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I1.X1I1 - Origina/ S772

Rafe sat in the bar. He was nursing a drink and clespite the obvious interest of quite a
few femmes...and even a couple of males...he stuck to poli’ce rejections. The frown on his
face was so deep it made him look like a Wauzing version of the Grand Canyon. That clay
had been hectic. Stressful even. Something awful had happenecl. But he wasn't exactly
sure what it was. Clearly, Gabrielle knew. So did Marvin. But they weren't teﬂing.
Gabrielle had called Zig Zag's boyﬁiend, but she'd done so in another room and made
sure the door was not only closecl, but locked. Marvin had ﬂa’cly refused to say what was
going on. But Zig Zag had been a complete mess all evening.

[t was very late now. Very. A little past midnight. Zig Zag was asleep...in her ]ooyfriend's
arms. Everyone else had gone to get a drink or get some sleep. He just felt like a very
confused wolf.

Esteban and Tamara came up to him and took a seat on either side. Juclging from the
looks on their faces, they were just as con£useol, and just as worried for their boss.

"Hey...” Rafe tried, but the tone of his voice Letrayed his concern.

"Hey Ra£e. You look like you've got the same ’chings on your mind as us..." Tamara Said

and ﬂaggecl down the bartender.



"You bet!"
Esteban ran a paw through his mane. "You know what [ am t}leenlzeeng?" he said.

The two others looked at him and shook their heads.

" am ’cheenlzeeng..." the wolf began, "...that we should count our Llesseengs that eet
was Gabbee who found her. Eef eet had been one of us...what would we have done? We

don't know what ees goeeng on. Clearlee, Marveen and Gabbee has some cenformateeon

we ClOl’lUC ancl we woulcl've 13661’1 useless."

Rafe sig}lecl. "That very thought has been going around in my head like a kaht in a
tumbler all evening, Este]oan," he said, quietly.

Tamara got the bartenders attention and placecl an orcler, then looked back to the
others. "You know...we won't reaﬂy get anywhere this way. [ think what reaﬂy matters is
that we are all this strongly affected. Think about it. What does this say about our
relationship with our employer?"

"Eet says that we all care very deeplee for her happeeness and we don't like to see her
upset or hurt..." Esteban saicl, matter of factly, getting a drink as well.

Rafe nodded. "That's a given. Zig Zag has...litera”y saved a lot of us. Look at Darke?
She lived in a back aﬂey in a card board box before Lig Zag found her..."

"Look at me..." Esteban said with a shrug. "I'm Mexeecan, my educateeon steenlzs, and
I have no formal jol) traineeng. Now [ have a job weeth the nicest skunk anee of us ees

lilzely to ever meet...I have a wonderful girlfrien(l, and I have a life to leeve."

Tamara nodded. "You know something , guys? We are not going to get any wiser about
what happenecl toclay, and I think the worst any of us can do is try to guess what it was. |
think we should be happy that everything apparently worked out in the encl, and ’chen, |
think we shoulcl all show Zig Zag how much she reaﬂy means to us."

The two males looked at the ra]a]oit, not sure what she meant.

"I have a few ideas. Let me give it all some more though’c, and I'll talk to Wanda and
Mia about this when we get back as well."

"Oh, it's a femme-’ching,” Rafe said, trying to understand.

"Not at all. Il need you guys to help me as well. Everyone at the studio in fact. Tl let
you know when [ get it all fleshed out, alrigh’c?" Tamara said and sipped her drink again.



"That's a deal. Anything to make her feel better."

T}ley all looked into their drinks and a sense of hope and relief seemed to wash over
them. They were going to do something instead of just sitting with their paws in their
1aps.

###

Yohni sat on the ]oed, crossleggecl. She looked both confused and tired. She'd been
complaining about a heaclache, but that would pass, at least.

What wouldn't pass was her enormous sense of confusion. And Gabrielle wouldn't tell
her what it was all about. The ﬂ”y was clearly incredi]aly uncomfortable about the
situation, and Yohni hated having put her girHriend in that situation.

"It's oleay, Gabby. You don't have to feel guilty. Believe me, | understand. If it is
Something Zig Zag doesn't want everyone to know about, then I am sorry for having
asked in the first place."

Gabrielle nodded and sat down next to the mongoose. 'l don't feel good about 1zeeping
secrets but...I know Zig Zag doesn't want anyone to know about all this. She just wants
to put it behind her and move on."

