyle tonight. Briefly, Gil wondered what he was 

like in bed. He smiled, picked out a black silk shirt and looked at it critically, before throwing it on the 

bed and going back into his wardrobe again.  

 

Underwear! Oh god, what to choose? Lyle scrabbled around for the perfect pair of pants. Not that it 

would matter unless things went much farther than would be safe! He tried eleven different sets before 

settling on something that would make him feel sexy and safe at the same time. Enhancer shorts were 
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cheating really, but what else was to be done ? No, no cheating; he stripped his choice off and started 

again.  

Hell, cheating was unavoidable, wasn’t it? Wasn’t that what he’d been doing for over two years 

now? Maybe he should just call Carter and cancel? He didn’t want to start something under false 

pretences. God though, he so wanted to start something! Lyle rummaged for various elements of dress he 

both hated and needed, then picked his enhancer pants back up off the floor.  

 

Gil pulled out a suit and frowned. Not sure. Christ, he was behaving worse than his sister! He put the suit 

back and rummaged again. Shit, this wasn’t really even a date, it had been a casual invite...but he wanted 

to look good, didn’t he? He wanted Lyle to think he was attractive and available and what? Bed-able? He 

was going to get himself a reputation at this rate, and not a good one at that. Doubtless he would get 

chapter and verse on safe sex from Miles if he wasn’t careful. This one will do, he thought, dragging his 

favourite suit out of the closet, grinning at the analogy.  

 

Lyle considered his reflection in the bathroom mirror. This is insane. You like this guy and you’re going 

to blow it, he thought. His fingertips traced his jawline, finding a soft down there. Should he shave? No, 

keep it, I have a right to facial hair at the weekend, he thought. God, nearly time, better get a move on. 

Can I claim an emergency stiff if I need to bail? Oh Lordy! If only! 

Dressing down for a date? How weird. The Renegade Steele was posh though, so he couldn’t 

exactly opt for jeans and a T-shirt, even if he wanted to. Leather and lace? Would Gil like that? It was 

probably the furthest he could get from his work outfits. Too camp though? Gil was fairly straight-acting 

and might not appreciate his goth look? Lyle checked the flyer for the Steele again and wished he had 

managed to get to the clothing sale this afternoon, but he’s been too busy driving Mrs. Ferguson’s 

relatives around and sorting out Bernie. 

 

Gil arrived at the address on foot; he presumed the guy wouldn’t be up for travelling on the bike and he 

thought it stupid to get a taxi, the short distance didn’t really justify it. Maybe they could call one for the 

journey home? Lyle’s house was a pleasant one, pretty, somehow a bit feminine, but Gil presumed that 

Lyle had only just moved in and hadn’t got to grips with decorating yet. He knocked on the door, 

admiring the flowers in the beds. Everybody seemed to love gardening round here. Except Miles, he 

thought with a smile. Thoughts of the doctor disturbed him somehow. He wasn’t sure what he felt there. 

Miles was definitely not opening up to him as much as he had hoped. He banished thoughts of the doctor. 

Tonight he was with Lyle and he ought to make sure Lyle felt as if that was the case.  
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Was that a knock on the door? Damn, he wasn’t nearly ready. Lyle went to the tech desk and checked the 

cameras. Yep, it was Gil, stood on his doorstep looking gorgeous, dressed all in black. A silk shirt? Oh 

man, this evening suddenly got harder. He stowed the surveillance station before grabbing his robe and 

answering the door. Wouldn’t do to have Gil thinking he was completely paranoid, even if he was. 

 

Gil turned at the sound of the door opening. Sounded like the man was unlocking Fort Knox though, he 

heard at least three bolts being opened. He smiled warmly and waited for Lyle to finish letting down the 

drawbridge. So far as Gil was concerned this wasn’t New York, although after the recent spate of bodies, 

he was beginning to wonder. Still, an Englishman’s home was his castle.  

* * * * * 
Lyle cycled through his choice of smiles whilst unlocking his front door. He settled on his sexiest 

‘innocent’ one and then hauled the door open.  

“Hi there.” Gil paused. Lyle wasn’t even dressed yet, at least it looked that way to Gil. “Am I 

early or are you having as much trouble as I did choosing what to wear?”  

“Yes to both? Sorry. Come on in, I’ll do my best not to keep you waiting too long.” 

“No worries.” Gil checked his watch. “I am early. You need any help? I’m always happy to offer 

an opinion.”  

“Thanks. I was trying to break the mould... I already hate wearing suits out of work. This leaflet 

seems to have banned every other kind of outfit though.” Lyle wafted the promotional handbill. “I wasn’t 

sure either... Well, I didn’t know what you’d expect.”  

“What I’d expect? How do you mean?” Gil found himself admiring the figure before him in the 

robe. Lyle half-dressed was quite a nice sight, though he was hanging onto the edges of the robe a bit too 

tightly. Might not take any advances at this stage too well then, Gil considered. 

“Well, I’ve not been to such a posh place with such a handsome man before. I wanted to make 

you proud to be with me. Come through and I’ll show you what I’ve narrowed it down to.” 

Gil couldn’t help the smile that formed on his lips. Lyle was very sweet. “I can’t believe that you 

haven’t been to a date like this before,” he said as he followed Lyle into his home. “and thank you for the 

compliment.”  

Fess up now? Let Gil escape before they were both in too deep? Lyle considered his options 

carefully whilst showing his delicious companion into the lounge. He realised he was trembling slightly. 

Get a grip, Lyle, he thought to himself, disgusted at how anxious all this was making him.  
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Gil followed Lyle, admiring the back view as they went. Neat arse, he found himself thinking. He 

was shown into a comfortable room, not as tidy as he’d have imagined, going on the man’s appearance. 

He wasn’t OCD about his accommodation then. 

“Help yourself to a drink if you would like one. I won’t be long.” Lyle gestured to the drinks 

cabinet and then headed for his bedroom.  

Gil looked about for a moment, then considered that they would be ages if he waited downstairs. 

Especially if Lyle wanted his opinion on what he was going to wear. He went into the hallway, located 

the stair and began to follow, calling out as he did so--he didn’t want to startle the man. “Hey Lyle, if you 

want an opinion, hadn’t I better come up? Otherwise you’ll be running up and down stairs like a 

lemming.” He paused, not sure that was a correct analogy but it would have to do.  

A lemming? Lyle wondered what Gil meant, then realised what else he’d said. Gil was on the 

stairs, heading for his bedroom! To his surprise, Lyle’s first thought was, how untidy is it in here? His 

brain quickly caught up, though, and the next thought it supplied was cobalt blue with swear words. The 

evening was about to come to a disastrous climax before it even got started! 

“Oh... Er... Hang on a minute, I’m not decent.” 

Gil grinned. “Well,” he said in his best sexy drawl, “depends on how decent you want to be...?”  

Lyle had no idea how to respond to that one. Gil was hot as hell and almost in his bedroom and 

that was the first and the last thing he wanted.  

“Lyle?” Gil asked when his quip was met with silence, “you okay?” The door of the bedroom was 

closed and he rapped on it gently. “I was joking...”  

Lyle considered his appearance. The robe was off and the game was almost up. He might still 

rescue the situation, but was he prepared to? Could he do what he needed to do, or should he do what he 

wanted to do? 

“Lyle? Are you okay?” Gil was getting concerned. “If I pissed you off, I’m sorry. Didn’t mean to 

speak out of turn.” 

“Just give me a minute.” 

“Okay, as long as you’re alright.”  

About as far from alright as I can get, Lyle thought miserably. Now he’s going to think I’m a 

prude and an idiot, and touchy to boot. 

“I didn’t piss you off, did I?”  

Lyle opened the bedroom door a crack. “Sorry, I’m fine...Come in.” So wrong, so bad, Lyle 

thought as he opened his cabinet of secrets and let Gil enter. Earlier he had been wondering whether he 

was going to get his first kiss tonight, or his first fist in the face; he was reasonably sure now which it 

would be. 
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As the door slowly opened, Gil wondered what on earth was wrong with the guy. It had been a 

throw away line. He hadn’t meant anything by it. He was almost scared to move. What had he done? 

Lyle tugged his robe back tight around himself, his arms across his chest in a defensive posture. 

He did his best to smile; Gil deserved a smile, he was beautiful. 

“Lyle? What’s the matter, mate?” Gil noted the defensive way Lyle was hugging himself. “Have 

you hurt yourself? What’s wrong?” The room was a bit of a mess, but Gil could see nothing out of the 

ordinary. He looked back at the man opposite him. 

Gil’s eyes were full of concern. Lyle had forgotten until then that he was in a caring profession. 

He supposed this was the look his patients were privileged to receive when he attended them. He wanted 

a lover, not a concerned citizen filled with pity for him. It was terribly tempting right now to throw a fit 

and get Gil to leave before any more damage could be done. 

Something was very wrong, Gil thought as he surveyed Lyle, but for the life of him, he couldn’t 

work out what he wasn’t seeing. “Lyle, have I said anything...?” He wasn’t prepared for the look of utter 

despair on his features. 

Bluff or blow it? Lyle felt trapped, frightened and sad. He considered the work that he had put in 

over the last two years and realised this was a going to be a pivotal moment. He wasn’t supposed to tell, 

he was supposed to act normally. What was normal here though? Certainly not him.  

“Lyle, what’s wrong? Please, tell me. What just happened?” There was something wrong, Gil 

knew, but he couldn’t put his finger on what. The sudden unexplained change in Lyle’s mood was almost 

scary. He briefly wondered if he was dealing with something dangerous.  

Lyle took a deep breath. He was worrying Gil, he could see that. Bluff, then. 

“Sorry, I should have said something sooner... I wasn’t out where I lived before. This will be my 

first date as an out guy.” Is that a good enough lie? Will he buy it? Well, as far as it goes it’s true... 

Gil frowned. “Is that all? Well, I guess ‘all’ is the wrong choice of words.” Gil considered Lyle’s 

response. Bullshit. Whatever was wrong was deeper than that. “Can I ask you a personal question?”  

“You can ask, but I might not answer.” It came out before Lyle could censor it. It was his 

standard quip when faced with that question.  

“Your first date as a gay guy? You’ve never been with a guy before then? Or just not been ‘out’ 

before?” 

Lyle wanted to laugh. How could he answer without giving up his life story? Gil was offering a 

sympathetic ear, but did he really want to pour his particular can of worms into it? Choose your words 

carefully, Lyle.  

“I’ve dated before, just not outside of my closet.” Was that enough? Would he let it drop now? 

Would Gil scarper rather than date a newly out virgin, and save them both from any more trouble? 
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“So...you’ve never had a man before...in any sense?”  

Gil’s tone was heart-breakingly understanding. His eyes were filled with compassion, warm 

brown-sugar toned and beautiful.  

“I wouldn’t say that... It’s complicated, okay? So, do I wear emo boy, seance grey, or hot tart?” 

“Well, if it were up to me,” Gil took a step closer, “I’d have to say hot tart,” he grinned, “but 

based on my previous lack of tact and the fact that this seems to be causing you a deal of trouble, emo boy 

might be better. Seance grey is just too creepy.” He met Lyle’s gaze. 

“Emo hot tart?” 

Gil laughed. “I shudder to think how you propose to effect that.” He picked up a pair of black 

leather trousers and a dark purple shirt with a distinctly piratical flavour, frills and laces at the neck. 

“These would look good on you.”  

Lyle blushed. Gil had picked what he considered his sexiest outfit. Exactly what he had meant by 

‘emo hot tart’, in fact. The pants were revealing though and he wasn’t sure that was a good thing. Having 

Gil checking out his ass all night would be cool, but there were other, more practical issues to consider, 

too. 

“Lyle, loosen up. I’m not about to run for the hills.” The man was still holding the robe 

defensively around him. Gil reached out and laid a hand on his arm, stroking gently. “Look, I couldn’t 

care less if you’re a virgin or you’ve slept with a whole regiment. Seriously, I’m not that shallow. I 

should let you know though...” he paused. Asher had said he talked too much. Would Lyle think the same? 

Damn it, he wanted to be up front. “I’m not looking for a relationship right now.” He smiled. “You think 

you’re complicated? Its just...I’m only just out of a long relationship and it went badly wrong on me...I 

know I’m on the rebound. I just...don’t want to lie to you...” he smiled, trying to take the potential sting 

out of the words, “or lead you to believe I’m something I’m not.” Gil moved his hand to stroke Lyle’s 

ribs in what he hoped was a comforting gesture. It took a moment to register that something didn’t feel 

right.  

Lyle flinched and shot away from Gil’s touch. “I’ve made a mistake here. Can you please leave?” 

“Leave...? Lyle...” Gil’s puzzled expression would have been comical in any other situation. Gil’s 

first thought was that he had injured himself in some way, then he dismissed that. He wasn’t acting as if 

he was hurt. He didn’t carry himself like that. Corset of some kind? Why on earth...? Wait a minute.... 

“I hate lies and if we go on with this that’s all we’d have. You don’t deserve that kind of situation. 

I’m sorry. I like you, Gil, and if I could I’d try to change your mind about relationships, but I’m 

absolutely the wrong person to be able to achieve that.”  

“Lies? Lyle, I’ve been honest with you. Please tell me, what’s wrong here?”  

Bite the bullet. Can’t, it breaks the rules... 
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“So I just walk out of here and leave you, let you get on with your life?” Gil frowned. “Is that 

what you want?” 

“I can’t explain. I want to, but I can’t. Gil, the thing I most would like to do is go on a date with 

you, have fun, make you happier. Trust me though, it’s better if you quit while you can still look at my 

face without wanting to punch my lights out.” 

“Oh no, its not that easy. I at least want to know why the hell you would think I might want to do 

that to you? What the hell have you done that’s so wrong?” 

“I’m what’s wrong, okay?” 

“Look, I know you don’t know me well, but whatever it is, I’m not about to go broadcasting it to 

all and sundry, give me more credit than that. You can trust me Lyle. Hells Bells, if I couldn’t be trusted 

I’d not be in the job long. If nothing else, I’d like for us to be friends, and friends trust each other.” Gil 

sighed. “It’s a tall order though. I understand that much, but I find it sad that you can come ‘out’ but 

something else is holding you back...” 

Great, now we’re at the ‘let’s be friends’ stage and we haven’t even got out the door together, 

Lyle thought angrily. Great going, you fucking stupid asshole, Lyle. He was pretty surprised to note that 

he would himself quite like to punch something or someone right now. He wouldn’t let it be Gil though. 

Someone getting hurt was looking inevitable now, but at least he had enough control not to strike out at a 

handsome man who was only trying to help, to understand, to be kind. 

Gil could not work it out. He knew he was missing something but could not put two and two 

together and make the connection. What had he felt under Lyle’s robe? Gil pulled himself up short. He 

couldn’t force Lyle to trust him. Was this one of those ‘walking away’ times that Miles had talked about? 

You just couldn’t help some people.  

“Gil, I’ve more closets than I can count. Everything about me is either wrong or a lie. I don’t 

want you getting cut on my smashed mirrors, okay?” 

“Hey, I’m a paramedic remember, I’m used to dealing with cuts.” Gil sighed. “Besides, I have a 

few of my own. I’m sorry Lyle, I shouldn’t push you. I just find it hard to leave things alone. I’m too used 

to caring I guess, I don’t know when to give up.”  

Lyle forced a smile. It wasn’t Gil’s fault that he had offered a simple date to someone and it had 

backfired so horrendously. He picked up the clothes Gil had chosen and made to go put them on in the 

privacy of his walk-in closet. "I’ll give you a twirl at least, before you go find someone better to take out 

tonight”. 

The words almost broke Gil’s heart. There was a sense of desperation to them, of defeat. As Lyle 

made to pass him, Gil threw caution to the wind. Taking advantage of the fact that Lyle’s hands were 

tangled up with clothes, instead of stepping out of the way he did the opposite, blocking Lyle’s escape 
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route. He brought a hand around the back of Lyle’s neck and pulled him close, pressing his lips to Lyle’s 

before the man could pull away.  

A kiss? Lyle shivered in response. The clothes he was holding fell to the floor as he slid his arms 

around Gil and pulled him closer. Eight years of lonely famine, of not even being hugged; Lyle almost 

fainted with the intensity of the touch. 

Gil had half expected to be punched in return, or rejected, so when Lyle did neither, he was rather 

surprised. He was gratified too, and intensified the kiss, tasting Lyle, his tongue begging admittance. He 

wrapped his arms round the man and held him, feeling the tension still in his muscles even so. Instead of 

bearing stubble, Lyle’s skin was smooth, with just a very fine dusting of soft blond hairs along his jawline 

and across his cheeks. 

The duality of his feelings warred in him as Lyle gave way to his need and instinct for savouring 

more of Gil. He granted admittance to Gil’s questing tongue, his own seeking the other man’s flavours in 

return. It took several moments for Lyle to register that his robe had fallen open in the process of giving 

himself up to the sensations surging through him wherever Gil’s body was in contact with his own. 

Brown eyes met pale green ones. Gil’s gaze slid down the lithe body pressed to his. Lyle’s chest 

seemed to be covered by some kind of fabric binding. That was what he felt as he stroked a hand down 

the man’s ribs. Gil’s own reaction to the kiss was evident, his trousers tented a little. Lyle’s body on the 

other hand seemed not to be displaying any reaction in that department. Something about Lyle’s body still 

didn’t feel right.... Gil struggled to put all the stray details together. The bound chest, almost feminine 

shape of hips, the soft downy skin of his face.... 

Lyle saw Gil’s expression change even as he continued to lean into him, craving his touch and 

terrified of what now inevitably would happen between them. The storm was brewing in those brown 

eyes, set to break over him any moment. He wondered if, shortly, he would need to bind his ribs because 

the were broken, instead of simply to make his outer shape match his inner identity. 

Well, this was a first, Gil found himself thinking. No wonder Lyle had wanted to keep things so 

secret. What was he? Was he a she? Shemale, maybe? What should he say? He felt himself blushing. He 

opened and closed his mouth several times before speaking. Well, you got yourself into this, Gillespie, he 

thought. Now get yourself out.... 

“Explain.” Well, that was tactful. “Please, Lyle...” 

“Wouldn’t you rather just forget this ever happened? I told you I was wrong. One day I’ll be right, 

but that’s a long way off. I’m sorry, I tried to stop this before you could be hurt.” 

“Hurt? Why would I be hurt?” Gil frowned. Did Lyle expect rejection? Gil sighed. “Surprised 

maybe. No, surprised definitely,” he corrected. “Lyle, what makes you think you’re wrong? Please 

explain. Wrong about what?” 
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“Me. I’m wrong. I’m a boy, but I got the wrong body. I just about figure that out, then I realise 

I’m not just a boy, but that I want other boys. You know what I am, you’re a paramedic...”  

“Transgendered?” Gil smiled, relief coloring his tone. “Gay male in a female body? That must be 

really hard. Well, if its any consolation, you had me fooled.” 

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to ‘fool’ anyone. I guess I’m fooling myself mostly. I’ve been living as a 

male for a bit over two years now, I got trapped by the illusion... I thought I could do this...” 

“No, Lyle, I didn’t mean that. I meant... you look male. I thought you were, no question.” Gil 

paused. “This isn’t a wind-up is it? You are telling me the truth...?” 

“I’ll draw it for you, shall I?” Lyle sounded angry now. “Yes, I’m telling you the truth, I am 

transitioning from a female body to a male one. I’m male.” 

“Lyle, if you are going to become a guy, you need to believe it, in here,” Gil tapped Lyle’s chest 

over his heart, “as well as in here.” He tapped his fingers gently against Lyle’s temple. “Its not an illusion, 

its a truth, and it doesn’t make you wrong. You need that belief. Without that, it won’t work.” Gil’s eyes 

regarded Lyle’s with a neutral stare for a moment. “How far along are you?” 

Lyle, still angry, sighed before answering. He doubted Gil was really interested in his current 

state of being, but rather just being nosey. “I’ve been living in the role of a male just over two years. I 

started on hormones just before coming here. I have to see my doctor and a shrink regularly. I can pass, 

but only with my clothes on, as you just found out. I didn’t want to lie to you, even by omission. I hope 

you’ll forgive me.” 

“Come here.” Gil pulled Lyle’s resisting body into his arms again, this time for a hug. “There’s 

nothing to forgive. I’m not going to run for the hills. This doesn’t repulse me or make he want to thump 

you. I could wish you’d trusted me with this sooner, but I understand why you felt you couldn’t. Its a big 

deal. It can be hard to trust. I meant what I said though, I’m not up for a relationship. Its too soon for me, 

with anybody, but I don’t want you to think its because of what you are that I’m not up for more than a 

one night stand at the moment. Okay?” 

Lyle laughed, though it sounded forced. “I can’t give you a one night stand even.” He gestured to 

his groin. “That’s an illusion too, nothing but packing.” 

“Well, you might not be able to fuck me...but...” Gil sighed again, unsure of his ground. “I don’t 

think of you as a female, Lyle. Never have.” Gil smiled then, letting a hint of lasciviousness creep into his 

expression. “There are ways...” 

“Really? You’re still interested?” Lyle was pretty sure his carefully cultivated masculine timbre 

had just left the building without him. 

“Why not? Look, I said I wasn’t up for anything permanent, I never said we couldn’t have fun. 

Strikes me you probably haven’t had a lot of that up to now.”  
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Lyle’s blush reached his hairline this time. At the same time his grin seemed to stretch ear to ear. 

“Mr. Gillespie, you have a deal.” 

“Lyle, you’re a cute ‘guy’. When you’ve had the gender reassignment surgery, if that’s what you 

decide, you’ll be even better. While I don’t want to promise anything, I’d like to at least be friends. My 

future has too many variables at this stage; I’m here on secondment, I have no idea if I’ll stay. I might not 

even be here when you reach that stage, but no matter where I am, I’d be honoured to support you though 

it, if you’ll let me, even from a distance.” 

Lyle didn’t know how to express all that Gil’s words meant to him. He’d expected violent 

rejection, disgust and repulsion, anger and loathing. Instead he’d just been asked to bed. Even more 

though, he’d been offered support and friendship.  

Gil noticed the hesitancy, but Lyle’s expression belied his reticence. Gil closed the gap between 

them again and pressed his lips to Lyle’s in another searching kiss. He felt Lyle’s arms wind round his 

back again and Gil pressed close, holding the man’s body close to his. When he broke for air, he checked 

his watch. “Better get a move on,” he said. “Hurry up and get those clothes on, we can still make the 

Steele. The night is young, and personally, I have a young bouncer in mind who I would just love to make 

jealous as all hell...” 

Lyle tried not to look disappointed that they weren’t just skipping straight to the bedroom action. 

The night now held an awful lot of promise. Gil would be finding out just how enthusiastic a lover Lyle 

Tate could be soon enough. He had to admit, Gil’s plan had merit too. He couldn’t wait to see the 

response their entrance to the Steele would provoke, Gil so gorgeous as he was, and him in his emo tart 

kit swanking it alongside the handsome paramedic. He planted another kiss on Gil, squeezing his ass 

appreciatively as he did so, before hurrying to get into his outfit. 

Gil caught Lyle’s expression “You want to come to mine after? You could stay over. I could cook 

you breakfast?” He grinned. “And I have a few toys...” He watched to see if that would elicit a blush and 

he wasn’t disappointed. Oh Lyle, he thought, just you wait...  
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Haven Falls #154 Tonight’s The Night  

Flynn Archer, Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie, Miles Sutherland, Lyle Ashley Tate 

________________________________________________ 
By the time Gil and Lyle arrived, the Steele was buzzing, its open door flanked by two burly 

bouncers dressed in black. “Reminds me of home.” Gil grinned. “Just as long as it doesn’t turn into the 

usual Saturday night on the town. I could do without being dragged back on duty tonight.” He gave his 

name to the doorman who found him on a list, then indicated that they should go inside. “Apparently I 

have my own table...” Gil smiled, a little embarrassed. 

“I’m impressed. So tell me, Gil, where are you from? I mean I know you’re British, but 

whereabouts do you live normally?” Lyle wanted to learn more about his new friend. 

“Me? Manchester. I’m part of the North West Ambulance Service. Parents still live in Sale. My 

brother moved to Chester, sister lives in North Wales. Mum is American, so I have dual nationality.” 

Lyle wanted to ask if Gil was out to his family, to his colleagues here or at home. It felt like too 

personal a thing to talk about in such a public place though, so he quashed his curiosity for the time being. 

Gil asked a waiter about his table and the man consulted a list and then lead them across to a 

private booth in the VIP area. Informing them someone would be with them shortly, he then whisked 

away. Gil tried not to think about the last time he had been in this place—the body on the stage, the shit 

Asher was mixed up in. He shoved those thoughts to the back of his mind. 

_____________________________________________ 
Back when Flynn was still dating Jesse, he took him to this club in San Francisco that was 

supposedly only for “hardcores”, which Flynn didn’t understand, until he saw the sex slings and the 

dungeon rooms, each specifically designed for its own fetish. It was then he realized he was kind of 

vanilla, although not quite as bad as Jesse, who actually chickened out first. 

Which brought him to Renegade Steele. 

It wasn’t hardcore by any means, but sort of made him think that this is what a fetish room would 

look like if someone was really into Moulin Rouge and the rave scene of the ‘90’s. Gel lights, mostly in 

hues of blues and purples, cast a strange light on everything, although there were white lights highlighting 

both the bar and the stages. Only one stage was currently in use, by a go-go boy in gold lame short shorts, 

who looked like he was trying to smuggle an avocado through customs. He was kind of cute, but he 

shaved his chest, which was a total turn off, and also he looked really bored already.  

The place was filling up pretty fast, though, with a lot of the same people he’d seen at the 

fireworks show, only now they were dressed in clothes they thought of as sexy, slutty, suave, or all three. 

Flynn sat at the end of the bar with his glass of water with a lone lemon slice floating in it like a life 
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preserver, and sometimes he looked in it in hopes of seeing a dead man at the bottom of his glass. It 

would have been interesting. 

The bartender was cool, a woman (this town had those? Amazing), but busy, so there was no 

longer any time to shoot the shit. It was unlikely that a fight would break out this early, so as far as he was 

concerned, he was being paid to sit on his ass in a stupid jumpsuit and look like he could kick someone’s 

ass. From what he’d seen of bouncers, that entailed looking belligerently constipated.  

Scanning the club, he saw a familiar face, one he hadn’t expected. Was that Jude the Obscure? Oh 

yeah, that fucking prick mortuary assistant, in a purple shirt that looked like upholstery he’d ripped off 

from a Victorian era fainting couch. Flynn had a paranoid moment, where he was sure this guy was 

checking up on him for Vale, and got up to ask. He still had to thread his way through the crowd, in spite 

of this dorky ass uniform identifying him as staff, and he had this brief flashback of his times in the mosh 

pit. Sometimes when you were high and jazzed on music, it felt good to throw yourself around with 

abandon, and he wondered what would happen if he just started throwing elbows and slamming into the 

backs of people around him. The only thing that came to mind was lawsuits and firing. 

By the time he was closer to where Jude had been, he saw that he was headed towards the VIP 

section. What, did all of Vale’s lackeys get special treatment? Scowling, he headed after him, wondering 

if Vale would really cause trouble in a crowded place like this. Maybe; he couldn’t put anything past him. 

Here it was darker, but the lighting was more natural, and the air conditioner was working a lot 

better. It also wasn’t so crowded, which was kind of nice, as it made his urge to crowd surf (and pick 

pockets) pass. He nodded to the huge slab of beef on the VIP level, a bouncer roughly the size and shape 

of a refrigerator, and walked into the VIP lounge.  

More Moulin Rouge shit, lots of velvet, more than was ever necessary outside of a goth chick’s 

funeral. He saw Lyle at a small table with ... oh, fuck no! Was Doctor Feelgood in on this?! 

_________________________________________ 
 

The booth was quiet, intimate, Gil found himself thinking. As they waited to be served, he leaned across 

and smiled. “So, how about you? Where are you from? Somewhere in Yorkshire?” Gil grinned again. 

“Fellow Northerner anyway.” 

“I still have enough of an accent for you to tell that? York actually. My firm sent me over here 

though and I fell in love with a...with America... I’m a citizen here now. Been here a while.” 

“You still in touch with your folks?” 

“Not much. I get the occasional food parcel... Proper tea, chocolate, Heinz beans... They don’t 

know... “ Lyle shut up, hoping Gil got his meaning there. He didn’t really want to have to spell it out here 

in the club.  
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“They don’t know you’re going through this?” Gil lowered his voice. 

Lyle replied to Gil’s question in equally hushed tones. “No. I made all the usual protestations 

about things when I was a kid and a teen, but they don’t know how things are now.” 

“Then you’re alone in this?” 

“Well, I have medical support, you have to have, but basically yeah.” Lyle hoped Gil would leave 

any further questions like these until they were alone at his place. He decided to try changing the topic, 

“I’m not sure what you’re drinking but I think I’ll go with a malt whiskey, if they have one, with ice and 

water. JD will do if they don’t have a decent scotch.” 

“Bourbon? I don’t really drink much...not sure what to order really. You’ve been here a while, 

what do you drink? I have been told the beer is shite but I’ve not had the chance to try.” 

“The beer is lousy, too sweet, though don’t pronounce it such too loudly, they don’t realise what 

it should really taste like. Cider is just apple juice, unless you ask for ‘hard’ cider, and that’s just stuff 

that’s started to ferment by accident really... I tend to stick with wine, spritzers or spirits, or non-alcoholic 

stuff. Have never tried champagne here or anything like that.” 

“Sounds great...” Gil let his lack of enthusiasm show in his voice. “I think I’ll stick with spirits. 

One bourbon might just last the evening. Have you eaten?” 

“I never thought. I got in from work and was so busy being scared I forgot. Do they do food 

here?” 

“I think so, what do you fancy?”  

Did Gil deliberately just hand him that opener, Lyle wondered. Go with it?  

“Besides you? “ He grinned to show he knew it was cheesy.  

Gil grinned, just at that moment seeing Flynn out of the corner of his eye. What was the guy 

dressed in? Oh God, this was just too good to be true. He nudged Lyle. “Annoying young man at one 

o’clock,” he said. “Shall we put on a show?” He leaned closer, raising an eyebrow. 

Lyle remembered what they had discussed on the way here, and grinned conspiratorially, mutely 

giving Gil his permission to proceed as planned. Gil grinned, leaned closer and captured Lyle’s lips with 

his, one hand snaking round Lyle’s neck to bring him in close. Despite doing it for show, Gil still kissed 

Lyle properly. He found he enjoyed kissing him, more so than Asher. He shrugged, that had been a one 

off. He wasn’t going there again, not after the other night.  

Lyle was having fun. Gil was a great kisser and he suspected Flynn’s eyes would turn as green as 

his own any moment now. Shame that from his angle he couldn’t see the cocky little sod approaching 

without making it obvious he was looking. 
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Gil briefly saw Flynn’s incredulous expression, then ignored him as the kiss intensified. Bugger 

Flynn, Gil thought and concentrated on Lyle. Lyle’s mouth on his was eager, soft and warm and 

wonderfully responsive.  

How far was going to too far in this setting, Lyle wondered? Kissing Gil was rapidly becoming a 

favourite occupation for him, but he wasn’t sure if ‘tongues’ was too much in public? This was all new 

territory. He lifted a hand to stroke Gil’s cheek rather than deepening the kiss like he really wanted to. He 

was concerned things might turn to public lewdness quite rapidly if he didn’t at least try to keep his wits 

about him. At that point they were forced to part as a waitress came over and they ordered drinks. Neither 

man noticed Miles, just a few steps behind Flynn, as their attention was now taken up with placing their 

order. 

__________________________________________ 
Miles followed Flynn as he crossed the room. He hadn’t had a chance to tell him what he’d found 

out from Vale’s assistant. What was his name again, Liam? Not that it had been much, but he still wanted 

to run a few things over with Flynn and work out where to go next. He wasn’t prepared to just let Stan 

disappear like that. Miles pulled down his blue shirt. Crap, he felt uncomfortable. He’d never even owned 

a silk shirt before let alone worn one. He’d deliberately arrived as late as he could. It had taken him all his 

courage to just set foot inside the door. 

A waitress pushed past Miles and he saw the couple in the booth she and Flynn were heading for. 

Shit, it was Gil and the mortician, lip-locked. Miles stopped as if someone had shot him. In theory he 

could stomach having Gil bring friends over if he moved in, seemed like in practice... He turned and 

walked back to the bar. When he finally got served he accepted the first thing they offered him. Alize or 

something. Too fucking sweet for his taste. Still it might sweeten him up a bit, he was feeling sourer than 

a lemon in a bucket of vinegar. 

_________________________________________ 
Gil decided he needed something substantial to eat if he was going to be drinking, so he and Lyle 

settled on steaks, Lyle asking for his to be well done; ‘incinerated’ was the word he used. Gil couldn’t 

believe he had just said that and laughed. “Don’t you mean cremated?” He suggested. The trainee 

mortician was plainly amused. “Sorry, couldn’t resist.” Gil apologised, his tone anything but apologetic. 

Lyle gave him another kiss, a quick peck on the cheek this time, in appreciation of Gil’s familiarly British, 

dark sense of humour. 

“Did Vale send you?” Flynn demanded, coming up to the table. He was talking to Jude, but 

scowling at Doctor Feelgood. He shouldn’t have felt betrayed, but he somehow did.  
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“I’m sorry? Oh, well he suggested I come here tonight, but actually I’m here because Gil invited 

me.” Lyle wondered if Flynn was still thinking of him as ‘Jude’. The lad had an odd way about him, and a 

definite absence of manners.  

Flynn glared at Gil. “You in on this too? Best buds with Vale? Shit. Is everybody in town in this 

bastard’s hip pocket?” 

“Who the fuck is Vale?” Gil was genuinely stumped now. He had never met the man. 

“Ask your butt buddy. He’s his psycho bitch of a boss.” 

“Flynn, stop being an ass.” Gil said gently. “Nobody sent anybody. Asher gave me a VIP pass,” 

he paused, smiled and said “for services rendered, I believe. So I invited Lyle. End of story. Piece of 

advice. You continue like this and I’m sure you won’t have your job long.” 

Flynn glared at him. What was the one thing that Jesse said to him that wasn’t complete bullshit? 

Never trust a pretty boy. Gil was pretty, probably knew it , and therefore was probably bullshitting him. 

(Aiden was pretty, sure, but he already knew he couldn’t lie if he had a head start and Dick Cheney doing 

it for him.) “Was that a threat to get me fired, Feelgood? Wow. Tell me how you don’t know Vale again, 

‘cause you sound just like him.” 

Lyle really wasn’t sure how to react to the exchange going on here. Being referred to as Gil’s butt 

buddy was insulting as hell in some ways, and flattering in others, even though it was untrue thus far. He 

didn’t want to draw attention to their booth, but should he be seen and heard defending his employer? 

Was Vale here? If he was, Lyle figured he was under surveillance to almost the same degree Flynn 

seemed to be convinced he was. 

Gil sighed. “Flynn, I am not threatening to get you fired. You’ll manage that all on your own if 

someone overhears you. Apart from the fact that I don’t know how Vale sounds, so I can hardly sound 

like him, who I choose to invite here is my business. Are you saying Lyle isn’t allowed out of a night 

because of what his boss will say?”  

“I don’t give a fuck about Jude,” Flynn snapped, and leaned in closer, so he was almost face to 

face with Gil. He lowered his voice to a bitter whisper. “You were there when we found the first hand. 

Was that a coincidence? Or did you know we’d find it?” 

Gil couldn’t help himself, he began to laugh. It probably wasn’t the best thing he could do in the 

circumstances but what had started life as a bad Chuck Norris movie was turning into an equally bad film 

noir. “Flynn, I’m sorry but this is daft. You’re imagining things.” 

“Flynn, go away.” Lyle said it in the lowest, quietest voice he had access to. He knew it would be 

audible, despite the music pounding in the background, and he knew the effect it was calculated to have. 

He’d learnt the voice in a past lifetime. 
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Flynn turned and eye fucked Lyle. The little bastard. “Oh, now you give a shit, huh? Fancy that, 

now that it affects your date.”  

Lyle stood up. He might not have been fucked as a man before tonight, but he sure as hell had 

fought as one. “That’s right Flynn,” the voice continued, “this is our date, so take your goddamn paranoia 

to the nursery out back and leave us the fuck alone. I work for Vale, but I still saved your neck the other 

day. This is not my work time but it is yours. Act professionally and leave Gil and me alone.” 

Flynn laughed contemptuously. “Saved my neck? How? By standing around with your dick in 

your hand?” 

“Flynn! That’s enough!” Gil stood up and laid a hand on Lyle’s shoulder. He’d had more than 

enough. He could see his evening being ruined right there and then and he wasn’t about to let Flynn do 

that. “Obviously something is bothering you. However, directing it at us is both misguided and out of 

order. If you don’t fuck off and leave us alone, then I will do something you’ll regret. I am not about to 

have my evening ruined before it’s even begun. You don’t need to lose this job, I don’t need to end up in 

a fight. So let’s continue this elsewhere, some other time. Okay?” There was a hard edge to his voice now, 

he was through being nice. 

Flynn glared at him, crossing his arms over his chest. “You ever want to fight, Feelgood, call me. 

I’ve had chunks of guys bigger than you in my stool.” He then directed his hate filled gaze to Lyle. “Tell 

your Cryptkeeper of a boss to fuck off and leave me alone, or he’s going to find that out for himself.” 

Flynn turned on his heel and stalked off, because he didn’t need to blow his first night working by caving 

some smug bastard’s face in, but god, he wanted to. 

“You okay?” Gil asked Lyle as he sat again. “What was the little bastard so screwed up about? 

How did you save his neck anyway?” He reached up and tugged a little on Lyle’s hand, encouraging him 

to sit back down. 

Lyle watched the Prima Donna Kid’s progression back across the dance floor. He realised 

suddenly that he was still balancing on the balls of his feet, still could hear the ice-cold growl of his 

‘voice’ in his head. He blushed a little and resumed his seat next to Gil. 

“Sexy voice by the way,” Gil observed. “Quite the turn on. Must remember that for later, you can 

growl in my ear any time.” 

Lyle leant in before replying. Keeping the voice as it had been moments ago was difficult because 

he was no longer channeling his rage, but Gil was worth the effort. “We’ll see how good you are, shall 

we?” He relaxed and leaned back then. “He was in work the other day trying his little hard-ass act on with 

Mr.Vale,” Lyle let a note of irony creep in as he explained, “the boss... Well I saw a look there that I 

recognised, so I intervened in my best secretarial manner, so that Flynn didn’t end up leaving any nasty 

marks on our carpets that Vale would ask me to clean off.”. 
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“I gather you’re not referring to him shitting himself either? This Vale character sounds really 

nice. Why the hell are you working for him?” 

“I saw a job I fancied to try out, in a place I wanted to live. It was all sorted out online, I never 

met Vale before I arrived last weekend. Whatever issues those two have with each other I am not getting 

dragged into. If I have to break Flynn myself to make that point I will.” 

“Fighting talk.” Gil smiled. “Well, make sure its not on my shift, will you? I have no desire to 

pick up the pieces. I think you’re very wise by the way, not getting involved. It pays to know when to 

back off.” Gill felt a pressing need in another area and stood up. “Sorry, call of nature...need to find the 

loo. Will you be okay?”  

“I doubt he’ll be back for a while. In deference to you, though, I’ll restrain myself if he does 

return. I don’t need his kind of trouble, I have a complicated enough life as it is. Besides, we’re on a 

romantic date here, that little shit isn’t going to spoil it for us, unless we let him.”” 

“Thanks for the consideration but don’t let me stop you. If he shows his face again, feel free to 

rearrange it.” Gil laughed. “I shouldn’t be encouraging you, should I? Very un-rescue-personnel-like 

behaviour. Be back in a mo.” Gil spotted another waiter and collared him to ask where the rest room was. 

The man pointed him in the right direction and Gil hurried out. Thankfully he didn’t see Flynn on his way.  

 

It didn’t take Gil long to find the rest room, although he checked himself in the mirror before he left, then 

shook his head at his own vanity. On the way back to the table, he was surprised to see Miles at the bar.  

“Hey there,” he said cheerfully, stepping close to make sure the other man had seen him, “you 

came after all.” 

Came? From the looks of things “coming” was the last thing he’d be doing tonight. Miles looked 

up from his study of the drops of condensation that he’d been swirling around on the surface of the bar. 

“Hi.” How many drinks had he had? The first one had hardly touched the sides and the second barely wet 

his whistle. Was this his third or his fourth? “You havin’ a good time?” He hiccuped. Shit, if he wasn’t 

careful he’d start slurring his words together. 

“Yes, I am, thanks. We’ve ordered food. Shouldn’t drink on an empty stomach, I don’t want to 

get hammered...look, why don’t you join us? It’s just me and Lyle.” 

Lyle that was the bastard’s name. He really must stop thinking of him as Liam. “No... thanks all 

the same. I don’t want to intrude on your date.” 

“You wouldn’t be intruding, honestly.” He suddenly wanted to tell Miles to go easy on the 

alcohol but he stopped himself. Miles was a grown man for goodness’ sake. Damn but he also looked hot 

dressed like that. He had obviously been to the barber since their shopping trip, his hair and beard were 

neatly trimmed and Gil realised he looked far more like the guy in the photos back at his house. If only he 
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looked as relaxed. Thoughts of a threesome popped into Gil’s head, images of being in the middle 

between Miles and Lyle. He closed his eyes on that one, willing it to go away. He absolutely knew Lyle 

wasn’t ready for that one anyway. 

