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I.XVI — Boxing Day

It was ]oiis’cering hot. The kind of (iay that no sensible fur would spencl more than ten
feet away from a cold drink at any given time. The heat was causing the air above the
aspilait to shimmer. Six feet above the aspilait.

Zig Zag coui(in"c rememi)er ’ciie ias’c time a scorciier ’ciia’c i)a(i iia(i iii’c Coiumi)us. It was
one oi tiiose (iays Wiien siie was reaiiy iiappy ’ciia’c ’ciie pornmoi)iie was a conver’ci]aie. Even
so, it was still too hot.

If Murpiiy's law was going to hold true, the air conditioning at the studio would be
overloaded and break down sometime today. And tiiey'ci run out of cold drinks. And then
the iri(ige would break down.

She shook her head. "Don't be a pessimist, Zig. It's just the heat getting to you," she
muttered and turned left.

The studio was coming up, ahead.

Siie parize(i her car and got out. A coupie of passing maies sent a Woii-whistie her way.
Siie grinneci to ilerseii as sile flicked her hair i)aciz, craned her neck and swayeci her taii,

Waiizing inside.



Sabrina looked like she was about to melt into a little black-and-white puol(ﬂe behind
her desk. She had two fans going full tilt and ol)viously it wasn't enough.

"Hey...why not turn on the ceiling fan, Sabrina?" Zig Zag asked. "l mean, it might not
be enough but it'd at least help..."

"I ’cried, but something's wrong with the elec’cricity, [ think. When I turn that on, my

computer shuts down. If I turn it off again, [ can turn the computer back on."

"I think Murphy's coming ]oy anyway..." Zig Zag muttered.
"Who's Murphy?" Sabrina asked and Wipecl her forchead.

"Oh, just an increcli]oly annoying legislator," Lig Zag said and waved it off. "'l get
someone ]oy to look into that electrical pro]olem. Any news so far?"

"Yeah, there was a fax this morning when | came in. From Marvin. He writes that he's
tried caﬂing yesterday but that no one here answered and he didn't want to disturb you at
home. But that the deal is concluded...provided we don't mind ... what was it he wrote
again..." Sabrina said and took out the paper with a slightly confused expression on her
face. "Oh yes...proviclecl we don't mind huge amounts of pies, two elclerly muskrats and a
lot of questions..."

Zig Zag squinted. "I'm going to have to get a hold of him and ask him what that means.
The pies sound oleay t}lough. Anything else?"

Sabrina looked ’chrough her paperworlz and shook her head. "No’ching right
no...oh....yes, I need you to take a look at this and sign it if you agree with it."

"What's that?"

"The order £or our new ﬂrewaﬂ soﬂware. I'd ra’cher not have someone in£ect ’clje

computer with viruses again."
"Sa]orina, this is peanuts. You sure that's all it'll cost?" Lig Zag asked.
"That's it. Your ]ooyﬂiend's company makes good offers S Sabrina said with a smile.

Zig Zag narrowed her eyes a little and looked suspicious, crossing her arms across her

chest. "Am 1 hearing a Gab]oy coming on here?"



Sabrina looked comple’cely innocent. "Who? Me? Never! It's har(ﬂy for me to comment
on fringe Leneﬂts, is it? I'm just the resident bespectacled computer-geelz, right?" she
said in a voice so sugary Zig Zag felt sure she could've broken candy—canes off it.

The skunk opened and shut her mouth a few times, then shook her head. "I'm going to
have a word with that ﬂﬂy. She's infec’cing my staff..." she chuckled and headed to her
office.

#A#

"You know. Eet just HAD to be thees kind of Weather, thees ONE day of the year,
chica!" Esteban complainecl.

Jean nodded and Wiped her forehead off with the back of her arm. "I know. It's

ridiculous. It's almost as bad as in the car, driving towards the border."

"It's just inland climes ! Gabrielle said with a shrug. "Tt's either Mistering hot, or ]oitterly
cold...we all know that."

Jean eyeballed her friend. "...said the fiﬂy who came with an inbuilt ﬂy swatter."

Gabrielle swished her tail with a Lig grin. "l wouldn't clirty my tail with tha’c, Jean...it's
disgus’cing."

