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Author’s Note
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Gus' wants a dog, and he gets more than he bargained for when Glen turns up to do the home visit for the rescue centre. They're smitten. Glen meets Lucian, Gus' best friend and an event twenty years ago is re-lived with shattering consequences.

A story of love, dogs, the lies we tell and finding out the truth.

This story is dedicated to all dogs, the people who love them and the people who look after them when someone stops loving them.

Alp Mortal

Energy follows intention.
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Chapter One – Decision made
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“I’ll take him!”

“We’ll need to do a home visit first.”

“Oh, sure; when?”

“Friday?”

“After three?”

“That should be okay. Glen does the home visits; if he needs to change the appointment, he’ll call you. Once the home visit is done and everything is okay then you can pick him up.”

“Do I pay now or then?”

“On collection; in case you change your mind; people do.”

“I won’t; he’s exactly what I need in my life.”

“Great! So, see you next week.”

“Thanks; bye!”

“Bye ...”

I’m getting a dog; the first dog I’ve ever had and it’s gonna be so great. I’m in the right ‘place’ now; working mainly from home and the park is just across the road. Oh, I can’t wait!

Now don’t laugh because I know what you’re gonna think when I say that I’m getting a Staffie; but he’s adorable. His name is ‘Marshall’ which sounds a bit odd; I mean, who calls their dog, ‘Marshall’? I guess I can shorten it or adapt it. Anyway, he’s a ‘blue’ and about four years old; not mis-treated they say, just ousted to make room for the new baby; which is a joke because a Staffie loves children and is super protective. I know they have a reputation; which is totally unfounded for the most part; any dog can be made to be aggressive. Trained as a fighting dog, he could kill; his jaws can snap bones.

I went along today because I had a day off and Lucian had suggested it which merely coincided with the thoughts I was already having. Marshall was the only dog which wasn’t barking so I was drawn to him in case it meant that he was ill or something. However, it looked like he was just sitting and thinking ... and waiting; apparently for me!

I took him out into the exercise yard where he bounced around and didn’t mind being fussed. I brought some treats which he gobbled up and I think he knew I was going to have him because he didn’t complain when I had to put him back in the pen. He held out his paw. I held it for a moment and kissed the top of his head. His neck is so thick I can’t get my hands around it; it’s all muscle. The handler suggested I get a body harness to attach the lead to because he will pull.

I’ve just got back and I’m making a list of all the things I need to get. I won’t buy them until after Glen has been and gives me the thumbs up. Lucian calls.

“Hey! So?”

“Got one ... well, subject to the home visit on Friday.”

“What is it?”

“A Staffie ...”

“Fucking hell!”

“He’s adorable and only four years old. He’s the rare blue colour and he has blue eyes. His name is ‘Marshall’.”

“So fucking gay!”

“I doubt it!”

“You, not the dog!”

“I thought the Chihuahua was the gay man’s dog of choice?”

“On the West Coast maybe. I’m pleased; you need a dog; it’ll get you out ... and there’s nothing more likely to attract a guy than a cute dog. A fucking Staffie ...”

“Wait until you see him.”

“Right! Work to do; but I’m free on Saturday if you wanna hook-up.”

“Sure; pizza and maybe a drink at ‘The Cufflink’.”

“He doesn’t work there anymore.”

“Who?”

“The cute cocktail shaker.”

“You say that like I was remotely interested.”

“Whatever ... I’ll pick you up at seven.”

“Okay; see ya’!”

Lucian is my gay best friend; we go back to the beginning. We were at college together and headed off to the bright lights where we shared a bedsit for two years, I think. We’ve only ever been friends, never lovers. That was years ago, nearly twenty. We’ve never lost touch, and we see each other at least once a week.

I’m so ready for Marshall; I need that love. I want the responsibility. I guess if I was straight, it would be the time I’d settle down and have kids. Not that I think of him as a child substitute; in any event, you can adopt those now. I ... and this house ... need a dog. It’s that simple.
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Chapter Two – Home visit
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One of the reasons I feel confident about this is the fact that I’m working mainly from home now because I ... I know you’re gonna laugh ... I design greetings cards, chic, and very expensive greetings cards. They sell them in Selfridge’s and Harrods actually!

So, working from home means I will be here for the dog and I’m hoping that this will up the points for the home visit which is today at three-thirty. The delicious Glen is conducting the home visit; not that I’ve met Glen; I just imagine he’s delicious. I’ve baked fresh bread to fill the house with that lovely aroma and I’ve put fresh flowers in all the vases.