“I would be though.” Miles swallowed. “Intruding I mean.” He hiccuped again. “You and Lyle 

look good together.” That was the bloody trouble. They did. “Look, I don’t want to come between you.” 

Shit, whenever he used the word ‘come’ with Gil around, all these other thoughts sprang into his brain... 

and other areas. 

Gil saw Miles’ discomfort and frowned. Why had he come tonight if all it was going to do was 

make him miserable? “Miles, no big deal. You won’t be in the way...” 

“Thanks, but no thanks.” Miles staggered slightly as he stood but managed to disguise it as a 

stumble rather than a drunken lurch. “These jeans aren’t really comfortable. I think I’ll go home. I’ve 

probably had too much to drink anyway.” Normally he would have been able to handle a lot more booze 

than that, but either it was the lack of food or those babies packed more of a punch than he realized. 

“Have a good time.” He clapped Gil on the shoulder and headed for the door. 

“Miles...” Gil called, but the man was either not listening or couldn’t hear him above the noise of 

the club. Gil made his way back to their table and slid in beside Lyle.  

“You’ve been a while,” Lyle’s tone was that of concern, “everything okay?”  

“Yeah, sorry, saw Miles. The doctor I work with?” 

“Oh yeah, we bumped into each other the other day. Seems like a nice guy. Handsome under that 

dishevelled look too.” 

“He’s tidied himself up a bit but...I’m worried about him. He’s about your age and yet he acts like 

he’s almost drawing his pension sometimes. I know he....” Gil stopped himself. “He’s got his problems, 

haven’t we all? Still, I thought I saw a glimmer of something....seems like I was mistaken.” I wasn’t 

mistaken at all, Gil thought, reflecting on the exchange. Something had upset the man.  

Lyle sensed that Gil was concerned for his colleague... future housemate... pal... whatever. He 

hated himself for it even as he spoke, but the words got out of his mouth anyway, “Do you need to go 

speak with him some more?”  

Gil looked at Lyle. He was going to refuse, then thought about it. Maybe he needed to set his 

mind easy about the doctor. “Would you mind? It seems a bit crass, I’m with you.” 

“So long as you come back... I’ll let you make it up to me later.” If you forget me and leave me 

sitting here alone like the sad bastard I probably am, I may never speak to you again though, Lyle 

thought to himself, I may still keep checking out your ass and crotch, but I’ll never say a word, honest. 



199 
 

Haven Falls #155 - Thrown Out  

Miles Sutherland, Flynn Archer, Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

______________________________________________ 
Miles tried to push through the crowd. Where had all these friggin’ people come from? Half 

Haven Falls must be here plus Asher Bay, Addison and the cowboys from Elky county. Wannabe 

cowboys most of them, he thought to himself as he stifled another hiccup, no telltale bowed legs from 

spending all day on a horse. 

Back in Australia most ‘cowboys’ used bikes nowadays. Horses were for fun not work. 

Miles adjusted his denim jeans. Thank God he’d resisted Gil’s efforts to get him into leather ones. 

There were enough beached whales here tonight without him adding to the tally. He was forced to stop as 

another surge of people crossed his path. He rubbed the back of his neck. Cold sweat coated his palm. 

Shit, he wasn’t going to make the exit. 

He hiccuped again and the familiar taste of bile seared the back of his throat. Drinking on an 

empty stomach with a dormant ulcer? He could almost see a friggin’ angel with Darren’s face sitting on 

his shoulder, wagging a finger at him. The face morphed into Gil’s. Miles swayed on his feet as his brain 

tried to process the changed image.  

The pounding music stopped suddenly, giving his tortured skull a chance to recover. In the break, 

the sound of a smarmy voice made him pause in his tracks. “I don’t think so.” ... Henry Vale. Seemed like 

the whole funeral parlor crowd had turned up tonight. Not just the prissy blond assistant. 

The music started up again. Miles straightened to see where Vale was, but even with his height he 

couldn’t see over the tops of the crowd around him. Everyone seemed to have dragged out their high-

heeled Cubans for the night. Fucking wankers. 

The man was somewhere over to his left. Should he go and ask him again about Stan? Bile rose in 

his throat again. 

“Hey, Mad Max, I wouldn’t have figured this for your scene,” Flynn said, coming up beside 

Miles. Damn, he smelled like booze. Did he spill some on himself, or had he really been hitting the bottle? 

“It’s not, in fact the sooner I get to the john and out of here the better.”  

“I can help.” Flynn whistled sharply, and shouted, in his best butch voice, “Move your asses or 

you’re bounced!” That did it; people started clearing a path for them. This was power he’d be happy to 

abuse. 

“Thanks, mate.” Miles noted the smug look of satisfaction on Flynn’s face. He got off on bossing 

people around did he? At least he’d helped him get to the restroom. He shoved the door open and nearly 

cleaned up two guys necking as they waited their turn. Shit, all the cubicles must be taken. The sound of a 



200 
 

toilet flushing helped him keep down the next wave of nausea. He pushed past the man as he came out 

and ignored the indignant, “Hey, wait your turn,” from behind him. 

He just made it. The faint tinge of red in his technicolor yawn too familiar to be funny. One week 

off the grog obviously hadn’t been enough. He wiped his mouth as best he could and pointed percy at the 

porcelain. As he shook himself he remembered his father teaching him all Bazza McKenzie’s sayings 

when he was young. He’d chundered... done the big spit tonight. Just like old times. Miles backed out of 

the cubicle. The stench still lingered. Bit of a turn off. “Sorry guys,” he muttered as he brushed past. At 

least his head was clearer now. 

“Wow, Max, sounded like you were singing the Bulgarian national anthem. What did you drink?” 

Flynn glanced up, and wondered why someone would put mirrored tiles on a bathroom ceiling. No, he 

didn’t want to know.  

Miles ran his tongue around inside his mouth. Crap. A jug of water would go down well. “Yeah, I 

did throw my voice tonight.” He glanced up, but Flynn obviously didn’t get the joke. “Those bloody 

Alizes or whatever they’re called. Shoulda stuck to beer, but the bartender kept wanting me to try all the 

different flavors.” 

Flynn rolled his eyes. “Ah, fancy ass Zimas. Avoid them if you don’t want to spend the night 

with everything in your stomach shooting out one end or the other.” 

“I managed to limit it to one. What I need is water.” 

“Tap, or expensive tap? We have two varieties at this club.” 

Typical. “The day it’s different I’ll eat my hat.” Miles followed Flynn to the restroom door. 

Before he left he glanced up and saw the mirrors on the ceiling. A quick glance over at the spot above the 

cubicles showed the guys inside were getting down and dirty or at least one of them was. Did they realize 

their actions were being reflected? Maybe he should just hang around and enjoy the show. “I’ve got this 

thing against drinking out of the taps in the loo. Fussy ain’t I?” 

Flynn shrugged. “I wouldn’t drink out of ‘em either, I know what these guys have been doin’ in 

the sinks.” 

“Yeah, sealed bottle of water might be the go. Don’t want to get spiked. You wouldn’t be calling 

me Mad Max then, more like Randy Max.”  

Flynn gave him a sidelong glance. He wasn’t hitting on him, was he? Weirdly enough, he kind of 

thought of Mad Max as asexual, and he wasn’t sure why. “Is that your porn name?” 

“Nah, that’s Hugh Jackoff.” 

“Mine’s Phuc Ng Hung.” There was an extra Asian fusion joke in that, but he didn’t expect 

Anglos to get it. (And his actual porn name was Brand Steel, but the less said about that the better. Jesse 

came up with that one.) 
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“Not Hung Far Lo?” After waiting for an age at the bar to get served, Miles opened the bottle of 

water and took a swig. The improvement in his mouth had been amazing and the jokes cleared his head. 

He almost felt human again. “Have you had many problems tonight?” 

“Not yet, just that Jude asshole showing up. Hey, you know that guy at all? His real name’s Lyle, 

he’s Vale’s new assistant. Think he might be in on Riley’s disappearance?” Lyle seemed too naive for 

such a thing, but he wanted it to be true, because he was a dick. 

The reminder of Gil’s date took all the enjoyment out of his evening again. Miles finished off the 

bottle and chucked the empty in the bin. “Pretty boy? Yeah, I’ve met him.” The guy hadn’t been so bad 

when he picked up Bernie’s body, so why was he suddenly wishing him inside the back of the hearse 

instead of driving it? “I asked him the other day but he said he knew diddly squat.” 

Flynn snorted derisively. “Yeah, he would. Either he’s a prick who doesn’t give a shit, or he 

really hasn’t taken his head out of his ass since he left jolly old England. Which is worse?” 

“He’s not as bad as his asshole boss though. I thought I heard his voice earlier, but I didn’t 

actually see him.” 

Flynn felt the hairs on the back of his neck. “You heard him? Where?” He’d known since the run 

in at the drugstore that this bastard was taunting him. But he still hadn’t figured out what it was he 

thought his father gave him.  

Miles waved a hand, showing where the voice had come from. Flynn looked in the direction 

Miles indicated, but all he saw was pretty boys and wannabes, no one over twenty five. There was a guy 

with hair bleached so blond it was almost white, maybe that’s what he saw. Miles was wasted; he 

probably could have been convinced Brad Pitt was here. “Can I call you a cab or something? How you 

getting home?” 

Flynn’s reminder about Gil and Lyle made his stomach heave again. The sooner he left the better. 

“I’ll be fine. Exercise and fresh air will do me good. It’s not as if the town’s that big anyway.” The walk 

to the exit seemed easier this time. Maybe Flynn’s presence helped. In a way it probably looked like he 

was being escorted off the premises. Thrown out for being DAD. That wouldn’t be a first, but not the 

image he was trying to promote. 

The cool night air cleared his head. He muttered “Thanks mate,” to Flynn and set off home. 

Flynn watched the drunken Aussie walk down the sidewalk, trying to keep some modicum of 

dignity by not staggering. Weird - did he know anything about this guy beyond being Crocodile MD and 

into rugby? He was almost as secretive as he was. Well, why not? Everyone had something they really 

wouldn’t rather share with the world. Flynn’s problem was it was his entire life. Too bad you couldn’t 

induce amnesia. He could start as a blank slate, maybe not fuck up so much this time around. 
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Flynn turned around and shoved his way back into the club, and almost walked right into 

Feelgood. “My shift ends at two. Meet you in the side parking lot. No knives,” he told him. Although he 

did have that butterfly knife Jorge gave him, and he’d been practicing the one armed open. It was cool, if 

you could avoid slicing your own fingers off.  

“What?” Gil looked at the man incredulously. “What are you talking about? I was looking for 

Miles. I saw him at the bar and...” why the hell was he even giving this man the time of day? He was 

worried, that’s why. “He was drunk. I wanted to find him, check he was okay.” 

“He’s not that drunk. Throwing up has a way of sobering you up, at least a little. He’s walking 

home, you missed him.”  

“Damn...you sure he was in a fit state to get himself home?”  

Flynn rolled his eyes and pushed aside, walking around Gil. If only Feelgood knew how many 

parties he’d attended where he was the only one close to sober. His whole life felt like he was watching 

everyone else have fun. “He could make jokes and hold a conversation lucidly. He’ll be as hung over as 

fuck tomorrow, but tonight he’s fine, as long as he doesn’t guzzle a bottle of Jack.” 

Gil relaxed a little. It didn’t sound like Flynn was lying. “That’s okay then. So sorry to have 

bothered you.” Gil turned to leave. “Oh, and I won’t be taking you up on the challenge. I’m not stupid.” 

Was that sarcastic? Flynn studied him, decided it probably was, and then suddenly just didn’t 

give a shit. “Look, whatever you’re up to, keep Miles out of it, okay? I don’t know a lot about Mad Max, 

but I think he’s probably had enough heavy shit in his life.”  

“Up to? For god’s sake, get over yourself Flynn. The only thing I’ll be up to tonight is hopefully 

getting myself laid. You know squat about Miles, just keep him out of whatever shit you’re up to, okay?” 

That made Flynn chuckle. “We found the hands, remember? We’re in it already. At least you 

have Jude to cover your ass. The rest of us ain’t so lucky, squire.” 

Squire? Where did he think he was from? Gil shook his head and sighed. “Well, you got one bit 

right. I’m hoping Jude will cover my ass tonight. Just not in the way you mean.” He pushed away from 

Flynn and back toward where Lyle was waiting for him. 

Flynn grimaced at the mental image of Jude and Feelgood fucking. “Keep your kinky shit to 

yourself,” he shouted after him. “I’m not a furry!” Good, some people heard him and looked after 

Feelgood curiously. That’ll pay him back for that mental image.  

“That’s not what you told me a few mornings ago!” Gil called over his shoulder. Bugger but that 

one just loved the last line. 

“You’re mistaking me for your mom again, jackass!” 

Gil wondered briefly if he should enter into a public slanging match with Flynn, then decided he 

didn’t give a shit. “Admit it, you can’t resist me!” and he stalked off.  
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“In your dreams, wanker!” Man, he used to think Feelgood was cute, but if he was hooking up 

with Jude, he must have no taste at all. 
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Haven Falls #161" Thrown Out, Part 2  

Flynn Archer & Aiden Parker 

_____________________ 
Aiden walked up to Flynn after he heard the comments slung back and forth and frowned. 

“Furries?” What the hell was that about? He glanced around the room to see if Angel or Evan were there. 

He really didn’t want to be, it wasn’t his thing, but what the hell. He could stand a few minutes. And 

Flynn was there, which was a plus.  

Flynn turned, shocked as hell Aiden was here. He had said clubs weren’t his thing. “Um, insult 

contest. When did you get here? I thought you weren’t coming.” 

“I got here a few minutes ago,” he said with a small shrug. “I wasn’t planning on it, but... I don’t 

know. I just didn’t want to stay home tonight.”  

Flynn nodded. As long as Vale wasn’t here, he would be safest here. Oh hell, even if that old 

bastard was here, he wasn’t going to try anything with this crowd. “Understood. Come on, let’s get you a 

drink.” He cleared a path towards the bar, feeling like a cow catcher on a train. No, strike that, a cow 

catcher would have been cool. With this dorky jumpsuit, he felt like the janitor on the USS Enterprise. 

Wasn’t Asher supposed to be some fashion guy? You’d think he could have done better than this. 

“What’s your poison, Aiden?” 

“I’ll just have a beer.” Aiden followed after him, unable to hide a smile. He didn’t quite look like 

a bouncer. But he wouldn’t tell him that.  

Flynn waved to Serlena and felt oddly like a big, bossy man, ordering his man a drink. Jesus, 

what a night. He couldn’t wait until it was over. While waiting for the beer, he asked, “Meeting any of 

your school chums here tonight?” 

“Maybe. I’m not sure if they’re coming or not. I hope they are.” How lame was it to come to a 

club with no one else? The more he thought about that, the more uncomfortable he got. Maybe he should 

just go home now. Make it a movie night with Dante or something.  

“Well, if I take a break, what say I drag you out to the dance floor? I bet you can really shake 

your moneymaker.” It was hard for Flynn to say this with a straight face. Somehow, Aiden hadn’t struck 

him as the partying type.  

“I haven’t danced since college, but it can’t be that different.” He glanced out at the floor. It 

seemed to be the same. And the thought of his body pressed against Flynn’s... yeah, he could hang around 

for a few minutes. It wouldn’t hurt.  

Flynn grinned at him, and handed him the glass of beer Serlena had just given him. “Nope. 

Everybody still does the robot. You know how to do the robot, right?” There was a bit of a disturbance in 
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the back of the room, just loud voices, but it might get worse, so he had to check it out. So as Flynn left, 

he tried out his robot moves, stiffening his arms and moving away like he had no joints. It was dorky as 

hell, but appropriate with this fucking tacky jumpsuit. 

Aiden laughed as he left and shook his head. There was no other person like Flynn out there, that 

was for sure. As he sipped his beer, he moved around the edges of the room and found an empty table.  

What Flynn found on the other side of the club was a couple of very drunk muscle queen exes 

having it out. They were calling each other all the names you could think of, but they were so drunk it 

sounded like gibberish ... or maybe Klingon. (Maybe the jumpsuit made sense after all.) He told them to 

knock it off and go to separate corners or be booted, but then the one with the frosted tips and the stripper 

sized man boobs took a swing at him. He was too drunk for it to be serious, and Flynn saw it coming a 

mile away. He side stepped it, and as Frosty stumbled forward, he grabbed his arm, twisted it behind his 

back, and started shoving him through the crowd. “Move it! Punk ass bitch coming through!” Frosty 

continued to curse him, but again, it was all slurred consonants and an occasional mushy vowel. “And 

fuggin’ mushma to you too, buddy,” he said, as they reached the door. Flynn shoved him out, and told the 

door bouncer, “This one’s barred. If he looks at you funny, have the cops haul him away.” 

The commotion coming from the other side of the room was loud enough to attract Aiden’s 

attention, and he watched as Flynn stepped in and dealt with it. He could definitely be tough when he 

needed to be. He was... an enigma. Everything all rolled into one. Aiden could usually read people like he 

read a book, but not with Flynn. He could get small bits and pieces, but never the whole thing. If he was 

being honest with himself, it was kind of frustrating, but he supposed that was what attracted him the 

most. Maybe.  

Flynn looked through the crowd at the muscle queen’s muscle queen ex, and pointed at him. 

“Wanna join him? Keep it up. Otherwise sit down, shut the fuck up, and stop mainlining HGH, ‘cause 

your neck looks like a pot roast.” Since people were now looking at him, he felt like doing his beauty 

queen wave (turn at the wrist only), but decided that might be a bit much. He had to wait for the crowd to 

be drunker before that would work. A glance at the bar showed Aiden was no longer there. Where had he 

gone? He hoped he hadn’t scared him off. Shit. 

The table he was sitting at was bumped and he glared in the direction of the person who walked 

off. No one he knew. Some of his beer had sloshed onto the table and he picked it up and sipped. It wasn’t 

bad, so he downed some more and continued to look around the room for someone he knew.  

“Aiden! Shit, there you are. I thought I scared you off,” Flynn said, finally finding the table Aiden 

was sitting at. Was he trying to hide? It seemed like it. 
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Aiden smiled. “No, you didn’t scare me off.” He patted the seat next to him. “Have a seat, I found 

a table.” He took another sip of the beer. It was starting effect him or something, because he felt better. 

More at ease.  

Flynn knew he should probably take his seat at the bar, but figured fuck it. He could hear if there 

was trouble, and see a lot of the club from here. He sat down, and wondered what time it was. There were 

no available clocks, and he still had yet to get a watch. (To be kinder to Aiden, he supposed he should buy 

one instead of ripping one off.) “So when does the school year end around this place? You always seem to 

be working.” 

“The last day of the month. Thankfully. Just a few more weeks and we’re out.” Was it getting hot 

in there? He felt like he was getting warmer. Aiden tugged at the collar of his t-shirt.  

Flynn peered at him curiously. HIs face was flushing again, but it wasn’t a blush. He saw it 

creeping up his neck, like an animated fungus. “You okay?” 

“It’s getting hot in here. And I don’t mean like that song,” he added, tossing him a look. “So I’m 

not taking off my clothes.” But his shirt... well, a few guys had taken their shirts off. Why not him?  

Flynn watched as Aiden peeled his shirt off over his head. It wasn’t that he didn’t like seeing him 

half-naked - he had a nice chest for a guy who spent most of his time with snot nosed kids - but this was 

so out of character for his Little Red Riding Hood. “Is this a joke?”  

“A joke?” Aiden glanced at him, frowning. “Why do you think it’s a joke? I’m hot.” He took a 

final drink from the beer and set it on the table. That gone, he shifted closer to Flynn, despite being so 

warm.  

Flynn stared at him. He was radiating heat like a furnace, so Flynn put a hand on his forehead to 

see if he had a fever. “Are you feeling okay? I think you might be sick.” 

“I feel... really good. Besides being too hot.” He tossed a smile at Flynn along with his shirt, 

which landed in his lap.  

“Uh ...” Was there a sense of deja vu in all of this? Suddenly it occurred to him: Burning Man. Or 

it was the rip off of Burning Man that a bunch of indie bands put on in the Mojave Desert. Jesse talked 

him into dropping Ecstasy, although he made sure Jesse took it first and didn’t die before he took it. “Did 

you ... are you rolling?” 

“Am I what? Rolling?” Aiden wasn’t sure why, but he thought that was pretty funny and giggled 

a little, then covered his mouth with a hand. “I don’t even know what that means.”  

“High on Ecstasy.” He looked closer, judging the size of his pupils. “Holy shit, you’re wasted, 

aren’t you?” 
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“Ecstasy? I’m a teacher, Flynn. I don’t do that shit. I could lose my job. And I’ve only had one 

beer. I’m not that much of a lightweight.” He wrapped his arms around Flynn’s neck and smiled. “Why 

would you think that?”  

“Because you’re high as fuck.” Shit! He could call him a cab, but could he trust Aiden to go 

straight home in this condition? Probably not. X made you want to party.  

“I am not high. Though I would like to...” He leaned heavily onto Flynn and pressed a kiss to his 

cheek.  

Flynn sighed, stroking Aiden’s suddenly sweaty hair. “I’m sure you want to fuck everyone in this 

club. But it’s not worth it, trust me.” After a pause, he asked, “Where did you get the stuff?” 

Fuck everyone? Aiden glanced around. Well, there were a few hot guys, but his body definitely 

wanted Flynn. He was so close and felt so good. “Get what? I told you, I don’t do that stuff. I just had a 

drink. What you got me.”  

Serlena wouldn’t have slipped him a mickey. But someone else could have. In fact, anyone else. 

He looked around suspiciously, but no one jumped out as a wannabe date rapist. “Have you ever felt this 

way after one beer in your life?” 

Aiden frowned as he thought back. “Maybe after my first beer ever...”  

“Really? Was it ninety proof?” Flynn thought his first beer tasted like piss, therefore he never 

finished it.  

“Hey, I was a little smaller then.” Aiden was about to pout, but then thought of something even 

better to do with his lips. He shifted so that his body was pressed to Flynn’s from chest to thigh and 

kissed his neck. “But you taste better than the beer here.”  

“Wow, so not the time for this,” he said, as Aiden’s hand slid right over his crotch. He wanted 

Aiden to be aggressive, but did it have to be while he was working? “Aiden, you need to chill.” He 

grabbed his arms, and it was an effort of will to push him back. “Do you realize what you’re doing?” 

“I’m... grabbing you?” What was so hard to understand about that? He tried to shake off Flynn’s 

hands and move closer again. “Let’s go somewhere, okay?” That sounded like a great idea to him, so he 

grinned.  

“I’m working ‘til two.” Would his buzz last that long? Because while it was nice that Aiden was 

randy, it was kind of distressing that he was dropping X without telling him. And without knowing it? 

How did that happen? “Maybe we should get you home, huh?” 

“Don’t want to go home.” He got out of Flynn’s hands and lunged at him. It wasn’t as graceful as 

he wanted, but it got him in Flynn’s arms, which was where he wanted to be. “Come on, take a break.” 

Aiden didn’t let him get any words out before pressing his lips - which felt like they were burning - to 

Flynn’s much cooler lips.  
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Aiden’s aggressiveness continued, as he forced his tongue into his mouth and, frustrated at 

finding a way into his jumpsuit, settled for snaking a hand around him and grabbing as much of his ass as 

he could. Why did the universe continue to mock him? Was he really so horrible a person? Flynn 

managed to pry Aiden off him, and said, “Dude! Knock it off!” 

“Knock what off? Why? We had sex the other day, I know you like it.” Aiden reached up and 

brushed the sweat from his forehead. Really, would it be too much to ask for them to turn the heater off? 

He felt mildly dizzy, but he could deal with that. It was probably just from the heat.  

“That isn’t the point. Yeah, I love sex, what man doesn’t? But not at work. How would you feel if 

I showed up in your classroom one day and threw you over your desk?” 

“That would be bad... I’d get fired.” He nodded. “But that sounds hot... I have a desk at home. 

Let’s go home.”  

Aiden stood and since he was holding on to Flynn’s arm, tried to pull him to his feet. He almost 

succeeded, but Flynn yanked him down instead. “I need you to stay here. I’m gonna get you some water, 

okay? Don’t move.” He got up and was able to move around him, but not before Aiden grabbed one of his 

butt cheeks and gave it a squeeze. Goddamn it.  

With Flynn gone, he looked around for someone he knew. No one stood out, but that didn’t really 

matter, did it? Part of him - the brain - told him that yes, it mattered. However, his body rejected that idea. 

He was hot and he wanted a body pressed against him. He spotted a guy that looked pretty good just a few 

tables away, so he got up and managed to make his way over to him. When he got closer, he gave him 

what he hoped was a flirtatious smile and claimed the seat next to him.  

When Flynn returned from the bar with a bottle of water, his heart seized in panic as he realized 

Aiden was gone. But before he freaked out, he found him at the center of a disagreement. Aiden wasn’t 

disagreeing, he was draped all over some blond pretty boy with overly moussed hair and a muscle shirt 

two sizes too small for him. His companion, a muscle queen who had a chest about the width of a chest of 

drawers, grabbed Aiden by the neck and all but lifted him off the blond. “Get your fucking hands off my 

boyfriend!” the New Age Frankenstein shouted. 

“I was just -” Aiden began, but Flynn grabbed his arm and pulled him away.  

“He’s leaving,” Flynn told him, hoping to defuse the tension. He shoved the bottle of water in 

Aiden’s hands, and he just barely hung on to it. Flynn spun him towards the door and started walking, 

dragging Aiden with him. 

“Good, we going home now?” Aiden asked. 

“You are.” Flynn knew he shouldn’t be mad at Aiden, he’d probably gotten himself dosed by 

some asshole who wanted to get into his pants, but considering he could barely stand and yet he was still 
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trying to grab his dick, it was hard not to be annoyed at him. “I need you to drink some water and try and 

sleep it off until I get home, okay? I’ll be there soon, just wait for me.” 

“Why do we have to wait? We could go now.” 

Flynn had been hoping the cool night air would shock some sobriety into Aiden, but if the loud 

music didn’t do it, why did he think this would? There were taxis lined up at the curb in front of the club, 

as obviously word had gotten out about the party, and the smart cabbies knew there was money to be 

made taking drunks home.  

Something must have been going his way, as after a couple of careful scans, he found a female 

cabbie. There’d be no chance Aiden would molest her. He opened the back door and shoved Aiden inside, 

although Aiden grabbed his arm and tried to pull him in. Flynn managed to resist, and told him, “I need 

you to go home and get the desk ready, okay? I’ll be there as soon as I can.” 

“The desk?” A slow smile crept across Aiden’s face, his eyes still glassy and slightly unfocused. 

“Yeah. We’ll have fun.” He pulled away and closed the door, and opened the driver’s passenger 

side door to hand the driver a wad of cash. Probably too much for a short trip, but he wanted to guarantee 

good service. After giving her Aiden’s address, he added, “Make sure he gets inside the house before you 

go, okay?” 

The female cabbie glanced at the bills he’d just handed her, and said, “Yeah, sure.” 

Flynn stood back on the sidewalk and watched the cab drive off, wondering who dosed him and 

why. What was the point of that? Well, beyond getting into his pants. There were so many hot guys in the 

club, why single him out? 

Flynn had no idea. All he knew was this had been a truly shitty first night on the job. 
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Haven Falls #163 - New Ground  

Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie and Lyle Ashley Tate 

________________________________ 
Lyle made sure of holding Gil’s hand as they walked from the Renegade Steele towards his home. 

He was intrigued to see what the place would look like. Over dinner Gil had mentioned that it was just a 

small flat, and that he was looking for a better place. Apparently Miles might be willing to make space for 

Gil at his place, though Lyle was not sure how good an idea that might be. He wasn’t too sure if his 

judgement on that might be coloured by his own interest in Gil, though.  
Lyle was edgy, excited, but desperate not to freak Gil out by being too over the top. Their date 

had gone surprisingly well, despite the sniping from Flynn and the upset Miles seemed to have caused Gil. 

He’d half expected Gil to go off with Miles, but to Lyle’s surprise he had come back. Gil was giving Lyle 

a lot of surprises and even more ‘firsts’ tonight. 
It’s a crying shame, Lyle thought, Gil’s been hurt badly enough by his ex- to be thoroughly set 

against relationships now. He wished it wasn’t the case, but at least Gil had made it plain where he stood. 

He would do his best not to feel too much for the handsome paramedic, not to get unreasonably attached. 

It was going to take effort, though. 
 

Gil kept glancing at the man beside him. He couldn’t think of him as anything but a him, no matter how 

hard he tried. Never having been with anyone in Lyle’s situation before, Gil had no idea what might 

happen, but he was more than willing to find out. Out of work, the mortician was far from the formal, 

straight-laced and seemingly uptight persona he wore during the day. He was relaxed, happy even, which 

gave him a cuteness Gil found appealing. Gil smiled, he couldn’t help himself, he wanted to make the 

guy’s night. 
It wasn’t long before Gil was putting his key in the lock of his apartment to let them both inside. 

“Sorry, its not much. The agency who dealt with the work exchange hired it for me. Nothing belongs to 

me, apart from the photos and the laptop, which is why I’m thinking of moving. So, make yourself at 

home.” 
Lyle could see what Gil meant about the apartment, it was tiny, though the furnishings were 

pretty new and nice and clean. “You got here about the same time as me, didn’t you? It feels like ages ago, 

though it’s only been a week for me.” 
“Been a fortnight for me and it seems like years...” It really does feel like years, Gil thought, 

chagrined. Two weeks? Was that all it was? He had a whole year of this, unless he bottled it and went 

home early. Trouble was, although he was finding it hard at times to get into the way of life in Haven 
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Falls, he was beginning to like it, with all its weirdness. He was having fun, out from under.... everyone 

really. His parents, his partner....ex-partner, he corrected himself. Friends were slow to come—he had to 

slap himself at the thoughts that little gem inspired—but they would appear in time. Lyle was turning into 

one, even if they didn’t get further than tonight. He picked up the kettle. “How about a good old fashioned 

cuppa?” 
“That’d be great, even if we are playing into the English stereotype.” Lyle smiled, feeling at ease 

in Gil’s company.  
“Mum sent me a food parcel, arrived yesterday. Teabags and chocolate, like yours.” 
The bridge of taking tea and chatting a little was welcome as far as Lyle was concerned. He 

watched Gil moving about the kitchen area, admiring his strong frame and the graceful ease with which 

he moved. Lyle shivered, imagining what it was going to be like to take that strong body in his arms and 

to feel Gil’s arms around him in return. It wasn’t the only image his brain was supplying him with either. 
Gil showed Lyle through to what passed for his living area, a picture window looking out over the 

rooftops towards the sea. He drew the blinds, shutting out the night, and switched on the table lamps. Not 

too many table lamps though, he wanted the mood romantic and restful. He offered Lyle a seat and 

flopped onto the couch to drink his tea. “Well, what did you think? Not a bad club, but a bit...” Gil paused, 

searching for the right words. 
“Yeah, definitely a bit...” Lyle huffed a laugh, “Gaudy? Ostentatious? Self-important?” 
“Probably very fashionable over here. Cannot help thinking he’d be eaten for breakfast over our 

way...” 
“Don’t get me wrong, I thought it was okay. The dance floor and the music were passable, but if 

that is what amounts to tasteful and classy in this town I look forward to seeing what they’d call trashy.” 
“Ouch...better not let that slip, we’ll be banned for life.” Both men shared a glance that said they 

might not consider it too much of a hardship, and laughed. Gil patted the couch next to him, silently 

inviting Lyle to move closer.  
Lyle was liking this. Gil seemed very comfortable with him, despite knowing the truth of his 

current physical state. The spot at his side looked very inviting, so Lyle took him up on the offer. There 

was a brief but slightly awkward scuffle as the difference in their heights caused them a problem finding a 

comfortable position, resolved when Gil eventually settled with his arm around Lyle’s shoulders. They 

simply sat together for a while, warm and content. No need to rush things, Gil thought. They had all night.  
Lyle sipped his tea as they sat there. Gil had somehow managed to make him the perfect cuppa 

without having asked him his preferences. He was lost in thought when Gil suddenly took him by surprise, 

leaning in to press a bruising kiss to his lips. Lyle moaned softly and let him in, their tongues dancing 

against each other. He grabbed at the nape of Gil’s neck and pulled him all the way in. When finally they 
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took a breath, Lyle saw Gil’s dark eyes were lust-filled and his mouth, oh that mouth, was curved into a 

seductive smile. 
The reality of the situation suddenly came crashing down on Lyle. All his carefully engineered 

bravado abruptly left him. Off balance, he freed himself from their clinch. “Sorry, I need to use your 

bathroom.” Even to Lyle’s own ears it sounded too much like his former voice, too high for comfort. He 

had no idea where the toilet was in Gil’s apartment. He recalled passing a likely doorway on the way in, 

and headed there as fast as he could. He had to put space between them, he needed time to regain his 

equilibrium. 
“Lyle...not running out on me, are you? Did I do anything wrong?” Gil had followed him, his 

voice was loaded with concern. Damn, Gil probably thought he was making a dash for the door. 
“No, not at all.” Lyle tried to sound light and unconcerned but it didn’t sound convincing. He 

pulled the door open and found... a box room. Ironically, he had considered making a break for it.  
“The bathroom is beside the bedroom,” Gil pointed, “that way.” 
“This place has an odd layout.” Lyle murmured, trying not to look as embarrassed as he felt. 
Gil was waiting between Lyle and the door when he came out, almost as if he expected him to 

make another break for it. “Honestly, I wasn’t trying to escape.” Lyle offered. “Its just...its all new...a bit 

unknown.” 
Gil regarded Lyle with a warm smile. His brown eyes had remained dark with passion and desire. 

Stepping close, he slipped a hand up to cup Lyle’s face and drew him in for a gentle kiss. 
“Lyle...” 

“What?” 
A hand slipped down to the small of his back and pulled him close. “Just let go.” Gil’s arousal 

was evident. “Won’t let you fall.” 
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Haven Falls #165 - Coming Down  

Miles Sutherland, Flynn Archer and Aiden Parker 

___________________________________________________________ 
After a few minutes of aimless walking, the night air cleared Miles’s head long enough to realize 

he was still thirsty. He stopped and glanced around. He’d ended up heading uphill instead of down for 

some strange reason. The lights of Haven Falls spread out beneath him. The entrance to the hospital stood 

not far away. Funny how even without conscious thought his feet had led him here. Maybe that’s all he 

was good for now. Work. 

He could go in and get a bottle from the automatic dispenser but no doubt he’d get shanghaied by 

Millie wanting to know all the gossip from the opening. He really didn’t feel like sharing. 

He turned and headed down the road to Celestial Falls. Typical. On Independence Day he’d been 

one of the few residents not to go there and now everyone was in town, it seemed to be the perfectly 

logical place to go. 

The ground still bore reminders of the previous day’s rain. After spending most of his life in arid 

areas, firstly outback Australia, then Africa, Afghanistan and Iraq, it seemed strange to be in an area 

where water was no longer a scarce resource. Already the air was growing damp and a mist seemed to 

shroud everything. 

According to his watch, there were still a couple of hours before the sun was due to rise. If he 

lived in the southern hemisphere he might have been able to see a solar eclipse, but there was nothing to 

see here. What little moonlight there was hardly made a dent in the surrounding darkness. Picking his way 

carefully, he followed the path leading to the falls. In the still of night, the running water was the best 

guide toward his destination. 

He started peeling off his shirt when he got close enough. Boots, jeans and undies joined it, 

making a messy pile on the large rock that overhung the pool at the bottom. The icy chill on his head as 

he stood underneath the the cascading water scattered the last remnants of his drunkenness. Shit. He 

turned his face and caught some of the water directly in his mouth, letting it roll over his tongue before 

spitting it out. Fuck it tasted good. He took a deep breath and filled his mouth again and again, 

swallowing as if he was as parched as the earth he knew so well. When he’d drunk as much as possible he 

turned around again and let the water dump on his shoulders. 

After a while the shards of ice numbed his skin so much he hardly registered the cold. As his 

body tuned out, his brain took over, images and sounds hitting where physical stimuli no longer had any 

impact. After a while he moved forward out of the spray and let the water gradually drain away. The urge 

to relieve himself grew so strong, he planted both feet firmly on the ground and let his piss join the stream 
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running between his feet. His cock grew warm in his hands from the urine running through its length. 

When he finished he kept hold of his shaft and started pumping. At least one part of him was warm. 

He hadn’t wanted to attend the opening. He should have trusted his gut instinct. He’d been too 

bloody focused on spending time with Gil, getting to know him better, but the sight of him kissing the 

undertaker had soon shown how little chance he had there. While drowning his sorrows, his eyes had 

been drawn to the buff bodies grinding to the music. After a while most of the revellers had removed their 

shirts and stuck them into the waistband of their jeans. The wall to wall flesh, some smooth, some hairy 

had stirred another memory he’d tried to forget. He and Darren at the Mardi Gras After Party in the 

Hordern Pavilion a few years ago. Bodies gyrating around them, fists pumping in the air as the DJ’s 

pumped out the music. The two week holiday had been such a strange oasis in their lives. A world away 

from the dirt and dust they’d had to work in. The difference almost staggeringly surreal. He’d had trouble 

letting go, but Darren had chided him, telling him to just enjoy the moment. To chill. 

His hand was flying now, the dry roughness adding its own burn to the heated flesh. He’d had to 

move in a couple of times on bastards who seemed to think Darren was by himself. The virus hadn’t 

turned into full blooded AIDS at that stage and the only sign he was sick was the darkness around his 

eyes that added to his beauty. 

“Darren!” Miles arched back, his body a tight coil as rope after rope of cum spurted out. Tears 

flooded down his cheeks. He wiped them off with the back of his hands and washed himself again under 

the water. It wasn’t just that he missed his lover, there was no way he could start all over again. The two 

of them had been friends and then lovers for so long. Each knowing their hearts, their souls were safe in 

each other’s care. He couldn’t just lay it out on the line, trusting and hoping someone wouldn’t trample all 

over it. 

Miles grabbed his undies and roughly dried himself down before dressing again and shoving one 

end of the damp CKs into his back jeans pocket. He’d bloody well go commando. Wouldn’t be the first 

time. 

The walk back into town seemed to pass in a moment. The loud barking of a dog attracted his 

attention. For a second he thought it might have been Roofie so he headed toward the sound. A taxi was 

pulled up outside a small house and someone seemed to be struggling with their passenger. 

* * * * 
“What the fuck are you doing here?” 

A hand gripping his shoulder woke Miles. He blinked and tried to focus. Flynn Archer was 

glaring down at him. Anger blazing out of his brown eyes. He grabbed onto Miles’s shirt, but what passed 

for patience had been washed out by the cold of the waterfall. With one swift jerk he broke free and 
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surged to his feet. The chair hadn’t been very comfortable to start with. It was a wonder he’d managed to 

fall asleep. 

He took one quick glance at the bed and confirmed Aiden hadn’t stirred. Cold rage turned hot as 

he collared the smaller man and twisted his hands around the material, lifting him off the ground and 

barreling him backwards into the wall. 

“Keep your fucking voice down. I’ve only just got him off to sleep.” 

“Oh really? Doing what?” 

“For your information, smarty pants, he’s been drugged. When I arrived Cecilia Lancaster was 

trying to get him out of the taxi all by herself. If I hadn’t helped she’d have probably given herself a 

hernia. We managed to locate his keys, she took care of the dog and I carried Aiden inside. Satisfied?” 

Miles relaxed his stranglehold slightly but kept a wary eye on Flynn. “I gave him a few drinks of water to 

keep him hydrated and put him to bed.” 

"What the hell were you doing out here?” 

Miles rubbed the back of his neck. Sleeping in chairs always put it out. He probably had drool 

running down from the edges of his mouth. He swiped a hand across the edge of his lips and was glad to 

see it came away dry. “After I left the club, I went for a walk and was thinking I might poke my head 

back into the Steele, but I heard a dog bark. Thought Roofie might have come looking for me.” He 

grinned. At least someone loved him! 

Flynn eyed him warily. Why did he keep running into Mad Max? The town just wasn’t that small. 

“You’re not ... are you keepin’ an eye on me or somethin’?” 

A chuckle escaped as Miles walked over and placed a hand on Aiden’s forehead. “Get over 

yourself, mate. This one’s much better looking than you.” He turned and put one hand up in the air. 

“Scout’s honor. I only put him to bed. Nice bod though.” He couldn’t resist the last dig. “Look, he was in 

a bad way. It was either that or take him to the hospital. They wouldn’t have done anything differently. I 

knew you’d be along, eventually.” 

If Max was a stalker, he was kind of rubbish at it. Besides, did stalkers look like him? Usually 

they had a maniacal look in their eye, not like hangdog sad sacks. “Someone dosed Aiden at the club. He 

got a little grabby with some people and I had to bounce him before someone hurt his pretty face. Is that 

underwear in your pocket?” 

Miles pulled the offending article out and grinned. “Yep. Been swimmin’. Wanna’ make anything 

of it?” He pushed the still damp CKs back into his pocket. “For your information, the cab driver reported 

she was in two minds whether to take your precious boyfriend to the hospital herself. His breathing got 

quite ragged at one stage. If I hadn’t come along who knows where he would have ended up. Mind you, I 
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know what you mean by ‘grabby’. He made a pass at me. Luckily he won’t remember when he wakes up. 

