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XX - Back to business

Gabrielle was 1oolzing at Jean across the kitchen table. It had been a week since the
near-abduction had been foiled. She'd been to work every day, except the Weelzend, and

Jean had been bored half insane at home. Now the vixen had decided on a liberal
interpretation of something the doctors had said.

"Ten days, Gal)l)y. That's what they told me. I got hur’c, was in the hospital for two days
and then I got home. That was the clay when your parents pullecl that stunt on you. And
it's been a week since that now. Ten clays. ['m going back to classes. I'm allowed to read
again and if I don't go do something, I'l go stir-crazy," the vixen saicl, ﬁrmly.

Gabrielle sighed. She felt she was ’caﬂzing to a wall. "I already heard that. What I mean

is I'm sure Jchey meant ten days a{‘ter you came home."

Jean shrugged. ”They said ten days and it's been ten days. ['m going out of my mind,”
she said and sipped her tea.

[t wasn't unreasona]ole, Gabrielle knew. Jean had been very patient but she had clearly
missed a’ctencling classes and having something to do. The week had been reauy ]ousy at
work for her too. The movie was coming along in 1eaps and bounds but it did mean she

had to be out of the house a 1ot, and Esteban had been hung up on work too. Gabrielle
didn't envy her roomie.



"Just be careful? If you start £eeling dizzy, go home or at least go and rest somewhere.
And be careful with your arm, too, and don't run," she said.

"Yes Mommy," Jean said, and chuckled. "T'll be olzay. Miriam is there and it's all going
to be olzay, [ promise. I just need to get back into the thick of it."

"O£ course. Anyway...when did the cops say the preliminary court meeting was?"

"That's not until tomorrow, but the police already informed me, ’chey’re all going to
pleacl guilty and ask for leniency," Jean said with a s}lrug.

"Tf t}ley get it, ['m going to throw a major fit."

"It's hard to argue with a court decision, Gabrielle. When is your own first meeting? [
know it'll take them a lot 1onger with yours since your father has so much more influence

and clou’c."

Gabrielle nodded. He did too. She hadn't heard anything deﬁnite, yet, but the police
had given her a rough estimate. "That won't be for another week or two. If I'm luclzy,

We'u manage to comple’ce ﬂlming Le£orepaw."

Jean nodded again and finished up her toast. "Alrig}lt then. Well...who'd have thought?
We're both going to be ]ousy in court for a while," she said.

"Heh, and then some. And we both have work to do apart from it. Life's going to be
stressed a While, my gray friend," Gabrielle mumbled.

"That reminds me, could you tell Zig Zag for me that I'm going to make a start on that
prooﬁea&ing ’coday?" Jean said and got up, putting her mug and pla’ce in the sink. "I have
to get going. But I'l sece you Jconigh’c when we get home."

"Alrigh’c. Take care ’coolay."
"You too."

Gabrielle watched the vixen get her coat and leave. She had plen’cy of time herself,
before she had to be at work. Piclzing up her mug again she sippecl her tea and smiled.
Everything was returning to some semblance of normalcy. Even t}lough she knew what
had happenecl would leave permanent impressions on both her and on Jean, she also
realized she wouldn't let it be a determining factor in her life. And she was certain 19y
now, that Jean felt the same way.



She finished her tea and got up, going into the bathroom. A shower was going to help
her put every"tljing into perspective, she reminded herself. Piclzing up some of the laundry

she slammed it into the washing machine and got it reacly to start when she was done
with her shower. She looked in the mirror.

"Hmm...not bad at aﬂ,” she said and winked at herself.

The shower felt good. She took her time and conditioned her fur thoroughly. Her new
jo]o reaﬂy had worked wonders for her sense of self, as well. Tt wasn't 10ng ago she'd be
insulting her reflection in the morning. But it was a bit difficult to 1eeep teuing herself
she looked awful when she was maleing a 1iving off her looks. She turned the water off
after rinsing her mane and fur and reached out for a tower. Wrapping it around herself
she stepped out of the shower and flicked the Washing machine on. She Wrapped another
towel around her mane and went into the bedroom. She had just piclzed out her clothes
for the day when someone knocked on the door. She went to open it, talzing the towel

out of her mane on Jche way.

