
Bad teacher:

By TerraMGP


Tabatha had noticed one thing about gym teachers early on in life. They’re all the same. As a sly sixteen year old just getting her feet wet in the world of motorcycles and rough living she’d learned that the gym teachers were all addicted to control. Wild hormonal rage and staunch authoritarianism in their own little realms with no regard whatsoever to the will of anyone higher up. Sadists seeking to dominate and push kids back in line for their own twisted amusement.


Maybe that’s why she took the job. The thirty seven year old woman stomped her way down the halls in a cut-sleeve gym top with red and white shorts matching the school colors littering the hallway. Her stocky frame thundered past classes where more eloquent and possibly more compassionate teachers imparted subjects well beyond Tabs’ understanding. Some of them getting though to the students. Most basically rambling as glorified babysitters while kids typed on their phones and scribbled in notebooks that would never see a real note.


Much like her peers, she too had students who didn’t wish to participate. Unlike those peers her truants didn’t seem to have much of a problem just skipping out entirely and hiding somewhere in the building. Once again forcing Tabs to leave her TA in charge of the others while she went to fish the errant duo out.


It didn’t take long to find the errant students. Tabs had been at this long enough to get a feel for it. Especially since she’d had to deal with the two boys last year as well. Sure enough she finally caught sight of two figures tucked between a row of lockers and a fire exit on the other end of the building. One a sandy blonde otter wearing a black shirt with a bird skull on it and the number 19 in roman numerals stamped firmly on the forehead. The other a smartly dressed red panda boy. Both hunched over a small array of cards on the dusty school tile floor making little effort to keep their voices down


“So, what am I gonna do with all this mana floating around…” The Otter smirked devilishly from behind his hand. A devilish look in those blue eyes as he swayed side to side.


“Nothing. Nothing is a thing you could do.” The red panda sitting across from him muttered. “Seriously, Justin. I hate it when you do this.”

“You do it all the time, Collin.” The otter boy shifted back against the locker where he’d tucked himself in and ran his thumb over the two cards still remaining in his hand. His glasses slid slowly down his muzzle, barely stopping at the tip between his brown fur and black nose flesh. He pulled his trusty black cloth jacket over his shoulders. The overly large thing sliding back down mere moments later.


“I play Izzet. It’s my job.” Collin grumbled. Unlike his disheveled friend the red panda was almost painfully clean cut. Dressed in a button up polo and khakis that would have looked out of place decades ago. Everything from the overpriced utilitarian glasses he wore to the more or less empty medical bracelet on is wrist projecting the aura of one under a helicopter ‘Tiger mom’.


“Yeah, well, if you weren’t trying to be super smart all the time then maybe you’d be more prepared for things like this! Bam! Dragonlord Dromoka. And thanks to Mirri, Weatherlight Duelist sporting both shield of the oversoul and Behemoth sledge…”

“Dude, this isn’t Yugioh. Just stop.” Collin sighed, glancing at his hand. A carefully constructed mix of eldrazi and Izzet all focused on locking down the field. “Yeah, I scoop. I think I need to retool anyways.” Collin curled his tail though the dirty floor almost defiantly The smallest of slights against his mother as the big bushy bundle piled up dirt this way and that.


He watched as Justin rummaged around in his ever present coat for a deck box, cycling the endless bits and bobs the otter insisted on carrying around with him. “You know mom says the school board and the PTA are freaked out about that thing.” Collin chuckled softly.


“About what?” Justin blinked. The otter withdrawing a small and mostly empty bag of combos from his pocket.


“Dude it’s like, September. Early September. Everyone thinks you’re gonna walk in with a bunch of guns and shoot the place up some day.”

“Yeah, well, what are ya gonna do? Hell, I’d bet they’d think the same of you if they weren’t all so scared of your mom. Say, wanna grab some BK?” The otter’s eyes flashed happily at his own suggestion. His thick tail thumping the ground.


“You got the ‘vett working?” Collin asked dubiously.