In fact he probably won’t remember anything about tonight.” 

“He made a pass at you? Holy shit, he was more fucked up than I thought.” Flynn put a hand on 

Aiden’s throat. His breathing and pulse seemed fine. Was Max exaggerating a bit? Maybe. Judging by the 

way he’d been driving the porcelain bus earlier, he was probably still a bit drunk. “Since when do you 

live around here?” 

Miles sighed. “I don’t. I explained how I came to be here. Frankly, I couldn’t give a shit if you 

believe me or not. The problem with drugs is their effect can be heightened if dehydration occurs. Did 

you make sure he had a drink with him when you kicked him out? For someone who professes to care 

about someone, you seem pretty casual about the whole thing. Was there much evidence of drug taking at 

the club tonight? I didn’t see much. I may have looked as drunk as a skunk, but I wasn’t. I have an ulcer, 

and the alcohol affected it. That’s why I puked, you moron.” 

“Me, a moron? You shouldn’t drink booze at all with an ulcer. Even I know that. And for your 

information, I caught a few guys dropping stuff in the bathroom. And I don’t mean dropping kids off at 

the pool.” Flynn ran a hand through his hair, and wondered if this night was ever going to be over. 

Technically it was day now, but it seemed like the same thing to him. He hadn’t slept since yesterday. 

“Thanks for your advice, Dr Archer.” Miles walked up beside Flynn. In his boots he was a couple 

of inches taller and definitely outweighed him. Not that this was a pissing contest. “It might pay you to 

take better care of him in future. You don’t know how lucky you are having a boyfriend like him. And no, 

that’s not a threat. Just an observation. You don’t seem to be very thankful for my help, so I’ll go. I didn’t 

have a stethoscope with me, so I couldn’t check his heart. I assume you know all about his health records 

and what his body can and can’t stand. You may be surprised how sick some seemingly healthy people 

can be.” He gave Flynn a bit of a shove when he walked past him. If he went home now he might manage 

a couple of hours sleep before his next shift at the hospital. 

That was it, the absolute final straw in a shitty, shitty week. “You tell me how the fuck I’m 

supposed to deal with all of this, wise ass! I have some psycho bastard of a mortician who dismembered 

my father and left bits of him all over the park, and who has tried to kill me at least once. Now he’s been 

threatening Aiden, and I can’t protect him all the time, especially since I don’t know what he wants from 

me! How do I deal with that, Max? Huh? What’s your solution? Fix it for me, oh magic Aussie genie.” 

The nearest chair seemed as good a place as any to collapse into as the impassioned speech sunk 

into his skull. For once, the mask of indifference had slipped from Flynn’s face and a trace of real 

emotion shone through. Suddenly he looked what he was. A young man at least ten years his junior. “The 

hands belonged to your father? Look. I’m sorry. I didn’t realize that.” Miles frowned, the surname 

definitely hadn’t been Archer. “Do the police know of the connection or the attempts on your life?” What 
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else had he said? Something about a mortician? “If that prissy blond mortician is behind this, it will give 

me great pleasure to tear him limb from limb.” 

“What, Jude? Please, he’s a yes man kiss ass. He doesn’t know what Vale’s doing and he likes it 

that way. And no, the cops don’t know about any of this. I can’t go to the cops.” Flynn slumped down, 

sitting on the edge of the bed. Aiden wasn’t going to wake up any time soon if his outburst hadn’t woken 

him up. 

“Vale? Why am I not surprised.” Miles sat and stared at the rug on the floor. The rich ochre tones 

reminded him of some of the African rugs he’d seen when he was there. He was still trying to process that 

the hands belonged to Flynn’s father and that Vale was trying to kill him or Aiden. “Stan worked for 

Vale.” He muttered the words as much to himself as anything. There were too many unanswered 

questions. “We should report this to the sheriff’s office.” 

Flynn pinched the bridge of his nose. He had fucked this up. He never should have come here. 

Why did he leave Seattle? “You go right ahead, but leave my name out of it. Or diminish my role, if you 

have to mention me.” 

Flynn’s anonymous call to the station to report the break-in at Stan’s house made more sense now. 

Miles may not be Sherlock Holmes but the body language Flynn was exhibiting showed he tensed 

whenever the word police or sheriff was mentioned. Miles eyed him speculatively. There was a lot the 

young man wasn’t telling him. Being vague about who told him what, when and why wouldn’t make 

anything he said very believable if he went to the police. “Okay, mate, you have two choices. Either I 

walk out of here, let you stew in your own juice and tell the police everything I know or you come clean 

to me. If your reluctance to speak to the police is because you’re hiding something that’s wrong, in my 

book. Heck, in anyone’s book, I can’t promise I’ll keep my trap shut. It’s up to you to convince me that’s 

the best course of action.” 

Flynn laughed. It was even funnier than The Giant Spider Invasion, and that was pretty damn 

funny. He held his arms out as he looked at Mad Max and smiled sardonically. “You really haven’t 

figured it out yet? Wow, you’re a doctor. I thought you guys were supposed to be smarter than us scum of 

the earth types. Flynn Archer doesn’t exist. He’s a real Social Security number, swiped from a dead man. 

He has a birth certificate that looks awesomely real, until you track down the hospital named, and 

discover it has never existed. I don’t exist, Miles. At least ... Flynn doesn’t.” 

“So, all this shit secrecy is just to protect your precious hide.” Miles stood and walked to the door. 

“Does it occur to you that by keeping quiet you’re possibly endangering the lives of the people around 

you? I don’t give a flying fuck who you are. I worked out ages ago that your surname wasn’t Archer. I 

thought though there must be a good reason for you to suppress all the information you obviously carry 

around in that precious head of yours. I hope it keeps you warm at night if anything happens to Aiden.” 
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“Has it occurred to you that lying about who I am is the only reason I’m still alive? Everyone in 

my family is dead. Even my step-mother, who never liked me. Dead. That picture that someone - Riley? - 

sent me even had a message on it: keep running. Somebody wants me dead, it has something to do with 

my dad, and I don’t know what. I don’t know who he was anymore. I thought he was a dick ass who 

murdered my mother, but now I don’t know what to think, or who to trust.” 

“Trust? Is that your problem. You don’t trust me? Or the police?” 

“Why the hell should I trust you? Why not? You’re poking Vale as much as I am. You’re 

probably in danger too, you just don’t know it yet.” 

Miles walked back and glanced at the bed. Aiden still slept peacefully. His longish hair mussed 

around his face and his dark eyelashes resting on his cheeks. Miles’s fingers itched to smooth the strands 

away from his face, but he doubted Flynn would appreciate his concern was purely professional. It was. 

That was the strange part. “Look, mate, I know you have no reason to trust me, but then again you have 

no reason not to trust me. If I can help in any way, let me know. From what I’m hearing, you sound as if 

you’re way out of your depth.” 

“You haven’t the slightest idea. But at least you are too.” Flynn stood with a sigh, and looked 

back at Aiden. Max was certainly giving him a weird look. Not ... pervy, really, more avuncular. Weird. 

“I can’t tell him. He can’t know the truth about me.” 

“Sometimes people are stronger than we give them credit for. In a way by keeping the truth from 

him you’re endangering him more than by telling him. You’d be surprised at how strong seemingly 

innocent, sweet people can be. Take it from one who knows.” 

Flynn shook his head. “He knows about Vale, he knows about my dad, he knows all he needs to 

know if I have any chance of keeping him safe. He just can’t know I’m a lie, ‘cause I don’t think I’d be 

good dying knowing he hates me. I’d rather he hates me after I’m dead, and I don’t know it.” He walked 

off, figuring now was as good a time as any to share the rest of it. He couldn’t make heads nor tails of 

Riley’s diary, so why not give it to an egghead, no matter how naive he seemed? 

“Well, that’s fucked up logic if ever I heard it.” Miles called out as loud as he dared and followed 

Flynn out of the room. “I friggin hate it when people decide who should know this and who should know 

that. You weren’t listening to me. If he loves you, he’ll love you no matter what you’ve done. Or don’t 

you believe you deserve his love?” Shit. This was becoming worse than Days of our Lives. “Quit the 

melodrama and come clean.” 

Flynn laughed again. Max was hilarious. He missed his calling as a comedian. “You’ve never 

been in an actual relationship, have you? People disappoint you, they leave you, they toss you out when 

you’re not what they want you to be. I don’t know what or who Aiden thinks I am, but he thinks I’m so 

much better than I actually am. I can’t live up to what he wants. I’m just a fuck that got out of control. I 
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think he’s lonely. And me, I’m just a fuck up. I need to find another fuck up to burden. Hey, you 

available?” Flynn made a beeline for the kitchen and Aiden’s freezer. He asked if he could keep 

something in here, and Aiden agreed, thinking he was just being weird (as usual). But inside the TV 

dinner box was Riley’s diary, still sealed in its bag. He took out the dinner, put it on the counter, and 

opened the box. (He never bothered to glue it shut, mainly because he was still trying to figure it out.) 

Miles watched what Flynn was doing and raised his eyebrows. “You know you sprout a lot of 

bullshit. Have you ever listened to yourself speak?” 

“No, because I’m full of shit.” He tipped the box, and the plastic bag covered journal slid out on 

the countertop. 

“What’s that?” 

“Riley’s journal. From what I have been able to figure out, he was here under an assumed name 

as well. I think he came here illegally from ... somewhere in Eastern Europe. Something ending in -stan, 

hence his name.” 

“So you did find something at his house that night. I gather you’re not planning on turning this 

into the police. What’s in it?” 

“Fuck if I know. He thought Vale was up to something, something with Russians, and he got 

really wigged out paranoid. The last half of his journal is written in some kinda code or something, I think 

he was afraid Vale would find it. I can’t figure it out, but since I’m just a thieving dumbass, word puzzles 

are not my forte. How about you, Doctor Doom?” Flynn picked up the book and held it out towards him. 

“Think you can figure it out?” 

Miles took the book which was still cold to touch. He’d have to remember that hiding place. “I 

never called you a thief or dumbass. Though if the words fit.... “ He flipped open to the back of the book 

and ran his gaze over the text. His writing was atrocious and the pharmacists were always complaining, 

but he could read it and he’d never had any trouble deciphering Darren’s scrawl. This was fairly straight 

forward. “By the way, for your information, I was married for ten years. So much for your ‘never been in 

a relationship’ shit. What Darren and I worked out pretty early on was that nothing beats honesty. I still 

think you’re wrong trying to keep Aiden ignorant of what’s going on. The truth about what you’ve done 

in the past doesn’t compare with knowing the real you inside. That’s the person he’s forming the 

relationship with, not your past.” 

“Thanks, Oprah.” Flynn shook his head and looked away, mainly because he felt like punching 

something. “You know there’s no real me inside, right? I’ve been new people since I ran away from home. 

Every year I become someone else. And every year, I have no idea who the fuck I am. All I know is there 

isn’t a lock alive I can’t break. Maybe that’s who I am. A locksmith.” 
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“The biggest lock you need to break is the one that’s hiding the real you. I bet if you analysed the 

different personnas you’ve adopted each time, underneath they’re all the same person. The names may 

change and the brash front that you put on, but if you were like that all the way through I would have 

walked out of here an hour ago. Stop the self-pity party. That’s my territory!” 

“Trust me, the porn actor me had nothing in common with the short order cook me. You think, if 

you work hard enough, you can give yourself multiple personality disorder?” 

Miles grabbed at Flynn’s crotch and gave it a squeeze. “I don’t know, I’m sure the short order 

cook must have had something going for him.” He grinned and stepped back before Flynn could deck him. 

“Lighten up, mate. You need me to prescribe some trannies or something?” Christ, why did Yanks take 

themselves so goddamn seriously? A little Australian bullshit detector wouldn’t go astray here. “What 

part of the Latin didn’t you understand in the diary? The list of weights or the numbers?” 

Flynn narrowed his eyes at him. “You ever touch me again, I’ll break your fucking arm. I’m sure 

you think you’re being funny, but I don’t. Got it?” He scratched the side of his face, feeling stubble 

coming in. “I know weights, I used to date a drug dealer. But I didn’t know what the weights indicated. 

Not pot or coke, that much I know.” 

“Stan said something to me once about the weights not adding up. Do you mind if I take a look at 

this for a while and see if I can make some sense out of it?” Miles grinned at the young man beside him. 

Maybe Flynn liked to call people names. He liked to liken people to different dog types. This one was a 

real Blue Heeler. He’d owned one of those once. All bark, no bite. 

“Take the fucking thing. Just hide it well. Vale trashed Riley’s place looking for it. He even 

looked in the freezer, or at least I’m pretty sure he did, he just didn’t look hard enough.” Flynn paused 

briefly. “I don’t know what he is, beyond a psycho, but he doesn’t actually think like a thief. I think ... he 

thinks he’s untouchable. As much as he wanted to find this, it doesn’t bug him. You and me poking 

around after Riley doesn’t seem to bother him. He feels ... safe. I wouldn’t be so eager to trust the cops 

even if I was you. Why does he feel so safe?” 

“Okay, you’ve convinced me I won’t go to the police. If he really is a psycopath then he’s 

convinced himself he’s in the right so why should he fear people. The only person who would care 

whether I lived or died is Roofie. Perhaps you’re the one who should be worried. There’s a young man in 

there who makes you vulnerable. Watch him.” Miles pocketed the diary and walked to the door. 

“You don’t think I’m trying? I can’t be everywhere at once, and he doesn’t want me to coddle 

him. So where does that leave me? Beyond fucked. I’d leave him if I thought it would protect him, but I 

don’t think that’s enough.” 

“I’ll go now. I might as well talk to the door here. You’re not listening, mate. Talk to him. You’re 

not doing him any favors by keeping him in the dark.” Miles opened the door. “Don’t be surprised if 
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Aiden feels pretty down when he wakes. If he got slipped some MDMA, depression when the high 

finishes is pretty much the norm. Have fun. Oh, and by the way, don’t forget to feed the dog.” He grinned 

and turned on his heel. 

“He knows and it doesn’t help. You don’t know Aiden,” he told him, then closed the door. Fuck it. 

It didn’t matter. 

Any way you sliced this, they were still pretty fucked.  
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Haven Falls #169 -- Coming... to Blows  

Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie and Lyle Ashley Tate 

with mention of Flynn Archer and Miles Sutherland 
__________________________________________________ 

“Let me get this straight.” Gil struggled to put into words what he was thinking. “You were born 

into a female body...but you feel you ought to be male, right?” 
“I am male,” Lyle replied tersely, “I got swindled over the body thing.” The other man had 

tensed up, Gil could see it in his muscles as well as hear it in his voice.  
“Okay, you have a female body...” Gil had paused, considering. Lyle had looked very unhappy 

about that comment. Gil knew he was taking a risk with it all, but he was desperate to understand. 
“Damn it, Carter, I want us to fuck, not play 20 questions!”  
“Lyle, I’m sorry, I don’t know how to behave...” 
“Normally, that’s how!” Lyle was clearly exasperated. 
“But if I can’t touch your...bits and bobs, where does that leave me?” 
Lyle sighed. Gil was determined to drag this out, oblivious to the hurt he was causing. It was 

frustrating, because he had thought the man understood. Stupidly he had hoped that they could have a 

real date, a pleasant night together, establish a true friendship. He had no particular desire to become, 

instead, Gil’s latest science project. He tried not to sound too angry as he responded. “I thought you got 

it, when we spoke at my place.”  
“Look, Lyle, I’m sorry but I want to understand what you need and this is completely out of my 

realm of experience. I was seeing a female wanting to change into a man but its not like that, is it? 

Nobody round here thinks of you as anything other than a man, not to my knowledge anyway. You’ve 

always felt you were male, I see you as male. I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.” Gil reached out to slip his 

hand around the back of Lyle’s neck. 
Instead of its intended message of understanding, Gil’s unwelcome commentary had ignited 

Lyle’s fuse. The flash of anger was so intense it robbed him of the ability to form coherent sentences. The 

vigour with which he knocked Gil’s hand away was eloquent enough to give Gil his message, though—

back off now or regret it. 
“Lyle...I’m sorry!” Gil had been contrite but it wasn’t enough to placate. He had ploughed on, 

“I’m just scared I’m going to say or do something wrong, that’s all. Looks like I already have but I can’t 

help it if I don’t understand! I want to help...” 
“I don’t need your ‘help’. I’m not a charity case, Gil, and I don’t need your pity either!” Lyle had 

growled, thrusting his face into Gil’s and staring him down. “I just wanted us to fuck, two guys who like 
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each other and want to have sex!” All Lyle’s pent up frustration went into his response. Abruptly he 

grabbed for his shirt and began to tug it on. 
“And if I get it wrong, you’re straight out the door...!” Gil was getting angry now. “You’re 

already half way there. For God’s sake, talk to me, Lyle. It’s me who needs to be helped here, not you.” 
“Then go google it and leave me the hell alone!” Lyle stood and continued to pull his shirt on. 
“Lyle...please...” Gil made the mistake of reaching out again to touch the man and the next 

moment found himself on his back on the floor, the wind knocked out of him. 
“Sod off, Gillespie!” Lyle had snarled, making to step over him as he lay prone. 
Abruptly, Lyle had found himself joining Gil on the floor. Lyle was a proficient Judoka, but Gil 

was a paramedic used to facing down awkward and abusive patients, including the occasional one armed 

with something sharp. Each man vented their frustration on the other in the scuffle that ensued. It wasn’t 

an even match but Gil was no push over. Lyle eventually managed to subdue Gil, his whole body weight 

lying on top of the bigger man, holding his arms above his head. They both came to a panting halt, eyes 

inches from each other. Lyle could feel Gil’s swollen cock digging into his thigh. 
“Please tell me that didn’t just turn you on?” Lyle had growled but Gil had shaken his head. 
“Sorry, no can do, because it did.” Gil admitted. “You are so...masterful!” There was a 

millisecond of silence which seemed to last a lifetime before the tension broke and both men gave in to the 

absurdity of the situation, clinging onto each other and laughing until their sides ached. “Oh God!” Gil 

gasped, “I pity Flynn if he ever tries taking us both on...” 
 

______________________________________________ 
 

Gil woke to the sound of traffic below the window. “Somebody’s up early,” he muttered and rolled over, 

to find Lyle sleeping soundly next to him. Gil tucked his body into Lyle’s warm back and slipped an arm 

around his waist to pull him closer, nestling his morning glory between Lyle’s butt cheeks and breathing 

gently over his neck, ruffling the tips of his soft, champagne-blond hair. 
Lyle had stayed. Gil was glad of that. He was a gorgeously responsive lover—passionate, sensual, 

fervent and assertive. With luck he might coax Lyle into a repeat of last night’s gymnastics before the 

man headed home. Some part of Gil didn’t want Lyle to leave, despite the bruises they’d given each other, 

both mental and physical.  
As Gil lay there holding Lyle to him, he couldn’t quite believe that he had almost driven him 

away with his questioning. He planted soft kisses against the nape of Lyle’s neck, idly waiting for him to 

wake. His mind wandered back to the previous night. 



224 
 

Tate had a hell of a temper on him. In fairness though, Gil admitted to himself, he’d pushed Lyle 

hard last night, albeit unwittingly at first. On top of the way Flynn had acted toward them at the Steele, it 

was fair enough that Lyle had got wound up when Gil had started asking very personal questions instead 

of making out. 
Savouring the scent of the man he was holding—warm musk and cinnamon mixed with salt sweat 

and citrus—Gil remembered their joking about Lyle’s name. He was good enough to eat though, 

definitely sweet as sugar. He wondered whether the name would stick, long term. He figured it was a bind 

to change your name legally so once changed, it would be a rigmarole to go back on it.  
A change in his breathing pattern suggested Lyle was waking, as did his pushing back into Gil’s 

lap. Remembering the previous night’s lessons, Gil stopped his hand on its journey to Lyle’s crotch and 

diverted it instead, running his finger round to the base of his spine. He buried his nose in Lyle’s neck and 

his tongue flicked out to lick beneath his ear, then he nipped the skin down to his shoulder. 
“I’m sorry, just tell me as we go, okay?” Gil had conceded. It had taken Lyle throwing him to the 

floor for him to recognise that the time to stop talking was well past. 

“Okay, okay.” Lyle had moved to get off him. “I promise I’ll try not to take offence if you do 

something that grates on me.” Lyle had winked then. “I’ll be expecting you to make up for it though”. 

Gil had pulled Lyle back down then and planted a kiss on his lips, tongue begging admission 

again. Lyle had been happy to facilitate his move. 

Gil had kissed him more than Lyle had expected. He was very tactile, touching and tasting all the 

time, at the Steele as well as privately later. The man was giving out mixed messages, even if he didn’t 

realise it, or chose to deny it. No point willfully misinterpreting, though, there was nothing on offer from 

Gil besides friendship and casual sex.  
Casual sex... there was a fine joke. There was nothing casual about it for Lyle. Coming home with 

Gil, staying with him overnight, letting him fill his ass with his cock, that had been a big decision. Was it 

‘gender-appropriate’ to be attaching so much emotion to the idea that Gil had given him his first 

experience of anal sex? Couldn’t a bloke be sentimental about his first proper sex too, though? 
Lyle cringed inwardly with that last thought. It felt like he was being disloyal to his husband, 

Richard. He couldn’t dismiss what they’d had and how they had been together, no matter what the sex 

had been like. Gil was his first since Richard’s death as well as being the first to claim him man-to-man, 

and that was a whole different wheelbarrow full of issues. 
Last night had been a carousel of emotions - so many ups and downs that Lyle had been ready at 

various times to throw up. His toys had been thrown out of his pram more than once. This morning, lying 

quietly in Gil’s embrace, feigning sleep, he had chance to consider everything carefully. 
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He’d done a lot of posturing and growling last night. He’d been a complete tosser at some points. 

Dumping Gil on his ass was not the best thing he had ever done. He’d been so focused on the mechanics 

of getting himself deflowered that he’d lost parts of himself in the process. He didn’t regret his choices, 

Gil had proven to be a kind, respectful and enthusiastic lover, much better than he had anticipated, but it 

was saddening to think they probably wouldn’t ever get it together again once he left his house today. 

Having sex with Lyle without touching his nipples or crotch had proved quite demanding for Gil. 

He’d had to think about what he was doing rather than running with blind instinct and habit. Trouble was, 

Gil liked to come at things from a position of knowledge and hooking up with someone who was 

transgendered had been wildly outside of his experience. He desperately didn’t want to appear lacking 

and his questioning had been motivated by his need to appear knowledgeable. Problem was, this time it 

had almost lost him his chance with Lyle. Not going to make that mistake again, Gil thought. His teeth 

grazed the skin of Lyle’s shoulder and he sucked, hard enough to mark. If that didn’t wake him, not much 

would. 
Gil stroked Lyle’s skin, his fingers trailing through short fair hair, across broad shoulders and 

down a nicely muscled back. Gil could understand Lyle’s defensiveness. He was very masculine, almost 

overly so. That he was having to wait to get the surgery to complete his transformation seemed unfair to 

Gil now that he understood the man better. 

Gil’s touch was very welcome. To Lyle’s relief, Gil had learnt last night how to be with him 

without causing consternation. It wasn’t just that he had broken him so gently to the realities of safe anal 

sex, but that he had tried so hard to look after him emotionally as well. In the process Gil had touched his 

heart too, though Lyle knew better than to hope for any regular arrangement with Gil. Although he had 

professed that he wasn’t looking for a relationship, it was obvious that Gil still cared about who he was 

with. There was nothing careless in Gil’s casual sex.  
Giving up his masculine virtue to Gil hadn’t been a concrete plan when he’d accepted the 

invitation to go to the Steele with him. Gil had startled him when he’d suggested they go together. Lyle 

hadn’t quite believed that they could even call it a date at first. 

Gil was glad that his latest lover had eventually opened up and given him some guidance. 

Touching any part of Lyle that was overtly feminine was off limits, but that made sense really. Too much 

explanation on Lyle’s part was painful for him too, disrupting his carefully constructed and studiously 

maintained maleness. 
Latest lover... That brought Gil up with a start. He’d been in Haven Falls just two weeks, and had 

already had more offers, and lovers, than he’d planned on having through the whole of the rest of his life 

when he had left Britain. Not the man he wanted most though. Still, if that man he wanted didn’t want 
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him... He turned his attention back to Lyle. Lyle was here, in his bed, immediate and vital. Once again he 

thrust thoughts of Miles Sutherland out of the way. 
Gil’s kisses elicited a moan and Lyle opened his eyes, seeing a slice of light knifing through a gap 

in the curtains. It was early though, plenty of time for what Gil obviously had in mind. Lyle decided to 

turn the tables and moved, flipping over and landing neatly on top of Gil, pinning his arms above his head 

again. Gil liked this new turn of events, even if the position was reminiscent of their face-off the night 

before. He saw the flicker in Lyle’s eyes too and chuckled. 
“Morning, gorgeous.” Lyle murmured and nuzzled Gil’s neck, tongue flicking out to taste. “So, 

we up for a repeat performance then?” 
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Haven Falls #171: Old Friends  

Aiden Parker, Flynn Archer, Savannah Jensen, & Henry Vale 

___________________________________________ 
The sun was too bright. Far too bright, Aiden figured, and he rolled onto his stomach to block it 

out. His head was killing him and his stomach... he wasn’t sure what was wrong with his stomach. Maybe 

he was just hungry. Either way, he had a headache the size of the Pacific and he couldn’t figure out why.  

“What the hell,” he groaned, and then regretted it immediately. The words echoed in his head and 

seemed to explode against his skull. God, he hoped it wasn’t Monday yet.  

“Oh good, you’re awake,” Flynn said, sitting up in the armchair. He could have slept in the bed, 

but frankly he felt weird about it. He felt weird about everything right now. “I was afraid I was gonna 

hafta get some adrenaline to inject into your heart or something.” 

Ignoring the fact that the sound of Flynn’s voice was just about murder at that moment, he turned 

towards it and pried one eye open. “Why’d I need that?” Short sentences were good. Contractions, very 

useful. He attempted to push himself up but either his limbs didn’t want to cooperated or he just 

unconsciously decided it wasn’t a good idea.  

“Ah, yeah. You don’t remember anything at all, do you?” Flynn stood up and stretched, working 

the kinks out of his back. He must have been sitting too long, as his butt was kind of numb. “Well, 

someone slipped you a roofie last night, probably some form of E. How are you feeling now?” 

Remember? Aiden frowned and tried, but it hurt, so he gave up. “No, I don’t... I think.” He 

managed to flop onto his side and looked up at Flynn. “Roofie? E? Where the hell was I? I wouldn’t take 

that...”  

“Please note I said slipped. You came to visit me at the club last night, and I guess some guy 

thought you were as hot as I do. Only he figured you wouldn’t be in the mood unless he got you high as 

fuck.” Flynn then remembered Aiden probably needed all the water he could get, and went into the 

bathroom to get him a glass from the tap.  

“I wouldn’t have been in the mood. I don’t... remember the club.” He frowned, struggling to think, 

and was upset that he couldn’t remember. This wasn’t like him. He had a good memory. “I think I 

remember getting there... maybe...” Did he take his car? “How did I get home?”  

“I put you in a cab.” He came out of the bathroom and handed Aiden the glass of water. Damn if 

he didn’t look rough. “You want some aspirin, some Excedrin? I probably have some if you don’t.” 

“There’s Motrin in my cabinet... it’s all I can take...” He took the glass from Flynn and downed 

half of it. He was thirsty as hell, but the water was cool and felt good going down. He sighed softy. “At 

least tell me it’s not Monday.”  
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“No, I don’t think so.” Flynn went and retrieved the Motrin. As he was opening the bottle, he 

asked, “Why is Motrin all you can take?” 

“It’s the only thing that has ever worked, and Excedrin makes me sick.” Aiden held out his hand, 

estimating the pain. He could start with three, so he asked for it and as he did, he had a brief moment of 

clarity. “Shit, I forgot about Dante!” 

“I took him walkies this morning. Well, a while ago. And I gave him some food. I know that 

much. I once owned a cat, and I had a hamster for maybe a week. I’m responsible and everything.” Flynn 

waited until he was back in the bathroom, putting the Motrin away, before he smirked at his own bullshit. 

Responsible, him? Yeah, right, good one. He had several exes who would have a good chuckle at that.  

“Thank you for dealing with him. I really appreciate it...” He sat up, swallowed the pills with 

water and set the glass on the table beside him. “Did I... do anything stupid last night?”  

“You mean besides the football team gang bang?” He grinned at Aiden, just because he liked the 

horror on his face. “Kidding. Haven Falls doesn’t have a football team, does it? What would they be 

called if they did? The Roughriders? The Wankers? The Leather Daddys?” He was on a tangent and he 

knew it, so Flynn reluctantly pulled himself back to the matter at hand. How much was he going to tell 

Aiden? “You got a little frisky with me ... and a couple guys at the club. But nothing came of it, don’t 

worry.” 

“Oh God...” Aiden buried his face in his hands, humiliated. “How frisky do you mean?” With 

Flynn it was one thing, but anyone else? Just no.  

“A bit ... grabby. One guy was about to punch you out for macking on his boyfriend before I got 

you out of Steele. But no one was hurt, and I bet nobody remembers, so don’t worry about it.”  

“I don’t remember but knowing about it is bad...” He looked up at Flynn and frowned, rubbing 

his forehead. “Why were you in the chair?”  

Flynn shrugged. “Didn’t want to disturb you.” Such a half-assed lie he was ashamed of himself. 

Before Aiden picked up on it, he quickly added, “C’mon, get up, I’ll make you some scrambled eggs and 

toast. If you’re really good, I won’t burn anything.” 

The thought of eating made him feel sick, but he pushed that away because the sight of Flynn 

cooking for him was definitely an interesting thought. Somehow he got his arms and legs to cooperate 

and pushed himself out of bed. He didn’t question his state of undress. Flynn must have handled that, too. 

“I promise, I’ll be really good.”  

“Oh, don’t be too good. You’re more fun kinda bad.” Flynn didn’t bother to say that all he could 

could was pretty much scrambled eggs and toast. Now he was an expert at nuking things, but for some 

reason most people didn’t think that was “cooking”. Snobs.  

**** 
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Breakfast wasn’t really that bad, and he allowed Dante the rare treat of what he couldn’t finish. 

Dante loved it. After some time, the Motrin kicked in and he felt much better. A shower was great, too. It 

helped clear the leftover fuzz out of his head. 

“I’m going to take Dante for a jog,” he announced as he tugged on his shoes. Glancing over his 

shoulder at Flynn he smiled brightly. “You want to come with us?”  

Flynn wondered if this was a joke. Aiden joking? Well, stranger things had happened. “Oh my 

yes. Wait ‘til I get my Lieutenant Dangle short shorts on, and then I’ll put on my cleats so I can aerate 

lawns on the way. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, Aid, but I’m not really the jogging type. I’ll run if you 

chase me with a chainsaw, but that’s about it.” 

Aiden started to pout, but the shortening of his name caught his attention. Aid? That was really 

cute... Not that he would tell Flynn that. So he smiled instead. “All right, fine. Maybe next time.”  

“Sure,” he agreed, smiling. Of course he meant “not a chance in hell”, but far be it for to crush his 

dreams right now.  

“Will you be here when I get back?”  

The fact that he asked that sort of surprised him. Was he giving off antsy vibes or something? The 

fact that he was antsy he blamed on coffee, even though he hadn’t that much. “Sure, if you want me to 

be.” 

“I do.” Checking his shoes to make sure they were laced, he felt the heat rise in his cheeks as he 

admitted, “I like having you around.”  

Flynn smiled, but felt his heart plummet into his stomach. Oh god, this poor man. What was he 

doing to him? Flynn couldn’t believe what a fucking bastard he was. “I like being around you too. Makes 

me feel classy.” 

“I don’t see why it would.” Aiden whistled and Dante came trotting over. After hooking on his 

leash, he leaned over and pressed a quick kiss to Flynn’s lips. “See you soon, then.”  

“See you. Don’t grab any crotches I wouldn’t.” He had to tease Aiden where he could. Otherwise, 

where was the fun?  

Aiden grabbed his keys on the way out and shook his head, amused. Dante was eager to go, and 

he owed it to him for a nice, long jog. And after last night, his body felt like he needed it as well.  

**** 
Savannah sat at the counter, leaning against her hand as she typed in an order. She had spoken 

briefly on the phone with Asher Rose, just as a formality of course, to check on Chase and he had been 

cleared. She expected him to move in any time, and frankly, she couldn’t wait. Having someone else 

around was going to be exciting. Not that she had any delusions that they would be best friends, of course 

not, but just having a presence in her house would be better than this solitary existence.  



230 
 

Flynn knew he hadn’t been around the town enough to say for sure - well, the good part of town; 

somehow he never gravitated towards the good side of anywhere - but the flower shop surprised him. Was 

this new, or had he just missed it? He opened the glass door, hearing the chime of a little brass bell, and 

was greeted with controlled explosions of color, the scent of lavender and roses more prevalent than 

anything else in the shop. On his right side there was a cold case with corsages and things of that nature, 

and on his left was a sort of towering display of decorative branches and tall flowers like hollyhocks and 

gladiolus. He was glad he didn’t have allergies, because he could see this place making him sneeze his 

lungs out. 

An orange tabby cat rubbed up against his leg, and he bent over and gave it a pet. It looked 

chubby and happy. “Don’t you guys usually call bookstores home? His favorite used bookstore in Seattle 

actually had three resident cats, so there was a discount if you didn’t mind taking home the books with cat 

fur jackets.  

At the front counter was a blonde woman. “Hey, hi. This your place?” 

Savannah smiled at the man. Was he flustered? Who else would own the place? “Yes, it is.” She 

would be nice. A customer was a customer after all. “Can I help you with anything?” 

“Hopefully. I was thinking of getting some flowers, a “sorry I’m an asshole” bouquet if you’ve 

got one.” The garden Aiden had seemed to indicate he liked flowers, but which ones?  

“That’s an interesting way to put it. I’ve heard similar things, but nothing quite as unique. So, 

what will it be? I have many varieties of flowers. Male or female recipient?”  

“Male. I need a bunch of flowers that say “I know you’re out of my league, but thank you for 

taking pity on me”. That any help at all?” There were lots of flowers, some he recognized as variations of 

ones in Aiden’s garden, but would he like to receive them? It was kind of a corny idea, but Aiden seemed 

to love corny. 

“Wow, that’s pretty harsh. He must be spectacular if he’s taking pity on a hot guy like you,” 

Savannah said with a wink. “Roses are traditional, a bit cliche to be honest. Why not go with something 

unique? Perhaps some lilacs and tulips? Or maybe daffodils. My order of orchids has not come in yet, 

otherwise I would say those. I assume you need these flowers today?” She brought up a new order form.  

“Yeah. See, he’d probably like roses, but if I gave them to him he’d know a florist picked them 

out.” To be fair, if he presented Aiden with anything besides a handful of trouble, he might not know it 

was from him. He scratched his head and looked around. “Tulips might be good. I might actually get him 

tulips.” 

“All right, well why don’t you look around and pick out what you’d like if you want it more 

personal. I can start taking down some information for our records. Who is this for?”  
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“Aiden Parker, hottest teacher in the West.” Flynn looked at the containers of flowers, and found 

some nice bi-color tulips with ruffled edges. How quaint. He’d probably love these. 

Savannah jerked her head up. Aiden Parker? It couldn’t be. Last she heard, he was back home, 

living with that jackass Peter and teaching at the Academy or whatever it was. Must be a coincidence, but 

she had to find out. “Aiden Parker? I knew an Aiden in college who became a teacher. But that was back 

in New York.”  

Was Aiden from New York? He couldn’t remember. “Was he a hot as hell brunette? With 

dimples and a tendency to blush at damn near everything?” 

“Oh yeah, Aiden was hot. Pity he was gay, though.” She sighed. All the good ones were gay. “He 

blushed a lot, yeah. Dimples... I think he did.” She frowned and looked at Flynn. “Does your Aiden teach 

English? Collect books?”  

Flynn stared at her. Goddamn, how small was this town? “And has a mad posh for decorating 

things like a ski lodge? Yeah, that’s him. Holy shit, you know him?” 

Savannah let out a squeal of delight. “I can’t believe it! I had no idea he moved here! I just came 

here a few months ago. What are the odds! Oh my God, I need to visit. It’s been so long!” She laughed at 

the comment on his house and shook her head. “I don’t know about his decorating skills. When he lived 

with Peter, that jerk took care of everything. He was the ultimate control freak. Everything in their house - 

at least as Aiden described it - was black and white contemporary and felt sterile as a hospital. He hated 

it.”  

“Peter?” Maybe Aiden mentioned him once, but he hadn’t been forthcoming with the details. 

Although, to be fair, Flynn hadn’t mentioned Jesse or his other assorted troublemaker boyfriends. “So 

what was he like? I mean, beyond control freak. How long were they together?” 

“Peter, Paul, something like that I think.” 

“Not Mary?” 

“No, not Mary. If I remember right, it was okay at first. They were together maybe two years? I 

don’t remember how they got together. It may have been in college towards the end. Or the summer after? 

I don’t know. Aiden was quiet - I’m sure he still is - and wanted someone that was more... assertive I 

guess you could say. Someone that would get him out of his shell a little. He got that all right. But too 

much. He was a real asshole and didn’t understand Aiden. He was busy with work, and if you ask me, I 

wouldn’t doubt it if he cheated on him. But I don’t know. After Aiden took the job with that school we 

lost touch. Last time we talked, he told me he was exhausted and Peter didn’t understand how difficult it 

was to be a first year teacher. I told him to move out, but he wanted to give it a try. I guess if he’s here he 

finally took my advice.”  
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“I guess so.” This admission sort of stunned him. Was that why Aiden liked him - he reminded 

him of assholes past? “He wasn’t ... Peter wasn’t abusive, was he?” 

Savannah frowned. “That I couldn’t tell you. I don’t know. If he was, Aiden wouldn’t talk about 

it. I’m sure you know that he keeps things inside. He opened up to me about a few things but something 

like that...” She shook her head then looked startled. “You don’t think... has he shown signs of it?”  

“No, it’s just ... he doesn’t talk about him a lot.” Of course he’d never asked him either, but Flynn 

felt once he opened that door, Aiden would want to know about his past boyfriends. Which did he start 

with? The porn actor, the minor league drug dealer, the one who ended up in prison for a bank robbery? 

So many good guys to choose from. He decided to lean his arms on the counter, and see if he could get 

her to spill more about Aiden. “So what was he like in college? I’d like to imagine he was a big time 

partier, but I’m wrong, aren’t I?” 

That caused a loud burst of laughter from Savannah. “Aiden, a partier?” She covered her mouth 

with her hand. “We got him out a few times, sure, but he was always uncomfortable. He had fun, sure, but 

it was like he was lost, out of his element. Then again, I suppose it would be awkward going out with 

your friends when you’re the only one that’s single.” She shrugged and typed in the information for Aiden 

that she found in the phonebook. Look at that, there it was.  

“He must have had college boyfriends. You’re not telling me Pete was his first one, are you?” 

“Nah, he went on a few date, but nothing overly serious. One lasted a while, forget his name, but 

it didn’t work out. They were both too quiet and reserved.”  

“Wow. He’s changed. I mean, no one’s ever used the words quiet or reserved to describe me.”  

“Well, he shouldn’t be with someone who could be his twin. He needs some excitement.” 

Savannah smiled. “So, what’s your name? I need to put your information in.”  

That shouldn’t have been a stumper, but he had to think about it a second. “Flynn. Flynn Archer. 

Need me to spell it? There’s a silent Q.” 

Savannah laughed. “I think I got it.” She put in the information. “Did you want the flowers 

delivered or did you want to take them?”  

“Uh, I guess I’ll take them now.” What time was it? He looked at his wrist, realized he still didn’t 

have a watch, and looked around the shop. There was a clock on the wall behind the counter, and it 

looked like he had some time before Aiden came back from his jog. Not a lot, but he could probably make 

it. “Should I say hello for you?” 

“Tell him an old friend said hello and will be stopping by soon.” She smiled brightly. “It was very 

nice to meet you, Flynn. Stop in again for a visit.” 
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“Sure will. I’ll probably need a lot of “sorry I’m an asshole” bouquets, so keep them in stock.” He 

paid for the paper wrapped collection of tulips, and gave the cat a pet before he left. Which would Aiden 

appreciate more - the flowers, or news that an old friend had moved to town? 

Flynn guessed he’d find out soon enough.  

**** 
Aiden turned the corner, following Dante around a low stone wall. The dog was full of energy, 

but who could blame him? Even after a fast jog, he’d been forced into a full out run down a wooded path. 

Sweat beaded on his forehead and he wiped it away. Dante slowed to a walk, pulling up alongside Aiden 

and whimpered softly.  

“What’s wrong, boy? Finally tired? You want to head home?” Aiden patted his dogs head and 

turned, but Dante wouldn’t budge. The whimper turned to a low growl and Aiden froze. That was a new 

sound. “Dante, what’s up?”  

A branch cracked from the path up ahead and Aiden took a step back. Visions of horror movie 

monsters quickly filtered through his mind and he forced them out. He was in the woods; it was probably 

a squirrel.  