Qutside stood a young, male otter in a police uniform. His round ears flicked
repea’cecﬂy and he ficlgeted. Being faced with a very shapely filly wearing a towel for
moclesty wasn't what he'd expec’cecl. Sergeant Miranda hadn't warned him of anyt}ling like
this. His mouth openecl and closed a few times and he raised a finger as if to remind
himself he was trying to say something.

Gabrielle couldn't help £ee1ing slightly amused. "t's alrig}lt. Is there anything [ can do
for you?"

"Kiss me?" the otter blurted out, then blanched and immeclia’cely covered his face with
his paws. "Dammit.. .clammit, ['m...I'm so sorry, Miss. Please don't tell Sergeant

Miranda, she'll give me Hell. T didn't mean to...I mean...I did...I mean..."

Gabrielle broke out in a 1augh. "It's olzay, ['m not going to tell anyone. But unless you
reaﬂy are here for a kiss, how may [ help you?"

The otter looked a bit nervous and peeleecl out between his fingers. He cleared his throat
and ﬁdgeted again. "It's jus’c...I was sent over to tell you that bail has been set for M.
Engeﬂ)er’c Watson. Sergean’c Miranda though’c you should know. It was set at five
hundred thousand since he's considered a real menace. But that amount was met in less
than a minute, ]oy a reaﬂy tall rat in a clesigner suit. He oozed 'expensive 1awyer' a mile
away. Mr. Watson has been released as a resul’c, Miss Ryder, the judge didn't listen to any
arguments about him trying to sleip town."



The bronco sighed and nodded, loolzing down. "It's olzay. He's not going to slzip town.
He's not the type. I guarantee you he'll be there for every meeting in court fifteen
minutes early, precisely. Every time. Anyway, thank you for telling me...?" she saicl,

clearly searching for Jche otter's name.

"Schwimmer, Miss Ryder. ]oseph Schwimmer bu’c...you can call me anytlzing you
lilze...", he said and blushed £urious1y. "Anyway, Sergeant Miranda said to tell you we'd
parle a sc_[uad car down by the front door twenty four seven while the trial is going on, if
you wish. It's already been cleared with the Captain."

Gabrielle smiled. The otter was cute in his own way. She bent down and kissed his
cheelz, "Thanks ]oseph. Tell Sergeant Miranda I reaﬂy appreciate that and I'd feel a
whole lot safer if you’d do that for me. But I'll still need to go to work."

The otter nodded, fast. "Yes Miss Ry(ler. But just in case he comes back to make

another attempt...you lznow, waiting for you at home all over again, we'd better be here."
"Righ’c you are. Thank you."

The otter bowed quiclzly and hurried down the stairs. Gabrielle couldn't help another
giggle. She felt pretty sure it'd take hours before the blush came off the otter's face and
he'd be grinecl by every single cop at the station for details about why.

"That sold the first copy of the movie, | thinlz," she told herself and headed back inside.
HH#H#

Watson was sitting at a restaurant. It had taken some effort to find one that served a
proper English breakfast in Columbus , but he had fina”y managecl. To his surprise, he
realized the food wasn't even bad. Across the table, his companion hadn't eaten any’ching.

"Mr. Watson, Mr. Biggleswor’c}l—Fat’chington von Salzburg the Third is not pleased

with your per£ormance,” the rat said. One could cut cheese with that voice.

"I realize that I have failed my master, Mr. Neotoma," Watson saicl, evenly. "T will

accept Wha’cever repercussions he has in store £or me."

The rat nodded, slowly. Watson was an enigma to him. Anyone would be ’crembling at
the idea of Leing on the wrong side of his employer. But the dachshund looked as if he
was perfectly ready to die if that was what was required. Either tha’c, or Watson knew
somet}ling he didn't know himself. That irritated Mr. Neotoma grea’cly. Watson bit into



a sausage and leaned back in his seat, 1oolzing at the lawyer as if expecting something

more.

