INTELLECT

By Abel DuSable


Something was wrong.


Not really wrong in the true sense of the word, but rather wrong in the connotation that something was seriously amiss with what was before him.


Calamity had come to Acme Loo an hour early as he always did every morning and unlocked the door to science lab 128 as he did every morning for the last three weeks and was confronted by something he was not prepared for. 


He had gotten permission to use lab 128 because he had as of late been working on some very complex equations. So complex that he needed the room with the most blackboards and whiteboards in the school just so he didn’t have to erase anything so he could continue… Something had been erased though. A single number among the seven thousand odd digits had been rubbed out with a single stroke and replaced with another. 


Such a thing could have been the work of a vandal or a cruel and callous prankster hoping something would blow up in his face… that would have been the logical conclusion in this school. After all he was pretty low on the social totem pole. He was recognized for his genius in the first of the two typical toony ways. He was ignored until he screwed up. In his opinion that was a part of his life. He had come to treasure his solitude as a means of getting his work done without being interrupted. This was a good arrangement especially when one realized that the second way that brainy people were acknowledged on Warner World was to be constantly picked upon by bullies. 


Along that line of thinking was the realization that someone changed that single digit out of a sense of malice.


It was perfectly sensible and fit with the social laws of the universe.


But that would not explain why the equation worked now.


Calamity’s eyes slid over row after row of formulae, tallying up everything for the fifth time and coming to the same conclusion. In the middle of the night, someone had corrected his work for him.


He had known the mistake was there when he went home last night, but it was late and he was tired and decided to fix it in the A.M. but when he picked up the chalk to fix it this morning it was already corrected. That bothered him. Someone had come into this room, most likely through the open window, read over his hard work that he was hoping on publishing in Hard Science Magazine when he was finished, and then casually fixed a small error. But to what end? 

It certainly wasn’t sabotage, or they would have left that one in and made other mistakes for him. Was there a plan to observe and repair his work and then when it was complete, steal it? Plagiarizing over two months of work from him?

He realized that he was starting to get angry enough to rub a groove in the chalk in his hand. Taking a deep cleansing breath and exhaling slowly he forced himself to remain calm. He had to approach this rationally.

He went through a mental checklist of everyone he knew that had the IQ or the raw knowledge to pull this off. His mentor was on a field trip with most of them to the Acme headquarters in Burbank so that removed everyone from this school from suspicion. He then wondered if any of the Perfectos could be involved in this skullduggery and then dismissed that thought. For one thing campus security could recognize perfectos on sight. Also the Perfecto Prep teens might be a devious crew but this level was beyond their current level of patience. 

His list of suspects currently hovered around at a number of zero and yet theoretically there should be at least one. He couldn’t tell the faculty or security about this or else he would be looked upon as a buffoon. After all he could imagine the look they would be giving him as they said “Let me get this straight. Somebody broke into your lab and corrected your work for you?” 

He sighed and began continuing to write where he left off in the equation. He needed things before he could cast accusations wildly. He needed a suspect, and motive, and most importantly evidence that a crime had taken place. He looked at the shape of the smudge left in the chalk where the digit had been rubbed out and frowned. The person had used the side of their hand as an eraser, meaning no finger prints on the eraser, so that left the piece of chalk that was there all night… the very same one he had been handling and rubbing between his fingers. There was absolutely no chance to lift fingerprints from it now.

The young coyote sighed in resignation. He needed a plan. 

*
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The day passed quickly, a veritable blur to the young coyote and as the other students filed out he returned to Lab 128 and set a trap for his visitor… or what he would consider a trap.  Not the great Rube Goldberg Roadrunner traps coyotes are famous for, but a more insidious and intellectual trap. 

First off he wrote a fresh equation out, long and as complex as he could manage, but he made six small errors in it. Six portions that hid among the other numbers, letters and symbols like tigers in the grass. Then he went over to the Teacher’s desk, switched on it’s small desk lamp and laid down a copy of today’s paper, folded open to today’s crossword puzzle. With a fresh pen he filled in about half of the answers leaving the other half blank before taking a coffee cup and pouring coffee into it until it was half full. 

With a smile he took a sip, and then dipped his finger into the dark brew and smeared it around the edge on the bottom of the cup before placing it down upon the newspaper. Now it looked as if he had been doing the Crossword casually on a break and never got around to finishing it off.

