
Table of Contents

Guarding Gus

The Reviews are In!

Copyright

Dedication

Content Warnings

Treasure Hunt Map

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Epilogue

Acknowledgements

Names & Pronunciations

Bonsai Tips

Recipe

Cheese Caves

Stanley Cup | History

Book 2 Sneak Peek

Discussion Questions

Other Offerings


[image: A black background with a black square

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

The Reviews are In!

[image: image]


[image: A black background with a black square

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

“I appreciated how well the author described my kitchen. Have you seen it? I recently added a lazy Susan to hold my appliances in this blind cabinet. So the way it works is that the lazy Susan is on rails, and you mount the rails to the cabinet shelf, pull out the lazy Susan, and voila! You can access the back region of the cabinet! I put my seldom used appliances back there like the dehydrator. It's useful in the summer when I want to dry fruit for baking, but I don't need access to it all the time. Have you tried one of my new oatmeal gargoyle cookies? I started a limited edition series for the cookie truck. There's been a line 30 people deep for these! I won't tell you the secret ingredient...but you can guess. Go on, guess. Oh, right, you haven't had one yet! Anyway, yeah, the book is great. Gus is a real rascal.” — Brant

“These guys are awesome. The book captured the dance club atmosphere really well. I kind of wish we'd seen that bar, though. It sounds dope. I hear it's based on a place in Toronto? That's wild. Anyway, that weird little dog is cool, too. We had a killer time in Multnomah. Definitely will come back.” — Patrice

“Everyone keeps asking me questions about Gustopher, the little Tomme de Savoie! I am as in the darkness as the rest of you! Where did he come from? Je ne sais pas. How old is he? Je ne sais pas. Did I know him from before? Ah bon! Now you are in the fascinating country! Who can say...who can say? I do think that the author was cruel in her description of me, though. A little touch of malice on her part. It's not as if I didn't help the boys along with my hints. I just know that when Gus gets bigger — La vache! I was not supposed to tell you that!” — Remi

“Gustopher is extremely cool, and I am happy I got to meet the little one right away. The author did a great job describing his first words! I am getting choked up just remembering it. I do wonder if it will stay teacup-sized, though. Because if Gus is going to get bigger, it's going to be hard to find clothes.” — Xavi

“Listen. I know in my gut that those freaks work for The Volcano no matter what they claim, but I have to say, I respect their attack strategy. They have access to arson weaponry, they laid down some great cover fire with that fire-lizard-type creature. You know who would be really interested in that kind of firepower? The military. Maybe I should make a call. Excuse me.” — Captain Angry Ballet Dancer

“I feel REALLY drawn to the bi-colored eyes on that little bearded dragon. I didn't catch the name, but I thought I heard them call it Gus? That's one cute kid, let me tell you. Maybe I should try and get in touch with them, see if they need any help.” — Big Black bouncer at dance club, The Golden Knight

“burbling, growling noises” — Gustopher

“I mean, this book did a decent job with the guys and that little possum thing, but I noticed that she really didn't describe the bachelorette party or the bride and groom very well. There was a LOT more to that story. Let me fill you in. Okay. So the CRAZY thing about this wedding, right, is that I actually met Brandon FIRST, way before Holly ever met him. And he liked me first, because, you know, he has good taste, and we actually got serious for a while. But like, suddenly he wasn't as into Jell-O shots and paintball and Steven Seagal movies anymore, because Holly comes along with her progressive polyamory ideas, (big whoop) and cool art festival stories and suddenly, Brandon had gotten with her! I mean, the nerve! So anyway —” [review cut short by arrival of police] — Bachelorette No. 6
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This book is dedicated to my cousin, Denise, my sister, Sierra, my other sister, Lisa, and my best friend Deepika. If anyone knows the profound value of a good man, it's these four.