Esteban shook his head. "Femmes..." he mumbled and piclzecl up a stack of books.

"Let's conteenue...the sooner we're olone, the better."
"Agreed. Not that I'm complaining too much..." Jean said and smiled croolze(ﬂy.

"You wouldn’t, vixen...you get a whole day with Hsteban wearing no T-shirt..." Gabrielle

poin’ced out and resumed pacleing.

Jean smiled one of those "Who me?" smiles and put a few more books in a box. She
didn't say anyt}ling thoug}l. Again she wiped her forehead with her arm and realized it
was a lost cause. She shook her head and headed into the bedroom.

"Where's she going?" Gabrielle asleed, surprised.

"Not sure. Aneeway, pass the duct tape. Thees box ees ﬂeeneeshed,” Esteban said and
smiled Wiclely.

"Just a few dozen left. You know...when she leaves, this apartment is going to look
devoid of books!" Gabrielle said and passecl over the roll of silver tape.



"Start readeeng, potranca. Eet's good for you."
"Oh, you mean like the stories in Playfur and Pethouse?"

"That's educateeonal readeeng een our line of Worlz," Esteban shrugged. "I was

’cheenlzeeng more along Jche hnes of poetree."

"Good grief. Most poets are so full of themselves it's impossil)le to see what they're
trying to say except "Woe is me, the world is a cleep morass of infinite hellish druclgery,
and you should all pity me for Leing such a pa’c}le’cic fur". T think I'll stick to something

else."

"You never read Poe? Shame on you, Gabbee. You'd like eet. Aneeway...sorne of the
]:)eeg classeecs are a good read too. I'll drop Don Quixote off one day. [ have an engleesh
translateeon at home. You'll 1augh yourself to beets and pieces, I'm sure of eet."

"Wasn't he the fur ﬂgh’cing Windmius?"

"Si. Apart from haveeng a lot of weesdom paclzecl eento eet...it's seemply a heelareeous

read, Gabbee."
"Oh very well, Il give it a go," Gabrielle chuckled and blinked as Jean reentered the

Esteban looked up too and blinked as Weﬂ, then looked at the ﬁﬂy.

"What're you two staring at? It's hot! I'm not going to walk around l)aring my bosom to
the worlcl, y'lznow!" Jean said.

"Well, good poin’c," Gabrielle said and smiled. "Looks good on you too. How Lig are
?"
you!

"Nearly a B-cup...not quite but...it's getting there fas’c," Jean said and shrugged,

adjusting her ]aileini—top and rnaleing sure her sarong was secure around her waist.

"And you expect me to work under thees condeeteeons?" Esteban complained. "I'm

male , you know."

Gabrielle whistled innocently. "So we can tell. You're one step away from a lolling

tongue, and your tail's about to knock over the 1amp."

Esteban whined and squirmed some. "Geeve the lobo a break. She looks good! Eet's

natural "



The bronco just smiled and headed into the kitchen. "T'll get us some lemonade, shall
:[?"

Jean smiled croolze(ﬂy. "T know...it's har(ﬂy what [ normaﬂy wear..." she said and
blushed.

"Eet's about time you deed, then. You look reaﬂy nice like thees , chica."
"You're loiasecl, but thank you," the vixen said and kissed Esteban's cheek.

"We should have the others comeeng ]oy een a few hours to peecle up the £urneeture,"
Esteban said.

Gabrielle came back out from the kitchen, carrying a pitcher of lemonade an three
glasses with plen’cy of icecubes in them, all on a tray. She smiled and put it down on the
table and shrugged, 1oolzing in Esteban's direction.

"It's not like there's that much to move after all. It can easily be done in one day,” she

commen’ced and poured a glass O£ lemona(le £OI' everyone.

"I know...it's still a little odcl, though," Jean saicl, smiling almost apologeticaﬂy. "T don't
think any of us had reaﬂy thought we'd be 1iving ’cogether forever, or in this apartment for

as 1ong as we have...but it's still strange."

"Eet's always strange to move," Esteban said and sat on a box of books. "But at least

you're moveeng to a place you already IQIIOW. Tha’c should malze eet eeasier. Eemageene
1’10W I fel’c When I came here £1'OI1’1 Mexico?"

