Becky wished Justin could just drive the car by running on the outside of the window. Bad enough she felt nervous next to the dolled up wah boy next to her, but having her cousin and his, or her, she wasn’t sure what pronouns Collin used when dressed up, as their chauffeur made things a hell of a lot more awkward. The silence between the three filled by whatever station the otter could find since his clunker didn’t have a jack for ipod. 
And if it did, she’d tease him for the ipod.
No, the badger shook her head at the thought. This wasn’t about her cousin’s car, but about his best friend and the boy she had a crush on. Could she even call him, her, a boy at this rate? Collin made an effort to avoid looking like one, what with the blue wig, the blue and white knee socks, the purple skirt, and that matching hoodie. How did he even get things like that? She knew how expensive clothes were, and had glanced at enough warhammer models from Hui’s collection to know that he couldn’t afford both.
Why was she even thinking about this? Becky leaned up against the window, staring out into the Michigan landscape as they drove a bit of a ways away from their town. She wasn’t sure why they were this far out, especially with how much she’d seen Collin parade around town as a girl. At a glance, she didn’t even notice it was him, and probably only realized it because of her crush. One that had gotten all the stronger since she realized how cute he was in a skirt.
Wonder how nice he’d look in heels, she thought, slowly picturing him in ten inch heels, resting on his knees with his arms behind him and mouth filled with… Becky shook her head. No! This was just a normal date. A normal date that she decided to go in with jeans, a vest over her green shirt, and sneakers. She might as well be the butch girl of a lesbian couple.
Oh hell, would they be seen as a lesbian couple? Did she want that? Becky shook her head again. The wah in the window’s reflection opened his mouth to speak, but closed it quickly and turned away. Neither would break the silence between them, their chickenshittness being the main commonality on this mess of a date. 
Maybe she shouldn’t have told him to bring the wig. Just pretend he didn’t crossdress? No, she couldn’t pretend, especially since he knew she knew. They fucking flat out talked about it and all that did was make him look angry at her and grant her dreams of making him cry. The fuck was wrong with her?
“So…” Justin broke the silence, snapping Becky out of her freefall of automatic thoughts. “What movie you two seeing?”
Becky’s ears perked while Collin coughed. “That…that was meant to be a surprise.”
“Oh,” Justin slumped into his seat, “sorry.”
“It’s alright. I-I like movies.” Becky wanted to strangle her vocal cords for saying that. Of course she liked movies, you didn’t need to be an aspiring filmmaker to like movies. The only real downside is that a movie was a terrible first date. Sure you could chat in line while grabbing popcorn if you wanted to pay over inflated prices. But after that, you’re just stuck in silence with the person for over an hour, both watching a screen and politely keeping thoughts to yourself. 
Is that why Collin chose it? To keep quiet? Her mental anguish flooded her mind while silence returned to fill the void once again. It ended when Justin turned in and parked in front of an AMC theater. “So just like, text me when you guys are ready, ok? It’s not a long trip after all.” 
“I will.” Collin, or was it Kathoey? Kathy? The red panda went out first, with Becky quickly following from her own side. She didn’t want her date to think she needed the door to be opened. Sure that was the gentleman thing, but the badger didn’t care that much about the old fashioned gentleman. And would it matter since he was in a skirt? She shook her head again, mentally slapping herself as if it’d hold the pieces together.
It only really clicked when her cousin drove off. She was alone, with her crush, while he was wearing a dress in the open. She looked him over again, noting how well he pulled it off. Sure, Collin was never the most masculine boy, but it took more effort than people realized to look good in girl clothes as a guy. Something she, now that Becky thought about it, found unfair for boys. Girls can wear jeans, or even boy jeans, and they can be seen as tomboys. But if a boy wears a skirt or, heaven forbid, pink, he’s a laughing stock.