"Mr. Biggleswor’ch-Far’chington von Salzl)urg the Third expects you to go ’chrough this
trial. He will expect loyalty. And should it go against you, he'll expect you to take your
punishment. Failure does not sit well with him. If the verdict goes your way, you will be
allowed to return to the household in your old capaci’cy...alt}lough he told me to let you
know it might well be some time before he expects any sort of work from you apart from

your duties as a butler," the rat said after a moment.

Watson nodded. That did not sound unfair to him. Many others who had failed his
master had paid for it dearly. Even with their lives.

"Does my master send further instructions as regarding his daughter?” he ﬁnaﬂy aslzed.

The rat 1eaned £orwarcl across ’che tal:)le. "You neecl not concern yourseH any £ur’cher
with her. She is no longer your priority, Mr. Watson."

The dachshund nodded and finished his breakfast.
HH#H#

Jean looked up at the Luilding. It loomed. She'd never thought of it that way I)e£ore,
but this building reaﬂy loomed. Tt looked menacing, all of the sudden. She didn't like the
idea of going in t}lere, but she knew she had to. She had a class to attend. Miriam wasn't

there yet. She had planned on waiting for the red vixen before going in but now she was
deba’cing the wisdom of that.

If she didn't go in to face her fears, she might never reaﬂy get over them. And she didn't
want the assault to complica’ce things more than it already had. She slowly walked to the
double doors and pus}lecl them open. There were a lot of furs rniﬂing al)out, going to and
from classes and for a moment, Jean wondered if they were loolzing at her. She shoved
the thought aside, ’ceuing herself it wasn't important or relevant if they did or not. She
had just as much righ’c to be there as they had. There was no reason to duck her head
again, she reminded herself.

Slowly, she made her way ’chrough the halls. Once in a While, a fur stopped and looked
at her. She realized she was talzing a detour to postpone £acing the scene of the assault,
and reprimanclecl herself for doing so.

"[t's just a haﬂway, Jean," she told herself.



She changed directions and forced herself to walk more directly. Her legs felt ljeavy.
They were hur’cing already. Waﬂzing as far as she had was unpleasan’c with the ligament
clarnage she'd suffered. But she would have a chance to sit in class and relax for three
hours. That was something to look forward to. She turned a corner and looked down the
haﬂway towards where it had all happened a week before. It smelled of fresh paint

everywhere.
"What did you expect? A ]oig bloodstain?" she asked herseH, 1owly but out loud.

"I dunno...the rest of us had to look at it for three days before we convinced the janitor
that he should paint it over. [t wouldn't wash off the wall properly," a voice said beside
her.

She turned her head and looked at a shor’c, male 1ynx.

He grinned Widely. "S'alrigh’c. ['m not going to give you a hard time at all. T think it was
a ]:)ig eye-opener for a lot of us. I hope Jchey go to jail for a long time."

Jean noclcled, slowly, turning towards the feline. "T}ley pro]oa]oly will. One of them
returned with a gun to kill me the clay he was released on bail. The cops were waiting for

him. T}ley figurecl he'd try somet}ling like that."

The lynx blinked. "You're kiddin' me? They wanted to kill you? Sick furs, that's what
Jchey are. Oh Well...’chey're behind bars and long may Jchey stay Jchere," he said, shrugging.
"Anyway, my name's Charlie. And I owe you an apology."

"An apology?" ]ean aslzed, C‘OIlfllSe(J..

"Yeah...I was one of those who spreacl all sorts of rumors about you. We all...had the
wrong ideas. I'm sorry. | just ’chought I'd say so to your face. I don't understand what it is
you're cloing but it's your business. And I'm not going to give you any more hassle about
it. Not behind your back either," Charlie said and scratched an ear.

Jean nodded again, just as slowly. ”leay. Well...thank you for ]:)eing honest about it,
Charlie. And I don't ask for furs to understand. I just ask them to accept that it's my
choice and I have a right to make it."

"Gotcha. And if I hear anyone else start any grief about it, I'll make sure to tell'em to
lay off it," he said and nodded in parting, heacling down the haﬂway.



