
  
    
      Bob, Destroyer of Leads

      
        Lyon Road Vets

        Book 2

      

    

    
      
        Sue Brown

      

    

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

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        LYON ROAD VETS #2

        Copyright ©2013 Sue Brown

        Published by One Hat Press

        This Edition 2023

        Cover design by Meredith Russell

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

    

    
      
        Also by Sue Brown

      

      
        About Sue Brown

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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 Beagles from Hell down the road, who have always been the inspiration for Bob, and my Adorkadog, the original destroyer of leads.
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      A shy young man. A cocky beagle. A confident dog trainer. What’s going to happen when the three of them collide?

      After Will adopts Bob, a beagle with a huge heart and equally big attitude, he’s slowly finding his life again. But Bob has a nasty habit of running away and when he collides with a car, Will’s world is shattered once more.

      Running over a dog is a traumatic way for a dog trainer to meet a guy. But Lawrence is intrigued by the young man who struggles in the world. He longs for two things; Will to trust him and to train Bob.

      Is Will ready to give Lawrence his heart and his dog? Will Bob break Lawrence like all the other trainers? Does Lawrence know what he’s committed to?

      Find out in Bob, Destroyer of Leads.
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      Bob endlessly circled Will Duffy’s legs, his excitement visible in his fiercely wagging tail and impatient bark. Trying not to lose his patience, Will managed to grab the beagle’s collar on the fourth attempt and clipped on his lead.

      “Just wait a minute, Bob. I’m nearly there.” Will patted his pocket. No keys. Where were his keys? He looked in the wooden bowl on the windowsill by the front door, but the keys weren’t there. Bob barked even louder when Will walked away from him. “I’m coming. Just give me a minute. Where the hell are they…oh thank God.” Will had a habit of walking out without his keys. Fortunately Mrs Jones next door had a spare set, but it was getting embarrassing to have to knock on her door and admit he’d locked himself out—again.

      The keys were on the kitchen counter, along with his mobile phone and the letter he needed to post. Of course, he’d put them all together earlier on, so he wouldn’t forget them.

      Finally ready, Will gathered up the lead. He didn’t have to go far as the park was across the road. He’d walk up to the post box, then cross the road by the traffic lights.

      Bob was dancing from paw to paw by his feet as Will locked his door, and the second Will opened the gate, he was off.

      “To heel, Bob,” Will said sternly, keeping him by his side. He was not being dragged down the road like that woman with her two Staffies. Every morning, Will opened the curtains of the front room and watched her being hauled along the pavement by her two powerful dogs in their desperation to reach the park. From the time Will acquired Bob he swore blind he was not going to make the same mistakes. Eighteen months on, and the Gods of Rock laughed at Will over their cornflakes.

      Will shortened the lead in a vain attempt to make his dog walk neatly to heel, but the beagle had other ideas. “Heel, Bob.”

      Bob spared his owner a glance as if to say, ‘You’ve got to be kidding?’ and carried on tugging at the lead.

      Thanks to Bob’s enthusiasm they reached the post box in record time. Will posted the birthday card to his mum’s best friend—three days early rather than two days late as in previous years—and headed towards the traffic lights.

      Will pressed the button, and encouraged Bob to sit at the roadside. To his surprise, the beagle did place his bottom on the pavement—for about five seconds.

      “Good boy, Bob,” Will praised. The dog stood up and he commanded, “Sit.”

      Bob ignored Will and turned to look at the man standing next to them and then he spotted the large German shepherd on the other side of the man. The dog sat placidly, waiting for instructions to move.

      Will gritted his teeth, and hung onto a wriggling, whining Bob who was desperate to greet the bigger dog. “Bob, sit down,” he said sharply.

      His dog totally ignored him. Will prayed for the lights to change to red so he could cross the road.

      “See he’s still not behavin’,” the man said. He looked smug as his dog sat calmly, ignoring Bob’s antics.

      Will resisted the urge to punch the man on the nose. “He’s getting better.”

      “Did you take him to that trainer I told you about.”

      “Yes.”

      “Didn’t work, then?”

      “Obviously,” Will said sourly.

      “Must be a bad breed. Beagles are always high-strung. You want a proper dog.”

      A proper dog? What the fuck was a beagle if it wasn’t a proper dog?

      Thankfully the lights turned red and the green man appeared. Will crossed the road and headed into the park, away from the judgemental prick, and let Bob off the lead as soon as he could. He’d got that right at least. Despite all the warnings that beagles could never be let off the lead, Bob behaved very well in the park, reserving his bad behaviour for the rest of the time.

      Will watched as Bob sniffed at the bushes and peed on most of them, admiring the dog’s endless capacity to mark his territory. He kept an eye on the time as he had to go to work.

      “Come on, Bobster. I’ve got to get to work.”

      Bob ignored him as usual until Will stuck his hand in his pocket and rustled the treat bag, then slowly, pointedly telling Will he was coming on his own terms and not at Will’s command, he made his way over and sat at Will’s feet, nuzzling Will’s hand for the treat.

      “Good boy.” Will clipped the lead on and fed him.“Time to go before they yell at me again for being late.”

      He led the way, Bob calmer than before, exiting the park closer to their home. Will waited for the traffic to clear, seeing a gap in the lane closest to him after the snot-green car when he felt a tug on the lead. He looked down to see Bob pulling frantically, the dog’s attention locked on Mrs Jones’ cat further down the road.

