
  
    
      Hairy Harry’s Car Seat

      
        Lyon Road Vet

        Book 1

      

    

    
      
        Sue Brown

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: One Hat Press]
          [image: One Hat Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        All Rights Reserved

      

      
        Blurb

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

    

    
      
        Also by Sue Brown

      

      
        About Sue Brown

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        LYON ROAD VETS #1

      

      

      
        
        Copyright ©2013 Sue Brown

        Published by One Hat Press

        This Edition 2023

        Cover design by Meredith Russell

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            All Rights Reserved

          

        

      

    

    
      This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload to a file sharing peer to peer program, for free or for a fee. Such action is illegal and in violation of Copyright Law.

      

      All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.

      

      All trademarks are the property of their respective owners.

    

  


  
    
      To the real Hairy Harry. May you run free forever.
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      On the worst day of his life, Peter meets the man who could change his world forever. Is he brave to take a second chance at love?

      Peter walks away from his marriage with two things: a suitcase and Hairy Harry, the family pet. When Harry becomes ill, Peter is faced with one of the hardest decisions he's ever had to make... saying goodbye to his best friend.

      Evan is the kind locum vet who attends to Harry. It doesn’t take long for Peter to realise they’re both lonely and in need of friends. For the first time in too long, Peter has something to forward to each evening. But there’s a stumbling block. Evan is gay, and openly admits his attraction to Peter.

      Faced with that knowledge Peter has a tough decision to make. He knows he has feelings for Evan too. Is he ready to admit to the world he could be out for the hot vet?
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      Peter sat on the carpet next to Harry’s bed. The huge dog was curled up, and barely stirred when Peter stroked his head.

      “Hey, Harry boy,” Peter murmured, “how are you feeling?”

      The dog leaned into the caress, but he didn’t move or lick his hand like he normally did. Harry was about fourteen. He’d been a rescue dog and no one was quite sure of his exact age or his ancestry. Harry was an Irish Wolfhound/Terrier mix, all wiry hair and oddly short legs. Peter didn’t know what made up the mix, but it had given Harry a long life. Now Harry was old, and in the last week, he’d spent more time sleeping in his bed than anywhere else, not eating his dinner, uninterested in the world around him. Peter had tried to tempt him with dog food that had cost more than his food bill for the week, but Harry ignored the bowl. He’d managed to wag his tail for Peter, even that was getting weaker as the days went on.  

      “Not so good, huh?”

      Peter sat as close as he could and rested Harry’s head on his lap. The dog didn’t protest, and Peter was thankful he didn’t seem to be in pain. He leant back against the wall as he stroked him. Harry closed his eyes and went back to sleep.

      “I’ve made us an appointment at the V-E-T.” Peter whispered as he spelt out the three letter word. In Harry’s eyes, the worst place in the world to be. At his very first visit, the vet had taken away his doghood, and from then on, Harry had hated the vet, the waiting room and even the surgery car park. Over the fourteen years Peter had owned his dog, he’d been thankful that their visits had been limited to the annual vaccinations because, despite his pleadings to Harry, every visit had left Harry muzzled but triumphant, the vet shaken, and Peter with long scratches. The vet was a saint in Peter’s eyes and the devil incarnate in Harry’s.

      Peter had delayed taking Harry to the vets because he hadn’t wanted to stress him, but now it was past time, Harry was deteriorating day by day. He’d begged for a half-day from work to take him to the vets. His boss had agreed reluctantly on the understanding he made up the hours later in the week.

      Peter pressed a kiss to the top of Harry’s head. “I’m going to get my shoes on.” He laid the dog back in his bed and got to his feet, stretching out stiff muscles. Harry stayed where he was, his eyes closed, as Peter got ready to go out. Even the rattle of the lead failed to interest him.

      Then it came to the actual journey. Harry was a big old dog, and Peter had to carry him down the stairs and get him into the car. Peter sniffled, trying to hold back the tears as he placed Harry on the back seat of the car. Harry loved travelling in the car, finding the world endlessly fascinating. He’d always sat in the front seat if Peter was on his own, sitting bolt upright so he could see out of the window. As Peter drove Harry would give his opinion on what he saw, from a growl at the cats sitting on fences to a high whine at other dogs. Harry had an opinion on everything. If Peter’s kids were in the car he would be booted to the back seat, grumbling his disapproval, and would flop over whoever sat next to him to make his point. His hair stuck to every seat, covering anyone who shared Peter’s car, but the front was the worst. The kids called the passenger seat Hairy Harry’s seat, and laughed as unwitting passengers got covered in dog hair.

