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In addition to those characters many of us know and care about from "Sabrina
- Online", "Sabrina, the Story", and "ZZ Studios", the following characters
appear:

All New Characters

Lee Paul Evans
Age: 25 Sex: Male Species: Maine Coon Cat (brown tabby markings)

Physical description: approx. 5' 11", large boned, trim & in good physical
shape; dark brown/brown striped coat with a ringed bushy tail with tawny fur
from the underside of his muzzle down his front. He wears thin metal framed
bifocals and is generally found wearing pocketed shirts, even casually, with at
least one pen or pencil in the pocket (at work, it's generally one automatic
pencil and two pens (black & red ink)).

General description:

A well-mannered gentlefur (example set & taught by father in word and deed,
reinforced by the standards of his alma mater), he is the oldest of 3 brothers/1
sister from a stable family (sister is twin, Marilee Marie). Both parents have
degrees in chemistry; his father works full time as a research chemist while his
mother "keeps her paw in" by working part time at home doing translations for
professional journals. Lee is easy-going and given more to listening than
talking; he sometimes comes across as being shy but isn't. This cat is sharp
(both SAT & GRE scores qualify him for Mensa), reasonably talented, and
capable of digging in and working things through when necessary (Eagle
Scout); he's self-confident but not cocky with a realistic sense of his strengths
and weaknesses. A voracious reader on a variety of subjects (remembers
"Chance favors the inquiring mind"), his special interests are aviation history,
sf, and techno-thrillers. From grammar school through high school, Lee took
piano lessons (primarily classical) and did well; he has an electric piano to
keep his paw in and because he enjoys it. His favorite sports include
racquetball, swimming, target-shooting, and bowling.

Growing up with his father's science fiction library, he developed a taste for
engineering that then focused on aeronautical engineering; trying to
understand what was going on in the industry led him to discover an interest in
aviation history, not just what happened, but the ideas and concepts that were
around.



Though he's easy-going, he can get impatient at times and he doesn't suffer
fools too gladly at the best of times. Patient with a high "flash point", he can
work up quite a "mad" but gets over it quickly.

He enjoys being with people, though not a "party animal", but can be quite
comfortable by himself or with a few friends. With sensitive hearing, his music
tastes are classical & instrumental with some easy listening.

Car: Contour SE (graduation present) with 5-speed stick; champagne exterior
with tasteful antique gold pinstriping, dark-gold tinted windows, and a gray
leather interior. Well maintained, the car has been "massaged" with useful
parts from a salvaged Contour SVT and a judicious selection of aftermarket
parts to enhance both performance and handling. The car is intentionally a
"Q-ship" that doesn't attract attention (especially the police on those occasions
when he has to "push" it).



Lyman Augustus Aquilaferi

Age: 25 Sex: Male Species: Wolf/Red Fox mix

Physical description: approx. 5' 8", medium boned & in good physical shape;
somewhat unique coloring combining his father's dark gray coloring with his
mother's red fox coloring; his physical features are also something of a blend
between wolf and fox shapes (especially noticeable in a muzzle that's a blend
of the two shapes) (n.b. the ladies seem to find this somewhat exotic). He
wears contacts most of the time and, like Lee, favors pocketed shirts, though
his generally have a six-inch scale in addition to pen/pencil.

General description: another well-mannered gentlefur, though in Lyman's case
the example in word & deed was backed by a father who didn't (and doesn't)
hesitate to call him down. Although he enjoys being with people, he's not
given to partying or clubbing, preferring to be by himself or with a few friends.
Though he tends to keep his own counsel, Lyman is always willing to lend a
shoulder or ear to a friend that needs help and will, if asked, do what he can to
provide helpful advice. Lyman tries to stay out of arguments as he can get
quite passionate when engaged in them. Both of his parents are sharp and he
inherited this as well as his father's "feel" for how things can go together.

Sports: racquetball ("killer" games with Lee), bicycling, swimming, target
shooting

A voracious reader like Lee, Lyman especially enjoys aviation history, sf & f,
and "adventure fiction" (his secret "vice" is to acquire the complete works of
Mickey Spillane and Donald Hamilton)

Car: "Monster Miata" custom coupe, converted from a roadster, with a 6.3 liter
V-8 that he and his dad built up themselves using a kit of that name from
Panache of San Marcos, CA. With a custom front end with fixed "bug-eye"
headlights, it's finished in British Racing Green with a tan interior.

Lyman's father is a long-term air force maintenance officer (a "mustang”, he
started as an enlisted man) whose wolf family came from the Lombardy region
of Italy, north of Milan, in the late 1800's. In his first post of his first re-
enlistment, Lyman's father was posted to a base in the UK where, at a
welcoming party, he met a comely young red fox vixen and the rest is history
(he did have to behave himself, though, her father was the RAF base
commander: clearly, Lyman's father had taste). Growing up an "air force brat",
Lyman moved enough that he learned to make friends easily, but never had
any really close one. Exposure to aircraft gave him an interest in aviation



history and chaperoned visits to his father's different postings gave him an
appreciation for the needs of the people who "keep ‘em flying."

Lyman has an eclectic taste in music, from having lived in a variety of places,
but his special tastes are Scottish / Celtic and country & western (go figure!).



The Two as a Team
Both Lee and Lyman are currently employed at an aircraft plant at the
Columbus airport and are assigned to the "Special Engineering Team" (the
youngest members of this trouble-shooting team), working on both commercial
and military aircraft. As a result, both of them hold fairly high & stringent
security clearances.

The two met during freshman orientation at Texas A&M, found they had
similar majors, interests, & tastes, and agreed to room together. (Those
interested in astrology should note that they were born only two weeks apart
and share the same sign) They soon became best friends and their freshman
design project showed nicely complementary skills. By the time their junior
projects arrived, they were a good strong team. In the meantime, they'd
visited each others home and been accepted into the other's family; as a
consequence, Lee gained a knowledge of Italian and Italian cooking that was
to serve him well between his junior & senior years in college. Both had
applied to an exchange program that would let them work overseas; Lyman,
with his ancestry, had asked for Italy, while Lee had asked for "somewhere in
Europe". Bureaucracies being what they are, Lee spent his summer in Italy,
and got to meet some of Lyman's extended family while Lyman spent his
summer in England and got to know his mother's family better. Back for their
senior year, the outside reviewers who critiqued their senior team project were
sufficiently impressed that they got a number of job offers which they
evaluated on the basis of keeping a winning team together. Both are now
taking graduate courses at Ohio State but, since their job can have sudden
overtime requirements, they are only taking one course per semester.

Rather nerdish when they started college, a few young ladies each helped
refine their styles and tastes; direct feed back from Marilee Marie Evans (Lee's
twin sister), who was also attending their alma mater, greatly assisted in this.

At college, their room was considered an anchor for the quiet end of the dorm,
not just because they were quiet and not given to horseplay, but also because,
on those times they became engaged, they tended to give decidedly better
than they got.

Currently both are dating occasionally, but have no real steady girlfriends (at
least, not until Lee met Debbye). Each rents a two-bedroom apartment, in the
same complex, with the second bedroom set up as an office/den/library and
they carpool to work whenever possible.