Dante’s growl grew and he gave a short, sharp bark as a man stepped from the foliage. Aiden’s 

heart froze. Yeah, okay, he was sketchy looking, and it was definitely time to go. Tall, large, and nothing 

you wanted to run into in an alley or secluded forest path. “Come on, pup. Let’s go home.”  

“Why are you running off?” the man asked, leaning against a tree. “I was just going for a walk, is 

all.”  

“Ah, right.” Aiden stared at him. Something inside highly doubted he was just strolling along 

alone in the woods.  

“I’m sorry to have interrupted your walk. That’s a nice dog you have there. You live around 

here?”  

How to answer that... he definitely didn’t want this man following him home, but what if he was 

just going for a walk? Aiden hesitated. No, too many weird things seemed to be happening. What if this 

was the guy that had drugged him last night? Dante pulled at the leash, straining forward and showing his 

teeth.  

“Sorry, we should get going. He doesn’t take to people very well.”  

“He seems very friendly. Smart dog, isn’t he?”  

Aiden took a step back and jerked Dante back. The dog really was getting bigger, but now wasn’t 

the time to think of that. He wiped a bead of sweat off his face. He didn’t want to turn and put his back to 

the man who easily outweighed him by a hundred pounds and had a couple of inches on him, but he 

couldn’t just back down the path.  



234 
 

Vale watched the teacher and noticed how stiff and frightened his body language became as he 

talked to Dmitri. Funny how he had that effect on almost everyone. The cliche was that Dmitri wouldn’t 

hurt a fly, but of course Dmitri would hurt a fly. He broke arms for a living. He’d do worse for extra. 

He had the cloth prepared in advance. Just some ether, an old fashioned way of doing things, but 

remarkably efficient for all of that. Sometimes you couldn’t improve on the classics.  

As Dmitri kept the teacher and his pissy little dog preoccupied, Vale walked right up behind him, 

and the teacher didn’t seem to notice until Vale clamped the cloth over his nose and mouth. 

The pretty boy attempted to elbow him, but it was soft and not well aimed, and when the dog 

turned and lunged at him, Vale kicked it, the point of his wingtip connecting with its ribs and sending it 

flying as the leash slipped out of Parker’s hand. The teacher slumped, dead weight, but he kept the cloth 

over his nose and mouth for thirty seconds longer, in case he was faking. Unlikely, but you could never be 

too careful.  

“Why do you want him?” Dmitri wondered, picking the teacher up and throwing him over his 

shoulder.  

“You don’t ask why,” Vale reminded him. Dmitri shut up. No, he wasn’t paid to ask questions. 

They walked through the woods to Vale’s hidden car, and Dmitri obediently dropped Parker in 

the trunk, like he was a sack of road salt. Vale took a moment to put a plastic zip tie on Parker’s wrists, so 

even if he regained consciousness before he got him set up it wouldn’t do him any good at all. 

Slamming the trunk shut had never felt so satisfying. Wait until Archer realized what he’d done. 
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Haven Falls #172 - Moving On and In  

Miles Sutherland and Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

________________________________________________ 
Gil had fretted about Miles, wondering if he had arrived home in one piece, although he had 

shoved that aside while he was in Lyle’s company. Miles wasn’t a child and Lyle deserved Gil’s 

undivided attention while they were together. The moment Lyle had gone home after lunch, Gil had taken 

to glancing at the phone every half hour wondering if he should call. Finally, he decided to go round to 

Miles’ house. He needed to see if the arrangement was still on, if Miles was still happy for him to move in.  

The evening was foggy and damp and fitted Gil’s mood. Flynn had been a complete arsehole last 

night and almost ruined their evening, then Miles had figured he was playing gooseberry and wouldn’t 

join them. He walked, hurrying against the bad weather. He could always get a cab home. He checked his 

watch, nearly seven. Maybe he could suggest they go for dinner somewhere. 

The sound of barking dragged Miles from a sweet dream. The image of a brown eyed man with a 

tight butt and smooth skin had featured prominently. He checked his watch. Seven o’clock. What the fuck? 

He’d collapsed on the bed for a quick nap in the afternoon and must have slept longer than he intended to. 

Luckily he didn’t have to be at work until early Sunday. He dragged on an old pair of sweatpants and 

stumbled to the door, tightening the drawstring as he went. What was up with Roofie? He was standing in 

front of the door, his tail wagging furiously from side to side. Miles lifted the edge of the blind and 

peeped outside. Shit. It was Gil. Hopefully it wasn’t an emergency at the hospital. Nope. His pager would 

have gone off if it was. 

Gil waited, wondering if Miles was out for the evening. The damp started to creep down the back 

of his neck. He shivered, hoping Miles would open up soon and invite him in. For July, the weather was 

awful. Barking reached his ears through the door. Roofie. Obviously not out walking the dog then. Gil 

was about to knock again when he saw the blind twitch. 

Miles opened the door and stared at his visitor. Gil was wearing a weather proof coat and had his 

shoulders hunched. A cold mist seemed to fold around him and creep inside. Miles used his leg to wedge 

Roofie against the door frame. “Come in before the dog gets out. He’s worse than Houdini.” 

Gil laughed and bent to ruffle the dog behind the ears. “Escape artist, hah?” He glanced at Miles. 

The man looked like he had only just got up. His hair was messy and he looked...Gil belatedly registered 

the fact that he was bare chested. “Never mind the dog, you’ll freeze if we stay here any longer and I 

thought British weather was bad.” 

“Yeah.” Miles rubbed his neck as he walked toward the kitchen. Was this a social call or what? 

“Do you want a beer?” 
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“Actually, coffee would be good.” Gil took off his coat and shivered. He hadn’t bothered to put a 

sweater on and regretted it, although the house was warm. He hung his wet coat on the back of the door. 

Miles shut the refrigerator door and straightened. After last night’s over indulgence, his ulcer 

would probably prefer milk. He sniggered. Cats drank milk. Not real men! He filled the jug and turned on 

the coffee maker. “Ah, let’s see if I’ve got this right. You’re a milk and sugar man, right?” He reached 

into the cupboard and dragged down all the necessary items. 

“Thanks, you remembered.” Gil smiled although he was pretty sure he’d heard Miles snigger just 

then. What the doctor found funny wasn’t immediately evident so he made no comment. “Sorry to drop 

on you like this, I came to check about our arrangement.” 

“Arrangement?” Miles nearly dropped the sugar bowl as he turned to stare at Gil? “Um, sorry, 

you’ve lost me there. What arrangement?” He placed the blue china bowl down and was pleased to see 

his fingers didn’t shake too much. 

“Me moving in? Here, with you? I wasn’t sure it would still be on...” 

Miles swallowed. He’d been half asleep when he’d opened the door. Now the events of the 

previous evening came rushing back. Images of the man in front of him kissing the prissy assistant 

mortician coming back in vivid clarity. “From what I saw last night I thought you’d be more interested in 

moving in with Liam, Lyle whatsisname.” 

“He’s a friend. Look, Miles, for what it’s worth, I’m not making attachments here. Not yet 

anyhow. Last night was fun, for both of us. That’s all.” Gil frowned. He wanted Miles to understand. 

“Do you kiss all your friends like that?” Miles put up his hands to apologize as soon as he said the 

words. It was no business of his who Gil kissed or didn’t kiss. Was it just the sight of two people kissing 

that had thrown him or the fact it was Gil? The jury was still out on that one. “Sorry, mate. Out of line. I 

know. I’m just having second thoughts about whether or not it’s a good idea. You might not like the way 

I bum around the house all day. I’m not exactly a neat freak.” 

“The words ‘Miles Sutherland’ and ‘bum around the house all day’ shouldn’t occupy the same 

sentence, seeing as how you spend most of your time at that damned hospital.” Gil observed with a grin. 

“I’m not exactly Mr Tidy either. I like to relax. Believe me, if I thought you were a neat freak I’d never 

have agreed in the first place.” Gil wondered what had prompted the crack about kissing. “and the answer 

to your earlier question...” he paused, put his head on one side, regarding Miles thoughtfully, “...I haven’t 

had many people in my life who I would call friends, but the ones I do have, yes, I do kiss 

them...probably not like that, but I’m only just finding the delights of being footloose and fancy free.” 

What’s the matter, he thought, not getting enough? 

The mug slopped slightly as he placed it in front of Gil. Damn. Miles grabbed a paper towel and 

wiped up the mess. Would he be able to stand living with this man? He was the complete opposite of him 
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in so many ways. The rumbles in his stomach grew louder. He opened the refrigerator again and stared 

blindly inside. Having someone around the house all the time. Could he stand that? That was the question. 

“I could probably whip up an omelet if you’re hungry.” He grabbed the carton of eggs. He hadn’t actually 

said yes or no, had he? 

“Tell you what.” Gil came up and threw an arm round Miles’ shoulders as he peered into the 

fridge. “How about you let me cook?” Gil peered into the fridge then turned to look into Miles’ eyes. 

Before Gil could say or do anything else, Miles shoved the carton of eggs into his hands. “No, 

you sit there, and I’ll cook.“ He growled. The kitchen was his domain. The sooner he sorted that one out 

the better. He reached in and grabbed bacon, mushrooms, capsicum, cheese and an onion. 

Gil was grinning, he couldn’t help it. Precious about the kitchen, hm? He could live with that. 

“Yes, sir,” he replied. “Omelets would be fine.” He retreated to a stool and sipped his coffee, watching 

Miles as he moved about. “Can I help?” 

Miles pushed against the bench, willing his cock to go down. That quick ‘Yes, sir’ had pushed all 

his buttons and the poor guy probably hadn’t even realized what he’d said. He dragged out a chopping 

board and sharp knife. “If I can trust you not to cut yourself, you can cut up the onion and the bacon. I 

like ‘em small.” He didn’t really, he liked them big, but he wasn’t going down that road with his thoughts 

was he? He pressed into the bench harder. Was he! 

“Am I going to find out you were a drill sergeant in another life?” Gil asked teasingly, taking the 

knife and stripping the onions. “How fine do you want these? There’s small and there’s small, and you 

want me to use another knife on the bacon?” 

“Yeah, and this board.” Miles handed Gil a Pyrex cutting board. At least he wasn’t a complete 

ignoramus about mixing animal and vegetable preparation. “That’s probably small enough.” He scooped 

the cut pieces into a small saucepan and started heating them on top of the gas flame. 

“So, do I get this every night? I mean, when I move in?” Gil was enjoying this. He liked Miles’ 

company, despite the gruffness. He was pretty sure Miles had no idea what was going through Gil’s mind 

and certain he had no clue what opening the door to him in his half-dressed state had done either. Gil 

sighed, a pity really. He was beginning to think that the main reason he wasn’t looking for permanency 

was that he wanted a chance with the doctor. He had no clue why, he wasn’t nearly as good-looking as 

some of the studs in this place, but Miles had plenty going for him. He was dedicated, he was sincere, 

what you saw was what you got with him. 

“Drill sergeant, eh? You like taking orders?” Miles suddenly panicked. This was getting out of 

hand. Hand? He groaned as a sudden image of where Gil could put his hand made Miles swallow before 

he added. “You can cut up the capsicum now and the mushrooms. I’ll beat the eggs.” Oh shit. The word 

‘beat’ offered up a few other images, too. 
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“Actually, I like giving orders...” Gil shrugged. “But mostly, I prefer equality.” He levelled the 

knife at Miles and smiled as he said “So does this mean I can’t cross the kitchen threshold then? Could 

make getting a drink of water a little difficult. Or should I sneak down after lights out?” 

At least the whirr of the egg beater gave Miles a chance to think about how he was going to 

respond to that one. He added the capsicum and mushrooms to the bacon and onion mix and placed the 

omelet pan on the back flame. A generous dollop of butter followed. Hang the cholesterol. “There’s a 

grater in the second drawer. Can you shred some cheese, please.” 

“Sure...Yes sir.” Gil winked at him. Pushing Miles’ buttons was proving easy. Trouble was, he 

didn’t want to push too much. He looked in the drawer Miles had indicated and found the grater. That had 

meant moving out from behind the relative safety of the countertop. 

Miles took a deep breath as Gil brushed against him on the way to get the grater. Shit, he should 

have just reached down and got the bloody thing for him. A bitter smell grabbed his attention back from 

Gil’s firm butt as he bent over to look in the drawer. Shit, the butter! He turned down the flame and 

poured in the beaten egg. “Don’t take all day, mate. I’ll need the cheese in a couple of minutes.” He 

turned away and hoped his heated face could be put down to the temperature of the stove and not his 

awareness of the man standing so close behind him. 

“Sorry, here you go...” Gil quickly grated some onto a plate. Christ, this is worse than Gordon 

Ramsay...He grinned again. At least Miles hadn’t sworn at him...yet. He passed the cheese over. “Does 

that meet your exacting standards, Chef?” 

Miles stared from the plate of shredded cheese into the laughing brown eyes of the man beside 

him. He felt so goddamn confused. Could he stand having Gil staying here twenty-four seven? Watch him 

bring boyfriends back? He took a deep breath, added the bacon mix into the slightly cooked egg mixture 

and accepted the plate. “Fuck off! I don’t swear as badly as Gordon Bloody Ramsay does.” He grinned 

back. “I could if it would make you feel more at home.” Shit. Was that saying he’d decided to let him stay. 

He still hadn’t actually said the words had he? Miles turned on the grill. The omelet was cooking nicely. 

After a couple of minutes he sprinkled on the cheese and placed the pan under the griller. “Red or white?” 

Miles grabbed a couple of wine glasses down and raised an eyebrow. 

“Omelet...white I think.” Gil smiled. “You know, this is really nice. I never expected to have 

dinner cooked for me, I was going to suggest we go somewhere.” 

“Actually, I like cooking. When Darren was sick, I ended up doing most of it. I had to try 

different things to keep him interested in food. The antivirals made him pretty nauseous at times. Anyway 

I’d have had to wear something decent if we went out.” Miles glanced down at his pants, suddenly acutely 

conscious of the way he was dressed. “Sorry, I’ll just go put on a shirt at least.” 
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“You don’t need to, don’t stand on ceremony with me...” Gil reassured, “besides, the food will 

get cold, and reheated omelet is terrible.” 

“So, are you an ABC man?” 

“ABC? You’ve lost me.” 

“Anything but Chardonnay. I’ve got a nice Aussie Pinot Gris if you are.” Miles checked the 

omelet, the cheese was bubbling nicely on top. 

“Last I knew I had no prejudice against anything in a bottle—wine, that is—Chardonnay or 

otherwise.” 

“Well, if you move in, you’ll soon be learning the difference between a good and a bad bottle of 

plonk.” Miles handed the bottle of Yabby Lake Pinot Gris to Gil and rescued the omelet from the griller. 

He placed the pan on a mat and rubbed his hands through his chest hair. There was no way he was going 

to start wearing shirts and good clothes around the house. If Gil couldn’t cope with him wearing just track 

pants, bad luck. He placed two dinner plates on the breakfast bar and grabbed some cutlery from the 

drawer. “You’ve just discovered one of my weak spots. Wine.” 

Only one? Gil thought, if only you knew... He wondered if it was going to be such a great idea to 

move in with Miles, seeing him every day in various states of undress. Somehow, he could not imagine 

bringing boyfriends home...boyfriends, that was a laugh. Maybe he should just confess all and be done, 

then leave. Well, Miles, you are one of mine, he thought, a shadow passing across his face. 

Splitting the large omelet in two, Miles levered a piece on to a plate and indicated the stool. “You, 

okay, mate? I won’t poison you, I promise.” Miles pulled up another stool and settled down. His 

companion had grown quiet. 

Gil forced a smile and accepted the plate. “Thanks, I know you won’t. I know what went into this, 

remember...unless you slipped something in while I wasn’t looking.” 

“Funny you should say that. I spent a few sleepless hours this morning with Aiden Parker. 

Someone slipped something funny into his drink last night. Did you notice anything at the nightclub after 

I left?” 

“Aiden? Truth to tell, there were so many people there, Lyle and I didn’t stay too long after we’d 

eaten. I didn’t notice anything but then, we were in the VIP area. Flynn caused us some trouble... even 

challenged me to meet him in the carpark afterwards for a fight. Accused Lyle and me of being in league 

with Vale, Lyle’s boss apparently, although what he has to do with anything I have no idea...but no, there 

was nothing noticeably fishy going on.” 

“Flynn wanted to fight with you?” Miles laughed. “He nearly ripped me a new one when he 

found out I’d undressed his boyfriend and put him to bed.” The memory of the expression on Flynn’s face 

brought a smile to his own as he swallowed the first mouthful. Hm, not too bad even if he said so himself. 
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“This is good.” Gil commented around a mouthful and then blushed, swallowed and apologised. 

“Sorry, talking with my mouth full, rude of me...So, you undressed Aiden and Flynn thought you were 

after his body?” He sniggered. Serve the little shit right. “Would have liked to have been a fly on the wall 

for that one. Flynn needs to reassess his abilities. I can defend myself but I’m no black belt. Lyle, 

however, is.” 

Miles nearly choked on the next mouthful of food. He’d managed to forget all about Gil’s 

boyfriend. Shit. He took a swig of the wine and didn’t really taste it on the way down. The soft clicking of 

paws on the kitchen tiles were a welcome distraction. “Shit. I forgot to feed, Roofie. It’s a wonder he 

hasn’t been bugging me.” 

“He’s a nice dog. Under the streetwise exterior lies a heart of gold. It’s good you took him in.” 

Bit like his master, really, under the scruffy exterior, there was something worth noticing. They did say 

owners grew to look like their dogs. Gil wondered if this was simply a case of like attracts like though. 

The packet of dog food was nearly empty. Miles pencilled it on the bottom of the list on the 

refrigerator. After adding the food to the dish near the back door he filled up the water container and went 

back to finish his meal. 

“I forgot my original mission.” Gil commented as Miles returned to his seat. “You see, you 

distracted me with food and wine.” 

Miles raised his glass and an eyebrow at the same time. “And that was?” 

“I was concerned about you last night, getting home. I tried to catch you but you’d gone. I bet 

Flynn didn’t tell you I was asking about you.” 

The stool scraped on the floor as Miles stood suddenly and took his empty plate over to the sink. 

“Look, Gil. Let’s get one thing straight if you’re going to move in here. I don’t want a nursemaid. I don’t 

need a nursemaid. I’ve been on this earth a lot longer than you. I’ve probably been drunk more times than 

is good for me, but I’m still perfectly capable of looking after myself. If you’re moving in out of pity. 

Forget it.” His hand shook as he rinsed the plate under the hot water. He’d been getting these vibes from 

Gil ever since they met. Fuck. 

“I’m not moving in out of pity. I’m moving in because you offered and my place is shit and I 

can’t afford anything bigger.” Gil said carefully. “What’s the matter, can’t I express concern for you as a 

friend? Miles, the last thing you need is a nursemaid, you need a kick up the butt sometimes, but you do 

not need a nursemaid.” 

“Well, as long as you remember that.” Miles walked up to Gil and shoved his finger in his chest. 

“There’s friends and then there’s interfering busybodies. One nag too many and you’re out.”  

Gil sighed and looked down at the finger pressed against his chest. He shivered and felt an 

unwelcome stirring further south. He looked straight into Miles eyes and willed himself to relax. “I won’t 
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nag you, but...” He felt a cold nose on his hand and looked down. Roofie was staring up at him with a 

soulful expression. Bloody dog, just when he was about to...he took a deep breath. Maybe now isn’t the 

time, he thought. “So does this mean I can move in then? How about I fetch my stuff round tomorrow?” 

Miles watched Roofie nudge Gil in the crotch. Lucky bastard. I’d probably get my nose bitten off 

if I tried that. “Okay.” 

Gil jumped as the nose nudged him. Damn, why did he have to do that? Just hang the bloody flag 

out that I’m in a state, why don’t you? Thoughts of Miles doing that invaded his brain and made it 

difficult to think. He moved, trying to push the dog away without appearing obvious. Wait a minute, what 

had Miles just said? Okay? He’s agreed? Gil looked at the doctor and tried to focus. “Okay? You mean, 

it’s alright then. I can?” 

“Yep.” Miles walked over to the back door and lifted a set of keys off the hook. “I’m on duty 

tomorrow, so just let yourself in.” He hung onto the keyring for a second before releasing them and 

swallowed. “I’ll show you where everything is before you go, hey?”  
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Haven Falls #176: Going Underground  

Aiden Parker, Flynn Archer and Henry Vale 

_____________________________________________ 
Flynn knew he shouldn’t have stopped off and gotten a coffee, but hey, a little suspense in a 

relationship was a good thing, right? Not that he was any expert on relationship. Hell, all he knew was 

how to fuck them up royally in no time flat. Not really useful if he liked a guy. 

And this was starting to bother him. He did like Aiden, more than he thought he would. He 

wasn’t ready to use the L word, but ... fuck, he so didn’t need this right now. So why couldn’t he break it 

off? It was the smart thing to do, safer for Aiden. But since when did he ever do the smart thing? Smart 

wasn’t his forte.  

He walked down the road towards Aiden’s house, sniffing the tulips he bought Aiden, when he 

first realized something was wrong.  

Dante limped towards him, the end of his leash dragging along the ground behind him. Aiden was 

no where in sight, and the dog’s pristine white coat was coated with a layer of dirt. As soon as Dante saw 

Flynn, he whined and sat on the sidewalk, wagging his tail weakly.  

“What the hell are you doing out here?” Flynn asked. As if the dog could talk! But why was he 

dragging his leash? Aiden would never let that happen. 

He ran to the house, unlocking the door and bolting inside. “Aiden!” No response. It looked like 

nothing had changed at all since he’d left. He ran upstairs, making a quick tour, before running back 

downstairs again. Nothing. Aiden wasn’t here. 

Something terrible had happened. He knew it. 

A last ditch effort, he called Aiden’s cell. It seemed to ring forever before getting shunted to 

voice mail.  

As he stood there in the empty house, he started to turn very cold. It seemed to start in his gut and 

leech outward, bleeding into him like an open wound. He knew who was responsible for this, didn’t he?  

He decided to attempt to trace Aiden’s jogging route, even though he knew it would do little good. 

Then he was going to have to show Vale that, while he may be a loser, you didn’t live on the streets that 

long without picking up a few nasty tricks. 

**** 
Aiden woke - yet again - with a splitting headache. He was really getting tired of this and 

wondered what he had done this time. There was a moment of confusion before he remembered he had 

been out jogging with Dante in the woods, and they had come across some large man. They had talked 

somewhat, but past that, he couldn’t remember.  
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With his eyes still closed, he tried to make out where he was, but couldn’t even begin to guess. 

Gone were the sounds of the forest, and he couldn’t hear Dante shuffling about near him. The ground was 

much to even, too.  

“Hello?” Aiden coughed out, his voice hoarse. How long had he been out? He pried his eyes open 

and glanced around the room, wishing he hadn’t done so. The room wasn’t too large, and he lay in one of 

the corners. A metal table sat in the center of the room with pipes and other metal pieces hanging from it. 

Something else, a freezer maybe, sat on the other side of the room next to a wall of sinks. A single, dim 

light had been left on, but there were more on the ceiling. Aiden tried to move his hand and push himself 

up, but found it locked behind his back.  

Where the hell was he?  

“Oh good, Mr. Parker, you’re awake,” Vale said, walking up to him. “Are you comfortable?” 

“You...” Aiden managed to turn onto his side enough to look up into the face of the man who had 

been to his house before looking for Flynn. Vale. “What the hell is going on?”  

Vale gave him a cold, sharp smile. “You haven’t figured it out yet, huh? I thought you were a 

teacher. I guess that explains why there aren’t any MENSA candidates here in Haven Falls.” 

Aiden glared at him and pushed his back against the wall, managing to finally get into a sitting 

position. “What do you want with me?”  

“I do admit to being curious what your little boy toy has told you about himself. Has he told you 

about his father?” 

“I know that you had something to do with his father’s death, and that the hand they found was 

his. He told me that.”  

Vale pulled a scalpel out of his pocket, wondering if it would help jog the pretty boy’s memory. 

“That’s what he told me, that’s it.” Aiden pushed back against the wall, shying away from the 

sharp metal.  

“Oh really? Did he tell you who his father was? Has he even bothered to tell you who he really 

is?” 

“His name is Flynn Archer and he may have done some things in his past, but I don’t give a shit 

about that.” 

Vale found it hard not to chuckle, which was weird, as he really couldn’t remember the last time 

he laughed. “You would if you knew, boy. His name is actually Erroll Ashton, and he’s made a life of 

being a petty, cheap shit criminal. Do you know he took part in a robbery that ended in murder? He ran 

away from it like a pussy, which must run in his family. His father was a pussy as well. Who knew there 

was a coward gene?” 
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Flynn Archer. Erroll Ashton. Erroll Flynn. Robin Hood. Archer... Aiden stare at the floor as this 

sank in. It took him a few moments to answer Vale, but it didn’t matter. “I don’t care what Flynn’s name 

was before. He told me it’s Flynn, and that’s who I know. I’d believe him over you any day. Murder? It 

wouldn’t have been his fault. But you should look at yourself if you’re going to say shit like that. Why 

did you kill Flynn’s father? Did you kill his step-mother, too?” 

“I killed them all. I’ve killed more. You wouldn’t be the first or last.” This little boy was getting 

uppity with him, and Vale really didn’t like that, or him. Casually, almost as an afterthought, he lashed 

out with the scalpel, and left a thin crimson trail across his left cheek which soon started weeping a lot of 

blood. He hadn’t cut an artery, but a few centimeters over and he would have. Was Parker smart enough 

to know that? “Now tell me everything he’s told you, or they’ll be finding pieces of your face all over the 

Falls.” 

Aiden jerked back as pain spread across his cheek. He felt a drop of heat slide down. He’d 

actually cut him! Aiden stared up at him in horror. “That’s what he told me! I don’t know what the hell 

else you want me to say.”  

Was he telling the truth? Probably. He seemed both genuinely scared and genuinely, deeply naive. 

Maybe Archer wasn’t as stupid as he looked. He found himself a piece of ass who really didn’t care what 

an amoral piece of shit he was. “Did he show the file?” 

“What file? Flynn hasn’t shown me anything. I’ve never even seen where he lives.” 

That statement briefly puzzled Vale. He thought he meant a physical file? Holy shit, he did. No, 

Flynn hadn’t trust this boy at all. He hadn’t shown him anything. “A pity, but it probably just saved your 

life. For the moment. You should thank Flynn for never trusting you if you ever see him again.” Vale 

turned away, and exchanged the scalpel for his cell phone. Aiden’s cell phone, which he had taken for his 

own use. When Flynn saw he was using it, he expected him to fly off the handle, per usual, and do his 

usual stupid thing. Maybe he could share the furnace with the corpse of his boyfriend. How romantic 

would that be?  

But Flynn didn’t answer his phone. Vale got shunted straight to voice mail. What, he wasn’t 

picking up his boyfriend’s calls now? “Mr. Archer, I have something you want,” he said. “You have 

something I want. We can either make an exchange, or you can start searching for your boyfriend’s 

dismembered body parts in the park. Your choice.” He then hung up, having said everything he intended 

to say.  

Curious though, wasn’t it? Why hadn’t Flynn answered? Didn’t he know he was missing yet? 

Stupid. He had to give the idiot an hour, because he was probably doing whatever he did. He 

didn’t really know Flynn well enough to say. All he knew from Martin Ashton was the boy had never 

been anything but a disappointment. 



245 
 

Wouldn’t it be a shame if he disappointed Mr. Parker when he needed him the most? 

The thought of Flynn not trusting him stung, but if it was to keep him away from something like 

Vale, he understood. But still, when - he wasn’t going to think of this as an if - he got out of this situation, 

he and Flynn were going to have a talk. Aiden watched Vale as he made the call, curious himself as to 

why Flynn hadn’t answered, but that was okay. Flynn was busy. And Dante... he hoped he managed to 

make it home okay. Maybe someone would see him...  

“You’re not going to get away with this, you know. If I don’t show up for work on Monday and 

don’t answer my phone at home, they’ll look for me.”  

Vale turned back and smiled at the teacher. Naive to the bone. “Yes, they will. And when these 

things happen, who do the police look at first? The boyfriend. It won’t take much digging to find out 

Flynn is in the system. Then he’ll be suspect number one ... especially when you turn up dead. You 

should have had better taste in men, Mr. Parker.” 

“Most people don’t know we’re dating,” Aiden shot back. “I keep my private life just that. 

Private.”  

“Good for you. And he hasn’t told anyone about you two? And he hasn’t been over at your place, 

leaving his fingerprints everywhere? Good show. Way to be proactive.” 

Flynn’s fingerprints would be all over his place... but that didn’t mean anything. Did it? Aiden’s 

face darkened as he willed Vale closer to him. He tugged at whatever held his hands behind his back. 

“Bastard.”  

“So your boyfriend has claimed, and who am I to deny that? After all, it takes one to know one, 

doesn’t it?” Vale studied the glowering teacher, wondering if he should feel bad for him. For whatever 

reason, he’d been suckered by Archer, like almost everyone else. A pretty face could hide a multitude of 

sins. “If it’s any consolation at all, you won’t be my guest for too long. Flynn isn’t known for thinking 

things through. He should walk into my parlor sooner rather than later. If you’re a good boy, maybe I’ll 

let you see him before I take care of business.” 

Aiden glanced at the distance between them and figured it was close enough. Throwing one leg 

out, he slide down the wall and kicked a foot towards Vale, trying to catch him in the ankle with enough 

force to do some sort of damage. The longer he sat on the cold floor, the more upset he became. Not at 

Flynn, but at himself for getting stuck in the situation.  

Vale raised an eyebrow at Parker’s clumsy, inept try at harming him. He hadn’t fought before, 

had he? Not even in a gym setting. Pathetic. At least Flynn had fought, although calling those stupid street 

brawls “fights” was insulting to the name of fighting. It used to be a gentleman’s art before it got 

tarnished by so many wannabes and testosterone poisoned idiots. “You don’t want to play this game with 

me, Parker. You will lose.” To prove his point, he leveled a kick at Parker’s pretty, bloody face, and 
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connected solidly with the side of his head. He slumped down in an unconscious heap, no longer trying 

any half-assed bullshit. Seriously, he was a busy man, he didn’t have time for games. 

As he was leaving, Vale turned to the unconscious Parker, and said, “See what a nice guy I am? I 

could have broken your nose, but I didn’t. Perhaps you’ll thank me later.” 

What a pipe dream. No one ever thanked him for all the good work he did.  
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Haven Falls #179 - Stan’s Diary  

Miles Sutherland - with mentions of Lyle Tate and Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

________________________________________________________________ 
The jangle of the alarm woke Miles from a deep sleep. For a while he just lay there, going 

through the day’s timetable in his head. He had an early morning shift so he better get moving. Before he 

went though he had to get in some food. He’d noticed yesterday that the packet of Roofie’s dog biscuits 

was nearly empty, plus he’d used all the eggs in making the omelet he’d shared with Gil. 

Miles swung his legs off the bed and stretched, hearing a few muscles in his back and neck crack 

in the process. It wasn’t a physio he needed to see but a shrink. What on earth had possessed him to agree 

to Gil’s moving in? Twenty four hours before he would have been happy to never see him again, but for 

some reason when Gil was around, Miles seemed to lose what little control he had of the situation. He 

didn’t like that feeling, not one bit. 

There was no way the guy could be interested in him, not with the good looking, Lyle obviously 

panting to get in his pants. What was done was done though, so he better get some food in before he left 

for work, both for Roofie’s sake and his new housemate. 

The store was nearly empty when he arrived. Roofie was safely tethered to a pole outside. He 

wouldn’t be able to buy too much: dog food, eggs, a few fresh items and a couple of frozen dinners for 

emergencies as he’d have to carry everything. If Gil wanted more he could come back later. 

As soon as he arrived home, he opened the freezer door to place the frozen dinners inside. The 

first thing he saw was the empty dinner packer that contained the diary Flynn had given him. Shit, he’d 

forgotten all about that. Miles stacked the new purchases in the freezer and sat down on a kitchen stool. 

What was in here that was so important that it needed to be hidden away? So important that Stan’s house 

was ransacked looking for it. So important that Stan had possibly been killed. 

Most of the almost illegible script was Latin. That much he’d already determined. Numbers. 

Miles grabbed a pad from beside the phone and started to write the entries down in a table. 

Stan had used the whole word “verus pondus” beside the first one then just the initials vp with the 

latter ones. That one was easy, pondis, ponderis meaning weight and verus, vera, verum meaning true or 

real. So that meant true, real or actual weight. The other term he’d used was “specto pondus”. Specto had 

two meanings, to expect or to watch. Which applied in this case? 

The numbers in this column of the table were all three or four pounds lighter. 

A cold nose nudged his knee. Miles glanced at his watch. Shit, he had to be at work in a few 

minutes and Roofie still needed to be fed. He picked up the new container of dog food and snorted. As 

usual the dry pellets had settled so the container was only half full. You could easily double the amount in 



248 
 

there and nobody would notice unless you weighed it. As he tipped the food into Roofie’s dish, Miles 

brain whirled around. Maybe that’s what the numbers represented. 

Stan worked in the funeral parlor, maybe the cremation urns held more ash than they should. Shit, 

he didn’t have time now. Who could he ask? Certainly not Vale. 

The only other person was Lyle. Miles swallowed as he pulled up the zipper and fastened the last 

button on his work pants. He didn’t need to breathe in any more but he still wasn’t as trim and good 

looking as the prissy assistant mortician. Could he overcome his intense dislike and ask him what these 

numbers might mean? 

There were a couple of other strips of numbers and letters. Codes? Passwords? And that one 

looked like Bratva. 

He scribbled a reminder to himself on the pad. Cremation urns? Weight? Difference? Ask Lyle? 

and left.  
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Haven Falls #180 Green Around the Gills  

Lyle Ashley Tate and Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie 

(with mention of Miles Sutherland) 

_______________________________________ 
Lyle ended the call with an expression of astonishment still on his face. Gil wanted to meet for 

lunch. There was a turn up for the books! 

He’d actually just been thinking about the man’s pretty brown eyes. Had Gil’s ears been burning? 

Those eyes were haunting his daydreams at the moment, along with other parts of the same man. He’d 

been trying not to get used to those images because he had no real hope of acting on his lust for Gil again 

any time soon. They’d had their one night stand. 

Could they be ‘just friends’? Gil wanted that, but did he? Lyle contemplated it as he showered. 

Making friends was a double-edged sword, in his experience. Thanks to the fact that he was in witness 

protection, he’d had to walk away from friends too many times now. Family was gone too, lost forever. 

Was all that a good enough reason to avoid making new friends -- that he might not get to keep them, or 

that he wished they were more than friends?  

Richard came to mind again. Lyle wasn’t haunted any more by his husband, but the memories 

were there, strong enough to make him lonesome and wistful. No photographs existed of him and Richard 

together, just the pictures in his head, pictures where he was wearing heels and skirts and make-up. Those 

images were feeling less and less a part of his world now, though, as his body chemistry realigned itself to 

his new life as a man. What would probably never go away, though, was the memory of Richard’s murder. 

It was the only scene as vivid in his head as that of their wedding day. Oddly, it jangled on his nerves less 

now than the recollection of wearing the iconic white crinoline princess costume that little girls were 

meant to crave all their young lives.  

Lyle wanted to add new images to the collection in his head; pictures like the one of him and Gil 

attending the opening of the Renegade Steele, of their lingering public kiss. He even quite liked the 

memories of arguing with Flynn, flexing his muscles and growling at the pup, and feeling territorial about 

Gil when Miles had distracted his attention.  

Yeah, it was worth risking losing friends in order to enjoy the present moment with them. With 

luck he could make a go of this latest identity, stay in Haven Falls and have the life he wanted. To make 

the most of that he needed to get over his past and create his future instead, and friendships were the place 

to start, even when really he wanted more from the person concerned. Everybody has friends they wish 

were lovers, after all, he thought as he was dressing. At least he’d been there with Gil the once. 

***** 
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The restaurant was fairly busy, but not packed out. The restaurant’s advertised lunches sounded 

good and he was hungry. Lyle peered through the window looking for Gil. He didn’t want to sit alone at a 

table waiting, that would just look so sad-loser. 

A hand slid under his elbow and suddenly Gil was beside him, smiling. “Sorry, misjudged how 

long it would take me to get here. You okay? You haven’t been waiting long have you?” 

Lyle turned to face Gil, his own smile matching Gil’s for magnitude. “No, I just got here a few 

minutes ago. Place looks nice. We going Dutch?” 

“My shout. I invited you. Besides, I need to talk to you...”  

Is that a good thing or a bad one? Lyle wondered to himself. 

Lyle wouldn’t admit it, but he was quite glad Gil had offered to pay. He hadn’t had his first 

paycheck from Vale yet and his banking was still being sorted out following his latest change of identity. 

The cash Agent Tyler had advanced him was not going to last too much longer. 

Gil opened the door and paused for a fraction of a second before politeness won out and he held 

the door for Lyle. He was rusty over the whole ‘dating’ thing, and had little idea about the finer points; 

small things like whether or not your partner would be offended if you held open the door for him 

escaped him. Gil breathed a mental sigh of relief when Lyle didn’t seem to mind. He stepped past Gil, 

brushing a little closer than was necessary as he did so, and on into the welcoming interior. Gil smiled 

ruefully and followed him. 

They secured a table in a fairly good spot and decided their choices from the menu. Lyle took the 

opportunity of checking out the other diners. There were a couple of families seated to the rear of the 

room, but the prime spots seemed to have been given to them and three other couples. He suspected that 

in the week the place did a good trade in business lunches and those business people came back at the 

weekend with their partners, confident of a decent meal. 

“Thanks for inviting me, I didn’t think I’d hear from you again, at least for a while.” Lyle said, 

reaching across to touch Gil’s fingers briefly. The man’s hands fascinated him, they were strong, large, 

but he had discovered they were also capable of expressing great tenderness. 

“I want to talk about something...” Gil blurted out, before the first course was even in sight. 

Might as well get it over with, he thought. Although he really wasn’t sure if now was the time or the place.  

“You said. I’m all ears...” 

Gil paused, but his witty retort died unformed. He gazed at Lyle but the man was looking out over 

the other diners and so didn’t see his expression. “Look, I’ve been honest with you, haven’t I?” Gil began, 

suddenly uncertain of his ground. “About you and me, I mean?” 

“Yes. Look, I heard fine when you said it was a one night thing. I really didn’t expect you to 

follow up in any way, so it’s nice to be having lunch with you. I’m happy to be friends with you, Gil.” 
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“That’s what I...” Gil stalled. “Look, I’m moving house, did I tell you? Miles has offered to let 

me share his place. Its too big for him and mine’s too small for me and judging by how precious he is 

about his kitchen, I might find I get home-cooked dinners every night.” Gil chuckled.  

‘Just good friends’ had sounded fine at the beginning. It was what Gil wanted, he’d made no 

bones about that. Gil worked with Miles, they had stuff in common, and obviously the paramedic cared 

about his colleague. The other night, Gil had come back to be with him even though Miles had drawn his 

attention for a while. So why, Lyle wondered, was he suffering from pangs of jealousy now? 

“I wondered how you might feel about helping me move in...?” Gil fixed what he hoped was an 

innocent smile on his face and waited. 

“Sure.” 

Well, that was easy, Gil thought. Almost too easy actually. Where’s the catch? He eyed Lyle but 

the man seemed genuine. “You sure? Thanks. Actually, though, should have said this earlier. I was 

planning to move in this afternoon, while Miles is at work. He’s given me a key. I spent last night packing 

my clothes up, I don’t have much more.”  

“Yeah, if you want. I don’t have much to do today.” 

“I was hoping we could use your car? I need to drive the bike over and I can’t balance my cases 

on the back of it.”  

“I figured. It’ll be fine.” Lyle wished the waiter would turn up to take their orders. He’d not have 

to pretend delight at Gil’s news then. “Do you want to get on with it as soon as we’ve eaten? I don’t think 

the weather is going to improve much, so we’ll just have to deal with it.” 

“Okay...work lunch off, eh?” Gil smiled, a brief image of Lyle working out ran through Gil’s 

mind. For someone who thought he knew what he wanted, namely Miles Sutherland, images of the man 

sitting opposite were becoming a surprisingly regular occurrence. Their food arrived and both men tucked 

in, making small talk for a while—appreciative comments about the food, remarking on the ambiance of 

the place, inconsequential things that demanded nothing of either of them. 

“You sure moving in with Miles is a good idea?” Damn, Lyle thought, didn’t mean to say that. 

He had no real reason to be concerned with Gil’s choice of flat-mate. The man was old enough to know 

his own mind, and if he thought living with Miles would make him happier then he, Lyle, had no earthly 

right or reason to gainsay it. 

Gil glanced up, surprised. That had come out of left field. They might be friends—well, fledgling 

friends at any rate—but he hadn’t thought Lyle might pass an opinion on this. For a moment, he didn’t 

know how to reply, just sat there chewing a mouthful of pasta salad and using the distraction to order his 

thoughts. Why would Lyle think that? Gil swallowed, then followed it down with a gulp of soda before 

asking “What makes you concerned?” 
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Lyle used Gil’s pause to work up his reasons for what he’d said. “Well, I guess if it were me I’d 

question the sense of living with a colleague. You see each other all day and then have to stay civil when 

you get home, too? Not ideal, in my mind anyway. Plus, Miles seems a bit... scratchy, from what I’ve 

seen of him anyway. He was very nice to me, though, when I had to pick up that kid from the morgue the 

other day.” 

