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I.XV - Recogn 1t7072

Jean looked at the bronco across the table. She smiled a little. This conversation had
been coming for a While, and for a While, she'd dreaded it. Now, it felt like a natural thing
to do. The only question was how to open up. Besides, Ga]o]oy looked like she had
Something she wanted to talk about as well.

"GaM)y, I've got. L

"Jean, we need to..."

T}ley both s’coppecl and looked at each other, then giggles broke out. Gabrielle motioned
for the vixen to go first.

"Thank you," Jean ]oegan and held out her paw, putting it on the ta]ole, so that the ring
Esteban had given her was showing. "You remember before the convention, when [ said
I'd be moving in with Esteban soon? Well...that 'soon' has arrived. I'll be moving in with
him as soon as it's convenient for you and we can get my things moved there. The rent

"

should har(ﬂy be a problem for you here anymore, after all
Gabrielle noddecl, 1ooleing at the ring. She smiled widely. "He took the plunge, did he?"

"Weﬂ, not like that. We can't get married. Legisla’cion here doesn't allow it..."



Gabrielle blinked and looked con£usecl. "I never gave that much thought reaﬂy. But Why
not? I mean...when you're done with surgery, you'u be fuuy female after all?"

"I know. But the law doesn't take that into consideration. In the eyes of the law, I'l
always be male. Meaning I can't marry Hsteban. What REALLY sucks is that T couldn't

marry a femme either. Either wa it'd be considered a homosexual marriage," Jean said
ry YI g 7

and shrugged. She looked tired at the mere thought.

"You're joleing??? No, don't start. You're not. I can see that. Good grief, sometimes [

wonder if we ever reaﬂy did move out of the dark middle ages. Land of Tolerance indeed.
Bullocks!"

Jean shook her head. "Don't. It won't c}lange anyt}ling, Gal)l)y, and I'rn...resigned to it.
Esteban knows this is the way ’chings are. [ love him. I want to spend the rest of my life
with him. [ want to make him happy. To give him...all T can. He's 1iterauy 'the one' for
me. You know that. You also know I will always be your friend. We've come so far
’coget}ler, Gabrielle Rycler. So very far. 1 might be moving out of your home. I'm not

moving out of your life."

"There's no chance in high Heaven or low Hell I'd LET you move out of my life,
fuzzba”, and you'cl better remember it!" Gabrielle chuckled. "But I can't say this surprises
me, and for the record, I'm very, very happy for you."

Jean smiled a li’ctle, croolze(ﬂy, 1oolzing at her paws. "You know...I'm very 1uclzy. Most
femmes like me go ’chrough life without ﬂnding love. Most are scorned. Many
have...l)arely any friends. Suicide rates amongst transsexuals are over four times higher
than amongst the popula’cion in general. Mostly...]oecause of loneliness and because
there's a limit to how much hate and prejudice one fur can take before }Jrealzing apart.
Look at me? For years, I pi’cied myseH. Then one day...three furs beat me half to dea’ch,
and I woke up in the hospital...ancl [ woke up to life. Do I owe Lance Gulo and crew a
'thank you'? Is life rea”y ]oeing that twisted , Gal)]oy?"

"T don't think you owe them anything but scorn. They’re not the reason you...wolze up
as you put it. YOU are the reason for that. It'd have happenecl anyway. Remember how
you’d already faced down your parents. You were getting there. It's not Lance or any of
the other you have to thank for this. It's yourseH. But...I must say I'm glad you told me
this. You see...somet}ling else has happenecl," Gabrielle said and sippecl her tea. She

looked quite serious.

Jean nodded and fell silen’c, loolzing at’centively at her friend, as if to tell her to please go

on.



"When I went Ly Yohni's place yesterday, I found her in the bedroom. To say she was
£alling apart would be an understatement. I honestly don't know what is wrong. I don't
know what is going through her head, but no matter how much I try to reassure her I'm
not leaving her, she 1zeeps thinlzing just that will happen, and probably very soon. It's
starting to hurt to witness. It's like she doesn't trust me. But at the same time, | know
it's not about me. It's about her doubting herself and her own value.”

