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What mail can lead to. ..

It had been five clays since Lieutenant Aureus got his reprimancl. The first four nights
afterwards, Leo had to get out of bed at a quarter to midnigh’c, do a full inspection of the
entire platoon and their gear, not to mention their hving quarters, and then crawl back to
bed sometime around one o'clock. By the fourth clay, he was so tired he could laarely see
straight and the same went for his troops. The pro]alem wasn't missing one hour of sleep.
The problem was that mi(lnight inspections broke the sleep rhythm in two for any fur
sul)jected to it. After four days of that, in between 1ong , hard days of work, most furs would
be able to stand up and sleep.

Leo had very nearly witnessed that. The (lay laefore, he'd come across Corporal Twain
taﬂzing to a private...ancl they were apparently both unaware that Jchey were taﬂzing about
two comple’cely different things. The look of exhaustion on the faces of every soldier in the
platoon was enough to confirm Leo's worries. If they were called on to ac’tua]ly do their job
and 1ay down covering fire or a suppression l)arrage, they’d be just as hlzely to hit frien(ﬂy
targets as the enemy. Fortunately, Captain Cervus had that well in paw and most of Dog
company's tasks had temporarily been assignecl to Easy company instead. The Easy furs

had grumlalecl until they had learned Why. Then their grumbling and their discontent had

been directed towards Lieutenant Aureus.

The jaclzal ha(l ]:>een 1'61’1’1&1'12&]31}7 scarce £OI (lays now. Leo COL’ll(l un(lerstancl Wl"ly He

wasn't exac’cly the most popular fur on base.

For‘tunately, last night had been the first no-inspection night after the punishment. The
entire platoon had keeled over and slept like babies after dinner. They proba]oly needed it
very Lacﬂy, Leo told himself. He had, at least.

He downed a cup of coffee and let his though’cs wander back home to Ohio. How did
Lizzy get on back there? It had been almost a week since he got a letter from her, but he
wasn't worried. The pos’cal service was a bit irregular, to put it mildly. Life was...finding a

rhythm out there, in distant Afghanistan.
Leo really did feel like he was a thousand miles from everywhere.

One of the few links to civilized society came in the form of American newspapers. Tlley
were always several days behind, of course, but it helpe(l the troops 12eep up on affairs back
home. They had been promise(l that even’cua]ly, computers with Internet connection would



be available but Leo was pretty sure 'eventuaﬂy' meant 'somewhere around new year, 2005,

The newspapers had a new story to write a]:)ou’c, anyway, and the buzz was going on around

base as well. The 'Anthrax Scare' was on.
Christmas was approaching as well. Rapi(ﬂy, in fact.

It made the lion think of home again, and of Lizzy, and he sighed. Ah well, if he
couldn't celebrate Christmas with the femme he 1ove(1, he could think of worse furs than
his troops to spend it with.

Refiﬂing his coffee-mug, he though’c about what to do for a Christmas-present. There
weren't all that many trendy little shops in the area. In all likelihood, he'd have to find a
much-belated Christmas present for Lizzy when he got home.

"MAIL! THE MAIL IS HERE!" a loud voice shouted from outside. Leo looked up and

smiled. Perhaps there would be a letter from Lizzy Jcoday. Emptying his coffee mug in one
10ng gulp and putting it down, he got to his feet and headed outside.

[t was a brigh’c day outside. Helmand decided to show itself from its best angle for once,
he thought, and headed towards the post-oﬁice. Around him, many other furs were headed

the same way.

Pacleages were delivered. A lot of them were Wrapped in gli’ctery wrapping paper. Clearly,
many families back home had wanted to make sure their Christmas presents arrived in
time. Leo couldn't help smiling at the happy expressions on the faces of many of these
soldiers. They were just ordinary furs too, after all, and a Christmas present...weu...he
couldn't think of many ways to make a son or hus])and, far away from home, feel loved and

though’c of.

Suddenly, there was a lot of commotion up ahead. Leo couldn't quite see what was going
on in the t]nrong, but he tried to stretch his neck to get a glimpse. There was a lot of
hooting and 1aughing going on.