      Now Harry lay still, and didn’t look out of the window as Peter backed out of the drive, the quiet scaring Peter more than anything. His relationship with Harry had lasted longer than his marriage to Toni. They had separated three years ago after nine years, two kids and one affair. Hers, not his. She’d got the kids and the house. Peter had left with the car and Harry, because, despite the kids’ protests, there was no way she was living with that flea-ridden mutt a second longer than she had to. He’d got over the divorce, just. Harry hadn’t seemed all that bothered.

      The vet’s surgery was five minutes away by car. Normally Peter walked Harry to the clinic in a vain attempt to calm him down before his appointment. He drove into the tiny car park, praying there was a space available. Someone must have been listening because a large four by four pulled out of a space. The cars did the obligatory two-step, then Peter squeezed his car around a flowerbed and into the space.

      Harry barely opened his eyes when Peter picked him up. Peter pushed the door closed with his arse, not bothering to lock it. The car was more rust than metal. It wasn’t worth stealing. Opening the door to the surgery with Harry in his arms was more problematic, but Peter was fortunate a lady walked out holding a small animal carrier. When she saw the huge dog in his arms she held the door open for him. He murmured his thanks and approached the reception desk.

      Peter recognised the nurse on duty. She looked up with bland professionalism but when she saw Harry her expression changed. “I guess the poor lad doesn’t need to be muzzled this time. Go take a seat in the waiting room. You’re next.”

      Normally Harry’s hackles would have been up before they stepped into the building, and he’d be growling at all the animals in the waiting room. This time Harry sighed as Peter sat down, his eyes closing immediately. Peter sighed, too. His back twinged every time he picked up the dog. Harry was smaller than the average wolfhound, but he was still a large solidly-boned dog. Peter was thankful for the hours he’d worked out at the gym, leaving him able to cope with the weight.

      The waiting room was empty and the tick-tock of the clock grated on Peter’s fraying nerves. He stroked Harry’s head and looked around, noticing that they’d decorated since the last time he’d been to the practice.

      After a few minutes, the door to the surgery opened, but instead of the cadaverous features of the usual vet, Peter saw a tall, dark-haired guy, probably in his thirties judging by the crinkles around his eyes.

      “Mr Mitchell?”

      “Yes?” Peter stared at him stupidly.

      The man smiled, deepening the crinkles. “Would you like to bring Harry in?”

      “Where’s Dr Winton?” Peter asked as he laid Harry on the table.

      “I’m Dr Wells, the locum. Dr Winton is my cousin. He’s just had an operation so I’m covering for him.”

      “He knows Harry.” Already distressed at Harry’s deteriorating condition, Peter was thrown off-guard by a strange vet. Dr Winton may not have liked Harry but he knew him.

      “I know he does, Mr Mitchell, but let me take a look at him, hmm?” The vet sounded soothing, and he had already given Harry a pat. Harry opened his eyes and licked the vet.

      “He never does that,” Peter said. The man had strong looking hands with long fingers. Feeling guilty for being distracted, Peter dragged his gaze away from the vet’s hands to look at Harry. The dog lay calmly letting Dr Wells examine him.

      “Does what?” Dr Wells said, sounding preoccupied as he listened to Harry’s chest.

      “Give you a lick. He hates the vets. He’s more likely to try and take your hand off.”

      Dr Wells gave him a brief smile. “Yes, I saw that in the notes, but the poor boy is feeling a bit under the weather today, isn’t he?”

      Peter nodded, a lump in his throat.

      “How long has he been like this?”

      “He stopped eating about a week ago. I waited to see if he improved, but he stopped moving around a couple of days ago and I can’t tempt him with any treats or even get him to drink.” Peter stroked the wiry fur on Harry’s back.

      Dr Wells nodded. “Let me take his temperature. He’s dehydrated as you’d expect, but the main problem is his kidneys are shutting down.”

      “Does he need antibiotics?”

      “We can do that if you like, but I’m not sure that is going to help. We can stick him on a drip for twenty-four hours to rehydrate him and see if that helps.”

      “You mean, leave him here?” Peter really didn’t want to leave Harry in the one place he hated the most.

      “Yes. It might kick-start his kidneys again.”

      Peter gave the vet a steady look. “Do you believe it will or are you just trying to give me hope?”

      Dr Wells returned his gaze openly. “Harry’s an old dog, Mr Mitchell. There is always hope, but honestly, I think it’s the end of the road for him. It’s your choice. We can wait twenty four hours and see if he improves.”

      “Is he in pain?” Peter asked.

      Dr Wells shook his head. “He’s just shutting down.”