Shortly after they moved to Columbus, they found Trattoria Salvatore and their
ability to speak the language, their appreciation for good Italian food, and their



general good natures got them accepted as "part of the family" by the staff
and owner of this establishment.



Expanded Description of Existing Character
(Derives from Chris Foxx's Writings on her, both on his website and in his Live
Journal, and private conversations)

Debbye Jana Squirrel

Age: 19 Sex: Female Species: Brown/Red Squirrel cross

Physical description: approx. 5' 6" and 125 Ibs., gray eyes, a shapely young
femme with a noticeable but not over-endowed bust (38C), her main fur is a
dark russet color with a beige patch from her lower face and muzzle down her
front and back out along the underside of her tail. Her auburn headfur is worn
in a shoulder-length bob.

The middle daughter of George Leland and Linda Jane Squirrel nee' Beachey;
her sisters are Georgia Lynn (25) and Melissa Anne (17). Her older sister has
a BS in Chemistry with a minor in Criminal Justice from Ohio State and works
in the forensics lab of a government agency while her younger sister is a
senior in the local high school.



Debbye's Parents

George & Linda Squirrel

George & Linda Squirrel are both in their mid-forties and are both employed
professionals. George is employed by the City of Columbus while Linda is the
office manager for one of the state government offices.

Debbye is the middle child of three and received her share of love &
encouragement, along with loving discipline, as a child; this plus having to
share with her older and younger sibs has shaped her. The results, in
Debbye, vindicate her parents' efforts. The effects of being the middle child
were also mitigated by the presence of her older cousin for support and refuge
on occasion.

George is a typical father in that he still somewhat sees his daughters as his
"little girls", so the inevitable evidence that Debbye is becoming a mature adult
jars him, though not as much as the same situation did with Georgia (though
more than it will with Melissa). He is, however, intelligent enough to realize
that polite suggestions will work far better than telling his daughters what to do
and expecting obedience. For her part, Linda recognizes that Debbye has
grown into an intelligent, capable young lady with high standards &
expectations and a mind of her own. Consequently, they have a close mother
— daughter relationship that is in the process of becoming a friendship
between two adults.

Coworkers at Columbus Aircraft Division

Joe McDonald

Age: 50 Sex: Male Species: Black Wolf

Manager / Team Leader — Special Engineering Team

Lt. Col.,USMC (ret.) A specialist in aircraft
maintenance/overhaul/modification, he has the challenging job of "riding herd"
on the bunch of creative individuals that make up the Special Engineering
Team. At the same time, he also serves to "protect" the team from the
excesses of the normal management chain, especially since the team
functions in a "paws off" mode similar to that pioneered by Lockheed's "Skunk
Works" ™, A native of Altoona, PA, he enjoys living comparatively "close to
home" after his service career sent him to some "interesting” locales to "keep
‘em flying".

Nick Ferox
Age: 38 Sex: Male Species: Madagascar Fossa
Shop Lead in support of the Special Engineering Team




A first-generation American, his parents left the area around Africa during the
turmoil of the late-50's/early-60's. His strength, agility, and grace, especially
for moving smoothly around high places, got him a position working in the
"high bay" of the VAB (Vertical Assembly Building) at Kennedy Space Center;
his brains and talent earned him promotions and offers of better positions. He
currently oversees all manufacturing and assembly efforts for the SET.

Rava Purr

Age: 26 Sex: Female Species: Domestic Cat

Manufacturing Engineer — Systems; Special Engineering Team

B.S. in Mechanical Engineering and A&P (Airframe & Powerplant Mechanic)
License from Embry-Riddle; paid for by working summers on a Nascar pit
crew. She joined the team at roughly the same time that Lee and Lyman did
and the three became good friends; sharing common interests in cars and
target shooting. She also owns a garage in Columbus and does all the work
on both guys' cars as well as various commissioned efforts. Naturally
extroverted and outgoing, she has learned to control herself in the work
environment but can be quite a shock for the unprepared outside of work. A
native of Columbus, her father is retired from the Columbus PD and is now
working to establish a security firm that he and some friends founded.
Divorced after a short marriage to a fur who turned out to be a liar, cheat, and
fraud (and those were his good points), she is not as trusting as she once was
and is a whole lot more cautious.
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Chapter 1.1 - When Debbye and Lee Meet

Debbye stretched to reach the book on the top shelf. If | can just pull it out
a little farther, it'll drop and | can grab it; just a little farther...

Just then she felt someone behind her and saw a pair of paws gently reach
up and catch the book. "Please, miss, allow me to get this down for you. I'd
hate to think of either you or the book being damaged, should you miss it."
Requested a pleasant male voice.

Taken somewhat aback, she hesitated a minute, then "Please do, thank
you."

The paws deftly slid the book into the firm grip of one and the fur behind
her stepped to the side, handing her the book with a small bow. "Your book,
fair lady."

A touch amused, Debbye accepted the book and examined her
unexpected helper. He was a cat, somewhat taller than she, with a big frame,
but a trim build. From what she could see, his fur had a nice brown/dark
brown striped pattern, including a ringed bushy tail, and a tawny front. An
attractive, but not handsome, face held bright blue eyes framed by thin metal
frame glasses. H-m-m, not bad at all, she thought. "Why, thank you, Mr. ..."

"Evans, Ma'am; Lee Evans. It was my pleasure to help out an attractive
lady."

"My name's Debbye, Debbye Squirrel. Are you always so formal Mr.
Evans?"

"Well, dad raised me to be polite and well-mannered and my alma mater
reinforced the idea. | don't claim to be a perfect gentlefur but | do,” he
chuckled, "try to keep my lapses to a minimum. Now, let me get my stuff’, as
he casually scooped up a stack of books and magazines, "and I'll help you
carry your books to the register."

Chuckling at the sight of the stack, even larger than hers, she queried, "Let
me guess, another inveterate reader?"

"Well, yes ma'am, you caught me."
"Please, Mr. Evans, I'm not used to the formality; just call me Debbye."
"Okay, as long as you call me 'Lee" instead of 'Mr. Evans' ".

"Deal. Shall we head to the register?"



Chapter 1.1 - When Debbye and Lee Meet

Standing in line:
"May | offer a pretty lady a bit of refreshment afterwards?"

"My, you do have a way with flattery, Lee. Do you try this with all the
girls?"

"Actually, no. I'm not a major partying type and | don't date that much.
However, an attractive young lady who reads definitely catches my eye. I'm
not trying to be forward, but I'd like to enjoy your company for a while longer."

"Well", she giggled, "put that way, | have to accept. The books seem to
scare off most guys, especially when they see that the books aren't 'typical’ for
women to read."

"The more fools they; | should warn you, I'm not 'most guys'. | tend to go
with my own tastes and intelligence is an attraction for me."

Leaving the register, Lee politely insisted on carrying both their purchases,
held the door for her, and offered her his arm as they strolled toward the food
court. A natural gentlefur? she wondered, | didn't think they still existed!

Seated at a table (he had indeed held the chair for her), with the packages
on nearby chairs, Debbye sat across from him.

Looking over her coffee, Debbye queried, "So tell me, Lee, what brings you
to Columbus?"

