
NEVER SAY SPY  Diane Henders 

1 

 

Never Say Spy 

Book 1 of the NEVER SAY SPY series 

By Diane Henders 

 

Published October 2011 by PEBKAC Publishing Inc. 

* * * 

The town of Silverside and all secret technologies are products of my 

imagination.  If I’m abducted by grim-faced men wearing dark glasses, 

or if I die in an unexplained fiery car crash, you’ll know I accidentally 

came a little too close to the truth. 

  

This is a work of fiction.  All of the characters, organizations, and events 

portrayed in this novel are products of my imagination or are used 

fictitiously.  Any resemblance to persons living or dead is entirely 

coincidental. 

 

Please respect my hard work by complying with copyright laws.  This e-

book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  You may not resell 

this e-book under any circumstances.   

Thank you for reading! 

 

Copyright © 2011 Diane Henders 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, 

stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or in any 

means—by electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or 

otherwise—without prior written permission. 
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Book 7:  Spy, Spy Away 
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Book 9:  Spy High 

Book 10:  Spy Away Home 
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Book 16:  Spy In The Sky 

 

 

More books coming!  For a current list, please visit 

www.dianehenders.com 

 

Or sign up for my New Book Notification list at  

www.dianehenders.com/books 
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CHAPTER 1  

French-kissing the hot guy in my fantasy seemed like a good idea 

at the time.  After all, when has imaginary tonsil-hockey ever turned out 

to be life-threatening? 

I could have really enjoyed it, too, if my head didn’t hurt so damn 

much.  When I touched the sore spot my fingertips showed a little 

smear of blood, but I puzzled over that for less than a second before I 

returned my attention to the much more interesting subject at hand.  Or 

hands, to be exact. 

I ran said hands down his back and over buns of steel.  We were 

making a creditable attempt to lick each other’s tonsils when a furious 

voice erupted from inches behind me. 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” 

I snatched my grip off the beefcake and spun around. 

“Ow, sonuvabitch!”  I clutched my head when the abrupt movement 

slammed pain through my skull, and tried to focus my watering eyes on 

the source of the interruption. 

Okay, that was weird.  I was pretty sure I’d never had a fantasy that 

included a short, pissed-off paramedic. 
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The paramedic locked eyes with Beefcake.  “What the hell do you 

think you’re doing?” he repeated. 

Beefcake shrugged.  “I’m not doing anything.  She jumped me.” 

“Can’t you see she’s injured?  You could have at least helped her 

back out of the portal!” 

…Huh?  It was my fantasy, but I didn’t think I was controlling the 

action anymore.  I gaped at the two men. 

The short paramedic dismissed Beefcake with a final glare and 

turned to me.  “Ma’am, please come with me.  We need to get you to a 

hospital.”  As he spoke, he took my arm and steered me away. 

“Uh…?”  I was about to demand an explanation when agony 

punched through my eye sockets.  I jerked into a ball, arms clamped 

over my head until the pain diminished enough for me to sit up and start 

swearing.  After a few moments of heartfelt profanity, I recovered 

enough to realize the paramedic was trying to convince me to lie down 

on the sidewalk again. 

Wait a minute. 

Sidewalk?  Sitting in a puddle? 

Red flashing lights.  Ambulance.  Right, that explained the 

paramedic. 

He had changed his clothes, though.  Instead of his uniform, he 

now wore a brown plaid shirt and khaki pants.  My aching brain 

struggled to catch up. 

The fantasy faded as awareness returned.  Right, March in 

Silverside, Alberta.  A chinook thaw, slippery sidewalks, and now my 

ass was awash in ice water and my head hurt like hell.  I didn’t even 
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remember slipping.  You know you’re a desperate case when you get 

so engrossed in a fantasy you don’t even watch where you’re walking. 

Embarrassment suffused me when a handful of murmuring 

bystanders gathered, and I hauled myself to my feet despite the 

protests of the paramedic. 

“I’m fine,” I mumbled, pulling soggy denim away from my butt as 

unobtrusively as possible. 

“Better get checked at the hospital just in case,” he advised.  He 

guided me into the back of the ambulance while his two uniformed 

cohorts got in front. 

Three paramedics and an ambulance for a bump on the head.  

Gotta love a small town.  If I’d slipped and fallen in Calgary, I’d be lucky 

to rate a Boy Scout with an aspirin. 

My royal treatment continued at the hospital.  My khaki-clad saviour 

waved the other two away and escorted me into a cubicle in the tiny 

emergency ward.  I perched on the bed and he nodded reassuringly 

and withdrew, pulling the curtains closed behind him. 

