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XXXVIII - "And...cut!"

Gabrielle was sitting in the common room, with a cup of tea. Yohni and Esteban were
there as well. They were all loolzing tired. It was no’c}ling, however, comparecl to how tired
Jchey felt. It had been the last clay of £i1ming. The last bits of the movie were reacly to go
to the ecli’cing room, but at that moment, none of them felt in a celebra’cory mood.

"I've got aches in places [ didn't even know I had," Yohni complainecl.

"Een a porn s’cudeeo, amiga, that ees the wrong ’cheeng to say, but T have to agree. [ feel
the same way," Esteban said and put his face in his paws.

"You think you've got it bad? I've got aches in places ['m sure medical science hasn't
even named yet," Gabrielle whimperecl and ﬂoppecl Laclzwarcls on the couch.

"Ouch. Sounds painful,” Yohni said. "Want a massage or Some’ching?"

"Ac’cua”y, I'm so horri]oly tempted ]oy that offer I'm just going to have to say yes," the

bronco answered and smiled, Wearily.

Esteban reached down and rubbed his feet. "Esta bien...we are all done," he muttered.

"Time £or the cutteeng room £urs to ’calze over. How much time do Jchey have?"



"Twelve days until I have to be in Denver. I think Lig Zag has decided against
multiplying it just yet. She'll get thirty or so copies made and 1zeep them in all sorts of
safe places ) and if anything should happen it'll be mass producecl and sent onto the

market then ! Gabrielle explained and turned over on her front.

Yohni straddled her back and laegan giving the equine a good backrub. "That makes
sense, reaﬂy. She saves a lot of money that way. The expenses for this film will reaﬂy
plumme’c overall. Sets and salaries....those are reaﬂy the only things she's paying for

’chen," the mongoose said.

Gabrielle nodded and closed her eyes. "Yeah. Oh....ohhhh that feels nice," she

murmured.

Esteban smiled. "I theenk I'm goeeng to get a hold of Jean and get her to do the same
for me ’conight," he muttered.

"Won't Worlz, Esteban. She's got a study group ’conight, unfor’cunately,” Gabrielle
murmured. She felt like she was mel’cing already.

Esteban sighecl. "Too ]oacl, but weeth finals comeeng up she has no c}loice," he said and
watched the two femmes for a moment, then got up and winked to the mongoose as if to

tell her to enjoy herself. Finaﬂy he got up and headed out.

Yohni waited until the door closed behind the maned WOH, before leaning down to
Whisper into the ear of the equine under her.

"What're you doing ’conight?"

Gabrielle's eyes shot open instantly and she turned her head to look at the mongoose.
"I...don't reaﬂy know. No’ching [ guess. Why?”

"Because we just finished a movie...one that might save your life. T was

thinleing...mayl)e you'(l like to celebrate?" the mongoose asked.
"Yohni, are you aslzing me out on a date?" Gabrielle asked, quietly.

"Would you protest Wil(ﬂy if Tdid?"

"T think that reaﬂy depends on what you are 1oolzing for, Yohni. You're reaHy nice and |
like hanging out with you. [ just happen to know your attitude to dating,” the bronco

answered.



Yohni nodded and kneaded Gabrielle's shoulders a bit deeper. "It's alright...l'm not
trying to get your hopes up or anything. I'm just loolzing for a little £un, y'lznow.”

"No strings attached?"

"NOPG.”

"Then I'd like to, just this once. If nothing else we can go somewhere and comment on

everyone else," Gabrielle chuckled.
Yohni beamed. "Sounds like fun," she said and got off Gabrielle's bacle, heacling for the

clressing room to get her clothes.

#H#H#

Theodore looked at Roxanne and nodded, slowly. "I think we're just about prepared. Are

you sure you are up £OI‘ tl’liS?"

Roxanne nodded, sighing. "I am. You've won, Theodore. They made their attempt, you
beat them off. They won't bother you again," she said, managing a weary smile.

Theodore smiled a sligh’c smile and nodded. "I lznow, Roxanne. These last two weeks

have been.. .strange."

"You can say tha’c again. A{‘ter tha’c raiol? I thought you had Jchem bu’c...’chey lzept
coming. And you lzep’c ]:)eating them off. T don't think Jchere's any more ﬂgh’c left in
Jchem," Roxanne said with a sigh. "But Jchey've cost us so much."

"I 12now,” Theodore said, quie’cly. "My business is...well...it'l] take many years of hard
work to reestablish. This £ighting has attracted the attention of all the wrong types and
there may even be some who think it's a goocl time to swoop in now that we're weakened.

