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The motel again. Justin had only been there a few times. Not enough to be intimately familiar with it. Hell, the young man still needed his GPS to tell him which exit to take so he didn’t miss it. Yet each time made his gut crunch in on itself.  He hated being blackmailed. That’s what it was, even if actual sex wasn’t involved. He’d been out in public wearing girls cloths. He’d technically had his anal virginity taken even if it was just a vibe, and he was the one doing it. He’d even kissed his best friend. Worse, stole his best friends first kiss.


That part was the worst. There wasn’t even a contest really. It had been two weeks yet and already Justin was struggling to get over it. Only the fear of what Hui’s parents would do prevented him from waking in there and just going to town on the woman with a kendo stick. Well, that and the small speck of something in the back of his head telling him he’d lose. That little shred of reason under the childish bravado already anticipating the broken bones and busted teeth that would result from trying to take on a woman who apparently hung out with honest to god bikers in her off hours.


It didn‘t stop Justin from putting on the toughest face he could while striding into the room. His hands stuffed into his jacket pocket while he struggled to radiate that air of detached hardness and grit. The otter half expected to see his best friend in there as well. Collin, Kathoey, whatever their gym teacher insisted on calling him. She’d always wanted them both around before. It’d put a strain on their friendship, but looking back it quickly became clear that it was one of the main reasons Justin had felt anywhere near as safe as he did whenever this woman put her two blackmailed toys though their paces.


Not this time, though. This time she simply sat, her foot tapping lazily on the floor while she flipped though her phone. The wolverine woman barely seeming to notice when Justin walked in. Nor when he closed the door. Nor when he stood there. Not for several near-eternal minutes. Not even after Justin cleared his throat rather loudly, the boy edging his way in closer towards his teacher.


It finally took Justin actually moving in front of the wolverine and pushing her phone down to draw her attention. The bemused smirk she bore far scarier than any rage he might have expected if he wasn’t already out-of-his-mind nervous about this whole affair.


The smile didn’t help. Not in the least. The way she licked her lips. The way she sniffed at him. The way she loomed as she stood over him. Not that the stocky woman was much taller, but that presence. That weight to her, compared to the soft otter he felt almost childishly small.


“And how’s Aunties little dear today?” Tabs chuckled.


“I figured that’d be Collin. Or Kathy I guess? That’s what we’d shorten it to now, right?” Justin looked around the room again, rubbing his arm and gripping hold of his jacket sleeve baring all the contempt and vitriol he could muster.


Tabs didn’t seem too affected by any of this. If anything she smirked that much wider and leaned in, watching as the blush flew over his cheek from the contact. “I guess being all caged up has really set you off like a firecracker huh, little one? It’s cute. My grumpy little.. Mmm, what’s that dare-word you used before?”

“Tsundera. And I’m not!” He snapped “Now can you please tell me why you asked me here? And where’s Collin? I need to get back home and paint my new Shrike mini, now that I have the time.”

A small smack to his cheek quickly shot Justin back to his senses. The woman looming over him now grinning ear to ear. If it had been possible Justin would have sworn she’d grown like Gandalf in the small confines of the hotel room. “Such an impatient little toy I have today. And here I am ready to do something nice. You’re lucky Auntie is so fond of you.”

Those words failed to instill anything resembling confidence in Justin. He looked at her nervously and swallowed hard. His whole body somehow going limp and trembling at once. “Something nice? W-what do you mean?” he muttered His cheeks flushed.


“Oh you poor sweet thing.” Tabs muttered as she ran a paw though his thick mane of hair. “Auntie has a very special surprise for you…”
--------------------


Helga slumped in her chair. The sow glancing down at the beer her Amethyst had decided to get. Some fancy label hipster craft brew something-or-other. It wasn’t that Helga was opposed to nice beer. Hell she’d splurged on a case of Oberon more than once since finally hitting the big Four Oh and realizing that what she drinks is allowed to taste good. But at the moment it sure as hell wasn’t doing her any favors.


“Ok, let’s go over this again.” She glanced up at Tabs. The Wolverine sitting at the far end of the couch, already nipping distastefully at the unfamiliar libation. “What are you asking me?”

“You know what I’m asking you. I said it three times.” Tabs grumbled “I want you to teach me how to Dom.”

“Right. Aren’t you the on who had the meltdown over not being a keyholder not that long ago? You know. The on where I had to drag your drunk ass away before it got beat?” Helga pulled herself up and leaned in, the sharp glower punctuating just how not over that little incident she was.