This book is also dedicated to all the good guys out there who are practicing positive masculinity, looking after our veterans, and embracing our trans men.
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(** items are referenced, but not explored in detail)

	Aftermath of a gun-shoot out (no deaths)

	Transgender ftm topics such as passing etiquette, Latino family dynamics

	Criminal underground, threats of injury and gun violence (one minor injury)

	Vampires

	**References to veteran PTSD/military

	**Death of a grandparent

	**Gambling environment (casino)
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Our characters visit a total of 7 locations in the book, Guarding Gus. Each of these locations correspond to a real place in Portland, Oregon. Follow the below link to visit each one. The treasure lies in the delight of finding out where you might go next!

Disclaimer: Not every location is a mirror image of what's in the book, but there are surprises and delights in store. I hope you enjoy the adventure!

Check out the map!
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Thursday  6 pm

Nico was standing in the gardening section of the cozily cluttered hardware store, considering a pair of stainless steel Satsuki shears for his personal bonsai plants. He had just picked up a pair by the teardrop handles that looked respectably sharp when he heard the unmistakable sound of gunshots outside. When Nico had entered the hardware store in the late September afternoon, the sun slanting across the parking lot, he made a point to note the entrances and exits — which was something he always did when he entered a new building. Dropping the shears on a nearby shelf, his heart pounding with anxiety, he raced down the aisle. Nico had a stocky build, but he stepped as deftly as a dancer around the trash cans of rakes, maneuvering past the towering, rotating display of seeds and the buckets of multi-colored pool noodles. He mentally thanked his security training as he bolted toward the front door. Heavy footfalls could be heard immediately behind him, and he instinctively turned, making eye contact with a muscular stranger whose friendly face had crinkled into the same concern.

Nico opened the door quickly and quietly, scanning the street. The stranger was close behind him but fanned out slightly to his right, hovering at his shoulder. It was clear that the conflict had just ended as the street was quiet, but only by a few seconds. There was a sour and angry smell in the air of discharged weapons, fear, and frustration. Nico and the stranger took cover about eight feet away from the hardware store entrance behind a city trash can.

The stranger, crouching down beside Nico, turned to him with a huge grin on his face, his green eyes vivid from the adrenaline. “You know what I said to myself this morning?” he said, somehow managing to sound soft but quite friendly. His voice had a tenor tone with a slight rasp. He continued on, “I said to myself, 'Self, what this afternoon really needs is a good old-fashioned shoot-out in the middle of the street.' What is this, the Wild, Wild West? Ridiculous.”

“Someone could be hurt.” Nico whispered urgently.

“Exactly my point,” said the stranger, amused. “What on earth is out here that's worth risking human life for? A hardware store, a typewriter repair shop, and a couple of Hondas parked in the street? This doesn't make any sense.”

As Nico scanned the street up and down, he reluctantly nodded his agreement that the scene in question was truly puzzling. His heart was still pounding a mile a minute, and the adrenaline made every detail sharper. He noticed a dirty sedan across the street that was parked at the curb, and there were two men running away from it towards a nearby alley. The stranger behind him leaned into his shoulder and said decisively, “I'm going after those guys to try to get to the bottom of this.” 

Nico only nodded, noticing that the huge arms and broad shoulders of the man revealed undiluted strength. He had the upper body build of an amateur weightlifter, a slender waist, with legs that matched his arms. He was a white guy in his late 30s and was growing a few days' worth of beard stubble. His hair was a sandy brown, cut short and neatly brushed. If he felt capable of handling those two men, then who was Nico to argue? The stranger took off like a shot on powerhouse legs at a surprisingly springy pace.

Nico was left alone and panned his vision to the left again. He noticed a navy blue SUV parked just a few cars down on his side of the street and saw that the tires had been shot out. The SUV was otherwise unmarked, which was strange. Was the intent of the attack to injure someone or to take them alive? As Nico swiveled back and forth looking for other threats in the road, he cautiously emerged from behind the trash can. He had determined that it was safe to approach the SUV, so he pulled out his cell phone to dial 911 in case anyone inside was injured.