“You look nice.” Becky’s throat dried up as she forced it out. The whites of Collin’s cheekfur flushed pink as he looked down at her feet. Fuck what she wouldn’t give to have him at her feet, all so she could hunch over and tell him it was alright after–
“T-Thanks,” Collin’s stutter snapped her back to reality. “You too.” He looked back to the movie theater, “I guess we should get inside. Don’t wanna miss our film.”
“So what are we seeing?”
“Eternals.” He frowned as he said it, “I-If you want to, that is. I know that Marvel films are kind of just amusement park rides rather than art pieces and-”
“They’re fun.” She knew the complaints well enough, and had plenty of her own. “Like, they don’t feel lazy, to me anyway. Besides, it’s not like they’re sucking themselves off trying to franchise something that only had one good movie and is just pandering to nostalgia bait.”
“Are you talking about the new Ghostbusters?”
She rolled her eyes, “No, but that one comes pretty close, doesn’t it? Boomers really love to shove that nostalgia down our throats and we weren’t even born for it.”
“Wouldn’t it be Gen X’ers?” 
She shrugged. “Maybe? I don’t know. All I know is that I’m getting sick of Nostalgia. Did you see Green Knight?”
“No.”
“We should watch it sometime. It’s really cool.” She meant to say he should watch it, but the thought of him and her watching it alone slipped out. They’d be alone in her living room, lights off with only the glare of the film outlining his body as he curled up beside her. She’d run her fingers through his hair and silently assure him that no one could hurt him like she could. 
“Maybe we should.” He turned away, hiding his own blush while scanning the tickets from his phone. Becky curled a finger through her hair and pulled with stress, yanking the loose dirty thoughts from her mind. This was just a date, a regular date with her crush in drag. “So, do you think you can explain a lot of the tricks in the film? Like when they show up I mean.” 
“I wouldn’t want to be too loud. Kind of rude to talk over a film.”
“Oh…right…” The way he hung his face had her convinced she said something wrong. Was he panicking underneath that pretty wig? He must have been, it was a movie date and she liked films. He probably thought she could talk about it for hours, or show off her technical skill. Was Collin ever this thoughtful? Becky couldn’t say, she only knew him through Hui and that was your standard brother/sister relationship. 
Was it hot inside? She pulled out her shirt collar. “Anyway, we should probably get to the showroom.” 
“Don’t you want popcorn?”
“It’s too expensive.” And that expense was just an entirely new rant. 
He looked to the concessions line, then smiled and nodded. “Good thing I came prepared.” The wah tapped his front pocket, letting something rattle against cardboard. On the way over he pulled out two candy boxes: Mike and Ikes, and Skittles. 
Becky grinned and nudged him in the arm. “Since when did the teacher’s pet start breaking rules?” 
Kathoey adjusted their glaces, doing a terrible job of hiding how their body twitched at the comment. “Well, Collin’s a stickler for them. Kathoey is kind of a wildcard.” 
“One might say, a bit of a badass?” 
He laughed. “No. No. I know what badass is. I’m nothing like that.” Whoever he meant by that bounced around in her brain as they found their spot in the third most back row. “Kind of empty. Isn’t this supposed to be a big movie?” Kathoey noted, looking around at the hill of bare seats stretched out before them.
Becky hadn’t noticed, not with the comfy laid back luxury chair she’d sat in. Whoever decided to design lazyboy theater seats was a mad genius. “Maybe we’re early? Trailers haven’t even started yet.” Few arrived as the trailers started, and even fewer during them. Under the darkness she counted maybe seven other moviegoers in the crowd, and all spaced out. 
Darkness, few people, cute boy next to her, Becky’s mind went wild with ideas. “So…you gonna pass some candy over?” She asked. Cardboard tore with the Mike and Ikes being the first victim of the film, each soft pile like candy crushed between their teeth. Fruity flavors of lemon, lime, cherry, and more danced on her tongue. 
What would it be like to kiss him now? Her eyes darted over at the thought, watching the chewing motion in the wah’s jaw. Would it taste the same? Would there be too much sugar? Would he enjoy it? Her claws dug into her seat at the flurry of images, each an outcome of her forward tactic. 