It was a crude spur-of-the-moment trap but the sort of person that fixes equations on chalkboards might be unable to resist completing an unfinished crossword puzzle.  Just for good measure he left the pen on the desk.

Calamity made certain the same window from the night before was still open before turning off the lights and locking the door.

*
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As he slid the key into the lock in the door of Lab 128, Calamity yawned deeply. He couldn’t get any sleep last night. He was too anxious to see the results and he was not disappointed. All six mistakes had been caught and the equation rectified. When he stepped over to the desk he felt a wave of pride when he noticed the cup had not been put back exactly as it had been the night before, the brown coffee ring on the paper was proof enough even if the intruder hadn’t taken time to fill in the rest of the puzzle.

It took him two minutes to cease his tail from wagging before he opened up his knapsack and began setting up for tonight. A fresh half-complete crossword, a small chess game in the back corner, the first move made by white, two more equations on the boards only one with a very well buried mistake and a pile of random buttons lying on one of the lab benches.

*
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Morning again and Calamity Coyote entered the lab. The Crossword was again completed, the single mistake fixed and the rest of the equation rewritten to compensate for it, a countermove on the chess set and the buttons were all impeccably organized in orders of color patterns and size.

*
*
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Night after night he left little things lying about. The chess game progressed into constant stalemates, crossword puzzles were completed, little logic puzzles solved and Calamity’s main project progressed with an astounding pace, always double checked and corrected if he made an error.

At first he had been upset over this strange invader, but now he felt an admiration for him. He began to believe that this person wasn’t doing this out of any sense of malice or with an ulterior motive but rather this person was a fellow intellect. 

And now after two months of this cerebral foreplay he really wanted to meet this kindred spirit… this academic guardian angel. 

That Friday night he set everything up as usual. Crossword puzzles, Chess set, Equations and other diversions… but he cleared a space under the lab bench’s sink, and drilling two holes in the side he had a perfect location where he could sit, wait and watch.

He turned off the lights, locked the door and slipped into the cabinet under the sink, closing the door behind him. 

It was dark and warm in his little nook, His nocturnal eyes easily cut through the gloom but after half an hour his sensitive sense of smell made the lingering odor of the chemicals seem thick, caustic and bordering on stifling him. This location had seemed like a brilliant idea at the time but as he pressed his lips against the holes to suck in the occasional fresh gulp of air and his legs began to cramp up he realized he *really* should have thought this plan out all the way through… The idea of using a video camera instead of hiding in cramped and poorly ventilated quarters became a pleasant afterthought that made him want to kick himself. 

Hindsight really *IS* 20/20.

Fortunately he heard the squeak of a window being opened. The sound of the mildly rusted hinge was like music to his ears and taking a deep breath pulls his mouth from the eyeholes and peered outside.

What he saw he would not ever have classified as “eye-contact”.

He was Eye-to-big-bushy-tail with the intruder… granted it was a very nice looking tail but was looking forward to having a face to go with the mind he wanted to meet.  He willed himself to stay calm and was rewarded when the person walked towards the boards, picked up the chalk and began looking over all of his work.

Had Calamity the room to do a wild take in that hidey-hole he’d have felt his jaw drop open.

The person looking over all of his work, the person that had done the puzzles and chess and everything… was Binky Bunny.

Binky Bunny! The girl who was as gorgeous as she was ditzy. 

Binky Bunny! The girl who was a walking Blonde joke. 

Binky Bunny! The Girl whom everyone agreed that if she was two IQ points lower would have to be put in a pot and watered regularly.

Even as she corrected a mistake that he had missed in his work he still was totally dumbfounded at this turn of events. Was she some kind of savant or…? There was only one way to find out for certain.  He opened the little door on the cabinet, quietly crawled out and with a concentrated silent effort forced cramped complaining muscles to help him stand up.

He stood there without saying a word, letting the blood flow back into his limbs and watching the purple bunny’s head move left and right over and over again as she read through line after line of equation. Then raising his fist to his mouth, did a stage cough to catch her attention.

She gave off a short shriek as she jumped up into the air, leaving her high-heeled shoes behind, a nice touch for an unrehearsed wild take. When she landed again she was barefoot and he had to admit to himself that he was surprised that she was no taller than he was. Her normally pretty face was contorted in terror, then in a heartbeat it changed. Subtly the dark blue eyes seemed to grow blissfully empty as she giggled.

“Hee hee. Hi? You scared me. I thought I was the only person here?”