Across the ’ca]ole, Jean bit her bottom 1ip and looked t}loughtful. " see. Sorry to ask a
stupicl question but...what does that have to do with what I just told you?"

"Fair question. I was going to tell you I'd move in with her if you wouldn't mind. I
know I promised you to stand I)y you until your surgery was over, bu’c...ﬁanlzly, [ don't
think you need me in quite the same way anymore. [t's not that I don't think you need
me or my friendship. It's just changed, because you have changed. And that's a good
’ching. Take the last steps with your head held high, Jean. You know as well as me that

you can do it."

Jean nibbled her hp a little 1onger. Then she nodded. "I feel strange right now..." she

confessed.
"In what way?"

"T feel like I'm stancling at one of those crossroads in life where you know that you have
to turn either left or righ’c, and there's no going back. You just have to take a chance."

Gabrielle laughed soPcly. "You can't seriously say that scares you. You've stood I)y the
Ligges’c crossroad any fur ever could and you made your choice then. Listen to me...you're
my best friend, Jean. I literally owe you my life. And vice versa. We're bound together in
a way even £arnily isn't. And if you're not going to batter down my door at least four
times a weele, I'l be ]oattering down yours, you hear me? This is part of life. Tt is a goozj
’ching."

"W}ly isita good thing in particular? [ mean...yes, [ am 1oolzing forward to moving in
with Es’ceban, but I'm not loolzing forward to moving away from you," Jean said. Then

She 100126(1 cross-eyed. "Tha’c came out Wrong..."

"T know what you mean ’c}lough. Butitisa good t}ling because this means that we've
both grown. Mayl)e...even grown up. Neither of us would've been able to live apart from
the other when we came to Columbus. It's a transition, Jean. A journey. From one point
in li£e, to another. And the fact that we ARE moving and not stagna’cing...tkat isa good
thing," Gabrielle saicl, quietly, sipping her tea again.



Jean smiled crooize(iiy and looked at her friend. "You can be quite thought-provoizing
when the mood takes you, iiiiy.”

"T ’cry..." Gabrielle said and winked. Then she lifted her mug and smiled. "To a i)rigii’cer
future? At ieast, i)rigiiter than our pasts."

The vixen clinked her own mug against Gabrielle's and iaugiie(i soitiy. "That won't be
difficult to achieve. But yes, to the future."

###

Rhonda looked out the window of the car as the Virginia countrysicie passe(i. She
smiled a little and rolled down the Win(iow, ieaning out to let the wind Wiiip ’ciirougii her
hair for a moment. Then she leaned back in her seat and looked at her husband.

"You know...with a ian(iscape like tiia’c, you understand Wiiy Jciiey called the state
Virginia, originaiiy.”

"Yeah...it's quite a sight," Marvin said with a smile. "Good ’ching we don't have Jean
LeBrun here. Siie'(i pro]aa]aiy start a smaii lecture about the iirst se’ctiers and Wi’ly tiiey
DID Ci’lOOSG ’ciie name."

"Ts siie that bad?"

"Bad? No. She knows her stuii, but I admit there are times when she loses me totaiiy. |
think she loses more or less everyone at the s’cu(iio, from time to time. Even Zig Zag."

Rhonda nodded. "It's proi)a]aiy notiiing that can be iieipe(i. Siie loves what siie

does...and she's good at it from what you're teiiing me. Most academics tend to iorget,
from time to time, that not everyone understands what the hell Jciiey're ’caiizing about."

"Proi)a]oiy true. Anyway, we're neariy there."

Rhonda nodded and looked out the window again. "['m grateiui Zig Zag let us both go
back here. I mean...it was a little s’cresse(i before the convention. And I know you have a

lot of work to do. But there's a little more time to do it in, now."

Marvin nodded. His wife was rigiit. There was a lot of work to be done. He'd gone over
and over in his iiea(i, how to present the business offer to the owner of the land. But he
had no idea how it'd be received. If things went i)a(iiy, tiiey migiit run into some ultra-
conservative bible-beater. In that case, even Rhonda's ciazziing smile and his considerable

powers of persuasion wouldn't be enougil.



And they'd never find a location as well suited as this again. It had to work out.
Somehow, it had to.