Maybe she should kiss him? Swallowing her fear and the candies with one mighty gulp, the badger leaned in. Her shorter form made it awkward to attempt, but with pursed lips she tried desperately to meet his own. “They’re trying hard to be subtle with the quips this time.” She turned away right as he looked to her, praying in silence that he didn’t notice the failed kiss. 
“Y-Yeah…guess they’re trying to be serious this time.” Why was she holding herself back? This was a date damn it, one that she initiated! “Though I think there’s still plenty. It can’t be a Marvel film without quips nowadays.” 
“Well it’s hard to take superheroes seriously all the time. Even they need to laugh at themselves.” He leaned away just as she leaned in. Becky fumed, unable to tell if it was because of a stretch, or him just avoiding her. “But I guess films are getting too quippy now.”
“Films have art cycles, like most media.” 
“Really?”
“Yeah.” She wasn’t sure what happened next in the film, only that she found herself talking about the history of cinema and how pretty their brown eyes were. One thing led to another, and she ended off saying, “With nostalgia bait being as is though, and how hard they’re pushing franchises, some more successfully than others, we’ll probably have our kids watching Marvel movies, and terrible crap like Terminator 15.” 
“Kids?”
“I didn’t mean like us, specifically,” She backed away, hands up in defense, “I meant like, the next few generations. We’re too young to have kids, or even know if we want them.” 
“I-”
“Can you both shut up?” They turned their head to the lion down in front of them, the glow of his cellphone illuminating the distaste on his face. Becky felt herself sink into her seat, worried that she’d been talking too loud in the theater. But one look at Collin turned that shame into something else. The fear in their eyes set a fire inside her. 
“You’ve both been talking for…wait, do I know you?” The lion stood up, towering over the two from the row below and looking down with his hand resting against his chin. “Yeah, you look familiar. You–” His ringtone buzzed.
“You’re supposed to turn that off.” 
“What?”
Becky stood up between him and Collin. “Your phone, you’re supposed to turn that off.”
He chuckled, “You’re really going to lecture me on my phone when you’ve both been talking nonstop?” 
She held her arms out to the barren theater, “Look around you. Yeah we got too into talking, but you could have found another seat. But if we’re bothering you too much, then I guess we’ll just do one thing better.” She grabbed Collin’s arm and pulled them along, “We’re leaving. Apparently people forgot how theater etiquette works.” 
The lion reached out, grabbing Collin’s hoodie, “Hey, wait and-” 
Becky growled and snapped his hand away from them. “Don’t you dare touch her.” Her rage rippled underneath her fur. “No one touches her without her consent. Ever.” It was only until after they were out of the theater did she realize how tight her grip had become. Not only that, but her outburst and overall attitude drove her face crimson in both fury and embarrassment. Yes, she talked aloud in the theater, but the lion was rude in his insinuation and…Becky sighed, she was becoming her mother.
“I’m so sorry,” she mumbled, “I shouldn’t have made a scene. I didn’t mean to scare you or anything and…” Collin didn't look frightened. Their eyes darted back and forth, but a small smile cracked across their lips, followed by a chuckle. “What’s so funny?” Becky asked, hands on her hips. 
“It’s dumb.”
“What is it?” 
Collin shook their head, “It’s really dumb.”
She stepped closer, mentally wishing she had a stool to stand face to face with the wah. “Don’t make me ask again.”
Biting their lip through the smile, Collin mumbled softly, “Everyone’s probably gonna think you were a Karen. But I thought you were pretty badass. That guy’s probably not used to guys his age standing up to him. But you? You had him stepping back.” 
Was that a compliment? Becky looked long and hard at her date, trying to process that interaction with their words until she smiled and giggled. “You’re right, that is dumb.” She leaned into them, frozen against the wall. “So…should we call Justin? Date’s kind of over early.” 
“It doesn’t need to be.” Her ears perked up at that. “I mean, we could try going for a walk at the mall, right? Maybe grab a pretzel? Do they have Auntie Anne’s?”
