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XXIII - Constructing a tale

Gabrielle was sitting in the kitchen when Jean came out. "You 12now...you're the one
who's got to attend classes early, and I'm always the one who gets out of bed first," she
said and sipped her coffee.

"l know,” the vixen said and yawne(l. "[ just like to snooze until the last moment."
"So, do you have any classes today?” the bronco asked.

Jean shook her head. "No, I have an appointment with my therapist."

"That was quiclz. You usuaﬂy go a month in between sessions. You feeling up to it?"

"1l be fine. Actuaﬂy, the reason I scheduled another session so soon is because I'd like
for him to see the change. I know he has been wary of advancing my treatment further

because I was always so de ressecl," the vixen replied and sat down.
y P p

Gabrielle nodded. That was reasonable enough, she £igured. "Anyway, what're you doing
’conight? It's Friday, after all."



Jean blinked. "T don't know. I've got nothing planned for tonight. [ was ’chinlzing I'd do
some work on the rewrite Jco&ay, after the session but I don't think I've got anything else

to do. W}ly?”

"Well, I found this reaﬂy nice little place. I was ’chinlzing of dragging you there. Kiclzing
and screaming if T have to ! Gabrielle said after another mouthful of coffee. She wasn't
sure if the vixen would want to go. Going to a party with a small circle of furs was one

’ching but going out was a Lig test.
Jean ’chought about it for a while. "What kind of place is it?"

"Tt's called 'Spirit of New Orleans'. It's a jazz—haﬂ, ac’cuaﬂy. They had a reaﬂy good band

on the stage last time I was there. Jamming, you know. It had a lot of a’cmosphere."

"I know the place, believe it or not. I've...visited it a few times. When I've gone out to
think on my own, or when | needed to relax with a drink somewhere," Jean said and

poured herself a cup of coffee. She looked at the black liquid. "Ewww...] ’chough’c this

would be tea," she said and went to the sink to pour it out.
"Sorry, I didn't 12now when you'd get up. So, are you game?"

"We can't afford it until we get your first paychecle, Ga]a]oy. We're hard enough pressecl

as it is," Jean said and put the kettle over to make herself some tea.

"l 1enow," Gabrielle said and waved an envelope around. "But this has your name on it

and the return a(lclress is 77, Studios. So my guess is this is your first paycheclz."

"Huh? Oh, you’d like that wouldn't you,” the vixen grinned. ”Talzing me out, and it'll
be my treat."

Gabrielle grinnecl wiclely. "Got it in one. Hey, we have a joint economy anyway. |
haven't seen how much it's for t}loug}l. Perhaps it won't be enough to actually go anyway.
Open it and see."

Jean nodded and sat clown, waiting for the water to boil. She scratched above her plaster
cast and grumbled. "This ’ching is i’cching like you wouldn't believe it. Why don't any of
us knit. We'd have 12nit’cing pins in the house and I could Scra’cch back!"

"Because last time I tried piclzing up a pair of lznit’cing pins the national guard went
into full combat readiness, Jean. I'm lethal with those ’chings. Anyway, when can you get
that t}ling off?" Gabrielle asked.



"Another three godaw£ul weeks of itching,” the vixen sighed and pinned the envelope
down with her broken arm, using a claw on her left paw to shred the back of it.

Gabrielle wrinkled her muzzle. She sympa’chized with her roommate's plight but it
couldn't be helped. "We'll get some 12nitting pins today so you can scra’cch back. How
much can Jchey cost, after all?"

Jean was staring at the check that had been inside the envelope.
The bronco sippecl her coffee again and raised an eyebrow. "Is something wrong?"

"Erhm...do you think we can ]ouy gold pla’cecl 12nitting pins in Columl)us, Gal)l)y? Holy
mother of..." Jean ]oegan and put the check down. "Zig Zag pays her proofreaclers and
scriptwriters pretty well. I'd expec’ced...l dunno...peanu’cs?"

Gabrielle piclzeol it up and looked at it. "HEY...no fair, you're malzing more than I do!"

"Yeah, but yours is a steady income, Gal)by. I may only get this one and one more for
scriptwriting. At least this answers one thing."

"What's that?"
"We can deﬁnitely afford going to that jazzhaﬂ tonight,” Jean said and scratched her

1’16012.

"T'd say we can. Anyway...does that mean you'H come?" Gabrielle asked and pourecl
herself another half cup of coffee.