Prol)alaly some unfortunate private who couldn't resist the temptation to open his
Christmas present, only to find a rea“y horrible knitted sweater in there, he though’c and
smiled. Rigl'xt now, he wouldn't mind a reauy horrible knitted sweater. Somehow, the idea
of someone (loing all that work for him would be comfor’cing.

"Third pla’coon reaﬂy has it too goocl," someone laughed next to him.
"HEY...YOU..YEAH YOU WITH THE PACKAGE..WE WANT TO SEE IT
WHEN YOU'RE DONE WITH IT!"



Leo blinked and looked again. He could hear Corporal Twain's voice in response to the

one who shouted. "NOT A CHANCE, YOU DIPSHIT! ALL OURS, COURTESY
OF OUR SECOND LIEUTENANT!"

That got a good round of 1aug11s. Suddenly, a private noticed Leo standing there and
raised his voice. "HES DOWN HERE!"

Before Leo knew it, he was beset by furs wanting to know everything about how he knew
the cast at ZZ Studios.

Laughing, Leo put two and two together and shook his head. "Aw for God's salze," he
grinnecl. "Tt's not like I've starred in one of their movies. I just know one of the actresses

through my girlfriend back home."
"T want a girlfriend like that!"
"Yeah right, Lieutenant...riiiiight."
"So, what are they all like? Really hot in private too?"

The questions rained down on the lion but he didn't mind. Pushing his way through the
crowd, he came up to Corporals Mofeta and Twain, holding a very large, oblong box

]:)e’cween Jchem.

[t was Wrappe(l in black-and-white, ’ciger—s’criped wrapping paper.

#H#HH#

For five days, Emma hadn't said a word. She had slept fitf-uﬂy and her eyes looked as
dull and lifeless as her fur. Her time was spent in her bed, sleeping or roclzing back and
forth. The doctors were getting increasingly concerned, and Fox, who had £aith£ully spent
as much time with her as he possibly could, had only succeeded in getting the vaguest

reactions out of her.

The clay before, he had deemed it safe for Miriam, Jean and Lizzy to visit the mink but
t}ley too had to leave without getting any response out of their friend. Sometimes, Fox was
sure he saw Emma's lips move. Like she was taﬂeing to someone...maylje to herself. She'd
shuffle around the room, Jco’caﬂy oblivious to the world when that happened, muttering

Wi’cllout a soun(l.

If anyone addressed her, she'd stop and just stand s’ciﬂ, 1oolzing at the floox



There was no real way of teﬂing when or if the mink would get better, and Fox had taken
it upon himself to arrange for her transfer to a psycliia’cric ward. It hurt him to the depth
of his soul to do so, but he realized it was the best chance his friend had of improving.

Everyone was trying to help as best Jchey could. Lizzy had taken a day off from work and
had sough’c out Emma's boss at the Historical Society. She had explainecl everything that
had happene(l, and the reason why Emma would be absent from work for an unknown
1ength of time. To her surprise, the support for Emma had been comple’ce. Instead of firing
her, they would find a replacement until she was able to return to work. Bven if that was
half a year into the future, or more. The jo]o was Bmma's when she wanted it. There had
been a lot of sympa’chy for the minlz, too.

Emma's 1an(ﬂa(ly offered to 12eep the rooms as they were, too. She would still need her
rent, of course. She looked ashamed at mentioning it, but she explained it was her only
way of malzing a living, herself. Lizzy assured her that wouldn't be a prouem. Emma would
need a home to come back to, after all, and Miriam, Lizzy and Jean quiclzly decided
between them that they could find the money for the rent if they spli’c it three ways,

without even reaﬂy noticing the extra expense.

Having thusly managecl to set Emma's life on stancﬂ)y, Lizzy had returned to the
hospital. Even if Emma didn't register what was said to her, the doe knew she had to tell
her friend.

So she had done so.

Emma, predictal)ly, hadn't said anything, and now Lizzy was sitting outside the mink's
room, looleing like her world had started to crack a little. It was late afternoon. Tomorrow,
she had to go back to worle, and somehow find the streng’ch to do her job. Jean was at work
’coday...’che vixen had looked like someone had taken a mallet to her gut the clay l)efore,
after seeing her friend in such a sorry state. Lizzy couldn't help wonder how Jean would get
through her clay at university after that.