Gil smiled. Thoughts of the irascible medic had invaded his mind again. Underneath the scratchy 

exterior he used as a shield, Miles was a good doctor. Compassion and kindness were there, plus 

something else that Gil couldn’t define. All of a sudden he didn’t feel he was being fair to Lyle. After all, 

he might be pining for something—or someone—he couldn’t have. Was Lyle right? Had moving in with 

Miles been a hastily arrived at decision, a mistake, made in an effort to get closer to the man? Was he 

lying to himself and subconsciously seeking to place himself in Miles’ way? He lost the smile, suddenly 

uncertain of his own motives. “I can see your point,” Gil admitted and stared at his food, anything not to 

have to meet Lyle’s eyes. “In point of fact, though, I don’t work closely with him. I’m out on the 

ambulance every day, he’s based at the hospital. So our paths cross—,” Wasn’t that the understatement of 

the century, Gil thought, remembering the incident with Jason, “—but we’re not in each other’s back 

pockets all day.” Much as I’d like to be, he added to himself. 

“Well, I suppose if he has a decent place and you’ll have more room and feel more comfortable 

it’s a good choice.” Lyle realised quite suddenly that he had a soft spot for Gil’s tiny flat, because of what 

they’d shared there after their night out at the Steele. He wasn’t going to be able to re-visit the scene of 

his deflowering and reminisce about it to himself. If he were to call on Gil once he moved he’d have 

Miles to contend with too, and he wasn’t prepared to share his secret with Doctor Miles Sutherland any 

time soon. Who was he kidding though? Clearly Gil had him relegated to the position of ‘useful 

acquaintance’ already. He didn’t need to worry about his situation being discovered through an 

unfortunate encounter in the lounge with Miles, or anywhere else. Being invited round to watch the rugby 

was probably the most he could hope for, and he wasn’t all that keen on spectator sports. 

Gil came to a decision. “Look, Lyle...I know we...I...said what I said about not wanting a 

relationship...” 

“Gil, it’s fine, really.” Lyle shifted in his seat. He wasn’t happy and he knew his body language 

was giving that away, but he really didn’t want to make a fool of himself right now; time enough for that 

later. Gil had been sweet and affectionate but it was what it was, nothing more. No amount of wishful 

thinking was going to change that, and he knew it. 

On impulse, Gil grabbed Lyle’s hand across the table. He rubbed his thumb across the knuckles. 

“Lyle...” he closed his eyes and tried very hard to make his brain work. “I can’t promise anything...” 
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Gil’s touch was very distracting. What the hell was he playing at, though? How many times did 

the man need to hear his ‘no going steady’ policy had been understood?  

“...but could we...I mean, if you’d like to, maybe...” Gil sighed. He was making no sense. “I was 

thinking, we might...you and me...just see how it goes? No strings...just...just take it one day at a time? 

Play it by ear...” He almost cringed at how muddled he sounded. But he liked Lyle and he was damned if 

he was going to pass up the chance if Miles wasn’t interested in him. Had he made mistake number...fuck, 

who was counting?  

Lyle blinked. Gil had him confused now. “You’d like to...?” He wasn’t sure what he was asking 

about. Gil mumbled something and stared at his empty plate. Something didn’t feel right; Gil could have 

straight-out asked to date, but he hadn’t. So what was it he wanted? “Sorry, I’m a bit taken aback after 

what you said the other night. Why the change of tune? What are you asking for?” 

The sigh was heartfelt and heavy. Gil met Lyle’s gaze briefly and then focused somewhere over 

his left shoulder. “I don’t know, that’s the problem.” Gil’s growl was so low and intense that he startled 

himself with his own vehemence. “I just know that I like you and, after the other night, just a one night 

stand seems wrong somehow. Only—,” he shook his head with exasperation, “—I don’t know if I can 

give you what you need. Things for me feel too uncertain. Lyle, did I tell you about...about Simon?”  

“I don’t recall the name being mentioned. I was pretty stressed the other night at first though...” 

Lyle’s voice and volume dropped to an intimate purr, ”Then later I was pretty distracted by this sexy 

brunette who fucked me through the mattress.” 

Gil laughed, he couldn’t help it. “You must have been dreaming.” He grinned and then the facade 

dropped. “Lyle, I’d like us to...well, to get together again. It’s just me. Simon was the guy I was with for 

six years. I met him through friends at college. I was only just out, well, to the outside world anyway. I’d 

known I was gay since I turned 15. I told mum, she just shrugged and said to give it a year then come 

back and tell her again. She was fine with it, so was dad, but they both advised caution.” He smiled, 

remembering his relief that his mum hadn’t turned a hair. “I had a fling with a mate in our first year, then 

we both got embarrassed and didn’t speak to each other for months. Simon was my first real date. My 

flatmates were a gay couple, Archie and Nev. They were nice lads, Simon was their friend. He was older, 

more experienced—you know the score. He was kind, gentle, generous, made it clear he was interested. 

Next thing I know, I’m having the most wonderful sex with the most gorgeous guy...” he stopped, 

blushed and glanced away again. “We were together for six years." Gil paused, staring into his glass. 

"I felt so secure with him, I was thinking we would be together forever. I was really thinking I 

might pop the question, you know?” It hurt to remember that, the overwhelming joy that the idea had 

given him. It was funny what you recalled and what you didn’t. Good times went unremembered while 

bad times you couldn’t forget. “Out of the blue, I get a call. Some woman, asking for Simon. She 
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wouldn’t give her name. When I told Simon, he brushed it off, said it was a woman from work hitting on 

him. I bought the lie.” Gil grimaced, he had been so damned gullible. Then again, he had been in love. 

“Turned out Simon was cheating on me. He had been since we got together. Six whole fucking years and 

there was me, the innocent abroad, no bloody idea that he was anything other than away on business, he 

was so damned careful. He swore he’d never had unprotected sex but I didn’t trust him. I got myself 

checked out but the wait...god, the wait was interminable. I swore if he’d infected me—with anything, 

didn’t matter what—I’d find him and kill him.” Gil paused to take a long pull at his drink. “Sorry, I’m 

boring you with my love life...” 

“No, it’s okay, really. Get it off your chest.” Lyle offered, reluctant for Gil to stop talking, even 

though doing so in a public eatery might not be the ideal situation. He was finding out about Gil’s past, 

about what made Carter Gillespie tick, and that couldn’t be a bad thing. “So what happened?” 

Gil glanced around, making sure nobody looked like they were listening. This was Sunday 

lunchtime and most people were happily prattling to their own circle of fellow diners. He lowered his 

voice anyway. “My mates happened. Archie telephoned me, said they had something they wanted to talk 

to me about.” That evening was indelibly etched in Gil’s memory. “Archie and Nev, they invited me 

round, handed me a brandy and sat me down. Then they proceeded to show me the photos. Seemed he 

was living a double life. He had a Facebook site under the name of Greg Middleton. There were photos of 

him with other men—and women—dancing, kissing, making out... I couldn’t believe it. Wouldn’t at first. 

I was in denial I think. Besides, I loved him, and love does strange things to you.”  

There had been links to other blogs, thankfully non involving Gil. That would have been too 

much. But Archie and Nev had made a compelling argument. “Turned out a mate of Archie’s had called 

and they were looking over old photos when he spotted Simon. This mate had said ‘Oh, there’s Greg.’ 

When Archie tried to correct him, he told him he was wrong and said he could prove it. He showed him 

the Facebook site. Archie’s mate knew the woman he was seeing. Archie took it into his head to call 

round and found that Simon was there. Apparently he gave them both what for and told Simon in no 

uncertain terms what he could do with his friendship. When I confronted Simon he admitted he’d been 

seeing her for more than a year, and a few others besides. Simon had a string of partners. And Archie’s 

friend said he was dealing drugs on the side! Cocaine, pot, E, you name it. The whole thing was a 

complete mess. I did the girly thing and left him, ran home to mum.” 

“Your Mum talks to you still then?” Lyle asked. He hadn’t had contact with any of his family, or 

his in-laws, since shortly after Richard’s death, and wouldn’t in the future either. “Your Dad too?” 

“Thankfully yes. It was humiliating though, especially since they’d warned me off him to begin 

with. Bless them, they didn’t even say I told you so. But love is blind...” he shrugged defensively, 

“...which is why I’m in no hurry to make the same mistake. Does that make sense?”  



255 
 

Lyle had a steel ingot in his stomach all of a sudden. Good though it was, his steak had suddenly 

completely lost it’s allure. He pushed his plate away from him and wiped his mouth with his serviette. 

"Yes, it makes sense.”  

It made perfect sense, unfortunately. He’d just been about to answer Gil’s request to be fuck 

buddies in the affirmative. The hormones he was on made him almost permanently horny and some ‘no 

strings’ sex would have been terrific, even if really he was looking for love too, but Gil had just made it 

an impossibility.  

“Sorry, this wasn’t the time or the place, I got carried away...” Gil tried to smile and it failed to 

reach his eyes. “I was just trying to explain why I couldn’t...why I don’t want to commit to anything 

permanent yet... Hell, that came out wrong too! That makes me sound like an arrogant shit, expecting 

you’d want to...” He raised his gaze to Lyle’s again. “I’ve got about as much idea of this...I’m sorry. If we 

can’t be anything but friends, then I’d like to be that. If you never want to see me again....” He muttered 

something under his breath, too low for Lyle to hear. “...couldn’t blame you. I really shouldn’t have 

opened my big mouth, this was supposed to be a lunch date, not a counselling session!”  

“I’m sorry your last boyfriend was a shit.” Lyle’s voice sounded flat. “Excuse me, I need the loo” 

He got up, resisting the urge to race to the toilet in favour of a ‘nothing to see here’ stroll. He was 

breathing hard and hoped Gil didn’t notice. He was pretty sure he was green too. Bugger, Gil would be all 

over him, expressing concern and plying him with medications if he noticed. 

Gil watched him go. Damn it, but he’d put his foot well and truly in it. He’d wanted to at least 

explain. Maybe Miles was right, he did not know when to walk away from something. Maybe Asher was 

right too, he did talk too bloody much. Maybe he should pay for the lunch and leave, now, before Lyle got 

back...then the man would really hate me, the wise part of his mind said. No, wait it out. He couldn’t help 

glancing round him at the other folks enjoying their lunch. They had friends, family, concerns and 

interests all their own. Nobody gave a shit about him. Why should they? Why should anyone? Simon 

hadn’t, that was for sure... 

Lyle’s fist hurt like hell, having just dented the plastered wall of the restaurant bathroom. The 

colour of the language that accompanied his disappointment-fuelled outburst was not suitable for a 

Sunday afternoon. Gil had offered him pretty much what he needed, but now he couldn’t accept the gift. 

How could he start anything up with the man when that would inevitably mean lying to him about his past 

and his future and everything in between? He simply couldn’t lie to Gil now he knew what his last 

boyfriend had done to him, it would be another betrayal, and Gil didn’t deserve that. He slumped to the 

floor, folding himself up and trying to regain enough control to think his way out of his predicament 

without really upsetting Gil. 
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Gil began to wonder at the time Lyle was taking, he glanced at the door that lead to the corridor 

where the rest rooms were situated. One or two of the staff were glancing that way, muttering and looking 

to the manager who had seemingly been summoned from his office. Gil wasn’t sure what was wrong. He 

decided to go find Lyle and check he was okay. Besides, he could do with using the facilities before they 

left. He paused for a fraction of a second. Maybe Lyle wasn’t going to be helping him after all. 

“Sir? Are you alright?” The waiter looked concerned, but a bit nervous too. Lyle glanced at him 

from his seated position against the wall. It dawned on him then that he would have to pay for the damage 

he’d caused. Great, no money and now even less. Could he ask Gil to sub him? Yeah that would 

work...Sorry, but I can’t see you again, and can you pay for the damage I just did here because of that? 

What a lovely end to their second and final date. 

Gil came up behind the man he supposed was the Manager; he wore an assertive manner along 

with his suit and was currently sporting a frown as well. As Gil watched, a young and rather nervous-

looking waiter returned from the washroom. Yeah, that’s about right, Gil thought, send your staff to check 

on something instead of going yourself. He put on his best professional manner and stepped into the 

Manager’s line of sight. “Excuse me, what appears to be the problem?”  

“Oh there’s no real problem, Sir. If you need the bathroom may I suggest you use the staff one, 

though? We’ve got a bit of a plumbing issue in the customer toilet right now.” The manager flashed a 

smile an alligator would have been proud of. 

“My friend hasn’t come back from the washroom and I’m a little concerned. He’s prone to 

seizures...you don’t need 911, I’m a paramedic with the hospital. If he needs an ambulance, I’ll make the 

call. If you could just let me through?” Gil reached into his breast pocket and pulled out his ID, flashing it 

under the Manager’s nose. Chew on that, he thought. If Lyle was having problems it was best he got to 

him before anyone else did, although by the look on the little waiter’s face, he was too late. 

“Ah, I see... Well, in the circumstances...” The manager moved so that Gil could access the 

customer toilets. “Your friend is going to have to pay for the damage done though, Sir. Can you give me 

his name and address so that I can forward him the bill when the work is done? I’ll need to see proof of 

ID from him too, before I can let him leave.” 

What an officious bastard, Gil thought. Had he been any less concerned to find out what was 

going on he might have told the manager so, too. Something had happened to Lyle, though, and that was 

his only concern right now. He shoved his way into the room, but stopped short when he saw the state 

Lyle was in. He was slumped on the bathroom floor, chin on his chest, his left hand bloodied. He looked 

like he’d just broken his fist on someone’s jaw, then had all his supporting strings cut. His expression was 

a mixture of dismay, embarrassment, pain and something else Gil couldn’t quite work out. 

“Sorry, I’m a clutz. Give me a minute and I’ll be fine.”  



257 
 

A more transparent lie Gil had never heard, but he chose to disregard it for the moment. ”Let me 

see your hand, it looks like it needs patching up.” Gil took time to rinse the blood away so that he could 

examine the injury better. He checked for any breaks, but it seemed Lyle knew how to punch without 

doing that level of damage to himself. There were lacerations, though, and he concluded what had really 

happened from the plaster dust that was coating Lyle’s knuckles. A quick glance round the room 

confirmed the manager’s reason for demanding Lyle’s ID and personal details. 

His hand hurt like hell, but Gil seemed satisfied that he’d be okay and hadn’t done himself any 

permanent mischief. He explained what the manager had said about paying for the damage to the fabric of 

the building, confirming Lyle’s most pessimistic predictions in that regard. The guy would just have to 

wait until his bank released his funds, which he hoped would be soon. 

Lyle allowed Gil to patch him up, whilst saying as little to him as was possible. Watching Gil 

deal with his injuries—his long, dexterous fingers gentle and strong as they worked—nearly brought Lyle 

to tears for the sake of what he was about to ruin between them. “I seem to have spoiled our meal. I’m 

sorry. Not sure what came over me...” 

Another lie. At this rate he wouldn’t have to push Gil away, he’d walk away all on his own, at 

double-quick time. Lyle gave Gil his address and passed him his ID. “Can you ask if we can leave by the 

back door? I hate being stared at.” He wasn’t able to suppress the sigh that slid out of him as he cursed his 

temper and his personal circumstances, both. His eyes were an even stranger shade of green than normal 

as they looked at Gil then, pleading with him not to ask for more plausible explanations right now.  

“Don’t worry about that now.” Gil kept his voice gentle and reassuring. It was obvious to a blind 

man that more was going on here than met the eye but right now—and Gil had to suppress a smile—but 

this wasn’t the time to talk. He could demand explanations when they were home. “Will you be okay for a 

minute? Go and sit in one of the stalls and bolt the door, it’ll give you a shield until I come back, okay?” 

Lyle nodded once and Gil got to his feet, exiting the rest room. He found the Manager again and flipped 

out his wallet. “I’m sure you’ll appreciate that my friend there doesn’t want to be stared at. If I could 

settle the bill for our food? I’ll make good the damage as well and I’d appreciate it if we could leave by 

your back door? He doesn’t need to be made a spectacle of, not in his present state.” He waited 

expectantly for the reply.  

“I can’t say how much the repairs will cost, Sir...” 

“It’s a bit of chipped plaster, how much can that cost? I could do the job in an hour... Hell, I will 

if you want me to, but my concern is allowing my friend there to get home to a safe environment to rest. 

Shall we say $100? Surely that’s bound to cover it...”  

“I’m afraid it will be more like $200, plus the meal, Sir.” 



258 
 

Gil already had the measure of this guy. He’d quote for a professional job and then do it himself. 

He wasn’t about to let himself or Lyle be ripped off. “$150, meal included, and I won’t remember that 

your rest room floor was slippery when I went in. I’m not sure if my friend isn’t suffering concussion 

from that fall...I think maybe I’ll take him into ER, just to be safe...” Come to think of it, he might do just 

that. Lyle had looked distinctly green just now. “Now, if we can settle this quickly?”  



259 
 

Haven Falls #183 - Need to Know  

Lyle Ashley Tate, Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie 

(with mention of Miles Sutherland) 

_______________________________________________________________ 
Sunday lunch hadn’t been the success Gil had hoped for. Lyle hadn’t answered him yet either, 

whether he would like to add some further ‘bennies’ to their friendship. The incident in the restaurant 

bathroom was definitely off limits for discussion right now too. It was frustrating to him, because he 

really wanted answers. 
They walked side by side down the road towards Lyle’s place. Lyle had insisted he would prove 

good for the money Gil had laid out on his behalf to smooth things over with the restaurant manager. 

He’d also insisted he was still happy to help Gil move home today, although Gil would probably have to 

drive Lyle’s car himself now. Other than establishing these things Lyle had, in Gil’s estimate, stayed 

worryingly quiet since they’d left the restaurant. 
As soon as Lyle’s door was closed—and locked—behind them, an uncomfortable silence 

descended. Gil waited but Lyle was not forthcoming about what the matter was. Gil ignored Miles’ advice 

about walking away, he didn’t want to, not from this. Something he had said had caused Lyle’s melt-

down and he was bound and determined to find out what. He went into the kitchen and put the kettle on to 

boil. Then he came back and faced the man down. 
“So tell me, what just happened?” 

Why had he come into the house? Why had he locked them in? He was used to locking the door 

on himself, but now he had no way of escaping Gil’s questions. Maybe he didn’t really want to? 
“I acted like a dick and you saved face for me. Thanks for settling up with the manager, I’ll make sure 

you get the money as soon as I have it.” 
“The money’s not an issue.” It really wasn’t, he had inheritances from both sets of grandparents, 

and his parents would always help him out if needs be too. He was never really short of cash, just careful 

with it. “I’d like to know what caused that back there though? I know it was something I said, but what?” 
Lyle accepted the tea Gil had made him. He sat. It struck him how Gil had helped himself, like it 

was his home too. Perhaps it was just his way, to be at ease with the world. Maybe he was just in carer 

mode. Like the Blitz, Lyle thought, handing out hot sweet tea to guard against shock. Lyle gestured for 

Gil to sit too. He really wanted to reach across the table and touch Gil’s hand, but he resisted the urge. 

This was going to be hard enough without reminding himself what Gil felt like to be with. 
“Gil, I really like you...” They could both hear the ‘but’ in there and they both hurt knowing it 

existed. “Simon hurt you and I don’t want to do the same. “ 
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“Why would you? How?” 
“There’s more to me than meets the eye...” 
“I know. I thought we’d sorted that out though?” 
“No, there’s something else as well. When you told me about Simon I realised I couldn’t omit 

something that might cause you to feel betrayed at a later date.”  
“And that made you mad? So just tell me!” 
“Mad, sad, frustrated...” Lyle hated what he knew had to be said next. “ I can’t tell you, so I don’t 

think it’s right for us to get involved further.” 
“Why can’t you tell me? You going to do a Daniel Craig on me?” 
“What do you mean?” Lyle looked puzzled. He didn’t know the reference. 
Gil smiled. “This place is just weird enough for me to find out you’re pulling a 007, you know? 

Need to know and all that, undercover stuff...?” He paused, assessing Lyle’s reaction. “Look, there are 

more people in this town with deep, dark secrets than you can chuck a stick at. If you’re one of them, then 

you should feel right at home, more than I do, for that matter.” He couldn’t help the wistful expression 

that crossed his face. 
“Fuck it! If you will accept that I’m having to hide something, but that I don’t intend you harm by 

doing so, and I have to keep secrets, I’m willing to see where we go.” 
“Tell me some things and then I’ll stop asking. Why can’t you tell me? Is it your work? Is it legal 

and is this ever going to stop? Will you be able to tell me one day?” 
“It’s unlikely to end, it’s something I got into and can’t ever get out of. It’s not illegal. It’s 

nothing to do with my working as a mortician. If we ever get properly serious I’ll have to tell you because 

it could affect your future with me, if we were planning one. Not that I am expecting that, but you need to 

be aware of it. I can’t tell you unless we were to get to that kind of point with each other because it could 

end up with me dead if I happen to have misjudged your character and ability to keep a serious secret.” 
Lyle didn’t mention that he’d have to have Gil’s background checked out if they were going to do 

this. It was something Gil didn’t need to know, if he was prepared to accept what he’d just been told. If he 

wasn’t, it wouldn’t matter. 
“Its got something to do with why you keep this place locked and bolted like Fort Knox, hasn’t it? 

No, don’t answer that one, its obvious.” Gil looked thoughtful, weighing the evidence, then he laughed 

harshly. “Well, this is different. I’ve spent the last six years with someone who kept secrets from me 

without me knowing. Now I’m looking at spending time with someone who admits he has secrets before 

we get together.” A smile lit his face suddenly, the irony of the situation wasn’t lost on him. 
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The smile lifted Lyle’s spirits. Maybe they had a chance after all. “I know you’ve no reason to 

trust me. We’ve only known each other a week...but you’re lonely and so am I, and we’re both horny as 

hell and looking for an outlet for that too...” 
“That runs both ways. If you’re in a situation that demands you trust no-one, then how can you 

trust me? You shouldn’t trust me, not yet anyway. I appreciate that.” 
“So we have a deal? I’ll try not to fall for you, and keep my mouth shut about it if I do, and you’ll 

roll with the punches until such time as I can explain, if I ever can?” 
“I want to say that’ll be fine, but I’m not sure. I want to be friends with you, I really want to fuck 

you again...” he allowed his grin to become a tiny bit lecherous as he said that, “...but...” he sighed. The 

real reason was that he had someone else in his sights, someone that if he wasn’t careful he would begin 

to obsess over and that unsettled him. How could he tell Lyle that though? Gil chuckled. Lyle wasn’t 

going to be the only one with secrets then. “Just hope the punches are metaphorical ones.” He stuck out 

his hand. 
Lyle stood, took Gil’s hand and pulled him up into a kiss. It was needy, passionate, grateful, 

relieved. It brooked no arguments and admitted no doubts. This man was sexy as hell and he really liked 

the person he was too. His tongue pressed his case. 
Gil gasped and almost melted into the kiss. Almost. There were trust issues here, but he was 

pretty certain Lyle didn’t mean him harm. Whether harm would arrive later remained to be seen. His arms 

wound round Lyle’s back and pulled him closer. For now, it was better to take one day at a time. He 

pulled away and gazed into Lyle’s green eyes. “You ever need anything, any time, day or night, you call 

me, put my number on speed dial, okay? And another thing...” he fixed Lyle with a forbidding look, 

“...you ever have to drop off the map, you don’t go without at least one word, you got that? Even if its a 

text, even if the only word you can manage is goodbye, just...don’t leave me wondering, okay?” 
Lyle nodded. He was choking on the emotions Gil’s words were stuffing him full with. Eight 

years alone was a long time. Eight years not trusting anyone except the agents handling him. “I promise, 

pal.” 
Lyle broke the embrace, but kept hold of Gil’s arms. “The only other thing... We look after one 

another, okay? If we go with someone else we make sure it’s done safely. I’ll try and tell you before 

anything happens, if something is going to. How you handle that aspect is up to you.” 
“Okay, sounds sense. Look, if you have to go, I’ll understand, I only meant that if you don’t tell 

me, at least send me a message otherwise I’ll be calling the cops out, understood? Maybe we ought to 

send our own code word? Something short, something only we could understand, like...” he laughed, 

“well, 007 maybe?” 
“I’m blond, not Bond!” Lyle grinned and laughed. It was a good sound. 



262 
 

Gil joined in with the laughter. “Well, its short, sweet and to the point. If I ever receive 007 I’ll 

know you have to go underground fast, I’ll understand. It’s like safe words...” he paused to see if Lyle 

understood. His eyes said he did. Gil raised one eyebrow contemplatively. Understanding didn’t 

necessarily mean he was into such things. It might be fun finding out though. “If you send anything else 

than that, I’ll know to call out the National Guard, you see?” 
“Thanks Gil. I’m hoping this is going to stay my home from now on, but it’s good to know I can 

say goodbye if I need to.” 
“I hope never to get that message, ever, but if I do, at least I’ll understand.” He sighed. “I’ve been 

trained in disaster management, worst case scenarios, that kind of thing. It shows sometimes.” 
Lyle ruffled Gil’s hair and hugged him some more. Being ‘friends with benefits’ gave him some 

privileges, he figured. “We need to get you moved. I’ll try not to spit in Miles’s eye when I come over, 

but I may be a bit jealous, okay? I’m not used to my lover ‘living out’.” 
“Believe me, you don’t want me living in, not just yet anyway...” 
“Please, let’s not go there. It’s going to be hard enough not crushing on you as it is. Don’t give 

me hope to contend with too!” Lyle chuckled and picked up his car keys. They were going to need his 

vehicle to shift Gil’s belongings to Miles’s place. “Come on, let’s get you out of that shoe box and into a 

decent place. I am going to miss it though, first place we made love and all that...” 
“Then we’ll just have to make you a few memories here, won’t we?” Gil suggested. He checked 

his watch. “We’ve got time.... It won’t take long to get my stuff to Miles’, I’m already packed. We’ve not 

Christened your bed yet...” 
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Haven Falls #184 - Quincy, Eat Your Heart Out!  

Lyle Ashley Tate, Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie, Miles Sutherland 

with references to Flynn Archer and Aiden Parker 

__________________________________________________ 
 

Gil travelled light. Everything he owned had fitted into the car with ease. Lyle could relate to that. His 

own inclination for home-making had long ago fallen prey to his forced lifestyle of moonlight flits until 

he had almost nothing to take with him. “We better get the door open first and then we can walk this stuff 

straight into your room for you.” Lyle advised. 

Lyle hadn’t visited Miles’s home before. He didn’t know the doctor really and doubted he’d ever 

have been invited over on his own accord. He wasn’t sure how welcome he’d be based on being Gil’s 

fuck buddy, either. Lyle suspected his own bed would see more of Gil than the one he was going to be 

renting here. That was a shame, because this one looked very comfy, especially with Gil flopped on it. 

“You look edible.” Lyle told Gil, his eyes raking over the man’s lithe body hungrily. 

“I do? You’re insatiable.” Gil laughed softly.  

“Yes, I am, so best we get you out of the bedroom before I pounce on you again.” Lyle had 

lightened up considerably now they’d settled on what their relationship entailed. Gil liked this version of 

his lover. He was tempted to let him pounce, but then realised that Miles would probably be home shortly. 

“Will you help me unpack?” Although startled by the request, one he himself would never have 

made, Lyle liked the idea of seeing what things Gil considered precious enough to have brought with him 

from the UK. He agreed, getting out his pocket knife to open the various cartons. They got stuck in with 

gusto, chatting as they worked. 

__________________________________________________ 
Lyle had proven really helpful and seemed to know instinctively where to place his various 

belongings for convenience’s sake. When they unpacked his photos, he’d asked about Gil’s family. It 

occurred to Gil then that Lyle didn’t have any pictures in his place; not a one. Another piece to add to the 

jigsaw. 

There were dogs barking somewhere nearby. Gil walked to the window and looked out. “Miles 

has left Roofie in the garden. Looks like he’s picked another up too.” Seeing two animals in the garden 

had been a surprise, but Gil guessed Miles was happy to acquire strays, himself included. 

“Should we let them in?” 

“I guess if they are outside, it’s where Miles wanted them to stay. They’re not making too much 

of a din, just playing. We can always drag them in if a neighbour comes round to complain.” 
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“Do you like dogs?” Lyle did, but he hadn’t had any pets since he first came to the States. He and 

Richard had talked about getting something, but they’d talked about having children too, and that hadn’t 

come to pass either. 

“I don’t mind them. Roofie’s a rough diamond, scruffy looking but not such a bad dog when you 

get to know him.” Like someone else I could mention, Gil thought. He opened the window so that the 

room could get some air, it obviously hadn’t seen occupancy for a while. “Let me give you the grand tour 

now?” 

“Won’t Miles mind? I would.” Best to make that clear to Gil. He’s welcome in my home, but not 

to go rooting around, Lyle thought. He was a private person to start with and his prevailing personal 

circumstances had simply taught him to be more so.  

Gil didn’t miss the veiled hint. “I can respect privacy you know,” he replied, sounding a little 

aggrieved that Lyle should suggest otherwise. “We’ll leave his room alone. It’s not like I’m just renting a 

bedroom; this is supposed to be my home too now.” Gil was already loping off to show Lyle around as he 

spoke. 

Lyle nudged away the pang of jealousy that statement evoked. Neither of them was anywhere 

near ready to share living space, so this move was sensible. Gil wanted a bigger space to inhabit and 

Miles wanted a lodger, it was a convenient arrangement for each of them. 

This was a large house to British eyes: five bedrooms, obviously intended to accommodate a 

family rather than a single man. Miles did indeed have plenty of space for a lodger. It was a pretty house 

from the outside too: white clapboard, low profile, a grey slate roof and a nice porch with a deck out front. 

It had personality. Lyle liked it. 

The interior was sparsely furnished. It became obvious why when Gil showed Lyle the bedroom 

where Miles had stuffed all the unwanted furnishings. Apparently he liked space to swing his cats, so 

some of the furniture that had come with the place had been put into storage here. He imagined Miles’ 

own room would contain nothing but a bed and wardrobe. 

One of the bedrooms was obviously intended for a child. It had nursery wallpaper featuring Pooh 

Bear and Tigger. The bed had been removed and replaced with the trappings of a home office. This room 

made Lyle feel a little sad, for a variety of reasons. He hoped Gil wouldn’t choose for them to spend 

much of their time together in here. 

There was a nice big family bathroom, as well as en suite facilities in some of the bedrooms. 

Lyle’s thoughts drifted to shagging in the shower for a minute or two before they returned back 

downstairs. 

The lounge was what you might expect of a Bachelor pad—big television, nice sound system, 

over-soft sofas and nondescript art on the walls. Various photographs cluttered the ledge over the 
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fireplace, pictures of Miles and some other guy in a range of settings. Seemingly Miles had been long 

term with someone until fairly recently. 

Lyle couldn’t help but notice how poor the security was in the house. Yes, there were locks and 

an alarm, and the lot was fenced, but no cameras and no safe room. The thought made him realise how 

paranoid he had grown since entering witness protection. His own home here in Haven Falls was fit for 

the President to spend the weekend, security-wise at least. 

Gil left the kitchen ‘til last in their tour because Miles had seemed precious about it. They 

deserved a cuppa though, having unpacked all his boxes in record time. He checked there was milk and 

was surprised to see that Miles had apparently shopped with him in mind; there were the makings of an 

evening meal in the fridge already, though he suspected the rations might not have been intended to 

stretch to three diners. He was also not going to go there, considering Miles’ territorial feelings about the 

culinary side of things, not unless invited anyway. 

The kitchen was beautiful. It was what Lyle would have described as ‘staged’; everything spoke 

of the fact that someone, presumably Miles, ‘performed’ in here. Apparently, though, the artist had been 

forced to cut and run this morning, There was a half-drunk cup of cold coffee and an empty cereal bowl 

on the breakfast bar. Beside the dirty crockery rested a journal, it’s pages left open, and a number of bits 

of paper with notes scribbled over them. 

Perching on a stool at the breakfast table, Lyle couldn’t help but glance at the journal. It was 

against his rules to invade other peoples’ privacy really, but Miles was a mystery to him so far, and he 

liked to know who he was dealing with. The more information he could give Agent Tyler about Miles 

Sutherland the more additional information she would come back to him with. He knew that from 

experience with her. She liked him to make her job easy. 

“What have you got there?” Gil asked, seeing the journal Lyle was looking at. He peered over 

Lyle’s shoulder. “That’s not Miles’ writing, I’d recognise his scrawl. Typical doctor, it’s illegible half the 

time.” 

“So what’s it doing here? Do you think it might have belonged to his...ex-?” Lyle nodded towards 

the photos on the fridge door. 

Gil shook his head. “Darren? No idea. Don’t know Miles well enough to know that. That’s odd 

though, its in Latin...” 

“Maybe the ex- was a doctor too?” 

“What’s the numbers though? Reference numbers?” Gil glanced at the pieces of paper scattered 

around. “Miles has been making notes. This is his handwriting.” Gil read out, “Cremation urns? Weight? 

Difference? Ask Lyle?” 
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Miles had intended to ask him about this stuff? Lyle felt himself being drawn in. Cryptography 

was his forte, had been before he went underground anyway. Hell, it was his facility with code breaking 

that had gotten him the negative attention that had put him into the witness protection scheme to start with. 

Did Miles know that? If he did, then how? He sensed this was going to bring him trouble, but Lyle’s 

intellect was starved for challenges and this was perfect food for it. He ran his gaze across the numerals, 

letting their pattern sink in, his old skills rampaging to the forefront. 

“What do the Latin bits say? Can you translate them?” 

“Verus pondus.” Gil read. “Well, pondus, that’s probably ‘weight’, and verus...real, true. Real 

weight? True weight?” 

The numbers were beginning to sort themselves out inside Lyle’s brain. There was indeed a 

pattern to them. What were they saying though? 

“Specto pondus...sounds like something out of Harry Potter...expected weight? Not sure. Specto 

can mean ‘watch’ as well. Watched weight...that doesn’t sound right. I should call mum, she’s the Latin 

scholar in our family. What I know, I learned from her.” 

Gil’s Mum knew more Latin than he did? That was intriguing. The paramedic hadn’t said much 

about his people previously.  

“That’s bone, I’m sure, although what that one is...?” Gil frowned. “And that one, what’s Bratva 

for god’s sakes? I really should call mum.” He reached for his mobile and flipped it open, pressing speed 

dial. There was a pause of about ten seconds while he waited, then an audible scream as the recipient 

picked up. Gil held the phone away from his ear and blushed. “Mum,” he mouthed and put the phone 

back to his ear. 

Lyle had to fight hard to resist the chuckle that was building in his chest. Gil calling home to ask 

his mum about Latin was just too cute to deal with. 

“Yes, Mum, it’s me....yes, I’m fine....” Gil replied patiently, “no, I’m okay.... Mum!” This last 

was an admonishing growl, then “How are you and Dad?” There was a pause. “That’s great...” It was 

obvious Gil was trying to get a word in edge-ways and Lyle could hear the excited non-stop chatter at the 

other end. Eventually, though, Gil got through to ask her help. “You’re the Latin Scholar, not me. 

It’s...er....pub quiz,” he said. “Yes, they do have them over here.” Gil grimaced at the lie. “Well, our pub 

does. Okay.” He motioned Lyle to hand the book over, read the words out, then awaited the reply. “Bone 

and ash? And was I right about the others....? Great. Thanks mum. There’s another one, but it doesn’t 

look like Latin. What is it? It sounds European...Bratva....” His face fell and he stammered “Th-thanks, 

Mum, you’re wonderful. No, that’s fine, that was all...and to find out if you’re okay. Yes...bye then.” he 

turned away and there were audible kissing sounds before he rang off. Gil turned back looking slightly 

embarrassed. “She’s my mum, okay?” he challenged. 
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Lyle didn’t reply, he was too busy choking on the fact that he hadn’t spoken to his own Mum for 

over ten years. “She confirmed I was right about the first ones. The first one I didn’t know was ash. Bone 

and ash. She didn’t know what Bratva was off the top of her head, she said she’ll call if she finds out. So, 

what now?” 

Lyle took the journal back off Gil and returned to studying the numerical elements. Further on in 

the text, they changed. The last few entries were alphanumerical—a mixture of letters and numbers—with 

some other differently formatted numerical entries alongside. 

“That one looks like a number plate...” 

“I think they’re all number plates, with times associated with them, I think. Then another number, 

either 1, 2 or 3. People?” 

“Like train-spotting maybe?” Gil placed a cup of tea on the counter in front of Lyle. “You know, 

the number plate, the time you saw it and the number of occupants?” 

“Seems likely. These times are all outside normal business hours, assuming they’ve not been 

encrypted. This is quite weird.” Lyle was regretting his curiosity, as he had known he would. There was a 

mystery here and for some reason Miles thought he could help with it. But why? Where had this journal 

come from? What did it mean? How did it all relate to himself? He had a feeling the answers would not 

be good for his health. 

A dog in the back yard started whining followed by rustling at the back door, minutes passed 

before Lyle heard footsteps and the sound of a key turning in the front door. How did dogs always know 

when their master was coming home? Miles must have been at the end of the street when the dog first 

heard him. 

Miles rubbed the back of his neck as he walked inside. The day had been busy with a few cases 

that worried him. Not the least being a man being admitted with signs of sexual abuse, a badly bleeding 

rectum and signs of torture. He’d been told it was one of the town’s teachers and at first he’d feared it was 

Flynn’s friend, but he’d never seen this man before. 

Roofie’s normal yaps of greeting sounded different and the sound of voices warned Miles he 

wasn’t alone. Gil must have already moved in. He should have spotted the signs. A couple of photos 

propped up amongst his on the sideboard. Gil’s parents? A pair of shoes near the front door. Miles rubbed 

his neck again. In some ways it was good not coming home to an empty house, but in other ways it felt 

strange. 

The sight of Lyle, perched on one of the stools in the kitchen made his stomach sink as he and Gil 

looked up with what almost looked like an identical expression of guilt on their faces. Then he saw the 

notebook open on the kitchen bench in front of the assistant mortician. 
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“I see you’ve made yourself at home.” Shit. He couldn’t have sounded more unwelcoming if he 

tried. Miles dropped his briefcase and advanced into the room with his hand held out. “Sorry, that came 

out a bit rough. Hard day at the office.” He snorted and shook Gil’s hand. “Welcome aboard, mate. You’ll 

just have to put up with me being like this for a while. Normally I have a few beers to wind down after 

work, but seeing I’m trying to cut down on the grog I’ll have to wait for the ginger beer to kick in.” He 

smirked at his own joke. 

Gil grinned as he shook Miles’ hand. “Thanks ‘mate’,” he tried a bad impression of an Aussie 

accent and his grin broadened. “Lyle helped me move in. Lyle, this is my new housemate, Miles. Um...we 

were...you left the journal out....? Sorry, didn’t mean to pry.” 

A flash of something hit Miles at the contact with Gil’s hand, but he wasn’t sure what. “No. It’s 

good.” He turned to Lyle, was about to repeat the gesture, but in the end let his hand drop casually to his 

side. He wasn’t quite ready to go there yet. 

Miles extracted a couple of bottles from the refrigerator and held them up. “What about you, Gil, 

Lyle. Want to join me?” He swallowed. There, it had been an effort but he could do nice if he really tried. 

Both men shook their heads. Miles returned the bottles to the refrigerator and wiped his hands 

down his trousers. Probably the condensation on the bottles, not nerves. He nodded at Lyle. “Hi Lyle. 

Glad you’re here. I wasn’t sure how to approach you.” 

“Hello, Miles, nice to see you again. Sorry if I’m intruding, Gil needed me.” Lyle was a bit taken 

aback when the doctor didn’t shake his hand as he had done with Gil. Being caught reading the journal 

was bad, but he didn’t need to be that stony with him did he? “Approach me for what?” 

“I need help.” There. That wasn’t too hard to say. Was it, Miles? 

“Help? With this?” Gil frowned, curiosity warring with caution. 

“Yes, it’s a diary belonging to your predecessor.” Miles handed to diary to Lyle. “, Stan Riley’s 

disappeared, and I fear he may have been killed.” 

“Riley? You think he’s dead?” Lyle was sure now this was not a good thing for him to be getting 

messed up with. 

“Over this, you mean? Or is this just part of it?” Gil asked. 

“That’s the problem. We’re not sure.” Miles noticed the look of confusion on their faces. “It’s a 

long story and in a way goes back to finding the dismembered hands and meeting Flynn Archer.” The 

look of slight repulsion at Flynn’s name was amusing. Seemed he was the only person here who 

appreciated the guy’s wacko sense of humor. “Flynn is scared of your boss, Henry Vale. He thinks he’s 

behind the hands.” Miles wondered for a second whether he should reveal that they belonged to Flynn’s 

father. No, Flynn seemed to want his identity kept secret. “He also thinks he might have killed Stan Riley. 

That’s his diary. Flynn found it when we went to the house one night to check up on Stan, found him 



269 
 

missing and his house trashed. The thieves, killers whoever had been there, missed this. Flynn thinks it 

might contain vital information. Whether it was what led to Stan’s disappearance remains to be seen, but 

it was hidden in a way that suggests it does.” 

“I ended up calling my mum about the Latin.” Gil looked a little embarrassed at that revelation 

but swallowed it and added “I know some, but I wanted confirmation. So far we have bone, ash, expected 

weight and real weight...” Gil paused, thinking. “We think some of these are vehicle number plates...” 