Jean blinked after the feline. That had been rather unexpec’ced. But it did make it a

little easier to face the haﬂway. She walked a few more steps, but her 1egs were reaﬂy
hur’cing. Then she felt a paw on her shoulder.

"There you are," Miriam's voice sai(l, behind her. "I couldn't find you outside, so |
figured you had already gone to class. Are you feeling olzay? You're a bit pale."

"I'm olzay. My legs are just hur’cing pretty ba(ﬂy by now," Jean said with a grate£ul smile,
turning her head to look at her friend.

"Do you want to wait a moment? We've got a little more time before class. We can
make it in time and anyway, I'm sure they'H understand if you of all furs were to arrive a

minute or two late."

"T'll be fine. I don't want to be late and have to walk past the whole class like a cripple,"

Jean said.

"Understandable. Come on then, put a paw on my shoulder if you need suppor’c,”
Miriam said and began 1eading the gray vixen down the haﬂway.

#H#H#

Zig Zag looked at Marvin. The ba&ger looked like he was ]:)a(ﬂy in need of another four

or five hours of Sleep.
"You look like something someone drew as a jolze," she said, concern on her voice.

"I'm sorry Zig. [ had a rotten nigh’c," Marvin said, sleepily. "I hope that's olzay? I reaﬂy
did my best to wake up."

"Of course it's olzay, Marvin. But what's wrong?"
"Rhonda's out of town, as you know?"

"I know. She said she'd be back in three clays, in time for her next photo—session with
Mark."

"I'm not used to not having her there. I miss her," Marvin muttered and rubbed his eyes
to try to wake up.

"It's alrigh’c. If you need the day oﬁ, Marvin, we'll manage. [ didn't mean to pry, ei’cher,"
Zig Zag said, putting a paw on her friends shoulder.



Marvin yawned, showing lots of sharp teeth. "Tt's alrigh’c. I could do with this to take my
mind off it. Tt's only three days. I'ma grown ]:)adger.”

Lig Zag nodded. She knew how attached her majordomo was to his Wife, and how proud
of her he was. That was also the reason she never felt bad about Rhonda no longer doing
any ac’cing. They were a good couple.

She looked around the set. They were doing some of the outdoors shots today. The
weather was incredible. Sunny skies and only the faintest of winds. The sets were fairly
impressive, if Zig Zag had to say so herself. She reminded herself they were alasolutely
tiny cornparecl to what she had plannecl for the Roman epic that was coming up, but she
still couldn't help feeling a touch of pride at the work that had been done. It had cost
quite a bit too, but she felt certain it'd come back in, and with interest. The actors were
already getting ready. The mood was high. They'd made better progress with the fﬂming
than anyone had dared hope.

Marvin was snoring quietly in a chair next to her. Lig Zag decided to let him sleep a
little. He pro]aa]oly needed it. The actors were fooling arouncl, cloing pompous poses. Zig
Zag had to admit that the costumes invited it. Besides, fooling around was always very
good for the spirits around the sets.

"Hola ]efa. Sorree I'm a leettle la’ce," Esteban's voice said behind her.

The slzunlz Jcurned arouncl. "Tt's alright. We haven"c Starte(l yet. Whoa...loolz at you. H
your little gray vixen saw you like that you'd have to use a sponge to collect her," Zig Zag
Said and grinned.

The maned WOH was wearing only a pair of cutoff jeans and a Smile. He grinned and
struck a pose. "Like thees?" he asked.

"Showoff! I've seen your six—pacle before, Bsteban. Save it for Jean," Zig Zag chided.
"Anyway, what's got you in such a good mood today?"

Es’cel)an Wagged his tail and smiled even wider. "I'm goeeng ]:)y her place when [ get off

Worlz, and then I'm talzeeng her out for deenner tonight.”

Zig Zag nodded. Secre’cly, she wondered when she'd see Esteban in her oﬁice, resigning.
She'd rarely seen anyone so taken with another fur. "I hope you intend to change into
somet}ling a little more formal first, Esteban. No oHense, but most restaurants won't let

. . . ! . . "
you in without a tie, and you arent even wearing a shirt.

"That's fine. I'm not takeeng her anywhere formal for the first clate, Boss."
g yw.