"Then that's what we'll all help her do. You realize something | hope?"
"What's that?" the bronco asked.

"This has made all of us realize that Zig Zag is not just a good employer. We all like
her. We've all known for years that we like her. But I don't think anyone reaﬂy though’c
of her as "a friend" until Jcoday. She's always been strong, and she's always lzep’c her cards
close to her ]oocly, metaphoricaﬂy spealzing. She doesn't let many furs into her
confidence. I think it made some of us think she wasn't interested in Leing friends. But
she doesn't do it to 12eep us at arms leng’ch, does she?" Yohni asked.

"No. She does it because she can't bear to talk about it. It's not about everyone else, or
about trust. It's about her not ]oeing able to deal with all this herself."

Yohni nodded. "That's what I'm starting to understand. I'm not going to try guessing
what happened today because it could've been half a million different ’chings. But
whatever it was, it upset ljer, and that upsets me. It upsets everyone that works for her. |
just hope she realizes that whatever this was...it earned her many, many new ][rienals."



"I think she does 12now, Yohni. I reaﬂy do ! Gabrielle said with a little smile.
Yohni nodded and laid back on the bed, puuing Gabrielle with her. She cuddled up and

smiled happily in the bronco's arms. "I'm a happy £emme, you know. I have a great job ,a
great boss , a great income, a great girlfriend, great friends...in fac’c, [ think my whole life

is grea’c."

Gabrielle didn't answer her, she just kissed Yohni's hair and held her.
HH#H#

Zig Zag looked at James across the table. It was morning. Breakfast was going down
unusuaﬂy slowly. The coyote had a look of unbridled concern and worry on his face. The
skunk had to admit she felt like something the kaht had dragged in. For the twentieth
time in the last few minutes she rubbed her face and tried to clear her thoughts. She was
happy that James was there. She hadn't expectecl him to be able to drop every’thing and
rush to California to be with her like that. But she just couldn't get yesterday out of her
head. At least not yet. It was too soon.

James reached over and took one of her paws. Just holding it, as if to tell her she wasn't
alone. That he was there. It made her feel ]:)etter, she had to admit that.

"Do you want to go back to the room, Zig?” he asked. "You know I'll do whatever you
feel like today. And for as long as it takes for you to feel better."

Zig Zag nodded. "I know. You know it's...it's siﬂy. He didn't get to do anything to me.
Gabrielle reached us just as he was about to open the door to the van. She was a sight to

see, | tell you. ['ve never seen anyone that angry before."

"I have. When you thought [ was still married..." James said and shuddered. "I still

remember your claws. Ouch."
Zig Zag winced. "I'm sorry James. | reaﬂy am. Please, don't rip up on that story..."

"I didn't mean it that way. Don't apologize. I'm the one who should for mentioning it,"

James said and gave her paw a squeeze. "Come on. Let's go to the room again."

"Yeah...jus’c for another hour or so. Marvin is dealing with all the official business

Jcoday. I don"c even have to Le at ’clje convention center."



James nodded and smiled Warmly. "That's good. Then we'll spend as much time in the
room as you'd 11126, and if you feel like going out later, [ have an idea or two for where to

take you."
"Oh? That does sound Sligh’cly in’criguing...” Zig Zag Said with a Smile.

"Weeeeu...we are in San Francisco. You don"c reaﬂy find Let’cer seafood restaurants on
the west coast than here. And I know how much you like seafood," James said and

winked.

"James Sheppard...}lave I told you 1a’ce1y that I love you?" Zig Zag said, relief in her

voice.

"Frequently, but I never get tired of hearing it," James answered and got up, helping her
to her feet.

"Good. There's no chance of me stopping, [ assure you.”

"Good. I love you too. And T think I owe Ga]:)rielle a thank you When [ see her next
time," James said and kissed Zig Zag gently.

###

Rowena looked at the line in front of the table. She'd improvisecl a table next to the ZZ
Studios ]oooth, in order to sign up members for Gabrielle Rycler's new fan-club. None of
the 77 Studios furs had complained. In fac’c, they seemed to think it was an amusing
way of doing it. Now, Rowena felt dwarfed. The queue of furs in front of her table
stretched out quite a 1ong way. At least the fanclub would be off to a good start, she
’chought. But it'd take forever and a day to get all of them signecl up and some might get
bored of waiting in the queue. She could of course settle for just getting their names and
adclresses, but she wanted to hear a bit about what ideas Jchey had since it was a brand new
’ching. It'd take a while.

