
  
    
  


  The Man by the Lake


  A “Just Don’t Mess With Us” story


  Andrew Ashling


  Foreword and Warning


  The Man by the Lake is set in the world of Just Don’t Mess with Us: Family Matters, a series of interconnected stories I wrote in 2011. I had just finished A Dish Served Cold, and I urgently needed some levity and fun after the grim dystopian world I had written about.


  The stories of Just Don’t Mess with Us: Family Matters were never meant to be taken seriously. They are satire, light fare, to be forgotten as soon as read. I had great fun writing them, and, a very select public of readers had fun reading them.


  The five stories relate the adventures of four guys living together in a polyamorous relationship. They try to keep their true relationship out of the spotlight by posing as brothers. The Spencer boys are very protective of their little family. It is vaguely hinted that this is because all of them, except the oldest, Matt, have a troubled past.


  After Just Don’t Mess with Us: Family Matters I started writing Dark Tales of Randamor the Recluse. Although these books were on an epic scale, with a cast numbering in the hundreds and an intricate plot and convoluted sub-plots, I never entirely forgot about the Spencer boys.


  Especially their possible backstory intrigued me.


  In this story, The Man by the Lake, one of these painful and distressing pasts is revealed.


  Warning


  If you happen to be one of those of a select group of readers who have read Just Don’t Mess with Us: Family Matters, I have to warn you that this story is nothing like that. You will recognize some tropes and characteristics, but that’s about it. This story is much darker and hardly humorous. Also, while gay relationships are implied, there is no on-screen sex.


  The Man by the Lake


  

  “I don’t like it,” Jamie said.


  “It’s from before,” Jason tried to plead my cause. “From before us,” he added, almost whispering. “We shouldn’t ask—”


  “I know, I know, I know.” Jamie stamped his foot. “I know it’s from before. That doesn’t mean I have to like it.”


  He gave me a furious look. He’s a sweet kid, but he has a temper. On the plus side, being angry makes him even more handsome. Not to mention sexier.


  “I’m sure Alan knows what he’s doing,” Jason said in a tone that belied his words. He took my hand. “You’ll come back to us, won’t you? Soon?”


  “Yes. I will. Soon.” I had to speak in short sentences. I didn’t trust my voice.


  “How soon?” Jamie demanded.


  “Three, four days. A week tops.”


  The next morning I took to the road.
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  At the first rest stop on the highway I searched for mints in the glove compartment. No mints, but I found a fat envelope with five thousand dollars in cash and two notes. “Be safe. Come back. We love you. Matt.” Another one read, “There’s food in the trunk. You said a week tops. Jason will be heartbroken if you don’t return.” It wasn’t signed, but it was obvious who wrote it.


  There was a cooler filled with goodies. Roast chicken packed in tinfoil. Airtight plastic containers filled with all kinds of home-baked cookies and bread. Metal lunch boxes filled with mixed salad and hard-boiled eggs. Wrapped sandwiches. Two bottles, each with a different light dressing, both Jamie’s special recipes. A thermos with soup. There were napkins, silverware and lots of those individually packed moist towelettes. He was luring me back with his cooking.


  Between the cash I had brought myself, and what I had found in the glove compartment, I now had eight thousand dollars.


  I also had an unmarked gun that I had bought a long time and four cities ago. No markings whatsoever. That should do it.


  I already missed the guys.
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  In the first somewhat larger town over the state line, I booked into a motel where I could park my car in a discreet place. I paid for a whole week in advance. In the evening I dyed my chestnut-brown hair blond.


  At four a.m., while it was still dark, I left the motel on foot with my backpack and went to a diner that was open 24/7. I drank several cups of coffee. When daylight broke, I walked over to a little park and waited until the used car lot I had seen opened. I bought an older but serviceable Nissan.


  By 10:30 a.m. I was on my way.
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  I parked the Nissan some three miles from my final destination. I hid it in some bushes where it couldn’t be seen from the road. The little lake was about twenty miles from the nearest town. A narrow dirt road ran all around it. Looking from the lakeside you couldn’t see if there was anyone on it because the lake itself lay in a natural depression and the track was bordered with trees and shrubbery.


  If what he had told Matt — and what Matt had told me — was true, he should be here somewhere. It was Tuesday, so most cabins should be deserted, except for maybe one owned by a pensioner. Like him.


  I sighed. I’m far from a jock and I’m lazy as hell. Yet I had to go all around the lake to find him. And to make sure we were indeed alone.


  I got my binoculars from my backpack and hung them around my neck. To any casual observer I should look like a young hiker. I hoped there was no one to observe me, casual or otherwise. However, the binoculars were not just a prop.


  Taking care to stay behind the bushes, I scanned the other side of the lake. I planned on doing this four times. Once for each of the main directions. I had to go about it like this because the slope and the trees made it more difficult to see what was below and beside me than what was on the other side of the lake.


  According to my compass, I was looking east now. I noticed a few cabins, several yards from the water and on higher ground. Nothing moved, but I kept looking nevertheless. I’ve


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  Dark Tales of Randamor the Recluse


  



  The Invisible Chains


The first book in this series, The Invisible Chains - Part 1: Bonds of Hate, is free. All links on this page. (http://www.ximerion.com/tmbtl)
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  He is a prince of the Royal House of Ximerion, a fiercely competitive dynasty. He is only sixteen years old when his father, the high king, gives him and his older half-brother — and rival for the succession — a prestigious title with no substance. While their father and older brothers confront a major power in the south, the young princes are packed off to defend the northern borders against raids by barbarian tribes.


  Except…


  The army they were given by their father is far too small to defend the Northern Marches, not to mention that the experienced general — and friend of their father — who leads the army doesn’t seem all that eager to fight. Neither are the northern lords or the local population interested in defending themselves. And money is scarce… The half-brother princes begin to suspect they were set up for failure by their own father. But why?


  Then the unthinkable happens, and the youngest prince finds himself a captive, all alone, without friends, in a faraway region, and surrounded by enemies, among which foremost his own family. If he wants to survive he needs to grow up fast.


  An epic fantasy story in an alternate historical medieval setting, packed with action and adventure, politics and intrigue, but also friendship, love and romance, gay main characters, and male-on-male action.

Free download here. (http://www.ximerion.com/tmbtl)


  Copyright


  This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locale or organizations is entirely coincidental.



  All rights are reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.


  Ebooks are not transferable and may not be sold, shared or given away, as this would be an infringement on the copyright of this work.


  Ormidon Publishing


  1st Edition - Copyright © 2018 & 2021 by Andrew Ashling


  Editor: Trudy McMahon


  Credit cover: Photo by Gorjan Ivanovski on Unsplash


  Website: Ximerion (www.ximerion.com)

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg






OEBPS/Images/dtortr-03.jpg
Andrew Ashling

of Blood






OEBPS/Images/dtortr-01.jpg






OEBPS/Images/divider.png





OEBPS/Images/dtortr-02.jpg
Andrew Ashling