We may be 1ooleing at more battles in the future against other enemies."
Roxanne rubbed her eyes. "So be it. What is your plan, Theodore?"

"I'm going to wait until Gabrielle returns. When she's here, I will announce her
Wedding at the midsummer soiree. Her husband will be a young {:ur, strong and
respec’ced. I've decided to let her marry ]onathan Cli{"ton-Rogers. His family is influential.
It will give any would-be attacker pause. Once that is done...I intend to retire, and leave

it to younger furs to continue the family business. You and I can enjoy old age in peace

’chen," he said.



It took a moment before Roxanne reaﬂy caught up Witl’l Wha’c had just been said. When
she did she blinked and slowly shook her head. "You...of all furs...are retiring? Why?"

Theodore shrugged. "All good things must come to an end, Roxanne. If the £ami1y
business is to survive, there are only two options left. Either we go s’crictly legit and cover
our traclzs, and that'll cost us immensely, or we make sure the new CEQ of the board is
unblemished and therefore not interesting for the FBI or other government agencies."

Roxanne nodded again. "[ suppose that does make sense. | just never thought I'd see
you retire, Theodore. What will you do with your time?"

Theodore turned around and faced the Window, folding his paws on his back. "I don't
know yet. There's a lot of the world you and I haven't seen, Roxanne. [ haven't
always...l)een very attentive to you, [ admit that. We were married for convenience, as is

the way with our families."
"I never blamed you for tha’c, Theodore. I understand.”

"Perhaps. But after thir’cy years of marriage...['ve come to a realization, 1a’cely,"

Theodore saicl, pOI’lClGI‘OLlSly.
Roxanne nocldecl. "GO Ol’l?"

"[ suppose I've just })egun to realize that while I may not have loved you initia”y...I have
grown to do so. When the Yakuza abducted you, | realized that I would not want to

continue Wi’chout you anyway.”

Roxanne smiled a little and folded her arms over her chest. Theodore still had his back
turned to her and she suspectecl he did that because he didn't want her to see the look on
his face. She just let him continue spealzing.

It took a while before he did though. He 1eept 1ooleing at the garclens outside. "I don't
regret anything. Some furs are born to rule. Some are born to follow. Others are born to
make their own laws and bend everyone else to their will. T am one of the last kind. So
are you. We make...a very goocl team. We have for many years, Roxanne. What I've done
is iuegal only ]:)y the rules of a society and nation that befieves itself in control. We are
Leyond their reach and they know it. America is great because it leaves room for furs like
us to carve out our niches like we have. But I am also old enough...and experienced
enough...to realize that all things eventuaﬂy come to an end. If I want this £ami1y to
continue being successful, I must relinquish control," he finaﬂy said and turned around.



Roxanne nodded. "Let's go. The Yakuza is waiting, and you have a peace agreement to
malze,” she said, smiling croolze(ﬂy.

#H#H#

"I wish we'd be over this years finals already," Miriam said and looked at her half of the
wishbone.

Jean held the shorter piece and chuckled. "I think the idea is to wish for something

e e n
realls’clc.

"Doesn't say so anywhere," the red vixen said and stuck out her tongue. "Anyway...I'm
glad you could come over tonight. All three of you. We've got some reading to do and it'll
go much faster if we can share the load and talk about it."

Jean nodded and looked at the last two furs in the group.

Emma, a pain{-uuy shy mink with thick glasses, blushed and looked down. "It's nice of
you that you'd have us over, Miriam," she said, quie’cly.

Lizzy, a doe with huge brown eyes and a winning srnile, took another forkful of rice and

winked. "Even if you didn't make a vegetarian dinner," she teased.

"I'm sorry Lizzy. I'm such a carnivore. I had no idea what to make if it wasn't going to
include meat. | hope it's alright with just the rice and salad for you? | did get something

nice for desert to make up for it...with you in mind, and aH,” Miriam said.

Jean leaned back in her seat and drummed her £ingers on her stomach. "I think I ate

too much. That was one amazing chicken."
"Hey...Jean...we're vixens. Chicken-rustlin' is in our blood," Miriam grinnecl.

Emma got up and started cleaning off the table but Miriam s’coppecl her. "Don't...I'l
take care of it. I'm not going to ask my guests to do the clis}les, Emma."

"It's oleay. I'd like to help a bit," the mink said with a shy little smile.