"Well, | earned a Bachelor's in Aeronautical Engineering from Texas A&M
and the aircraft company out at the airport here made my college roommate
and myself very attractive offers, since we'd proven to be a very good team.
We've been here four years now, both done well, and now we're both also
working on our Master's degree in Engineering."

"Are you still roommates?"

"Nah, we both wanted and needed more room. We both rent in the same
complex and carpool to work, but we've each got our own place."

"From Texas? Hmm, | think | see where some of your manners come
from."

"l suppose so; never really gave it much thought. Now, tell me a bit about
yourself, are you a Columbus native or did you move here from elsewhere?"
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Chapter 1.1 - When Debbye and Lee Meet

"Well,..."

Debbye glanced at her watch and started, Two hours!? We've been sitting
here, talking, for two hours!? Aloud she said "Yipe, look at the time, | can't
believe it's that late!"

"Huh? [I'll be! It just shows how pleasant company makes the time pass. |
do hope I've not kept you from anything nor spoiled any plans."

"No, nothing like that. This was just a quiet Saturday. | would, though, like
to get this material home."

"Understandable, | need to do the same. May | see you again?"

She started again, He wants to see me again? "Well, sure, I'd enjoy it; let
me give you my phone number on this receipt."

Pulling out his wallet, he slipped a business card out and wrote on it, "And
here's mine with my work number on the front."

Exchanging the pieces of paper, she looked at the front of the card.
'Special Engineering Team'? What's that?"

"Well," he answered with a touch of embarrassment, "it's a special
troubleshooting team for when especially difficult engineering problems come
up, either on a current project or with something that's already delivered and
working. It's generally either a quiet job or lots of sudden intense effort to fix
things quickly."

"Sounds important, especially for someone out of school for only a few
years." She added smiling.

Lee blushed, but looked pleased at the compliment, then stood up and
helped her out of her chair. "Now, please allow me to escort you to your car
and carry these items for you. It would be a pleasure for me."

She blushed, giggled, and then admonished him, "You're spoiling me, you
know."

"Undoubtedly, but it's still a pleasure."
"When could | see you again?"
"Depends, do you have any plans for the evening?"

"No, nothing definite.”
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"Well, how about | pick you up in a couple hours and take you to dinner,
say ltalian?"

Again? Today? He wants to spend more time with mel? And my folks are
out of town this weekend? Debbye's mind raced, "Sure, I'm a bit surprised
after I've monopolized your afternoon, but | won't turn it down. Let me give my
address."

As she reached for the slip with her telephone number, he held his paw up.
"Hold it, you don't know me that well, yet, and fairness demands | give you the
same advice I'd give my sister." He stopped for a moment and smiled at her.
"Think of a comfortable neutral site, and have me meet you there. You've got
my number, just leave a message as to when and where if I'm not home yet. |
know I'm not going to try anything stupid, but I'd still prefer that you be careful,
even with me, 'til we know each other better."

Slightly stunned, Debbye could see the rationale and agreed. She was,
though, a touch surprised that any guy would play that straight. Of course, he
did seem more substantial than most guys she'd met.

"Okay, I'll have to think of a place, but I'll let you know in a about an hour.
Meanwhile, shall we go to my car?"

"But, of course." He casually picked up the packages and offered her his
arm. Somehow, it didn't surprise her when he held the mall door for her nor
that he held the car door for her after she'd unlocked it. She unlocked the
passenger door and he gracefully set her purchases down in the footwell,
locked the door, and gently closed it. "You take care, now, and I'll be waiting
for your call."

Driving off, Debbye watched him in the rear view mirror as he walked off to
his car; the view was very easy on the eyes. And he's a gentlefur, too; a girl
could get to enjoy this. She sighed dreamily.

Driving home, she pondered where to meet him, especially since her
parents weren't home and she'd have to explain this later. Susan was busy &
Cindy was at work, which left Amy & Sabrina's apartment as the next best
choice. Not only would she be protected, she could get their impressions, too.
Pulling over to a pay phone, she called their apartment.

"Sabrina? Debbye. Can | ask a favor of you guys?"

"Sure. What's wrong? You sound kind of funny."
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"l just had the most interesting experience. A guy helped me get a book
from the upper shelf at the bookstore and then bought me a snack at the food
court. We stayed and talked there for two hours, and he still wants to take me
to dinner tonight."

"Great, but why did you call us?" asked Sabrina

"That's the real surprise. He was a perfect gentlefur throughout the time
we were together, yet he insisted that, for my safety, | pick a neutral spot | was
comfortable with, rather than home, where he could pick me up. I'd feel safe
with all of you there and I'd love to get your opinions of him. | mean, | didn't
think there were that many gentlefurs left; other than your guys; they seem
scarce as unicorns!"

Sabrina replied dryly, "I remember. Chris proved you wrong, once, and this
guy sounds like he might do it too."

Sabrina thought for a moment. "Sure, have him come by here at, say, 7
PM. Okay with the rest of you?"

"Sure." said Chris.
"Definitely." said Thomas.

"I've gotta see this guy before she goes out with him!" said a suddenly
protective Amy.

"Thanks, you guys are the greatest." Debbye hung up and headed for
home.

Debbye waited nervously at Sabrina and Amy's apartment,
"Relax, not even Amy's going to kill him immediately.” chuckled Sabrina.

"Thanks, Sabrina; that just so relieves my mind." Debbye replied somewhat
sarcastically.

"That's what friends are for." Sabrina added smiling widely.

Precisely at seven, there was a knock on the door. Chris and Thomas
looked at each other, grinned big, and chorused, "Give him points for
punctuality.”

Chuckling, Debbye opened the door and found that Lee had indeed
dressed for the occasion. A dark gold shirt with maroon trim was tucked into
dark brown slacks. A wide western belt, with an eagle motif on the buckle,
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Chapter 1.1 - When Debbye and Lee Meet
secured the slacks and a bolo tie with a similar motif closed his collar. Well-
groomed footpaws completed the tasty picture.

"Lee, please come in. I'd like you to meet my cousin, one of my best
friends, and their guys."

A quick grin, so as to say You definitely took me seriously, didn't you? and
Lee walked in.

"Lee, this is my cousin, Amy"

"My pleasure” — with a polite kiss to the back of Amy's offered paw.
"Her fiancé, Thomas."

"Pleased to meet you." — with a firm pawshake.

"Sabrina, one of my best friends."

"Again, my pleasure." — with a polite kiss. Over his back, Sabrina & Amy
raised eyebrows at each other This guy didn't do things by halves!

"And her fiancé, Chris."
"Pleased to meet you." — with another firm pawshake.
"Haven't | seen you around campus?" queried Thomas.

"If it's in the evening, probably. I'm working part-time on my Master's
program in Aeronautical Engineering."

"And just what ...", started Amy, only to be interrupted by a howl from the
bedroom.

"Darn, | thought I'd finally gotten him to sleep.”

"I do hope my unfamiliar scent didn't disturb him,” apologized Lee.
"However, since he's awake, may | please be introduced to the young man
I've heard so much about?"

A beaming Amy brought Timothy out. "Here's our pride and joy, Timothy
Jacob Woolfe-Squirrel."

"May | hold him?"
"Certainly."