Nico walked slowly towards the car, listening intently for any signs of distress from someone inside. His eyes continued to scan the street a few more times as he approached the back-left passenger door. The stranger was nowhere to be seen, so Nico braced himself for whatever he might find.

He opened the driver's door, but there was no one inside. Nico's heart was hammering, his vision had narrowed. Since he could see no one in the front passenger seat, he decided to move to behind the driver's door.

He opened the door gently and stood still in perfect disbelief. Sitting in a car seat, securely belted in, was a baby gargoyle. It was fast asleep.
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Thursday  6:15 pm

As Nico was standing in disbelief at the open passenger door, the muscled stranger rejoined him, slightly out of breath, to see what Nico had found. The stranger looked inside the SUV, looked back at Nico, and looked back inside the SUV.

“Oookkaaay. You don't see that every day,” he said wryly. 

Nico looked at the stranger and said, “Oh, good. You see it, too?”

“Oh, sure. That’s a baby gargoyle,” the stranger said confidently. He wore the same bemused expression from earlier.

“Have you seen many baby gargoyles in your life?” Nico asked calmly, though his insides were screaming at him, THAT’S A MYTHICAL CREATURE.

“Well, no, but I do believe they exist, so why not here, and why not...now, I guess?” the stranger said with a reasonable nodding of his head at his logical conclusion, absurd as it was.

“Right. Right.” Nico said, pretending to stroke his chin thoughtfully. “And what do you suppose a baby gargoyle is doing in this car seat? Since you seem to have some insight on the matter.” He deadpanned, gesturing with his hand, pointing to the situation as if they were discussing a tricky oil change.

The stranger ran a hand through his hair, “Well, the gargoyle thing is new to me, I'll admit. But ever since the vamps, werewolves, and fae came out last year — is that the right term, 'came out'?” He shrugged noncommittally. He didn't seem nearly as fazed as Nico. “I've met a few. Some of them are terrifying. Some are annoying. It's definitely been an adjustment.”

Mr. Nonchalant seemed to realized that Nico was barely holding off panic. “Hey, it's cool. Is this your first interaction with magic? Because if it is, it's normal to feel a bit freaked. Although I have to say, I'm surprised you haven't encountered one until now. Didn't you see the new 'fairy air travel' signs above all the bike path lanes?” The stranger smiled at the ingeniousness of Multnomah's City Council to incorporate the flow of new species to the existing infrastructure. It wasn't perfect by any means, but it was a start.

Nico let out a short bark of laughter. “Yeah, I don't get out much. I am a bit of a homebody. I have noticed the changes to the city, but I just didn't think I'd meet any of them.” Nico's nerves were starting to calm down, but his senses were still on high alert. “And, sorry, yes, is the answer to your question. It is my first encounter.” he said slowly, staring at the gargoyle now. It was about two feet long, with a chubby belly and arms and legs of a light gray with dark green mottled spots down his slightly ridged back. Two enormously large and pointed ears were curled down while it slept.

“Well, I am not an expert on gargoyles, much less infant ones, but I would say that the handlers were probably transporting him as an exotic animal, and those dumbasses who got away from me were trying to steal him,” the stranger said, pointing to the alleyway.

“Uh-huh. Can I just bring us back to the BABY GAR —” Nico was interrupted by the stranger brushing past him to reach out to the creature, gently cooing at his sleeping form.

“You poor thing! Did the bad men try to take you? We are going to protect you, so don’t you worry about a thing.” The broad shoulders blocked Nico's view entirely, but he could hear the stranger murmuring other comforting, nonsensical words, gently petting the baby’s arm while it slept.

“We are going to what now?” said Nico, confused.

The stranger looked at him as if he was about to explain that square shapes go in square holes.