"Then I'H JceH ou What ou can do. You can put over water for tea ancl co££ee. Then I
y y P

suggest we aﬂ move into the next room and malze ourselves com£or’ca1)16 With ’clje Loolzs

and no’cepacls?" Miriam saicl ancl 1ooleec1 at t}le 1ast two.

She got nods of general consent from both of them. Emma smiled and got both the
kettle and coffee-machine going.



Then Jchey all moved into the bedroom. Miriam had only two rooms in her apartment.
One was a tiny, but serviceable lzitchen, and the other was a combined bedroom and
living room. Lizzy ﬂoppecl down on the bed and smiled.

"Hey, turn on some music?" the doe asked and stretched. "Let's just relax for half an
hour before we reaﬂy get going on the books?"

Miriam nodded and turned on the radio. Joshua Kadison's old hit Single 'Jessie' came
from the 1ouclspea12ers. The four femmes sat down and listened a bit.

Jean grinnecl crooleec”y. "I remember when I was reauy young, that single played on the
radio and my mother would turn it up. | think she rea”y liked that song."

"You always spealz of your mother in the past tense, Jean..." Emma said, quietly. "[
don't know much about her. Is...is she dead?"

"T'o me she is," Jean said with a shrug. "I'm hoping for a miracle...that one (lay she'll

come back into my life but I don't count on it anymore."
The mink bit her lips and looked down. "I'm sorry, [ didn't mean to pry.”

Jean reached out and gave the mink's paw a little squeeze. "Hey...c}lin up Emma.
You've got nothing to apologize for. You didn't do anyt}ling wrong and I'm not hurt."

Lizzy nodded. "Yeah. Why do you apologize for every’ching? It's...almost like you don't

]:)elieve we reaﬂy want you here?"

Emma sighecl and looked clown, ’caleing her glasses off and ru]o]oing her eyes. 'It's a bit
difficult to understand. I've never had any friends before. You all treat me like I'm not

some kind of nerd...or at leas’c like it doesn"c matter that I am."

Miriam laughed so{‘tly. "Nerd? Emma...you’ve got g/asses. [t's not the end of the
World,” she said.

"Yea}l, if you want to talk about disabilities..look at me ," Jean said. It came over her 1ips
before she even realized it. Her eyes went wide open, ins’can’cly. The other three fell very,
very silent and looked at her, shocked. She'd never cracked anything remo’cely resemlaling

a jolze about her own situation before.

"Whoa, Jean..." Lizzy said and sat upright, £olding her 1egs under her. "That...is

ale][inite/y a quantum 1eap if I ever saw one."

Miriam nodded, slowly. "Are you alright?” she asked and looked at the gray vixen.



"I'm fine. Hey...I've got Lody-par’cs that don't belong to me, but then I'm MISSING
other ones. | suppose it evens out somewhere, if you think in a twisted enough Way? I
can't help it that I have someone else's reprocluctive organs." Jean said and smiled

croolze(ﬂy.

Emma just blinked. Lizzy reached out and put a paw on Jeans forchead. "Hello. I'm
Lizzy Doe, who are you, and what did you do to my friend?" she asked amuse(ﬂy.

Jean shook her head. "No...no you don't get it. It's oleay...it's okay..." she said. All sorts
of emotions were rushing through her. "It's safe here. I've got nothing to lzia’e, don't you

see? I've...I've run around for years...hialing..."

Miriam nodded. "And no one can blame you for that..." she ’criecl, but Jean broke in and
shook her head.

"NO... I can blame me. Don't you see? I've told everyone that I don't have anything to
be ashamed of. I've told everyone that I'm alrigh’c. That I'm good enough. My boyfriend
has told me I'm good enough. My father has told me. And I've started understanding
what that means. But..."

Emma nodded slowly. "But...?"

"You know how the saying goes about 1eopards and their spots? It's the same for me.
I've gotten so used to being afraid that I've a/ways been afraid. And if I'm afraid, [ let the
Lance Gulos out there win. The ]ohn Ferrets. The Henry Hippopo’camidaes. They win if
I stay scared. I've done NOTHING wrong. I'm surviving, that's aﬂ,” Jean said and looked
at her paws. She felt like she could faint.

"Where did this come £rom, Jean? My Gocl, you sound...wow..." Lizzy saicl, blinlzing.

"I think it's been underway for a while, Lizzy," Miriam said. "I've seen a few changes

here and there but I think we're witnessing the moment when the realization of it all sinks
in with herself."

