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I.VIlI — How to drape a toga

"Zig Zag! | need a word with you..." Marvin's voice rang out across the studio.

Lig Zag turned around and looked at the ]oaclger with a smile and a nod. She put the

papers she'd been going over down.
"Sure. Are you reacly to go?"

"I am. I'll head off as soon as we're done here. But I need you to go talk to Esteban.
He's Waﬂeing around like he's £orgot’cen his head at home. I think there's something reaﬂy
wrong with the fur."

"Is it that bad?" Zig Zag aslzed, frowning.

"Yohni's been proclding him for twenty minutes with all kinds of comments and he
hasn't whined and said we should "seeve the lobo a break" yet. Also , he acciclentauy
piclzecl my mug out of the cup]ooarcl in the common room and he didn't notice..." Marvin

Said, concerned.
"Olzay, that's bad!"

"That's what I'm saying. Could you go and have a word with him?"



Zig Zag nodded and scra’cches her neck. "Of course. | Wonder What could make him act
like that. Do you know if he and Jean are having pro]:)lems?"

"T don't think so. I'm sure he'd be a sobbing wreck in a corner if that was the case. You
know how ba(ﬂy in love with that vixen he is. No...I think this is something else.
Anyway, you go talk to him and T'll get going."

Zig Zag took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. "Never a dull moment..." she mumbled

and headecl ’cowards the common room.

She nodded to Sabrina on the way. The other skunk was ]ousy behind the computer,
1ooleing like she was cleeply engrossecl in something. Pro]oaloly the convention—ma’cerial,
Zig Zag told herself. Then she pus}lecl the door open and entered the common room.
Esteban was sitting Jchere, nursing a mug of coffee. Marvin's mug. It wasn't steaming

anymore.
"Esteban..." Zig Zag said in a quiet, soft tone of voice.

The wolf looked up and managecl to put a smile on his face. "Hola je£a. How ees life

treateeng the most amazeeng skunk een the world toclay?"

"T don't know. If you meet her, tell me," Zig Zag said with a chuckle and instantly
regrettecl it when she saw the way it made Esteban's face fall.

"T deedn't...I'm sorree..." he loegan.

"Whoa...whoa, easy, Lobo. I'm only 12idding. What's up with you? Marvin said you're
Waﬂzing around like you £orgo’c your head at home," Zig Zag said and sat down next to
the wolf, putting a frien(ﬂy paw on his shoulder.

Esteban sig}lecl and put the mug down. "I got a p}lonecau yesterclay, Boss..."

"What was it about? Somehow, [ think we've had a lot of nasty experiences come our
way 1a’cely," Zig Zag sai(l, squeezing Esteban's shoulder.

"It was my madre...’chey found Raimundo...he'd put a bullet through hees head and left
a note about how he couldn't 1eeve Wee’ch the shame..."

Zig Zag just blinked rapi(ﬂy and sat up straigh’c. "Oh my Goc]...EsteLan...please, allow

me to extend my condolences!"

The wolf put his face in his paws and rested his elbows on his knees. "Gracias, jefa...but
you lznow Wha’c Jche worst part of eet ees? | olon"c £eel aneetlzeeng. [ can't grieve for hees



death. He was a cruel fur, and he treated me badlee all my life. He treated Jean
La(ﬂee...my madre too. But I deed not mean for thees to happen..."

"No one ever means for some’ching mze ’cha’c to happen. You mustn't ]:)lame yourself. He
made his choice himself. It isn't your fault..." Zig Zag said, trying to make her head stop

spinning.

"T know...bu’c [ can't lze/p aslzeeng myseH cef 1 could've done sometheeng to prevent eet.
I asked when the funeral was goeeng to be. Madre said that she'd take care of eet and she

deedn't expect me to come home for eet. I theenk she just wants eet over weeth herself..."

"You said he couldn't live with the shame, accorcling to his note. What shame?" Zig
Zag asleecl.

The wolf shrugged and looked back up. "Me. Jean. Get’ceeng thrown out by hees own

Wi£e Lecause she couldn't accept hees machismo aneemore."

