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1.X1I - Quotlz the raven ...

Evermore

Esteban woke up. He tried to stretch, but he felt stiff. He'd have to soak in the bathtub
for a whole hour before he'd be able to move his limbs properly again, he ’choug}lt. That
was olzay. He felt like inviting a certain vixen to join him in the tul), but that was
probably pushing her limits a little too £ar, still.

He rolled over on the side and, with great digicul’cy and considerable pains, swung his
legs over the side of the bed, sitting up. Rafe was a better stage fighter than he. No
wonder he could count his muscles ]oy counting the aches. He rubbed his neck and
scratched his mane, getting up.

He looked across the 1iving room. The door to Rafe's room was still closed. He felt
pretty sure the }Jigger wolf had Lrought a femme with him last night when he came back

to Jche room.

Esteban chuckled. Those clays were definitely over for him, and quite franlely, he didn't
miss them. He grabbed a towel and Wrappecl it around himself, heading into the
bathroom to hopefully reconnect with his muscles. It'd be a long day Jcoday as well.



The water Washed away the last of the fuss left over on his brain. This was cer’cainly a
different kind of convention, compared to what he'd attended before. The aches and
pains started to fade as well. Somewhere in the 1iving room, someone was moving
around. Es’cel)an smile(l and realizecl Ra£e had gotten up as WeH. He'd better hurry so the
o’cher WOH could get to Jche La’chroom.

Turning off the water, he stepped out and wringecl his mane. Then he flicked on the fur
clryer, and enjoyecl the sensation of warm air Mowing over him, rufﬂing him. He'd
probably end up 1ooleing like a French poocﬂe, he realized. At least until he brushed the

mane ]3&012 ClOWl’l.

He allowed himself a few minutes 1onger than was stric’cly necessary, enjoying the
sensation of drying up fast. Then he Wrapped the towel around himself again and headed
back into the 1iving room. Rafe was up. He looked like he needed another two hours of
Sleep, but at least he was ambulatory.

"So, how deed last night go?" Bsteban aslzecl, grinning Wiclely.

"Ow," was the only answer.
"OWQ"

"Yeah...have you ever brought home a femme...this reaﬂy beautiful little num})er, after
Spending hours ﬂa’ctering her on her looks...and then you realize that her idea of a good
time involves spurs and a lauﬂwhip?" Rafe saicl, loolzing miserable.

Esteban shook his head. "I can't say [ have tried tlzat, no. Not off screen aneeway. I

deedn"c hear any noises £rom your room though..."

"Then you must've been comatose, Esteban. Ye gods...ow ow ow..."

The maned wolf tried to 12eep a straight and sympathe’cic face. His friend reaﬂy looked
like he was in some amount of pain. "W}ly deedn't you tell her you weren't een the mood

for that?" he asked.
"Who said I wasn't?" Rafe aslzed, innocently.

"Then you made your own Lecl, compaclre. Lay een eet," Esteban grinnecl. "Go take a
bath and loosen up some, at least."

Rafe nodded pa’cheticaﬂy and headed into the bathroom at a shufﬂing pace.

Es’cel)an went to get dressed.



#H#H#

Zig Zag was sitting at a table in the restaurant, having some breakfast. She looked at
the pla’ce in front of her, and then to the table next to her. An obese feline was s’cuging
food in his mouth so fast it nearly nauseated the skunk.

She shuddered and tried to concentrate on her own meal. Tt wasn't easy. The sounds
from the table beside her were quite penetrating. She sighed and felt close to giving up on
breakfast at all. She put her face in her paws. Deep clown, something told her this was
going to be one of those clays.

Someone sat down opposite from her and she looked up to see Marvin. The ]oadger
looked Well rested. He was wearing a muscle shir’c With the company 1ogo on. Rhonda

would have been all over him if she'd been there, Zig Zag realized.
"Good morning, Zig..." the badger started.
"No it isn't..." Zig Zag answered and shook her head.
Marvin blinked and tilted his head to the side. "What's wrong with you, my friend? You

look miserable."