   Moments later, I overheard his approaching murmur.  “… found 

her in the portal so I brought her into B wing.” 

A white-coated doctor strode in.  “I’m Dr. Roth.  I understand you hit 

your head.  How are you feeling?”   

She flashed a small light in each of my eyes as I replied, “Sore, but 

not worth a trip to emergency.” 

“Let’s see…”  Her deft fingers explored my scalp.  “Your long hair is 

lovely, but it makes my job more difficult.  Would you please hold it up 

out of the way?”  As I complied, she added, “Your scalp is abraded and 

there’s some minor swelling.  If you’ve got a headache, too, you may 
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have a mild concussion.  Let’s try some standard orientation questions.  

Can you tell me your name and age?” 

“Aydan Kelly.  I’m forty-six years old.  I know it’s March.  I know I’m 

in Silverside Hospital.  I know it’s Thursday, but I have no idea what the 

date is, which is normal for me.  You’re not going to flunk me for the 

date, are you?” 

As I spoke, the doctor’s eyes had begun to twinkle.  She was a 

striking blonde about my age, and she smiled as she answered, “No, I’ll 

let you get away with that one.  Do you remember what happened?” 

“I wasn’t watching where I was walking, and I slipped on some ice.” 

She grimaced.  “’Tis the season.  I was going to suggest a quick 

MRI, but it seems to be a minor injury and I think you’ll be fine.” 

I laughed.  “There’s no such thing as a quick MRI.  And I don’t feel 

like driving two hours down to Calgary to get one.” 

“No, we’d use ours…”  She trailed off at my incredulous expression. 

“MRI?  In Silverside?” I demanded.  “Population what, five 

thousand?  No way.” 

“The MRI is privately and anonymously owned,” she replied.  “The 

hospital is allowed to use it for diagnostic procedures when it’s 

available.” 

“Wow, who’s your celebrity hypochondriac?” 

She smiled.  “I’ll send Linda in to clean up that abrasion for you.  It 

should only take a few minutes, if you’d like to call your husband to pick 

you up.” 

I stared at the plain gold band I still wore on my left hand and 

cranked on a smile.  “That could be a little tricky.  He’s been dead for 

two years.” 
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Dr. Roth looked horrified as she apologized, “I’m so sorry, I saw the 

ring and just assumed…” 

“It’s okay.  I guess it’s time I stopped wearing it.  Just habit at this 

point.”  I slipped the ring off my finger with only a slight pang.  I’d come 

a long way since Robert died.  What a shock that had been. 

Given the graphic fantasy I’d just had, it was probably time I got 

back on the horse.  So to speak.  Too bad there wasn’t anybody in real 

life who was built like my fantasy horse… er… guy. 

Realizing the silence had stretched a bit, I refocused.  “No need to 

call anyone.  I’m fine.  I’ll just drive myself home.” 

The young nurse arrived shortly afterward, and we chatted like old 

friends while she cleaned the injury on my scalp.   

“There you go.  Almost as good as new,” she chirped as she 

disposed of the stained gauze pads.  “I couldn’t get it all, but at least the 

dried blood blends in with your hair.  You shouldn’t attract too much 

attention on the way home.” 

I grinned.  “Sometimes it’s good to be a redhead.”  As she escorted 

me into the hallway I recalled the odd fragment of conversation I’d 

heard, and added, “Hey, Linda, what’s the significance of Wing B?” 

She paused, then smiled.  “It’s opposite to Wing A.  That’s all.” 

My overactive imagination kicked in.  She was being evasive.  And 

all this concern over a minor slip-and-fall was downright weird. 

But… screw it.  My head ached, and I was in a hurry to get home in 

case the roads iced up in the evening.  I bade Linda goodbye and made 

for the door.  After completing the short hike from the hospital to 

retrieve my car, I steered gratefully toward my new country home. 
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Back in my farmhouse, I surveyed the disarray while waiting for my 

plate of leftovers to reheat.  Three weeks after my big move, the kitchen 

was mostly organized.  My old furniture looked right at home in the 

graciously-proportioned though shabby living/dining area, but my 

unpacking was far from complete.  I gobbled my supper and went to 

work at my desk, ignoring the boxes still piled in the corners. 

Tackling the boxes would have been a better choice.  As I studied 

my bank statement hoping more money had magically appeared since 

the last time I’d checked it, tension wound up in my shoulders. 

Dammit, if I didn’t sell my Calgary house this month, I wouldn’t be 

able to cover the payments on the bridge financing.  But if I lowered the 

price for a quick sale, I wouldn’t be able to afford the necessary 

renovations on the farmhouse.   