Zig Zag was curious I)y now, despite herself. ”Alrigh’c, spiﬂ it. You know I'm not going
to stop aslzing until you do," she said and folded her arms over her chest.

"I'm ’calzeeng her on a..." Esteban ﬁowned, trying to find the right word "What ees eet
again? A baslzet full of food and dreenk and a blanket and a nice sunset and so on?"

"Ah...a picnic. That sounds like a great idea. Very romantic, actuaﬂy. Where are you
going, then?"

"Tha’c, ]e£a, ees between her and me," the wolf grinned and whistled innocently.

Zig Zag couldn't help 1aughing a little. "Olzay. I won't ask any more then. And now
you'(l better get into costume. We start shooting as soon as you're done."

Esteban nodded and went to get changed. Lig Zag shook her head and smiled. She was
ina good mood. Gabrielle had told her that Jean would start the proo£reading that same
day.

She clapped her paws together, sharply and called out as Esteban returned, fuﬂy
cos’cumed, already figh’cing a losing battle against his powdered wig.

"ATTENTION. Scene 30, take 1. ACTION!"
#HH#H

The huge mansion was quiet as Theodore made his way ’chrough the rooms. His
servants knew well enough to stay out of sig}lt unless called for. Besicles, he had been in a
bad mood for over a Weelz in a row and it could be dangerous to cross him. At 1eas’c

Roxanne had done some excellen’c spin-control at the soiree.

"No, Gabrielle is unfortunately prevented from attencling , despite our hopes that she
would. She's away, representing her father on important business. No, of course she's not
cloing business herself. She's simply there as a member of the family. Our 1awyers are
’caleing care of every’thing."

That had been the excuse. Roxanne was quite good, Theodore had to admi’c, at spealzing
with a tone of ﬁnali’cy that s’copped any questions before Jchey were spolzen. If she had
been on his payroll he'd have considered giving her a bonus. However, he was also well
aware that it was going to be impossible to 12eep staﬂing for time. The soiree next
weekend had been canceled. Ogiciauy because he, himseH, would be in Central America
on business. It hadn't been a pro]olem arranging an inspection of the organizations
facilities in Honduras and El Salvador on such short notice.



He grit’ced his teeth and adjusted his tie, and pushed open the carved oak doors to the

COH£€I‘€I1C‘€ room. HIS associates were already there. They aH rose as he entered.

"Gentlefurs ! he said and nodded, cur’cly, to all of them before talzing a seat at the head
of the table. "Watson will not be joining us today. He is detained elsewhere for the time

Leing. For once, everyone will have to get their own drinks."

A general murmur of clisapproval went up from the table. A single glance from
Theodore silenced it, effectively. "Mr. Ursus, your gir’ch is 1arge enough to warrant some
exercise in any case. As for the rest of you, if you are too lazy togeta drink from the
cabinet for yourselves , perhaps it's time I reevaluate your commitment to this

organization as a Whole," he said in a clipped tone of voice.
Every fur present shut up, as if they'd been turned off.

"Good. I didn't think there would be any problems. Now, I want some figures on the
table and I want them to be goocl,” the bronco continued. "Mr. Ursus, since I've already
addressed you, you may go first."

An obese bear acljustecl his alreacly straining jaclzet and nodded. "The East Denver area
can report an increase in sales of PCP and Heroin, but the exact numbers aren't in yet.
It should be a sizable proﬁt, though. And my policefurs are staying out of the way,

needless to say."

Theodore nodded. "That is good. Mr. Wheeler, what can you report?”

A thin weasel looked up. Everyone else at the table shuddered, apart from the bronco at
the head of it. The weasel made everyone uneasy. Mr. Wheeler was known to be mentaﬂy
unstable and completely unpredicta})le in his outbursts. They often turned violent.

"iny one of the gangs downtown is still resisting, Mr. B," he hissed. "If t}ley don't fall
into line ]oy the end of the week...I'll start having some...fun."

Everyone excep’c Theodore shuddered again. The Weasel's idea O£ 'fun’ usuaﬂy involved a

coroner ancl a mop ancl ]auclzet.