Weﬂ, she'd have to deal with it as it happened. She shook her hea(l, maleing her spilzes
rattle a lit’cle, and started up. The two furs in the booth next to her, a red vixen and a

mongoose, 1zept an interested eye on her.

Miriam looked at Yohni and chuckled. "I think she's in for more than she ]oargainecl

for."

"T'd say so..." Yohni repliecl, smoothly. "T do think it's a nice thought though. Gabrielle

cleserves a fan—club . "



"You're Liased, Yohni. She's your girHriend."

"True. But even if | try to put that asicle, she's good on the screen and she has an
attitude that many furs find attractive."

"I don't know her very Weﬂ, but from what I do 12now, I think you're right. But I pity
that porcupine. She's going to have a lot of WOI’]Q on her paws before she's done."

"Go and help her," Yohni said. "It's olzay. I'l hold the fort at the booth for a bit and if
one of the others drop ]oy I'l ask them to stay here."

"Ac’cua”y, I think it's better if you go and help her out," Miriam answered. "Gala]ay is

your significan’c other, and you know more about her than I do as a result."

"Good thinlzing," the mongoose said and filled her coffee—mug. She filled a fresh mug
as well and brough’c it over to the table where Rowena was sitting. Then she pulled up a
chair and sat down to help.

Rowena looked gra’ce£u1. Miriam noticed how she and Yohni exchanged a few words ,
before continuing. It did speed up the movement of the queue consideralaly that there

were now two furs talzing down names and information.

A young male raccoon came up to the booth and smiled at her, politely. "Hello Miss.

Can I pre—orcler the new movie here?" }16 aslzed.

Miriam tore her attention from the fan-club table and nodded with a smile. "Cer’cainly
sir. I'll need your name and address though."

"Great!" the raccoon said. "George Fisher, seventeen Redwood Ave...that's in Boston."

Miriam blinked. "Boston? Daaamned, you've come a 1ong way for this convention
then."

"Yeah, but I wouldn't miss it for the world."

"T'll make sure you get it, Mr. Fisher," Miriam smiled and nodded to the raccoon as he

headed off.

A handsome young lion came up a moment later. Miriam couldn't help noticing that
he was in fact very goocl looleing. His mane was pu”ecl back in a tight ponytail and he was
a very snappy dresser. He didn't look like the kind of fur you'd expect to find at the

convention. Excep’c mayl)e in the meeting rooms. Loolzing over the convention hall, one



Wouldn't see a great many Armani suits. Proba]aly only the one curren’cly on tha’c

par’cicular lion.

He nodded, politely and smiled a dazzling smile. "Good morning, Miss. Can you tell
me where | migh’c find Gabrielle Ryder?"

Miriam shook her head with a chuckle. "If it's for the fanclul), the table next to this
booth is taleing down names for it," she said.

"Oh no...no it's not that. It's just that 1'd very much like to talk to her about
somet}ling. You see...not too 1ong ago, | helped a very nice young police—ogicer with
somet}ling concerning Miss Ryder. Allow me to introduce myseH. My name is Leo

Leon."

"Pleased to meet you Jchen, Mr. Leon. I'm Miriam Redtail. I believe Gabrielle is
curren’cly signing autographs on the other side of the convention hall with Esteban, Rafe
and Wanda, but not for much longer. If you wait here, she'll be over in ten minutes

time."
"Thank you. [ very much appreciate it."

There were no more furs waiting for the moment so Miriam picleecl up a cogee—mug
and looked at Leo. "Want a cup too?"

"Don't mind if I clo, Miss Redtail. Thank you for oﬂering."

"Call me Miriam, everyone else does."
"Fine, but only if you'ﬂ call me Leo."

Miriam nodded and gave Leo a mug. "So...tell me...you said you helpecl the police with
Something?”

"I did. Tt was in the Ca)rfur Islands. Apparently, Miss Rycler's parents were trying to
blackmail her into returning home to an arranged marriage. It was a nasty story, reaﬂy. I
helped a policefur track down a hired lziuer, and we got information out of him that
incriminated Gabrielle's parents, which she could then use against them. I still 1zeep in
touch with that police{‘ur. Miranda Spermophﬂus...she’s a lieutenant in Columbus."

