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Infected: The Lost Weekend

Also By Andrea Speed

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hold up. Have you contacted the police?”

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

“Is that a possibility?”

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

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

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So Tank, then.”

“He is a prime example of why you don’t piss off the French-Canadians.”

Now that he had Scott nice and relaxed, talking about a mutual friend, he decided to move in with the harder questions. “Was Marty upset about the trade? Or anything in particular?”

“No. He seemed happy about the trade ’cause he got to play with us again, and Cal’s a friend of his uncle, so he said it was like reconnecting with a distant family member. Things seemed to be good between him and Jaycie, even though she was worried about the whole long distance thing.”

“Jaycie? The girlfriend?” 

“Yeah, back in Fall River.”

Was it Jaycie, J.C., or something with two a’s and a silent q, like most names these days? Roan wasn’t sure, so he just wrote it down as initials for now. His bladder had hit critical mass, so he said, “Wait a sec, I’ll be back in a minute.”

“Sure.”

Roan left the receiver on the nightstand as he went and took a piss, then had a look at himself in the mirror over the sink. He looked rough today. He wished he’d done something to deserve it, got super wasted or something, but nope, he was just getting older, and everything was weighing on him harder. As The Tick said so memorably, “Gravity is a harsh mistress.” He should probably make that his next tattoo. It never stopped being true.

When he returned to the bed, he just wanted to lie down and pull the covers over his head, but he knew he couldn’t. Not only did he have a potential case now, but he literally had Scott on the line. He sighed before he picked up the receiver again. “Why did you call me?”

Scott scoffed. “Did you have some kinda amnesia attack?”

“No, Scott, but you’re worried the cops won’t find him in time, so you’re calling in the cavalry. Why? What are you worried about him for?”

Scott exhaled like Roan had sucker-punched him over the phone. “You weren’t even fully awake, man. How the fuck do you do that?”

“It’s why I’m paid the big bucks. So what aren’t you telling me, Scott?”

From the sound of it, Scott took a drink of something, and that made Roan realize he was thirsty.

“Marty... had these moods,” Scott said.

“Uh-huh. Go on.”

“He... he got a concussion last year, and it made his depression worse. For a while there it looked like he’d never play again, and then he got cleared, and I thought his moods would go away. But they didn’t. They just grew more sporadic.”

“You keep using moods, but that’s vague and could stand for a lot of things. So what are we talking about here? Rages? Depression?” 

“Depression. Some rage, but mostly that was confined to the ice. He could get in this really dark headspace, and it could come on suddenly, like some weird-ass mood swing. I mean, he seemed like he was in a good place Saturday, and lord knows he was hammered, but... who knows? I was kinda hoping Cal was right and he’d scored, but when he didn’t make it to the skate....”

“Did you mention this to the police?”

The long pause before he answered the question actually told Roan all he needed to know. “No. I was afraid this would make them even more unconcerned with looking for him. I mean, logically I know he’s a hockey player, and he can take care of himself, but he was hammered.”

“And being a hockey player doesn’t guarantee you win a fight. If that were true, all hockey fights would be ties.”

“Yeah, you got me there.”

Roan knew Scott would probably hate him for asking this, but he had to. Besides, Scott had such a crush on him, he’d probably forgive him in a few minutes. “Was he ever suicidal?”

“No! No fucking way! I mean, yeah, he got down, but not like that.”

“Okay. But as a depressive myself, I’d be lying if I said I never had suicidal thoughts.”

“Wow, you? I’d never have imagined that. You’re such a kick-ass guy.”

That made Roan smile. Sometimes Scott’s blind affection for him was quite the ego boost. “Yeah, well, a depressive is a depressive, kick-ass or not. If you’re worried about him, you must think it’s crossed his mind.”

Another long pause before Scott responded. “He’s never said anything like that to me. But he can get so down, I wonder.”

“And you know how head injuries are.”

“Yeah. I got over my concussion okay, but it was different for him. He had a lot more side effects and lingering symptoms.”

Concussions, no matter how “mild” they were, were head injuries, and they could have a huge impact on a person’s physical and mental state. Scott was reasonably lucky with his, as far as anyone knew, but that wasn’t everybody’s experience. Marty’s concussion could have fundamentally changed him in a lot of ways. Scott probably knew that better than Roan did, what with all the concussion problems the NHL was having. Hell, all Professional contact sports were having. 

“Can you do me a favor and text me Marty’s picture, and the numbers for Jaycie, Brian, and Brad? You should also send it to Holden, and call Brad, Jaycie, and Brian, warn them I might be calling. I don’t want them to think I’m a journo or a prank.”

“Journo? Holy shit, we’ve been watching a lot of British television, haven’t we?”

“Is it my fault they’re pretty much the only ones doing detective shows anymore? I don’t truck with that CSI bullshit.”

“I’m kind of surprised you truck with TV detectives.”

“Eh, I got addicted as a kid. Never shook it.” It was just one of his many addictions, but he decided not to mention that. Scott probably guessed it anyway.

As soon as he hung up, Roan went downstairs and grabbed a bottle of overly sweetened coffee from the fridge, along with leftover pizza, and he had some of each before washing down some Percocets and finding his laptop.

The Eight Ball was the kind of dreadful bar he avoided at all costs. Not a dive bar, but a hipster version of a dive bar, where everything was designed to evoke an ironic picture. Everything from the peanut shells on the floor, the Tom Waits on the jukebox, and the Rainier beer neon sign behind the bar were calculated bits of “designer dive,” while the microbrews actually served on-site ran up into the double digits, and Roan had a knee-jerk loathing for such cynical things. Especially since there was a genuine dive bar not five miles away, Sully’s, where you could buy meth, stolen guns, or a blowjob in the bathroom, and could very possibly end up in a knife fight with a guy who had three teeth and smelled like a mix of canned tamales and nail polish remover within ten minutes of entry. Not that he was speaking from experience ... Okay, he was. He got into way too much detail with the knife guy to deny that, but at least he’d been called to the bar as a cop. He didn’t hang around at Sully’s and pick fights with sketchy people, although there were days when that kind of sounded like fun.
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