      “I’m going to take him home to be with me. My kids can say goodbye if they want and he can go to sleep in his own bed.” Harry wouldn’t die in the devil’s hellhole. He would die in his own bed, with Peter and the people who loved him.

      “I understand. I have to warn you, it’s a matter of days, if that.” Dr Wells stroked Harry’s head. The dog gave one thump of his tail. “I’ll give you a ring tonight to see how he is. If he appears to be in any pain, just call me.”

      “Okay.” Peter took a deep breath. “Okay. I need to pay the bill. Can I get Harry comfortable in the car first?”

      “Sure. Let me open the doors for you.” Dr Wells waited for Peter to pick Harry up. “I’ll meet you by the reception.” The staff had a separate door between the surgery and the reception.

      Peter walked with his precious burden, ignoring the couple with two large Great Danes. Harry didn’t respond to their barks.

      “I’ll call you after surgery,” Dr Wells said as he held the door open.

      Peter looked up, the vet was a few inches taller than him, and saw the honest sympathy in his face. He gritted his teeth, determined not to break down in front of a stranger. “I’ll be at home,” he said and walked down the steps as quickly as he could.

      He settled Harry in the back seat, wrapping him in an old blanket that had been Harry’s since he was rescued. Harry managed a lick and fell asleep, the effort of the visit to the vets too much for him.

      “I’ll be back in a mo, Harry.” Peter shut the door and ran up the steps to the surgery door, not wanting to leave Harry alone any longer than he had to.

      The nurse took his card and he waited impatiently for the transaction to go through. Finally she handed him the receipt with a phone number written on the bottom. He frowned when he saw it was a mobile and not for the surgery. The nurse caught his gaze. “That’s Dr Wells’ number in case you need it.”

      Peter swallowed hard again. “Thanks… and thanks for everything. I know Harry wasn’t the best of patients.”

      She did her best not to snort. “He wasn’t the worst either. Harry was… is… a great dog. I hope we’ll see you again soon.”

      Peter shook his head. “I’ll never get another pet.” He could never handle the pain like this. It was worse than getting divorced.

      “That’s what they all say,” the nurse said. “Give it time.”

      He smiled at her perfunctorily and left the surgery. She had no idea what he was going through.

      In the car he leant back and stroked Harry’s ears. They twitched irritably. Peter’s lips curved a little. His boy was still there.

      

      The phone call to his children was really, really difficult. Peter spoke to Toni first who wasn’t happy about the whole situation.

      “I don’t see why the kids need to be involved at all,” she said, her voice lowered, presumably so that the kids couldn’t overhear. Peter had always been impressed with her ability to hold a vicious argument barely above a whisper.

      “Because Harry is their dog as much as mine, and they have a right to know he’s very ill.”

      “They’re kids. They don’t need to know anything.”

      Peter sighed impatiently. He really didn’t need this now. “Just get Sofie for me.”

      “Don’t you upset her,” she warned.

      “I wish I could avoid it,” Peter said sadly.

      Toni huffed loudly, then she said in a kinder tone, “I’m sorry about Harry, Peter.”

      Peter blinked back the tears. “Me too.” He waited for the kids to answer, glad for the few minutes to regain his composure.

      “Dad?”

      “Hey, Sofie, sweetheart.”

      “Mum said you wanted to talk to me. Can it be quick because I’m talking to Chaz.”

      Peter rolled his eyes at the mention of Sofie’s ’he’s not my boyfriend’ friend. “Yeah, I won’t be long. It’s about Harry, love. He’s not so good.”

      “Harry’s sick?” For the first time she sounded concerned. “What’s the matter with him?”

      “His kid… kidneys are packing up.” Peter stuttered over the words. It sounded so damn final. It was so damn final.

      “He’s going to get better though, isn’t he?” Sofie sounded on the verge of tears.

      “We can always hope but he’s very sick.”

      Sofie started sobbing.

      “I’m sorry, Sofie, but I wanted you to know.”

      “Can we come round to see him?”

      Peter smiled through his tears. “If you can get your mum to drive you. I don’t want to leave Harry here and he’s not well enough to go in the car.” He heard her call Toni and held his breath, praying that she wouldn’t refuse. “Dad, we’ll be round in an hour. Mum wants us to eat dinner first.”

      “That’s fine. Harry will be pleased to see you.”

      Sofie talked to Toni, then she said, “Mum wants to know if you want dinner as well. She’s made spaghetti Bolognese and she’s worried you won’t eat.”

      The offer was so unexpected after Toni’s initial hostility it took his breath away. “Yeah. That would be great. Say thanks for me. I really should talk to Simon.”