She shrugged, “Don’t know.” Taking his hand, the badger smiled, “Let’s find out.”
***
Streaming did not solve the age-old problem of television that Tabitha’s father complained about when he first got a satellite dish on their trailer. So much content and yet nothing to watch. The wolverine lounged against her couch and scrolled through the various options she had, trying to find something she might enjoy that she hadn’t already seen.
Truth be told, she was just killing time for the main event. Distracting herself from the other intrusive thoughts in her mind. Like Collin’s little date tonight. It’d be hypocritical of her to be jealous of Becky, but goddamn it, she was. Collin deserved to date people around his age, and if he knew how to destress he’d probably have had a girlfriend long before she locked that cock of his. 
But Tabitha was hypocritical, and that angered her more than anything else. The wolverine had been a lot of things in her life so far: A teacher, a criminal, a bitch, a brawler, a leader, a follower, a hero and a villain. But never a hypocrite, at least not one so obvious that she noticed it. Was she a good person? No, not with the things she’d done. Her boys were good, if a little misguided. 
A knock on the back porch pulled her out of her introspection. “Bout fucking time.” Behind the sliding door of her kitchen stood an angst driven otter carrying a dufflebag over his shoulder, hands deep black duster jacket. He tried getting in as she opened the door, but Tabitha held him in place and smiled. “What’s the magic word?” She whispered, leaning in the frame.
“Seriously?” Justin muttered underneath his breath. “You’re the one with neighbors that can–”
“They’re on vacation.” She grinned at the shock crossing his face. “Come on, Justine, what’s the magic word?”
If the blush across the otter’s frustrated grimace didn’t give her a chubby, the next words did. “May I come in for my lesson, Auntie?”
Just like that, Tabitha stepped aside to let him through. Once trapped in her domain, she pushed him to the couch and grabbed his bag. “So, did you bring everything as instructed?” She mused aloud, sorting through the contents and smiling at the gothy outfit with the long purple wig. Justin fidgeted at every opportunity, acting as though he hated what would come next. But she knew he liked it, deep down even as a dom he found the mask of Justine appealing in some way. 
“Strip.” Her command was quick and sharp. Justin carefully pulled aside his clothing, setting his jacket aside with his jeans and shirt until nothing but that dainty cage around his cock remained. Oh how it twitched before her, begging for a teasing. “Bathroom. I wanna see you apply your makeup.”
Despite the rebellious look in his eyes, he complied and trudged along with his head directed to the floor. Tabitha herself was never big on makeup, learning most of her knowledge from one-night stands with bitchseat riding bikers or femme prostitutes. But it was enough to teach her two bois the basics, and watching Justin purse his lips for the purple lipstick told her he was practicing plenty at home. Just as she instructed. 
Tabitha leaned in, pressing her weight against the otter, “Have a guess on tonight’s lesson?” She asked, reaching down to paw at the cage. She couldn’t feel it straining, thanks to the plastic but her imagination and his huffs did wonders. 
“N-No…”
“No who?” She held his chin and stared at the reflection. “Come on, Justine, we’ve been over this.”
“No, Auntie.” 
She smiled. “Good girl. Today’s about pleasure and who gets it. Now bend over and relax.” A quick shop around down had increased Tabitha’s toy collection from a collar to dildos, hooks, gags, and other sorts of bondage gear. The hook she loved especially, imagining her boys dangling on the balled edges as soon as she saw them. Justine took a steady breath as she pushed the metal inside his ass, moaning as it lodged itself inside and yelping softly at her tug. She couldn’t help but chuckle as she pulled his arms back and cuffed them, then tying the cuffs to the hook.
“Bet you’d like your little Hui like this?” She jested, pulling up at Justine’s purpled haired reflection. “Tied and bound by her ass, every movement digging it deeper inside. Yeah, you’d love that.” Holding his neck closer, Tabitha whispered, “Bet she’d melt seeing you like this. Maybe I should invite her one day, tie the both of you up so you can grind your clitties against one another.”