“First of all, you clearly have training in security, as demonstrated by your quick response and how you took cover immediately outside. That means that you care, and we both have a similar background. And that your first concern was for innocents.” He had held up his hand and was ticking off points one by one. “Second,” second finger, ticked, “you have now seen your first gargoyle, same with me, so we are in this together. Like, mythical creature buddies. Third,” third finger got a flourishy tick, “we have to take care of this baby until we find who it belongs to, and lastly,” he waved his hand around as the pinky finger came out, “ those bad guys might come back, and we can't have THAT.” He finished with finality.

Nico did work in security — of a fashion — but his self-preservation instincts kicked in, and he decided not to elaborate further unless necessary, so he ignored the first point but, instead, he chose to focus on the third point.

“Okay. That all makes sense. I do want to make sure the little...dude...is safe and gets home. I guess we should start by going through the SUV?” Nico proposed.

“Now you're talking!” the stranger clapped his hands together once, as if they had suddenly formed a pact.

“My name is Brant. It's nice to meet you.” Brant reached out his hand to shake Nico's.

Nico hesitated, then shook the hand offered to him. Brant had a strong and confident handshake that matched his personality. Nico's grip was relaxed at first, but he took Brant's lead and they both stood there, pumping their respective handshake at the other until finally Brant broke away. He gave Nico a puzzled smile but said nothing.

Nico noticed his relaxed stance. He looked like a poster model for a Midwest farm hand. Probably from Iowa, Nico guessed.

As the two men explored the vehicle for clues, they were careful not to wake the baby who was snoring peacefully in the back seat. While Nico was searching the glove box, Brant spoke up from the trunk area. 

“Do you know anything about this part of town?”

“No,” said Nico. “I heard about this place at...work, and decided to check it out. I live across the river.”

“Well, this is a territory of Viscidius Rubra, who is a nasty piece of work. He runs one half of the corrupt underbelly of this town. Bribery, gambling, extortion. Really seedy stuff. The other half is run by a person called 'The Volcano'.” He frowned in disgust.

Nico was in way out of his depth. Crime lord? In Multnomah? His brain was screaming for him to get back to his plants, but instead he asked, “So what you're saying is that we interrupted a territory dispute?” Nico said, switching quietly to search the backseats and under the mats. He was so far afield from his comfort zone, he might as well be aboard a space shuttle. “Nothing here.” he whispered, closing the side door as softly as he could. He walked around to stand near the gargoyle, his protective instincts telling him to stay as close as possible.

“I'm saying that besides the territory issue, which is worrying enough, I can't find any clues about this car or who owns the kid. There's a cage back here, but nothing else. Why did they move him to a car seat?” Brant mused aloud, puzzled. “Well, this is either Rubra's car, or The Volcano's. Although, now that I think of it, I think Rubra likes to collect exotic animals. So maybe this little crumpet was the next item for his zoo.” He shook his head in disbelief. “I've had a run in or two with his security goons on occasion at work. I've even seen the man himself. In either case, we don't want to be here in case those thieves come back, and we need to get the little one somewhere safe.” Brant's face turned thoughtful.

“Why don't we go back to my place and do some research so we can figure out our next step? I have some favors I could pull, maybe run the license plate with a detective buddy of mine,” Brant said, clearly thrilled at the idea of an adventure. He had walked over to stand next to Nico. The door was open, and they both stared at the baby's face, ears, and claws. He had the chubby legs and arms of a newborn human, and his belly just begged to be tickled.

“Next step? I have work in a few days.” Nico said in protest. His brain and heart were clearly at odds.

“Oh. Sure. Okay.” Brant sounded hurt. “If you don't want to be gargoyle-rescue buddies, that's cool. I just thought you wanted to help.”

Nico glanced to where the little one shifted fitfully in his sleep. He considered how risky it was going to be. Nico's new life had just begun to start, and this would be a threat to that. His brain warned him loudly not to get involved. But his heart just melted when he saw the infant. He knew what it was like to be judged for
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