“Hello Binky. Kind of late to be here, isn’t it?” he said in his deep husky voice.

“I forgot my… stuff? I just came to get it.”

“And in order to get it you climbed through the window?”

“I uh, the doors were locked?”

Calamity held up his hand as if halting traffic and smirked.

“Binky… I just saw you doing four-dimensional calculus. I’m not a dance instructor but I think the jig is up.”

The wide eyes again filled with awareness, and then they began to brim over with tears as she slowly sunk to the floor

“Oh No.” she whimpered. “No, no, no, no… I was so careful…”


As the young beautiful bunny knelt on the floor tears rolling down her face, Calamity hesitated. He had expected various scenarios when meeting his visitor and he had even wondered what emotions that he or she might exhibit upon discovery. Fear, anger, joy… but despair didn’t fit into the preconceived scenes that he had built up in his mind. He lowered his body to rest upon one knee and slowly reached out to rest his hand upon Binky’s shoulder. 


“Hey… you alright.”


“I… I was so careful to be stupid. Why did you have to be in a lab on the ground floor? Why?”


“Come again?”


“I was on my *Sniff* way home from a date… I took a shortcut across campus and I looked in the window. You left the desk lamp on and I saw your theories… and I s-saw that error.”


“Go on.”


“I could have ignored it but it was just such an easy thing to fix… and you left the window open. Before I knew it I had erased that one digit and corrected it. I thought it was a one-time thing. I thought I was done. But I found myself going past the window the next night… and you made more errors.”


“Six of them, I know. I left them there on purpose.”


The purple lagomorph glared at the coyote with such venom through those tear-reddened eyes that Calamity nearly scampered away but he stayed put, hand never leaving her shoulder nor did his eyes leave hers.


“I should have guessed… and the crossword puzzle?”


“That was also left on purpose.”


“Your trap worked. I… I couldn’t resist finishing it… or correcting you. Like an addict in need of a fix I kept coming back every night. I knew that on the third night that you were just leaving things for me to do… to test my brainpower, but like a junkie I thought I could stop at any time but I couldn’t. Curse you Calamity… you became my dealer… you fed my addiction until I had no choice but to keep coming back.”


She was still upset but talking seemed to put her in a mood less defensive. He watched as she adjusted her position, maneuvering her long lean legs so that she sat on the floor with her knees hugged to her chest. 

“Binky… how smart are you?”


“I… I’ve never been properly tested.”


“Ever done any of those online I.Q. tests?”


“A few.”


“What’s your best estimate based off of those?”


She told him and he let out a low whistle.


“Wow… welcome to Mensa, Miss Binky Bunny.”


“I don’t *WANT* to be a part of Mensa! I don’t *WANT* to be intelligent! I just want you to tell me that you’re not going to tell anyone about this so I can go back to my life as a blond bimbo.”


“But why? Why all of this deception?”

“Because I’d rather be addled and adored than intelligent and ignored! *THAT’S* why!”

“I… don’t understand. You’re smart, you’re beautiful…”

“When you look in the mirror, Calamity. What you see?”

“I see what I always see. My reflection.”

“Now, tell me what others see.”

“What others see…?”

Slowly it began to dawn upon Calamity what Binky meant. He had never really considered himself ugly… he felt that he was very average in the looks department but it didn’t matter how handsome or beautiful a person is in the Tooniverse… if it gets out that you have an I.Q. over 100 it’s almost as if a physical transformation comes over you.  One that gives you the animosity of the worst bullies and the rest of the people ignore you until you screw up.

“Now you get it.”

“All the makeup, the clothing, the Mindless attitude… that’s all a front so that you won’t ever be alone.”

“I’ve been doing this for three years now. Three years of being a vacuous airhead whose one talent lies in filling out her clothing well. For this charade to work I had to move completely across the country and cut all ties to my former self.”

“And the name Binky?”

“That really is my name. Mom actually is… for lack of a better word… a Bimbo, but Dad loves her anyways. She was so happy when I started asking her for makeup and fashion tips. Up until then all I had inherited from her was the name and figure.”

“What were you like at your old home?”

“Pretty normal… then as people began to realize how smart I was I found it was akin to like charges… I began to repel everyone. The law of comic inevitability states that the smart people should be ostracized by the masses making us geeky loners. I saw friends I knew since kindergarten gravitate into clichés that I could never approach. Didn’t that happen to you?