“Working enough to drive here today. So long as you don’t mind a lack of AC it’s fine. Come on. I’m buying. Least I can do after finally shutting down your little ‘fuck you’ deck for good.”

The two boys moved to pull themselves up, then stopped dead. Their eyes fearfully meeting a pair of very familiar gym shoes. They looked up almost in unison. Their ears folding back in ear. Neither one daring to speak as they met the harsh green eyes now ripping holes into their very souls.


“You two boys planning on going somewhere?” Tabs muttered gruffly.


Neither boy spoke. Both just gazing up at her nervously and swallowing hard. 


“You realize you’re not supposed to go off campus for lunch. Right Mister Flannery?”

“Y-yeah.” Justin muttered


“Not that it would matter anyways, would it Mr. Sang?”

Collin likewise shook his head frantically as he barely managed t stuff his cards haphazardly into his pocket.


“No, it wouldn’t. Considering this is the fifth gym session you two have skilled since the semester started!” There were no violent gestures. Tabs was nothing if not professional. Yet at the same time the fire in her eyes kept the two boys cowed in their little corner. Even if they had any hope of getting away there was no way the two would manage it They knew that. Their bodies knew that. Stock still and paralyzed with fear.


God help her, Tabs had to admit it was something of a rush.


“L-look, Miss Blake. I’m really sorry. But I’m already doing HEMA training on the weekends. I mean, kinda HEMA. We gotta use boffers but it’s still strenuous. I’m not really-”

“Shut it.” Tabs growled. Once again the sudden shock of her words setting the two boys into a cower.


“Y-you’re not going to tell my mom, are you?” Collin muttered. The raw terror of the prospect shattered any of the smug confidence the young man usually had. He instead wrapped his arms around his tail and began to brush it slowly like a stuffed animal or security blanket.


Tabs looked between the two. She could feel her heart thumping into her ears. Her toes curling. Her sharpish nails digging into her palms.


“You drove here, Flannery?” she snapped sharply to the otter boy.


“Y-yeah, I mean, Yes ma’am.” He nodded nervously


“Then you can drive your butt back, and his too. Detention. One hour, after school.”

Their jaws dropped. Collin took a sudden step forward, about as brave an act as the panda could muster at the moment. “Please, Miss Blake. Ma’am. I’m sure we can talk about this. I’m sure we can work something out. If mom finds out about this I’ll never live it down.”

Look, kid.” Tabs grumbled. “If you’re still that freaked out about what your mom thinks then maybe don’t go skipping gym next time. I’m not gonna tell her. You two are grown up as far as I’m concerned. Hell I dropped out junior year so you two kids have one up on me. But that doesn’t mean I’m gonna coddle you. You owe me one hour of gym each and that’s what I’m gonna get. And since I’ve let it slide before, I’ll expect it every Tuesday and Thursday the next two weeks. Now get your butts back in the locker room and stay there until the period ends. You got me?”

The two started to walk towards the gym. A hard stomp from Tabs’ foot turned it into the awkward approximation of a sprint. She watched tier rumps shaking from the frantic run and fell back against the locker. Already the strain of her shaft in her jock was more than she could take. The mental image of those two cute slender bois wiggling in skirts flashing in her head just long enough for Tabs to hate herself just a tiny touch more.


Jesus fuck.” The wolverine muttered as she pulled herself back up and fixed her gym shirt “I gotta get fucking laid.”

----------


There’s nothing sadder than an aging biker. Someone said it, who the fuck knew who. Sixteen year old Tabs never once ought it. That summer when her big brother helped her finally get that first Harley built and she took the long drive up I-94 still felt magical in ways she couldn't explain.


Now here she was almost twenty years on. The rundown old shack that used too serve as a clubhouse for the gang replaced by a rotating string of refurbished and semi-finished garages spanning over three counties. The dulcet tones of Manowar and scent of machine grease now mixed with IPAs from Grand Rapids and a trio of fourty-somethings trying to figure out the chaotic mess of game consoles and computer parts Allison’s grandkids had apparently decided to set up in order to make things ‘easier’. 