Jean rubbed her face £urious1y, trying to clear her head. She looked at the other ’chree,
still very serious. "Look at us. We've got the oddballs here. We've got me...who's
admit’ce(ﬂy the single most talked about student on campus, because I happen to run
around with someone else's genitalia. And if that isn't enough, [ correct the teachers and

I script-write fora porn studio."

Tha’c got a £ew sniclzers £rom the other three.



Jean smiled Widely and continued. "I'm not done. Next, we've got Emma, who thinks
that because she wears thick glasses and prefers reading books to Wa’cching soap operas,
that she's an outcast. A femme so convinced of her own inferiority that she apologizes for
putting her paw up in class to answer one of the question NOONE ELSE has the
faintest idea about the answer for. We've got Lizzy, who's a strict vegetarian but who
consistent/y chooses to hang out with all the carnivores, and who spends her spare time
going to political rallies. And Miriam who wears potato-print T-shirts, home knitted
WooHy caps and who thinks 'Make Love Not War' is the ]oiggest truth in history."

"Well it is!" Miriam said, with a grin.

"You're a lzippie, Miriam," Jean teased. "That's what I'm trying to say. And that's great.
If more furs ’chough’c like you [ think the world would be a friendlier place. But we're the
most un/ike/y bunch of furs around. And as if our own oddities don't do it...we study
his’cory. If we went to Hollywood tomorrow, every production company in the city would

line up to Luy the righ’cs to make this into a sitcom. Come on...can't you see the IRONY
of this?"

Emma covered her muzzle and }Jegan to giggle. "[ can," she admitted. "We should name
ourselves the 'Society of Nercly Femmes" or something."

"None of the sororities would touch any of us with a ten foot polzer, that's for damned
sure," Lizzy giggled.

"To the 'SNF' then! Let me get us the tea and coffee so we can toast to our own
sorori’cy," Miriam said with a laugh. "Future nercly femmes on the his’cory £acu1’cy can
apply for mern]oership, [ take it?"

"Deﬁnitely. What say you three? Are we going to make a stand?" Jean asked.

"They can take our lives p but they can never take our sense of HUMOR!" Emma burst
out and curled up giggling.

"Oh Gawd...we've got a Braveheart clone in here,” the doe snickered and prodded
Emma. "Horrible movie. Don't quote it. Professor Nutkin would throw a fit if he knew."

"Screw Nutlzin," Miriam said and reenterecl, carrying a tray with both coffee and tea, as
well as what looked like a home baked berry-pie with sour cream in a small pi’ccher next
to it. "Dig in, femmes. We've got something to celebrate."

Jean poured herself a cup of tea and smilecl, 10012ing into the brown 1iquid. Then she
raised her head. "If I grow to be a hundred...I hope 11 always stay in touch with you



Jchree. You were ’clje firs’c £urs in school WhO acceptec] me. I'H never Le able to thanlz you

enough."
"To ﬁiendship. Weirdoes of the WOI‘ICL UNITE!!" Lizzy said and raised her mug.

"T'l drink to Jcha’c, even if I'm sure Karl Marx wouldn't recognize his own words !

Miriam said With a smile and clinked her own mug.

Emma nodded. "To courage," she said and looked at Jean. "l have never...in my whole

life met a femme as brave as you, Jean. Never. | think that is worth clrinlzing to."

Jean blushed and smiled.
T}ley all drank. They all smiled. They didn't reaﬂy get to read a whole lot. But that was

oleay too, Jean t}loug}lt later. It had been an evening to remember.

#H#H#

Zig Zag opened her front door and entered. The house was quiet but Jconigh’c she didn't
feel like a lot of company anyway. She took out the first raw tape of the finished movie
from her shoulcler—]oag and went into the 1iving room, putting it into the VCR. She hit
pause imrnecliately and left it there.

Then she went into the kitchen and uncorked a bottle of red wine. She pourecl it into a
decanter and left it to breathe for a moment. She didn't reaﬂy feel like cooleing and she
had to take notes for the eoliting furs all evening anyway. She looked in the fridge on the
odd chance that some’ching migh’c inspire her but she ended up closing it again. Her head
was thro]o]oing and food was not the first thing on her mind. It had been a very 10ng clay.

What was more...the fact that the actual £i1ming was now over left a kind of
anticlimactic feeling with her. They'd made it. In time...even ahead of schedule 1)y a
couple of clays. But all the adrenaline that she'd built up over the last few weeks was
starting to dissipate from her system and she felt incredi]aly worn.