"Oh...I see. Can I be Muntly honest with you, Esteban?"
"Please...."
"Your father was not a good fur. In £act, ['m wiﬂing to say he was a damned idiot."

"[ 1enow, Boss...I know. But thank you. ['m sorree for acteeng beside myseH. I'l be
better een a moment. Bet helpecl to tell someone..." Esteban said and smiled wealzly.

"Haven't you told Jean yet?" Zig Zag asked and tilted her head to the side.

"I haven't seen her yet, seence I got the call. T don't want to say Some’cheeng like that
over the phone."

Zig Zag nodded. "That is understandable. She'll be here in a Li’c, though. She's going to
help us out with the latest armors. Take a bit to talk to her about this , olzay?"

"Boss...there ees sometheeng else I'd like to talk to you about..." Esteban said, quie’cly.

Zig Zag nodded and leaned back in her seat. "Of course. I'm rig}lt here. Go ahead," she
said and smiled.

"[ can't go on worlzeeng here. You know that. When Jean ees all done, ['m goeeng to be

a one-veexen lO]ﬁ)O. . ."



"I know. I've been expecting you to come to me with this for a while. And I know you've
been worried about how I'd react. Es’ce]oan, I just want you and her to be happy, alrigh’c?
['m hardly going to put up a fuss because one of my employees goes out and finds love."

Esteban nodded and looked slightly more at ease at that. "Gracias. Eef...cef you have
some other job here, though...behind the camera, I'd be veree happee to 12eep Worleeeng

£OI‘ you, even ata l’l’luC}I 1OW61‘ Wage. You're the ]DGSt employer anee £ur COulCl asle £OI‘."

"Thank you for saying that. I'll cer’cainly 1eeep it in mind," Lig Zag said with a wide,
grate£u1 smile. "Now, you'(l better wash Marvin's cup before he decides to take matters

into his own paws," she winked.

The look on Esteban's face as he realized what mug he'd been drinlzing from was
priceless. "Qh no...ees he goeeng to tackle me?" he aslzed Wi’ch a Whine in his voice.

"That'll be the bigges’c tackle of all time then. He's headed for Virginia to scout a
location for our outdoor shoo’cing. If he can tackle you from Jchere, I'll dare say he
deserves a prize," Zig Zag grinnecl.

Esteban nodded and couldn't help a grin. "Maybee I'l use hees mug a few more times
while he's gone then," he said conspira’coriaﬂy.

"Be nice, Esteban..."
"I'm always nice, Boss. Just ask Jean!"

"She's your girlfriend. She doesn't count," Zig Zag 1aughed and got to her feet. "T1l see

you in the studio in a few minutes Jchen, olzay?”

"Absolutelee. Be right there, je£a."

Zig Zag headed back out of the common room and closed the door behind her. She
looked at her paws and sighed. They were shalzing sligh’cly. There had been enough bad
things going on 1ate1y. She was reaﬂy 1ooleing forward to the convention now. Somet}ling
fun and relaxing for once. Signing T-shirts and loocly parts sounded more or less like

heaven compare(l to all that's happened in the space of just a few months. She looked
over at Sabrina and shook her head.

"Have you ever fel’c 1i126 you're par’c O£ a soap-opera, Sabrina?"

"Not rea”y, Zig. 1 frequently feel like I'm part of a comic-strip though, with all the
1aughs that go on at my expense around here," the other skunk answered with a crooked

grin.



Zig Zag Squin’ced at that and pondered. "T see your poin’c..." she finauy said and headed
back to the studio.

#H#H#

Jean stretched and looked at Gabrielle next to her. They were headed towards the
studio , but the traffic was awful and driving was starting to look like a bad idea.

"We'd have been there Ly now if we'd Wauzecl," the bronco grurn]oled.

"Relax. It's not a problem. N othing's going to start until 1 get there anyway," Jean said

with a grin.
"Qooh you're sounding full of yourself today,” Gabrielle grinnecl.

ean swat’ced her ﬂiends shoulder and gigsled. "You 12now What I mean. Un’cil [ put
J gigg p
those armors together correctly, they're going to be unable to start."