As had become her custom Tabs hovered over the pool table with a bottle of Dragons Milk Mentally aligning and re-aligning her shot while Debbie took her sweet time on her cell phone. No, that wasn’t entirely true. If truth had to be told Tabs was letting her mind wander other places. Far less wholesome places. 


She thought about those boys, the adorable trembling things that still owed her three detention sessions before she would let them go. It wasn’t the first time by any means that Tabs had really wound up ogling some cute student. Much as people protested it was nature after all. But she wasn’t some wild animal, and up until recently fixing the issue had been as simple as giving herself a little mental bitchslap to remind her of how bad such ideas were and move on with her life.


Unfortunately, the rest of the gang wasn‘t exactly good company right now. She thought about getting a beer, only to realize she was holding one. Glanced over to see if anyone was unoccupied, but by this point Allison was talking up her son as she had been ever since the days when they were more hardened, Jo was already getting ready to go, and Helga? Well one of the few bigger bruisers there than tabs had suddenly gone soft over some girl and talking about the kind of relationship drama that would have been solved with a swift kick and a night at a cheap motel ten years ago.


Or maybe Tabs was just romanticizing the past. Or lamenting how this was still the highlight of her week, while more and more these gatherings felt like obligations to most of the other members.


The wolverine woman leaned back once more and took another swig of her beer while she tried to let her mind slip her body a moment. Letting her imagination slip the chains while she waited patiently for someone to have a fucking conversation with.


Tabs took another sip of her beer, took a deep breath and closed her eyes as she allowed the music to drift over her. The clean conditioned air replaced with the stale unpleasant roadside and woods of her youth  The brown furred Wolverine now trembling and shaking with anticipation for the next battle Blood and chain marks still dug into the fur and flesh of her right hand. The immortal adrenaline rush filling her body while she reveled in the afterglow of violence and conquest amidst her sisters.


All at once the scents of fresh sex and the whimpers and whines of cute girls caused the wolverine to rock her hips and lean into something hard. Her waking mind knew it was simply her cue. But at that moment, oh at that moment.


She could se them right now. Feel them. The soft tender whines of those two poor boys now kneeling there before her. The panda boy and his long bushy tail trembling and simpering wile his nose twitched at her thick cock-musk. The proper boy now so sweet and cute in one of those Japanese school outfit’s the kids all loved now days. His hair dyed blue. His face perhaps sporting a couple of little makeup marks to help solidify the doll-like appearance.


There beside him she could see the otter boy. Blushing and grumbling. The disheveled thing now just like all those brooding goth girls that kept roaming the halls right down to the plaid skirt and purple-black hair. Tabs leaned in to the cue, into the pair of waiting noses as they both began to sniff. Her herm cock shuddering and straining at her leathers. Pre coaxed out by the phantom fears of the two who  now kept themselves pressed close to the wolverine’s legs. 


Her thoughts continued to drift. Leaning back on to the nearby counter top of a work bench only to find it as a huge throne of iron and engine parts. Gleaming chrome befitting a battle scarred queen. No longer were her friends bitching about mundane day to day activities, about husbands and wives and grandkids and stupid day jobs that resulted in half f them getting baggers or even sedans. Now instead they were once again rowdy and rawkus. Cheap beer flowing. Each one patched up and thrumming with the adrenaline which only comes from fresh wounds and the victory of a hard fight. A sisterhood of steel valkyries trading around the cute young hangers-on that followed them for sexual favors and stolen goods. 


Conquering raiders, and these two were her prized spoils.


“Go on, get a good sniff. Bury your snoots, sluts. Nice and deep.” Tabs moaned at the tension of the leash. The half reluctant, half needily eager whines from the two of them while they squirmed and wriggled against her swollen herm balls. Her shaft twitching freely over them  and waving in view of the two sets of eyes. She watched pre spattering against their glasses already, and leaned back in her throne.


“Aww what’s wrong toys? My bitches spend too much time waiting for Mistress to get back? Hmmph, let me have a look.”