"T'll come on one condi’cion," Jean said and got up. The water kettle was starting to

rumble like it was almost done.
"What's your condition then?" Gabrielle aslzed, loolzing over her shoulder at the Vixen.
"I get to piclz what [ wear tonigh’c, and | get to invite Esteban."
"That's two conclitions, dear." Gabrielle teased.
"Sue me! We've got some’ching to celebrate."

"Are you sure you want another date that quiclzly after the first one? I mean, come
on...you were still glowing when | came home and found you the next day," the bronco

said. Tt was true too. Jean had more or less floated on a little pinlz cloud.



The vixen poured the water over the tea—leaves and shmgged after putting the kettle
back down. She was Smiling. "If T didn't think it'd wear out the novelty a little £ast, I'd go
out with him every nig}l’c, Ga]o]oy."

Gabrielle put her face into serious folds and sighed heavily. "Oh dear oh dear...this is
very bad."

Jean turned around and Minlzed, 1oolzing confused. "What do you mean?"

"I'm 1iving with someone who's suffering from a clear case of Lovus Severicus, better
known as the condition 'terminaﬂy smitten' in plain English. Should I call doc Lupin?
I'm sure he can find some kind of medication for it," Gabrielle saicl, a]asolutely cleadpan.

She didn't see the towel until it hit her in the neck with a snap.
"Careful, horsy, or | might start with the 'My Little Pony' quips again,” Jean giggled.
Gabrielle rubbed her neck with a grin. "You wouldn't do that. I'd have to tickle you."

"Hah, I /auglz in the face of ’ciclzles," Jean said, overly thea’cricaﬂy. ”Anyway...l'm in 1ove,
Gabrielle. I don't think I can remember the last time it's happenecl to me. Not like this,
at least."

Gabrielle smirked. Tt was too good to pass up on. "Oh and here I was, thinlzing you
were hopelessly in love with me. I'm hurt."

Jean sudclenly looked very serious and sat down again, Lringing the tea and a small
pi’cc}ler of milk. "All right. [ suppose that had to come up sooner or later," she said,
Sighing. ”Lis’cen...GaH:)y...I said some reaﬂy stupid ’chings that nigh’c. I'm sorry. [ think in

all honesty [ was just...envious. It wasn't love...it was just plain envy."

Gabrielle reached over and ruffled Jeans hair a little. "You know what? I've thought the
same thing. And I can hardly blame you for it. I am completely envial)le," she said in an

amusecl tone of voice.

Jean narrowed her eyes and smiled mischievously. "T know you, Ga]a]ay. You're going to

malze some reaHy Sllly comment now."

"Whatever do you mean, my dear? ]us’c because I'm ludicrously beauti£ul, [ have the
worlds best roomie, and I'm blessed with the most Wonder£u11y insane father who can't
cope with the fact that I work at an adult entertainment studio..." the bronco said,

exaggerating her accent on purpose.



Jean sniclzered, "Weu, three out of four ain't Laol," she said. "But ludicrously beautiful?
Now you're just ]:)ragging."

Gabrielle snorted. "I'm deeply o££ended," she saicl, but couldn't 1zeep her voice s’ceady.
She could feel a major fit of giggles coming on.

"Why? I didn't say you weren't beautiful. I just don't see anything ludicrous about you.
You're just about the best loolzing femme I've ever 12nown, Gabrielle. You walk down the
street and males turn arouncl, tongue 1oﬂing and tails wagging. Even the non-canids react
that way. You don't see it because you've already passecl them I)y but I do. You've got a
face like a Helen, the }Jody of an Athena and the attitude of a Xanthippe. You're God's
gi{‘t to males. There's nothing ludicrous about tha’c,” Jean said, pouring herself a cup of
tea and sipping it.

The giggles dissipa’ced. Gabrielle found herself staring at her roomie with wide open
eyes. "Apart from not lznowing who Xanthippe was...I think that's prol)al)ly the most

aweinspiring compliment I've ever received," she muttered.

"Xanthippe? She was the wife of Socrates. Provided he ever existecl, of course. Most
furs aren't sure if he's just an invention of Plato. But Xanthippe was a real £ury. Socrates
a”egecuy wrote several texts complaining about what a terror she was to live with. He
loved her deeply but he never got a word in sideways , and this was in ancient,

misogynistic Greece."

"I think I'd have liked her,” Gabrielle said and smiled. "Thank you though. That was

. £ "
Very nice o you tO say.

"Don't mention it," Jean said and smiled. "Anyway...I'd better get some breakfast and a
bath before going to that session, hm?"