Miriam was around, but she was temporarﬂy somewhere else, getting Something to
drink. Fox was off trying to see to a room at the psychiatric ward for Emma. The mood
had been extremely glum all clay.

"Excuse me, Miss? Can you tell me if this is Emma Grey's room?" a quiet voice asked.

Lizzy looked up and nodded, surprise(l. In front of her stood a male mink, 1oolzing like
he was in his late fifties. He was holding the paw of a clearly very clistraught femme of the



same age. Lizzy could only assume ’clney were married. It took a spli’c second before she put
two and two together.

The two rninlzs in front of her were Emma's parents.
p

The male...presumably Emma's father stroked his impressively long whiskers nervously
and tried to smile but the weariness and sadness in his eyes couldn't be hidden.

"That'd be here," Lizzy said, quietly. "I'm Lizzy...Emma's friend," she further explainecl
as she got up to offer a paw to shake.

She took a moment to get a proper impression of the two furs. Their clothes were old,
but in goocl repair. Both of them were clearly very concerned and worried, and especia]ly
Emma's mother didn't look comfortable about being in a hospital. Moreover, they both
seemed ]nope{:ul in a subdued kind of way. [t struck Lizzy that Emma pro})ably grew up in a

home of chronic low self esteem and that might explain her own self—image.

"You must be BEmma's parents," she said in a warm voice, trying to be open and friencﬂy.
"Please...please have a seat. I'll find another chair for myself and see if T can't find a doctor
who can come and talk to you. | thought you lived out west?"

The male noddecl, gratefuﬂy. "We do," he said. "Seattle, you see, Miss. We've...never
reaﬂy had much money. [t cost us our savings to come but we can't stay away when our
little girl needs us like this. I...I should have come sooner. With the trial and all but she
lzept saying she'd deal with it..."

Lizzy nodded, slowly. That sounded exactly like an older, male version of Emma. Self
recrimination and doubt. Sighing , she headed off to find a doctor

#HH#

"Pardon me for saying this so ]oluntly...})ut you look like shit, Miss LeBrun!" William
said.

He was in Jean's office along with Hantaywee and Richard. Their paper was completed
and they were ready to let the vixen have it. The three students looked concerned thoug]ﬁ.
Their normaﬂy smiling and cheerful teacher looked like some’ching the kaht had laroug}xt
in...and then larough’c up.

"I'm sorry," Jean said and tried a weak smile. "I've had some reaﬂy rough days. And no,
this time there's nothing you three can do to help me. Anyway, let me have the paper," she

saicl and held out a paw to receive it.



Getting it, she looked at the front page and nodded, thoughtfuﬂy, before placing it on
the desk. "You've given the secretary two copies as well?" she asked.

Hantaywee nodded. "Sure. Just before coming here. So, when do we get graded on this?"

"Before Christmas," Jean said. "Alt]noug]n it's possil)le you'ﬂ get your grade via the

university Email "

"No prolalem," Richard chimed in. "If it gets past Christmas, we'll all understand I'm
sure. Seriously, Miss LeBrun...you do look worse for wear. What's wrong? Or am [ too
forward Ly aslzing that?"

Jean shook her head and smiled Wearily again. "Not at all. Tt concerns a friend of mine
who was hospitaliZed some clays ago. It's an ugly affair but I can't reaﬂy tell you more than
t}la’c, as I'm sure you understand. Anyway...l'ﬂ get this looked over and graded. And since
I'm unlilzely to see you before 2002, T would like to wish you a merry Christmas."

The students nodded and wished Jean the same, then left the office. The vixen sat back,
rubl)ing her face, 1oolzing at the whopper of a paper on the desk in front of her

She was about to start having a look when there was a knock on her door. Thinlzing it
was one of the three students who just left, she didn't even look up as the door opened ajar.

"Miss LeBrun?" a male voice asked "Or did we go to the wrong room?"

Jean didn't know the voice and she looked up from her work, turning to face the door.
"No, you got the righ’c room. ['m Jean LeBrun. And you are?"

"Well, our friends tend to call us 'the Wolf paclz',” the male answered with a crooked grin
"But since we're kinda here on official business, we're from the media institute. Mr. Luscus

said to come see you about a possilale topic for our final project?"