He Worried. There were so many things ’cha’c could go wrong and much as he Wan’ced to
remain optimistic, life had shown a disastrous tendency to screw everything up for

everyone la’cely.
"Tt1l work out, Marvin. Don't Worry," Rhonda said, ma’cter-o£-£actly.

Marvin shook his head and chuckled. "You know me far, far too weﬂ, dear," he said and

turned onto a gravel road.

Rhonda smiled and shruggecl. "I'm married to you. Honestly, I almost think you forget
that once in a While," she said in a sligh’cly teasing tone.

"Oh yeah? I'l just have to prove | haven't forgot’cen then!" Marvin responded, firmly

but With humor on his voice.

"That's a promise I'm going to hold you to," Rhonda said and undid her seatbelt as
Marvin parlzed the car.

T}ley both got out of the car and looked around. They were quite far from civilization.
At least fifteen miles to the nearest town. The entire area was made up of grasslancls and

lush fields.
And seven hills...with a river ﬂowing between them.

Marvin stretched and turned towards the house, just as the door openecl, slig}ltly. A face
peelzed out.

"We're not ]ouyin'!" a voice growlecl.

Marvin blinked and shook his head. "We're not here to sell anything. If anything...we’re
here to buy something."

"AHA! So that scuml)ag McNeish sent ya, did 'e?? Tryin' to ]ouy my land again, is 'e??
Weﬂ, ya'” can go back an' tell Ol'e Snarfle tha' I AIN'T SELLIN'!!" the voice snappecl.
The muzzle of an old front-loader was stuck out the crack in the door. "Now take a hike

Le£ore I LIOW ya'll a new one!"

Rhonda swallowed and held up her paws in front of herself. "Ooooh...leay. Listen,
sir...we don't want any kind of ’croul)le, alright? We'll be going," she ]:)egan.



Marvin felt a fuse go in the back of his head. He'd just about had enough problems for
one lifetime. "Loolz, sir. We'll go, but put that gun away. It's so old it's more lilzely to
blow up in your paws and kill you than to injure us. We just wanted to rent a piece of

land for a few Weelzs, but it's clear we can't do business with you. [ have no idea who Ol'e

Snarfle McNeish is. Good day.”

He turned and openecl the door to the car. Behind him, he could hear the door to the
house l)eing openecl further. He looked over his shoulcler, prepared to look into the
business end of the front-loader. Instead, he looked at an elderly rnuslerat, 1eaning against
the gun like a support.

"Nuthin' wrong with my gun! Served pa and grandpa admirable in two wars and five
feuds , 1t did. Nuthin' wrong with ol'e Bessy," the muskrat gruml)led. "Ya'll wanna rent
some land? What land? And how long for?"

Rhonda SW&HOWG(J. once again and 1001%8(1 at her husband Wltl’l a nervous expression on

her face. She wasn't used to being greeted Ly a gun, no matter how an’ciqua’cecl.

Marvin turned around and nodded to the muskrat. "I'm sure she clicl," he saicl,
cliplomaticaﬂy. "And I'm taﬂzing about the area with the seven hills and the river. I work
for a movie-studio. We would..." he ]oegan and s’coppecl himself dead in his tracks. He
realized then and there that no matter what he did to avoid it, he'd have to explain what
kind of movie. He felt a big pit open up underneath him.

Salvation came in the oddest of £orms.

The muslera’c's eyes widened considerably. "Marvin Badger...??? Blessed mother
o'Jesus...MA, MA, PUT OVER THE COFFEE AN' BREAK OUT THE
PUMPKIN PIE! MARVIN BADGER'S HERE!"

###

Timothy Biggleswor’ch-Far’chington von Salzburg leaned back on his couch and put his
hooves up. He reached out and gra]o]aecl the remote control and flicked on the television
set, zapping i(ﬂy through channels 10012ing for some’ching interesting.

He yawned. One program was more absurd than tlje other. Or more Jcedious. Or both.
Quali’cy television was nearly impossi]ole to come }Jy anymore. He shook his head and

ﬂiclzed on to CNN. At 1eas’c }16 could ca’cch ’che news.