"That beats coming here from Denver, 1 agree. And yes, at least Jean knows the place
she's going to quite well ]:)y now," Gabrielle added and looked at the vixen with a grin.
"You've practicaﬂy lived there the last few months anyway."

Jean took her lemonade and sipped it, nodding. There was no point in arguing that.

"Weell Yohni be breengeeng her theengs over here, then? Or were you goeeng to look
for some’cheeng else, ’coge’cher?" Esteban aslzecl, loolzing at Gabrielle.

"T think we agreed to move her things here. If it's too small or we decide to find
Something else for some o’cher reason we can always do that 1a’cer. There's no neeol to rush

into anything before we've seen how it worlzs out Wi’ch us living together full time

anyway."



Jean looked like some’ching clicked into place. "Oh...damned 1 forgot. GaM)y, someone
called yesterday, wanting to talk to you. [ took down the number. Let me go and get it..."

Gabrielle nodded, loolzing a little surprised. "Sure. Who was it?"
"Your bro’cher," the vixen said and headed back to the bedroom to find the slip of paper.

"What?!? Timothy?? Whoa...that's kinda out of the blue. Weu...grea’c! I'd love to talk

to him l)ut I wasn't sure i£ he wanted to taﬂz to me."

Esteban looked like he was concentrating. "Uno momentito, potranca..." he mumbled
and scratched his neck. "I remember seeing your parents. And a reallee annoyeeng
raccoon weeth the worst manners...and a few cowed servants...but that ees all. I deedn't

see aneeone WhO could've been your brother."

"He wasn't there when We...Visited...my parents. The Jching is...Timothy and | were
pretty close while we grew up, but we grew apart later. Not actively but...we jus’c...I
dunno , we lost contact when I moved out. I think it was mostly because he still lived with
my parents and I was trying so hard to distance myseH from Jchern," Gabrielle said with a
sigh.

"I see. Weﬂ, perhaps ’chees ees clesteenee 12noclzeeng on your (],OOI'?"

"May]oe. I get a hold of him and we'll see how it goes."

Jean came back out with a slip of paper. "Here you go," she said and gave it to the ﬁﬂy.
"Wait a minute, this isn't a Denver number?" Gabrielle said and looked at it.
"No. It's from New York..." Jean said and shruggeol. "T wondered too so I checked."

"New York?? Well, I guess he escaped Fortress Far’ching’con then..." Gabrielle
chuckled. "Good for him. I'll call him once we're all done here. Did he say what it was all
about?"

"Ac’cua”y yes. He said he'd met ]ulie Blaclz...you 12now, the pan’cher who owns 'Satyr'.
You can pro]oably guess the rest from ’chere," Jean said and began putting books in

anot}ler box.

"Yeah. Well...small worlcl, I suess. Oh we”, I hope he's settled in nicely, at least. At

leas’c i£ he's got his own place he won't have to snealz out £or da’ces anymore..."



ecan nodded. "Let's not go down memo lane, Gabby...your parents are waiting on the
g ry Y.y p g
opposite end of it and there's no point going there," she said.

"You're righ’c, as usual. Well, let's get this paclzing done, and we'll be ready when the
others get here..." Gabrielle said and put her glass aside.

###

Leo looked up at the slzy and grinnecl. The air was clear, and the weather was Histering
hot. At least heat didn't bother him. He was used to it from the Cayfurs and other exotic
spots. Qccasionally someone would ask him Why he'd never visited the Himalayas or
somet}ling similar but he told them every time that he wasn't much for snow and ice. He
preferrecl heat. Lots of heat.

He removed his tie and unbuttoned the top two buttons in his shirt. His father wasn't
here and he didn't care what gossip-reporters might be around. It was hot enough that he
felt sure most of them were running around in shorts and T-shirts. He rolled up the tie
and putitina poclzet, carried his jaclzet over his shoulder and set out towards the exit.

His 1uggage wasn't even that heavy. He'd 10ng ago learned to paclz what he needed most,
and Luy the rest where he arrived. Now all he needed was to find a taxi and get to Lizzy's
place.