The shock and anger across Justine’s face betrayed how much he chewed his bottom lip. Tabitha laughed and patted her back, “Relax, bitch. Hui’s too young for me and I know she’s yours. I’m not a monster.”
“Don’t joke about that.” Justine’s voice broke character. “I mean it. Hui is–”
“If you say you’re perverted girlfriend is innocent then I’m gonna have a fucking anueryism,” Tabitha growled, “Trust me, I’ve seen how she looks at you. Kathoey’s been privy to share details of how you lovebirds spend your time together. I may not be a genius, but I’m not blind.”
She pushed him to the bed before the otter could comment. For a moment she watched him fidget on impact, the tiny struggles pushing the toy deeper into him. Was almost adorable to watch him squirm. “Spread your legs open. Let me see my niece’s clitty.” With feigned reluctance, Justine did. Their pretty little cage already leaking. She still had no plans to let him out, only saving those moments for when Kathoey was around to toy with it. 
Fuck, that’d be hot. Tabitha mentally cursed herself for pushing Collin out on a date. He could be here with that blue wig, ready to suck off his best friend upon command while she watched. No, she shook her head. Collin needed to meet with people his age. 
“Something the matter?” Justine asked with uncharacteristic worry and a sweet, if not forced, femme voice.
“Huh?” She blinked, “No, no. Nothing.” Forcing a smile, she added. “Leaking already? I thought you hated being Justine.” Those eyes told her he’d flip her the bird if his hands weren’t bound. Better that he didn’t, else she’d have to punish him. “So yeah, today’s lesson is about pleasure and how you use that on your bitch.” Grabbing a hitachi wand from her drawer, Tabitha climbed onto the bed and pushed the otter down. She pressed the bulbous head of the vibe against his cage, “You’re going to tell me when you’re close. And if you dare cum without permission, you’re getting punished.” The vibe whirred to life before he could reply.
At first, it didn’t do anything except make a constant clicking noise from vibrations alone. Justine, puzzled, looked up to her as if she’d explain herself. Trusting her own research, the wolverine kept the pressure on and waited.
Then came the moans. Subtle at first, mixed with soft and steady breaths. Tiny movements to shift away only for the wolverine to keep her bitch steady. “You feel that?” She teased, pulling him to her chest, “You’re not even hard and it’s building up. Guys and girls are closer than you’d think. All it takes is the right amount of stimulation.” 
The wait was the true key. Tabitha figured Justin was used to quick little sessions of jacking off, never letting pressure build further when he was at his hardest. But now, just like with his ass, Justine had no control over it. “C-Close. Close!” She pulled it off and drank in his betrayal. “But I was close.”
“Yeah, you were.” She waited five minutes before pressing it back on, repeating the cycle over and over until he was a mewling mess in her arms. Mascara running down his cheek, voice straining and cooing in that falsetto tone. She whispered of how his girlfriend would feel in his position, stuck at his mercy over and over until Justine’s mind finally broke. 
“Auntie, let me cum! Please, please, let me cum!”
“And why should I?”
“You let Collin,” He growled, breaking out of character, “You fuck him every day like he’s some free prostitute for you. Hell, I’m pretty sure he fucks himself thinking about you. He might even l–”
Her first clenched so hard around that muzzle that Tabitha feared she opened up some stitches. “You’re a fucking talker today, aren’t you?” She said with hidden rage. Tossing the wand aside, the wolverine went back to her drawers to find something more suitable. “Guess a punishment is in order.”
“What did I–” She silenced him with a heavy rubber ballgag she’d bought from the sex shop Helga’s ex ran. Keeping his legs open with a spreader bar, Tabitha pulled out her key and slipped inside his chastity cage. His surprise had her ragging in her pants, but she didn’t take her cock out. Something about tonight had her not in the mood to fuck. At least not fuck the otter.