"Ohhh...yeah, that whole story. Gabrielle got out of that Leauti£uﬂy. I'm sure she'd be
ve ha to meet you so s}le can ’c}lanle ou for our hel . It's not often ou see £urs
ry happy y y y P y

helping out total strangers. Especiaﬂy not when it's potentiaﬂy clangerous."



"What are hopelessly spoiled, rich kids going to do for fun if not some’ching like that?"
Leo said with another of those million-dollar smiles.

Miriam chuckled. "Don't ask me. I'm just a penniless student."

"Reaﬂy? What are you majoring in?" Leo aslzed, with what seemed to be honest

interest.
"History. Gabrielle's roomie is my best friend. That's why ['m here, you see..."
Leo looked crosseyecl. "T don't think I follow."

"Well, Gal)by's roomie, Jean LeBrun, is a history nerd the sort of which you'u prol)al)ly
only meet once in your lifetime. She's also an extremely nice femme and I'm glacl [ met
her! But Lig Zag hired her to read over a script for a movie, and Jean found about two
thousand faults in it. Zig Zag responded Ly aslzing her to rewrite the whole thing...and
she did. So...]ean got involved with the studio as Weﬂ, and when they went here, she
asked that three of her friencls...myseﬂ and two others...could come along. She'd feel
safer. Lig Zag agreecl, on the condition that we helpecl out in the booth and such."

"th, I see. Weﬂ, that's rather convoluted. Are you enjoying it here then?"

"Very much so, ac’cua”y. Ohh...there's one of the others. Lizzy, over here please. Come

and meet Leo."

Lizzy smiled and came over. '] think the actors are happy to not be in full armor
’coday...” she noted to Miriam. "Just this one day out of four."

"Yeah, they’ﬂ be £tu armored tomorrow for the big finale, again," the vixen replied.
"Armored?? | ’c}loug}l’c it was a porn convention..." Leo said and blinked.

"The upcoming movie is set in Rome, and they’re playing the parts of gladia’cors !

Miriam explained.
Leo nodded in understanding. Lizzy picked up a mug and half filled it with coffee.
"We need to make more. That was the last of it. Where are the filters?" she asked.
"T'll do it," Miriam said. "I think we've run out. I'll go and get some. You two talk a bit."
The vixen left. Lizzy adjusted her T-shirt and smiled at the lion.

"Is there anything I can help you With, sir?"



"Call me Leo. It'd be unfair to ask your friend to do that and not you. And it's alright,
I'm just waiting for Gabrielle Ryder. [ want to meet the femme whom I helped save
recently," Leo said with a crooked grin. He was 1ooleing at Lizzy's T-shirt with interest.

"You lznow, you don't have to stare that openly at my t)osom," the doe grinned.

"I'm not. I'm staring at your T-stlirt. You don't see many in the Unite(t States Wiuin
gaty y g

to flaunt those political sympattxies that openly."

Lizzy looked down herself. The print showed the Soviet Union t]ag ﬂuttering proucﬂy
in the Wil’lCt, over a bunch of raised arms, tlolding tools. She stlrugge(l. "T don't see
anyttling wrong with t)eing a communist. [ do see something wrong with ]oeing a
Stalinist, ttlougtl. Big difference. Karl Marx would've hated the U.S.S.R. , but I kinda
like the look of their ﬂag."

"Nice to see you 12now of it!" Leo sai(t and grinned. "Communism is a nice ttlougtlt but
unachievable. So long as furs are greedy, someone will always want more than their

neigtlt)or.”

"Precisely. But that doesn't mean it's not worth striving tor," Lizzy said. The lion was
tascinating. He knew a ttling or two about politics.

"So, do you work for ZZ Studios too, Miss?"

"Call me Lizzy. [ can't have you caﬂing me Miss, if T have to call you Leo. And not
usuaﬂy. [ just tlelp out at the convention. But I take it as a compliment that you think I
look good enougtl to work for them."

"Phew. Some would've taken that as an insult. I could've easily stuck a foot in my

mouth there...gotta learn to be more caretul," Leo said and shook his paw in front of
himself.

Lizzy grinned. ”Hetl, you stand out a mile here. Who are you anyway? [ mean, you're
here to see Gat)rieﬂe, saying you tlelpe(t save her...merely lenowing about that story means
I tend to believe you. And you look like sornettling that just stepped out of a
multimillion dollar company's boardroom. Tsk tsk tslz...capitalist," she teased.