"We're all hoping it's not a historical documen’cary, though," another voice said from
behind the male in the door. It was mirthful and good-natured.

Jean grinned and nodded. "Come in then, though I'd like to know your actual names!"

Three male wolves, all smiling and 1oolzing like t}ley were quite pleasecl to be there, filed

into her office, and Jean sudclenly felt a serious need for more space.

"Well," the first spealzer said "I'm Greg, that small red fellow is Terence...you know his
father, I think. Father Rufus. The ]oig dumb 1ug behind him is Dione. We lzeep him around

to haul camera equipment."



"Oy! I protest!" Dione rumbled.

Jean was pretty certain she would see a flash of thunder outside. Dione's voice was bigger
than his physical form and that was saying somet]ning.

"Well then, Greg, Terence and Dione...welcome. I'll do my best to answer any of your

questions," the vixen said and turned around in her chair.

Dione nodded and scratched his neck. "Just gotta ask one thing before we get started..."
he rumbled.

"Go ahead?" Jean said, crossing her legs and leaning an elbow on her desk.

The enormous wolf looked slightly ill at ease. Almost as if he wasn't sure if he should
ask. "Well...there were those demonstrations recently and I was Won(lering...i£ it was true? |

mean, no pro]olem with me if it is. Just curious."
Jean chuckled and nodded. "It is. And thanks for the comp]iment."
"What compliment? Ow, Greg, Why did you slap me?"
"Now you see why I say we 1eeep him around for hauling cameras, Miss LeBrun?"

Jean giggled and shook her head. "leay, olzay...let's get Worlzing shall we. It's a pretty
serious story so [ suppose | had better start at the Leginning?"

Greg took out a Dictaphone and nodded. "Feel free..."
#HHH#

Gabrielle looked at the buﬂding. It was certainly less impressive than the mansion,
alt]noug]n it was still a comfortable home. A tig]nt knot was £orming in her stomach and
every part of her screamed that she should leave. Just...turn around and walk away and
never look back. She had argue(l the point to herself all the way to Denver, and she was still
not convinced that she was cloing the right thing.

Yohni was right there next to her. The mongoose had promised that she would ])e, and
she had 1eep’c her word.

So Why was she here? To meet an already dead fur? Cer’cainly not to meet her father.
She had never had one, and the male who had sired her in a purely Liological sense, had

o{'ficiauy disowned her years ago. So what was the reason for her even bothering to come
here?



The 1etter, she reminded herself. The letter from her mother.

She had considered herself more or less an orphan. She'd actuauy been able to
sympa’chize with Jean when the vixen spolze of how she had lost her mother, because she
knew, herself, how it felt. The feeling of being be’crayed by one of the two furs in the world
you should be able to trust above all else. It was very hard to deal Witl’l, even in retrospect.
She looked at her wrists for a moment. Then slowly, with the fingers on her righ’c paw, she
Spli’c the fur a little to look at the scars beneath. Where she had cut, that (lay, over a decade

ago.
All because of the furs in the house in front of her.

So wl’ly was she here? She didn't owe them a single, solitary ’ching. Not her love. Not
her respect. N o’c]'ling. Even if she sought the deepest recesses of her memory and her
feelings, she wouldn't find anything but contempt for the furs who were, at least nominauy,
her parents.

Again the answer was the letter. She closed her eyes and took a couple of deep breaths.

"T'll never be more rea(ly for this than I am now."
"We can leave any time you want, Gablay, just remember that," Yohni said, so{'tly.

"T know. You don't know how grateful I am for you being here t}lough. I need you here,

l'ig}lt now, Yohni...more than you can imagine," the fiﬂy said, nervously. 'T have no idea
what waits for me behind the doors over there."

Yohni smiled and gave her girlﬁiencl‘s paw a squeeze. "Then why don't we go and find
out? Together?"

Gabrielle nodded and walked up the gravel pa’ch to the door. She paused there...not quite
certain what she should do next? Knock on the door? Just open it and enter? No, she
reminded herself. Whomever lived behind those doors were strangers to her. Knoclzing was

the righ’c thing to do. So she did.