"Tha’c's true at least. I hope mine is in there this time. | can't wait to see Wha’c I'll end
up 1ooleing like," Gabrielle said and smiled widely.

"You're like a kid on Halloween sometimes , Galal:)y."
"So? I'm just a big foal inside."
"I'm SO not going to comment on that!" Jean said with a 1aug11.

Gabrielle just whistled innocently. There was an opening in the traffic and she put the
hoof down on the gas pedal. A few minutes later, the studio came up ahead. She changed
lanes and turned onto the parlzing lot With a look on the dashl)oard clock.

"Amazing. We're only five minutes late."
Jean smiled. "Not too bad. We did leave home in good time too."
"Damned traffic..." Gabrielle grumblecl and got out.

T}ley hurried inside and through the 10]3]3y with just a wave and "goocl morning" to
Sabrina on the way to the studio.

Gabrielle pushed the doors open and looked around for Zig Zag. "Sorry about the delay.
The traffic was ]oloocly murder today," she apologizecl.



"No pro]:)lem," Zig Zag said with a shrug. "[ experienced it myseH, coming in. It's been
like that all morning. You'd think there's something important going on."

Jean had already turned to the large crate. Her tail was wagging. 'Is that it?" she asked
and looked at Lig Zag.

"Sure. Knock yourseH out," Zig Zag grinned. ”Qh, and we figured out how to drape a
toga. That is to say 1 figured it out. Michael is still Whining about it."

Jean sniggered and looked into the crate. "Heeey...neat. This all looks reaﬂy goocl.
Oleay, let's get it onto a table."

#A#

Miriam's apartment looked like someone was moving out. Boxes everywllere, ]aeing
filled with stuff. Emma and LiZZy were there, helping out. Music was streaming from a
boombox. The mood in the apartment was high and occasionaﬂy siﬂy.

"T have to say...you're not rig}lt in your red head, Miriam. Moving to Columbus??
Because of a male? You've got to be out of your mind," LiZZy chuckled and put a couple

of books in a Lig cardboard box, already filled with clothes.

"I know, but...Fox is special and I think this is going to be the real deal. I didn't know
he was Jean's ’cherapist though. I'm a little worried if that's unethical or something. But

on the other paw, ['m sure he didn't know about Jean either."

Emma looked up from wrapping china in old newspapers and blinked. "You mean to

say you haven't mentioned her to him?" she asked.

"I haven't. I don't go around spreading her condition to the whole World, Emma. You
should know Le’cter," Miriam said and shruggecl.

"Ohh...I guess | can see what you mean. | just figurecl you'cl have talked to him about

your friends..." Emma answered and shruggecl.

"I do. But I don't give out details like that. For all he knows A have a great friend called
Jean, whom he hasn't met yet,” the vixen said with a shrug. "I really didn't know he was
her therapis’c."

LiZZy nodded and scratched her neck. "Actuaﬂy, [ don't think it's a prol)lem anymore,

Miriam..."

"Why's that?"



"Remember that Jean is laasicaﬂy done with her ’cherapy. They've agreed she's getting
surgery. There's no conflict of interest at this time and since no one KNEW about this
mixup from the start, there's never been a situation where he's had to consider if he was
acting une’chicaﬂy,” the doe said and smiled croolze(ﬂy.

"You're righ’c. That's a relief to lznow," Miriam said and exhaled.

The other two realized that it had been Weighing pretty heavily on the vixen's mind.
Emma looked at Lizzy and nodded, then headed into the kitchen to make a pot of coffee.

Lizzy scratched her neck again and headed over to give Miriam's shoulder a squeeze.
"Hey, are you alrig}lt?" she asked.
"Yeah, I'm fine. It's a little odd moving, though. It always is."

"Don't worry about it. You'll still see us for classes and I guess we'll just have to use my
pad to hang out in ins’cead of yours. The SNF isn't going to end just because you move

out of town, rest assured.”