"You're not right in the hea(l, Leo..." he chuckled to himself. "You could have any

femme out there you'd lilze...your choice of starlets and heiresses , and you go and fall for
a Marxist his’cory student from Ohio..."

Somehow, the very thought was heartwarrning to him. He shook his head and smiled.
Per}laps it was because Lizzy was so different. At least he knew he liked the fact that he
could have serious conversations with her and get some ping-pong responses. He also
rather liked her honesty. Not that many would stand I)y poli’cical views like hers , after all.

Again he shook his head. He'd gone over those ’chough’cs a hundred times or more
already. What reaﬂy mattered was that he looked forward to seeing her again and he'd like
to see where this could lead. Even if it was only going to end up with a good friendship ,
he'd consider himself privileged.

"You want a little more than tha’c, though, Leo. Be honest..." he said to himself and
ﬂaggecl down a taxi.

He smiled and nodded. No sense in clenying it.



A cab rolled up and Leo got in. He gave the driver the address and leaned back in his
seat, getting comfortable.

#H#H#

"7.7. Studios, Lig Zag spealzing."

[t was getting into the afternoon and Zig Zag was more or less reacly to go home. Of
course, the phone had to ring just then. She felt certain Murphy had shown up.

"Hi, it's me...what're you cloing this evening?" the voice of James S}lepparcl said through

the receiver.

Zig Zag felt a sense of relief come over her. The coyote mig}lt be just what the doctor
ordered. "N othing [ can't cancel in a flash if it means seeing you ins’ceacl," she saicl,

Wearily.
at's wrong?¢ You sound like you've had a bad day, )ames said, sounding worried.
"What' s?Y d like you've had a bad day," id ding ied

"The worst. It's just been one of those clays. The ceiling fan in the reception area gave
out toclay, and with this heat, I had to send Sabrina home early...asleing her to sit in
front of a computer without something to cool her down would've been sheer murder. So
I've been alone here all day, and of course, Jcoolay's the clay when everyone decides to call
me to ask me all kinds of stupid questions."

"Such as what you're doing this evening?" James asked with a chuckle.

"Not that, no. That's the first good question I've had anyone ask me for three hours,

James."
"Good. Well, wlly are you alone there anyway? Where's Marvin? And all the others?"

Zig Zag smiled a bit and ran a paw t}lrough her hair. "Marvin and Rhonda are in
Virginia. Seems t}ley managecl to negotiate their way onto a per£ect little piece of
landscape for the movie-set. Which is good. All the others have the day oH...nothing
much to do right now. But those furs at the sets-produc’cion company have called me
about a dozen times aslzing for all kinds of details and damni’c, James...much as I'm an
intelligent femme, [ am not an expert on Roman topography or ]:)uildings two thousand

years ago."



"You've got many talents...but no, | agree, that's not one I've seen you display, my dear.
So...why haven't you gotten a hold of Jean? She's the one who could help with this, isn't
she?" James asked.

"Yes...’che problem 1s she's moving ’coday.”
"Moving?"

"Yeah...she's moving in with Esteban, and Yohni's moving in with Gabrielle in a few
clays, and...}lonestly James, | feel like the local den-mother all of the sudden."

"Now, now, Zig, next you'ﬂ be te”ing me you feel old. None of t}la’c, please. Tonig}lt

then? Your place or mine?" James said, reassuringly.

"I think your place. I could do with the fresh air and the scenery after today," Lig Zag
responolecl, running a paw over her face. She felt tired.

" have something Special made for us for dinner then..." the coyote Said. "See you
’chere as soon as you get og Worlz?"

"That'll be in half an hour then...about the time it'd take for me to drive there because
['m getting OUT of this office..."

"Sure. No pro]olern with me."

Zig Zag sighed and shook her head. "No...on the other paw, I'd better swing ]:)y home
first and change. I'l see you soon though."

"As soon as you feel up to it, Zig. You sound like you could do with someone paying

attention to you right now," James said.

"I'm going to hold you to that unspolzen promise, Mr. Sheppard! Now I'd better run.
Take care until I get there..." Zig Zag said and hung up.

At least the day looked like it'd end on a good note. She looked at the Staclz of notes
she'd written down through the clay. Questions she couldn't answer oH—paw. She sig}lecl.
Then a viscious little smile spreacl on her hps and she nodded to herself.