It seemed like forever before someone opene(l the door. When it was opene(l, Gabrielle
could ]oarely recognize her own mother. She had agecl two decades in two years. Her mane
was graying and her face was starting to show the early signs of age. Last Gabrielle had
seen her had been on television when the Yakuza had attacked her father's mansion. Back
then, while she wasloathed to admit it, she could see some of herself in her mother's face.

Now, she could see her granclmother' s face in her mothers lines...



None’cheless, Roxanne looked s’cumped...’chen her eyes grew damp and she tried a very
uncertain smile. "Gabrielle? I... T didn't think you'(l come."

It had been laarely more than a dis})elieving whispelz Like Roxanne didn't reaﬂy dare
believe that Gabrielle was there.

Galarieue, for her part, nodded curtly. "I'm here. Not to see...him. To see you," she said,
struggling to 12eep her voice neutral. She didn't need to sneer at the femme in front of
her...she was better than that.

"Please...come in, both of you," Roxanne saicl, quietly. She smiled at Yohni too, which
Gabrielle did notice with some surprise.

The Roxanne she remembered would gla(ﬂy extol on the vice and general 'Wrongness' of
homosexuality. She decided to test her mother's defenses a little.

"Sure. Yohni, meet my mother Mother, meet Yohni...whom I'll be marrying in the new
year," she said.

Yohni nodded to the older femme and smiled politely, but said nothing. She wasn't sure
what would be appropriate. Somehow, staying quiet seemed the better option.

Roxanne nodded back and returned the polite smile...perhaps 1ooleing Slightly more tired
than she intended. "I didn't know Ohio allowed same sex marriages. But if you are happy
together then all is goo&," she said, sounding like she meant it. "Gabrielle is an adult, and I
trust that she would not give her heart to someone hgh’cly. ['m glacl to meet you, Yohni."

Gabrielle blinked. She hadn't expectecl that kind of response, at all. She wasn't even sure
what to say next, but Yohni saved the situation l)y smﬂing a little wider and spealzing up.

"Thank you. | can assure you, she didn't do it 1ight1y," she said and stepped inside since

Roxanne had moved asi(le to allow it.

This reaﬂy was the world upsi(le down, Gabrielle said to herself. How was she going to
deal with this? She didn't know. One word at a time, prolja]:)ly. Waiting a few more
moments and ’caleing another (leep ]orea’ch, she closed her eyes for a moment. She was
strong enough to do this. The letter had seemed very sincere in its tone, and if her mother
was wiﬂing to admit to the wrongs she had clone, then mayl)e a little progress could be
made. Finaﬂy, she openecl her eyes again and took out the letter from her shoulder bag.

"I want to talk to you about ’chis, Mother. I'm not here to see a (lying {'ur, to whom I owe
nothing but contempt. ['m here to see you about this."



#HH#HH#

Third Platoon was getting quite noisy. Despite his stancling order that no alcohol
consumption was allowed while the unit was in Afghanistan, Leo had allowed himself to
slack on that order just once. Just this once, he'd let the troops get out some cans of beer
and enjoy themselves. They didn't know this yet, of course. He looked at the stack of six-
pacles under his desk and grinnecl. Outside, the rowdiness was still going on. Apparen’cly,
Corporal Twain had refused to unpaclz the tiger s’criped paclzage from 77 Studios yet. He
12ep’c saying it was addressed to Lieutenant Leon and that no good soldier opened his

commancling officer's mail without permission.

Well, Leo hadn't given his permission, but the crowd out there certainly expec’ced him to
come out and open his paclzage, from the sound of it. He grinned Widely to himself and
pon(lere(l the valie of torturing the troops a little 1onger.

It would be cruel to do so, he told himself They'(l been giddy like Schooﬂaoys all day
because of the paclzage, and now that it was evening and ’chey had their R&R time, they
deserved their prize.

He left the beers under the desk and went out to his troops.

A roar welcomed him.

"FINALLY! Open it Lieutenant, please...open it alreacly!"

"Come on, Sir...we reaﬂy want to see what's in there."

"We've been veeeery goo& ]aoys, Sir, don't we deserve an early Christmas present?"

Leo grinne(l croolze(ﬂy and headed up to the 10ng paclzage. He scratched his neck and
smiled a bit. "Weeell...it's such nice wrapping paper. I'm not sure [ can ]:)ring myself to just
tearing it off " he tried.