His stomach growlecl. He hadn't had any breakfast and it was nearly noon. [t wasn't as
if he had to be anyw}lere Jcoclay. Nowhere except at home. That suited the young stallion



eminently well. He felt completely in the mood for a day on the couch, relaxing and
doing a]:)solu’cely nothing of any importance whatsoever. If he had to do anything , it

should prefera]oly involve pistachio ice cream.

That made his stomach growl again and he looked at it. "Oh very well ! he mumbled

and got up, reluctantly. "'l put something in you and then you shut up the rest of the
clay and let me play lounge lizard. Deal? Good!" he said and headed into the small

kitchen.

His apartment wasn't 1arge, but it was comfortable. His parents had wanted to louy him
somet}ling bigger. He'd refused. First of aH, he didn't want to feel beholden to them.

Secon(ﬂy, it'd need cleaning, and he wasn't going to hire a maid. No servants. No more.

He'd had enough of that kind of life.

New York was good for him. He felt at home here and it was far enough away that he
rarely heard from his parents. He did know that something major had happened in
Denver, though. Something that had apparently yanleed his father's business away from

uncler him.

Timothy didn't reaﬂy care. He had left Denver to get away from the criminal circles he
had realized his father Lelongecl to. Weﬂ, that wasn't his only reason, but it was cer’cainly

one of them.

The door opened, and he looked out from the kitchen to see two Shapes in the hallway.
A short feline and a much taller equine.

"Hey there. Good of you to drop by...”, he said with a big smile. "Who's your friend 7"

The equine, a Jcaﬂ, dark and extremely goocl 1oolzing Arabian sta”ion, grinned. "This is
]ulie. She's from Ohio. Runs a place in Columbus called 'Satyr'. Just an old friend of

. "
mine.

Timothy blinked. "Ohio? Columbus? You're jolzing right?"

The £eline, a panther, shook her head. "Not at all. Julie Blaclz, pleasecl to meet you,"
she said and extended a paw. "Malcolm's told me a lot about you. At least...as much as
one fur can possibly get told in the time it takes to get from Grand Central Station and
to this place," she said with a sligh’c smile.

Timothy chuckled and shook the offered paw. "Weﬂ, [ hope he's just told you the good

’chings then. No, the reason I'm so surprised is that I have a sister who lives in
Columbus. T haven't seen her for some time, though...and [ haven't reaﬂy had any



contact with her either. Which is a crying shame and I should do Something about it!

Slzame on me. Bad ]DI'OIICO.”

Julie looked between the two stallions for a moment without a word. Just 1et’cing her
eyes drift back and forth. "Heh...well that settled that unspolzen ques’cion," she mumbled
under her breath and chuckled. "Anyway, [ know a godawful lot of furs in Columbus but
I have to admit most of them are homosexual. Comes with owning a place like 'Satyr'.

What's your sister's name, if 1 may ask?"

Malcolm took off his coat and looked at the other two. "T'll let you two get acquaintecl,
while I make a cup of coffee for us all, hmm? Latté? Mocha? Cappuccino?"

]ulie tried to contain a giggle, but couldn't. "And if I ever wondered if I had landed in a
gay couple’s nest, | think all doubts were just swept asi(le," she said and looked at
Timo’chy again. "Anyway, if you'd rather not tell that's completely understandable. I'm
just a curious, nosy feline. My brother's a cop. | guess it runs in the £amily to ask

questions and wanting to know everything about everyone."

The bronco laughed softly. "Latts, Malcolm, thank you. As for my sisters name?
Gabrielle Rycler. I'm reaﬂy not sure what she's doing these days t}lough. I've almost

’cotaﬂy lost contact with my family, and for some reason, my parents won't talk about
her. My mother sounds like she's ashamed of herself and my father sounds like he's
ashamed of Gabby. I honestly don't know what's going on."

Julie looked blank for a moment. Then she looked around the room, inquisitively. She
got down on her knees and looked under the couch. Not finding what she looked £or, she
stood up and inspectecl the 1amp in the corner, closely. Then she checked behind the

curtains.
Malcolm came out of the kitchen and blinked. "What're you doing?"
"I'm looking for the hidden cameras. I'm on 'Candid Camera', right?" Julie said.
"Erhh...no. You're not. Why do you think so?"