"Sometimes Zig, you're just too keen for your own good," she murmured and got up,

taleing the whole stack along.

#H#H#



Gabrielle put her hooves up. She felt tire(l, but in a good way. The apartment looked
like someone had Lrough’c a whirlwind ’chrough it ’chough.

A rather orderly whirlwind. Tt had piclzeol up a lot of ’chings and left everything else neat
and Jcidy while carrying off the loot.

It'd take some time getting used to Jean not being there, but at least the empty spaces
would soon be taken up Ly Yohni's furniture. Much of the mongoose's stuff was nicer
and of better c_[uality than her own. But she'd made one t}lil’lg clear. She wasn't getting
rid of the couch. Yohni's was a rea”y nice designer t}lil’lg, but it was about as comfortable
as a brick.

Yohni hadn't complainecl. She'd bought the couch for its looks and she'd said flat out
she wasn't happy with how it felt when sitting in it, or 1aying on it. Besides, it was too
short for someone as tall as the fiﬂy to lay on, in anything but a fetal position and it'd get
a little unpleasan’c rather fast that way.

It was going to be a quiet couple of days , though, until Yohni got there. She leaned her
head back and smiled. Moving things out had gone reaﬂy fast. Michael, Rafe, Alexi and
Esteban were all fit furs and she wasn't exactly a slouch herself. It hadn't taken more
than a couple of hours to get everything moved to Esteban's apartment. She felt sure
that Jean was alrea(ly busy unpaclzing her books.

Gabrielle chuckled at the thought. No dou]ot, Esteban would be Whining about a
break...and for once he'd reaﬂy have deserved one. Somehow, she felt sure he'd manage to
convince Jean that there were PLENTY of things to do on their first day of 1iving
’coget}ler, rather than unpaclzing. All of them strictly baﬂroom, of course.

[t amazed Gabrielle how courteous Esteban was about the whole sex—t}ling when it came
to Jean. It was pretty obvious that he wouldn't mind going a lot {:urt}ler, but he also
understood per£ectly well w}ly it couldn't happen...ye’c.

Not a lot of males would be that consiclera’ce, the bronco t}lought. She'd often t}lought
that. Esteban was special in many ways and she was very happy for Jean. They were a
good couple.

Franlely, she felt like she'd won the sweepstalzes in the 10t’cery of love herself, in any
case. Just ’chinlzing about Yohni moving in made her stomach do somersaults and she
found a smile creeping onto her face. Who'd have thought it? She smiled a little.



"Both sii)iings en(iing up in iiomosexuai relationships. What are the ciiances of that
iiappening?” she wondered.

Siie rememi)ere(i sometiiing an(i ieane(i iorwarois to get a scrap oi paper irom ’ciie tai’)ie.
[t was the one Wi’cii Timotiiy's Jceiepiione number on it. A New York number...

Gabrielle nodded to herself. It was gooci that her brother had gotten out of Denver too,
in time. But she hadn't reaiiy had a chance to talk to him for almost four years. She
missed him. She often did but she knew that contacting him would've been next to
impossi]oie while he lived in Denver. She wondered what kind of fur he'd grown into over
those four years.

She giggie(i. Timotily had aiways had a tendency towards iimp wrists and a siigilt iisp
for as iong as she could remember. It had royaiiy pisse(i off her iatiier, when it dawned on
him. It had resulted in a series of emotional explosions at the mansion in Denver so
fierce that at times, Gabrielle had wondered if the old idiot would do sometiiing s’cupi(i
and hurt Timo’cily.

She'd proioa]oiy been the oniy fur to protect him ciuring those years.

She sigile(i again. Much of her attitude...much of her rebelliousness had come from
that. She'd tried to protect Timothy...and the oniy way to do so was to get her fathers
attention moved from her brother to herself. She'd never tiiougilt about it that way
]:)eiore, but it was pretty obvious to her in retrospect.

"Weii, Gabrielle Ry(ier...it made you the femme you are JCO(iay and no bad tlzing!" she
told herself. Tt was just new for her to think of the reason Wiiy she'd turned out that way.