She hadn't felt this tired since she stopped acting, herself. She took out a glass and
grabl)ed the decanter and headed into the hving room again. Putting the glass and the
wine on the ’cable, she went into the bedroom and got undressed. She slipped a silk
kimono around her bocly instead. She returned to the 1iving room and sat down. The
automatic off-function had already kicked in and she restarted the VCR with the remote
control, picleing up a pen and a notepad from the table.



Scene a{‘ter scene roﬂed over the screen in £ront of her. She jot’ced down notes here and
there. She admitted that the movie was hilarious , but it wasn't the best she'd made,

technicaﬂy. Far from it. But it didn't need to be. It just needed to be convincing enough
to tell the story. And that it did, as far as she could tell.

She poured herself a glass of wine and sighed, sipping it. The deep red 1iqui(1 spread a
warm sensation all the way to the tip of her tail as she drank a bit. Her thoughts were a

bit clearer now.

There were plenty of furs in the world who'd sign any statement that she was immoral,
sexua”y depraved and even a Might on society. There were pro]aably quite a few who'd sign
statements that she was a downright evil seductress. If Jchey only knew what sort of work
she reaﬂy had to do. Sit’cing down with raw movies and ’calzing down notes for
pos’cproduction edi’cing was har(ﬂy glamorous.

"The Whore of Bal)ylon..." she muttered to herself and chuclzled, shalzing her head. She
remembered taﬂzing to Gabrielle about that a while ago. So be it. If that was what the
world wanted to see her as , she couldn't reaﬂy help it. Prejudice was something she was
used to. Prejudice and pain.

"Amat Victoria Curam," she saicl, quietly, and leaned back. She t}lought 1ong about
those three words and the meaning of them, as Jean had explained them to her. She liked

it. The idea that victory WOU_I(J. even’cuauy come if you could endure pain was comforting.

She'd endured her share of it. She'd endured more than her s}lare, in fact.

Her mind began Waﬂzing down an unpleasant pa’ch to her past. At the end of it, her

fathers face was waiting for her. His voice, whispering...
" 1 ! h . . vH h . o
[ love you, Tonya. It won't happen again, | promise. It'll never, ever happen again.

Zig Zag realized her own lips had formed the words as she remembered them. Her eyes
narrowed. Sipping her wine again she put her glass down and got up. She turned the

movie off for a moment.
"T love you, Tonya..." the voice said, again. It had a hollow, distant sound to it.
She shook her head, trying hard to clear her mind of it. But it didn't work.
"Get out," she snarled. "GET OUT!"



She felt a chiﬂy sensation run down her spine. For a moment, she was certain she
could hear her fathers footsteps behind her. She spun around, her heart in her throat. It
was pouncling . .rapi(ﬂy.

"I IOVG you, Tonya..."

"Go away..." she hissed. Fear was creeping into her voice. She knew it wasn't real. She
knew she was alone in her home. That her father was 1ong gone. Beaten, de£eated, a part
of her cleep, dark past.

But she could hear him. She could smell his breath. It made her cringe. Stepping
backwards , she tore her kimono off and brushed her paws over her £ur, rapi(ﬂy, like she
needed to brush something away. It was almost as if his paws were all over her again, and

she tried to scrub the £eeling off.
Again, she could hear footsteps behind her. Was that her bedroom door she could hear

opening? She spun around again to face in that direction. No...no it was s’ciﬂ closed. It

£elt lilze someone ran a paw over 1161' 198.01?.

Lig Zag bolted towards the bathroom. Halfway across the living—room, she forced
herself to stop. She swallowed and grit’ced her teeth.

"Think rationaﬂy. Tonya isn't ’chere, anymore. There's just Zig Zag," she said to herself,

almos’c growling. "You won. You beat him. He's gone and he can't hur’c you anymore."

She piclzed up her glass again and sipped the wine. Then she headed into the bathroom
to wash the cold film of sweat that was coating her, off her Lody.

"T love you, Tonya..." the voice w}lispered.

"No you didn't," Zig Za answered, aloud. "James loves me. You never even knew what
y ’ g g ’

’che WOI‘Cl meant."

The voice drowned in the heat of the bathtub. Zig Zag relaxecl, remincling herself to be

careful not to let her mind wander in that direction again.

#H#H#

"Mr. Biggleswor’ch-Far’chington von Salzl)urg the Third," a middle aged rabbit said "I

must regret£uuy inform you ’cha’c [ am here to comple’ce Jche peace negotiations on ]:)eljalf
of the Fuscata syndicate."