"Because Gabrielle Ryoler is I’)ecoming a regular at 'Sa’cyr', with her girHriend. And she's
the la’cest, Lig thing in the world of porn. She works for 27 Studios...pro]:)ably the most
famous porn-studio in the country. Or should I say infamous. Now...where are those
cameras hidden?"



Timothy shook his head. ”Honestly...there aren't any cameras. But I guess you can say
it reaﬂy is a small world. Her girlfriend you say? Is that a short, gray vixen? They can't
be cla’cing, ['m pretty sure of that..."

"No, I'm not ’caﬂzing about Jean. She comes there with her Loy{riend, regularly, ’chough.
Esteban. One of Gabrielle's coHeagues and an old friend of mine. GaM)y dates a

mongoose these days," ]ulie explainecl, without 1ooleing completely convinced about the

absence of cameras.
"How very odd...how interesting..." Timo’chy said and sat clown, 1ooleing t}loughtful.
Malcolm looked at Julie and chuckled. "Well...this is cer’cainly a clay of surprises."

"You can say that again,” the feline answered and smiled croolze(ﬂy. "Weu, at least it's a

fun surprise."

Malcolm nodded and reached out, rufﬂing Timothy's mane. "Hey...s’cop 1oolzing like
someone dropped the sphinx's riddle in your 1ap. Your sister's dating a femme. So what

of it? If homosexuality is an issue with you...you've got a real pro]olem," he grinnecl.

Timothy shook his head. "That's not it at all. I'm just starting to understand why my
parents won't talk about her. I still don't quite understand why my mother sounds like
she's ashamed of kerse/][ though. They're just the types to condemn Ga]oby for cloing
Something like that. God knows Jchey gave me enough grief about being gay. Anyway, it's
very, very unusual for two siblings to both end up homosexual. The chances are remote.
Oh WeH, now I reaﬂy do have to get a hold of her. I guess we've got a lot to catch up on."

Julie nodded. "Sounds like it."
Malcolm smiled to himself and headed back into the kitchen to get the coffee.

###

It was mid afternoon by the time Marvin piclzed up his cell p}lone to make a long
distance call. He felt a bit heavy. The pumplzin pie had certainly been goocl. In fact, he
couldn't remember ever having tasted one better, anywhere. Un£or’cunate1y, the pie had
lzep’c demanding that he ate another slice.

He'd had £our.

And enough strong coffee to feel sure he wouldn't sleep for the next week.



[t wasn't just strong coffee. If he'd dropped one of Gabrieue's Shoes in it...he felt sure
it'd have floated.

Rhonda was sitting next to him in the car. She looked like she felt more or less the

same way.

"You know..." the female badger chuclzleol, "af you can eat yourself bliss£ul, [ wouldn't
mind it happening with that pie. That was fantastic!"

"I think that muskrat 1ady has had a lifetime of practice. Anyway...tha’c went...better
than I think any of us could've expected in advance, no?" Marvin said and chuckled.

"You can say that again. You know...I'm used to Leing stoppecl ]oy ogling fans. And I
lznow Zig Zag can't go anywhere Withou’c furs aslzing her for her au’cograph. But I

admit...] haven't seen anyone stop you in a 1ong time."

"[ was just a 1ine£ur, Rhonda. It's not the most glamorous position on a football field.
Furs remember quar’cer]oacles, and reaﬂy fantastic running backs and receivers. You don't
see a lot them remem]oering those of us who take the ]oig hits..."

"As | recaﬂ, Marvin, you were the one dishing out the ]oig hits. You led your team in
sacks and tackles two years in a row in coﬂege. I often wondered why you didn't go on to

the NFL. I'm glad you didn't. I'd never have met you. But I do wonder."

"Because I got an offer to work with Zig Zag..." Marvin said with a shrug. "['ve never
looked I)aclz, and I'm happy [ didn't join an NFL team. I have a very, very good h{e,
Rhonda. I'm gra’ce£ul for it every single day."

"Thank you for saying that, dear. But [ mean, the big 1eague is every foothall players

dream, isn't it?"