The otter’s cock rose to full mast in a few seconds, sporting the kind of virality only youth carried. She chuckled and flicked it, delighted to watch him squirm. “You know, back when me and my friends were living on the road, I met a few interesting people,” Tabitha said as she looked through her drawers. Finding a small zipped up pouch, she tossed it aside and continued. “Some of which were just open to a regular lay. But others had a more interesting taste that had me trying out new things. Course, I haven’t done this in a while.” Though she had researched it thoroughly in the past week, hoping to commit it to one blushing wah.
Justin’s eyes went wide when she unzipped the pouch, revealing several thin metal rods that Tabitha quickly sterilized with alcohol wipes, then rubbed the alcohol off. “Now, you’re gonna want to take a real deep breath and relax for this. Cause it’s going to hurt, like a punishment should.” 
Picking the thinnest one, she steadied his cock and dangled it over the tip. Drinking in the dread in his eyes, the wolverine slowly pushed it into his urethra. His head threw back in a shudder, teeth grinding against the gag as she buried deeper. “Does it feel like fire? Like spikes are dragging through your forbidden hole? That’s probably from the leftover alcohol, cause this thing’s smooth.”  
Poor little bitch tried keeping still with heavy breaths, hushed little whimpers echoing behind that gag. How could Justine know that even that hole could be fucked? She sure didn’t when someone tried it on her, back when Tabitha was a dumber bitch who never said no to a dare. Maybe she could teach the badger this? Yeah, Tabitha imagined the lessons as she carefully pumped the rod through Justine’s cock. The badger’s own sadism lighting up in her eyes while Kathoey had tears rolling in hers. 
Justine’s phone rang several times before she snapped back to reality. It wasn’t until after she checked it that Tabitha realized how strained her dick was inside her jeans. She blinked at the time, noticing how two hours had passed since the otter’s arrival. Two failed messages, followed by a string of texts that all said that same basic thing: 
We’re ready to be picked up, dude. Where are you?
“Guess I lost track of time,” she chuckled, pulling the rod out and finding Justine exhausted from the torment. Taking a can of Redbull from her kitchen, she pressed it against the otter’s cock to shrink it down, then tossed it to him when she locked him back up. “Clean up and go pick up your sissy sister and her date.”
She didn’t say much else as he left. What else was there to say? All that stuck on Tabitha’s mind was whether Kathoey had a good time, and how much she’d rather have her here to fuck. “Fuck, I’m too obsessive,” She muttered, ignoring her erection for the night.
***
The park walk with Collin, or Kathoey, should have been their date from the get go. The wah had been more alive during it, trancing around with glee while she followed aside and talked about things. Just things, from movies, to the games they played that Becky hadn’t gotten into, to how they mixed. Like the upcoming D&D movie that was being filmed. 
By the end of the night, after a brief panic of Justin not answering and them considering an Uber, the two were picked up by her cousin and driven home. Kathoey turned back to Collin when they entered town, tossing his wig and spare clothes into a duffle bag. His place was closer, so Justin dropped him off first.
“I had a great time tonight,” She said, walking him over to the door. 
“Y-Yeah, so did I.” Collin curled a finger through his black headfur. The feminine mannerisms of Kathoey becoming more and more common with him. “I wouldn’t mind hanging out more, like that.”
“Maybe next weekend?” She asked, stepping up close to him.
“I’d…I’d have to check my schedule. And–” She didn’t let him finish, pressing her lips quickly against his own. Becky licked her lips when she pulled away, tasting his surprise and desire. 
“Free it up,” She demanded softly, holding his shirt collar tight. “Kathy.” Then, like a giddy school girl, Becky practically sprinted back to the car and buried her face in her lap on the ride home. Justin made no comment, a surprise given his usual barbs. 
“You’re cute together,” He finally said, “In a weird sort of way. Like an orc courting a human.” 
“He’s nowhere near an orc.”
“I never said he was the orc.” Becky wanted to smack that smug smile, but something caught her attention when she saw it. A purple shade of lipstick across his lips. She blinked once, then twice to confirm she wasn’t imagining things. 
“Dude, is that lipstick?”