The two blushed and looked away quickly. Justin whimpering and pushing his skirt down hard, while Collin started to pull the hem of his up slowly and carefully. Obediently revealing his cute, very much caged little cock straining against pretty pink plastic.


A few moments and a tap of Tabs’ boot on the otters inner thigh, and he did likewise. Sucking in a trembling and terrified breath of her cockmusk while showing the cockflesh straining against his metal bar cage, a prince Albert piercing at the tip keeping it fully in place.


“Good. Very good.” Tabs nodded “I was worried one of you would hurt yourselves doing something stupid like trying to get out.”

“N-no Mistress.” Collin said dutifully. His already cute voice kept in a proper falsetto. His cheeks bright red under the white cheek fur and his eyes lulling up without any hint of defiance. “Y-you said good sissies don’t get to touch themselves. The only holes we get are, well” he blushed a bit and glanced at Justin.


The otter was also blushing though a bit more defiant and uppity about it. He said nothing. His eyes moving between his best friend and up at their Mistress, their queen, their conqueror. A small tug at their leashes put nose tips to cockflesh once more and drew an inadvertent moan from the otter. His lower lip quivering hard.


“Now give it a lick. Show me you know how to be good.” The herm cooed. The slight pressure from the cue making it so easy for her already on edge body to feel nervous and perfectly inexperienced tongues slide slowly and gently along her cock flesh. Instinctive sniffs and gentle laps rolling around this side and that. Her hips wiggling, her fantasy self smearing thick lines of precum along each boys cheek to help mark her reluctant but oh so pretty property.


They both looked ashamed and oh so nervous. The kind of wonderful blend you can only get from weeks of pent up frustration and twisting at the silly ideas weak boys like that tended to have about sex. The need hooking into them and keeping them at her heel better than the leashes and collars ever could. 


Collin nervously leaned in to lap a streak of cum from Justin’s cheek. He was the pleaser type after all. The kind who would force himself into something especially degrading just for the smallest hope that the one controlling him would give him praise.


Tabs burned that make-believe image into her head while her toes curled in her boots. Grunting and snorting loud enough that someone probably took notice by this point. Or maybe they didn’t, who gave a fuck at that point?


“Ohhh I bet you two would just love to taste my cunt wouldn’t you? Smell it, feel its warmth on your pretty cheek fur. Maybe even dream of putting those weak little dicks in it and having Mistress use you both all up. But that’s not how it works is it? I’m the one who does the fucking here. There’s only one real dick in this relationship and even you two put together just don't measure up.”

Another warm spurt, in her minds eye one that smattered over their faces again. The white mass streaking into their hair before she pulled them in again and pushed their heads together. It took mere moments before the two were instinctively licking and kissing along the he, swollen shaft of their Mistress. The one who fucking owned them like the property they were. Two hot mouths pressed against each other while their tongues lapped back and forth on the flesh. Any small attempts to resist utterly quashed by her firm hands gripping into their hair.


She could see their eyes. Justin gazing up at her in horror and shamed lust. Collin in confused eagerness with his soft brown eyes begging and pleading for approval. The panda boy even went so far as to lift his cute rump up and grip at the plug she made them keep in there. Slowly moving into in and out while he gazed at her desperately. The cute little whines that her dick longed for now finally thrumming up its root and into her gut.


“A-are we making you happy, Mistress?” That soft sweet voice whined


“Well you certainly are right now.” Tabatha chuckled contemptuously “My poor lil needy panda boy really needs a dick up his ass to keep him in line, huh? I wonder if any dick will do or if Mistress is still his absolute favorite.” The idea of that panic, of the stunned boy shaking his head frantically t the tease and pressing his lips around the head of her shaft was almost too much to take on its own. Matched only by the cute little image of Justin fumbling with his cage while he sucked trying hard not to show how hot he was getting.


“Now now, bitch seat. You know better than that.” She snapped, tugging on his leash. The sharp pull dragging Collin further down on her shaft while she gripped Justin’s pretty face. “Does a dweeby lil cocksucker want his inferior dick played with that badly? I thought we were past that.”