Lee carefully accepted Timothy and gently cradled him with one arm while
entertaining him with and end of his bolo tie held in the other paw. Suddenly
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Lee stiffened, then sniffed. "l think that explains what woke your young
gentlefur up; something obviously needs changing."

"Oh," exclaimed an embarrassed Amy, "hand him over and I'll take care of
it."
"Ma'am, you obviously have to do this often. If you'll show me where to

take him, I'll take care of this for you as a gesture of appreciation for having
me here. Besides that way you can all cast your vote." He added with a smile.

Amy laughed. "Well, if you're certain you don't mind. Right this way." Amy
showed Lee into the bedroom were they kept Timothy's things.

When Amy returned, all five looked at each other with somewhat bemused
expressions.

A voice shortly was overheard, "l say, Master Timothy, you are obviously
well fed." Everyone in the living room chuckled.

Not long thereafter, Lee returned and handed Timothy to Amy, "Here you
are; clean, dry, and happy."

"Thank you, Mr. Evans. That was beyond the call of duty." Amy then got a
slightly stern face on and then asked him, "Pardon me if this comes out too
strong, but tell me, how does a bachelor know so much about dealing with
babies? If there's something you're hiding, spill it now before Debbye gets
hurt." Chris & Thomas winced at this. Debbye grimaced and shut her eyes.

"No mystery at all," chucked Lee, "My twin sister would have done equally
well. When you're the oldest kids, you get to help in all sorts of ways with your
younger siblings and our folks made sure we could handle anything." Chris
and Thomas gave a thumbs up sign to each other when they were sure no
one was looking.

With chuckles all around, the tension perceptibly dropped. Amy chuckled,
"You better grab this one, Debbye, he's already trained." Turning to Lee, "As
for you, Mr. Evans, what is your interest in Debbye?"

A nonplussed Lee replied, "At this point, strictly an intelligent, attractive,
and enjoyable dinner companion. Beyond that, we'll both have to see what
happens. | must admit, though, that | find an intelligent young lady who's also
a voracious reader to be rather attractive." — Debby blushed.

After some further conversation, they left, with Lee agreeing to have
Debbye back by 11PM.
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As they walked down the steps arm in arm, Debbye apologized still slightly
embarrassed, "I'm sorry, you really didn't have to do that, especially when you
knew it would raise suspicions."

"No problem. Amy looked like she could use a break and it's good to have
people that care about you that much." He looked down at her and smiled.
"Ah, here we are." and he held the door of a champagne Contour SE for her.
Once she was properly seated, he went around to the driver's side, got in,
made sure both seat belts were properly fastened, started the car, and
smoothly pulled out into traffic.

"Isn't a 4-door sedan, even a sport model, a touch sedate for a young male
fur?" Debbye asked with a chuckle.

"Probably, but I've always preferred an understated approach, based on
demonstrated performance and ability, to a flashy appearance. I've worked on
her and this car will easily hold her own. Besides," Lee chuckled, "any car that
gets good marks from the enthusiast press, the consumer press, and the
industry press has to be a pretty good package. Of course, there is another
advantage, if I'm pushing things, this car doesn't attract attention like a flashy
one would. Of course, those times | do go to a party with my friends, I'm
always the designated driver, so the four doors come in handy."

With a raised eyebrow she cooed, "Oh, a man of thought & concern as well
as action. I think I'm going to enjoy this dinner."

"By the way, you said we were going for Italian food, where are we going?"
she asked.

"To the best Italian restaurant I've found here, Trattoria Salvatore."

As they entered the restaurant, Lee, as usual, held the door for her. A girl
could most definitely get used to this.

When the hostess saw Lee, she immediately smiled. "Buona sera, signore
Evans. Uno, como sempre?"

Lee smiled back & linked his arm with Debbye. "No, due."”

"Ah, molto bene. But we should speak in English so that the young lady
will understand us. You evidence as good a taste in a young lady as you do in
a restaurant.”



Chapter 1.1 - When Debbye and Lee Meet

Lee chuckled as Debbye blushed.

"We're rather full at the moment, but for a good friend and customer as
yourself, we would be pleased to seat you in the private dining room."

"Grazie, thank you very much; but | wouldn't dream of putting you to extra
trouble."

"For you and your lady, no trouble; the same for a few other good people.
Beyond them, it is an imposition for which a premium must be paid. Now,
please come this way."

As they followed the hostess, Debbye noted that all the staff greeted him
as an old friend and, fighting a blush, saw their obvious approval of her as his
dinner companion.

Seated, with their drinks delivered and their orders taken, Debbye
examined Lee with a puzzled expression, "Okay, give, how did a young fur
manage to rate such service?"

"Well," he blushed, "nothing I'd consider that special but | guess a lot of
little things add up to more than | thought. For starters, this is the best Italian
restaurant in Columbus and I've been a regular here since shortly after |
moved here. I've always been polite and friendly with the staff, especially
since mom worked her way through college as a waitress; they were surprised
that | speak Italian but everyone here seems to appreciate the effort. |
suppose, though, that the final "icebreaker" was a couple of times | caught an
undercharge and politely insisted that they fix it. They're used to vociferous
complaints about overcharges, but having someone object, politely even, to an
undercharge, was a new experience." Lee chuckled, "It even brought
Salvatore himself out from the office. Since then they've treated me as family.
| just didn't expect this, though," as he waved to indicate the private dining
room.

Debbye thought for a moment, then, "Lee, you might be a bit more than
you realize. I've met only a few guys that were as mannerly a gentlefur as
you, but I can't remember being with another fur that would care that way
about somebody undercharging him."

"Um, | wouldn't know. It's both nature and personal philosophy, so |
couldn't easily change it, even if | wanted to." He said slightly puzzled.

"Don'tl Please don't change it. Such concern and thoughtfulness is
something special and | appreciate it in you."

"That's flattering. | hope it means you'll be willing to see me again."
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Debbye blushed, "I'd like that, you're one of the most interesting guys I've
met in ages."

"I'l be looking forward to it, especially as | find you a most interesting &
attractive lady."

Arrival of their food prevented further blushes as conversation ebbed while
they did justice to the repast.

With a sigh, Lee wiped the last of the food from his muzzle using a napkin.
"Delicious food and an enchanting companion; this is one bill I'll enjoy paying."

"Flatterer. Though | could say the same about the food and about my
companion.” She replied coyly.

The waitress stuck her head in to see if they needed anything else. "Il
conto, per favore," replied Lee.

The waitress nodded and stepped away.

"Let me guess, you just asked for the bill."

"Correct. Actually, it was 'The bill, please.

The waitress returned with the bill and Lee examined it. "What's this
discount for? | don't remember any specials."

"Ah, that's our gift to you, signore Evans. This is the first time you've
brought a young lady here and we wanted to show our happiness and
appreciation. Salvatore himself insisted on it."

At this, Debby started a bit.

"Well, I'm flattered and | reckon | can't object; but you must not complain if |
base the tip on the full amount.”

With that he handed over a platinum credit card; on the final charge slip he
added a generous tip.

Walking arm in arm in the parking lot, Debbye stopped & turned to face
him. "Okay, Lee, what was that all about? | know I'm not the first girl you've
dated in Columbus, even if, as you say, you don't date often."
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"True, but you are the first one I've found interesting enough to want to
bring here."