"A bad night and franlzly ['m losing my appetite because of that feline next to us..." Zig

Zag said, lowering her voice and leaning over the table.

Marvin looked. His face twisted for a moment in revulsion and he nodded. "I see Wha’c

n
you mean.

"I mean...what happened to table manners?" Zig Zag said and shmgged. "And having to
face down the protesters too, going to the convention hall this morning reaﬂy isn't my
idea of a goocl morning, you know. We can't expect Gabrielle to come up with a stunt

like she did yes’cerday one more time."

"...even thoug}l that'll 12eep me 1aughing until Christmas ," Marvin chuckled. "That
femme has a]osolu’cely zilch inhibitions."

"Valuable trait in her line of Worlz," Zig Zag said with a smug look on her face, "[ just
can't stomach another brush with religious zealots righ’c now."

Marvin sighed, deeply. Zig Zag realized he looked dejec’cecl.

"I know what you mean..." he said. "I consider myseH a reasonably good Christian. I go
to church...even if it's not all that often, I believe in God, and I take the hible seriously



in as far as it's a valuable book for lessons in ethics and morals, even if some passages are
rather outdated. But I don't go around slamming it into other furs' faces like that. I

think t}ley misunderstood something quite essential."
"T never realized you were a believer, Marvin? How long have I known you for now...7"

"Years, Zig. And no , you pro]:)al)ly didn't. Because I don't go around ﬂaunting it all the
time. Those furs in the piclzet line over ’chere...they really haven't understood the basic
principle," the }Jadger said with a shrug.

"I think you're proba]oly right. I did notice that you knew what that Bible passage was
about immeclia’cely. I had been meaning to ask..." Lig Zag said and sippecl her coffee.

"Now you know. It's always been one of my favourite passages. The bi issue, to me, is
y y y p g g

that the crowd Christ addressed, had the courtesy to sneak off after he said that. The
ones out there? They just shou’ced even louder leen Gabrieﬂe poin’ced it out."

"T ’chinlz tha’c was Lecause of her seconcl stunt."

Marvin nodded and poureol himself a cup of tea. "I miss my mug...these coffee cups
]oarely hold a gulp," he muttered.

"That's because you've got a big mouth, my friend," Zig Zag said and grinned.
"HEY!"

Zig Zag just looked innocent and went back to eating.

#H#H#

The fur looked at the clock. Second clay of the convention. Today...he'd get it done.
He'd find her. There was no doubt about it. The first day had been too stressed. Too
many furs who were there for the opening. It'd proloa]oly be the same on the final clay
where all those who wanted to go but hadn't gotten around to it yet, realized it was their

las’c chance.

Toclay or tomorrow were his only chances. And he wasn't going to wait until tomorrow.
He'd find a way to get to her today.

Then t}lings would be as Jchey should. He'd waited 1ong enough for it. He looked at the
pho’cograph in his paw again and smiled. He'd recognize her anywhere, of course. This

plcture was an older one, anyway.



He ran a paw through his hair and looleed up at ’che entrance to the convention center.

Apar’c from the protesters, things looked quiet enough. Not nearly the same rush as they
clay before.

Good, he told himself. That was a good thing.
He adjus’ce(l his shirt and stepped through the doors.
#HH#H#

Miriam looked siclelong at Emma. Again and again, the mink had surprisecl her the day
before, and it just continued. Emma was a little Lright ray of helpfulness and smiles.
She'd even gotten out of her usual Laggy shirts and put on one of the ZZ-studios tank
tops.

The vixen smiled. [t was nice to see her friend ]:)eing more of an extrovert for a change.

Then she looked back to the fur coming up to her at the s’caﬂ.
"Yes sir? How may I help you?" s}le aslzecl.

"I'm just wondering when | mig}l’c see Zig Zag here...I'm hoping to get her autograp}l,"
the fur said and smiled politely.