“No. Coyotes are an exception in the world. We’re expected to be smart from the get-go… to the point we fall to our own devices. Perhaps it comes down to the fact that as a totem we’re recognized as tricksters.”

“Totem?”

“Hey, just because I’m the school ‘science geek’ doesn’t mean I lack a spiritual side.”

“Fair enough.”

“You’ve been doing all of this Blond Airhead shtick just for attention?”

“Pretty Much. Gentlemen prefer blonds and all that.”

“Why didn’t you just be yourself when you tried out for Babs’ role as co-host?”

“Are you kidding? I had worked so hard to create this persona I wasn’t going to blow my cover… besides I thought Buster would jump at the chance to have a gorgeous co-host who was guaranteed to never upstage him.”

“Boy was *THAT* a miscalculation.”

“Yeah. Who’d have guessed that he could turn this package down?”

“Buster and Babs have a repartee that depends on quick and lively interaction. He didn’t like to admit it but he’s comically crippled without an equal like Babs.”

“So in other words, I couldn’t satisfy his jocular needs.”

“Sometimes fluff is passed over for substance… even if the fluff is clad in a Pleather Mini-skirt and high heels.”

“Aheh… the one time being myself could have made me popular and I had to be someone else.”

“So what do we do now?”

“All I know is I’m not going back to being ignored. I… I just couldn’t take that again.”

“Binky, I doubt anyone could ignore you, brains or no brains.”

“You say that now, but if my secret gets out it won’t matter how well I can fill out a Lab coat… it’s all I’ll be wearing from then on…. Probably a pair of tortoise shell glasses too.”

“You’d be the hottest looking nerd in Acme Loo.”

“Calamity, I’m serious… I’ve got as much a need for attention as I do for mental stimulation. If we keep up this late night cortex fandango, it’s only a matter of time before we’re caught… but I don’t think I can stop, either. Oh Calamity, I just don’t see any way out of this.”

Calamity leaned back against the workbench and looked across at Binky. He had to admit to himself that there were times that he too could at least have people not just look through him. He could only imagine what it must have been like for her, hiding her inner light behind a veneer of false stupidity. The mental pressure must have been enormous, and now her intellect was beginning to conflict with her desire for social contact. Then the germ of an idea sprouted in his mind.

“…Attention…”

“What?”

“Just thinking out loud… Out of curiosity, does it really matter in what manner people pay attention to you?”

“What do you mean?”

*
*
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It was eleven o’clock on a Monday morning and already most of the school was talking about it.

“I can’t believe it…”

“It boggles the mind.”

“I could, Like, never have predicted this or some junk.”

“Oui. Ces’t tres bizarre.”

“I think it’s cute.”

“Cute, mais oui, but aussiz trez bizarre.”

Calamity Coyote strode down the hallway, walking tall (as tall as he could at his current stature) with a smug grin on his face… and Binky Bunny on his arm.

He was beginning to understand what Binky had been talking about being addicted to attention. Being the center of attention was… intoxicating. The looks of pure bewilderment and jealousy he saw on everyone’s faces filled him with something he had never known before. 

“What does she see in him?”

 “I dunno but apparently he has a lot more of it than you do.”

It had been like this all morning. Comments and wild takes from students and faculty alike the instant the Smartest and most helplessly single Boy in Acme Acres showed up with the most impressive student body powered by a low-watt brain showed up at Acme Loo as a couple. Well… they didn’t arrive as a couple but they had rehearsed a big scene all weekend that involved her seeing him in the hallway and jumping into his arms and kissing him passionately, resulting in the two of them tumbling to the floor in a great heap. It was worth the bruises just to cause all the traffic in the hallway to freeze solid at the sight.

From Nine o’clock on the rumor mill worked overtime, churning out gossip and theories on what happened to create this sudden attraction between them. Calamity had noticed many members of the female population looking him over and whispering to their friends when he walked past and once he actually heard one of them say to her friend, “What does she got that I don’t?”

He glanced up at Binky and she was positively beaming. The act of the school nerd and school bimbo becoming a couple was giving her a level of attention that she had never experienced before. It was now impossible for anyone to ignore them no matter how hard they would try. They had made a rough calculation that they had at least 29.4 days until the novelty wore off then they would just be an unsolved mystery to perplex those who tried to explain it.