Theodore raised an eyelorow. "I was under the impression that Fuscata-san would join

me, himself," he said.

"That will not be possil)le, Mr. Biggleswor’ch-Far’ching’con von Salzl)urg the
Third...unless you have a way of communicating with the dead."

Roxanne gasped. Theodore remained in control of his emotions and nodded. "I see.

How did Fuscata-san die?" he asked.

"He was dishonored ]oy the failure to overcome a simple gaijin, and his farnily has
suffered loss of face. He redeemed his family's honor ]oy talzing his own life a little over
an hour ago. He committed 'seppuleu', as honor dictated. I know t}lis, since I stood as his
second cluring the ritual," the rabbit said, calmly.

"[ see," Theodore said, evenly. "And you are empowered to make peace?"
"No. I am not," the rabbit answered.
"Then I do not see what we are wasting time here for," Theodore said and got up.

The rabbit raised a paw and calmly beckoned for Theodore to take a seat again. "l am,
however, empowerecl to make a substantial business proposal, Mr. Biggleswort}l—

Farthington von Salz]ourg the Third."

Theodore stopped and looked at the rabbit. The smaH, almost shriveled £ur, looked as if
he'd break apart if Theodore proclclecl him £orce£uﬂy. But he spolze with tremendous
authori’cy. [t fascinated the bronco and he nodded.

"Spealz then. Make it worth my while to listen," he said.

"We will supply you with narcotics at favorable prices. We know the prices of your own
produc’cion facilities and we can match them and still make a nice proﬁt. You will be able
to li’ceraﬂy drown Denver...indeed all of Colorado in narcotics , if you wish. And you will
be able to sell your own produce to others at higher prices for distribution in

y p gher p
cligerent...areas," the rabbit said and took out some paperworle. "I have the details for you
here. Please, do look at it. T am sure you will find it to be favorable for everyone."

Theodore took the paperworle and looked at it. He narrowed his eyes and looked at the
rabbit. "The Yakuza never...cver gives anything away for free. What's the catch?"

"There is none. You do not get it for free. You pay for the goods, like every other fur

WOulCL Tl’llS way we rnalee momney on Denver, ancl you malee money on Denver, MI‘.



Biggleswor’ch-Far’chington von Salzburg the Third. As you can see, we simply require
that half of what you sell comes from us."

"Twenty five percent," Theodore sai(l, col(ﬂy.

"Mr. Biggleswor’ch-Far’chington von Salzl)urg the Third...do not be unreasonable. You
know we can't possi}oly accept such terms," the rabbit said, calmly.

"Twenty percent. And that is my final offer."

The rabbit blinked. "N orrnaﬂy, that is not how one haggles, Mr. Biggleswor’ch—
Farthington von Salz]ourg the Third. It is unsound business."

"Fifteen percent then, since you won't listen to final offers. And if you find this one
unaccepta]ole, you can get nothing wha’csoever, and I'll make sure any Japanese gangster
in Denver is sent back to you in £i{‘ty separate paclzages. Am 1 malzing myself very clear?"
Theodore said and put the paperworlz down.

The rabbit nodded and corrected his tie. "We have underestimated you, Mr.
Biggleswor’ch-Far’chington von Salsburg the Third," he said and got to his fee’c, bowing
stifﬂy. "Fifteen percent is most acceptalale."

Theodore nodded and looked at Roxanne. "I believe we are done here, my dear," he said
and held out a paw to her. He looked over his shoulder. "Extend my condolences to
Fuscata-sans family."

With that he left.

Roxanne 100126(1 at him as Jchey Waﬂzed down Jche haﬂway. ”Tha’c was an impressive
gam]:)le, Theodore. ['ve seen card players bluff Witl’l a bad paw, but ['ve never seen anyone
gaml)le without a single card to play."

Theodore smiled grimly. "Do you think tlzey had any more cards to gamble?"

"I don't know. What about the prisoners? Those three femmes and their young that
Heinrich Lrough’c back from the raid?" Roxanne asked.

"They’” be returned to the Yakuza. Fuscata made a critical error in underestimating
how many furs I could muster in two Weelzs. And he made another error in laelieving that

his ambush was going to work. Arrogance doesn't work in this line of I)usiness,"
going g

Theodore said.



Roxanne nodded. "How very true..." she said, thought{*uﬂy. She had a nagging feeling

’cha’c their problems weren't over yet.