Tabs let out another long sigh and threw back the beer, chugging down the flavorful but utterly unfamiliar concoction in a few hard chugs. The back of her tongue bristled at the lack of familiarity, yet her brain seemed far more pleased with the warm kiss of inebriation. “Look, that was then, this is now. You’re the one who always insists that people who don’t know how to do the shit they want to do are dangerous. And you’re the one who keeps telling me that this shit is especially dangerous, right?”

“So I’m supposed to pretend you actually listen to e now?” Helga sighed


“Oh don’t be that way. Look I’m trying to be responsible. I thought you’d be happy! It means you don’t have to pretend to baby-sit me as much.”

It was a hard sell, Helga had to admit that much at least. She kept an eye on her friend, studying her carefully, watching her until the discomfort at the act itself started to stir up in her face. 


“Look.” Tabs muttered “You don’t have to sit me down and play teacher. Ok? I ‘am’ a teacher”

“Gym teacher.” Helga interrupted.


“I am a teacher!” Tabs asserted once more “And I know what a pain in the ass that can be. I just need some, you know, coaching. A crash course. Boot camp. You know.”

“No, I don’t know.” Helga sighed “what, are you asking me to tie you up? Is that it?”

If there’d been enough beer left Tabs might have actually spit-take at that. As it was she simply choked a bit and shook her head giving Helga a sidelong glance. “What? No.”

“Ok, so what are you asking then? Because I’m probably not doing that. And I’m defiantly not letting you practice on Amethyst.”

Tabs snorted softly and set the beer down on the floor by the couch. A few moments and quite a bit of glaring from Helga later she picked the empty bottle up and put it on a coaster on the end table, letting out a frustrated sigh. “Look I’ve got two bois to deal with and a lot of responsibility. I need to know what the fuck I’m doing, and I’m not stupid enough to think I can just pick this shit up watching a ton of porn. I’m not a teenage boy.”

“No, you just fuck them.” Helga snerked. The quip getting a couch pillow chucked at her A very worthwhile trade.


“Look, are you going to help me or not? You’re the only one I can trust with this.”

Helga sighed and pulled herself up, grumbling gently under her breath as she gazed at her normally carefree friend. Her shoulders slumping. “Ok, fine. But if we do this, we do it right. I’m not gonna be responsible for you fucking shit up. Everything I say. To the letter. Got it?”

“Yeah yeah.” Tabs nodded, her grin growing painfully wide. “I got it already. So come on, how do we start?”
--------------------


“M-Mistress…” Kathoey muttered softly beneath her breath. The slim, scrawny girly boi looked around nervously as she leaned against the side of the motel. The wah squirmed softly fussing with the blue wig set firmly atop his head. He’d been growing his hair out, and the thing was slowly getting too tight for him. A realization that had been somehow both terrifying and somehow a bit liberating. He toyed with the plasticy strands of faux hair a moment while his Mistress fiddled with the lock. She was taking her time. This was all deliberate, and they both knew it. If he were a strong boy, a confident boy, Kathoey might have said something. 


Instead the cowed little sissy boy pushed down on her skirt and glanced sidelong at the door slipping open. Shivering still where he stood looking on at the woman who loomed over him in the doorframe.


“Something wrong, slut?” Tabs chuckled gently. The wolverine leaning in and snorting loudly right in his face.


“Nothing Mistress, it’s just… Why didn’t we go over to your house now? I mean,  a hotel is already so dirty.”

“Motel.” Tabs corrected


“T-that just makes it worse.” The poor Kathoey groaned. It wasn’t like it mattered. The poor panda was already utterly wrapped around his teachers little finger. Just the mere thought of her showing that trembling rust-red body of his a few smatterings of affection would probably lead the poor sissy to hump her needy little rump at a pep rally for everyone to see. Well, not really. But the fucked up little manga-addled part of Collins brain that was Kathoey felt a strain at the cage from the idea.


“I expect your best behavior tonight, pet.” Tabs chuckled gently “I mean fucking best. You disappoint me and your ass is off limits for a month. Got it?” With that the wolverine stepped inside and moved beside the door frame. She made no move to go further, simply standing there watching and waiting for Kathoey to join her. It took more than a minute for the confused sissy to do so. Nervously stepping inside and instinctively kicking off her Mary Janes just as her eyes caught something, someone, stepping out of the shadows.