"Defini’cely. Go get'em, vixen!" Gabrielle chuckled.

Jean winked and sippecl her tea again.

#H#H#

"Theodore Biggleswor’ch-Far’chington von Salzburg the Third?" the officer asked.

Darling’con looked at the policefur in front of him and stood up s’craigh’c. "I am
Darlington. Mr. Biggleswor’ch-Farthington von Salzl)urg the Third's furservant and

]outler, sir. How may I assist you?" he saicl, in an aloof tone of voice.



"Myr. Darlington Jchen. H you Would I)e SO 12ind as to get your employer."

"Noone gets Mr. Biggleswor’c}l—Farthington von Salz]ourg the Third. You can schedule
an appointment like everyone else has to, sir. Provided you have a good reason," the

raccoon said, overly pa’cien’cly.
"Well, he'd better damned well get out here. I have a warrant for his arrest."
"I said Mxr. Biggleswo——", Darling’con ]oegan when a voice behind him spolze up.

"I will take over from here, Darlington. Go and tend to the servicefurs in the

conference room," the voice of Roxanne said.

Darlington nodded and stepped back with a bow. "As Milady wishes." he said,
o]oediently, and went back inside.

The policefur looked up at an impressive bronco femme. In her prime she had no doubt
been extraordinarily beautiful. Even at her age, she'd shame most younger femmes. She
dressed with s’cyle. Right down to the silver-platecl horseshoes with pla’cinum nails. She
was holding a 1ong , thin cigare’cte-holder in one paw.

"What is your name, officer?" she aslzed, politely.
"I'm Sergeant Minimus!" the officer said and straightenecl up.

"You're a chipmunlz, correct?" Roxanne aslzecl ancl held out a paw, palm up. "Le’c me see

the warrant for my husbhand's arrest, please."

Sergean’c Minimus nodded. "I am, Ma'am. And don't bother tearing it up. There are

copies," he said suspiciously and gave Roxanne the paper.

Roxanne chuckled. "Oh, I see no reason to tear it up,” she said, quie’cly, sleimming it.
"Yes, this all seems to be in good order. Would you wait just one moment, Sergeant

Minimus?"
"Of course, Ma'am."

"How very courteous. Good to see that there is still well behaved officers on the £orce,"
Roxanne said in a sligh’cly patronizing voice, and took out her cell-phone from her inner

jaclee’c. She dialed a number and waitecl, impa’ciently for the line to connect.



"Ah, yes. Governor Hamson. This is Roxanne Bigglesworth-Far’ching’con von Salzl)urg.
I called to ’chanlz you for a’ctending our soiree recen’cly. [t was a pleasure to have such a

alistinguiskeal porcine amongst our guests," she chimed.
Sergeant Minimus swallowed. He didn't like where this was going.

"I do so hope you will be able to attend our Christmas ball as WGH, Governor. | know it's
still many months away but I know how many offers you must get...such an influential
fur as you. Anyway, it will be the talk of all Denver, I assure you. [t will be the place to be
seen, and of course, we could easily arrange a little funclraising scheme for your next
campaign if you were to join us? You will? Splenclic“ Excellent. I am sure my husband
will be thrilled to hear that. Oh, and spealzing of my husband. I have a young chipmunlz
ina police uniform here with me. He's got a warrant for my husband's arrest. I'm sure
there's been some misunderstanding somewhere. My husband is a pillar of the
community. He donated generously for your campaign if you recall,” Roxanne said. The
smile on her face was waxen and her eyes had a downrigh’c cruel look to them as she
looked at the sergeant in front of her.

Sergeant Minimus mos’cly felt like running away.

"Sergeant, the governor would like a word with you..." the bronco said and gave the

phone to the shivering chipmunlz.
He took it and held it to his ear, ]oracing himself.

Apparen’cly, he didn't brace hard enough, Roxanne noted. He went rigid as the
explosion on the other end of the line came through, loud and clear.

"Yessir, I'll be on my way right away. Nosir, ['m not the one responsi]ole for the
investigation, Captain Cavia is. Yessir, | will tell him where he can stick it, sir. Yessir.

Explicitly sir. Right away, sir. Nosir, it won't happen again sir. [ promise sir. Yessir.
Thank you sir."

ROX&HHG smiled as the deeply shalzen chipmunlz gave her I)aclz the phone. ”NOW...yOU

were saying something about not tearing up the warrant, Sergeant?" she asked.

Sergean’c Minimus reached out and took the paper baclz, tore it into a lot of very small

pieces and swallowed. "I don't rememl’)er, Ma'am," he said.