The otter nodded frantically and twisted in her grip. His chest heaved. His cheeks flared. In spite of that self loathing he gripped his poor sore balls and bund little shaft squeezing at it as hard as he could.


“Y-yah.” Justin muttered nervously.


“Yeah what?” The biker warlord snapped


“Yes Mistress. I wanna, I wanna fuck. Please. I wanna put my little cock in something. Pretty please” he groaned the words frantically and swallowed hard. Hard enough that she could all but feel it pushing on her palm. The cute otter with his now cum stained face wiggling his tail back and forth on the grungy cement floor begging for any sort of release.


Tabs pulled her dogtags from around her neck. A pair of keys hanging from it. Both boys looked up like lost puppies at the sight of them. Both boys tracking the flow of the metal this way and that while she dangled it teasingly. “If I take that off you’ll us that lil bitch dick like I say, wont you Justin?” She cooed


“Y-yes Mistress.” the otter whined frantically


“Fuck who I say? What I say?” She cooed watching him nod and bob his head oh so eagerly. A flash of hope growing on his face


“Even if it’s your cute lil sister bitch slave there?” She teased, reaching down to dangle the keys above him and cupping his cheek. A kind gesture. But one that made it clear not to do anything stupid like trying to grab the keys.


Justin’s eyes widened, but he nodded all the same. Biting his lip and casting an apologetic look at the blushing panda. His face finally sinking into that wonderful mask of true submission.


“Good. Then I shall consider that for later. For now.” The woman chuckled “Get back to it!” With that she tugged the leash again, A tug so hard that her actual hand movements nearly ended up grinding the cue off of the floor and sending her sprawling down face first into the linoleum. She took a moment, took a breath, and let herself settle back in to those fantasies.


“Good boys” They had all turned to watch now Every biker, every one of her warriors, every one of their playthings twisting their attention to the two trembling cum coated mounds kneeling on the floor “Your Mistress is pleased. At least pleased as you two are gonna get her right now I think that deserves a reward.” She tugged the leash harshly and gripped Justin by that mop of hair, turning the two to look at each other. “Now then, little faggots. Let’s see some kissy face.”

A hard jolt to her shoulder knocked the image of two trembling, painted pairs of boi lips touching for the first time right out of her head. Indeed it was almost enough to knock Tabs over full stop. Only the Cue really managing to keep her from it.


“Jesus, Tabs.” Helga sighed shaking her head “You just gonna sit there all day or are you going to play?”

“What, you want the table?” Tabs tilted her head and glanced at the TV “What about the game?”

“It’s the lions. Down by twenty and fourth quarter. Why would I sit though the rest of that?” The pig protested “Seriously though, you ok? Need a ride home or something?”

“What? N-no yeah, I’m fine. Yeah. Yeah I’m ok” she nodded. The awkward fumbling  making her wince and winged


“Whatever. You need a ride home you just let me know, ok? No cycling while you’re ready to collapse. Besides I’m probably headed out soon anyways Someone is trying her hand at actually coking for a change.” Helga’s smirk only grew as she leaned in, leaning rather heavily on Tabs’ shoulder “oh, and whatever ‘faggie little boys’ you have laying around, maybe bring them next time instead of daydreaming while people watch you dry hump the air. If they’re young enough maybe they can figure out how to work that damn TV.”
----------


By the second day of detention it was already clear how out of shape both boys were. Justin couldn’t run to save his life. Collin nearly hurt himself trying the 15 pound weights and neither one could even get off the ground when rope climbing. Tabs was doing her best to push them. At least the best the law and her position would allow. The wolverine woman paced around the center of the gym where the two boys struggled to do the first of the twenty pushups she’d given each. Justin only slightly closer to the top.


Some small part of her, that wonderful little shred of sadistic warrior queen, wanted to push him back down. Wanted to watch him collapse back just at the apex of his triumph. To show them both just how weak they really were. Hell, maybe these boys would even like it! Who knew what these nerdy kids were into today.