"Guilty as charged. But the boardroom ]aelongs to my father. Fortune 500 tur, the
whole stle]oang...t)la}l...send me to the land of Nod. But he does expect me to at least
dress reasona]oly we”, and I suppose if that t)uys me a little peace from tlim, then I will

"



"Doesn't reaﬂy answer who you are, though. Al’chough it does place your FAMILY up
there with the sort of furs I should Vehemen’cly dislilze,” LiZZy grinned.

Leo shook his head. He couldn't help chuclzling. The doe had some self irony and he
liked that. "Yeah...weu, my name is Leo Leon, and my father owns half a dozen
companies and is a major shareholder in a good few others. I'm the rebellious son, who
thinks money is very nice when you have it but...well...suffice to say ['ve seen enoug}l furs
without any to know the ﬂip side of the coin."

"Heh...secems we'll make a good little Red out of you yet," Lizzy snickered and winked.

"Nahh. I'm not that leftist, but I'm cer’cainly not blind to the plig}l’cs of others.

SO. . .W}lO are yOU?”

"LiZZy Doe. Just a history-student. Not reaﬂy anyone important, I guess," the doe said
and wondered Why. She was rarely that modest.

"Everyone's important, Lizzy. Everyone," Leo said with a smile.

"Damned, you should tell that to another friend of mine, Emma. She needs to hear it
frequently," Lizzy said with a chuckle.

"May]oe I will. Ahh.. there we have the much vaunted Miss Rycler, approaching now.
So...shall we say seven o'clock at the hotel, Lizzy?"

"Duhhh..."

"Good then. I'll piclz you up then. Consiclering [ don't think you're the ]oau—gown type,
I'll take us somewhere informal, hmm?" Leo said and smiled a Jcoo’chy smile.

"W}ly do I have the feeling ['ve just been hunted down ]oy some precla’cor, and I'm

curren’cly in the process of ]:)eing devourecl?"
"Well, [ am a lion..."

"Gahh}l...oleay, I walked into that one. Fine...seven. Jeez," Lizzy said. "I've never been
courted like that before."

"Weﬂ...may]:)e it's time someone did!" Leo said and ’cipped an imaginary hat at the doe,
before turning towards the approaching fiﬂy.

#H#H#



The meeting room felt stu££y. Jean had a clear idea in her mind that it wasn't normaﬂy
s’cu{fy, but that the occupants ]orought the stuffiness with them. Somehow, before all this
]oegan she'd had a mental image of the porn inclustry as l)eing popula’ced entirely }Jy
scantily clad, sex obsessed weirdo's with laig hair and raging libido's. Well...Esteban had
Lig hair but that was about it. And alrigh’c, a few of them were sex obsessed. But the top
brass generaﬂy ’chough’c in terms of money. Bottom lines and fiscal outcomes.

The ones in this room were deﬁnitely all about fiscal outcomes. They looked like a
group of undertakers. They were mostly old enough to NEED a group of undertakers ,

too.

Marvin looked just as blasted as she £elt, she noted. The droning voice of the rabbit at
the head of the table was enough to kill anyone with boredom.

She looked at the ﬂgures in front of her again. [t made very little sense. Toclay's
meetings had mostly been like that. Terribly, terribly ]:)oring. From the itinerary it didn't

look like the last meeting would be any more interesting. She was pretty sure Zig Zag
didn't reaﬂy need her at THESE meetings. They had not}ling to do with the movie. But
she was not going to approach the skunk and ask her. Not with the condition she was in

after whatever had happened the clay before.

So she bit it down and endured. Went to the meetings and if no’ching else, she told
herself, she lzep’c Marvin company. The poor Ladger looked like a fish out of water. He
knew what he was cloing , clearly, but this obviously wasn't his natural element.

The rabbit at the head of the table closed his briefcase and got up with a nod. Marvin
did as well. They shook paws.

Jean sig}lecl deeply and rubbed her muzzle. "I think we both need a cup of something
hot to get over the last hour and a half, don't you, Marvin?"

The La&ger nodded. "Good Lord Almighty, I never knew it could be this dull to listen

to presentations of new condom types. How Zig Zag does this time and time again
is...weH, let's just say it's a feat of strength that I don't think I'd be able to do."

"What'l you have?" Jean asked.
"Huh?”
"What'll you have? Coffee? Tea? Something else?"