"Lee, that's sweet, and so0-0-0-0 flattering."

Debbye stretched up to kiss him on the cheek, but both of them felt
something more. His arms went around her, pulling her close and nestling her
head on his chest.

"Wow!"

"Likewise. I've never felt that before." She reached up and pulled his head
down to kiss him fully on the mouth. | gotta see if it happens again.

"Oh! My!" The feeling hit stronger this time. Her arms curled around his
neck and he pulled her closer. She could feel an unmistakable response from
his body, but her body's equally strong response surprised her.

"Debbye, please. | wouldn't want to make a spectacle of you in the parking

lot.
"Self control? After that? You are something special!"

He stopped a minute, "You wouldn't believe the control it's taking. | would
prefer, though, to follow up in a somewhat less public location."

"Okay, we'll at least get to the car, but with a little change in style." Debbye
slipped her arm around his waist. "l want you closer."

Chuckling, Lee curved his arm around Debbye and walked her to the car.

By rights, the kiss in the car should have caused a major meltdown due to
intensity and duration, but it did leave both quite breathless.

Finally separating and buckling up, they pulled out of the parking lot.

"Debbye, we've got some time before I'm supposed to have you back at
your cousin's. Any place you want to go?"

"No place | trust myself, yet. Could we just drive around?"
"I know what you mean. ['ll just take a winding route back there."

Her paw resting on his, on the shift lever, they drove with a somewhat
more serious and subdued conversation.

They pulled up in front of the apartment complex and he helped her out of
the car. "It's almost 11, I'd best walk you to the door,"
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At the door she turned and kissed him fully once more. "Good night, sweet
prince. Pleasant dreams."

"With you in them, my princess, they could be naught else. Shall | call you
tomorrow afternoon?" he asked.

"Yes, please, I'd love to talk more."

"Then, adieu, fair lady." As he kissed her paw and headed back out. Lee
drove home in a pleasantly bemused air.

Debbye knocked at the door and it opened to an anxious Amy and Sabrina.
Seeing her dreamy look, they relaxed, smiled at each other, and eased
Debbye inside and into a chair. Sabrina brought out some glasses of juice
and they all sat down.

Amy started in, "Okay, the guys stepped out 'to run an errand' and give us
some time to dish. And from the look on your face, it went more than just
‘okay'; so, ¢'mon girl, give us the details."

"Ya, spill it Debbye!" added Sabrina.

Debbye blushed, "Well, for one thing, he was a complete gentlefur the
entire time. No pawing, no forcing himself on me, just a very mannerly
gentlefur. Responsible, too; he won't touch anything with alcohol if he's
driving."

"So where'd he take you?"

"Trattoria Salvatore. The food there's excellent, he seems to know
everyone there and he's treated like family. Since it was crowded, they put us
in the private dining room at no extra charge."

"The private dining room?" interjected Sabrina.
"Yes. Why?"

"Well, that's where they put us when James Sheppard took ZigZag and me
there for a business lunch. They don't usually do that; he must really rate with
them."

"I think he does," she answered.

"You know," she admitted, "I found out afterwards that this was the first
time he's ever taken a date there. Apparently I'm the first lady he's found
worth taking there."
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Sabrina and Amy looked at each other with raised eyebrows and a
common thought, Oh, really?!!"

"And your reaction was?"
"I kissed him on the cheek."
"Um-huh, and then?"

Debbye blushed again, "It was such a strong shock, | had to kiss him full to
see if it happened again. Did it ever, even stronger; & | know it hit him just as
strong. He didn't try anything, though; just said he didn't want to make me a
public spectacle. After we got in the car, we kissed again before buckling up.
It was hot enough that | know he's got self control if he didn't try anything
then.”

Amy and Sabrina exchanged knowing smiles.
"And then?" asked Amy.
"Well, he took a winding route back here and we talked as we drove."

"He didn't try to park somewhere and try something?" Amy asked slightly
suspicious.

"Nope; a perfect gentlefur, like | said. We kissed goodnight at the door and
he promised to call me tomorrow."

Sabrina chucked, "You're clearly smitten, | recognize all the symptoms and
it sounds like he's just as smitten. You can relax on one count, Thomas &
Chris did a little discreet sleuthing on the 'net and Lee's told the straight truth;
they both like him."

Amy interjected, "As for Sabrina and myself, we want you to be safe and
happy. He sounds like he qualifies; I'd say 'Go for it." " she said smiling again.

"As would I," echoed Sabrina.

Debbye got up and hugged them both. "Thank you both for your caring
and concern."

They both blushed and Sabrina chuckled, "One final question, do you want
to tell Susan & Cindy tomorrow or do you want to tell 'em on Monday?"

"Uh, if you'll give 'em the basics, I'll go along with a full interrogation on
Monday."

At that, they all laughed. They were still laughing a few moments later
when Thomas & Chris came through the door.
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"Well, it doesn't look like you had a bad evening,"” observed Chris.

"Anything but," replied a beaming Debbye. "And on that note, I'd best get
myself home. Thanks, all of you."

After she left, Thomas cleared his throat; "I take it that her date went well
then?"

Sabrina & Amy looked at each other, smiled, purred in chorus, "Ver-r-r-y
well!", and stepped up to embrace their guys.

Outside, Debbye was driving home in a most excited state.
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—SUNDAY—
—That Morning—

Lee and Debbye both had pleasant dreams that night, but it could hardly
be called sound sleep given the intense and explicit nature of the dreams.

Morning arrived, as it does, and both of them managed to attend the
respective Sunday services [no, not the same church; coincidences like those
happen only in really bad fiction and, occasionally, real life]. It may be said,
though, that both were concentrating on something besides the sermon topics.
Each survived, independently, through lunch and the return to their respective
residences.

—2 PM—
Ring-g-g-g, Ring-g-g-g
"Squirrel residence”
"Good afternoon, fair princess. | hope you feel as good as | do today."

"Lee, I'm so glad to hear from you. | was beginning to wonder if last night
was real or just part of a beautiful dream.”

"Oh, 'twas real, though 'twas also a dream come true for me. | shan't
shock you, though, by describing the dreams | did have."

Debbye blushed, "Er, mine were embarrassing enough, thank you."

Lee chuckled, "You're welcome. It's a pleasure knowing my feelings are
reciprocated."

"As if you didn't already know." "So tell me, how did you become so fluent
in Italian, the way you chatted with the hostess, you're quite at home speaking
it."

"The short form of the story is that | learned Spanish growing up in Texas,
took both Spanish & Latin in high school, learned conversational Italian from
my college roommate and his family, and then polished it by working in Italy
between my junior and senior years of college. | admit, though, my roommate
was a bit ticked off by that trip."

"Because he didn't get to work overseas?"

"Worse," chuckled Lee. "We'd both put in for this exchange program; he'd
requested 'ltaly' so he could have a chance to meet the "old country" branch of
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his family while I'd just requested 'Europe’. Bureaucracies being what they
are, he ended up in the UK with the chance to visit his mother's family while |
ended up in Varese, ltaly, not far from where his father's family came from.
Lyman's father was pleased to give me a letter of introduction and | had a
delightful time with these people.”