The groans and Whimpers from his troops were quiclzly replaced by laughter as Sergeant
Pardinus held out a bowie-knife for the officer.

"Then cut it open carefuﬂy and save the wrapping paper, Sir," the lynx said, matter-of-
fac’cly.

"WAY TO GO SARGE!"
"Whoot...hot babes galore!"



"Yeah, cut it carefuﬂy, but let's see the contents!"

Talzing the knife, Leo tried very hard not to laugh out loud. He carefuﬂy openecl the
paclzage, maleing sure to be just slow enougll for the troops to laegin W}limpering again.

Finaﬂy, however, he unwrapped it and looked at the olalong box inside.

He opened it and looked at the content with some trepidation, although he managed to
conceal it. He didn't mind the work Jclley did at the studio. He knew Gabrielle and Yohni

very well for instance, and Jchey were deﬁnitely good furs. He just wasn't sure he wanted to
look at either of them in any...sexual...situa’cion. They were his friends after all. To his

relief, the contents were not imme(lia’cely recognizal)le.

"Olzay...let's see...we have what looks like three video tapes and these 10ng things must be
posters," he said and held up a long roll. "We have six of them. That'll be two per squad
then. Qoh, look...someone wrote something on the tapes. Oh and there's a letter here. Let

me see..."
"Read it aloud, Sir...come on, be fair to us!"
"Yeah, we wanna hear...whoa, wrote on the tapes? Wow...autographecl stuff. Cool!"

"Read it aloucl, read it aloud!"

Leo 1aughecl. He didn't try to conceal it anymore. 'Let me skim it first. If
i’c's...private...I'H lzeep it to myself," he chuckled.

Sergeant Pardinus took out a cigar and lit it, casuaﬂy. "Let the Lieutenant have his love-
letters to himself, furs, or I'll force you to read out every letter from your sweethearts to the
rest of the platoon. Wasn't it you, corporal Mofeta, who got a letter from your girl back

home, caﬂing you 'Honeysnugglepoolzums'?"

Corporal Mofeta went beet red amidst the roaring 1aughter of his comrades. "What
the...have you been rea(ling my mail, Sarge?"

"No, you talk in your sleep, you dink!" the lynx chuckled. "And I have to check on you

assholes twice a night...regula’tions, y'see."

"I'm going to stay awake tonigh’c to see what Honeysnugglepoolzums has to say in his
sleep Jchen," Corporal Bock grinned and nudged the skunk with an elbow.

Corporal Mofeta groaned and slumped. "Tll never sleep properly again..."



Leo held up a paw to quiet everyone down. "I can read this out. It's a letter from
Gabrielle. It's directed at me but it's kinda for everyone here."

He cleared his throat while the troops went quiet.

"Dear Leo..." the lion Legan. The grinning and sniclzering amongst the troops was

quiclzly silenced 13y one sharp glance from by Sergeant Pardinus.

"Dear Leo," Leo tried again once he had everyone's quiet attention. "We've put this
together in a real hurry so | hope it'll be good enough for your troops out there. I talked to
the Boss and she said we should try to get it to you lot before Christmas. Seeing how the
mail system always gets congealed with letters and paclzages here in the States, [ dread to
think how long it'd take to send stuff to our ljoys fighting over there, if we got closer to
Christmas..."

He waited a moment while the grinning and comments about 'our Loys’ died out, before

continuing.

"Wanda and Tamara wanted to be a little more raunchy with the posters than me...but I
had a word with the boss, and we decided that since you're hlzely going to have to look at
t}lem, we'd send you some of the more artsy stuff. Knowing you, Leo, I'd say you should
stay away when they play tapes two and three though. But the first tape...weﬂ, at least do
yourse]f a favor and watch the first few minutes with them before 1eaving. I'm pretty sure
one of them can explain why to you. Just take my word on this. Please tell your pla’coon
that everyone here thinks they are doing the right ’ching, and that we wish them all the
best. If you could get someone to donate a jacleet or something, then have the lot of them

sign it, we'll hang it on the wall in the common room as a memento of 'our pla’coon’."