"Ohh...oh, yeah, right. Sorry. For some reason my mind is circling around pinlz,
no]:)bly woohoos and banana flavored dingdongs...that is just dis’curbing. Sorry, let's go
get a cup of coffee...or whatever you'cl like. Thank you for coming to these meetings. [
know you must feel Jco’caﬂy out of place.”

"I do, but Zig Zag is my friend and she needs help. Of course I'm here,” Jean said,

Smiling.

"I'm gra’ce{-ul for it. My brain would've melted and started seeping out of my ears if 1
hadn't had someone else here, I'm sure of it. How dull can you make condom

presentations anyway???" Marvin whined.
"That dull, apparen’cly."
Marvin nodded and got his jaclze’c. "Just one more meeting to go Jcoday...jus’c one."
Jean nodded and got up. "We'll get ’chrough it. What's the next one?"
Marvin sighed. "Public relations meeting with three European porn magazines."

"Tha’c cloesn"c souncl too ]oacl?"

"Jean...Europeans have a different attitude towards pornography than we do. The
P p graphy y
like...different things. Which is their choice, but just be prepared for a god—aw£u1 amount
of reaﬂy stupial questions, oleay?"

"Reaﬂy? I'd think procreation happened roughly the same way everywllere. Anyway, I'm
sure they’” think our answers are just as stupid as we think their questions are," Jean said

and Shrugged.

"No doubt about it. A]osolutely no doubt about it..."

#H#H#

"You have a WHAT??7? With a WHO?? Who's a WHAT???" Emma said and ]alinleed,
looleing at Lizzy.

"I have a date...with a lion...who's a millionaire,” Lizzy Said, pa’ciently.

"Yeah...righ’c...and I'm Phillinios..." the mink said and shook her head.

"Heuo old-timer. I have a 1ot o£ questions abou’c those Roman/ Carthaginian treaties
you wrote about,” LiZZy said without losing a beat as she riffled through her meager



selection of clothing. She hadn't brough’c much, and cer’cainly no’ching meant for a date.
"Damned, if I had known that I was going to be asked out, I'd have brought some’ching a

little more neutral."

"Lizzy...you don't own a neutral top. Your Whole Wardro]ae 1s made up of political

statements."
"Hey, I happen to be firm in my poli’cical belie£s," the doe said and winked.
"I noticed. Well, is he cute?"

"He's cleﬁnitely a 1oolzer, that's for sure. He's also Lrash, and franlely [ found that even

more attractive."
"Goodness gracious...who'd have guessecl. You faﬂing for a capi’calistic, ]aourgeois pig..."
"Lion. And that's a speciesist remarlz, Emma," Lizzy grinned.
"Come on...when have you ever met a pig that wasn't a pig?" Emma asked.

"T haven't. I guess it's just in their nature. But it's Still speciesist. They've got a righ’c to
be pigs."

"[ agree. They do. Sorry about that. But I do know that's an expression that was used
rather often cluring the revolution in Russia...I was just trying to illustrate a point," the
mink said with a shrug.

"True. NOW...}IOW al)out this?"

"That's goocl. It's only got that little 'Red Storm Rising' t}ling on the back...ALL
OVER THE BACK..." Emma grinned. "But you're right, it's the best one you have for

this purpose."

"Well, he did say he'd take me somewhere informal. I gotta be nuts. I'm going out with
the 12ing of predators, and I don't even know a thing about him."

"Ahh love at first sight," Emma snickered.
"l ought to smack you around with a pi”ow," Lizzy chuckled and picleecl up a skirt.
"I wonder if I'll ever find someone..." Emma said, suddenly a bit serious.

"Are you 12ic1ding? We've seen a side of you the last few clays that none of us t}lought

existed , Emma. You've been outgoing and frien(ﬂy to everyone and ﬁanlzly...if you were



to change your s’cyle just a little and get a new pair of glasses that don't look like
hopsco’cch stones, you'd be quite good 1oolzing. You'll get plenty of chances."

"You think my glasses are too thick?" Emma aslze(l.

"They are. Hey, what say you to this...when we get home, we'll take Jean and Miriam
along and goona shopping spree...and find you a few new things? You'll see I'm right."

"Hmm...maybe. We'll see, okay? I've got to think about that."
"That's a deal. Alright...I think I'm just about ready..."
"Lizzy?" Emma said with a wink.

"What?"

"Drop the ]oeret. 7