"Uh-huh, and how many young signorinas did you get to know well?"

"Well, | became friends with a few of them, but nothing untoward. | was a
guest in their country, so | behaved as I'd wish a guest to behave in this
country. | even managed to make it to church every Sunday."

"Impressive, a world traveler and a real gentlefur."

"I'd hardly class myself as a world traveler, that's the only time I've ever
really left the country."

"It's more than I've done. All I've done is go across to Canada a couple of
times with my folks."

"It's nothing, | just got lucky."”

"Oh? It sure sounds like you worked for that ‘luck’."

"Perhaps, but | sure didn't work for the great luck of meeting you."
"Didn't you? How many other guys would've stopped and helped?"

"Put that way, maybe | did help luck along. Mind you, | can't see how a
guy could fail to come to such a beautiful lady's aid."

"Flatterer."
"And a shameless one, at that,"

"The best kind," chuckled Debbye. "I hope you've got something more
substantial, though, when you meet my folks."

"I'm prepared to cross that bridge when | come to it. For the nonce, my
lady, I'd rather have some more 'no strings' dates with you; just to get to know
each other better. If there is really something between us, we'll know our
hearts and minds better for the wait."

"My prince, | don't wish to rush either and I'm relieved that you feel the
same. Your patience is appreciated and your concern, as evidenced last
night, doubly so. When might | see you again?"
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"l prefer to leave week nights alone, since crises at work and class work
can make for long hours sometimes. This Friday night is taken, I'm an officer
of the local modelers' group and | should be at the monthly meeting. So, are
you available on Saturday?"

"Saturday? The College & Career group from church is having a "Back to
School Day" then at the home of one of our leaders and | do enjoy those
times. Would you be willing to come as my guest?"

"It sounds like it could be fun. What all is planned and how long does it
run?"

"Well, it starts mid-morning and runs into the middle of the evening. During
the day there's swimming, volleyball, and other games; then, after dark, there'll
be some fellowship time. Lunch and dinner are generally grilled outdoors. So,
again, will you come as my guest?"

"I'd be honored to; it sounds like an enjoyable day. The only hitch is that
Lyman and | have a standing 'court date' on Saturday morning for racquetball.
| could probably show up around noon or so.”

"That'll be fine, I'll mail you a copy of the church bulletin with the address.
Which reminds me, what is your address?'

"If you look in the phone book under the Oakhollow Apartments, that'll give
you the basic address and I'm in number 603." "That takes care of Saturday,
would you care to meet on Sunday afternoon, also?"

"If it was something that would show me another side of you; yes, I'd think |
would."

"It would definitely be a different side of me. Lyman & | go target shooting
every other Sunday and you're welcome to come with us and to either watch
or participate as you choose. Besides, Lyman's my best and closest friend
and I'd like you two to meet."

Debbye chuckled, "Well, that combination should definitely show me
another side of you. When | was much younger, my father gave me basic gun
safety training but I've not done any shooting for some years." "Tell me, how
many of your secrets does Lyman know?"

"Most of them; why?"

"l can see I'm going to have to question him intently."
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"Good luck. He's had the same security training | have and he knows that |
know his secrets equally well."

"Ah? Well, it was just a thought. I'd still like to meet him, though."

"You shall, you shall." "Now, we were talking favorite music and you said
you played an instrument but not which one. Since | play too, I'd like to know."

"The flute. And you?"

"The piano. | had lessons from 4" grade through high school and | still
keep my paw in. | wonder if we can find any duets for piano and flute?"

"Depending on how our situation goes, it might be fun to explore the
possibilities."

And so the conversation ambled amiably for another hour or so.
—A4APM—
Ring-g-g-g, Ring-g-g-g

Debbye grabbed the phone. He couldn't be calling again, he said he had
errands to run.

"Squirrel residence.”

"Debbye, it's your mother, is anything wrong? We tried to call last night
and didn't get an answer. Then, earlier this afternoon, the phone was busy."

"Nothing's wrong, mom; honest. There just might be something quite right,
though; it's been a very interesting weekend. 1'd rather tell you and dad about
it when you get home, though."

"Sounds serious. Do | need to start worrying now?"
"Mother! No, you don't have to. I'll see you guys when you get home."
"I'll be good darling. We'll see you about eight."

—Shortly after 8PM—

Debbye was waiting when her father escorted her mother through the door.
Still the gentlefur; | imagine Lee would do the same.

"You two look radiant. That weekend off by yourselves seems to have had
quite an effect."
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"That it did, sweetheart. Thanks for encouraging us to go." "Now," inquired
her father, "what so affected your weekend?"

"Can we sit down and talk about it, all of us?"

"Sure, pumpkin." Mr. & Mrs. Squirrel sat together on the couch while
Debby took the armchair across from them.

"Okay, darling, what was so interesting about this weekend?"

"Mom, Dad, | met the most wonderful guy last Saturday. He helped me at
the bookstore in the mall & then took me for a snack at the food court, where
we sat & talked for two hours. He not only wasn't bored after this, but he
asked me out to dinner and | had a delightful time." "If you can believe it,"
Debbye chuckled, "he reads even more than | do. A complete gentlefur, he's
intelligent & thoughtful and | can't get him off my mind. He's so unlike the
other guys I've dated."

"You had a strange boy pick you up at home?"

"No, mom, he didn't pick me up here and it was his idea, not mine. He said
he knew he wasn't dangerous, but | didn't, yet, and he wanted me to be
cautious by meeting him at a neutral site of my choosing. | checked with Amy
& Sabrina and had him meet me at their apartment. It may have been a bit
more than he expected since they, Thomas, & Chris all questioned him. Of
course, he surprised them, too. He was holding Timothy when it became
obvious that a changing was needed. He offered to help Amy by doing it and
did a first rate job."

"And how did a single guy develop this expertise?"

"He's the oldest kid in his family, and got plenty of experience helping with
his younger siblings. Amy thinks | should grab a guy that's already trained.
Seriously, though, they all had good opinions of him."

"And what is this paragon’'s name?"

"His name is Lee Evans. He's an engineer at the aircraft plant out at the
airport. Here's his card.”

Debbye handed Lee's card over to her father; he looked it over and passed
it to her mother.

"And how old is he?"
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"Twenty-five"

"You said you can't get him off your mind. Just how serious are you about
this young gentlefur?"

"We've only had one date, daddy, and we've agreed to see each other
again, but nothing more than that. He's said that he is in no hurry and wants
to take the time for us to get to know each other and see where events lead
rather than just jumping into something extreme. You can relax, he's not
asking for my paw or anything like that."

"In that case, darling, we'll trust your judgment. If matters start getting
more serious, though, we'll want to meet him."

"Understood."

"Debbye, dear," queried her mother, "did he really insist on meeting you
elsewhere for your safety?"

"He sure did, mom: he's a very careful fur. He seems to put an emphasis
on actions, not just words."

"I like him already," chuckled Linda Squirrel and George just grinned.

"Now, you go ahead and get ready for tomorrow. Your father and | have
things to do."

"Thanks, mom; | appreciate your support. Dad, | appreciate your concern
and your trust. G'night, both of you."