Again, Theodore nodded. "See to it," he said in a businesslike manner and got up. He
started Wauzing around the long table. "Mr. Hammond, your report please."

The next fur in line, a heavy set buudog nodded. "Su'ah, Mr. B. Ah' kin tell ya'H, dem
Yukazi-furs ain't gonna git a paw inna door. Mah {‘urs...heh...dey're all fitn reacly



’c'rumble," he growled. Everyone had come to expect Mr. Hammond to growl. He seemed
incapal)le of anything else.

Theodore detested the accent the bulldog spolze with. It was uncouth and unreﬂned, but
he made an excellent drillmaster for his goomns. "Yalzuza, Mr. Hammond. It's called the
Yalzuza,” he corrected the canid. "But if you say your furs are preparecl for a £ight, then |
believe you. This is our grouncl. We shall not cede it to the Japanese."

There was a general murmur of consent. Theodore continued pacing, slowly around the
table. "In fact, the Japanese are cra{:ty, extremely cunning and very clangerous furs. We

are all aware of this, are we not?" he asked, very calrnly.
Again, general consent was mumbled and nods were added into it from several furs.

Theodore nodded, mos’cly to himself and came to a halt behind a chair. He put his paws
on the shoulders of the fur sitting in it. A gaunt 10012ing greyhound. "And lznowing how
cra{-ty and dangerous these furs are, Mr. Gradus, [ must express my pro£ound sadness
that you have chosen to accept their offer to take your branch of our little organization
over to them," he said. He 12ept his voice perfectly calm.

Every fur at the table snappecl around and stared at the grey}louncl. Fangs were bared.
Growls went up everywhere. Mr. Hammond started rouing up his sleeves. Chairs were
pus}lecl back. Mr. Gradus swallowed and started to protest, wealely.

"Mr. Biggleswor’ch-Far’ching’con von Salzl)urg, [ swear that isn't the case. I would never
]:)e’cray you,” he whined.

The bronco smiled and pat’ce(l the greyljouncls shoulders. "Be a sport, Mr. Gradus.
Accept that you garn]olecl and lost. I do so abhor cowards," he said and acljustecl his tie
again as he nodded to the other furs in the room. "Gentlefurs. I will see you next week.
Those present who did not get to make a report will be expec’ced to leave a written report

for me Ly tomorrow morning at ten. Good af’cernoon.”

Then he walked out. He turned his head once he was outside he turned his head to the

servant waiting right outside. "Darlington, make sure to pay the maids overtime and have
Jche carpet replacecl in ’che con£erence chamber tomorrow. H Mr. Hammond requires a

clean shirt before going horne, [ expect you to attend to it," he said, calrnly.
"Na’curaﬂy, Milorcl," the raccoon replied, Lowing deeply.

"Good. 1 expect you to deal with this discree’cly, Darling’con. There may be a promotion
for you in the near £uture, clepending on Watson's trial. Should he 1ose, I will require a



new furservant. Now, Lring me a glass of sherry and Jcoolay's newspaper in the red room.
And summon 'ArseNick'. I require his services."

The raccoon swallowed at the mention of the name. It sent shivers down his spine.. .and

back up again. ”Very good, Milord,” he said in a nervous tone of voice, Lowing deeply.

Theodore sighed. The noises from the conference room were distasteful. But Mr.
Hammond was nothing if not thorough, and that in itself was a valuable quali’cy. He
shook his head to clear his mind of the sound of Mr. Gradus ]oeing beaten to death and
headed for the red room.

#H#H#

Esteban was Waﬂzing down the street, carrying a basket. He was wearing the same
cutoffs he'd been wearing to work and a white muscle-shirt. A pair of Ray-Bans rested on
his muzzle. He was Whistling, enjoying life. Filming had gone as planned. iny three

retalzes the Whole afternoon. Zig Zag was starting to say they’d be done four or five days
ahead of scheclule.