"She's very ]ousy while we're here but I know she takes time to sign au’cograp}ls. If you
see her around the place, ]ay all means ask. She does take time to sit down and sign fora

Whole line occasionaﬂy."

"Well, if she's that busy I migh’c as well not add to the queue," the fur said and smiled
poli’cely. "1 see if I can't find her somewhere. What's she doing righ’c now?"

"Right now?" Miriam asked and looked in a timetable. "Right now she's at a business
meeting. She should be out in...ten minutes time. It's over there. You migh’c catch her as

she comes out?"

"Thank you, Miss...I'll defini’cely wait there,” the fur said and tipped an imaginary ha’c,
heading off.

Miriam smiled. "What a polite gentle£ur," she told herself and looked over at Emma
again. The mink was ﬂiclzing through a ca’calogue with a customer, loolzing for

Something.

Wanda opened the covers and Stepped into the booth. She was in full costume again.
"Hey there. How's work going toclay?" she asked Miriam.



"Very well. A lot less s’cressed than yes’cerday. I guess the Lig push is on the first day..."

"And on the last. You'd best be preparecl for it. It's worse on the last clay. But at least
you've gotten used to what it's all about then. Are you enjoying yourself here, anyway?"

"Very much,” Miriam said and smiled. "It's a lot of fun. Very nice furs, in fact. I just
helped a gentle£ur who wanted to see if he couldn't get Zig Zag's autograph. She hasn't
acted for a while and she's still a big hit."

"There is only one Zig Zag, Miriam..." Wanda said with a smile. "She's unique."

"I agree. | mean...when Jean came to me and said she was cloing that rewrite, [ nearly
had to picle up my jaw from the floor. I had all kinds of preconceivecl ideas about how you
all were. But you're all reaﬂy nice furs. I guess what Jean told me while I helped her find
the right books and so on in the library took the worst of my nervousness out of me."

"You helped her?" Wanda aslzed. "Have you told Zig Zag that?"

"No, no...not like that. You see, I'm not a Roman specialist. She loves an’ciquity...while
my interests lay in a different area. But it was while her arm was Lrolzen, you see. And
she couldn't lift the rnap—]oooles and so on. | just helpecl carry them to the table and look
up certain things."

"Sti”, Miriam...if you don't mincl, I'll make sure Lig Zag knows this. I don't think Jean
meant to omit your help in any way, don't get me wrong...but if you helped, you helped
and I know Zig Zag feels awful if she can't at least say properly thank you."

"Well...if you reaﬂy think so..." Miriam said with a little smile.
"T do. Now...have you seen Gabrielle ye’c?"

"Tf T have seen her? God...Wanda...that femme is like a fish in water here. Do you have
any IDEA how many furs ask for her?"

"[ can guess..." Wanda grinned. "Tt's the attitude. She comes across force£uuy, but in a
good way. And in this jol), it's a definite bonus. We all have our £ans, believe me. I've
signed at least ﬂf’cy T-shirts yesterday, and about as many anatomical parts. So did
Esteban and Rafe and all the others. But Gala]ay is...different. She's brash. She's "in your
face" and furs notice that. Beside, she probably did the best possible seH-promo’cion

yesterday morning. L

Miriam giggled and nodded. "Agreecl. If anyone here hadn't heard of Gabrielle Ryder,
Jchey deﬁni’cely did after that."



"You bet. Qh...hey, look..." Wanda said and pointed to the gigantic screen on the wall.
Zig Zag's face came up on the screen. She smiled. It was a live broadcast, clearly.
"Hello Jchere, ladies and gentle£urs of San Francisco!" she said.

The Laclzground noise o£ Jche convention center £aolecl no’ciceably as everyone turnecl

their attention to the screen.