"Put it this way, Rhonda...in college, you have to be reaﬂy, reaﬂy good at your game
because in many cases, like mine, you're there on a sc}lolarship simply BECAUSE you're
good at playing. So you have to stay good. At the same time, you still have to pass your
exams and get your clegree. When you are clone, and you have your degree...a whole host
of scouts from the big league has been attending games and you go on to the dra{‘t, if you
want to continue your career. There, you're put on display like some kind of...animal.
You gotoa dozen or more meetings and most of the time, furs talk to you like you're a
total idiot. Then, if you're 1u012y enough to not be piclzecl 1ast, or maybe even not piclzecl
at aH, you're still a rookie for a whole year. Rookies are generaﬂy looked down upon in

that world, and can't reaﬂy expect much playing time. Can you reaﬂy imagine me,



inactive, on a sideline for a whole year?" Marvin asked and shook his head. "To make
matters even worse...a doctor will come ]:)y frequently with a little piﬂ glass and a syringe
to administer injections of steroids or whatever else your team demands that you use to
build up your Lody. Before you know it, you're unable to have kids of your own. [t's a
reaﬂy rotten world. I've seen more than a few of my old friends from coﬂege...good
sensible guys back then...degenera’ce into olrug abuse or totaﬂy lose contact with the real
world. I'm happy I avoided it. I have the worlds best ]ooss, Rhonda...and I have the most
wonderful wife any fur could possié/y hope to have. I'm a simple fur in many ways. Why
would T ask for more than that?"

Rhonda fell quiet and listened. Then she nodded. "I still think it was nice that they did

. n
recognize you.

"There are always some who like even the less glamorous players on a football team, my
dear. A real fan of any given team won't mind if that team hasn't won a game in 10
years. That victory will always be "jus’c around the corner". And he'll know every fur in the
lineup , including their weight, height, bench press statistics and game stats, even if you
woke him up at three in the morning and asked him to recite it. I think we just met one
of those furs."

"You did win a lot of games, Marvin."

"It was a ﬁgure of speech, dear. Now...I'd better call Zig Zag and let her know that not
only can we use the 1ocation, but we're getting it for a ]oargain too," Marvin said and

entered ’clje number.

Rhonda grinned and nodded. "On the condition that our two new friends get to watch
some of the outdoor shooting. [ think we'll deﬁnitely get our fill of pies."

Marvin stopped short of pressing the dial-button. He nodded. "I was pretty surprisecl

how they reacted when they found out it was a blue movie. It didn't rea”y seem to upset
or offend them."

"T think you could've talked them into more or less anything , Marvin...true fans will

usuaﬂy do anything for their idols."

Marvin nodded and pushed the dial-button at last. Inwar(ﬂy, he sighed. The real reason
he didn't make it to the NFL was the fact that both his knees had given out. But he
didn't like to think about it that way. [t was easier when he rationalized it.

###



It was twiligh’c when Gabrielle openecl the door. Of course, twiligh’c lasted almost two
hours this time of year, but it was into the evening. She smiled a little and moved to
hang her jacleet on the coat-rack. Then she thought again and shook her head, instead
lzeeping it on.

She entered the apartment, quietly. She could smell coffee.
"Yohni? Are you here anywhere?" she asked.

"Yeah, I'm in the kitchen. I'm trying to decide if I want anyt}ling with the coffee," the

mongoose answerecl.

Gabrielle's smile grew wider. Yohni sounded like she was in a good mood. "What's
lzeeping you?" she asked and leaned on the kitchen doorframe.

"Calories , ac’cuauy," Yohni said and shrugged. She turned around and looked at
Gabrielle. "Why're you still wearing your jaclzet?"

"Well, I was thinlzing we should go out to celebra’ce,” the bronco said, trying to 1zeep an

innocent expression on her £a,ce.

Yohni ol)viously didn't catch on and blinked repeatedly. "Did 1 forget your l)irthday?
No...that's in November. What're we cele]arating then?"

"Our first home together? [ think that sounds like something to celebrate. All we have

to decide on is which apartment to 1zeep and which one to sell."
The sound of a spa’cula hitting the floor was accompaniecl ]oy Yohni's loud gasp. "You're

. n
not serious??