Several furs scrambled to get a piece of uniform clothing to donate to the cause. In the
meantime the letter was folded back up and Leo put it in his poclzet.

"The rest is for my eyes only. Private stuff from one friend to another. Anyway...let's see.
Private Riley, you're the ]oigges’c fur in the unit," he said and pointed toa 1arge, brown bear.
"One of your jaclzets should suffice. I'll make sure you get a new one. And someone get a

pen that can write on cloth."

"We'll do tha’c, Sir...but can we please see the posters at least?" Corporal Mofeta aslze(l,

having seemingly recovered fiom his Honeysnugglepoolzurns-crisis.

Leo nodded and took the first roll. "Well then...let's have a look. My girHriend would
have my hide if she knew I was doing this , but alrigllt."



He unrolled it and took a look. Then he blinked. He took another look and chuckled to

himself. "Well T'll be..." he mumbled and looked at the group of furs in front of him.

"Corpora] Twain, I think Tl just let you have this one for second squacl, before you beat
someone up to get to it," he said.

The percheron beamed Widely in that too’chy way Leo had come to realize on]y equines
could. Tt practicauy oozed attitude. "I think I can guess, Sir..." he said and s’cepped forward.

Leo let the corporal take the black-and-white poster of Gabrielle. It was signed...down in
the corner. Even Leo had to admit it was a fantastic image. The bronco was slung on what
seemed to be white satin sheets, but her pose was such that apart from her quite ample
bosom, nothing actuaﬂy showed. Tt ’cauntecl...hintecl...promiseol a lot more if one could
look juuuust a little more from the left side...or if one juuust tilted one's head to the right

like this. But of course, it was a two dimensional photo. [t was very well done though and
Leo had to admit, not nearly as raunchy as he had feared. Gabrielle was a beautiful
femme...she could do images like that quite, quite well.

She looked asleep on the picture, with a content little smile on her face.

"MINE!" Corporal Twain grinned. "And if any of you shits want it, you can fight me for
it, outside. I'll take on the whole pla‘coon at once if I have to!"

"Hey, share it with the rest of us!" one of the privates in second squacl moped.
Corporal Twain grinned and nodded. "T will. It1l hang right over my bunk!"

The rest of the posters were distributed. Three were in black and white. One for each
squacl. Three were in color. None of them were hardcore in any way. Leo sent a smaﬂ,
grateful thought to (abrielle's sense of moclesty...which in turn made him chuckle. Tt

wasn't a trait he would normaﬂy associate with the bronco in any way.
Finaﬂy he took a look at the video tapes. T}ley were numbered 1, 2 and 3, respectively.

Leo smiled and held up tape number one. "Sergeant Par(linus, if you go to my quarters |
think you will find that underneath my desk T have a surprise for the squacl. Two cans per
fur, in fact. Take Corporal Brock along to carry so you don't drop anyt}]ing."

"Wha'...laeer, Sir??" the 1ynx asked. Then grinned. "YesSIR!"

"Males finest ]3rew," Leo chuckled. "Budweiserfor the whole squad."



Corporal Mofeta pre’cen(le(l to get all sni£ﬂy and misty-eye(l. "Aww, jeez Sir...you reaﬂy
shouldn't have," he sol)]oe(l, then grinne(l Wi(lely and clappe(l his paws together sharply.
"Beer and ZZ Studios movies. This is what livin' is all about!"

Leo went and put the tape in the machine, waiting a moment until Sergeant Pardinus
and Corporal Brock were back with the beer. Amidst general cheerfulness, the cans were
distributed to the troops and everyone found a seat.

Finaﬂy, when everyone was quietly paying attention to the television, Leo hit the 'play'
button and s’cepped aside.

A rather catchy guitar—riff playecl...ancl 77. Studios' 1ogo faded into view. Then a gasp
went t]nrough the crowd.

"Holy shit..."
"Tsn't she retired...?"
"Whoa...Sir...you reaﬂy do have all the contacts..."

Zig Zag's face appeared on the screen, and the camera zoomed out to show her
com£orta]31y seated amongst her cast.