      “Not now, Bob. I’ve got to get to work. You can chase the cat later.”

      He tugged on the lead to grab Bob’s attention and found himself holding a broken lead.

      “Oh fuck, not again.” Will made a grab for Bob but the dog eluded his grasp and ran after the cat. The feline, who had been sitting on a low brick wall minding its own business, spotted Bob running towards it and stood, hackles up and fur puffed out. Bob didn’t slow his progress and the cat shot across the road with Bob in hot pursuit.

      “Bob! Bob! Come back!” Will charged after his errant dog.

      The cat managed to avoid two cars, then Will heard a loud screech of brakes and a thump he knew would live in his nightmares forever as Bob collided with the snot-green car. Traffic came to a halt as he ran to where his dog was slumped against the kerb.

      “Oh my God, Bob? Bobster, are you all right?”

      Will dropped to his knees beside the still dog. Bob was unconscious, blood trickled out of his nose. He felt a wave of nausea as he saw that one of Bob’s hind legs was bent at an awkward angle, and there were patches of bare skin and blood where his fur had disappeared. Will placed his hand on Bob’s heart, reassured to feel a steady thump. He thanked Freddie, Ozzy, and every God he could think of, that Bob was still alive.
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      “Is he still alive? He just ran out and I couldn’t stop in time.”A man knelt beside Will, reaching out to Bob. Will glared at him, only to discover the dark-haired young man was glaring right back, his blue eyes blazing with indignation. “What the hell did you think you were doing, not having him on a lead?”

      “Bob was on a lead,” Will protested. “It snapped when he spotted the cat.”

      “You should have had him under better control.”

      Will took a deep breath, because he was either going to strangle the man with Bob’s broken lead or he was going to cry—possibly both. The last thing he needed was another lecture. “I need to get Bob to the vets.”

      “Put him in my car. I’ll drive you there.”

      Will nodded, grateful for the offer. He didn’t have a car, and he couldn’t take Bob on the bus.

      The man helped Will lay Bob, still unconscious, on a blanket covering the back seat. “Where’s his vets?”

      “Lyon Road.”

      The man nodded. “I know it. Come on then. The queue’s building up behind me.” There was a long trail of traffic behind the man’s green car.

      Will got in the front seat and looked over at his dog. He bit down on his lip to stop it trembling.

      “We’ll be there in a minute. My name’s Lawrence Taylor, by the way.”

      “Will, Will Duffy, and this is Bob.”

      Lawrence nodded. He concentrated on the traffic for a minute then he said, “You said the lead snapped? Was it torn?”

      “More likely eaten by Bob. He’s gone through nine leads, make it ten now. I call him Bob, destroyer of leads, but he’s never got hurt before.”

      “You were lucky,” Lawrence said bluntly. “You had no control over him at all. The accident could have been far worse.”

      Will leaned back in the seat and closed his eyes. He knew all this and did not need to hear it again.

      “Closing your eyes won’t stop me talking.”

      Normally Will would have just taken the lecture but now was not the right time. “Enough, please. You can lecture me all you like after the vet has seen Bob, but at the moment I don’t want to listen.”

      Lawrence pressed his lips together. “Fine,” he snapped.

      They sat in silence until Lawrence turned into the small car park of the veterinary practice.

      Will leapt out as soon as the car stopped, reaching in for Bob. He pulled the blanket closer to help him pick up the dog. “Well, thanks,” he said awkwardly.

      “I’ll come with you. I want to know how he is.” Lawrence stroked Bob’s head.

      Short of telling the man to get lost, Will wasn’t sure what to do. He followed Lawrence up the stairs and into the reception area.

      “Hi Lawrence, what are you doing here?” The receptionist smiled at Lawrence.

      Lawrence pointed to Will and Bob. “Bob got hit by a car.”

      The smile slid off her face and she said, “Take the poor boy around to the waiting room. Evan’s free now.”

      Will cuddled Bob a little closer as he followed Lawrence down the corridor into the waiting room. A dark-haired man in scrubs was waiting for them. Will vaguely recognised him as one of the vets. He had been at the practice three times since he’d had Bob, and met this guy once.

      The vet smiled at them both. “Hi Lawrence, what’s happened to this little fellow?”

      “I hit him with my car.”

      The vet’s eyes widened. “Seriously? Let’s have a look at him.” Will was getting fed up with being ignored, especially as it was his dog dying his arms. Then the vet smiled at him. “Sorry to ignore you. I’m Evan Wells. And this is your dog?” He showed the two men into the surgery.

      Will nodded. “Bob. He’s eighteen months old.”

      “Tell me what happened.” Evan started checking Bob over, feeling his limbs and looking into his eyes with a small flashlight.

      “Bob’s lead snapped. He chased a cat and ran out into the road in front of Lawrence's car.”

      “Has he been unconscious since the accident?” Evan asked.

      “Yes.”

      “I can see his back leg is broken, but we’ll need to do an x-ray to see the extent of the damage. I’ll need to

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        All Rights Reserved
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Blurb
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        Also by Sue Brown
      


      		
        About Sue Brown
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Sue Brown


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/hat-cover-sized-black-sRGB-107-70.jpg





OEBPS/images/bob-final-jpg-sRGB-1200-70.jpg
ROB
Deslroyer of | eady

LYON ROAD VETS 2

SUE BROWN






OEBPS/images/hat-cover-sized-black-sRGB-210-70.jpg