—MONDAY—
—6:30AM—

Lee was waiting when Lyman pulled up and he hopped in for the drive to
work.

"You're extremely chipper for a Monday. Have a better weekend than you
expected?"”

"Much better. Remember all the discussions we had on what we were
looking for? Well, | found a gal that sure fits my ‘parameters’. She's
intelligent, fascinating, and as voracious a reader as | am. To top it off, she's
gorgeous."

"Oh, that's all? You sound thoroughly enraptured. Now, as a firm believer
in "Murphy", | gotta ask, what's the downside?"
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"Well, she's nineteen and there are some familial situations that will
probably complicate things."

"Have you met her parents yet?"

"Nope, not yet. They were out of town this weekend. Besides, we're just
dating right now; we want to get to know each other before we think about
getting serious."

"I know you well enough to know you were careful. Still, buono suerte, my
friend; you'll need it."

—Lunchtime—

Debbye rode with Sabrina to where the Clique was meeting for lunch.
"Thanks for the lift, Sabrina. You, at least, have an idea how nervous | am."

"Why should you be nervous? He seems like a great guy. 'Sides, it's not
like they'll completely dissect him."

"Sure they won't, but not for lack of trying." They both chuckled.

Once they were all seated with lunch, Susan looked over at Debbye. "We
hear you had an interesting weekend, anything long term?"

"It's too early to tell, yet; we're going to just date for a while and get to know
each other better before we even think about getting serious."

"So how did you two meet?" inquired Cindy.

"On Saturday he helped me at the bookstore in the mall & then bought me
a snack; we talked for two hours over that snack. Then he asked me out
again that evening and insisted that for my safety, | have him pick me up at a
comfortable neutral spot of my choosing. | knew you were working, Cindy,
and you were busy, Susan, so | called Sabrina and she & Amy agreed to my
meeting him at their apartment. | even think," Debby chuckled, "that Amy was
feeling rather protective.”

"And the consensus of opinion, there was...?" purred Susan.

"Very positive, indeed," chuckled Sabrina. "First he arrives precisely on
time, the very essence of punctuality. Then, he was every bit the perfect
gentlefur, kissing the back of Amy's paws and mine when introduced and
offering Chris and Thomas firm pawshakes. But the real surprise came when
Timothy woke up, this guy asked to hold him & did it properly while keeping

21



Chapter 1.2 - Intermission

him entertained. When he realized why Timothy had awakened, he insisted
on sparing Amy the trouble and did the changing & cleaning up by himself; a
job he did quite well."

"And how did a bachelor learn such skills?" quizzed Susan. "Has he been
hiding something or someone?"

"Nothing that dramatic," defended Debbye. "It seems that he and his twin
sister are the oldest of four siblings and had the 'pleasure’ of baby-sitting their
younger siblings, including changing and cleaning up the youngest."

"After that," continued Sabrina, "things were pretty friendly. He promised to
have Debbye back at 11pm and kept his word. Meanwhile, Chris & Thomas
did a bit of sleuthing on the 'net and he comes up solid. All four of us have a
pretty good opinion of him."

"That's good," grinned Cindy. "Now, what's his name and where does he
work?"

"His name is Lee Evans and he's an engineer at the aircraft plant out at
Port Columbus. He's twenty-five and has been there for four years."

"Nice," pressed Susan, "but how was the dinner date?"

"Fantastic!" bubbled Debbye. "He was a perfect gentlefur throughout and
took me to an excellent Italian restaurant, Trattoria Salvatore. We had
excellent service, it seems he's been a good customer since he moved here
and is considered 'part of the family', and the food was delicious. What was
surprising was to find that I'm the first girl he's ever found interesting enough
to show her to his friends there."

"Do tell,” Susan responded dryly. "And what was your response to this?"

Debbye blushed, "I kissed him on the cheek and the feeling was so strong
that I had to kiss him fully to see if it happened again. Did it ever, and | know
he felt it too."

"Ah-hah," exclaimed Susan, "and how did the rest of the evening go?"

Debbye's blush deepened. "We kissed, spectacularly, again, once we got
in his car, then took a leisurely drive back to the apartment while talking over a
lot of things. He gave me a goodnight kiss at the door that curled my toes and
tail, then kissed my paw and wished me 'pleasant dreams'. Then, yesterday
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afternoon, we talked for another hour or so. He's not like the other guys I've
dated and | can't get him off my mind."

"Smitten, clearly smitten,” observed Susan. "Is there something going
around, here? First Sabrina, then Cindy, and now you, Debbye. I'm starting
to get a little worried about it hitting me."

"And is that so bad?" queried Cindy. "I know you've dated quite a portion
of the eligible males in Columbus, but I'm finding, and | think Sabrina will
agree, that finding one guy you care about and who cares about you has its
own special aspects. What do you think, Debbye?"

"l don't know enough, yet. If things work out, I'll let you know."
Everyone chuckled and relaxed.
"So what does this paragon look like?" queried Susan.

Debbye replied, "To start with, he's a cat, a bit taller than | am, with blue
eyes and thin-frame glasses. He appears to have a big build, but he obviously
keeps in shape. He's got long fur with brown/dark brown stripes and a tawny
patch starting under his muzzle and going down his chest." With a blush she
added, "And, no, | don't know how far down it goes. Anyway, he's also got a
long bushy tail that's ringed in the stripe colors. He dresses well, in
coordinated colors that go with his markings."

"Anything to back up the physical impression?" asked Cindy.

"Well, he reads at least as much as | do," chuckled Debbye. "He seems
fairly well informed and has his own thoughts on matters. From what talking
we've done, he seems pretty sharp. Oh, | almost forgot, he also plays
classical piano. We're talking about finding a duet for flute and piano."

"Sounds like quite a guy," said Susan somewhat wistfully.

"I sure think so,” said Debbye. "This is the first guy that's been
encouraged, not put off, by my reading habits. If things work out between us,
I'll try to get a picture to show off."

"I'm sure we'll be looking forward to it," commented Cindy. "But," looking at
her watch, "I think some of us need to get back to work."

And on that note The Clique went their separate ways.
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—Saturday—

That morning, Debbye arrived early at the home where the "back-to-
school" get-together was being held.

"Goodness, Debbye. What brings you here so early?" asked Mrs. Nash.

"Two matters, actually,” answered the squirrel. "The first is a private one, a
gentlefur friend will be joining me later; | just wanted to tell you privately so you
wouldn't be surprised. | don't want anyone to know | invited him 'cause we're
just getting acquainted and | don't want to start any gossiping. The second
matter is simply that | wanted to help you with the setting up for today."

"l appreciate your consideration and help," replied Alisia. "'l not say
anything untoward when your friend shows up." With a serious look, she
inquired, "So what's he like and how long have you known him?"

Debbye replied with a wistful smile, "Physically he's a cat, a bit taller than |
am, with glasses and blue eyes. Beyond that, he's well read, intelligent, and
seems to be of more substantial material than a lot of young male furs. I've
only known him a week, but we both wish to know each other better."

The black bear chuckled, "It'll be interesting to see how he fares in this
group." In a more serious tone she continued, "Just how serious are you
about this gentlefur?”