The evening shadows danced wickedly over dark purple hair. One cold cruel green eye shining out from the bangs. The figure sauntered slowly towards Kathoey. Stone faced, at least as much as that gorgeous face could be seen. Dark black goth lipstick smoothed with an involuntary lick. The smell of fresh leather, lilac, vanilla, teak and tobacco rolling itself into the trembling red panda’s muzzle.


Kathoey cast her eyes down to the floor, catching sight of a thick stiff crop that bent and groaned in the girls grip. Promising so very much, and none of it good news for the confused boy.


“M-mistress…” Collin muttered “W-who is…”

“Kneel.” 


The voice was odd. High and cracked yet fluttery. A cruel nightingale robbing Collin both of Collin’s voice and his ability to move. His eyes transfixed on the high heeled thigh boots now planted firmly before him. His tail flicking and twitching side to side. He opened his mouth once more and tried to look back at Tabs, even as his Mistress took her place slumped down into the chair in the corner. That thick, perfect hermcock already out on display from the fly of her jeans.


Kathoey’s distraction did her no favors. A hand gripping her shoulder and pushing her down. The blue-haired panda girl winced when her knees hit the dirty cheap carpet. The surprise knocking the questions out of her. Before she knew it the poor sub girl felt the heel of the boot pushing on the back of her head. Her muzzle pushed down into the dirty rug. Her rump stuck up helplessly in the air right in full view of her Mistress.


“You’re going to put on a little show for me, Kathoey.” Tabs chuckled “I mean yes, I can always fuck you. But there really is something hot about just… watching. You don’t mind that, now do you?”

“I…” the question cut off with another small push into the floor. The brown furred girl with her foot on Kathoey’s face swiping the crop down just barely missing the poor pandas ear.


“Quiet.” The new girl whispered. 


There was a pause. Poor Kathoey daring to look up, noticing the brown furred otter girl looking at Tabs a moment. Seemingly seeking out some kind of signal or approval. A small crack in the shell of authority she carried.


Then, as if she sensed it, the heel pushed down on his face again causing the Panda boy to croak out a shocked little moan.


“Good girl.” Tabs cooed, moaning gently. “Now Kathoey, safe word time. Do you know what a safe word is?” Tabs muttered between what sounded like pleasured grunts.


“Y-yes, Mistress…” The red panda muttered. The feminine falsetto Kathoey had been working so hard to keep cracking just a touch.


“Do you? I want to make sure. It’s not just stomaching to say you have. If our little friend here starts to hurt you.” Even as she said it the heel pushed down a bit harder drawing a sudden yelp from the poor panda boi. “You simply say ‘Zelda’.” Tabs said the word and instantly the heel let up a bit leaving Collin panting and whimpering gently. “I’ll worry about the rest, and making sure you’re ok. She won’t harm you badly. She won’t injure you. I won’t allow it. But you Shall speak up should things go too far. Understood?“

“Understood, mistress” Collin muttered meekly. He felt his rump wriggling, shamefully enough, yet otherwise remained stock still waiting to see what might happen next. Obedient. Passive. Still blushing as he tried to look up over the rims of his glasses and see the girl above him better.


This was quickly stemmed with the tip of one boot pushed squarely against Kathoeys muzzle. The heavy scent of new leather half drowning the dominant girls perfume. A combination of instinct and far too much hentai drove the trembling sissy boy to place a reverent kiss on the end of that boot, then place his muzzle against it looking up bashfully.


You’re very weak, aren’t you?” The dominant girl asked as she reached over and began to run the crop along his side, up to his rump, slow and awkward and all together unsure. Yet the contact enough to draw out nervous little moans.


“Y-yes…” Collin chirped nervously. His response met wit ha rough and shockingly painful swat right on his rump. His skirt and panties managed to block most of the pain from the blow, but it was also clear that this new girl wasn’t holding back. Something that made it all the more chilling when the crop tip started to pet his cheek instead.


“Yes what?” The girl sighed. Collin could almost feel hints of nervousness in her voice, mixed in with a familiar detached indignation. Something he couldn’t’ quite place. Something bored and angry that made it oh so hard to focus on anything else.


“Yes, Miss?” Collin asked nervously placing another kiss on the boot tip. He winced and braced himself when the crop pulled back, fully expecting a new blow.