Timothy had needed someone to protect him, and the bronco in her had rebelled
iierceiy against the way their parents had treated him. So what if he was gay? He was still
their son. He was still her brother!

She felt a surge of anger boil up in her. But she quicieiy becalmed herself. It was
poin’ciess to get angry about her parents. Tiiey were no ionger a factor in her life.

But Wiia’c about in Timotiiy's life? Were tiiey stiii a factor in iiis?

Qniy one way to find out. Gabrielle reached out and picize(i up the piione.
HH#H#



Zig Zag puued over the car and got out. She piclzed up a couple of paclzages and
checked inside a laag, then nodded to herself and got out with a grin.

This was going to be ][un

And after Jcoday, she needed some fun. She felt pretty sure she'd get plenty of that when

she got to James' place, but that would have to wait just a few moments. She needed a
good 1augh, and this , she felt sure, was going to provide it.

She smoothed down her sleir’c, got her paclzages secured in her arms and headed up the
stairs. Knoclzing on the door wasn't easy and she didn't want to put anyt}ling down.

Eventuaﬂy, she managecl to 12nocle, using a knee.

A few moments 1a’cer, the door was opened by Esteban. He blinked a little and looked at
Zig Zag in confusion. "Hola Jefa...wha’c can I do for you?" he asked and smiled.

"Oh, actually nothing. But Jean can. You see...l have some work for her. A lot of work
in fact. The phone has been glowing red hot all day at the ogice, mostly because the furs
at the sets procluction place can't £igure out how to get it righ’c without ]oeing held by the
paw and guiclecl ’chrough it. I'm not an expert so...I figurecl Jean needs to look into this."

"...erhhh..." Bsteban said, 1ooleing dumbfounded. "...she just moved een. Does eet have
to be today?"

"A]osolutely, Este]oan, [ can't possibly put this off."

Esteban sighed but nodded. He didn't look happy about it but he stepped aside to let
Zig Zag enter.

The skunk moved to the living room and put her bags on the table. "Jean? Are you
here? I've got some things for you to look at," she called out.

The vixen came out of the 12i’cchen, wiping her paws.

Zig Zag smiled and motioned for the ]oags. "Some paperworle for you Jean. It's pretty

important so if you could take a look?"

Jean looked about to protest for just a split seconcl, then she nodded and sighed.
"Sure...but it's not the best timing, y'lznow. I'm coolzing and it's my first day here and all.

Are you sure this can't wait at 1east until tomorrow or the next day?"

"Believe me, Jean, if you wait with this for that 1ong, it'll start to stink..." Zig Zag said
and smiled enigma’cicaﬂy.



The vixen looked confused and shrugged. "Very well then, let's have a 10012," she said
and looked into the first laag.

Then she 100128(1 up. AII(J. laughed. Loud and clear.

Es’cel)an clearly didn't understand what was going on. He looked between the two

femmes.
Lig Zag looked like a vision of innocence.

"What ees goeeng on?" the wolf finaﬂy asleecl, giving up trying to figure it out on his

own.

"Well, she's rig}lt about this going to stink if we don't look into it now ," Jean said and
took somet}ling wrapped in paper out of the ]aag.

A bottle of wine, apparently, Wrapped in little pawscribl)led notes.

"How ees that goeeng to smell cef we don't deal Weeth eet now?" Esteban aslzed
although he couldn't help smiling.

"Not tha’c, you ]:)ig 1ug. THIS!" Jean exclaimed and took out a fish...also Wrapped in Zig

Zag's notes.

"[ ﬂgurecl salmon would be a suitably luxurious first meal for your new home ’coget}ler?"
Zig Zag chuckled. "But of course, Jean said she's already coolzing...l)u’c if you put it in the
fridge it'll be just as good tomorrow."

"l go and do that righ’c away. ['m not sure I'll be able to read most of the notes
’chough," Jean giggled.

"Well, take them off now, and wrap it in some’ching else then,” the skunk said.

Jean nodded and went to get something else. Lig Zag smiled triumphan’cly and looked at

Esteban in the meantime.
"So, was it so bad?"
"No...sorree Je£a...1 should've known," the wolf said with an apologetic smile.