And I still had to eat.  I needed to build up a new bookkeeping 

clientele, pronto. 

Double-dammit. 

A couple of worrying hours later, I dragged my headache into the 

small ensuite bathroom off the master bedroom and eyed the ominous 

stain at the base of the toilet while I brushed my teeth.  That couldn’t 

wait.  I’d break out the rest of my renovation tools tomorrow. 

Sliding into bed, I touched the handle of the crowbar under the 

other pillow for reassurance.  I was probably perfectly safe in my new 

country home, but city instincts die hard. 

I live alone.  If somebody breaks into my house in the middle of the 

night, what am I going to do?  Hit them with a pillow? 

I don’t think so. 
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After a long day of tearing out crusty plumbing and rotten smelly 

flooring, I bounced out of bed the next morning looking forward to a 

meeting with my Calgary real estate agent and a potential buyer.   

Overcoming my normal slobbish tendencies, I put on my best-fitting 

girly jeans and a stretchy T-shirt that clung enough to make my boobs 

look good without revealing too much of the muffin-top that overflowed 

my waistband.  

I hit the road in high spirits, belting out the songs on the radio with 

far more enthusiasm than talent and happily anticipating my regular 

Saturday afternoon lunch date with the group of basketball teammates 

that was the closest thing I had to family. 

 

 

When I pulled into my driveway after an enjoyable lunch and a stop 

at a hardware store, I firmly suppressed a bubble of hope at the sight of 

my real estate agent’s cheery wave.  Just meeting a potential buyer.  

No guarantees. 

“Hi, Aydan, great to see you!”  Cheryl’s upbeat greeting made me 

smile, and we wandered into the house to lean against the wall in the 

empty living room, chatting.  After fifteen minutes, she called the 

buyer’s cell phone, but it went directly to voicemail.  We made desultory 

conversation for the next quarter of an hour, when Cheryl tried again. 

She snapped her phone shut with a frown.  “Well, I guess he’s not 

going to show.  What a waste of time this was.” 
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“No kidding.  Especially since he insisted I drive all the way down 

here so he could meet me.” 

“I’m sorry,” Cheryl said.  “I told him it was my job to relay his 

questions to you, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer.  Next time I’ll 

stick to my guns.” 

“Thanks, but don’t turn down any requests, no matter how weird 

they are.”  I blew out a sigh.  “I’ll do pretty much anything to sell this 

house.”  Attempting optimism, I added, “At least I’ve still got a bed 

upstairs, so I won’t have to drive another two hours to get home today.”  

We said our goodbyes in the driveway, and I put the car in gear and 

cruised down the gentle hill toward the nearby strip mall.  Maybe Cheryl 

could set up something with the buyer this evening or tomorrow morn- 

A flash of movement jerked my attention up to the rearview mirror.  

Shock jolted through me at the sight of the dark-haired man pushing 

through the collapsible back seat from the trunk.  I whipped around to 

gape at Beefcake from my fantasy.   

Disbelief paralyzed me for an instant before I recognized the black 

object in his hand. 

Gun. 

Shit! 

I stomped both feet on the brake.  The car jerked to a stop with a 

tortured squeal of tires, hurling Beefcake’s body between the front seats 

to crash headfirst into the dash.  His gun discharged with a deafening 

bang.  Mindless with panic, I punched the seat belt release and flung 

myself out of the car. 

The vehicle was picking up speed again on the downhill slope and 

the ground flew out from under my feet.  I crashed to the pavement, 
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rolling frantically to avoid the rear tires as they crunched by.  My feet 

scrabbled for purchase on the gravel-strewn asphalt as I scrambled up, 

my hysterical panting whistling in my throat.  After a couple of eternal 

seconds, I gained traction and fled up the hill like a demented rabbit. 

A rusted-out Chevy Suburban skidded and rocked to a stop 

crosswise in the street with the driver’s side facing me.  The driver’s 

door started to open, and I used the little breath I still had available to 

scream, “Gun!  Gun!” 

I dashed for the Suburban, its bulk looming only a few yards away 

like a bastion of safety. 

A gunshot exploded from behind me and a tall, broad-shouldered 

man swung out of the Suburban.  In a single fluid motion, he drew a 

gun as his feet hit the pavement. 

He aimed directly at me and fired. 
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* * * 

 

To find purchasing information for Never Say Spy, please visit 

www.dianehenders.com/books 

 

Thanks for reading! I hope you’ll come by and visit me at 

www.dianehenders.com.  I write something new there every week, 

and I love chatting with visitors. 

 

Or visit my Facebook page at 

www.facebook.com/authordianehenders to keep up with all the 

latest news. Looking forward to seeing you! 