"Y'lznow...you can say a lot about me.. for instance that I jolee around with things
others wouldn't...but even I wouldn't make fun of something like this , Yohni. I'm very
serious," Gabrielle said and pushed herself off the doorframe. "I was ’chinlzing it's been a
while since we visited 'Spirit of New Orleans', don't you agree? And I'm just clying for
one of their Irish coffee's.”

Yohni nodded, positively Leaming. "To hell with waffles. Irish coffee at 'Spirit' sounds
like just the thing!" she saicl, then stoppecl. "What about Jean?"

"She told me this morning she’s moving in with Esteban. She ]:)arely beat me to it. |
was about to tell her I am moving in with you. Now, t}loug}l, we have a choice of which

apartment to 12eep."



"Well, yours is Ligger, but mine's more centrauy placed,” Yohni said with a shrug. "I
don't think the placement is reaﬂy all that important ’chough. Space is a ]:)igger issue. I'd
say we 12eep yours. | like it there. A whole lot."

"You just like it there because it includes me," Gabrielle grinned and put her arms
around her girHriend.

"Guil’cy as charged," Yohni giggled and leaned against Gabrielle's chest. She sighed
happily. "T didn't think you wanted to. | reaﬂy didn't think you'cl do this."

"Will you stop that already?" Gabrielle chuckled.
"Yes, Ga]o]oy...now I stop it," Yohni answered and closed her eyes with a happy sig}l.

#H#H#

"Ryder/LeBrun residence...at least for a few more clays...LeBrun spealzing," Jean said,
cheer£uﬂy, into the receiver.

There was a moments silence from the other end. Then a slightly confused voice spolee
up. "For...a few more days? O}l...oleay. Well, hello Miss LeBrun. It's Timothy, Ga]o]oy's
brother. Is she home, ]oy any chance?"

Jean blinked and felt stumpecl for a moment. She wasn't sure how to respond to that.
Timothy was pro]oa]oly the only part of Gabrielle's £arnily that the fi”y wanted any contact
Wi’ch, but Jean wasn't entirely sure what to say to the stallion.

"No...no not at the moment, Timo’chy. Please, just call me Jean. 'Miss LeBrun' sounds
too formal. I must admit you're prol)al)ly the last fur I'd expect to contact her..."

"Qh...yes, weH, I know we haven't been very good at 12eeping in touch but...I guess both

she and I had each our own battles to fight first? And somehow, [ think you of all furs
know how that feels N Timothy saicl, poli’cely.

"Yes...I do. Anyway, Gabrielle isn't home righ’c now. She's..." Jean ]:)egan and Stopped
herself for a moment before continuing. "She's at her girHriends place. They're moving in
’cogether very soon. I'm not sure if it'll be in this apartment or in the other one. Or if
’chey’ﬂ find a completely new place together."

"[ see. Yes...well, you see, the reason I'm caﬂing is that fate came 12noc12ing on my door
Jcoday, in the s}lape of a pan’cher. ]ulie Black...I believe she's an acquaintance of my

sisters?"



"And of me as well. She runs a nigh’cclul) here in Columbus. It's not like she's a close

friend or anything , but I know who she is , cer’cainly. You say she came to visit you ’coday?
How peculiar. It's a small world, I guess."

"That's what I ’chough’c. I ﬁgured [ couldn't very well ignore that kind of hint. So...if
you’d do me a ]:)ig favor and tell her I called? And mayl)e give her my number? 1'd really

lilee to ’caﬂe to her sometime soon."

"T'll make sure, don't WOITY. What's the number anyway?" Jean asked and took a pen
next to the phone, scrib]oling down what Timothy told her.

"Thanks. 1'd better go then. Itis 1ong distance after aﬂ," Timothy chuckled. "Take care
of yourself."

"You too, Timo’chy. Bye..." Jean answered.
They hung up.

Jean looked at the phone—num]oer on the pad of paper in front of her for a 1ong time.
Then she got up and put the pacl on the kitchen table where she was sure Gabrielle would
find it.

She smiled a bit and headed to the bathroom to brush her teeth.

The next few days would be hectic.