"Very good, Sergeant. You know, looleing at you, I'd swear you were in line for a

promotion soon," she said and went back inside, closing the door.



She mused inwardly at the look on the chipmunlzs face and headed down the haﬂway
towards her husband's office. At this time of day, he'd certainly be there. She smiled.
Theodore might not want her involvement in his ]ausiness, but deep down she knew he'd
be unable to manage without her. And she knew that /e knew. It was a good Worlzing
arrangement. She had no financial trouble because of him. She lived 1uxuriously and she
was the envy of every socialite in Denver. It was of no concern that Jchey were a couple for

reasomns O£ convenience.

She knocked lightly on the door to the office.
"Enter," her husband's voice sounded.

She openecl the door and steppecl inside. "Good morning, Theodore. 1 hope you slept

Sa’cis£ac’corily,” she said. It was more a statement than a question.

Theodore nodded, putting down his pen and 1eaning back in his seat. "A(lequately well.
How may [ help you, Roxanne?"

"Actua”y, I am here to let you know that your investment in Governor Hamson has

just paicl off."

Theodore made a face of clisgust. "That pig is unsavory. He smells like a latrine and he
has less wits about him than your average pr0£essional pugilist."

"Perhaps so, but he just got the police off your back. Someone sent a single police£ur
here with a warrant for your arrest," Roxanne said and lit a fresh cigarette, placing it in

her holder and leaning against her hus]aands deslz.
"ONE police{‘ur? What were they trying to do? Kill him? If Mr. Hammond had been

around, the situation would've gotten out of control.”

Roxanne smiled over]oearingly. "Weﬂ, in that case we should be grate£u1 he wasn't here.
I don't know wh y you 12eep that uncultured buﬂclog on your staff in the first place."

"Because he's goocl at what he does and because he works for a lot less than most furs
would. He's 1oya1, and that's more than most can say. Now, what was this about

Governor Hamson? "

"T called him, and explained the situation, after inviting him to the Christmas ball.
said we'd arrange a little fundraising-scheme while we were at it, for his next campaign.
He asked to talk to the policefur in question and afterwards...well.. let's just say the
situation solved itself."



"]ouy good,” Theodore said with a grin. "You are a jewel, Roxanne. I have to admit,

you're the most Valual)le fur in my entire organiza’cion.”

"T know. Oh, you 12now, [ saw this enchanting diamond ring yes’cerday..." she said,
prac’cicaﬂy purring.

Theodore chuckled. "Very WeH, you carned a reward. What did it cost?"

"It was almost a steal. swear, so much ring for just sixty five thousand?"

Theodore's face went blank. "Just be sure you stay the best fur in my organization," he

saicl, sourly, and wrote out a check.

"Always, Theodore. You know you can count on me," Roxanne said and blew a ring of

srnolee, accepting the check before getting up and leaving the room.

#H#H#

Jean looked at the building in front of her. Every time she had looked at it so far, it
seemed threa’cening and 1ooming. But now, it was just another building. She smiled with
satisfaction as she pushed the door open and went inside.

"Hello Maxrla. Is the doctor reacly?" she asked the receptionist.
"Sure, go right in. He's waiting for you," the receptionist answered.

Jean nodded and opened the door to her therapists office. A thin red fox turned around
and nodded to her. "Good morning, Jean. Ready to continue?" he asked.

"Cer’cainly, doctor. I'm more reaoly than I've ever been," the vixen answered and sat

dOWl’l.

"That sounds goocl. What's gotten you so cheerful?" the fox asked and sat down
opposite of her, crossing his 1egs.

"Well, let's just say my life has taken a turn for the better since I was here last time,"

]ean answerecl.

"You don't say? And that's why you walk with a limp and your arm is in a plas’cer cast?"
the doctor asked.

Jean shook her head. "No , that was an unfortunate and very unpleasant incident, but

I'm not going to let it get to me."



The £OX blinlzed. ”I see. Tha’c's a new tune £rom you, Jean. You've ]3881’1 scare(l O£ your

own shadow £OI‘ as long as I'Ve 1QIIOW1’1 you. HOW 1ong has it been anyway?"

"Three years in two months , doctor. But I'm glad to say I finaﬂy started to get better.

I've got a 1ong way to go, I 12now, but any improvement is good."

"T think you're righ’c there. I've been close to terminating your sessions because of your
nerves, you know. So, let's start from the top. What started it all?"