"No harm done. Anyway, I'll be sure to ]:)ring a proper housewarming present 1ater, but
for now, | have to go. | have a coyote waiting for me with a surprise meal and...well...]

want to be surprised," Lig Zag said with a wink.



Jean came back with an old newspaper. "Time honored fish-wrappings...” she said and
grinned. "[eaving so soon, Zig Zag?"

"I have to. I have a dinner date with James and £ran121y, I wouldn't miss it for all the tea
in China."

"That's a lot of tea..." Jean said and smiled. "You'd prol)ably get an allergic reaction
around ’cha’c much of it. Talze care ancl have a great evening. And ’chanlz you for Jche wine

and the salmon. I'll make sure to make something of it tomorrow."

"Oh no you won't, chica. I make a mean baked salmon weeth spiced Lread, small

potatoes and hollandaise sauce. My turn mafana!" Esteban grinnecl.

"Oh alright. I just have to deal with that. It's not as if it's malzing my mouth water
already..." Jean said and Visi]oly swaﬂowed, grinning.

Zig Zag laughed and waved as she headed out. "I think I'd better leave you two lovebirds
alone. See you soon. And Jean, if you CAN find time one of the next couple of days to
look at those notes and let me know...I'd be ever so grate{‘ul. Take your time though," she

said with a wink.
Then she was gone.

The salmon ended up in the fridge...]out a minute 1a’cer, the sound of two glasses
clinleing ’coge’cher could be heard from the apartment.

#H#H#

"HEY...Joe...loolz at this!" Matt Barstock called out across the room.
Joe Latrans looked up from his coffee mug and his newspaper. "What is it, Matt?"

"Well, it's somet}ling I think might interest you. Or at least I'm pretty sure it'll interest
Slam and your crew in general," Matt chuckled.

Joe raised an eye]orow and looked at his mixed-canid boss. "It's too late in the evening
for t}la’c, Matt. Don't play games with me now...please. ['m going home to Annie as soon
as I've finished my coffee and | hope she can do some’ching about my sore feet. I've had
to listen to 'Randy' Leing...Well...randy...aﬂ day after seeing some long legged femme at a
bar yesterday, and when he and Slam get going, the testosterone in the Bitch gets so
thick you need a damned inclustry grade laser-cutter to get t}lrough it. It's those times



’cha’c I'm glad we don’t have a female crewmember or we just might see a second

unblemished conception right there in the plane!"

"Talk about nearer to God..." Matt said and scratched his neck with a sligh’c chuckle.
"Anyway...here...talze a look."

Joe took the paperworlz that Matt gave him and looked it over cri’cicaﬂy. "You're jolzing
right? You have got to be joleing. Please tell me thisis a reaﬂy bad attempt at humor?
Annie's going to KILL me!"

"I'm sorry, Joe. They asked speciﬁcaﬂy for you and 'the Bitch'. Isn't that the place where

that femme you saved works?"

Joe groaned and chuckled. "Yealj, it is. Z7Z Studios. She was kind enough to supply us
with that video laying around somewhere that is already rapi(ﬂy Leing worn out Ly every

unmarried male fur leen not out ﬂying..."

"Oh. That..." Matt said, gravely. "I can see what you mean. Will it help any if T tell
Annie about this?"

"What? You mean go home to my place, knock on the door with your hat in your paw
and say "Sorry Annie, | have some bad news. Your hushand has been commissioned to
ﬂy for a porn-company for the next few weeks"? Now I KNOW you're joleing. No, I
deal with that myseH. I'm sure I can make her understand."

"Where should I send the ﬂowers for your funeral?" Matt grinned.

"To my church, Matt...to my church,” Joe said and got to his feet with a chuckle. "Naw,
I'm sure itll work out. Somechow. Even if I may be eating ]ournt—to—a—crisp food for a

week and sleep on the couch until retirement age."
"She isn't that bad, Joe...she’” understand. You're just cloing your jol)."
Joe smiled warmly. "Oh no...she's not that bad at aﬂ, Matt. Not that bad at a/l."

The coyote left the hangar and Matt scratched his neck again, grinning. "You're a 1uc12y
fur my friend..." he said, lznowing that Joe wouldn't hear him.

Then he went back to finishing up the (lay's paperworlz.