“Mmmm… I have to go to my Rube Goldberg Engineering class right now, honey bunny. ”

“*Hee Hee* Kay. Is Luv Puppy gonna miss his Honey Bunny?”

“Your Luv Puppy already misses his Honey Bunny. Give Puppy some Sucrose.”

Their lips met and Calamity could feel the smirk pulling up the corners of Binky’s mouth as the two of them heard groans of disbelief and the dull clangs of jaws dropping at the sight of them. He felt like he would never grow tired of those sounds. The Pet names were her idea of course and a brilliant one at that. It made others suffer from the sickening sweetness and over the top affection of their ‘relationship’. 

They would wait for seven days and then Binky would transfer to many of the same classes that Calamity took, something that she never would and never could do as a mere Bimbo, but as the Bimbo girlfriend of the Loo’s resident brain, it could easily be explained as her just wanting to spend more time with him. This concept alone could have swayed Binky to the boyfriend/girlfriend ploy, she had always wanted to go into Wile E.’s and Marvin the Martian’s classes.

They finally broke off the kiss and said their mushy goodbyes and she went off to her next class, the coyote watching the animated swing of her hips as she sashayed down the hall. He loved the attention but he was starting to feel something else. Not quite the wonderful feeling of being admired and seen… it was something else. He was experiencing a lightness in his chest… right between his lungs and there was a sensation not unlike butterflies in his stomach.

He turned from the oh-so-lovely sight of that swaying cottontail and walked towards his Computer Animation class and pondered those feelings. He had told her that he had a spiritual side but deep down he had a romantic side. He had kept it carefully hidden and locked away in the cockles of his heart because he never had a real need for it, but now it was rising up from the depths and telling him that he was feeling a deep attraction to Binky. That he could be falling for her.

He chuckled at the thought and kept walking. Sure he’d love to pursue this relationship as more than an attention-seeking con. She was his ideal woman, smart *AND* beautiful… and something else that he liked. He felt that there was a good and loving person in there that wanted half a chance to emerge. He had fallen in love with her mind even before he had met her, but there was no guarantee that she even thought of him the same way. He would do his best to live up to his end of the bargain though, but little by little he would bare his soul to her. He made a mental vow to slowly drop his defenses and let her see all of his innermost self and see how she would react to it. The process would take a year or maybe two, but in the end… she would have all the knowledge she would need to make a choice as to whether or not make the fiction a reality.

And if it was never meant to be… so be it. 

But for the moment he could enjoy the company of his co-conspirator and the fictional relationship they would share.

It would take time to be certain… but it would be worth it to find out.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

Binky made it to her toon fashion class and looked at the frosted glass listening to Granny giving a lecture on how Toon fashions have changed over the years. Oh how she hated this room… some days it was akin to pulling teeth and others it was an intellectual void... but she had to keep up appearances and this over-glorified sewing course was part of the package. She nearly bear hugged the girls who had delayed her on the way over when they stopped her to ask about Calamity. Even though she was vacantly vague with her answers about “Luv Puppy” she was happy for the delay.

She blinked and touched her lips as the memory of that good-bye kiss seemed to come back in a phantom form.

He was the only boy she ever met who didn’t try to shove his tongue down her throat on the first kiss… or the second, or the third. They had practiced their initial “greeting” 37 times and every time he had never tried to perform the home tonsillectomy on her. An act that both surprised and started to endear the boy to her.  Also he didn’t have Roman hands or Russian fingers, she appreciated *THAT* to a degree she couldn’t even verbalise.

With her fingers still touching her lips she leaned against the lockers and dwelt upon why that last kiss should be lingering like this. Calamity wasn’t bad looking…  she had to admit that, but she *HAD* dated far handsomer boys. Rich boys, poor boys, handsome boys and plain. Her list seemed to read like the old Armor Hotdog song but for some reason, Calamity was different. 

She liked his mind. It appealed to her on a level that she had thought she turned her back on long ago. But it wasn’t his mind, not his body. Then she realized what it was. 

He was nice to her. 

He *COULD* have used their current situation to his own advantage in an… immoral way, but he chose not to. Playing the part of her new boyfriend was perhaps a little selfish but she had to admit that she was pleased with the results, and that he was being such a gentleman about it.

A quiet gasp escaped her lips, as those thoughts grew deeper and deeper. 