Instead Tabs settled for simply keeping an eye on the two trembling teens and their soft androgynous bodies while they struggled and strained to perform even the most basic of tasks.


“I thought you said you did sword fighting stuff, Justin.” The woman laughed.


“D-different set of muscles, ma’am.” the otter replied. She watched his smooth thighs clench. The fur on them rippling in the light like water. He sounded so sure and convicted. It was almost too much for her to take.


“And what about our resident mamas boy? I thought for sure you’d rather get this done than have her figure out you’re in detention.”

“D-don’t call me that.” Collin gasped as he collapsed under his own already paltry weight.


“Oh come now. This is how they used to motivate back in my day. Well, this and much worse. But I’m here to make sure you boys end up fit. You’re not ashamed that you cant’ do even one pushup?”

The teacher smiled as Collin looked up at her and shook his head meekly. Tabs gazed at that angelic face and smirked. Hunching down to get closer, and to see if he took any notice of the tent she was pitching. Not that she’d act on it. Naturally that would be wrong. But be it curiosity or just his tired brain scanning the room she watched those pretty eyes scan between her legs and felt a small shiver of pleasure run up her back.


“Look, you boys wanna get girls, right? Well, I’m sure some girls out there are into guys like you. I mean, you know, dweeby, and cute, and such.” She watched both boys a moment for a reaction, the slumped and sighed “But a lot of girls aren’t and they at least want you to be in shape and stay in shape. That’s all I’m doing here. Making sure you don’t keep over at twenty five and that you have better odds getting girls. Now, go on and hit the showers. We’ll try this again next time.”

The pair dragged themselves up and off to the locker room. It was tempting to let them both off the hook at this point. They had fortunately failed to pick up on the few times she’d made passes at them so far. Or if they had noticed were too scared to say anything .Neither one wanted to be here and they really weren’t putting in any effort. Really the only thing she was getting out of this was ogling a couple of cute teens, and for all she knew they already had girlfriends and just didn’t want to talk back to her.


At this point Tabs was resigning herself to just give them time served after they got out of the shower. She kept an ear out while making her way though the girls locker room to do locker checks. Mentally taking note of the half dozen or so who should have probably taken their gym cloths home by now. The showers were still running by the time she got into the boys room and it was easy to see why with Justin tucked into one corner, waiting impatiently while his friend lathered at his fur with a bottle of body wash.


Tabs allowed herself a glance. A soft sidewards one. Enough to see the slender girlish build, the soft flat chest. The cute little half hard cock just begging to be caged and owned, before moving her way quickly down the sets of lockers doing a very truncated version of her rounds.


“Come on, Collin. Hurry up. I gotta be at work in like an hour.” Justin sighed.


“I’m almost done! And you shouldn’t be working on a school night.” Collin chirped back pushing his face up into the steaming water.


“Yeah, well, Gunpla and Car insurance don’t pay for themselves.” Justin snapped back Just hurry up already.”

Tabs felt tempted to help the poor otter out and rush his procrastinating friend along. Or just tell him to get into the large communal shower as well. Even though that one might have been more for her sake. She stopped herself however when getting to Collins locker. The simple metal mesh used to help keep them ventilated and avoid mold growth giving her a good look at something rather lewd looking half hidden under the boys shirt.


Stealthfully as the wolverine was able she pulled out her master key and popped the lock open. What she withdrew was a thick comic book. A Manga, as she recalled the name, The cover showing two young, overly large breasted young women tied up in latex and collared together. The dog ears and wear at the pages showing that the book was ‘well used’ to say the least.


She took the time to leaf though it. Her ears twitching a bit while the two boys squabbled. Listening to the water stop, to the wet footpads plopping on the tiles. To Justin growing closer, the boy clearly having decided to not shower as those his age so often did when in a rush for life.


The boys rounded the corner to find Tabs waiting for them. The wolverine grinning wide, licking her lips a bit while holding the book out for them to see.


“Well now, boys. Care to tell me about this one?”