"Ac’cua”y, it started at a party where I met this reaﬂy stunning maned wolf. But it was
more the next clay when [ went home to confront my parents that the ]aig improvement
star’ced," Jean said.

The fox blinked again and looked over his wire-rimmed glasses. "I see. How did that
go?ﬂ

"Tt started reaﬂy Lacuy. My mother got nasty again. My father seemed to want to taﬂz,
’chough," Jean answered.

"Very well? Did you leave then?"
"That wouldn't have made for much of a story, would it, doctor?"
"Not rea”y. Go on," the doctor said and smiled slightly.

"T snapped back at my mother. Told her off. T told her how I felt. How angry [ was. |
didn't pu” punches, cither. Verbauy of course," Jean said.

"That's good. ['m glad you finaﬂy confronted her with it. How about your father?" the
fox asked.

"He cried and apologized for having hurt me. He looked misera]ole. I did £orgive him. I

gave him a hug too. Gal)rieue told me he wants to meet With you to get some answers. Is

that doable?"

"Oh it cer’cainly is. I do need to talk to one of your family members at some point if it
is at all workable," the d id "So I take it he's finall d comi hi "
1s at all workable,” the doctor sai1 o I take 1t he's finally started coming to his senses!

"You have no idea. It's like I've gotten my father back Wi’ch a vengeance. And I've
started spealzing up in class as well. Been teﬂing off some of the more annoying lecturers
and I kicked up such a storm there that the £acu1ty decided to make a policy against

h £ . or e "
arassment or minorities.



The fox took off his glasses, chuclzling. ”Heuo, my name is Fox Jones, I'm a
psychia’crist. Who are you and what did you done to my patient, Jean LeBrun?" he asked.

Jean beamed prou(ﬂy. "That's not all though."

"By all means, go on?" Doctor Jones said with a smile. "I'm in’crigued. [t seems that
suddenly the World decided to deal you a winning paw? It's cer’cainly taken its dear sweet

time about it."

"Oh, you're wrong doc...you’re wrong. No one dealt these cards to me. I took them,"
Jean said and snatched her left paw into a fist in the air to illustrate her point. "Anyway,
the wolf I said I'd meet at a party..."

"Sure? What about him?" doctor Jones said, listening with a smile on his face.

"Well...we've had our first date and if he wants to go, we'll be going to a place called
'Spirit of New Orleans' ’conigh’c. Do you know it?"

"Ac’cuauy [do. Itsa quite nice little place. You could go to much worse places , for
certain. So, you had a date with him? Is he aware of your situation?" the fox aslzed,

curiously.

Jean sighecl wearily. "Do you think I'd 12eep something like that hidden? Ac’cua”y, he
knew in advance. Gabrielle had told him about me."

"That was a bit careless of her. I'm glad it worked out all righ’c."

"Ac’cua”y, he's a co”eague of hers. She's gotten a new jo]o."
"Do tell?" the fox asked.
"Ahem...well...she's gotten a jo]:) at 27 Studios, doc," Jean said. She figured she might

as WeH come s’craigh’c out Wi’ch it.

Doctor Jones went blank faced. "You're da’cing a porn-star, Jean?" he aslzed, carefuuy

12eeping his voice neutral.

"I know how that sounds, doctor. But he hasn't laid his paws on me like that. I swear.
That's Why it's so nice. He is so tired of always Leing treated like a prize or like he's just
sex on 1egs. And I'm not interested in sex at afl until I'm done with this. He's
just...incredihly nice to me. He's a reaﬂy sweet £ur, doctor. Please, don't judge him on
what he does for a living.”



Fox Jones sighed and leaned back. He didn't reaﬂy know what to make of this. He liked

Jean, and he felt sorry for her. She was one of the most obvious cases of Jcranssexuali’cy
he'd seen or heard about. He hadn't treated many cases himself, but he'd read the
necessary li’cera’cure, and he'd consulted colleagues on Jean's case. There were few things
he'd rather do for the vixen than recommend her for surgery but she wasn't rea(ly yet.
And while she'd o]:)viously made some leaps and bounds since her last visit a few weeks
carlier, it was too early to say if it'd last. And this romantic interest of hers concerned
him deeply. He didn't doubt her word on the lack of sex, but he felt unsure if this was

just some despera’ce move on her part.

He leaned forward again and folded his paws in his 1ap. "Jean..." he ]oegan "...are you
sure about this? I don't want you to set yourseH up for a fall."