"Thank you," Miriam said, so{‘tly. "I reaﬂy think I'm fortunate. I mean...I have friends
like you and Emma, and like Jean. REAL friends."

Lizzy nodded and squeezecl the vixen's shoulder again. "You know...a few years ago, |
!

knew a re{‘ugee. Very nice fur, reauy. Palestinian...stateless, you know the dxill...!

"Why am | not Surprised that you of all furs 12now someone like that?" Miriam
chuckled. "Go on."

"He was a wise fur in many ways. He told me...a parable, I suppose you could call it.

About What a friend is. It's very harsh but so was life in Chal)ra and Shatila."
"What are tho...ohh....those were refugee camps, weren't they?"

"They still are," Lizzy saicl, clarlely. "Nasty places. Anyway...let me tell you what he
said."

Miriam noclcled ancl sat clown. Emma came loaclz out of t}le 1ei’cchen ancl sat down as
well. Lizzy cleared her throat and leaned against the table, £olding her arms across her
ches’c.

"First you have to pull the head off a chicken. This is important. You have to do that
first of all, because you mustn't lie. Then you call everyone you know. Not just your



friends or £amily. Everyone. And you say "T have taken a life. I have killed..." but you
don't say WHAT you have killed. That way, you don't lie..." she began.

The other two nodded, paying attention.

"After you do tha’c, you wait," Lizzy explained. "After a While, you will realize that
everyone you called reacts di££erently. Some furs will stay away entirely. You don't know
them. You don't WANT to know them. They're not worth your time and effort. Others
will come to your house, but stay on the opposite sidewaﬂe, w}lispering and 1ooleing across
the street with wide eyes. They'u say "Loolz, there lives a killer and we KNOW her!" and
those you may one day consider aquaintances if you work on it...if you want to. But

Jchey’re not your friends."

Emma blinked and nodded again, clearly understanding the principle. Miriam looked
very ’choughtlr?ul.

Lizzy continued a moment later, smiling croolze(ﬂy. "The last ones...just a few furs...will
come to your fron’c door and ring the I)ell. They'll carry a gun and a bag. They’ﬂ give you
the ]oag and say 'Here, it is all my wealth. All T own. I don't know what you need it for,
or how you will use. But it is yours," and then t}ley will give you the gun, and say "This is
my gun. | don't know how you're going to use it. But it is yours if you need it". Finaﬂy,
’chey’ﬂ spread their arms to the side and say "Here I am. I will die for you. [ am your
friend". And those are the ones you can truly rely on..."

Emma cleared her throat and blinked. "Tha’c's...very harsh.”

"I think if you’d lived a few months in Chabra, you’d think it was very ap’c..." Lizzy said.
"My friend had lived there for most of his life."

Miriam nodded. "I think that if you moclify that to life in the United States, the
principle is still very goocl. [t means that your friends are there for you, without
hesitation or reservation. They'u back you up, help you and support you when you need,

even if you're in trouble. Even if it means rislzing somet}ling themselves."

"Bingo," Lizzy said and nodded to Miriam. "I know for a fact that I have very few
friends. Most of the furs we go to classes with think I'm a rabid political radical. [
suppose | am in some ways. They think I'm force£ul, Lrash, even rude. They never take

Jche time to get to 12now me. You do. You 12now there's more to me Jchan meets the eye..."

Emma nodded. "Oh, I can agree with that. I think that's something we can all

recognize in fact."



Miriam smiie(i a little and looked at her paws. "Here [ am. | Wiii die for you. [ am your
irien(i," she sai(i, and looked at the other two in turn.

Emma smiled and leaned over, giving her friend a iong , tigiit iiug.
HH#H

Jean looked at her own work criticaiiy and nodded. Beside iier, Lig Zag was s’canciing
with her arms folded across her bosom. She nodded as well. Yohni was ieaning against
the sieuniz, nodcling. Gabrielle was nocl(iing too, a iinger tapping her chin. In iact, the
oniy one not nodding was Michael.