“Number plates and times, maybe times the vehicles were seen.” Lyle explained further. 

“Like train-spotting.” Gil offered. “But this word, Bratva, its not Latin. We don’t know yet what 

it is.” 

Lyle suddenly realised the doctor’s Latin would be enough to know most of this already. What 

were he and Flynn really into? He didn’t feel inclined to trust either one of them any more than he trusted 

Vale. 

Miles smiled wryly at the sight of the two now eagerly perusing the journal. “You look like a 

couple of bloodhounds on the trail. Before you get too involved, I should stress that Flynn thinks Vale is 

dangerous, very dangerous. A psychopathic killer. I didn’t have enough time to do more than jot down a 

few things on the pad this morning before I had to leave for work.” 

“Yeah, well, anything that little creep comes out with I’d take with a pinch of salt.” Lyle was 

derogatory after Flynn’s outburst at the Steele. “Look, thanks for the invite to stay but I need to get 

going.” Lyle’s agile brain was thinking through the codes on the pages as he spoke. The lure of the puzzle 

was proving hard to resist. 

“Yeah, well, by the sound of it, this ought to go to the cops.” Gil said firmly. “I’ve no wish to end 

up like Randall and Hopkirk... Well, Hopkirk anyway - deceased.” At Miles’ blank stare, Gil shrugged 

“70s TV series, private investigators. Never mind.” He fixed Miles with a frown of disapproval. “That 

daft twat Flynn nearly ruined our night at the Steele with his paranoia. He thought Lyle was in on 

whatever it was and accused me of being in league with Vale too. Damn near tried to provoke me into a 

fight in the car park after hours. Although looking at this, I’m not so sure the paranoia is misplaced.”  

“At first I felt the same way, Gil, about taking it to the police, but in the end I promised Flynn I 

wouldn’t. Gil, I know you like to do everything by the book, but sometimes people have good reasons for 

staying under the radar and avoiding scrutiny. Sometimes their lives depend on it. Given the abysmal 

level of police presence in the town, I can see where Flynn is coming from.” Miles threw the empty bottle 

of ginger beer in the recycling, filled the coffee maker and started pulling out all the ingredients. 

“So what do we do now?” Lyle closed the diary. 

Miles sighed and took the diary back from Lyle’s outstretched hand. “The best I could come up 

with was that there’s something fishy about the weight of the urns. For some reason, Stan noted that some 
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are heavier than expected. I’m not sure why or how that’s relevant.” He turned to Lyle. “Look mate, I 

know this is a big ask, but if you could try and see what Stan was getting at, without alerting Vale, I 

would be very grateful.” 

Lyle looked a little anxious on hearing Miles’ dubious suggestion. He heaved a sigh. “I’m not 

promising anything. I’ll see what opportunity I get...if any,” he muttered. 

“Thanks for your help.” Gil got up to see Lyle out, following him to the front door. He risked a 

quick peck on Lyle’s cheek in parting. “Call me?” he suggested, and Lyle nodded once before heading to 

his car.  

The sound of Roofie snuffling at the door made Miles pause. Looks like he was hungry. After 

adding some more dog food to the dish and cleaning and re-filling the water bowl, Miles opened the back 

door. “What the fuck?” Miles stepped back, nearly tripping over as two dogs burst in, tails wagging 

furiously. He managed to grab onto the smaller dog’s collar as it snuffled beside Roofie, pushing the bowl 

around the floor as they both tried to consume as much food as possible. He thought he recognized the 

mutt, and the dogtag confirmed he was right. 

Gil watched Lyle drive away and turned just in time to see Miles nearly bowled over by the two 

dogs. He laughed. “Sorry, Miles, but you’ve made a rod for your own back there. What possessed you, 

mate?” 

The mention of rods and backs brought forth a picture of the young man he’d treated at the 

hospital this morning. No he’d think about that later when he had more time. “It’s not my dog. It’s Aiden 

Parker’s. Flynn’s boyfriend. How did it get in?” Miles walked out the back door and quickly scanned the 

back yard. Yep, the childproof gate was still closed, and the fence was too high to jump. 

“How did they get in? They were both in the yard when we arrived. Saw them through the 

window. I thought you’d got yourself another mutt.” As if on cue, the interloper looked up and whined. 

Gil bent to scratch him behind the ears and noticed mud on his fur. Not just mud either. Grabbing his 

collar, Gil turned him round. “Miles, look at this. This fella’s been hurt.” There was a blood trail that 

matted the dog’s fur. “Okay, lad, let’s have a look.” The dog whined as Gil tried to examine him. “Not 

sure, might have been hit by a car. Do you think he escaped, ran off maybe?” 

“Well if he did, he’s some clever dog to be able to open a gate and let himself inside.” Miles 

scratched his beard. “You know, I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”  
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Haven Falls #189: Alone  

Aiden Parker 

(with mention of Flynn Archer) 

_______________________________________________ 
Pain. That was all Aiden felt besides a cold, hard floor under his back. His entire body ached, but 

his head felt the worst. After slowly opening his eyes, he was alternately grateful for the dim light and 

lack of noise, and wishing he had more so that he could figure out what time of day it was and what was 

happening outside.  

Was it Monday yet? If it was, then he would be missed at school. He really hoped they were able 

to find someone to replace him, but as soon as that thought crossed his mind, he realized how stupid it 

was.  

I’m in a hell of a lot more trouble than that. His job was not the most important thing at stake here. 

His life was. I hope Flynn is okay. And Dante. What had happened to his dog after he’d been brought 

here? Flynn was smart, he would know something was going on when he didn’t return home. Aiden was 

sure he would know Vale had something to do with it, too. He just hoped he didn’t get hurt.  

A small thought crossed his mind, though. Small thoughts flew all over the place, actually, but 

this one really stood out. What if Flynn didn’t try to find out what happened to him? Like before, he 

pushed that to the side. No, Flynn would. He wasn’t some jerk like Vale tried to make him out to be. 

Flynn cared. He would come, or do his best to. Of that, Aiden was sure.  

“Is anyone there? Hello?” It took a few tries, but Aiden was finally able to clear his throat and 

call out. He was parched, and needed water, but with his hands tied behind him - still - it was hard to 

begin a search.  

Pushing himself up into a sitting position, and then bracing himself against the wall, he managed 

to stand. It only made his head throb more, but he felt his way around to what he took as the door and 

banged against it with his foot. If he could just make enough noise.  

“Is anyone out there? Help!” he cried, using his shoulder against the metal door. Pain shot up his 

side. This was getting him nowhere.  

A few minutes later, his voice was gone and he sat slumped against the wall. How could he have 

gotten into this mess? What was he going to do? Closing his eyes against the dim light, he concentrated 

on happier things. Moving to Haven Falls, signing the paperwork for his new job, getting Dante. Meeting 

Flynn.  

Flynn may have considered himself trouble, but Aiden didn’t see it that way. In the short time 

they had known each other, Aiden had come to care for him a great deal. He was fun, exciting. He pushed 
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Aiden to do things he normally wouldn’t. He dragged him kicking and screaming out of his shell, and 

God help him, but he liked it. His life would have continued down the same boring path if he hadn’t run 

into Flynn that one day.  

The thought of their first meeting brought a smile to his face. He wasn’t going to let himself cry. 

Hell no, he was stronger than that, but the memory was so fresh it nearly caused tears to spill. The one 

word he had come to dislike more than any other, the “L” word, floated through his word bank for 

describing Flynn and rather than passing through, got stuck in the web. Realization dawned on Aiden 

what it meant, and this time tears did pool in his eyes and slowly slip down his cheeks.  

He hoped he would get the chance to tell Flynn what he now knew.  
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Haven Falls #190 - Dante’s Infernal Whining  

Miles Sutherland 

with mention of Aiden Parker, Flynn Archer and Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

_______________________________________________________ 
“Shh!” Miles checked around. Roofie’s excited yapping sounded unnaturally loud in the still of 

the evening, especially seeing Haven Falls wasn’t exactly a lively town at night. At this hour most 

inhabitants were safely tucked up in their beds. Like he should be. Heck, as if the crap day at work wasn’t 

enough, he’d had to deal with Lyle and Gil as soon as he got home. Miles rubbed the back of his neck and 

kept on walking. In the distance he could hear the sound of a car starting up. Nearby, the bang of a screen 

door and what sounded like someone putting garbage in a bin. After that there was nothing other than the 

chirp of crickets. Everything seemed quiet, almost too quiet. 

Miles jerked on the second lead, cutting short another sniffing and ‘getting to know you’ session 

between his scruffy mutt and the Akita that had been in his backyard when he arrived home. Maybe he 

should have accepted Gil’s offer to accompany him on his walk. That would have been easier than trying 

to keep the two dogs apart. Gil had eyed him suspiciously when he insisted on going alone, but Miles 

enjoyed his late evening walks with Roofie. He loved the solitude and quiet. Something he knew he 

wouldn’t get with Gil around. And it wasn’t that he wanted a chance to talk to the hot young teacher again, 

was it? No, Miles just wanted to make sure he wasn’t suffering any lasting effects of having his drink 

spiked at the Renegade Steele. Miles chuckled to himself. Yeah, right, Miles. Pull the other one. 

After dinner, he and Gil waited for a while to see if anyone was coming to pick up the dog. The 

identification tag around its neck at least provided the name, Dante. On closer examination, once they 

cleaned the blood out of its coat, the injury had not proved too serious. There would be some bruising, but 

after the application of some antibiotic cream and heparinoid ointment on the intact skin around the cut, 

the dog had seemed okay. Of course it had tried to lick the area clean. One instinctive response that, 

fortunately, his human patients didn’t share. 

When Miles mentioned he could also talk to Flynn Archer about the diary, Gil seemed less 

interested in tagging along. The young paramedic’s lip had curled at the mention of Flynn’s name. 

Understandable probably as in some ways they were chalk and cheese. Gil, a stickler for following the 

rules, while for Flynn rules were for other people. It was strange therefore that Miles liked them both. 

Their ‘my way or the highway’ attitude appealed to his warped sense of humor. Life should be lived 

somewhere in the middle. 

One thing for sure. There was no way the dog could have got into the backyard by itself. The side 

gate wasn’t padlocked, but the child-safe latch would also be dog-safe no matter how intelligent the mutt. 
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Roofie was showing signs of wanting to hump the teacher’s pet. Miles chuckled. Like master, like 

mutt with about the same degree of success, Haven’t you heard of foreplay mate? Not that Miles would 

go about it quite so blatantly. 

It was a wonder he hadn’t met either Aiden or Flynn. Surely they were wondering where the dog 

was by now. Dante started pulling on the lead the closer they go to Aiden’s place. No lights shone in the 

windows, but that wasn’t too strange as it was nearly midnight. 

There was a dark shape near the door. When Miles got closer, he blinked in surprise. It was a 

bunch of flowers. They were just lying on the porch as if someone had thrown them there. Not left at the 

door by a delivery person. 

Miles rang the doorbell. He could hear the chime echoing inside, but no footsteps followed. 

Dante’s low whines and snuffles at the door reassured him that he had the right house. He rattled the knob 

but the door was locked. The more he thought about things lately, the more he found it strange that Stan 

Riley’s door just ‘happened’ to be open that night. Maybe Flynn had some other talents he wasn’t aware 

of. Talents other than annoying people like Gil and Lyle. Although he could annoy Lyle as much as he 

wanted as far as Miles was concerned. What had been the phrase Flynn used? Something about “thinking 

like a thief". 

Maybe they were both over at Flynn’s house. Wherever that was. Miles picked up the flowers. A 

small envelope fell out. Miles read the note inside. Hmm, Seemed like Flynn had come a’courting. There 

was nothing else on the card apart from the name Savannah Jensen and the logo for Falls Flower Shop. 

Perhaps if he called in on Monday, Savannah would let him know where Flynn lived. 

In the meantime he supposed he’d have to take care of Dante. Maybe he should stick some Lost 

Owner pamphlets on the poles around town. Miles sniggered.  
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Haven Falls #191: Ramming Speed 2: Fists of Fury  

Flynn Archer, Aiden Parker and Henry Vale 

________________________________________________ 
No matter how glamorous your city, there was always a bad part. An ugly part, if not in 

appearance at least in spirit. It was the part most people avoided if they could at all help it. 

Even Haven Falls had a bad side, although it was small. Also, from the looks of things, even the 

crack house had taken a page from the Martha Stewart catalog and tried to match their pastels. It was 

probably a fascinating bit of psychology, but Flynn didn’t much care at this point. What he needed, and 

what he could only get here, was anonymity. And answers. 

What he’d discovered at this point was Vale was known by the local scumbags, and avoided at 

nearly all costs. He was apparently bad news, aligned with some group powerful enough that even what 

passed for the local drug lords gave him a pass. That raised several ugly questions, but confirmed that 

Vale’s threat about not being alone was probably true.  

Vale’s home address wasn’t listed anywhere legitimate; all he could turn up in a search was the 

funeral home. But talking to some of these shady people that most of the rest of Haven Falls avoided or 

pretended didn’t exist pointed him in the right direction. 

Vale lived in almost perfect isolation, in a house at the outskirts of town, surrounded by tall trees 

and about an acre of scrub grass. He could see someone coming from a long way off, and if you dared to 

climb the chain link fence, you might find it electrified.  

That’s why Flynn waited until dark, and cut the wires. He climbed the fence and had his knife 

ready in case a guard dog came to greet him, but that never happened. The house was unlit, and it looked 

abandoned. There was no car in the driveway, but it did have a garage. 

He broke in the back kitchen door, which had a decent lock but not a deadbolt, which most of the 

other doors had. That might have taken him a couple of minutes, but this lock only took seconds. Sloppy. 

If Vale had so much to hide, he should have thought it out more.  

The house was more or less abandoned. It had furniture, it had clothes, it had vestiges of a life, 

but he wasn’t here. He had no idea when he’d last been here, as he was clearly a neat freak and kept 

everything as sterile as an operating room.  

But that was okay. Flynn had time. 

He sat at Vale’s kitchen table, not bothering with lights so his eyes got accustomed to the 

darkness, and used Vale’s kitchen knife sharpener to hone his own butterfly knife.  

This thing was going to be so sharp, Vale wouldn’t even feel it when he cut his fucking throat. 

**** 
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Aiden’s arms ached from being tied behind him, and the rest of his body ached from the hard 

surfaces available to lay or sit on. He’d tried walking around for a while, but the lack of food and water 

left him weak and eventually he gave up on that and tried to sit still.  

Hours of yelling - or what seemed like it - left his throat raw and his voice a hoarse whisper. 

There was no bathroom and that was another cause for discomfort. All that he could do was let his mind 

wander. He tried to keep it from thinking about the situation he was in, but somehow it always ended up 

back there.  

Funny, he thought, how movies where people are held captive rarely show their need for a 

bathroom. I mean really, at some time or another, you have to use it. Suspension of disbelief, I guess.  

That thought only led to his remembering how thirsty he was, and also the gnawing hunger in his 

stomach.  

Vale discovered that the teacher was still awake, and he wondered if he ever slept. Maybe he’d 

need to give him a little something to put him out for a while. There was no danger anyone would hear 

him, this room had been soundproofed so no one ever heard the whine of bone saws in the night, but he 

was finding Mr. Parker extremely irritating. “You do realize none of this does you any good, yes?” 

Aiden hadn’t even realized Vale was there, and he jerked towards the sound. His lips pulled down 

into a frown as he concentrated on the man. “I’m not going to just lay here with nothing to do,” he 

countered, his voice hoarse. He sounded like a man who had spent the last fifty years of his life smoking, 

and it made him cringe.  

Vale smirked at him, and tossed him his one concession to good manners: a bottle of Gatorade. 

“Shall I bring you a book? Perhaps The Gulag Archipelago?” 

“Could you untie my hands, first? It’s kind of difficult to do anything with my hands tied up. 

Unless you want to help me drink...” Not that he wanted the man touching him.  

Vale pulled out the old fashioned metal handcuffs he had in his coat pocket, and let them dangle 

from one finger on his left hand as he pulled out the scalpel. “If you play nice, I won’t cut your hamstring 

and cripple you for life. Understood?” 

Aiden nodded uneasily. There went his plan of using the last of his energy to take Vale out. He’d 

have to try another tactic. Maybe play nice, show how harmless he was. He was good at that. It was what 

he had been his entire life; the harmless English teacher who liked his books.  

Vale tucked the cuffs back in his pocket before turning the teacher around and using the scalpel to 

slice through the plastic ties on his wrist. He deliberately let the scalpel cut across the soft pad of his hand, 

just to remind him trying anything at this point would end up with him bleeding out on the concrete floor. 

He then handcuffed his right wrist to a special loop of metal in the autopsy table. It was your typical 
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autopsy table in all respects, save for one. The built in holders for the restrains. Because not everyone 

who had been on this particular table had been dead at the time. 

Once this was done, he stepped back and did a visual once over, just to make sure he hadn’t 

forgotten anything. There wasn’t anything he could use to escape, but you had to make sure, otherwise 

you were just a stupid supervillain in a bad movie. “Better now?” 

Not really, but it was the best he supposed he was going to get. “Much, thank you.” The polite 

words stung to say, even more than his now cut hand, but maybe if he played docile... “I need to use the 

bathroom.” 

Oh yes. Living people were sometimes just as messy as the dead, weren’t they? He checked one 

of the upper cabinets on the far side of the room, and found an empty jar, one he ostensibly used to hold 

organs. (Although what had been in it last? He couldn’t even remember, but he wouldn’t have been 

surprised it was coleslaw for the fourth of July picnic.) He took off the lid and set the wide mouthed jar on 

the floor. “There. Be a good boy, and maybe we’ll upgrade to a bucket.” 

“You can’t be serious.” Aiden stared in horror at the jar and shook his head. It was bad enough he 

was wherever he was, but add this humiliation and it was too much for him.  

Vale couldn’t help but be slightly cheered at his distress. So pretty, and yet so fragile. “Come now, 

you slept with Archer, yes? So you’ve done worse things.” Thinking of which, he wondered if Dmitri had 

had any luck yet. With Flynn not answering his calls, and his cell phone GPS being non-existent, he’d had 

no way of getting him a message. So he’d sent Dmitri out to find the little fucker and drag him back here. 

It was possible Parker was superfluous to his needs if Dmitri could find the little Asian bastard, but he 

had to hold on to the teacher until Dmitri came through. If he came through. For a man with no sense of 

subtlety at all, Archer could disappear like a cockroach into the walls.  

“I’ve done worse things, but sleeping with Flynn was not one of them.” He tugged at the cuff 

around his wrist and frowned. 

“Really? Somehow I doubt it.” He turned to leave, but couldn’t help but put the boot in one more 

time, figuratively if not literally. “Did you know he was in a porn film? Very disgusting. If you’d like, I’ll 

bring it down next time. You can get everything on the internet.” 

Flynn? Aiden opened his mouth to say something, but couldn’t. It wasn’t the thought of him 

being in the film that made him upset. It was the thought of him being with someone else and having to 

watch it. Irrational, probably. But then again, Vale would say anything to get him upset, to he leaned back 

against the table he was chained to, almost relaxing, and shook his head. He couldn’t believe a word he 

said. “You lie.”  

“Oh, I wish I was lying. It’s called Ramming Speed if you ever want to find it yourself. Truly 

nauseating. He stars in it with some blond haired muscle boy who’s a worse actor than Keanu Reeves.” 
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Vale grinned, and decided he ought to head on up before that insufferable Tate showed up. Or worse yet, 

some sobbing bag of shit customer. “If I have time, I’ll find the HD version. I bet you’ll be able to see 

every pimple on his ass.” 

“Is that really the best title you could come up with?” Aiden had to keep him down there. The 

longer he was away, the higher chance someone would come looking for him. He opened the bottle of 

Gatorade and took a greedy drink from it, relieving his parched throat.  

“Oh please. You think I have time to sit around and make up titles for gay porn films? I’m a busy 

man.” Was he stalling? Probably. The little teacher must have been lonely down here, with nothing but a 

jar full of eyes (locked away in the lower cupboard, but still here) to keep him company. “And the walls 

are soundproofed, so you’re only hurting yourself by screaming. But by all means, keep it up. I find it 

hilarious.” 

Aiden ignored most of that and pushed himself up onto the table so he was sitting. “What I find 

hilarious is that if this film exists, you actually took the time to find it and watch it enough to know 

what’s in it. And if it doesn’t exist, then you obviously fantasized about Flynn enough to come up with 

something.” His hand rested idly by the jar, one finger tapping the table.  

Vale glared at him. “Really? Do you think that playground shit will work with me? You’ve been 

around children too long, Mr. Parker.” 

“I teach high school. At the level they’re at, they’re far from children.”  

“No they’re not. Nor are you. You’re all children, as far as I can tell. You never can see the big 

picture. A pity, because if Mr. Archer could, you’d never be in this position. And if he’s run off like the 

coward I think he is, he’s left you to die all by yourself. What do you think of that, Mr. Parker?” 

Aiden wanted to ask what the big picture was, but instead he focused on the last question. “I 

think... no, I know Flynn isn’t a coward, and he wouldn’t leave. He had the chance to leave before and he 

didn’t. You don’t know shit about him.” His hand closed around the glass jar and before he could let 

himself think twice about what he was about to do - and with a quick prayer that his aim wasn’t absolute 

crap - he hurled it at Vale’s head.  

Vale saw it coming and put his arm up in front of his face, so the jar shattered on his forearm. It 

still hurt, and he felt an itch on his hairline that he knew was a cut from broken glass. The little bastard. 

Here he was, being kind, and this little pissant brat showed him no courtesy at all. What had happened to 

manners? “You are as stupid as you look, Parker,” he growled, pulling the scalpel out of his pocket and 

charging at the teacher.  

With his eyes focused on the scalpel, Vale’s upper cut caught him flush beneath the jaw, and he 

fell back hard against the table, where Vale rabbit punched him in the solar plexus and the kidneys before 

landing several blows in his side, where the short ribs were. He didn’t stop until he felt one break under 
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his fist. Just for good measure, he slashed Parker’s face, opening up another crimson line of blood across 

his nose. “You can live minus several body parts, Mr. Parker. Try something this stupid again, and we’ll 

see how well you can throw missing your arm.” 

Vale had moved so fast, Aiden had no time to defend himself, and instead lay there, biting back a 

scream as each blow landed on him. He heard more than felt the rib break, and it spread a wave a nausea 

through him. By the time Vale was finished, he barely heard his threat. The nausea was fading, but the 

dark wave of unconsciousness started to mercifully pull him under.  
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Haven Falls #192: Weighing the Evidence  

Lyle Ashley Tate 

(with mention of Henry Vale, Carter Gillespie and Miles Sutherland) 
__________________________________ 

Miles had got Lyle thinking now. He knew he should leave it alone, not get involved, but there 

were things that were off-kilter, details. He hated when the small things were out of line. Like that 

damned diary they’d been looking at on Sunday, with its crude encryption and obtuse references to bones 

and ash, weights and dates. Lyle knew this was going to be trouble, but ignoring the situation wasn’t an 

option now that his puzzle-solving obsession had been triggered.  
He arrived early at work, earlier than his employer, it seemed, and swiftly dressed for his day 

working in the back rooms of the funeral home; he’d already learnt that Mondays could be busy. He crept 

down the stairs into the basement storage area. Quite why he was tiptoeing around he couldn’t have 

explained. Theoretically there were a dozen reasons he could give for why he was rooting around 

amongst the neatly stored tinned ashes if he was found, but he knew none of them would fly with his 

employer, Henry Vale, if he was discovered where he wasn’t meant to be. He was just the hired help, and 

he now had every reason to believe that his predecessor, Stan Riley, might have been another man whose 

curiosity had proven to be a fast-track to residence in an unmarked tin here in the basement of the funeral 

home. 
Really he should have told Agent Taylor about their suspicions and left her to deal with whatever 

Henry Vale was up to. She was the one trained for this kind of crap, the one with the authority and the 

resources for finding missing people. Miles thought Flynn might be trying to go it alone against Vale, that 

the kid had reasons for not wanting the authorities involved in his business, but that shouldn’t be 

influencing him. He should be looking out for his own skin, not putting himself on the line for someone 

he didn’t even like. So was this all about impressing Gil? God, he hoped not! 
Not surprisingly the basement of the funeral home was just as neat and orderly as the rest of the 

building, reflecting the tidy, dispassionate mind of its owner. Lyle began checking out the rows of shelves 

filled with square tins, all neatly labelled and arranged with military precision. Getting any of them out of 

their places and then putting them back precisely as they had been was going to be challenging. There 

was dust though, only a fine layer, but maybe enough to mark their rightful places side-by-side? 
Vale had not asked him to dust down here yet. Officially he wasn’t supposed even to be aware of 

the store space, Lyle suspected. He could imagine the lean, spider-like undertaker fussing around his 

captive dead, talking to them as he dusted their prisons. These were the people no-one in Haven Falls 

could be bothered collecting, but whose relatives were not quite willing to set them aside yet either. 
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Dust? Even a little? Odd; another anomaly that pinned itself to the inside of Lyle’s head for later 

consideration. This dust was the wrong colour, too. It was white-grey, not grey-brown. He wouldn’t risk 

touching the dust, but he suspected it was coarser than regular dust, too.  
Lyle examined the tins, looking for the ones with the least covering of the coarse grey dust, the 

ones he might pick down and weigh without leaving behind evidence of his examination of the caskets. 

He needed a place, too, to put down the scales he had brought down into the basement with him. He 

couldn’t risk the little gizmo leaving marks in the dust any more than he could risk disturbing the dust 

himself. 
Lyle found some empty caskets stacked beneath the stairs. Miles had said there should be two 

types, and he was correct. There was a large freezer to one side of the racks of shelving, so Lyle placed 

the scale on top of it, then weighed one of each type of container. He made a note of the weights of the 

empty tins and then continued hunting examples of filled tins for comparative weighing. He pushed away 

the idea of opening the freezer to check the contents; he really wasn’t up for that presently. One set of 

risks at a time. He hadn’t been a mortician long enough to be sure of not puking on the spot if he opened 

the freezer and found a murder victim stuffed inside. It was just a freezer. No matter that it was over-sized, 

clearly an industrial version rather than a domestic freezer. It probably just had Vale’s shopping in it. Or 

ice in case the body chillers upstairs failed. He tried really hard to be convinced by that explanation. 
The stairs. Something was odd about the stairs, Lyle thought to himself. He stood still and 

considered the scene, working to put his finger on what was wrong about the situation. The space was off. 

Humans like symmetry, especially people like Vale, he thought, and this space lacks symmetry, order. 

Architects seek to make the spaces they design flow, and this staircase wasn’t right. It ended oddly, like it 

had been cut off in its prime. Again he filed the information for later, he couldn’t risk getting distracted 

and being down here longer than was essential to weigh the tins like Miles had asked him to do. 
There were seven tins Lyle determined could be moved and weighed without too much risk. 

Fortunately, four of these were the heavier duty type, whilst the others were the standard type, so he 

should provide enough data to check Miles’s theory. Was Vale really disposing of additional bodies and 

mixing the resulting ashes in with those of his legitimate clients? Would it be possible to prove it, even if 

he was? What else might the guy be up to? Was he, Lyle, willing to get involved deeply enough to maybe 

eventually have to go even deeper into hiding, from a whole fresh set of enemies, if the Doctor’s 

suspicions were proved right?  
Just get the information. Weigh the tins and get back upstairs before Vale notices you are not 

where you should be. Get back to the cadaver you are meant to be processing and forget you were ever 

down here. Lie, tell Miles you didn’t find anything important. Stay out of it. Keep your new life safe and 

sound, you only just got it started after all. You’ve already done enough and lost enough in the name of 
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public interest, your dues are paid up. Despite his misgivings, Lyle noted the weights and then carefully 

returned the tins to their rightful places before doing the same with himself. 
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Haven Falls #194 Waking Up In The Shower  

Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie and Miles Sutherland 

__________________________________________________ 
The hot shower felt good against his skin as Gil sluiced his body under the jets. At least there’s a 

decent shower in this place, Gil found himself thinking, and the bathroom has room to move. Hell, there 

was even a huge corner tub, with bubble jets. Gil planned on using that one night. Now, if he could only 

get Miles to join him, that would be a night to remember. He chuckled. It probably wouldn’t take 

much...dinner, candle light, scented oil in the bath...romantic and irresistible. He dried off, wrapping a 

towel tightly round his hips. Neither he nor Miles were at the point where they could walk around in the 

buff and be comfortable with it. Gil sighed. Scratch that. He could walk around in the buff and be 

comfortable with it, but Miles...no way. The doctor hid behind an unkempt veneer of grunge. At home he 

wore scruffy clothes, used them as a shield to appear just unattractive enough to hide from any 

complicated encounters. The clothes he had worn at the Steele had made him look positively hot, which 

only went to prove he could do it if he tried. Which, on balance, made the situation worse, at least where 

Gil was concerned. 

He had almost had enough of seeing Miles doing that every day, hiding behind a layer of caustic 

wit and irritability. It frustrated him that the doc was potentially an attractive man but he was too damn 

sorry for himself to come out from behind the barricades for long. Gil finished shaving and peered at 

himself in the mirror. Maybe Miles simply wasn’t attracted to him. Can’t Miles see see how I feel, Gil 

wondered? 

Tidying up his things, Gil wanted to beat a hasty retreat to his room. He knew Miles would be 

home soon and he wanted to be up and dressed when he arrived. He flung open the door. The surprised 

look on Mile’s face would have been funny, but for the fact that Gil managed to knock him clean on his 

ass. He stopped dead in the doorway. “Miles, you’re home early....”  

“Fuck it, Gillespie, you noticed... Did you have to come barging out of the dunny so fast? What 

the hell’s wrong, you got a hot date?” The doctor was definitely uncomfortable, his gaze anywhere but on 

Gil who reached down and took the doctor’s hand, intent on helping him up. 

“Sorry Miles, I really didn’t know you were back, much less just on the other side of the door.” 

“Apology accepted. Now get me up.” Miles hand tightened in Gil’s, testing his strength. 

Apparently satisfied he braced to allow the man to help him up. Under Gil’s fingers, Miles’ pulse was 

racing. His own fingers still faintly damp from his ablutions, Gil felt his grip slipping as Miles was half 

way to his feet. He flung out his other hand to take hold and steady the doc but as he did so he felt the 
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knot of the towel slide inexorably undone. He made a grab for it but missed and it slipped gracefully to 

the floor, revealing Gil in all his glory. 

“Oh bugger...” That sounded like the words had tumbled from Miles’ mouth before he could stop 

them. Gil was amused that Miles couldn’t help staring, even though he must have seen his share of male 

genitalia before. Suddenly all Gil’s frustrations rushed to the fore. With a growl, he grabbed Mile’s shirt 

front in his fists and hauled him properly to his feet, propelling him backward. Miles gasped and grunted 

as his back connected with the wall. Gil’s hand came up beneath Miles’ chin to hold his head steady as he 

claimed Miles’ mouth in a heated kiss, a messy connection of lips, tongues and teeth a both men sought 

dominance. Taken by surprise, Miles seemed to react instinctively, his tongue fighting for supremacy as 

he felt Gil’s hands groping and grasping, popping buttons and ripping at his pants’ zip with no finesse or 

patience. Under this onslaught, Gil felt Miles’ cock swell in his pants, straining beneath his questing 

fingers. Oh God that felt so damn good. Gil cupped him through the fabric, fingers teasing, his eyes twin 

pools of passionate need. 

Miles didn’t seem to know what to do. He glared back, a lion cornered in its den, predatory, an 

Alpha male challenged in his own territory. Gil made the decision for him, grabbed Miles’ hand and 

closed it over his own swollen prick, groaning with desire as Miles’ fingers curled possessively around 

his solid length. “Fuck...Miles...” 

“This isn’t a good idea...” the words cut into Gil’s ardour like a scalpel through flesh. 

“Fuck good ideas, I need you.” Gil’s voice was rasping, husky and sexy with his craving.  

“We shouldn’t...” 

“Your body says otherwise. Bugger the consequences, we both need this...” 

“Gil...” Their faces were very close, lips tantalisingly near.... 

“GIL? Gil, mate...It’s me!” Miles’ voice reached him through the closed door and a haze of sleep. 

Gil came suddenly awake, sat up and cracked his head on the stupid overhanging shelf above the bed that 

he had marked for removal as soon as he could. Not soon enough obviously. He groaned, long and loud. 

“Oh, Fuck It!” aware that the dream had left him hard and aching. 

“Gil? You okay? Time’s getting on...if you need the shower, I’m finished.” 

Shower? Gil thought with a grimace, that’s irony for you, I need a shower alright, a cold one... 
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Haven Falls #195 - Death Becomes Her  

Henry Vale and Lyle Ashley Tate 

(with mention of Flynn Archer and Aiden Parker) 
______________________________________________________________ 

Lyle stood in the tiny kitchen of the funeral home waiting for the kettle to boil. Since Vale hadn’t 

arrived yet he couldn’t get started on his day’s tasks. The schedule would be in Vale’s office, and he 

wasn’t going to extend his snooping to going in there uninvited. He was bursting to look at the notes he 

had made whilst in the basement, but that would be too risky. Vale could arrive at any moment. 
“What the hell were you doing in the basement?” Vale asked, standing in the doorway. Lyle 

startled, spilling boiling water onto the counter as he did so, only narrowly avoiding a scalding. “Good 

morning, sorry, I didn’t realise you were here, would you like a drink?” Lyle tried a ‘filler’ whilst trying 

to recover himself.  
“No, I want an answer.”  
“I..I was just weighing some urns. Someone was asking about it, they were wondering what it 

might cost to send ashes home by post.” 
Vale eyed Tate with barely veiled disgust. Did he think he’d believe that? Then again, why was 

he thinking of him as a he? “Oh really? And who was asking?” 
“That Australian...Sutherland. He seems to be quite pessimistic about his own health.” It was near 

the truth. Lyle hoped it would float. 
Vale shook his head. He was tired, and the cut on his head ached. His arm ached too, making him 

wonder if he had a bruise. Damn pretty boy. “The only thing that Australian bastard is interested in is 

sticking his nose in other people’s business. I think it’s time to drop the charade, Mr. Tate. Oh, sorry, 

Ms.” 
Lyle blinked. This was his second shock of the morning. Things weren’t going well. “Sorry? I 

don’t follow...” He tried to look as innocent as he could, distracting himself by wondering how Vale has 

got such a fresh a cut on his temple.  
“Let’s cut the shit, shall we? I know you were once a woman, which explains your oh so delicate 

features. I also know there are some people looking for you, and you really don’t want them to find you, 

not if you altered your gender to hide from them. Are you understanding this? Shall I bring out the hand 

puppets, or are we clear here?” 
“What? Sorry, I don’t understand...” Vale was wrong about his gender. He couldn’t have realised 

just through observation; Lyle knew he passed well, despite being a bit too pretty for a male as yet. He did, 

didn’t he?  
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Vale glared at him. Tate was always pale, but now he was so ashen he was almost translucent. He 

was understanding just fine, he - she - just didn’t want to believe it. “Have you gone deaf now, shall I 

bring out a sign language interpreter? You’re not who you claim to be, and you never have been. Perhaps 

by now you’ve gathered that I make an awful lot of money for a funeral home in a very small town. Why 

that should surprise you I don’t know, since dodgy book-keeping is right up your alley, isn’t it?” 
Did he bluff? Could he? Vale seemed to know far too much about him. Or was he just putting 

scraps together to frighten him? It was working, but should he show that? “So what’s your problem with 

me? If you know so much, you know I’ve already done the public spirited thing. I’m keeping my head 

down now. Like you said, deaf and blind.” 
“Really? If so, why were you in the basement? Why were you talking to Flynn Archer at the 

nightclub?” 
“Archer? We weren’t ‘talking’. He was being an arse, hassling me and my boyfriend.” That had 

come out of left field at him. The dots suddenly started joining up, though. “He was ranting that we were 

in cahoots with you over something.” 
“Uh huh. So why were you in the basement? I’m waiting, Miss Tate.” 
“It’s Mr Tate. And I already told you, I was weighing some urns.” 
Vale had just about enough of this. Between him, Parker, and Archer disappearing, he was at the 

very end of his patience. “One phone call, and those people who are looking for you find you. What 

happens then? Do you think you can lie your way out of having them kill you? Kill your boyfriend? He 

does know, doesn’t he? The truth about you.” 
Survival mode was kicking in. However Vale knew whatever he knew, further discussion wasn’t 

an option. “So you know stuff. I know stuff.too. It suits us both if we mutually shut the fuck up.” 
That made Vale grin. How long had it been since he’d had a good laugh? “No. See, I could 

destroy you. Me, I have nothing to lose, and very powerful friends who will make sure I’m protected no 

matter what. Can you say the same thing, Ms. Tate? Or should that be Mrs? I’m always fuzzy on the rules 

about widows.” 
“Look, I don’t know what the deal is over Flynn Archer, and I don’t give a damn about the little 

shit. Your ‘powerful friends’ can shove it up their arses. I have no interest in them and my only interest in 

you is getting trained as a mortician. That and putting you on your arse if you keep using the wrong 

pronouns”. Vale had him rattled, but the man knew that anyway. Might as well make things as clear as 

possible.  
Vale walked right up to Tate, still grinning, almost unable to suppress a chuckle. All these willful 

little snots, thinking they had any sort of chance against him. Idiots. Little pissants with delusions of 

grandeur. “You want to take a swing at me? Go on, let’s see you try. This ought to be hilarious.” 
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It was tempting, but he’d stated the circumstances in which he would fight and he wasn’t going to 

get dragged in just to amuse Vale. He knew a sadist when he saw one, and he’d seen one when Vale had 

argued with Flynn. “Leave me alone, Henry, and I’ll leave you alone.“ 
“Oh yes, you set the rules now, I forgot.” He grabbed Tate’s arm, deliberately digging his fingers 

into the muscle so it would hurt. “Listen to me, she-male, and listen good, as I’m only saying this once. 

You want to live through the next two days? You do as I say when I say it, and keep your mouth shut. 

Otherwise the men that killed your husband will be waiting for you when you get home. If you doubt my 

ability to make this happen, give it a shot. It worked out well for Riley, surely it will work out well for 

you.” 
It took seconds for Lyle to calculate the odds. He could look to throw Vale or break his arm; it 

wouldn’t take that much, since the dumb asshole had put himself in just the right spot, but then he did just 

confess to murdering Stan Riley... If he kicked this off now he would have to end it with Vale dead, and 

he’d much rather see the shit banged up and sitting on the electric potty. He opted for the long game. 
“So you’re connected, you’re a made man. I get it. But I’m still not interested in your business, 

other than your legitimate business that is. Have fun playing your dirty little games with shits like Archer, 

but leave me out of it.” 
Now he was chuckling. This was terrific. “Again, making the rules. You got in it the moment you 

started poking around, Miss Tate. So you’re going to work with me, or you’re going back where you 

belong, into the loving arms of the people who have been searching so hard for you. This could be a break, 

you know. Handing you over could be a peace offering we could feast off of for years. Make it worth my 

while to keep you alive.” 
“That I can’t do. There’s nothing I can bargain with apart from my disinterest and my desire to 

keep breathing. But if you know so much you also know that if anything happens to me you will have a 

lap full of Agents taking a huge interest in you all of a sudden. That would really screw up trade for you, 

and for anyone who’d had recent dealings with you.” 
Vale was enjoying this immensely. He didn’t know, did he? This was almost precious, like a baby 

lamb curled up next to a baby deer. So sweet. “Oh, absolutely. It isn’t like we have law enforcement on 

the payroll ... oh, wait a minute, I forgot we don’t live in Happy Fairy Land. If we don’t own it, we can 

buy it, and if we can’t buy it, we can destroy it. The guys who want you are Old World, and dying on the 

vine. We are what is taking over now, and we’re twice as strong, and about eight times smarter. Test it if 

you’d like to find out, but you can do it just the once.” He let go of Tate’s arm, because he was sure he 

left finger shaped bruises on his arm already. Couldn’t make bruises more bruised. “What you’re going to 

do is this: a delivery should be coming in soon. I want you to take it to the crematorium and put it in the 

furnace. You do not ask who or why, you just do it. Afterwards, I’ll tell you what you’re going to do with 
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the ashes.” Ever since Riley tried the hands trick, he had a secret internet camera installed in the 

crematorium. He’d watch Tate, and if he tried anything like that, he would tell Dmitri to go ahead and 

throw the little fruit in the furnace. He’d probably enjoy that. 
“So you get me on tape as an accessory? I give you more to blackmail me with than you already 

have?” 
“I already have all I need to wipe you off the planet. Why do I need more evidence? It’s gilding 

the lily, isn’t it? I simply want you to prove you want to live.” 
Calculations kept running through Lyle’s head. He needed to get out of here so he could call 

Agent Tyler. If that meant sucking up to the psycho bier baron he would do it. Vale could pay for it later. 

He’d pay for it in ways that would pleasure Lyle, too, but for now go with the flow. “Okay.” He tried to 

make it look good, huffing and letting his body go slack, as if defeated. 
Should he trust this? Maybe the mule had seen the light, but the stupid often had to learn things 

the hard way. Riley proved that, beyond a shadow of a doubt, and Flynn was proving that as they talked. 