That was rare. Most of the time, they met deadlines, but only just. Zig Zag ran a rea”y
’cight ship, sometimes. He didn't even feel tired. Normaﬂy, halfway ’chrough a movie, he
was a wreck when the day was over. Only fit to go home and coHapse on his bed. Now he
was a bundle of energy after work. He turned a corner and nearly Lumped into a smaﬂish,
elderly gray fox wearing a I)eret, holding a broom. The resemblance to Jean was obvious.
Besides, he'd been told about the Lalzery several times. The wolf looked up at the sign,
then back down to the fox with a polite smile.

"Buenos dias, Senor LeBrun," he said.
"Bonjour, Monsieur le 1upe," the fox repliecl, a bit confused. "Have we met?"

"No, not yet, Sefior. But Jean has told me much about you," Esteban said and
ex’cended a paw. "My name ees Este]oan. I'm the 1uclzee 101)0 da’ceeng your daughter."

Francois extended his own paw and shook Estebans, slowly, while putting things
’cogether in his mind. "Ahhh, oui. Oui...she told me of you."

"l hope you do not mind, Sefior? | mean, meexed species couple and so on?" Esteban

said, politely.

"Not at all. Jean is an adult vixen. She can make her own decisions."



"Nonetheless, Sefior LeBrun, | would like to ogeeceeally ask your permeesseeon to see
your daugh’cer. Eet seems only feetteeng ! Esteban said. "Your Hesseeng would mean a

1ot to me."

Francois smiled a warm smile. It made his mustache curl slightly. "You may, and you

have it," he said. "On one condition."

Esteban nodded, apprehensively. He did want Jean's father to approve. It was important
to him. He knew he wouldn't stop seeing the vixen if he didn't get it, but parental
approval always felt better. And from what he could ga’cher, Jean's mother was unlilzely to

give any kind of approval to any’ching involving the vixen.

"[ want you to treat her like a 1acly, Monsieur Esteban. Not just any femme. I want you
to treat her riglzt. She's had enough to contend with in life already. Be good to her,”

Francois said in a serious tone of voice.

"YOU have my WOI'(J. O£ hOHOL‘lI’, Seﬁor LeBrun. YOL‘[I daughter eeS..." he began and

sough’c a Worol, "Es una zorra maravillosa."
Francois nocldecl ancl 10012ed at the Lasleet. "Ts tha’c wha’c I ’chinle it is?"

"Si, pro]oa]olee. [ am goeeng to take her for a peecneec."

"Wait here a moment," the fox said and headed into the store. He came back out a few
moments later with a small bundle. "I was talzing these croissants home for my wife.
She'll just have to wait. Young furs in love...heh, you deserve ’chem," he winked and put
them in the basket.

Esteban smiled. "Gracias, Sefior LeBrun."
"Call me Francois. N ow, off you go," the fox said with another rnus’cache—curling smile.

The wolf nodded and Waved, heading towards the apartment. He took the stairs in leaps
and bounds. Then he remembered Lig Zag's words earlier and removed his shirt, tying it

around his waist, before 12noclzing on the door.

"COMING!" Jeans voice called out from the other side.

It took a while before she opened. Esteban realized her 1egs prol)al)ly hurt a bit and he
wondered if she'd feel up to going anywhere. The concern quiclzly faded when he saw the

10012 on her face.



"Good grie][, Es’ceban...do you...have the ][aintest idea Wha’c that does to my blood-

pressure?" the vixen peeped out ancl SW&HOWG(J. Her €yes were as ]f)lg as saucers.

Es’cel)an grinned Widely. "Zeeg Zag told me I'd need a sponge to collect you. Ees that

true?"

"You might very well have to. Wow...I can't remember the last time I saw anything that
gorgeous," Jean said and blinked to clear her head.

"Well, I paclzecl a peecneec basket. I was hopeeng maybe we could go? Just you and me?

I know a reallee nice place, where the sunsets are worth waiteeng for."

Jean nodded. "My 1egs are hurting, Esteban. But right now, I'd walk to across the
continent if that meant Wa’cching a sunset with you," the vixen said and looked up at the

WOlFS face.

He smiled and reached out, brushing a strand of hair from the vixens eyes. "It eesn't
that far," he murmured and put his arms around her, lzissing her gently.

And for Jean LeBrun, the world s’copped turning for a few precious moments.