The ferret looked iiorrii)iy worried. "I can't wear this. It'l fall off!!" he whined.

"As if your clothes iaiiing off has ever worried you ]oefore...ileiiooooo, look at where
you're Worizing, i)uggo...” Gabrielle sai(i, (iea(ipan.

"Yeah but this is different!" Michael mumbled and looked sour.

"It won't fall off. And even if it does , you're wearing the tunic underneath. Don't look
so gium. You're wearing a lot more than those piaying the parts of the actual giaciiators.
Look at what Esteban will be wearing?" Jean said and smiled crooieecuy.

"Hey, don't start, vixen. You told him to make sure he could ioring that home from
time to time," Zig Zag said with a look askance.

"I never said I was complaining. ['ve got the singie most gorgeous Loyirienci in
Coium]:)us...(io you seriously think I'm going to compiain about iiaving him running

around the apartment in a loincloth and not much eise, at my beck and call?"

"And if anyone ever wondered if Jean reaiiy is a femme at heart...I think we just saw the
definite prooi of it..." Yohni giggieci. "Good one, dear."

"Just make sure he uses i‘ur—conditioner," Zig Zag chuckled. "He'll be softer. But I think
he aiways does anyway."

"He does. I know first paw..." Yohni grinneci. Then blanched and hurried to look at

Jean as if to see how that comment was received.

Jean just nodded and smiled. "No proi)iem. You know what I think about him worieing

here..."

"T'd like to protest!" Michael grumi)ieci. "I'm just as good iooizing as he is."



There was a note of jest in his voice though. The ferret lifted his arms to level with his
shoulders to test if the toga fell off. It didn't. He smiled in surprise.

"You know what the truly remarkable thing about togas is, Zig Zag?” ]ean said, off paw.
"No...but I'm sure you're able to tell me," the skunk answered with a grin.

"There were many, many different ways to drape it. Some slaves were speciaﬂy trained
for it. That was their special skill. To help a gentle£ur of stature... signiﬁcant Romans...to
get dressed properly for important situations."

"You clon't say? Perhaps we s}loulcl have Michael clo some homeworle on t}le other
met}locls, so he cloesn't have to 10012 the same in every single scene?"

"TQUIT!H!" the ferret shouted and lifted his arms , before 1aughing out loud. "Tust
leidding, but I'm having enough trouble with this method."

"It's the simplest one, Michael.. for that era," Jean poin’ced out.

Gabrielle looked at the vixen. "I thought you said you didn't know how to drape a
toga?"

"...Gabl)y...you've lived with me for years. You've known me most of your life. And you
stand ’chere, right as rain, saying that once someone points out some’ching I don't know

about history...Rome in particular...you are surprisecl that go out and actuaﬂy FIND
OUT??" Jean asked.

Gabrielle grimaced and shook a paw rapic”y in front of herself. "Ouch. Touché. Pinned
to the wall."

"On to a more serious note..." Zig Zag started "...perhaps we should get those armors
fitted on Gabrielle and Wanda in particular?"

Jean nodded. "Wanda isn't here yet though..." she said and looked around.

"Oh, she is...she's doing a p}loto—series with Mark. I think she'll be here in a matter of
minutes," Zig Zag said and looked at Gabrielle.

The bronco nodded. "We can start With me until she gets here. 1 saw the items you
piclzed out of the crate before. I'll look clangerous!"

"That is the general idea, I thinlz, dear..." Yohni said, deadpan.



"Hey, what IS this anyway? Piclz-on-’che-l)ronco-day?" Gabrielle grinned. "I MEANT
I'l look cool."

Jean grinned and nodded, getting the various pieces of armor. She looked up as Esteban
entered the studio. She noted he looked tirecl, but waved him over anyway.

The maned WOH Visil)ly livened up at seeing the vixen in the room. He came over and

lzissed her muzzle gently. "Hola chica. I need to taﬂz to you When we're done here today."