      “I’ll do that, Daddy. It’s better if I tell him.” Sofie sounded determined and Peter smiled through his tears. It was so typical of his daughter to take responsibility for looking after her brother.

      “If you’re sure, baby.”

      “Daaaad.”

      “What?” He tried to sound innocent.

      “You called me baby—again.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “No, you’re not,” she grumbled. “See you later. Give Harry a kiss from me.”

      From the brief moment of levity Peter was brought back to reality. “I will. See you later, baby girl.”

      “Daaaad.”

      Peter put the phone down and sat next to Harry. “Did you hear that? Sofie and Simon are coming to see you.”

      Harry’s ears pricked up at the mention of the kids’ names. When Peter had moved out, Harry had definitely missed his playmates.

      Peter made a cup of tea and resumed his place next to Harry, watching the news whilst he waited for his children to appear. Harry stayed where he was, motionless, except for once when he raised his head at a loud noise outside the house. Peter was almost asleep when the doorbell rang.

      He yawned as he got to his feet. Both kids were red-eyed when he opened the door, and Simon fell into his arms. At eight years old Simon wavered between playing it cool with his friends and being loving at home. Hugs were fine behind closed doors but not so the world could see.

      “Is Harry all right. Is he going to be okay, Daddy?” Daddy. Simon only called him that when he was really upset. Simon buried his head in Peter’s chest.

      “Get in, Simon.” Toni smiled tentatively at Peter. “I’ve got Dad’s dinner here.”

      Peter wrapped one arm around Harry and took the container from his ex-wife. “I’ll eat it whilst the kids sit with Harry.”

      “Is he… is he… still alive?” Simon asked.

      “Of course, he is, stupid,” Sofie said acerbically. “Dad wouldn’t have got us here if he was dead.”

      Peter had to work hard to hold back the shudder. Toni gave him a sympathetic smile.

      “Go and sit with Harry. He’ll enjoy the cuddle,” Toni said.

      Sofie led Simon into the living room. Peter was going to follow them but Toni laid a hand on his arm. “Give them time by themselves. Sofie is trying hard to be brave for you.”

      “That’s my job, isn’t it?”

      She put the container in the microwave. “He’s your dog. They’ve always known that. They want to look after you tonight. Let them look after you, Pete. Please?”

      Peter swallowed hard, feeling worn down by the effort of holding back tears. “God, they’re great kids.”

      “Sometimes.” Toni started opening the cupboards. “Where do you keep the plates?”

      “In the left-hand cupboard, bottom shelf.”

      She dished up his dinner and handed him a plate and a fork. “Do you want cheese on it?”

      Peter shook his head as he forked a mouthful. “No thanks. Damn, I’d forgotten how good you are at cooking,” he mumbled.

      “It’s nice to have someone who appreciates the food. The kids still complain all the time.” Toni put the kettle on. “I’ll make the tea.”

      He wandered into the living room, eating as he went. Normally Harry would have been weaving around his feet, shamelessly begging for treats, stealing them off the counter if he got the chance. Now he was partly on Sofie’s lap, his head resting on Simon’s arm while he gently ruffled Harry’s ears. The sight tugged at Peter’s heartstrings. Harry was pleased to see the kids.

      Toni brought in a cup of tea for him, and they watched TV together for an hour. It was peaceful and Peter enjoyed it, until Simon and Sofie started bickering about who was to hold Harry.

      “Guys, guys, please. Not now. Harry can’t take it.” He couldn’t take it.

      “I’m going to take you two home. Harry needs some peace and quiet,” Toni said firmly, and ignored the kids’ groans. “Come on.”

      “But we want to stay with Harry,” Simon protested, clutching onto the dog.

      Peter knelt by his son’s side. “He needs to rest now and it’s past your bedtime.”

      Simon stared at him, his bottom lip wobbling. “I don’t want to leave him.”

      “I know, baby. I know.” Peter laid Harry back in his bed and watched him curl up in a ball. The dog sighed and went back to sleep.

      Peter felt a hand on his shoulder.

      “I’m so sorry,” Toni said.

      Peter nodded, unable to speak, the lump in his throat too big. His son and daughter crowded on either side of him and hugged him. He almost broke down in tears, but was saved by the sound of the doorbell.

      “I’ll get it,” Toni said.

      He concentrated on breathing to get the tears under control. Simon buried his head in Peter’s neck and his daughter gently patted his back.

      Peter looked up as Toni walked back into the room, a puzzled look on her face.

      “Pete, Dr Wells is here. He says he’s the vet.”
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