“I'm not certain yet," blushed Debbye, "but | think it could become quite
serious. That's why we're seeing each other in venues like this, so we can
better know each other without a lot of pressures.”

Her hostess nodded approvingly, "Your idea or his?"

"Both of ours, actually,” smiled Debbye. "From the first he's been
genuinely interested in my welfare and protection.”

The lady replied with a smile, "He sounds like quite the young gentlefur for
you. I'll be most interested in meeting him. Now," she continued, "shall we get
to work?"

—The Noon Hour —

Wearing a one-piece swimsuit, Debbye closed her eyes and lay back in the
chaise-lounge. That was a good swim, she thought, and it feels so nice to let
the sun warm me. Hearing a noise behind her, she opened her eyes and
turned her head.

24



Chapter 2.1 Getting to know you... Part 1.

"Your young gentlefur just turned up," her hostess announced in a whisper,
"he'll be out in a few minutes after he changes clothes.” With quite an amused
expression, she continued, "He definitely is something different. He insisted
on paying for whatever he consumed today."

Debbye chuckled, "Doesn't surprise me in the least. He's the only fur I've
ever heard complain, politely mind you, when he was undercharged.”

"Really?" responded the amused bear. "How interesting! Where did you
find this rarity?"

Debbye smiled, "I didn't find him; he found me in a spot of difficulty and
came to my aid. Everything else has flowed from there."

"Do tell?" smiled the woman. With a chuckle she continued, "It should be
interesting to see the reaction of the others. You realize, don't you, that you'l
break some hearts once it's plain he's with you?"

"Just dash some hopes," snorted Debbye. "I've led none of them on. Any
hopes they have are only in their dreams, not something I've encouraged."

"l know, dear,"” soothed Mrs. Nash. "I've watched you; you've been honest
but polite with them. Now," she continued, "I'd best introduce Mr. Evans to the
group and then get the cooking going on the grill." With an amused glance,
she chuckled, "I want a ringside seat."

After her hostess walked off, Debbye suddenly felt his presence. Looking
up, she saw Lee quietly but confidently strolled into the backyard and looked
around. No sooner had he appeared than their hostess was beside him.
"People,” she announced, "this is Lee Evans, he was invited to join us today
and so please make him feel welcome.”

"Hi, Lee." chorused much of the group.

"And hello to y'all, too," responded Lee. "It's a pleasure to be here. If y'all
will give me a minute to set my stuff down, I'll be glad to join in."

Walking over to a clear spot next to Debbye, Lee bent over, with a twinkle
in his eye that only she saw, and asked, "Fair lady, may | leave my 'stuff' here,
next to you?"

"Certainly, Mr. Evans," replied a smiling Debbye with equally veiled
amusement.

Placing his items on the ground, Lee looked around. "That looks like quite
a volleyball game going on over there, care to join in?"
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Chapter 2.1 Getting to know you... Part 1.

Debbye thought for a moment. It'll be interesting to see how he plays with
the others. Aloud she answered, "My name is Debbye and I'd be glad to. If
you'll lend me a paw?"

Lee extended his paw and she pulled herself up. On the way over she
mentioned quietly, "I've not told anyone that | invited you; | didn't want to start
any gossip."

"No problem," replied Lee smilingly, "I'll play along."

Lee was quickly drafted by one team as a player left for lunch. Shortly
thereafter, to her chagrin, the other team drafted Debbye. Both teams were
fairly matched and, though the action was fast, points were gained slowly.
Lee and Debbye played directly opposite each other on a few occasions when
rotation put them together at the net. By the end of the first game, Lee
concluded, She's good! I've seen lots of furs play poorer defense against
"spikes" than what she's put up.

Taking a drink of water between the games, Debbye considered the
playing and noticed, He's not a flashy, "big-play" player, but he almost always
is where his team needs him.

The next game played much as the previous one had with much action and
slow scoring. For Debbye and Lee, now that they were familiar with each
other's style, the confrontations at the net became skillful battles with no
guarter given or expected.

After the second game, a halt was called so that the players could grab a
late lunch. Lee handed Debbye some water and then took a drink from his
own glass. "You're a challenge to play,” he chuckled. "Next time, | want us on
the same team."

"Same to you," replied the smiling squirrel after a long drink. "I'd much
rather play alongside you than against you."

Their immediate thirst quenched, Lee walked with Debbye back to where
they'd left their things. As they walked, Lee offered, "Fair lady, would you care
to join me for lunch?"

Debbye dimpled and answered, "I do believe I'd enjoy that."

Their plates loaded down and chilled bottles of soft drink in their free paws;
Debbye and Lee returned and sat together. "So," she asked between bites,
"you'd mentioned having to be at a modeler's meeting last night; was it
interesting?"
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Lee grinned, "An interesting speaker, but the real surprise was a couple
that came for the first time, Sean and Teri Picket. They model as a team with
her doing the interiors and him doing the exteriors; they do quite impressive
work."

"That's rare?" inquired Debbye archly.
"The teamwork is," chuckled Lee, "but not the quality.”
"And how did this morning go?" inquired the squirrel.

Lee grimaced. "lI've had better days," he admitted. "I forced Lyman to the
two point limit in all three games but still managed to lose all three. It just
wasn't my day."

"Could it be,"” she inquired with a smile, "that your mind wasn't totally
focused on racquetball?”

With a sheepish grin, Lee replied, "Yeah, | think that's a very good
possibility."

"Sorry about that,” giggled the squirrel.
"No problem." grinned Lee in return. "We both still got quite a workout."

Their lunch finished and the remains cleaned up, they laid back on
adjacent chaise-lounges to let the meal digest. "So, what do you think of this
group?" asked Debbye.

Putting down his book, Lee looked around and thought for a moment, then
he answered, "Nice people, I'm enjoying myself."

Debbye relaxed a bit. "I'm glad because | like these people." Turning her
head, she questioned, "Have you told anyone who invited you?"

Lee smiled, "Nope. Even before you told me, | rather figured you'd prefer
to handle matters your way."

"Trust and confidence, you do know how to treat a lady." answered the
pleased squirrel.

"But, of course,” chuckled Lee, "haven't | already proved that?"
"l know." answered Debbye. "But it's still taking some getting used to."

Lee just smiled and went back to his reading. Debbye took the time to
covertly look him over and liked what she saw. Hm-m-m, from what the tank
top and trunks don't cover, he keeps himself in shape. | can appreciate a
male fur that stays in shape but doesn't obsess about his appearance.
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Reaching the end of a chapter, Lee marked his place with a bookmark and
looked at his watch. "There's been adequate time." He commented. "Care to
join me for a swim?"

"Perhaps a bit later, | had a good one before you showed up.”

Nodding his acceptance, Lee carefully slipped off his glasses, pulled off his
tank top, and headed toward the pool. Debbye managed to control her
physical response, but her mind went ahead, Lord, he does stay fit and that
tawny patch goes as far down his front as | can see. Oh, getting to know him
better looks rather pleasant.

Putting herself firmly under control, Debbye noticed that Lee didn't make a
noisy, splashy entrance into the pool, but quietly slid in and started swimming
laps. He really is a predator, she thought, even though he keeps it under
control. |think I'd feel sorry for anyone who got on his "fighting side".

After some ti