She had gone so long being admired and being heaped with attention that she had forgotten what it was like to meet someone who respected you as a person. He didn’t look at her in the same way as other boys did, not like a piece of meat. Perhaps it was because they had ‘corresponded’ intellectually before they had actually met, she didn’t know. All she knew was that looking back on these past four days of planning and preparation and practice she began to feel something, something that she was still trying to identify.

Her hand slipped from her lips to the purple fur covering her heart and the feeling seemed easier to identify now. Volumes had been written about it, philosophers had debated upon it’s nature for as long as recorded history. She was beginning to fall in love with Calamity. 

She suppressed the giggle that tried to erupt from her throat and took a deep breath. Only days had passed and she was falling for him? Was that possible? Was this love or just infatuation? Did he feel the same way about her? That was perhaps the biggest question at the moment. What if she was falling in love with him and he was just doing this out of the kindness of his heart. Was it only her mind that he liked? Was Calamity even interested in her?

She shook her head and approached the questions like an equation.

Did Calamity + Binky = a Couple? 

A slow smile spread across her face and she realized that she really did want to find out. It might take time to verify if he had any interest in her. Perhaps a year, maybe two of carefully getting close to him, letting him see her heart and innermost thoughts and seeing if he would do the same… but she was willing to take the chance. 

She took a deep breath and allowing herself one final pleasant thought of her finally being with a kind and loving partner, she fixed her “delightfully uncomplicated” expression in place and walked into the classroom.

Yes. It would take time to be certain but it was worth it to find out.

The End.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

Calamity Coyote played by Lance Henrikson


Binky Bunny played by Kath Souci

Bloopers:

It was dark and warm in his little nook, His nocturnal eyes easily cut through the gloom but after half an hour his sensitive sense of smell made the lingering odor of the chemicals seem thick, caustic and bordering on stifling him. This location had seemed like a brilliant idea at the time but as he pressed his lips against the holes to suck in the occasional fresh gulp of air and his legs began to cramp up he realized he *really* should have thought this plan out all the way through… The idea of using a video camera instead of hiding in cramped and poorly ventilated quarters became a pleasant afterthought that made him want to kick himself.  

This was taking a lot longer than he thought it would and he lit a match to check his watch.

*BABOOOM!* 

“CUT! Someone get a dustpan for Calamity and a new chemical cabinet.”

“Owwww… Hindsight really *IS* 20/20.”

*
*
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The person looking over all of his work, the person that had done the puzzles and chess and everything… was Binky Bunny.

Binky Bunny! The girl who was as gorgeous as she was ditzy. 

Binky Bunny! The girl who was a walking Blonde joke. 

Binky Bunny! The Girl whom everyone agreed that if she was two IQ points lower would have to be put in a pot and watered regularly.

Even as she corrected a mistake that he had missed in his work he still was totally dumbfounded at this turn of events. Was she some kind of savant or…? There was only one way to find out for certain.  He pushed on the little door on the cabinet, and it refused to budge. He pushed again and still it remained stuck. With a powerful shove the door finally gave way with a Resounding *CRACK!* and the Coyote fell face first onto the floor.

The Crew broke out laughing and Calamity could only chuckle.

“OK… I would like a word with the carpenter if you don’t mind.”

*
*
*
*
*
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As the young beautiful bunny knelt on the floor tears rolling down her face, Calamity hesitated. He had expected various scenarios when meeting his visitor and he had even wondered what emotions that he or she might exhibit upon discovery. Fear, anger, joy… but despair didn’t fit into the preconceived scenes that he had built up in his mind. He lowered his body to rest upon one knee and slowly reached out to rest his hand upon Binky’s shoulder. 

“Hey… you alroooowww! Leg Cramp! Leg Cramp! Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!”

The young coyote rolled about on the floor clutching his calf while everyone, including his co-host giggled at his misfortune. 

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
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*
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“Mmmm… I have to go to my Rube Goldberg Engineering class right now, honey bunny. ”

“*Hee Hee* Kay. Is Luv Puppy gonna miss his Honey Bunny?”

“Your Luv Puppy already misses his Honey Bunny. Give Puppy some lactose… SUCROSE! I MEANT SUCROSE!.”

“CUT!”

Binky giggled uncontrollably while Calamity chuckled and blushed, as he facepalmed.

“I’m sorry… I don’t know *WHY* I said that.”

“That’s alright Puppy…” she assured patting the top of his head, “You don’t buy your Fruedian slips you make your own.”

“Oh good mercy… I feel like such a boob.”