“now now.” Tabs chuckled “he’s not psychic, dear. You can’t just magically expect this poor little thing to know what you want him to say. Especially not right away. It’s like I told you before. It takes time. You have to teach. So go on. Teach.”

The crop went back to Kathoey’s cheek. This time instead of striking it pushed his face up. The other eye narrowing though the thick streams of dyed hair. The crop pushing up just enough to make the poor pandas position uncomfortable.


“You. Are. A. Faggot.” There was clearly some redience in the girls voice as she said it. A cute squeak as it broke again. And the word hit Collin right between the eyes. His first instinct was to speak up. Too say the word, or to simply call this girl out on using such a horrible term. That it was offensive to gay people, and bi people. That they didn’t deserve that kind of abuse.


Only moments later did the wheel click in his brain. Not ‘they’. He. The realization that the term, or at least the real terms, the ones which would be harmed by the word, did apply to him. The way he toyed with himself, the things he thought about while doing it. The way his Mistress had been training him… The way it had felt to kiss Justin…

“Y-yes, Miss.” Collin muttered under his breath as he pushed himself down low on the floor and shuddered.


The girl seemed taken aback by this. Another swat wit the crop, but this time on his protected rump. This time soft and chiding rather than the full on strike he’d gotten before. “Yes what?” The otter maid muttered as her tail thumped on the floor. The room going quiet for a long time. Finally broken by an ill timed and not-at-all-confident “Loser.”

If the other word had conflicted him, that one struck home. The blushing boi nodding softly as he turned his eyes up. One paw reached back to rub roughly against the cage. His toes curling. His pelvis pushed and humped fruitlessly into the heel of his palm. “Y-yes Miss. I’m a Loser, and a… f-faggot.” The word was so wrong and twisted. Yet just saying it caused him to moan and push harder into himself. Grinding fruitlessly in the hopes of some friction with the too-small steel perhaps giving him a real moment of release.


“Y-you just want to go around dressing up as a girl and kissing any boy who will put his hands on you, don’t you? W-would probably be happy to stay locked up in a sissy cage, sucking cocks and strapons all day. Right? Just looking for anyone to bully you.”

“No.” Kathoey moaned “I mean, not unless Mistress said. I don’t just want too be a slut. I don’t think.”

“But you are a little loser, right?” The girl corrected him pushing the crop to the back of his head now, pushing it firmly against the boot.


“Yes Miss.” Kathoey muttered as the tongue began to slip and trace along the space where the shiny leather and rubber sole of the boot met. “I am a loser. I admit it. I’m just Mistress’ dirty little onahole. A-and I want to stay that way. As long as she’ll have me. I want her to shape me. I want to be the kind of toy she likes. She’s so much bigger, and stronger, and tougher than me.” The words were joined by dutiful licks and laps. Gentle, reverent traces of the tongue slowly creeping their way along the leather. Each word sound practiced. Not so much rehearsed as repeated. Something that had run though his mind a thousand times and was only now given voice.


All at once a loud groan from Tabs filled the room and Collin felt his back stiffen. He shifted his body while keeping his lips firmly in place having now reached up to the boots ankle. Daring to press his soft furry cheek into the new girls shin while he wriggled his booty awkwardly for Mistress to see.


“Mmm, lose the panties, cumslut.” Tabs barked. Somehow that simple command hit with the same majesty and eroticism as the new girls careful and deliberate demeaning attention. Collin was all too eager to obey, reaching back and pulling down his panties, showing off his soft downy-furred rump to his Mistress. A finger rubbing against his pucker as he spread one cheek. The very brazenness of the act causing him to tuck his face down into what little space he could find from the new girls high heel.


“Awww look at that. So ashamed of how utterly I owned that little ass. I’d say it’s cute, wouldn’t you dear? So shy. So innocent. Yet she knows she’s only ever going to be a sex toy for me to play with. Her life is my dick. All I have to do is give an order” Tabs licked her lips wetly and moaned giving her shaft a very loud stroke with a fresh bead of pre “And she’ll do anything. Tell me, what do you thin of that, dear?”

“H-hot.” The yearning boiled from that word. The girl in the boots tensing and curling. An odd moan slipping from her lips as she bent the crop to near breaking. 


Collin felt his Mistress shifting in her seat. Felt her slowly lumbering. The familiar scent of her sex heavy in the air, cutting the new girls perfume. He felt her reach down around his neck and pull back roughly. The back of his head pressed against her thigh. That musky shaft resting on his cheek. Her eyes looking down into his as she held him in place.