Vale leaned back against the countertop casually, as if satisfied with this, and looked at his nails. It was 

very important to keep them clean, it let people know you were serious in your hygiene and your work, 

and he could see a fleck of something dark beneath his index finger nail. Blood? Dried blood. How 

disgusting. He pulled the scalpel out of his pocket and worked the tip carefully under the nail. “See that 

you do as you’re told, Tate, and don’t get any bright ideas about, say, calling the police. Because the first 

call they’ll make is to me, and I have plans this evening.” 
“Dating a cadaver are you?” It got out before Lyle could stop it. Anything to make a mark though, 

now. 
Vale gave him a grim, humorless smile. “Don’t assume everyone shares your deviancy, Tate.” 
“Are we done here? Do you have my work schedule so I can get on?” 
Vale worked out the flake of dried blood, and wondered if it was Aiden’s. Probably. Oh, where 

was Archer? He was getting antsy to vivisect someone. “You will go wait in the crematorium. I expect the 

delivery should be here within ten minutes. I keep a rigid schedule. Sloppiness is the sign of a lazy mind.” 
Lyle turned back to the cup he had set on the worktop before Vale showed up. He put the kettle to 

boil again. “I’ll see you later then, Henry.” 
“I imagine you’ll be seeing me a lot, Mr. Tate.” He tucked the scalpel back in his coat pocket, and 

flexed his fingers. You’d think they’d hurt from punching the teacher, but no. All those interrogations had 

paid off; he had great callouses on his knuckles now. “Oh, and if you do see Mr. Archer again, anywhere, 

call or tell me immediately, would you?” 
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Haven Falls #196 Medium Rare  

Miles Sutherland, Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Lyle Ashley Tate 

__________________________________________________________ 
Miles spooned the last of the dog food into the two bowls. Dante seemed to have settled in well, 

but every time he looked at Aiden’s dog a cold feeling settled in the pit of Miles’ stomach. Where were 

Flynn and Aiden? 

After checking in at the florist shop, Miles had gone around to Flynn’s apartment but there’d been 

no sign of life. His visit to the cop shop hadn’t produced any spark of interest - “Maybe they’d gone away 

for the weekend.” - had been the laconic response to his assertion that all was not well. 

Miles sat back on his heels and watched the dogs eat. His life had taken such a dramatic turn 

since arriving in Haven Falls. The last thing he would have expected was to have a dog, let alone now 

caring for two. Somehow he’d also acquired a housemate. Where was the Haven he’d come to find? 

Somewhere he could bury himself in work and forget all that had come before. He’d succeeded in doing 

that. Almost too well. Last night he’d slept better than he had in months, years even. 

Was it just the knowledge that he wasn’t alone? That some other person was nearby? Even if in a 

different room. Miles sighed and stood, brushing his hands down his sweatpants. Maybe now he wasn’t 

alone he should start wearing less daggy clothes. Since shedding ten kilos he now had the opposite 

problem. They were too big. He shouldn’t have had the big clean out when he moved out of the house 

he’d shared with Darren. Too many of his things had triggered memories though. Darren had always been 

there when they’d gone shopping, insisting he dress neat. The New England influence shining through. 

He needed to go on another shopping trip in Asher Bay again. While there he could also check 

out the nightlife venues. The sexual assault victim he’d been treating had let slip he’d been to some 

BDSM club, but wouldn’t give the name or location. Surely there couldn’t be too many places around. 

As he washed his hands, Miles reminded himself to cut down on his hot water consumption. After 

this morning’s long shower, trying to wake up ready for Monday’s shift, he’d banged on Gil’s door and 

left for work. Hopefully there’d been enough hot water in the tank. 

The big test of how compatible they would be was still to come. When Lyle had been here 

yesterday after helping Gil to move in, Miles had noticed a degree of stiffness in the air. Stiffness... Miles 

groaned and scratched his head. Why, oh why, had let himself be coerced into this arrangement? It was 

going to be pure torture having Gil around. According to the policy manual he’d dug out, there was a 

specific clause discouraging romantic or sexual relationships between employees. Given he had a degree 

of supervisory role at the hospital, forming any kind of personal relationship with Gil could be considered 

inappropriate. So not only would he be risking what was developing into a form of friendship, he’d be 
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transgressing a workplace policy. At least if Gil’s interest in Lyle developed, he’d be less tempted. From 

the looks Lyle had been sending Gil’s way when Gil wasn’t watching, the guy was definitely more than 

keen on him. The little green-eyed monster inside Miles had to start learning his lesson. Gil was off limits. 

The sound of a key in the lock managed to make itself heard above the scuffling of the dogs as 

they competed to see which could finish their dinner first. Gil was home. 

That damned dream, Gil found himself thinking as he let himself in, it really knocked me off 

kilter all day. He had no idea what to say to Miles that wouldn’t give anything away and he was so not 

going to tell him about it. What a can of worms that would open. He hung up his coat and kicked his 

boots off, took a deep breath and squared his shoulders. Act nonchalant, he thought, you can do it. The 

dogs came snuffling round his feet as he entered the kitchen, which provided the distraction he needed. 

He ruffled behind ears and murmured words of welcome and approval while two doggy faces laughed up 

at him. At least they wouldn’t judge. 

“Hi, mate. How was your day?” 

“Fine.” Gil kept it short and simple. In truth it hadn’t been all that fine. The shitty headache he 

had begun the day with from whacking his head on that bloody silly shelf—who the hell puts a shelf that 

low above someone’s pillow?—had put the brakes on the day’s chances of being anything but a damp 

squib. But we Brits are masters at saying we’re fine when we’re not, he thought, stiff upper lip and all 

that. What a load of bollocks.... 

“Hope I left you enough hot water this morning. There’s still a few things we need to sort out so 

we don’t tread on each other’s toes.” Miles opened the fridge and pulled out a ginger beer for himself and 

a beer for Gil. “Here, when you’re ready, we’ll sort out a few things. Sorry the place is a bit of a mess, I 

didn’t get time to do much today.” 

Oh, God, I didn’t need any hot water, Gil remembered. “The place is fine, I don’t OCD on stuff 

like that. I like a place to feel lived in, not like something out of a magazine. I’m not messy or anything, 

just...relaxed?” He carefully avoided the water comment. “What things did you have in mind anyway?”  

Miles pulled his earlobe. “Take a seat, first. I’m not even sure where to begin. In some ways 

we’re strangers, but in others we’re friends and workmates. I’ll try to respect your privacy when you have 

friends around....” He dragged out a couple of steaks he’d been marinating. “... but I’m just not used to 

living with someone on those terms. Apart from Darren, I’ve never lived with anyone other than family.” 

Gil accepted the beer and dropped into a chair. “That’s okay, I’m the same really.” Gil had lived 

at home for a while after he and Simon had split, finding comfort in having family around him. His 

independence had got the better of him eventually and he was about to look for somewhere to live when 

this opportunity had arisen to do the exchange. Being single was still a novelty, even if living with 
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someone wasn’t. “Don’t worry, I can respect privacy too. Your room is off limits unless I’m invited.” 

Fuck, he hadn’t meant to say that. Gil busied himself in downing the beer and tried to look unconcerned. 

Miles took a deep breath. The thought of how good Gil would look sprawled out on his bed was 

definitely tempting. Had the remark been meant that way, though? Maybe it was just an expression of 

speech. “You do know there is a specific clause in the Policy and Procedures manual, about relationships 

between employees, don’t you? Not that I’m saying that’s what you were talking about. Just wanted to get 

that clear.” Miles turned his back and placed the steaks on the grill. Shit, maybe he was imagining things. 

That would be typical. It had been so long since he’d been on the scene, he wasn’t even sure when 

someone was cracking on to him. 

Gil froze at the mention of relationships between employees. It was a good thing Miles’ back was 

turned. Quick, now what? You’re used to thinking on your feet, Gil, get a grip. “Well, technically, you’re 

not my employer...” Okay, now you’re in the shit. Way to go, numbskull. Gil paused, waiting. Some part 

of him, the cheeky teasing part, was eager to see what Miles would say to that. The rest of him wanted to 

curl up and disappear.  

“I may not pay your wages, but there’s still a degree of my being the one calling the shots, as it 

were, telling you what to do.” Miles straightened and turned, hoping the color in his cheeks could be 

attributed to bending over, not the things he’d like to tell Gil to do, starting with sucking a part of him that 

seemed awfully in need of attention. 

Yeah, and you really like telling people what to do, don’t you, Miles? Gil thought with a grin. 

“Well, I guess the hospital board would deal with any disciplinary action if I step over the line at work, 

not you.” He downed another gulp of his beer. “Anyway, that’s work. What about here? What are the 

house rules?” 

“Rules?” Maybe the thought of the BDSM club were starting to prey on his brain, but the words, 

‘rules’, ‘discipline’ and ‘stepping over the line’ were a little too close for comfort. Satisfied the steaks 

were cooking nicely, Miles leant back against the bench and took a sip of his drink before answering. 

“For starters, when it comes to the kitchen, if I’m home I cook. Savvy? You may have noticed I’m a bit 

fussy when it comes to food. So speak up now if you have any likes or dislikes. Music? Anything as long 

as it’s not rap. Friends over? Fine as long as I don’t have to watch.” Miles lip curled for a second. “Unless 

I’m invited of course.” 

That last nearly made Gil choke on his beer. He mastered the urge and gazed into Miles’ eyes. 

“Damn, I forgot to tell you, I’m vegetarian...and a closet rap artist!” He grinned. “How about if I want a 

midnight feast? Do I have to wake you up for permission?”  

Miles marvelled at the way Gil had managed to keep a perfectly straight face when he answered. 

He’d already seen him consume meat on several occasions. He sniggered. “Nah. I wouldn’t want to 
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cramp your style. Just give me warning if you’ve got guests. I’d hate to blunder in while you’re in the 

middle of consuming some chocolate and cream-covered delights in the kitchen.” 

“I’ll make sure I enjoy my cream-covered delights in bed then...” Gil couldn’t resist. 

“As long as you’re washing the sheets, that’s fine. Do you want me to buy in extra cans of dairy 

whip?” 

“No, a little goes a long way.” How the hell had the conversation got this naughty? Gil liked the 

exchange though; Miles wasn’t as stiff—fuck, no, don’t think about that now—as he usually seemed.  

The makings of a salad didn’t take long to prepare. In a way Miles was just happy for the chance 

to chat. Roofie may be intelligent, but he still wasn’t much of a dinner companion.  

In the spirit of their new found camaraderie Gil reached across the counter for the cutlery drawer, 

intent on helping set out the tools. Miles glared at him.  

“Leave it!” Miles slapped Gil’s hand away and regretted the action immediately.  

“Bloody hell, Miles, what was that for?” Gil massaged his stung flesh. “I was only trying to 

help...”  

“I told you. I don’t need any help.” Shit, things had been going so good, too. 

“Geez, are you this bossy in bed as well?” Gil raised an eyebrow and the corner of his mouth 

twitched in a suggestive smile.  

Miles swallowed. He so didn’t want to go there. “I....” The sound of Freddy Mercury’s distinctive 

voice cut across what he was about to say. What was the song? “Save Me”? How appropriate. 

Gil scrabbled for his phone and checked the caller display, then flipped it open. “Mum? Hang on 

a sec.” Gil turned to Miles. “Won’t be a mo.” He wandered off out of earshot. 

Miles finished off the salad and setting the table. The steaks were ready. Maybe instead of 

sounding like a bad-tempered Top, he should have checked to see how Gil liked his cooked. Most of the 

Brits he’d met liked them overdone. But somehow he couldn’t imagine Gil being like that. If he was 

offended by the sight of blood he was in the wrong business. Medium rare was more like him. At least he 

didn’t have to worry that the quality of the meat. One advantage of not living in a country where you were 

lucky to have meat at all let alone good quality stuff. He turned off the grill and placed the steaks on the 

plate. Hopefully Gil’s mother wasn’t a gas bag. 

Gil flipped the phone shut. That was a turn up. It also put a different colour on things. He saw 

Miles had finished setting the table and the food was done. Taking a seat he faced the doctor and said 

“We have to take this to the cops, Miles.”  

“What? Our dinner? I thought they preferred donuts.” Miles rounded up the dogs and pushed 

them out the door before they started whining to be fed again. No way was he going to have Roofie 

gaining weight, too. 
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“That was mum with the information I wanted. She didn’t sound too happy either. She didn’t buy 

my excuse about the pub quiz, warned me not to get into anything dangerous.” 

Miles racked his brain, trying to work out what the hell Gil was referring to. “Sorry, mate. 

You’ve lost me.” 

“Stan’s journal? Henry Vale, or whatever his name is? Maybe Vladimir something, if Stan didn’t 

get his knickers in a twist over nothing. Bratva, that word that I knew wasn’t Latin? It isn’t. It means 

‘brotherhood’ in Russian.”  

“What, like the Russian mafia or something?” 

“No ‘or something’ about it. Apparently it’s how they refer to themselves. If Stan got that right, 

we could be in deep shit. Not to mention...fuck...sorry, I have to call Lyle...” Gil flipped his phone open 

again, fingers flying over the keys. 

“Wait. I’ve already been to the cops. Flynn’s gone awol, now. Can’t find him or Aiden. I called 

around to the cop shop, but they’re not interested. Claim to be under-staffed or something. Anyway, 

Flynn specifically said he didn’t want them involved. I’m not sure if it’s because he doesn’t trust them or 

that he doesn’t want to appear on their radar.” Miles waved his hand at the dinner. “Eat your dinner. Steak 

tastes crap, if it’s cold.” 

Gil sat listening to the phone ringing, willing Lyle to pick up. Nothing happened and his 

voicemail kicked in. Gil left a quick and urgent message, simple and to the point. “Call me, asap,” and 

closed the phone. “No luck. I’ll have to try again later. I sure as hell hope nothing has happened to him, 

too.” He began to eat, pragmatic enough to know when to use an opportunity to its best advantage. In his 

line of work, you took your chances when you could. Interruptions were all too common. “You’ve done 

the steaks medium?” Gil was, for some reason, surprised.  

Miles paused with a forkful just in front of his mouth. Shit. He should have checked first. “You 

have a problem with that?” 

“Hell no, I like them done like this.” Gil watched the pink middle of the steak ooze blood as his 

knife cut through. Blood. Well, that was something he had no problems with, as long as it didn’t belong to 

anyone he knew.  

The meal had lost its flavour as far as Miles was concerned. In a way, Flynn’s warnings about 

Vale being dangerous had seemed overly-dramatic, despite Stan’s disappearance and the hands turning up. 

Now he’d just sent Gil’s new boyfriend on a hunt which could place him in danger too. “I hope Lyle is 

okay. In the morning, I’m going to take the dogs for a walk past Aiden’s and Flynn’s places, maybe check 

out the funeral home. If they’re not around, I’m calling Asher Bay police. Bugger the locals.” 

“If Stan was right, then its a good bet he’s already dead.”  
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Miles glanced up at Gil. Did he really understand what was going on here? The dangerous 

mission to check the urns he’d possibly sent Lyle on? “Who’s dead? Stan? Flynn? Aiden? Lyle? The 

Mafia aren’t exactly worried about body counts.” 

Gil sighed and ran a hand through his hair. He was totally out of his depth with all of this. Yet, so 

far as he knew, nothing had happened. There was no guarantee that Flynn was right and that Stan was 

anything other than a mentally unstable flake with a grudge. He had no proof of any wrong-doing to take 

to the police, nothing apart from his own suspicions. Just a word in a journal that didn’t make sense. 

“Okay, okay, let’s see what happens.” Gil checked his watch. “Lyle should be home by now. If I don’t get 

an answer, I’ll go round.” His phone rang just as he was about to add that if he didn’t get an answer, he 

would at least report Lyle as missing. Checking the display he sighed in relief and flipped it open. “Lyle? 

Are you okay?” 

“Hi, Gil, yeah. Why shouldn’t I be?” 

Gil opened his mouth to say something then thought better of it. “How did it go at work?”  

“Well, I did as Miles asked. Nothing odd, though, that I could find.” 

Gil glanced across at Miles and said “So, that’s a dead end then?” Wanting to warn Lyle was 

warring with being careful with what he said aloud.  

“Funny man. Yeah, it was a dead end. Very dead.” Lyle forced himself to chuckle at the pun. 

“Okay, I’ll tell Miles. Stay safe then, okay? You need anything, call me?” 

“Thanks, Gil...See you tomorrow, yeah?”  

“Okay, call me, we’ll go for lunch?” Maybe there wasn’t anything wrong. Lyle was either a damn 

good liar or there really was no cause for worry. Once Lyle had rung off Gil turned to find Miles who was 

watching him curiously. “He said he didn’t find anything.” 
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Haven Falls #197 Rattled  

Lyle Ashley Tate  

(with mentions of Flynn Archer, Carter Gillespie, Miles Sutherland and Henry Vale) 
_______________________________________________________________ 

Vale had shaken him, but the tea and biscuits Lyle had brought with him into his panic room were 

helping. He sat where he could watch the feeds from the various cameras round the house, both internal 

and external.  

He was furious. Vale had really rattled his cage. He could deal with the death threats, it was the 

undermining of his machismo that had hurt. Having to stand on his desire to kill the fucker hadn’t helped 

either. Seeing the scalpel had confirmed he’d made the right choices, though. Henry Vale was not entirely 

sane and the scalpel had fresh blood on it; he figured it wasn’t Vale’s own blood on the blade or under his 

fingernails. Someone was in serious trouble. Or recently dead. Flynn Archer maybe? 

How had Vale known he’d been in the basement? Did he have concealed cameras in the room? In 

all the rooms? Where had Vale appeared from? He’d been sure he was alone when he went down to the 

basement and he hadn’t heard anyone enter the funeral home after him. 

Everything Lyle now knew about Vale would be considered hearsay. He had no evidence at all, 

even though the arrogant swine had been so full of glee recounting the extent of his operation whilst 

threatening him with exposure. Vale’s people couldn’t be ‘Old World’ mob, though. He’d already be dead 

if that were the case.  

Lyle tried to stop the movie that was running in his head, the look of shock his husband’s face 

had worn as his brains were blown out all over the court steps. With the visual memory had come other 

sensory input too, a recollection of how it had felt to have part of Richard’s skull fly into his cheek, 

creating a gash, and the sickly sweet scent of his husband’s blood as it had sprayed, hot and metallic, 

across his mouth and chin. Lyle chewed his cheek to distract himself from the reminiscence. 

Vale had been very dismissive of the Italian mafia. What then? The bruiser who shadowed him 

all the way from work to his home...he was called Dmitri, wasn’t he? Yes, Russian mob maybe? That 

would add up.  

Would collecting the kudos from handing him over to the Italians be too much of a temptation for 

Vale, regardless of their earlier discussions? The bastard certainly couldn’t be trusted to hold to their 

arrangement for long, if at all.  

He continued to ponder his situation whilst maintaining his vigil with the cameras. Dmitri 

appeared to have gone, but Lyle didn’t dismiss the idea that he had simply found a camera blind spot to 

place himself in. How many similar creatures Vale had on his payroll was unknown. Lyle figured it 
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wouldn’t be long, anyway, until the mortician got bored and decided to save on Dmitri’s overtime by 

dusting him. 

This was a real, very bloody, mess he was in now. He couldn’t be sure that Agent Tyler wasn’t 

compromised. That Tyler might have proven incompetent enough to let him take work with a mob-

connected made man seemed too far fetched to believe; the alternative was that he had been set up. The 

local cops were almost certainly bought and paid for too. He had no family and no friends in Haven Falls 

besides Carter Gillespie. The paramedic had called him earlier, but while he was still under Vale’s 

surveillance he hadn’t dared take the call.  

Gil and Miles were expecting him to feed back on what he had discovered. The irony was, his 

investigation in the basement, which had gotten him into so much hot water with Vale, had drawn a blank; 

there was nothing to indicate there was anything at all dodgy about the urns stored there. He again 

shuddered to think what he might have found if he had actually looked in the freezer down there, though. 

Lyle made the decision to call Gil. He would have to watch his tone, though. Gil was sharp and 

would pick up on anything out of character when they talked. He needed his buddy to stay away from 

Vale, to stay safe, but he wouldn’t be able to say anything too obvious. It was actually looking like Gil’s 

007 idea was less far fetched than he’s imagined, but that would tell Gil he was running, and he had no 

way, nor any intention, of running this time.  

Lyle Ashley Tate had resolved to make himself a life and a home in Haven Falls. He was keeping 

both. Vale’s innate psychotic cruelty had made him an enemy, and a vengeful one at that; Lyle hadn’t 

been able to draw any Mafia blood for Richard’s sake, but he figured it was now open season on Vale, all 

he had to do was come up with a plan that wouldn’t land him on death row. 

____________________________ 
 

The conversation with Gil had been, of necessity, brief and colorless. When it was done with Lyle 

decided to check his emails. He was distressed, but unsurprised, to see that Vale had managed to invade 

his inbox. Of course the messages left were all anonymous, full of veiled threats and ominous warnings of 

what could be made to happen if he didn’t stay nicely co-operative and submissive. He set about 

collecting proof of where the email had come from, for use later. 

Whilst he worked, Lyle considered his options. He could call Agent Tyler. Normally that would 

be his automatic response if he felt threatened or feared he had been exposed. He really wanted to call 

Tyler, to tear her a new orifice. She should have run a background check on Vale; he doubted the man 

would come up completely clean, even if he had dismembered and roasted anyone who had cottoned on 

to his arrangements with the Russian mob. Was Tyler compromised, though? Surely a Fed wouldn’t be 

within Vale’s buying power? Then, if he was telling anything like the truth, Vale had mob connections 
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and organised crime groups had very deep pockets. It had been the shortening of those pockets that had 

gotten Lyle into witness protection in the first place, and cost him his husband’s life.  

He reached up and dragged his aged, precious biscuit tin off the shelf. This was where he kept the 

tiny fragments he had managed to retain from his past lives—bits the Agency would go mad about if they 

knew of their existence, but which kept him sane—and his emergency info. He checked the numbers and 

words scrawled in code on the inside of the box and then picked up the phone. If he couldn’t trust Tyler 

he had to hope to hell that he could trust her handler—he checked the name before dialling—Senior 

Agent Adam Breslaw had better be on the ball if Lyle’s idea for dealing with Henry Vale was going to 

work. 
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Haven Falls #198 - Happy Endings, Part 1  

Flynn Archer, Aiden Parker, & Henry Vale 

______________________________ 
 

After he had given up on breaking into Vale’s computer (it was password protected, and he 

wasn’t much of a hacker), and got tired of tearing up his house to find evidence, Flynn decided there was 

only one place left he could go.  

Vale hadn’t come home. Flynn couldn’t figure out why he hadn’t come home, except maybe 

something had happened to him, or maybe he wanted to be closer to wherever he was keeping Aiden. The 

second was the most likely, so he had nowhere else to go except the funeral home. Not that Vale would be 

holding Aiden at the funeral home, that was silly. Where would he keep him? It was a more or less public 

place. 

Supposedly. But maybe he was overlooking something. What did he have to lose now?  

So Flynn left Vale’s house, wondering if he should set it on fire before leaving. Ultimately he 

decided he didn’t have time. But he’d keep it in mind for later.  

**** 
Aiden lay on his back staring up at the ceiling. He didn’t know where one ache stopped and the 

next one started. He was still cuffed to the damn table, and it hurt his back, but there wasn’t much he 

could do about that. The aches were his own damn fault, too. What the hell was I thinking, throwing that 

jar at him? he thought, licking his cut lip. It stung, but that pain was dull compared to the rest.  

It had to be Monday by now. Maybe even Tuesday. Someone had to know he was missing from 

school. Angel and Evan would know something was wrong - he never missed a day. Where was Flynn? 

Was Dante okay? Thoughts raced through his mind as time dragged on. He couldn’t hear a thing and the 

silence was starting to drive him mad.  

**** 
Flynn had waited until he was sure Lyle the prick was gone, and skulked around the outside, 

trying to see if there was a back door or some kind of entrance not so well used as the front. Eventually he 

found a kind of service door around the very back, locked from the inside, but he was able to pick it open, 

although it took longer than he would have liked. He didn’t think Vale was here, but if he was, he was 

being quiet and avoiding windows.  

Inside it was quiet, still, and smelled vaguely of dust and formaldehyde. Funeral homes were 

always vaguely creepy, but in that boring sort of way. He could imagine being locked in here overnight, 
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and dying of boredom shortly before dawn. You wanted it to be more than it was, but perhaps that was his 

problem alone.  

He crept around the funeral home, feeling like a bit of an idiot, but he eventually found a door at 

the end of a narrow access corridor in the back. It said “Employees Only” on it, so maybe that was 

something. If it was an autopsy room, he wondered if he’d be sorry or just grossed out. 

The door opened on a small staircase the led into a dark basement. Did funeral homes have 

basements? He had no idea. It was quiet - the whole damn place was quiet as a tomb - so he crept down, 

tensed, ready to hit something.  

But once again he was disappointed. While it wasn’t a laundry room, it seemed to be that in spirit, 

with coffee cans and urns on little shelves, some instruments that were probably broken or spares, stowed 

away from the public view.  

There was something weird about the basement, though. For one thing, it was designed weird. 

The back wall seemed almost flush against the back of the stairs, which was a design element he’d never 

heard of. It reduced the basement to this small, rectangular space. Not only that, but was that a bag of 

quicklime in the corner? Since when did funeral homes have quicklime? 

Flynn felt the weird wall, and knocked on it, instantly regretting it. Not wood - poured concrete. It 

was cold, and he slid his hand along its surface, feeling for ... well, he had no idea what. A door knob, a 

button, and invisible key. Something. 

Eventually, he did feel something. Although the surface was a uniform gray, he felt a shift in 

texture. There was something metal hidden beneath the paint. He felt around, trying to get an idea of 

where the edges were, but there weren’t any. Still, it was in a rough door shape. Huh. How did you open a 

door you couldn’t see, one without a lock? Metal on top of that. 

Maybe it wasn’t metal all the way through. That gave him an idea. He raced back up the stairs, 

and went out into the area behind the home. There was an equipment shed for whoever tended the 

graveyards. It was locked, but it was a fucking padlock! Jesus, he busted those in high school, and this 

was no different. Once inside, he had a whole host of lawn and graveyard equipment to choose from. 

He settled on a very heavy maul, a solid bodied axe (which made him wonder why a gravekeeper 

would ever need an axe this good), and a crowbar. He then headed back into the funeral home, no longer 

caring about being quiet, and went straight to the basement. There was no way to visually tell where the 

gray painted concrete became gray painted metal, so he felt with his hand until the texture shifted, and 

pinpointed where to use the maul. He raised it high and slammed it into the metal. It didn’t give, and it 

sent a shockwave of pain up his arms, but it felt like it could give, if he hit it hard enough and frequently 

enough.  
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Flynn stood back, took a deep breath, and wondered if this was how John Henry felt as he started 

using the maul on the nearly invisible metal panel.  

**** 
Aiden willed himself to sleep to pass more time, and he did eventually drift off. But when he 

woke up, he once again couldn’t tell how much time had passed. It could have been minutes or hours. Did 

it really matter, though?  

Stretching as much as he could on the table, he debated sitting up, but changed his mind. His head 

throbbed, and he felt what must be a migraine coming over him. His ears felt like they were ringing. It 

was faint, but definitely there, so he shut his eyes and tried to drift back to sleep.  

The sound only grew more intense, more insistent, and Aiden realized there was no growing pain 

behind it. The ringing was not in his ears, but beyond the wall. “What the hell is he up to now?” Aiden 

asked the air. He wasn’t surprised when it failed to respond.  

**** 
When Flynn got the metal plate to buckle and show its edges, he used the crowbar, but the 

fucking thing warped out of true, twisting under the strength of the metal door(?) or whatever it was. 

Useless, he was forced to throw it aside, and used the edge of the axe blade to pry it up even further. After 

a few minutes the axe snapped, the handle busting in his hands as the head fell to the floor and nearly 

sliced his foot, but by now he had found the location of something that looked an awful lot like a locking 

mechanism. It wasn’t simple, nor what he was used to, but he knelt down and got to work trying to figure 

it out. It was hard because his hands were sweaty and shaking, but he wasn’t going to let something as 

stupid as that stop him. He’d come too far to puss out now. 

The ringing noise stopped and Aiden waited. Any second now Vale would make his prescence 

known. His body tensed as he waited for him to talk, or maybe strike at him. He wouldn’t be surprised 

after the stunt he pulled last time. He moved his foot on the table and it knocked against one of the pipes 

at the end. If he could knock it off... well, it would be off, but being cuffed to the table wouldn’t allow 

him to reach it. So that was out. What was Vale waiting for, anyway?  

Finally, Flynn cracked the lock. He heard the clunk of the mechanism releasing, and said, “I don’t 

suppose you’re in here, Aiden?” He opened the door, grabbing the edges and forcing it open in fits and 

spurts, as using the maul to reveal the door had warped the bastard.  

Aiden’s head jerked towards the door and his eyes widened in the darkness. “F-Flynn?” he 

managed to get out. The sound of his voice was so surprising he could hardly believe it. This had to be a 

trick. A recording Vale made to get him hopeful only to tear him down.  

The sound of Aiden’s voice was actually shocking, as he hadn’t expected it. He expected to open 

this door and find a water heater or a boiler, something stupid and unrelated to everything, because that’s 
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how his life was running right now. But upon hearing it, he redoubled his efforts on pushing open the 

warped door. “Holy shit! Aid! Are you okay?” 

“God, Flynn, is that really you?” A sob welled out of Aiden’s chest and he was unable to hold it 

back. He wanted to get out. Before Vale came back. “Hurry, Vale could be back any time... I don’t 

remember the last time he was here.”  

“I’m trying.” He threw all his weight against the door, and the metal screamed as it scraped 

across the concrete floor, but finally he had it open enough to squeeze through. The door opened on a 

small room with a deep, body sized freezer and an autopsy table, where Aiden was waiting, prone and 

handcuffed. The room was almost blindingly white, or would have been if the light had been decent in 

here, and was made up of those waffle tiles they used in acoustic soundproofing. Holy shit, Vale had his 

own little torture chamber in here. Was he that stupid fucker from Saw?  

Flynn made a beeline to Aiden, mainly because he wanted to make sure he was real and okay. He 

was real, but not okay - he had a couple of bloody cuts on his face. “What did that motherfucker do to 

you?” 

Seeing Flynn was better than hearing him, and Aiden’s tense body relaxed as relief washed over 

him. Flynn really was here and everything was going to be okay. “I threw a jar at him. He didn’t like it.” 

Aiden reached up and touched his shoulder. Solid and warm.  

Flynn carefully touched what looked to be the newest cut. It was so thin, like a papercut, but to 

bleed as much as it had it must have been deep. “Don’t fight that guy. He’s a fucking psycho.” Flynn 

wondered if he was talking to himself, because he’d already decided he was going to kill him for this. He 

checked Aiden’s wrist, and was so glad Vale used older model handcuffs, because those things were such 

a cinch to pick he had no idea how cops ever kept a single perp in them. “Hold still a sec, I’ll get you out 

of these.” 

“What day is it?” Aiden asked as Flynn worked on the cuffs. He didn’t question how he knew 

what he was doing. He didn’t want to know. Whatever had led him to have that knowledge was in the past 

and he didn’t care. “Hard to tell time with no sound or lights.”  

“To be brutally honest, I don’t know.” He knew he’d get tired at some point and didn’t want to be, 

so while he was in the bad side of Haven Falls, he bought some uppers from a dealer. Not many, a few, 

but enough to keep him awake and alert. Right now he was jittery with artificial energy, and wondered if 

the dealer’s claim - that these were the amphetamines the Army handed out to soldiers - was even 

remotely true. “I’ve been trying to find this fucker for so long it could be March. I have no sense of time 

right now.” It didn’t take long at all; it was as easy as the padlock. Two little clicks, and the cuffs fell 

open and hit the floor.  
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The first thing Aiden did with the cuffs off was to rub his wrist. As soon as he was sitting, though, 

he threw his arms around Flynn’s neck and held him tightly, managing to keep any tears at bay. He could 

deal with that later. No time for it now, but he needed to feel Flynn in his arms. His weight was a comfort. 

“Let’s get out of here. Is your offer to run away still valid? Because I’ll take that offer.”  

“Sounds awesome.” He gave Aiden a quick kiss and a brief, tight hug, wanting to do more, but 

not here and not now. He had to get him out of here and find him somewhere safe. How did Aiden feel 

about crack houses? Yeah, he wasn’t going to ask, he already knew the answer. 

“Oh good, look what the cat dragged in,” Vale said, his voice full of arrogant satisfaction. 

Oh shit. 
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Haven Falls #199: Happy Endings, Part Two  

Aiden Parker, Flynn Archer, and Henry Vale 

Warning: Graphic Violence 

_____________________________________________ 
Flynn just stared at Vale a moment, as if he couldn’t believe he was there. But he was, all dead 

eyes and razor blade smile, and Flynn felt his rage boil over. The speed coursing through his veins like 

poison just made things worse. 

He let go of Aiden and lunged for the fucker, catching him in a rugby tackle around the waist and 

sending them flying out into the basement. He felt the edge of the warped door tear at his shoulder as they 

flew past, but he was too full of adrenaline and speed to give a shit. 

As they hit the floor, he punched Vale in his evil face, but he was too enraged to care about 

technique or leaving himself open to attack, which is probably how Vale ended up kneeing him in the 

balls, hard enough that Flynn saw dark spots flash and collapse in front of his eyes, and then Vale threw 

him off of him. “Stupid little boy,” Vale spat, getting to his feet and planting a solid kick in Flynn’s ribs. 

“You’ve just never figured out you were always going to lose. You lost before you even started to play.” 

Vale meant to kick him in the face, but Flynn had recovered enough from his crushed balls to see 

it coming and managed to catch Vale’s foot, yanking him forward and sending him falling to the floor. He 

quickly crawled up him, deciding to punch him in the balls for good measure. “I’m gonna kill you, 

motherfucker.” The ball punch hurt him, like he thought it would (he’d had some doubts he even had 

balls), and as he crawled up Flynn reached into his pocket and pulled out his butterfly knife. The beauty 

of them was you could open them with just one hand; a flick of the wrist, and it was ready to go.  

Flynn raised it, but as it was coming down, Vale grabbed his wrist, and while Flynn put his other 

hand around Vale’s wrinkly throat, Vale punched him in the face, punching him right where his jaw met 

his skull, just under his ear. 

Flynn felt his consciousness briefly go sideways, and suddenly Vale was on top of him, twisting 

his wrist until there was an audible snap, the butterfly knife falling from his useless hand. Oddly enough 

he didn’t really feel the pain of it, maybe because he was still in shock, or maybe because the speed was 

finally doing him a favor. Vale was leering down at him, giving him a grin that was all teeth and no 

warmth, like he was a fairy tale wolfman about to bite his face off. “Remember, you chose this,” Vale 

said, his voice a gravelly growl. “This is all your fault.” 

Aiden watched everything happen as if in a movie theater. The whole moment felt so surreal until 

he heard the snap of Flynn’s wrist. That sound seemed as if it echoed - at least in his mind it did - and it 
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startled him back to reality. Vale was preoccupied with Flynn, and the knife lay just behind him to the 

side. If he could get to it without being seen... it was dim enough that he could manage it.  

Without allowing himself time to rethink his plan, he slipped quickly through the broken door and 

dove for the knife. It felt strange in his hand, and he spun, putting himself in position behind Vale. “Let 

him go,” he demanded as he reached out to grab his hair and jerk it back. His hand tightened around the 

blade in his hand, determined not to lose it.  

Vale saw the teacher grab the knife, too fast for him to do anything about it, but he wasn’t 

concerned. The last time that pretty boy picked up a knife, he was probably making a vegetarian casserole. 

He allowed the teacher to pull him up off of Flynn, but then he deliberately stepped back into Parker and 

threw his head back hard, smashing the back of his skull into his face.  

Though the pain was intense and he could feel warm liquid seeping from his nose, Aiden refused 

to drop the knife. He was disoriented for a few moments as his vision blurred. Reaching out to grab Vale 

again, he found it wasn’t the man himself but a double from his vision. He swore and reached out again, 

this time grabbing onto a sleeve.  

Annoyed with this pissant wasting his time, Vale punched Parker square in the throat. “We’re not 

ten year olds on the playground,” he snapped. “Stay out of it.” 

“You fucking bitch!” Flynn roared, tackling Vale and sending them both falling into the side of 

the stairs. They hit it hard enough that something cracked - possibly the stairs, possibly not - and Flynn 

felt a sliver slide into the open wound of his shoulder as they hit the floor, Vale squirming like a cat to 

escape. He was vaguely aware some pens fell out of his pocket.  

Aiden went down when the punch landed square on his throat. All air rushed from him and he 

struggled to breathe. Flynn needed his help, but he could hardly move. Turning his head to the side, he 

watched helplessly as the two men struggled. 

Vale elbowed Flynn ruthlessly in the solar plexuses, until it felt like he couldn’t get a breath, and 

kneed him in the face, making his nose crack on impact. He felt the blood gush over his lips, but the pain 

was remarkably distant, like it was happening to someone else. Those were damn good amphetamines. 

“All you had to do was give us the file, Flynn,” Vale told him, grabbing him by the throat and lifting him 

to his feet. Flynn had grabbed something with his good hand, but it was just a pen. “So many people 

wouldn’t have had to die if your snitch of a father didn’t give you the file and you didn’t hold out on us.” 

It was hard to talk when someone was trying to choke you, but Flynn was distantly aware he 

wasn’t trying to choke him at all. He was trying to crush his windpipe or maybe block his carotid artery 

long enough to make him pass out. Vale knew his stuff. Was it a consequence of cutting up corpses for a 

living, or had he been a hit man in his younger years? No old guy should be as tough as this. “I don’t have 

your fucking file. I don’t know what you’re talking about!” 
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Vale sneered at him, his upper lip curling over the perfect tombstones of his bright white teeth. 

"We’ll find out, won’t we?” Vale’s vice like grip increased, and those black roses started blooming in 

front of Flynn’s eyes again.  

Okay, Flynn wasn’t a killer, and he wasn’t a professional fighter, but he knew enough about weak 

points. Groin, neck, eyes. There wasn’t much you could do to protect yourself in those areas beyond 

avoiding their exposure. In eyes, that was impossible. Flynn felt the pen he’d grabbed, intending to pop 

the cap off, but he found it was already off. It was one of those weird pens, a fountain pen, the kind 

nobody used anymore except when writing out fancy wedding invitations. The sharp point pricked his 

thumb, but being unable to breath at the moment, he didn’t give a damn.  

There was no finesse in this, no art, nothing flashy. Flynn simply stabbed the pen into Vale’s pale 

blue eyeball, sinking the shaft into the gelatinous meat of the eye until he couldn’t see the pupil anymore. 

Vale gasped and reeled back, letting go of Flynn’s throat, but as he reached for the pen to pull it out, 

Flynn delivered a flat palmed strike to the pen that sunk it deep into the eye socket, burrowing straight 

into the rotted matter he called a brain. Vale must have seen it coming with his one good eye, because he 

punched Flynn hard in the sternum, but his reflexes still weren’t as good as Flynn’s and he didn’t land it 

in time.  

Vale stiffened, as if struck by lightning, and his mouth worked like a fish in an aquarium, but 

nothing was coming out besides a faint, squeaky creak. Even as Flynn hit the back of the stairs hard, his 

skull cracking on the edge of a stair, he saw Vale fall back and crack his head on the poured concrete wall 

behind him. 

Flynn’s last thought before all the lights went out was ‘Mortician, bury thyself’.  
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Haven Falls #200: Help Wanted  

Aiden Parker 

with mention of Flynn Archer and Henry Vale 

___________________________________________________________ 
Aiden watched the entire event from barely three feet away, but it could have been miles for all 

the good he did. Vale was down and so was Flynn, however, he was pretty sure Vale was out for good. 

After getting a good look at Vale, he had to lean over as the little that was in his stomach emptied 

onto the floor. The pen was solidly in his eye and had likely struck the brain. That would explain why he 

wasn’t moving. 

Once his stomach settled, he crept on his hands and knees towards Vale and checked for a pulse. 

There was none. With that done, he moved at a faster pace towards Flynn. He was out, too, but his chest 

rose in shallow breaths. Relief washed over him and he slipped an arm under him, pulling him into a 

sitting position. “Flynn? Wake up, Flynn. It’s over,” he managed to wheeze out. His lungs hurt, and it was 

hard to breathe. 

When Flynn failed to respond, he debated shaking him. He knew that couldn’t be the best option, 

so he settled him carefully on the floor, taking one hand and holding on to it. “Hang in there, Flynn.” He 

was not going to lose him after everything they had just been through. 

The stairs above him seemed daunting, but he pushed himself up anyway and tried the first few. It was no 

good. By the fourth step he was gasping again, struggling to take a breath. 

I need to get help, he thought, holding on to his chest as he glanced back down at Flynn’s prone 

body. But how could he do it if he couldn’t climb the damn stairs? He didn’t like this feeling of being 

helpless, and he vowed that after this ordeal was over, finally over and they were back at his home, he 

would make sure he had some way of fighting back and preventing this feeling from ever overcoming 

him again. 

“Can anyone hear me? Is anyone there?” he called out, praying this part of the building wasn’t 

soundproofed too, and that someone, and assistant, was around. But if they had been around, wouldn’t 

they have heard the struggle? He tried again. “We need help! Someone! Down here!” 