"YESTERDAY, you had the opportunity to see some live acting from the upcoming
movie, Amat Victoria Curam, on the various stages around the center..." Lig Zag
continued. "Now...] want to treat you to something special. Would anyone here like to

see the first trailer for the movie?"
The roar nearly took the dome off the centre.

Zig Zag laughed on screen and nodded. "T'll take that as a yes then..." she said and
winked. "Then here you are. You're the first to see this...it hasn't been released anywljere

yet.

The trailer started. Miriam had to admit it looked epic. The camera worle was

impressive too.

Wanda grinned widely. "The other companies here reaﬂy...reaﬂy... rea//y hate us, you

know..." she said.
"W}ly?" Miriam asleecl, nonplussecl.

"Miriam, look at the screen. That's class. All they can show is sweat-movies. We're
Something else. And we're s’cealing all the attention. They might as WeH rename this
convention 'Z7Z. Studios Annual Convention' and be done with it."

Miriam nodded and smiled. "I see what you mean. Zig Zag does love center stage too,
doesn't she?"

"Don't tell anyone [ said t}lis, but I think that secre’cly, Lig Zag is slapping herself for
not giving herself a part in this movie. Not one that includes any sweat scenes. That she's
all done with. But I reaﬂy think she'd have liked to be back in front of the camera for

some of Jche more 1auda1)1e scenes in this one."

"Tt's her movie, Wanda...she's doing a damned good jol) at it too. She'll get all the
pul)lici’cy she could want for, from this."



"T know...bu’c it's Stin...ohhh...hey look at that..." Wanda said and poin’ced to the screen
again. "Did Sal)rina make that? On that little computer of hers? Nooo...must be some
CGI company."

"Probably."
Another fur came to the deslz and Miriam turned her attention back to that.

#A#

Zig Zag put down the microp}lone and smiled at the camera one last time. She flicked
her hair back and turned towards Jean.

"That went weﬂ, I thinlz," she said.

Jean winked and gave the skunk two thumbs up. "l think you just sold a few thousand

. "
copies...

"Let's hope so. You're 10012ing 1ess stressed out than yesterday too. Ge’cting used to the
meetings?" Zig Zag asked.

"Yeah, it's not too bad. Mostly [ just sit there and smile after all. The few questions I'm
asked are easily answered. Nothing to worry about. And if it's somet}ling financial, [ just
say | don't know about that part and refer them to you."

"That's good," Zig Zag said with a smile. "Then you won't mind ’caleing the next one on

your own?"
Jean Llinlzed and gawlzed. "Yo...whuh...aclz..." she Legan.

"Don't worry. It's With a company called 'Van Arnhem prin’cs'. They're going to mass
produce the covers and ’clje posters. Here...I wrote down some figures £or you. H Jcheir

offer exceeds this, say no. lry pushing them a little on the price. A dollar saved is a dollar
earnecl af’ter aH. You'u clo £ine. And YOU are the one Wl’lO 12nows w}la’c to PUT on the

posters. Sabrina alreaoly made the basics, after all
"Z1G...you're t}erWil’lg me to the mob here!" Jean protestecl.

"Nonsense. You'll do great, my friend. I'm confident that you’ﬂ do very well indeed.
Now...it's t}lroug}l that door in five minutes time and | rea”y can't make it. I have
somehow managed to double 1)0012, you see. Please? Do this for me?"

Jean sig}lecl and saggecl, but nodded. "T'll do my best."



"That's all T ask," Lig Zag said and pat’ced the vixens cheek.

Jean nodded and headed to the meeting. Zig Zag turned around and left the room as
well. She walked down the hallway towards the door to the main convention hall. She
smiled. Things were going ex’cremely well.

She opened the door and looked into the convention haﬂ, before entering. She could
see Gabrielle signing the back of a weasels T-shirt. And she could see Rafe and Esteban

clemonstrating stage ﬁghting in slo-mo for a couple of young males, 10012ing very

interested.
Yes. T}lings were going well.
"Hello Tonya..." a voice said, beside her.