"I'm not setting my self up for a faﬂ, doc. T can guess what you're ’chinlzing. But this

isn't about hoping against hope. I haven”c felt Jchis way about a male before. He malzes me

feel sa][e. Like I'm reaﬂy oleay. When he's 12issing me..." she said and smiled, so{"tly,
l)lushing a little.

"[ see," the doctor saicl, with a smile of his own. "Well ’chen, I wish you the very best
with him. Keep me up to cla’ce, though, oleay? Now...shall we get started on toclay's
regular program? I was thinking we could do your IQ test today."

gular prog g y y

Jean nodded. "Tf you think that's a good idea, then cer’cainly. thy the way. | started
taleing hormones after visiting you last time. Yes’cerday, [ felt a nub for the first time."

"That's good. Be prepared for some sore nigh’cs though. Oh, and Jean?"

"Yes doctor?"
"I'm happy for you."
Jean smiled and blushed again. Somehow, she didn't think the sessions would be as bad

anymore.

#H#H#

Gabrielle parlzecl her car and got out. She brushed down her skirt and pondered loolzing
over her shoulder for a moment to see if Jean had been entirely truthful that morning.

She t}loug}lt better of it and went inside the Luilding.

[t was a nice apartment complex. The stairs were clean and smelled of soap, she noticed
as she ascended them.



"Third ﬂoor, to the righ’c," she reminded herself. She knocked on the door and smiled.
She had very little idea of what to expect. Zig Zag hadn't given her much information

about the scriptwriter she was Leing sent out to talk to.

The door opened, and Gabrielle found herself face to face with an elderly beaver wearing

an apron and a Lig smile.

"Oh, I'm sorry. I must've gotten the wrong door, ma'am," the bronco said with an

apologetic look on her face.

"Nonsense! Zig Zag said you'd be coming over. ['m just preparing my lunch. Come on

in, deary, come on in," the old-timer said.
Gabrieue blinked. "You're the scriptwriter Zig Zag sent me to meet?"

"The one and only. Best one in the Lusiness. Don't 1et my exterior fool ya. I may 10012
old but inside, I'm prol)al)ly younger’n you, Miss."

Gabrielle smiled and shmgged. "Weﬂ, in that case...I'm Gabrielle Ry(ler, pleased to

meet you...?”

"Anna. Now, come in...all the heat is seeping out," the beaver said with another smile.

The bronco nodded and stepped inside. Anna closed the door. "Do you like ﬂapjacles,

Gabrielle? I've got plenty for two of us. I wasn't sure what you'd like but I ﬁgure, most
furs like ﬂapjaclzs."

"Tdo , very much in fact. Unfor’cuna’cely I can't eat them very often anymore. They tend
to land heavily on my ribs and stick there,” Gabrielle chuckled.

"Allhh...you young femmes today. You 12now, when I was your age, there was notking
wrong with a femme having a bit of curves," the beaver said and looked up and down the

bronco "Al’chough [ must say you're not half bad."

Gabrielle felt a blush coming on, clespite herself. "Thanks. Anyway...how 1ong have you
been writing scripts for Zig Zag?"

"Ohhh...since she s’car’cecl, more or less. I'm pretty good at this, y'lenow,” Anna said and
went over to the stove, quiclzly ﬂipping over two ﬂapjaclzs on the ﬁying pan. "Please, have

a seat."

"Thank you," Gabrielle said and sat down. "So, how do we go about this? I've never had
to help write a script before. I'm still very new at the studio.”



"Don't worry. Zig Zag told me to go easy on you. [ think she likes you, you know."
"W}ly is that? I mean, Zig Zag likes all her employees," Gabrielle said.

"Oh, she cer’cainly does. She's a very kind femme. Even if she doesn't always think so

herself. But I'm an old fur...and I can see it. And I think she likes you. She told me you
had a real a’ctitude,” Anna grinned.

"And that's a good thing?"

"You didn't know Zig Zag w}len she was younger. Oh you should’ve seen her when she
was your age. She's thir’cy or so now...but four or five years ago? I'm teﬂing you, she was

a real hothead."
Gabrielle chuckled. "Believe me, she still is."

"I know. But it was even more pronounced back then. Now...let's eat and talk about
what this movie should be like and then I'll start ’calzing some notes a{;terwards, olzay?"
Anna said and brough’c the ﬂapjaclzs and some maple syrup.

"My cholesterol count is aching from just 1ooleing at that and I so don't care," Gabrielle

grinnecl.

"Good fi”y. First eat, then {-un," Anna said with a warm smile and sat down.