After a few minutes, Aiden started to cough and had to lean against the wall for support. He 

would wait until his breathing was even and then start calling again. He could climb the stairs and try that 

way, but what if Flynn woke and needed him? He didn’t want to leave him alone. He was stuck. 

Once again, he called out, hoping someone was around. With no way to know the time, he wasn’t 

sure if anyone even would be there, but he had to try. He couldn’t sit around and wait quietly in the dark. 

“Someone, help, please!”  
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Haven Falls #201 - The Pen is Mightier than the Sword  

Miles Sutherland, Carter “Gil” Gillespie, Aiden Parker, Flynn Archer, Henry Vale* 

_________________________________________________________ 
Miles rolled over in bed. No way was he going to get to sleep with the damn dog whining outside. 

Maybe he just needed company. Was Aiden the type to let Dante stay inside at night? Americans tended 

to do things differently. Were they afraid of dog-nappers or something? Miles dragged on his gray tracky 

dacks and pushed his feet into an old pair of volleys. 

As he let himself out of the back door, being as quiet as he could so as not to disturb Gil, Miles 

eyed the leads hanging nearby. Maybe a walk would settle the dog down. He lifted the two chains 

carefully to make sure they didn’t jangle. 

According to Gil’s buddy, Lyle, there was nothing strange going on at the funeral home. Why 

then did he have this feeling things were just not right? Miles crouched down as he attached the lead to 

Dante’s collar, copping a big lick on his face as he did so. “Let’s go see what we can find. Hey?” 

The childproof catch on the side gate released quietly, but the squeal of the hinge sounded 

abnormally loud. Miles checked his watch. Just after midnight, no wonder everything was so quiet, 

deathly so. 

The two dogs seemed overjoyed to be out. No wonder. They’d probably spent all day sleeping in 

the shade. Miles felt as if he’d been awake forever. He chuckled as the dogs bounded on ahead. Just like 

his registration years. Forty eight hour shifts. Christ, the way Dante was straining at the leash you’d think 

the two dogs were having a race. Just as well his fitness level had improved since he got Roofie. “Slow 

down, mate. What’s the rush?” 

* * * * * 
Gil went to bed but sleep just wouldn’t come. He lay there, listening to the night sounds; crickets 

and those bloody dogs snuffling around. Just as he was finally sliding into sleep, a noise brought him 

awake again. He swore, rolled over and listened. Whatever it was, it didn’t come again. Just as he thought 

he’d been imagining it, he heard a metallic squeal. That sounded like the back garden gate. Gil was out of 

the bed in no time and across to the window, peering out into the darkness. Shapes moved about in the 

gloom. Was that Miles? It looked like he was taking the dogs out. Gil went back to the bed and peered at 

the clock. Just after midnight? What the hell was Miles doing walking the dogs at this time? Maybe he 

wasn’t the only one who couldn’t sleep. Something about the whole situation didn’t sit well with Gil right 

then, the whole thing about Stan’s notes, Flynn’s disappearance, Aiden’s dog, then the reference to 

Bratva.... He got up and reached for his jeans. 
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It took Gil minutes to dress and dash downstairs. He let himself out through the back door, 

wondering what Miles might say when he caught up with him. Then he realised he didn’t care what the 

doctor thought. If Haven Falls was turning into the murder capital of the county, Gil wasn’t about to let 

anything happen to Miles. In fact... he went back inside the house and opened one of his bike panniers, 

retrieving a small backpack he kept in there. It wouldn’t do to be caught out without supplies. He locked 

the door behind him and dashed off, following the sounds the dogs were making. 

Miles turned, his heart threatening to break through his chest at the sound of footsteps closing in 

on him. Shit. A dark figure loomed up on him out of the shadow of some overhanging trees. 

“Miles, is that you?” 

“Gil. Thank Christ. I thought someone was about to jump me.” Miles panted as loudly as the dogs 

as he struggled to keep them under control. 

“I might applaud their good taste. Seriously Miles, what the fuck are you doing out here? At this 

time of night?” Gil fell into step with the doctor. 

Miles shook his head and pulled the leads, trying to slow the dogs down to a pace he could keep 

up with and talk at the same time. “Couldn’t sleep. Thought the dogs might settle better after some 

exercise, but Dante’s gone crazy.” 

“Here, give me Roofie if you like. I couldn’t sleep either, these two were making too much noise. 

What the hell is wrong with Dante? You’d think he really had the devil on his tail.” 

“Thanks. Here you are.” Miles passed over Roofie’s lead. That only seemed to make Dante pull 

harder. Miles hauled him back, lifting the dog’s front legs off the ground. “Look mate, I know Lyle is 

your friend, but I’m still not satisfied everything is hunky dory as far as that Funeral Home is concerned. 

It’s just around the bend here. I thought while I was out, I might see what’s going on.” 

“You’re not the only one. Look, Lyle was trying his best to keep me out of it. I think he has found 

something. Maybe not what you sent him out to do but something, never-the-less. He was too damned 

casual, but I don’t know him well enough to be able to say for certain. I might be jumping at shadows.” 

In the dark, the light from a solitary street lamp threw a deep blackness around the edges of the 

funeral home. The white lilies growing in the garden made the large box-like structure almost a rendition 

of a giant casket sitting on top of the ground waiting to be lowered in. Miles would never have described 

himself as a man easily spooked but this place just gave him the creeps. “Shh.” He bent over and 

scratched Dante’s neck. The dog stopped whining and an uneasy silence descended. All he could hear 

now was Gil and the dog’s quiet breathing. “Everything seems pretty normal.” He tried the front door but 

it was locked. No sign of light or life shone from inside. Dante started whining again. This time it was 

more like a whimper. The dog pulled hard on the leash and Miles followed him around the side of the 

building. Around the back, the dog stopped outside a slightly open door. 
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Gil followed Miles, Roofie sniffing at every available scent along the way. He fumbled in the 

front pocket of his back pack and retrieved a torch. 

“Is anyone there?” Miles pushed the door open and felt around inside for a light switch. The 

memory of doing the same thing at Stan’s place not that long ago struck him forcibly. Too many 

conveniently open back doors to be a coincidence. Did that mean that Flynn was here? The dog started 

pulling at the leash again, his tail now wagging vigorously from side to side. 

“Miles...” Gil wanted to go in first, he was by far the better equipped to deal with an intruder but 

he wasn’t about to challenge Miles. The doc would go ballistic if he suggested it. 

Miles almost fell down some steps as Dante almost lurched himself into mid air. The leash 

escaped out of Miles grasp and he fell backward against the stairs. Partly from the sudden loss of forward 

momentum and partly from shock at the scene before him. The place seemed to be covered in blood. 

Bodies lay sprawled all over the floor of what looked like some sort of storage room. The only one that 

didn’t seem to be covered in red was Henry Vale who lay jammed up against the opposite wall with his 

head at an awkward angle. His lack of color and some blood stained implement jutting out of his eye 

didn’t look too good though. 

Aiden glanced up at the sounds above him and managed a sigh of relief that was cut short when a 

familiar bark echoed down the stairs. A furry ball was in his arms a second later, licking at his face. 

“Dante,” he wheezed, happy to see his dog. The licks stung, but that was the least of his worries. “Down, 

boy.” He patted him weakly. The dog sat down and whined, still trying to get in desperate licks. 

“Christ!” Gil’s expletive sounded loud in the silence. “What the hell happened here?” Gil dragged 

Roofie out of the way, back up the stairs and outside, tying him securely to a nearby fencepost. 

Miles knelt beside the body of his friend, trying to feel for a pulse. Despite his darker complexion 

thanks to his Asian heritage, Flynn looked as white as a ghost. Blood had congealed on his face, his 

shoulder, his hands. A faint fluttering made Miles heave a sigh of relief. 

Gil dashed back downstairs, intent on removing Dante but Aiden was cuddling the dog who was 

all over his master. Okay, not a bad sign, he seemed to be deriving comfort from the dog’s presence so 

Gil left them to it.  

The loud clunking on the stairs made Miles look up. “You got a phone on you, Gil? We need a 

medevac unit here fast.” A deep gash on Flynn’s shoulder was still bleeding. Grabbing a tea towel that 

hung nearby, Miles made a quick pad and held it against the open wound and tried to straighten Flynn so 

his airway wasn’t impeded. He was lying at a strange angle and judging by the way his right hand was 

twisted, his wrist was broken too. Miles shouted in Flynn’s ear. “I’m going to check your eyes. Is that 

okay?” Crazy rule, but they were supposed to ask a patient’s permission before treating them even if out 

cold. At least this way he could test for consciousness at the same time. 
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Gil flipped his mobile out and dialed, waited for the response then rapidly gave his own 

designation, their location and a quick assessment of the scene, requesting the chopper be sent and to have 

Asher Bay prep to receive a patient with head trauma. Once Dispatch had assured him things were in 

process he rang off and turned his attention to their patients.  

Still holding Dante against his side - the one that wasn’t in pain - Aiden looked up at the man. He 

looked familiar but he wasn’t sure he knew his name or not. Should he? “How’s Flynn? Is he okay?” he 

managed, coughing slightly and wincing at the pain in his ribs. 

“The doctor is with him. Let me see to you. My name’s Gil. I’m a paramedic. What’s your 

name?” 

“Aiden Parker,” he said, leaning over to watch as the doctor worked with Flynn. “How did you 

find us?” 

“Walking the dogs, Dante was left at Miles’ house. Now, can you tell me what happened to you?” 

Gil listened to Aiden’s recounting of his injuries and the events leading up to their arrival. He shone his 

pen light into Aiden’s eyes and asked him to look up, down, left, right and Aiden obediently followed his 

instructions. 

“Gil, I think you better come and take a look at this. Flynn’s out cold. There’s a lump the size of 

an emu’s egg on the back of his head and he doesn’t look good. Probably a subdural haematoma. They’ll 

need to get some hypertonic saline into him quick smart as his blood pressure seems low. His pulse is 

only just there.” Miles glanced at Flynn’s boyfriend who seemed to go a shade or two lighter at his words. 

Gil patted Aiden’s arm gently. “Stay still for me, don’t get up. I’ll be back soon.” Gil transferred 

his attention to Miles and Flynn, moving over to assess the patient. “Okay, medevac is on its way. I 

haven’t got too much with me. We’ll have to wait for them, only thing I’ve got on me is painkillers and 

basic dressings. 

“Maybe if we ease him out straight and raise his legs. That will get the blood pressure up without 

endangering his spine.” 

“Hang on then.” Gil ran his hands down Flynn’s body, over ribs and round his back, feeling for 

anything out of place, rocking his pelvis and checking both legs before he sat back. “No damage there as 

far as I can see.” Gil checked Flynn’s arms and found the damage to his wrist. “Broken wrist, be careful 

of it.” 

Miles watched as the young teacher swallowed. He wasn’t sure which was shaking the most, the 

man or the dog. “Listen, mate. We need someone to keep a look out for the helicopter. Could you go up 

top and let them know where we are?” 
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“No, I need to stay with Flynn.” Aiden shot him an angry look. “I can’t leave him.” He shifted 

down off the last step and moved closer to Flynn, hoping just being near would help somehow. Dante 

followed close to his side. 

“I told you not to move, anyway,” Gil said. “I’ll go up when I hear them. Door’s open, we should 

be able to hear the chopper arriving. Unless by some miracle the cops get here first.” 

“Gil. Every second is going to count. If he can drag himself upstairs and show them where to go, 

it will be quicker. Before we came in the back way, we couldn’t hear anything down here, and the front 

door is locked.” Miles glared at Gil and tried to soften his voice when he turned to Aiden. “I know you’re 

hurting. I know you want to be with him, but if you can get upstairs it would be great. Find the light 

switches. Get the front door open. You’ll be helping him.” He waited for a second. “Please.” 

“Aiden, stay put. Just tell me, you said Vale punched you?” 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

“On a scale of one to ten, one being none and ten being the worst pain you can think of, how 

would you rate yours right now?” 

“Fuck it, Gil. The guy’s not doubled over in agony. He seems to be breathing okay, so his lung 

hasn’t been punctured.” Miles turned his head and stared at the teacher. He looked as if he was about to 

pass out, but that could be from shock as much as anything. He needed to do something positive, distract 

himself from the trauma here. “Just get the fuck upstairs and open the place up. Flynn’s dying here.” 

Miles twisted so he could keep the pressure on the shoulder wound. The blood flow seemed to have eased, 

possibly thanks to the shard of something that was buried inside. He wasn’t pulling that out in case he 

increased the bleeding. More blood loss would only make things worse. “I wish I had a bloody sling or 

something, then I could tie up this shoulder.” Miles scanned the room but couldn’t see anything useful. 

Gil was glaring at him, his lips locked in a thin white line. He hadn’t appreciated Miles contradicting his 

instructions. Stiff shit. “Get his legs elevated. Now!” 

Gil rummaged in his pack and found the box he needed. Flipping the lid and extracting a sling, he 

tossed it to Miles. “There you go.” 

“Thanks. ” Miles gave a brief nod. “I don’t suppose you have two by any chance?” 

“Here, take what you need,” Gil handed the box over and looked around. What the hell to use to 

lift Flynn’s feet? Fuck this...there had to be something. Vale...how ironic. In death he might just save 

Flynn’s life. Gil could imagine Flynn appreciating that, if he lived. He grabbed the dead man and hauled 

him over, catching Miles’ eye in the process. 

“Good thinking.” Miles used his left hand to drag out another sling. Using his elbow he kept the 

pad in place as he quickly twirled one triangular bandage so it was narrow and wound it around a few 

times. Lifting the pad for a second, he placed the improvised ring so it surrounded the protruding jagged 
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piece of steel, placed the pad on top and using one hand and his teeth strapped the blood-soaked towel to 

Flynn’s shoulder with the other sling. “There.” Trust Gil to have brought a medical kit with him. What 

was the guy, a psychic? Miles glanced over at the teacher. His wide-eyed gaze was darting back and forth 

from Flynn’s inert body to the stairs. “Shit man, don’t just sit there, move!” 

Aiden didn’t appreciate the way he said it, and he wanted to stay with Flynn... but if it really 

would save him... He managed to stand with Dante’s help and slowly started up the stairs. “Easy boy. 

Slow,” he gasped, holding on tightly to his collar. He was glad his dog had grown, because he seemed to 

pull him up the stairs with ease. 

“Double him over before rigor mortis sets in.” Miles helped Gil struggle with Vale’s dead weight. 

The rippling of the young man’s muscles under the tight T-shirt snagged Miles attention for a second, but 

he forced his thoughts back to what he was doing and gently eased Flynn’s legs up so Gil could 

manoeuvre the dead body underneath. 

Glancing back down the stairs once he made it to the top, Aiden saw the scene from another 

perspective, and it looked much worse. Flynn still wasn’t moving, and the two men worked on him, using 

Vale’s body for something. At least he can be useful in death, Aiden thought grimly. The loud sound 

outside and above the building shifted his attention. Dante barked and he let the dog pull him to the door. 

He opened it to see the bright lights of the helicopter shining down on the building. 

*Rest in Pieces and Rot in Purgatory.  
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Haven Falls #202 - Shovelling it Under the Carpet  

Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie and Lyle Ashley Tate  

with mentions of Flynn Archer, Aiden Parker, Miles Sutherland and Henry Vale (RIP) 

__________________________________________ 
Lyle kept trying to work out how Vale knew about him. Either Vale did have the sort of senior 

contacts he had claimed to have, or he was a better IT boffin than he or Richard had been, or someone in 

the Agency had sold him out. Unfortunately the last option seemed the most likely, and the someone in 

question was probably his handler, Agent Tyler.  
He didn’t like the woman much, but why the hell, after so many years, would she decide to sell 

him out? And if she had sold him out, why to Vale and not to the people who were actually after him? 

They would have paid a lot more than Vale, he was pretty sure. Maybe the circuitous route looked less 

likely to implicate her than a straight deal with the mafia ? 
It was a mess, whatever had happened. Vale effectively owned him now, except he wasn’t 

prepared to be owned. So instead he was about to lose yet another identity and be thrown once more into 

the spin cycle of witness protection and relocation. He was feeling miserable, defeated, helpless and alone. 

At least he had Tyler before, the one constant in his life since the court case that had ended his previous 

reality. Now he didn’t even have her, just her boss, Senior Agent Breslaw, who he had met only twice 

before.  
Breslaw had given him a four hour ETA, so Lyle eventually decided to get some rest. Experience 

had taught him it was worth creating a well appointed ‘panic room’, so he had a bed-chair and most of 

other essential home comforts to hand. 
Around ten-thirty the door bell chimed, its sound relayed to Lyle’s bolt hole along with camera 

feed from the front porch. Agent Breslaw posed for his shot like a pro. Lyle spoke to him briefly via the 

intercom, making sure he sounded like who he said he was as well as looking like him. When he was 

satisfied he went to let him in. 
***** 

Breslaw strode in like he owned the place. His eyes slid over Lyle’s meager belongings and a 

hundred judgements seemed to form before he even said hello. Lyle ran through the niceties, Breslaw ran 

through the formalities and then they adjourned to the sofa to discuss what could and might happen next. 
“I haven’t been able to contact Agent Tyler. Whatever she has going on is off the books. There 

are notes about your move here, some observations she’s made since you moved, the details of 

background checks you asked her to make, but nothing at all about this possible Bratva thing. There was a 

file mentioning Flynn Archer, though; you said he’s mixed up in this somehow?” 
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“I don’t know how. Archer had a face-off with Vale soon after I started working at the funeral 

home. I don’t know what it was about., but the kid has been convinced since then that I was part of Vale’s 

circus. Something he did say to me, though, was to ask Vale ‘about the hands’... Miles Sutherland seems 

to know a lot more about Archer’s situation than I do. He thinks Vale killed my predecessor, Stan Riley, 

too. Riley was nosing around and maybe Vale found out. If he didn’t have anything on Riley, like he does 

on me, maybe he decided to simply burn him up.” 
“Sutherland is a doctor at the local hospital?” Breslaw was taking notes. 
“Yes. I first met him when collecting a body from their morgue, little Bernie... “ 
“Did Vale tell you any specifics of his business...the illegal stuff , I mean?” 
“Not really. He was more interested in trying to make me feel frightened, helpless and insulted. 

Arrogant bastard was really full of himself, telling me how easy it would be to sell me out and how much 

he was going to enjoy forcing me do his dirty work. I guess he gets off on that crap.”  

By the time Breslaw had asked all his questions it was too late for him to find somewhere else to 

stay, so he’d appropriated Lyle’s sofa. Lyle wasn’t too sure if he felt better or worse for having the 

hulking great law officer in his home. At least he could sleep in his own bed now though, rather than 

having to hole up in the panic room. 
Lyle was quite glad to have his nightmares shattered by the ringing of his phone a few hours later, 

even though it was Breslaw who picked up the call. 
***** 

Gil watched as the medevac team strapped Flynn to a backboard and immobilised his head and 

neck, wiring him to a portable heart monitor and hooking him up to an IV. He still hadn’t regained 

consciousness. Gil left Miles with them and went to check Aiden over, wanting to determine for certain 

he had nothing wrong with him that might be life threatening. At least one rib was broken. He knew 

Flynn had taken priority but he could still take issue that Miles should have let him make sure before 

ordering Aiden upstairs. Still, Miles was a small town doctor, not a field medic. He was working with 

what he had after all.  
All at once, Gil thought of Lyle. He quickly flipped his phone out, hitting speed dial and waiting 

for it to ring. “Come on, come on, pick up...” 
“Hello?” Definitely not Lyle, Gil thought in surprise, unless the hormones were really working 

well. The voice was much deeper, gravelly. 
“Er...who is this? I’m trying to reach Lyle Tate...” the hair on the back of Gil’s neck stood up as 

alarm rushed through him. What if this was one of Vale’s goons? 
“And who might you be?” 
“I’m a friend...is he okay?” Great, how not to give much away? 
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“Mr.Tate’s friends usually have names. And do you think he might not be okay for some reason?” 
“He lives alone. I’d like to know what you’re doing at his house at this time of night...?” There 

was the unpleasant chance that Lyle had found himself another guy. The unwelcome thought sneaked into 

Gil’s mind alongside his fears that Vale’s people had found him. Anyhow, acting the aggrieved lover 

wouldn’t be beyond belief. 
“That’s Mr.Tate’s business. Now can I get a name from you, or should I just hang up?” 
Gil debated the possibilities. “I’ll leave a message thanks. Ask him if this is a 007 moment? and 

ask him to call me back, within the next two minutes, or I’m asking the cops to call at his house. The 

same cops who are on their way here right now to take our statements...” 
The conversation burbled on in the back of Lyle’s head. It seemed to be taking a bit long for a 

wrong number. He slid out of bed and headed for the lounge to see what was going in. 
“Police? Where are you?” Breslaw demanded, suddenly really curious about who he was 

speaking to. 
Lyle heard the change in Breslaw’s tone moments before his brain registered what he had just 

said. “What’s going on? Who is it?” 
“Just get Lyle to call me back.” Gil said, cutting the connection. Damn, now he was worried on so 

many levels. Who the hell was that, and why the sudden interest when he’d mentioned the police? He 

stared at his phone, willing it to ring. Please let Lyle be alright. 
As Gil waited, the medevac team passed him, carrying Flynn out to the chopper. Aiden rose to his 

feet, making it clear he wanted to be near Flynn. Gil handed him over to one of the EMTs to be taken with 

them; Aiden was also in need of treatment and he might as well get it from Asher Bay as Haven Falls. Gil 

had done what he could to dress his facial injuries but there was little he could do to for the rest, he didn’t 

have the resources. He passed his assessment to the EMT as Dante struggled to go with his master and Gil 

took a firm hold of the dog. “Don’t worry, we’ll take care of him for you,” he assured Aiden. “He can 

keep Roofie company.” Gil also assured Aiden he would be in touch tomorrow and if he needed anything 

to leave a message for him at Haven Falls Hospital. He wasn’t sure if the young man had heard. Gil kept 

firm hold on the Akita’s collar as they watched the chopper get airborne. He was suddenly aware of the 

silence, and the fact that Miles was standing beside him, watching it into the distance.  
Before he could explain anything to Lyle, Breslaw’s own phone rang. Lyle waited impatiently as 

the officer spoke in fierce whispers to someone at the other end of the line, then realising Breslaw had put 

his phone down to answer his own, Lyle picked it up and checked the caller display. It had been Gil. He 

hit call-back, worried what his lover might be ringing for so late at night. It couldn’t just be that he was 

missing him and wanted to come over, could it? 
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His ring tone sounded abnormally loud in the present surroundings and Gil pounced on it. He 

almost breathed a sigh of relief as he saw it was Lyle but he didn’t let himself believe just yet. It could be 

that guy calling back. “Lyle? is that you?” 
“Yes babe, it’s me.” 
Gil let the breath he had been holding go in a rush. “Thank God.” he said, with feeling. “Who the 

hell was that guy who answered your phone? Are you okay? Can you talk?” 
“That was Agent Breslaw. I’m going to be okay, just need him to try and sort something out for 

me. I’m delighted to hear from you, Gil, but what are you calling for at this time of the night...morning?” 
“You did find something then?” Gil knew Lyle had lied to him, even with the best will in the 

world, it still stung. “I mean, there was something wrong...” 
“Don’t worry, I didn’t kill anybody,” Lyle huffed a laugh. “Need to know, hun. No need to fret 

though, okay?” 
“Lyle...” Gil paused. How to break this news? “Lyle, I’m at the funeral home...” 
Lyle’s heart jumped to his mouth, allowing only a strangled squeak to escape for the moment. Gil 

was in exactly the place he had hoped he wouldn’t end up. That damned Sutherland must have roped him 

into some stupid scheme to expose Vale, he supposed. “Gil, you’ve got to get out of there. Vale, he’s 

connected, and a psycho to boot. If he finds you he’ll kill you. Please, get out of there fast.” He twisted to 

tug at Breslaw’s sleeve as the Agent continued to speak animatedly into his own phone too. 
“Lyle...slow down! Panic over. Vale’s dead.”  
“What!? Vale’s dead, how?” 
“It looks like there was a fight and Flynn killed him. Vale was holding Aiden Parker prisoner... 

there’s some kind of secret room at the back of the basement.” 
Breslaw broke his call. “I have to go, Mr.Tate. It seems Henry Vale has been murdered. I need to 

go see what damage limitation I can put on it so that you’re not compromised...I suggest you retire to 

your panic room until I can clarify matters.” 
“Lyle...Flynn was pretty badly hurt. Aiden was beaten up but I think he’ll be okay. I’m not so 

sure about Flynn, he’s in a coma, severe head injury. If he lives, he probably won’t remember anything 

about this...” 
Lyle was stunned. What the hell had he missed? How was Gil involved? “Are you okay, you’re 

not hurt?” 
“I’m fine, when Miles and I arrived it was all over. We got here in time to pick up the pieces...or 

try to. Medevac just left, they’ve both been taken to Asher Bay. The cops must be on their way...I 

expected Dispatch to call them...” 
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“Thank God. Hang on a minute Gil, I need to talk to the Agent I have with me.” Lyle covered the 

mouthpiece of his phone before turning to Breslaw. “My friend, Gil, he’s a paramedic, he’s on the 

scene...” 
“I need to go, Mr.Tate. Let me talk to your friend. Go get yourself tucked in upstairs, okay?” 

Breslaw took Lyle’s phone, rather than waiting for it. Annoyed, Lyle stood his ground and listened to as 

much of the exchange between the agent and Gil as he could. 
“Hello? I’m Adam Breslaw, law enforcement. Who am I speaking to please?” 
“Carter Gillespie, Paramedic with Haven Falls Hospital. You were the guy who answered Lyle’s 

phone just now?” 
“Yes, sorry, I’m here to protect Mr.Tate. He tells me you are at the scene of the murder of Mr. 

Henry Vale, is that correct?” 
“Yes, it is.” Gil paused. How the hell did he know? He hadn’t heard Lyle repeat anything. He 

stifled the question for the moment. “What do you want to know?” 
“Is there a Doctor on the scene, or a Medical Examiner?” 
“Yes, there is. My colleague from Haven Falls, Doctor Sutherland, he’s here.” 
“Miles Sutherland? Excellent. I need to speak to you both, I’m on my way there.” 
“You know Lyle had nothing to do with this, don’t you?” Gil was suddenly concerned. “I mean, 

the guy who did it, we found him here...Vale was holding someone prisoner...it looks like a rescue 

attempt gone wrong.” Haven Falls was getting a bad track record concerning rescue attempts. 
“I need to speak to the officer in charge there too, can you get him to this phone please 

Mr.Gillespie, right now?” 
“I’m.. I’m sorry...” Gil suddenly wondered where they were. Dispatch should have called them 

out already. “The police aren’t here yet...” The implications were horrific, if Breslaw didn’t suspect Lyle, 

then he or the local cops might now suspect himself or Miles... Aiden had gone with the chopper team. 

What the hell had they been thinking? They had seen Vale’s body too.  
“Don’t worry Mr.Gillespie, I’ll sort things out with the police from this end. You and your 

colleague just hang tight. Which hospital have the casualties been sent to?” 
“Asher Bay. Haven Falls is too small to cope with this. They should be arriving there about now.”  
“Great, I’ll have someone meet them there. You’ve done a great job, Mr. Gillespie. Sorry if I 

upset you earlier. I’ll be with you soon.” He finished the call and picked up his weapon and jacket.  
“I can drive you...” Lyle started to say, desperate to find out first hand what had happened. 
“Not a good idea, Mr.Tate. We haven’t secured all Vale’s known associates yet, you could be 

placing yourself at risk by going to the funeral home. Just stay tight here; as soon as I can I’ll be back for 

you.” 
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“I’m not leaving Haven Falls.” Lyle had to say it. He wasn’t going to give up and move on yet 

again. Quite why he was so determined to make Haven Falls his permanent home he couldn’t say, but that 

was his resolution right now. 
“Sir, for now, let’s just keep you safe, okay? That’s my job... I gotta go, so stay put and we’ll talk 

about it all later, okay?” Breslaw left at a run, slamming the door behind him, hoping his charge had the 

sense to lock it and do as he’d asked.  
***** 

As Gil turned back towards Miles a shadow fell across him. He looked up to see a tall woman 

with long, curly, brown hair. She was made up perfectly, and he noticed that her nails were well-

manicured and painted to match her dark, formal clothing. “Good evening, my name is Nicole Tyler, I’m 

with the Federal Marshall’s Office. I believe I can be of assistance to you, Mr. Gillespie.” Without giving 

Gil a chance to answer she strode away toward the still-open door of the funeral home. 
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Haven Falls #203 Tit for Tat  

Miles Sutherland, Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie, Agents Breslaw and Tyler  

with mentions of Lyle Ashley Tate, Flynn Archer, Aiden Parker and Henry Vale (deceased) 
____________________________________________________ 

Once the helicopter lifted off, a quiet, spooky silence had descended. The cold breeze wafting 

over his skin, tingling his nipples made Miles suddenly remember he was only half dressed. He’d only 

intended to take the dogs out for a quick walk, and in his haste to leave, he’d just pulled on a pair of sweat 

pants. Was that the reason the hair on the back of his neck was standing up? 

They’d had a hard time stopping Dante from getting into the helicopter with Aiden and Flynn. 

The dog had whined and struggled for a while but eventually they’d managed to calm him down. As soon 

as the shape loomed up on them from the darkness, though, the tension was back. 

The street lighting didn’t penetrate the shadows around the portico in front of the funeral parlour. 

The woman’s face was indiscernible as she passed into the building. “Who the hell was that?” Miles 

asked Gil, but the paramedic’s gaze was following the woman’s disappearing back. He looked about as 

puzzled as Miles was by the woman’s sudden appearance. Dante made a lunge to follow, but Gil 

restrained the dog before he could run off after her. 

“I have no fucking idea,” Gil said, dragging his gaze away from the retreating figure and turning 

to Miles with a frown. “I think we just entered either the Twilight Zone or the X-files. All we need now is 

for Agent Mulder to turn up... Where the hell are the cops anyway? I would have expected them to be 

crawling all over the place by now.” 

“You may feel like you’re in the Twilight Zone, I feel like I’m in The Prisoner,” Miles replied. 

“Totally clueless about what’s going on. I knew it couldn’t be the local crew, not unless our Sheriff has 

had a sex change?” Miles sniggered to himself. That might explain why no-one had seen Lance Peabody 

for ages... but why would the Federal Marshall’s office be involved? 

Gil glanced across at Miles when he made that comment. If only he knew.... The Sheriff wasn’t 

the one getting a sex change.  

Miles was still pondering as a dark car came flying out of the night, pulling up sharp in the 

funeral home’s car park and disgorging a tall man in a suit.  

“Agent Mulder, I presume.” Gil put on his most innocuous expression and added, “Agent Scully 

is already inside.” The guy had obviously heard the joke before, and wasn’t any more amused by it now 

than he had been on previous occasions.  

“You’re Gillespie? Tyler’s inside already? Thanks.” The newcomer headed for the open door, but 

paused to pat Dante, quieting him in the process. Gil recognized the deep gravelly voice. So that’s who 
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these people were—Lyle’s goon squad. The sound of a different set of loud barks ripped through the night 

air, distracting him from sharing the revelation. 

“Roofie.” Miles groaned. He’d forgotten about his dog. “I’ll go get him.” 

“I tied him to the fence near the back door.” Gil followed Miles around the side of the building. 

The second agent had shut the front door behind him, so they were locked out. 

Miles crouched down beside the mutt and stroked his head. “It’s okay, mate, I’m here now.” The 

dog’s teeth were bared and his gaze was fixed on the back door which was now closed. Had the woman 

done that? 

Gil fastened Dante’s lead to the fence and straightened. “Miles, I know who they are.” He paused 

and amended, “Well, I know who the man is. At least, I think I know why they’re here.” 

Gil was just standing there, his attention flipping from the door to the dogs then up to Miles as if 

he didn’t know what to say next. How could he know who the couple were? It just didn’t make sense. 

Miles opened his mouth to get him to fess up, but as he did, the back door opened again and the man 

walked out. 

“Gentlemen, my colleague and I will take this from here. We just need one favour before you can 

go home... Doctor Sutherland, we need Mr. Vale’s death certificate to indicate death by natural causes.” 

Miles straightened and eyed off the man. He knew his jaw had dropped open. He shut it with a 

snap. Fuck. How did this guy know his name? “Whoa, mate. I don’t know what planet you came from, 

but it’s going to be hard to pass a pen in the eye off as natural causes... unless you’re suggesting he did 

that to himself? Pinna accidentalis maybe, death by rubbing your eye while holding your pen. Anyway, 

won’t there have to be an autopsy or a coroner’s report?” 

“Casus Pinna,” Gil corrected, smiling at Miles’ attempt at humour. 

“As pronouncing physician, Doctor Sutherland, you can call it whatever the hell you want, so 

long as it means natural causes.” 

Breslaw bent down and patted Roofie’s head as if he was assuming his demands would be met. 

Roofie’s hackles might have lowered under the guy’s patting, but Miles felt his rise. If there was one 

thing he hated more than anything else in the world, it was being told what to do with no explanation. He 

couldn’t help himself. Standing toe to toe with the man, he shoved him in the chest with his finger. “I 

don’t know who the fuck you are, mate, but I don’t go around signing false death certificates.” He swatted 

the guy’s hand away from Roofie’s head. “Why would I want to do that anyway? The whole thing was 

pretty straight forward. The guy was a kidnapper and Flynn killed him in self-defence.”. 

“Miles.”  
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Miles shook off Gil’s restraining arm. “No, for once I’m going to be the guy who follows the 

letter of the law. I know Flynn would prefer to keep his identity quiet, but there’s no way all this won’t 

come out. It’s a wonder the local cops and media aren’t here already.”  

“Your friend, Mr. Archer, isn’t the only one touched by this incident. I’m a Federal Marshall, 

Doctor Sutherland, and I’m looking after the interests of a very brave person whose life could be forfeit if 

this incident were to be mishandled... Mr. Vale has some... unpleasant acquaintances who could cause a 

lot of trouble for the young men who were airlifted out earlier, as well as for my...charge.” 

Miles attention was suddenly snared by Gil’s quietness. How come he hadn’t reacted to the 

strange demand? What had he been going to tell him earlier? Judging by the sudden blush that covered 

Gil’s face, he knew who these people were and what the man was talking about. Fuck. Miles took a deep 

breath. From the looks of things Gil’s new boyfriend was involved somehow. There was no-one else who 

would make Gil forget even for a second where his duty lay. Were Gil and Lyle really that involved 

already? “So, what are you proposing? All I know is that Flynn’s future here may depend on his ability to 

keep his identity quiet. What about the EMT team that picked Flynn up? The hospital at Asher Bay and 

the local police? Surely you can’t just hush this thing up?” 

“Miles, Flynn isn’t the only one who has a future to protect.” Gil said gently. “If we’re lucky, all 

the EMTs saw was Vale’s dead body being used as a foot rest. The only damage was to his eye. Did they 

bother with him? Flynn was the emergency, not Vale.”  

The visual of what had happened in the room downstairs flashed through his brain as Miles stared 

at the Federal Agent. The man was studying him like he was some sort of insect and he was wondering 

which wing to pull off first. ”True, he had his head down near his knees, so the EMT guys may not have 

seen the pen. They might wonder why we’d been so disrespectful to his body though, and what about 

Aiden? He might have told them the truth already?” 

“Someone already met the helicopter.” 

Miles narrowed his eyes and glanced from Gil to the man. If he’d needed any confirmation that 

Lyle was involved somehow, that was enough. Apart from making the 911 call, the only person Gil had 

contacted was his boyfriend. How else could they have got someone to Asher Bay that quickly? 

“Miles, just do it.” Gil was suddenly seeing the wider implications of the agent’s words. While he 

hated asking Miles to go against his better judgement, the ramifications might be more than either of them 

could handle. 

“There really is much more to this situation than I’m willing to divulge to you, gentlemen. I know 

your mother explained to you the meaning of the word Bratva earlier today, Mr Gillespie...” 

Gil shouldn’t be surprised at what this man knew by now, but the sense of being watched was 

uncomfortable to say the least. Lyle hadn’t specified what was going on, other than it wasn’t illegal.  
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Shit. Just what he needed. Miles glared back at the Agent. His veiled threats and hints were 

pissing him off. “I have a proposal to make.” He glanced sideways at Gil. The poor guy looked sick. “We 

know that Vale was mixed up in something shady. There’s a good chance that Flynn’s actions might 

precipitate retaliation against him and anyone else who might have got caught up in this mess. If I do 

what you say... sign a false death certificate... can you hide what happened here and Flynn’s identity so 

we don’t get any nasty men in black suits and dark glasses turning up to zap us with a raygun?” 

“I can’t give any promises about rayguns, but my colleagues and I will make sure you and your 

friends stay as safe as is humanly possible. After all, that’s our job.” Breslaw laughed gently. He actually 

respected the fight the Doctor had put up. He’d been about to suggest they get their own ME to write the 

death certificate, to get the man off his moral hook. This way would be quicker though. 

“Well, if there’s no rayguns, that means our memories will still be intact. I’m not happy with 

what you’re proposing, but I’ve been around and seen what can happen when reprisal killings just go on 

and on.” Memories of his time in Somalia and the warlords threatened to swamp Miles for a moment, 

maybe a raygun there would have helped. “Just make sure you keep your side of the bargain.” 

“Innocent people tend to get caught in the crossfire.” Gil said quietly, then fell silent again.  

“The background causes of all this need dealing with, until then none of you can be utterly 

guaranteed safe, but you know from what I’ve already said that you are not going to be alone and that 

you’re on the side of the angels.”  

"As long as we don’t end up with the Angels..." Gil muttered. 

Miles studied the man for a few seconds. The Agent’s soft brown eyes shone with sincerity as he 

explained the limitations of their arrangement. Now Miles wasn’t instinctively reacting to the attitude, he 

could see the man and not the position he held. He still didn’t know his name, but somehow he knew the 

Agent wasn’t lying. He stuck out his hand. 

Breslaw was relieved. He took the doctor’s hand and shook it. “Deal.” 

Miles didn’t let go straight away. the man’s clasp was firm and dry. He wasn’t trying to impress 

him with his strength, but Miles was impressed anyway. “You’ll make sure Flynn and Aiden are alright?” 

A woman’s voice startled all of them. “They will be as alright as we can make them. Flynn is in a 

coma, Doctor. We can’t influence how that goes for him, though maybe you can.”  

Miles dropped the Agent’s hand as if it was suddenly on fire. He turned to the new arrival, Roofie 

had reacted as soon as she walked out the door. Maybe he didn’t like her perfume? It wasn’t one that 

appealed to Miles that’s for sure, he much preferred Gil’s after-shave. “What are you implying, Ma’am?”  

“Agent Tyler isn’t implying anything, Doctor, except that you are the healer, not us. If your friend 

is in a coma, which it seems he is, that’s in the hands of physicians and of God.” Breslaw glared at his 

companion, the message clear that she was surplus to requirements right now. 
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“I think we already influenced how that goes for Flynn. We did our job.” Gil’s voice was 

suddenly cold. “I have a question though, Ma’am, one you won’t like.” He kept his voice low, he wasn’t 

completely sure it was such a good idea to be talking out here, but on balance inside might be worse.  

“You can ask, Mr. Gillespie. I may not be able to answer you, though.” 

“This is quite simple. I gather you two have... a certain person’s interests at heart?” He glanced at 

Breslaw and saw in the man’s eyes that he understood. “I’m having a hard time seeing how this job could 

be considered even close to that certain person’s best interests. After all, promotion seems to have been a 

bit dodgy. I hope you know how that happened here, because if you don’t, it casts a little doubt on your 

ability to make sure we’re kept safe, wouldn’t you agree?”  

“I have given you my word, Mr. Gillespie, as Lead Agent on this current case.” There was no 

mistaking who Breslaw was laying the blame for that cock-up on, then, even though Tyler failed to 

acknowledge the irritation in his gaze as it swept over her. 

Gil couldn’t keep the vehemence out of his voice. “So, Mr. Lead Agent, how could you not know 

that Vale was up to his eyeballs in so much shit?” 

Miles laughed. “Up to his eyeballs... good one Gil.” Roofie turned and snarled. Miles glanced in 

the direction his dog was facing. Apart from the female agent, there was no-one there, or was there? Was 

that a dark shape moving or just the wind blowing the bushes? Had someone overheard their conversation? 

”Gentlemen, I suggest you and your fine animals get off home now." Successfully avoiding Gil’s 

question, Breslaw’s eyes were restlessly roving over the area, taking in the details. "Agent Tyler will give 

you a ride in my car. I’ll be in touch again soon.” The agent was already moving off into the darkness as 

he spoke.  

“Thanks, but no thanks. We’ll walk.” Miles wasn’t sure that Roofie couldn’t be restrained from 

taking a bite out of the female agent’s leg. Nope, he definitely didn’t like her perfume. 

Agent Breslaw was already gone. “Your choice, but we can only protect you when you let us, 

gentlemen. Safe trip home then.” The woman turned back towards the funeral home. Obviously her night 

wasn’t over yet. Both dogs voiced their loathing for her as she went, sensing her disrespect for their 

humans. 

“I agree, mate.” Gil murmured to them, petting Dante. “Come on, Miles, let’s get you home. The 

dogs and I will protect you.” He regarded the doctor’s half-dressed state with amusement. “It’s getting 

chilly out here. We don’t need more than one stiff tonight...” 
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