Zig Zag felt the blood in her veins curl up and £reeZe to ice. She knew that voice. She
knew it only too well. She could hear footsteps. Thundering in her ears.

She turned her head and looked at the fur.
#HH#H#

Gabrielle grinnecl and put a swirl under her name for the weasel, before giving him back

his pen.
"There you go. Enjoy!" she said.

"THANK you, Miss Ryder. I've been hoping to get your autograph since yes’cerday,” he
said.

"Quite a few furs have told me that very thing..." the bronco said and winked.

She looked around and noticed Esteban and Rafe doing a sword-and-trident routine
very slowly for a few interested viewers. This was pro]oa]oly not what normaﬂy took place
at a porn convention...but t}len, Zig Zag had never been conventional, in the first place.
She headed towards the two canids to get a closer look.

Rafe finished his move and smiled. "Hey Gab]oy. How's life treating you?"
"Quite well. The showing of the trailer reaﬂy was a hit wasn't it?" Gabrielle said.

"Si. Eet was. Try loolzeeng over there?" Es’ceban said and discreetly poin’cecl.



Gabrielle looked in the direction Esteban wanted her to , and saw two stalls for other

companies. There were furs there, but not as many as the ’chrong clu’ctering up around

77 Studios' stall and tables.

"We have the best boss in the ]ousiness, guys...and if we ever needed proof of it...we have
it right there. What say you we have a drink after hours today? I'd like to bring a toast to

her, for one. I found my niche in life because she gave me a chance."

"I think that's a fine reason to have a drinlz," Rafe said and nodded. "Count me in. The
hotel has a great bar...I saw it yesterclay."

"T'd say you deed, amigo. You peecked up your femme there, I theenk."

Rafe looked panicky. "Don't mention her! I had JUST forgotten the ache..."
Esteban shook his head and chuckled.

"Where is Zig Zag anyway?" Gabrielle asked.

"She had a meeting to go to...with 'Van Arnhem prints'," Rafe said.

"No...no, no...she had a meeteeng, but eet was weeth 'Erotica Inc.', to get the order een
for the next batch of lubreecants and such..."

"Two meetings at once? | know she's talented, but that's impossi]ole even for Lig Zag..."
Gabrielle said. "Let's see if we can't find out what's going on..."

The two others nodded and followed her towards the meeting rooms. [t didn't take 1ong

to find a rather irate 1oolzing executive Leaver standing in a doorway.

"You three!" he said and pointed to the group. "Can you tell your Boss She has five

minutes to get here or I leave?"
"S i i f; here sh lves. You're with...?"
ure, sir...we were trying to rigure out where she was, ourselves. Youre with...!
"Erotica Inc.!, Darryl Oaleclarn," the beaver saicl, grum]oling.

"I see. We'll figure it out. She's managed to double book her meetings. Do you know
where 'Van Arnhem prints' have their meetings?" Rafe said, poli’cely.

"Down the hau to ’che 16{‘&. But I saw someone enter. [t wasn't her. It was a gray vixen.
But she was alone..." Darryl Oalzclam saicl.



Gabrielle blinked. "Jean? At a business meeting? Alone? Damned...now I have seen

everything. Pigs flying won't surprise me anymore."
rything. Figs tlying P y
"That's an insult to any swine pilots out there,” Rafe poin’ced out.

"You know what I mean, Rafe..." Gabrielle chuckled. "Anyway...tha’c means Zig Zag has

ac’cuauy missed a meeting. That malzes no sense. She's very punctual and diligent about

this kind of Jching..."

"Si...I've never heard of thees happeneeng before. When was the meeteeng supposed to
start, sefior?" Este]oan asked the beaver.

"Seven minutes ago..."

Gabrielle shook her head slowly and looked at the others. "Somet}ling's wrong..." she
said. "If she sent Jean to that meeting alone, she did it because she wanted to MAKE this
meeting herself. Sir, we'll figure this out. Please give us five minutes. If we can't find her,

we'll send Marvin...he's the major-domo. He can complete the deal too."