"Hello ]f)oys. I'm sure I don't need to introduce myself..." the skunk ]:)egan. Leo didn't
reaﬂy have to listen. The looks of awestruck fascination on the faces of his troops told him
all he needed to know. He was Watching some’ching important. He knew from what
Gabrielle had told him in the past, that Zig Zag was retired and that she hadn't appeare(l in
front of a camera since she called her active career quits. She hadn't made a single
cameo...not one 'walk-on' role in her own movies. Not even AVC, which Leo had to admit
he had watched with Lizzy...although Jchey had generaﬂy fast forwarded past the actual

sex...
Well, they had the first few times.
Then they’d gotten inspire(l.

Feeling the tips of his ears start to bum, Leo pushecl the thoug]nt aside. Lig Zag had
made an introduction to this movie...because he had written to Gabrielle and asleed if she

couldn't send a poster or something similar.

He reminded himself to give the bronco a hug when he came home.

#HHH#



Emma looked around her new home. At least...it was her temporary home. The furs in
the white coats had said so. They had been nice enough about it. She didn't reaﬂy like it
when they touched her ’chough. Not until they found a nurse who had helpe(l her into the
room. That wasn't so bad.

It was a small but quite nice room. The color on the walls was a nice yeuow. No’ching
that burnt the eyes. The bed was a ’cypical hospital Led, of course. There was a table and

two chairs in there as well. A small bookcase, too. It was empty.

Bookecases shouldn't be empty, Emma said to herself. Mayl)e she could find some’ching

to put on it.

She shuffled around the room. Why was she here? She didn't reaﬂy know but some’ching

told her it was better that she was there. There was a nice fox who came 13y several times a

(lay to talk to her. She was pretty sure she knew him but she wasn't sure from where.
The empty bookcase stared at her, snapping her out of her though’cs about the nice fox.

He was olzay...she didn't mind it when he hugged her, even if he was male. Males were
dangerous, though. But the fox wasn't dangerous. Maybe not all males were clangerous. Or
maylae it was just the fox who wasn't clangerous. It confused Emma and she shook her
head, shufﬂing over to the window to look out. They'd be })ringing her piﬂs to eat. She
knew that. They'd done so in the other room. That was olzay. The piﬂs made her not want
to scream. They made the sound of shattering windows fade into the Lacleground even if it
didn't make the sound go away altoge’cher. The view was nice from the window. She could

look down into a Lig gar(len.
There were no flowers, so it was proba]:)ly winter.
But there was no snow either?

Emma was confused by this thoug}l’c and the confusion larought tears to her eyes and she
began to shake. Shu{'ﬂing over to her laed, she crawled up on it and put her blanket over
her head. Tt was silent and safe inside the darkness. The confusion was still there but the
fear of it was dulled a little.

Roclzing back and forth, she wondered who the other furs were who had come to see her.
She had seen two minlzs...they looked so familiar. Maybe they were family? No no...that
was siﬂy, her parents lived on the west coast and were very poor. How could they afford to
come and visit her? And what about the two vixens...the gray and red one? T}ley had
looked so worried. The gray one had a strange look to her. A little hit androgynous,



reaﬂy...more feminine than masculine. That was olzay. She had been reauy nice. The red
one had worn a lot of beads and colorful clothing. Emma had wanted to laugh...it looked
funny. But she couldn't 1aug11.

She couldn't remember how.
That had made her cry.

There was a doe too. That was unusual. She seemed to recall that there were a lot more
of that kind of fur living up in Canada. She remembered the doe too. She though’c of
pancalzes and breakfast. That made the fear go away and she S’copped roclzing.

She took the blanket off her head and crawled back out of the bed.
The empty bookcase laughed at her again.

It had a male laugh.

Then it sneered and said it wanted filling.

It had a familiar male voice.

"You can't even do that right, can you?!" it growled in Jeremy's voice.

Emma started screaming and hurried back on her bed, covering her head with the

blanket again.

A moment la’cer, the door burst open and someone hurried in. Emma didn't hear what
they were trying to say. She could only hear Jeremy's voice growling at her for not {-iﬂing up
the bookcase.

Then she felt a little pricle on her shoulder and the voice became a blur. A...blue and
orange blur How could a voice have colors? It did.

Emma smile(]..

She was sitting in a roller-coaster and it was almost at the top of a tall rise. Then it
dropped. _her stomach tickled.

She slept.