] . . "
. y .
"Good. I was hopmg I could come with you when you go home Jean answered

Esteban nodded and looked at Gabrielle. "I theenk that's a good idea. Geeve her and

Yohni some time alone, no?"

"It's only been a few days since we had a whole weele, but the offer is clefinitely
apprecia’ced. I'm sure we'll find a way to pass the evening ! Gabrielle said and grinned.

Esteban nodded again and watched quie’cly as Jean started getting her roomie dressed up

in her armor.

"How 1ong until the convention ]oy the way?" Gabrielle asked a moment later and tried

moving a bit with the armor on. It was not uncomfortable.

"Six weeks tomorrow," Zig Zag answered. "We're in goocl time. We'll have some raw

scenes to ]oring, and a few edited ones, for teasers. Nothing major of course."
"Itll be fun!" Yohni exclaimed and smiled wiclely. "Are you coming too, Jean?"

"To a porn convention?? You're not serious. I'd be mistaken for a red vixen constantly,

on account of my blush."
"Point taken. Besides, you've got your classes to deal With, [ take it."
"No. It1l be in the middle of the holidays, but no matter. I'd rather not," Jean said.

"That's understandable. I'd like you to come along t}lough, Jean..." Zig Zag said. "l

mean, you're the script writer and I might actuaﬂy need you there."

"Hmm...can [ Lring some friends?" Jean asked.

"How many?" the slzunlz asleed.

"Three. Lizzy, Emma and Miriam. I'd feel safer and I know that while Emma would
probably be blushing as much and as often as me, Lizzy will have an absolute blast there."



"Sure. I think that's possil)le, if they wouldn't mind helping out with setting up the
stalls and suchlike."

"I'll ask them. Thank you, Zig " Jean said and looked relieved.
HH#H

Esteban opened the door to his apartment and steppecl inside. Jean followed right
behind him. She brushed a paw over her Loyfriencls arm and looked up at him with

concern on her face.
"You've been very quiet all the way home. Is something wrong, Esteban?" she asked.

"Si...and...at the same time, no. Eet's just that got a p}lonecaﬂ yesterclay, from

maclre. "

"Oh...is she olzay?" ]ean asked.

"She ees. But...] reallee have to talk to you about Jchees. Let's go and seet down and Tl
get you a cup of tea," the wolf said.

Jean sat down and waited in the living room.

Esteban headed into the kitchen and rurnmagecl around for a while. He didn't know
how to break the news to Jean that his father had shot himself. He wasn't sure if she'd
blame herself somehow. He rubbed his face. A bit of peace and quiet would be good for a
change. Everything had been so hectic 1ately. He waited for the water to l’)Oil, then
poured it on the tealeaves and ]:)rought the pot and two mugs into the 1iving room.

"Chica...I know you never had much chance to get to talk to Raimundo..." he ]oegan.

"Tha’c's an understa’cement. He wasn't exactly the sort o£ £ur I'd spend a lot of time

on..." Jean said.
Esteban nodded and sat down next to her. "No. Me neither..." he said and sighecl.
"What happenecl?" Jean aslzed, realization starting to dawn on her.

"l might as well say thees as eet ees. Raimundo was found een a hotel room a couple of
days ago. He'd put a bullet through hees head and left a note sayeeng he couldn't leeve
weeth the shame aneemore," Esteban said and sighed. He was ready to say some’ching

more 1n case the vixen began to crumble.



Her reaction surprisecl him. Instead of £aﬂing apart, she nodded, slowly, and put her
arms around him, pulling his head down against her chest. "I am sorry for your loss.

Even if he was full of himself and a bad father...he was still your father."

Esteban swallowed. For the first time he realized he'd been so worried about Jean's
reaction that he hadn't allowed himself to react yet. His shoulders Legan to ’cremble, and

moments later he was weeping against the vixens shoulder.

"I'm right here, Love. I'm not going anywhere..." Jean Whispered, running her fingers
through Estebans mane and stroleing his back.

He couldn't answer. A lifetime of emotion was hitting Esteban £uuy in the face.

And all he could do was cry.