Darryl Qakdam nodded. He looked sligh’cly worried. Clearly the three furs in front of

him were concernecl.

Gabrielle looked at Rafe. "You run and find Marvin and ]oring him here irnmecliately,
Rafe...we can't let Mr. Qakdam wait any 1onger. Este]oan, you come with me. We'll go

and find Zig Zag."
"Gotcha..." Rafe said and bolted down the hallway, to find Marvin.

Esteban nodded too and headed off with Gabrielle. "What do you theenk has
happened?"

"T don't know, Esteban but...I just have a bad £eeling about this. Lig Zag is the kind of

fur Who goes to the 1avatory ten minutes Lefore a meeting to I)e sure she's ’chere on

. "
time...

n n
Lavatoree?

"Toilet. Sorry. Damned my upbringing," Gabrielle said, 12eeping her eyes focused ahead
of her. She was Waﬂzing so fast Esteban had to break into a slow jog to lzeep up.

"We should splee’c up out Jchere, amiga. We'd search the place twice as fast."”



"You're righ’c. We'll divide it. The half to the left when we enter, I'l take. You go righ’c.
She isn't hard to spot with those stripes. Meet back here in fifteen minutes if we haven't
found her. Then we'll get the others to help."

"Good idea," Esteban said and bit his hps. "You're reaﬂy worried aren't you? I mean,
she migh’c just ... "

Gabrielle broke him off. "Esteban...she's my FRIEND. She's more than my ]:)oss,
olzay? Lig Zag is a friend. And for her to not be at a business meeting about something
as vital in our business as /uéricant...you don't Seriously think she just forgot after
sending Jean to another meeting loy lzerse/][?"

"No. You're rig}lt. Oleay. Here we go," Esteban said and turned right once back into the

convention hall.

Gabrielle turned left and broke into a jog. She ducked left and righ’c, around furs
standing around. Occasionauy she stopped to ask if anyone had seen Zig Zag but no one
had.

Finaﬂy, she saw a known face. "ROWENA...Hey...over here. I need your help!” she
caﬂecl out.

The porcupine smiled Wiclely and came over. "Hey there. Glad to help. What can I do
for you?" she asked.

"Zig Zag's gone missing. We don't know where she is, and she was due at a meeting a

while ago. She didn't show up. That's NOT like her. Have you seen her?"

"Ac’cua”y...yeah. [ saw her and another skunk. They were heacling outside. She did look
a bit beside herself. Is something wrong?"

"Tell me...quiclzly, how did this skunk look?" she asked.

"Well...he was in his mid fifties...wore £airly plain clothes. Now that you mention it...[
think there was a slight resemblance except for the stripes. They had the same nose..."

Gabrieue felt icicles s’cab her spine. "You're certain of ’chis?" She aslzed. "What way did
Jchey go? What exit?"

"The one right over there..." Rowena saicl. Galarieﬂe had already broken into a run. Not a
jog this time, but a flat out sprint.



#H#H#

"Don't worry Tonya. [ won't harm you. I 1ove you. I'm your fa’cher, a£’cer aﬂ..." Jche £ur
said and looked at the striclzen Zig Zag next to him. They were heading across the
parlzing lot.

Zig Zag tried to answer. Her tongue wouldn't obey her. She wanted to extend her claws
and rip him to shreds. But something stoppecl her. In her mind, she was just twelve years
old again. It was night—time. And she could hear footsteps ]oy her door. Terror was
gripping her.

"Spealz to me!" her father said. "Say something. We have been apart for too 1ong. Don't
look so sad. You should be happy. Finaﬂy, things will be the way they’re meant to be

again."

"They..." Lig Zag Legan, but her voice faltered again and she couldn't finish her

sentence.

"YGS?"
"YOU. . ."

"Go on?" her father said.

"I don't want...to go with you..." she finaﬂy managecl to get out. "Let me go."