I’m going to ask Glen where he thinks I should set up the dog bed and feeding station. I’m hoping in the conservatory because that would be the least disruptive and the floor is tiled and easier to keep clean. Okay; the house is a little bit like a Princess’s palace. Well, what did you expect a greetings card designer’s house to be like?

It’s three-fifteen so I’m making fresh coffee; the bread is out of the oven and the muffins are on the plate.

Glen arrives and I cum in my pants because he is delicious.

“Please come in.”

“It’s Gus’, isn’t it?”

“Yes; you must be Glen?”

“Yes; right. Oh, fresh bread. I love the smell of fresh bread!”

“Would you like tea or coffee?”

“Tea please; green if you have it.”

“I have Jasmine. Why don’t you go through to the conservatory whilst I make the drinks; and you can tell me if you think it would make a good place for the dog.”

Glen wanders through to the conservatory whilst I make the tea, load up a tray and carry it through.

“What do you think?”

“I think the dog will be very happy. So, I have some questions to ask you; if that’s okay?”

“Sure, fire away; the muffins are fresh by the way.”

“Oh, thanks!”

Glen asks his questions, and I think I score pretty well.

“Do you have a dog?” I ask.

“Russian Terrier called ‘Mink’.”

“Oh, they’re so beautiful ... but I don’t have that much space for one of those. Anyway, I wanted a rescue dog.”

“Everything looks fine to me and given that you’re working at home a lot of the time kind of seals it. So, next week; the vet will look at the dog on Monday or Tuesday. Call to confirm first but collect on Wednesday. He’ll be ‘chipped’, but you’ll need to get the insurance.”

“No, I was planning to ... what food shall I get?”

“’James Wellbeloved’ ...”

“Right! I’m gonna go out tomorrow and get everything. So; you think he’ll be okay in the conservatory?”

“Yeah; and get a flap put in that door. He’ll be able to get out whenever he wants then ... and the garden is enclosed.”

“I’m so happy!”

“Are you single?”

“Yes; apparently dogs are great for ‘pulling’; if you know what I mean?”

“They are; I get loads of dates that way.”

“So, you’re single?”

“Yes ...”

I’ve never had a ‘come on’ so strong and just one word was enough to ignite the pilot light under my kettle.

“More tea?”

“Thanks. If you don’t mind, I’ll take it outside; I need a puff.”

“That’s fine; the door is unlocked.”

Glen pops outside and I fetch more tea.

“If you get loads of dates then why are you single?” I venture.

“Dogs are great at breaking down barriers, but a lot of guys want you all to themselves and the dog gets in the way.”

Bingo!

“I’ve never had a dog before; I’m worried I’ll spoil him.”

“Just do what you think is best. They’re all different but they all respond to love. You will need to discipline him but they’re dead easy to train and Marshall isn’t that old, so I doubt he’s got too many bad habits. He’s got the basics, but he can be very wilful and around other dogs you’ll need to be very strict. He just needs to know which of you is boss.”

“I may have to go to assertiveness training myself!”

Glen laughs and he dips his head, looking at me from beneath his eyebrows and something gives way, probably the elastic ... maybe even a Tectonic plate.

“So, you wanna grab a drink one night?” he asks uber casually and that has to have been the slickest delivery I have ever encountered.

“Love to; where are you then?”

“Driver Street.”

“They’re really nice places.”

“Big garden for the princess.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow night?”

“Sure; eight at The Cufflink?”

“Okay, great!”

I’m momentarily at a loss.

“I’m ... a little out of practice,” I admit.

“We’ll have a drink and take it from there.”

“Okay ...”

Which is very sound advice.

“I have to run; more visits to do today. See you tomorrow.”

“Yes; I’m really looking forward to it!”

He leaves and I open all the windows because I can’t stand the smell of fresh bread, but it was worth it because I have a dog and a date! And I haven’t even had to walk the little fucker yet!

“Lucian ... I’ve passed the test! I’m getting the dog next week.”

“Oh, well done! So, do you want to go out tomorrow night?”

“I have a date.”

“With who?”

“The guy from the Dogs’ Home who did the home visit.”

“You lucky bastard!”

“He’s delicious; and he asked me.”

“Where and when?”

“’The Cufflink at eight.”

“I’ll take the gang elsewhere.”

“Oh God, please! I’m so out of practice; it’s going to be difficult enough.”

“No worries.”

“Come with me tomorrow and help
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