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Light flitted in between the blinds and onto Kadens sleeping face. She stirred lightly, bringing an arm up to rub her eyes. The gentle calm of the morning only had a few moments to blanket her before the broken memories of the night prior broke through. Flinging herself out of bed she looked around for Brodey, backing up into a corner in fear and brandishing whatever she had grabbed in her panic.

A masturbator wand. She threw it to the ground in disgust and tried to calm herself down, rather unsuccessfully. With shaky, panicked breaths she looked around the room. The bed looked normal. No wet spots or stains or signs of struggle. There were no ice cube trays or freshly burnt candles around. Even Kaden herself was dressed in her boxers, as if nothing had happened.

She stumbled over to the mirror to look at herself. Bloodshot eyes, sure, but no hand marks around her neck...Pulling her boxers down provided no evidence as well. She wasn’t even sore when she ran her fingers along her labia or the hidden head of her dick. How did she not have blisters? Any pain at all?

‘That can’t be right.’ She thought to herself. ‘That couldn’t have been a dream…’ With hands pressed against her head she slumped to the ground and fought back tears. Everything felt entirely real. Her throat hurt from crying even if nothing else did. There was no way that could have been just a nightmare, no way in hell!

Even scurrying over to the trash can provided nothing to prove otherwise. Just some kleenex, crumpled up papers and a used condom. She knew she had cum inside Brodey, and that Brodey had came on her face, so it wasn’t her condom. Even opening the papers wasn’t helpful, they were just addresses and receipts for household objects.

Kaden ran her hands through her hair then plopped down on the bed. There was nothing to show that that night had happened. Everything inside her screamed that it was real but...now she wasn’t so sure if she could trust herself. Trying to think back to that night she was only met with snippets and clouds of forgotten terrors. Either way…She didn’t really feel safe being here anymore. Brodey was gone, meaning she could sneak out and gather herself somewhere safe.

With clumsy, nervous movements the Cusige pulled on her clothes and grabbed her phone. She’d just leave. If it was a dream she was sure she could figure out an excuse, but if it wasn’t she was saving her own life. She just had to make it out the front door.

“Goodmorning, Kaden.”

Kaden froze, fear crawling up her spine and sending her hairs on end.

“Are you leaving? I...Made you breakfast…” Brodeys voice was soft, almost sounding hurt. “If you really have to go I can pack it up for you, I guess. But, I really wanted to surprise you and have breakfast together…”
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Slowly, Kaden turned around and eyed Brodey up and down. She was still in the clothes they went to bed in, hair in a messy bun. She looked confused and was holding a little tray with breakfast foods plated on it. She didn’t dare drop her guard all the way, but she did turn to face her head on. “Th...Thank you. But, I really have...something to do today.”

“Are you sure? You look like you’re tired still.”

“Yeah, uh…It’s really important, so…”

“But you had such a terrible night last night, shouldn’t you rest? I’ll take care of you! Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“T-terrible…” Kaden stiffened, cocking her head to one side. “What do you mean ‘terrible night’?”

“All night you tossed and turned and cried.” Brodey said, setting the tray down and holding one of Kadens sweating hands in her own. “I tried to wake you up multiple times but each time you just shook me off and screamed like I was hurting you. I didn’t know what to do, so I just...stopped after a while and tried to make you comfy as best I could.”

She trailed off for a moment, brushing some hair behind one of her ears, then looked up at Kaden, voice cracking when she did speak again. “I’m so sorry, I should have tried more, shouldn’t’ve I? I’m such a terrible person...I couldn’t even be there for you in a nightmare…I’m so sorry, Kaden! I understand if you want to leave...”

Kaden was taken aback. Brodey seemed so genuine…maybe it was a nightmare. The way she beat herself over it and the little tears forming in her eyes made her heart tinge with guilt. If it had been a nightmare it wasn’t Brodey’s fault at all, and Kaden was making herself look like a prick for blaming her.

She pursed her lips and looked around the room again, searching for any sign that what Brodey was saying wasn’t true, but found nothing. Nothing was out of place. Not even her own skin. The memories of the event weren’t even clear to her. She just remembered how much everything hurt, fuzzy wisps of pleasure, and wobbly visions of Brodey through tears.

Surely if it had been real she would be able to remember it better...and Brodey wouldn’t just let her walk away either. Maybe...It was just a nightmare…

“Kaden?” Brodey reached up to cup her face and bring her back into the moment. The Cusige looked down at her, and she could see by how her eyes shook and eyebrows furrowed that she was trying to figure things out.
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She wouldn’t be able to, though. Brodey was meticulous in cleaning and a phenomenal liar when she tried. Even as her heart pounded and her loins ached at watching Kaden doubt herself she didn’t drop her act.

Gently, slowly, she leaned in and wrapped Kaden in a soft hug, careful not to press her erection against her. “I’m sorry, Kaden. I’ll do better next time, I promise. Just give me another chance...please? Maybe I’ll put your hand in ice water or something, I’m sure that’d wake you up.”

“Y...yeah…” Kaden muttered, her own arms returning the hug. She hesitated for a moment, then shuddered and clutched onto Brodey like a child. Tears streamed down her face and into the Cumart’s fur. She cried against her for what felt like ages, hardly noticing Brodey slowly lowering them to rest on the ground.

The entire time she whispered sweet nothings to her, hands petting her hair and back soothingly and pulling her in closer. Though Kaden couldn’t see it, a wicked smile cracked her face as she did, delighted with how perfectly this was all going even if Kaden had woken up early.

When Kaden finally calmed down Brodey lifted her head in her palms and kissed her muzzle. “Hey now, it’s okay….” She cooed. “It was just a nightmare, it’s over now, I

promise...Lets get some food in you and we can watch whatever you want on Tv, okay? I’ve got all the streaming services and enough cash to buy all the movies we could bear. You’ll forget about it in no time, I’m sure.”

With a silent nod, Kaden stood and was led by her hand to the living room. Through the next few hours they relaxed together, watching cartoons and snacking on a bunch of different foods Brodey had in her kitchen. She doted on her, spoiled her, and Kaden melted into the soft touches and cuddles as time went on.

Eventually, she was sure it HAD been just a bad dream. There was no way this Brodey and the one that had done all those sickening things to her were the same person. The fear began to fade as did the memories. She smiled when they made eye contact and she agreed when she was asked to stay the night again.

Brodey giggled excitedly and snuggled up closer under the couch blanket with her, hand secretly trailing down her own pants to stroke her already throbbing erection. If last night was bad enough to break Kaden down this much….tonight would completely shatter her.