"Now, now...don't be si”y. Of course you're going with me. Things will be just like they

were When you were a C‘l’lll(], I love you, Tonya. Remem]:)er tha’c..."

Zig Zag felt her world spinning. All her nig}ltmares...aﬂ her fears...all her worst
fantasies were coming to life. They'd never find her. She'd never get out of this. She
couldn't ﬁght it. She tried again to force herself to extend her claws. To fight back. To do
SOMETHING. But she couldn't. She felt like her knees were filled with jeﬂy. There
were so many furs around. All she had to do was scream for help. But she couldn't. She
couldn't do anything. She knew it, that instant...how helpless she was. How little it all
mattered. Tears Legan to roll down her cheeks.

Someone was running. She could hear that. But the World was turning black around

her. All she could hear was her fathers footsteps. His brea’ching. The smeﬂ of his breath
filled her nostrils. Then she folded up and coﬂapsed on the ground in a heap.



Her father bent down to piclz her up. He never made it. He was hit, full £orce, Ly a fully

armored bronco , hammering him up against the side of the van next to him.

"You miserable shit..." the equine £ury snarled at him. "What the FUCK are you doing
here?"

He tried to answer. He realiZecl his feet weren't touching the ground and he couldn't
Spealz for the paw around ljis throat. He tried to signal he couldn't breathe. The vision of
the enragecl equine in front of him was scaring him. He hadn't seen that kind of hatred

in many years.

"T don't give a ﬂying fuck if you can't breathe. If I strangle you, I'd do the world a

favour, you abusive bastard!" Gabrielle growlecl. "Give me one good reason why [

shouldn't test the point of this sword on your genitalia. JUST ONE GOOD
REASONI!!I"

"She's my daughter...” he managed to choke.

"She s’coppecl being your claug}l’cer the first time you laid a paw on her, you sick
sonuvaturd!" Gabrielle said and drew her sword with her free paw.

"Gabrielle...don't...don't..." Zig Zag's voice came from behind her. It was very
weale...very scared. "Don't do this. If you do, you'll go to jail. Don"c...please."

"T don't give a clamned, Zig Zag. You saved my life. I'm not going to let this creep take

"
you.

"He won't..." Zig Zag Whispered. "He won't take me. Not now..."
"Oh you're righ’c about tlzat, Boss. I'll make damned sure he doesn't."

Zig Zag's father felt the paw around his throat tigh’cen a little more. An unpleasantly

pointy sensation in a very tender area told him Where the sword was pointed.

"I don't want you to get in ’crou]ole, Gabrieue...please...give me the sword..." Lig Zag
Said, soPcly. Trying to stay on top of things.

Gabrielle slowly let go of the weapon, passing it into Zig Zag's paw.

"If you ever...and I mean EVER...show your face around her again, no amount of
Words will stop me..." Gabrielle growled.

"But I love her..."



Zig Zag's father never saw the fist coming. Gabrieﬂe’s paw curled into a tight ball and
crashed into his face so hard three teeth rolled over his tongue.

"Don't su//y your filthy mouth with that word again, you child-moles’cing piece of
distended rectum! Now LEAVE. If we hear from you again, or if T see your sorry face
again, [ will make sure everyone in that convention center knows there's a paedophile
around and WHO it is," she sneered. "And if I see you in the {-uture, or hear you've been

contacting Zig Zag...I swear, no amount of words will stop me from castrating you.

MYSELF. With a pair of dull scissors!"

Zig Zag put a paw on Gabrielle's arm. "Let him clown, Gabby. He's not worth spending

several years in jail over. He doesn't exist anymore," she Said, quietly.

Gabrielle looked at her employer and blinked. "Why are you protecting him...?" she
asked.

"I'm not, Gal)]:)y. I'm protecting you. Come on...let him down and we'll go inside. |
don't think he'll ever try contacting me again," Zig Zag said, still very quietly.

Gabrielle looked back to the mauled skunk and dropped him. "I'm sure you won't. Isn't
that I‘ig}lt? Now piss off before 1 £orget that I don't want to go to jail over slime like you.
Zig Zag's my friend. She's got a lot of friends. And each and every one of us will protect
her from you...marle my words. Do not ever show your face within a hundred miles of her

again. Ever."
She turned to leave. A voice behind her spolze up.

"You can't leeep me from Wha’c's mine. 'l have her back. She’s my daughter and I 1ove
her..."

Gabrielle's vision turned deep red. She stoppecl thinlzing rationa”y and she swung
around. Her fist came out again, clescriloing a })eauti{-ul, perfect arch. It hammered into
the skunk so hard he was knocked off his feet and out of his senses. He rippecl the side

mirror off a car as he conapsed, nearly unconscious.

Gabrielle put a hoof on his throat. "Remember..." she hissed, "...that all T had to do was

to step down, and your neck would've snapped. Next time you get a hard-on thinlzing
about her, you remember my hoof on your throa’c, and you tell yourself it'll be right back
there if you don't take a cold shower. [mmea’iate/y."

Then she turned around, put an arm around Zig Zag's shoulder, and led her friend back

to the convention center.



#H#H#

"James Sheppard spealzing..." James said into the receiver.

"James, it's Gabrielle. Please, take a seat. I have Some’ching to talk to you a]:)ou’c,” the

voice said on the other end.

James took a deep breath. The equine sounded very serious and he could only think of
one reason why she'd call. Somet}ling had happenecl to Zig Zag. He swallowed and tried
to 12eep his voice steacly. "I'm seated," he said. "What's happenecl?"

"I'm in San Francisco rig}lt now. In Zig Zag's hotel suite. If you get on a plane, how
fast can you be here? She needs you. | mean she needs you, James..."

"Erhh...don't hold out on me like tl’liS, Gabrielle. What's going on?"

"Her father came to the convention ’coday. If I hadn't been luclzy that someone had seen
her ]oeing led outsicle, I would never have found her in time. She was fine for about an
hour afterwards but then the whole thing came back and hit her in the face. She's an
absolute mess. Jean is here as well. So's most of the crew. We're thinlzing of paclzing up
the whole convention thing and going home prerna’curely but Zig Zag won't hear of it. I

don't know what to do except to call you. Can you possi]oly come? | know it's a lot to ask

for you to ﬂy from Ohio..." Gabrielle said.

"Her][ather...came there...to find her??7?" James said. His voice was filled with a mix of
loathing, worry and anger.

"Yes. He won't be back. I knocked several of his teeth out. Zig Zag had to stop me

from.. from going to extremes..."
"How much do you know about her past, Gau)y?" James asked.

"Not a lot. I guessecl most of it after a conversation we had once, but I don't know any
speciﬁcs. James, she needs you here. Please, can you pacle for a clay or two and come out
here to be with her? Marvin has alreacly told her he will take care of the rest of the
meetings, no matter how hard she protests. But she is sitting in the 1iVing room righ’c
now. She goes from catatonic to crying her eyes out to incoherent and back again,

constantly. .

"I'm not going to bother pacleing. I'm going to call a few furs on the way to the airport,
but Il be rig}lt there, | promise."



"Thank you. I'l try getting a hold of her cousin too. He's been a little hard to find. His
company is closed for the day. It's good of you to come, James. Please hurry."

"No, thank you for calling me to let me know this , Gabrielle. I reaﬂy, reaﬂy appreciate

it," James said.

They hung up. James got to his feet and looked for his car keys. He'd buy himself a
clean shirt in San Francisco, and get some socks on the way as well. Right now, he just
wanted to get out of the door. Zig Zag's father...the thought just kep’c pouncling in his
head. What if he'd been successful?

What would've happenecl to the femme he loved? He should've been ’chere, he told
himself.

He should have been there...