Tabs held him firmly in place and squeezed the poor sissy bois exposed neck just a touch. Her voice low and full of carnal amusement. “She wants a toy, pet. Not you, you’re mine. But this weak little thing wants to conquer someone. Utterly, fully. The way I’m conquering you.”

“C-conquering?” The word lingered wonderfully on Kathoeys lips. The wonderful worthlessness, the utter absement he felt lust at being in her hands washed over him once more.


“yes, silly slut. You don’t think I’m anywhere near done with you, now do you?”

Collin shook his head. God he hoped she wasn’t.


“Our friend here needs a little practice dummy. Something to help teach her how to make someone worship. To put someone in their place. The way you worship me.”

“Yes Mistress! This slutty little sissy loser worships you” Collin yipped in his best girl voice. The words shocked him. Based on the yelp he heard it seemed they shocked the otter girl too. But not his Mistress. She simply moaned. Her fingers slipping beside him for a moment. The sound of warm wet bliss ringing in his ear, before a small fingerful of her juices were smeared over his face as reward for what he’d said.


Then, without warning, she pushed him. Her hand shoving the boy firmly in between the new girls legs. Holding him there while gripping hold of that wig as if it were Kathoeys own hair. The fact that the heady gothy perfume was joined by an odd musk, and the sudden familiar sensation of warm barely-contained flesh caused the red panda boi to yelp in shock. A shock mirrored by the girl who nearly fell backwards.


“Then this is how it’s gonna be, my bitch.” Tabs cooed “Fifth of every month, like clockwork. You will be this poor girls training dummy. That way some day she can make that very special someone feel as good as I make you feel. As weak, as pathetic, as owned.”

She pushed harder and the otter girl nearly fell over. Her yelping voice breaking once more. “You can agree to this and start licking that cute little package. Show me that you know how devoted you are to me, and we can really begin. Or.” Tabs chuckled, leaning in close and whispering into Collins ear “you can say the safe word. I won’t punish you. I won’t be upset. But if you do not, I expect your best. Understood my little slave?”

The whole thing was painfully confusing. Collin knew how insane this was. How wrong. He was weak. He was vulnerable. The idea of being used as some training dummy, of being nothing but an object, a toy, a sex doll. That he was helping to make someone else feel this same worthless objectification, this same need, the same worship his heart refused to let go when he merely thought of the cruel gym teacher who had so utterly and totally hooked his poor needy heart. Collin knew everything about that very notion was wrong. Utterly and disgustingly wrong.


Kathoey didn’t hesitate. Her lips pushed to the leather thong that held the otter girls package. Sucking and licking around it, nosing into the base of her corset affectionately while shaking that bared rump for Mistress to enjoy. Letting the raw bliss of being nothing more than a toy, a tool, an object, consume that weak little slave mind.


That high continued on. Even as his Mistress gripped the new girl, kissing her so hard, smearing that black lipstick on her face. Guiding the trembling otter girl to the bed and shoving her down on her rump while Kathoey kept her mouth planted on that leather bulge like some loyal little puppy feral eager for a bone.


Tabs curled up behind the girl and murred into her ear. Growling, nibbling at it, before looking down at Kathoey and licking her lips where the black makeup had stained it. “Since you’re such a dutiful little cum rag.” Tabs smirked “I want my little pet to kneel there with her mouth open while my cute little protégé here jerks off. Better to make a mess on you than on the floor, right?”

“Yes Mistress…” Kathoey nodded dutifully, her muzzle opening wide


“Good girl, and keep those eyes open while you’re at it. Look her in the face. One of the most important things you will ever learn, either of you, is to always look your partner in the eye. That this is about the mind, far more than just the body.” The words sounded so unfamiliar and strange from the teacher. Alien, and worse almost unsure. Even so her paw soon reached into that thong and withdrew the shaft, red hard and throbbing within her grip. Pulsing with beads of pre.


Kathoey leaned in to get a lick, still drunk on her submission. Tabs permitted her to lap up a bead of pre before being pushed back to her knees shivering meekly.


“Now now, We know you love sucking dick little sissy.fag. This isn’t about you. It’s about her. This is a lesson.” She turned to the new girl and licked her cheek, guiding her paw to that shaft and helping to set a nice steady rhythm. Jerking roughly with the tip pointed right at Kathoeys face. “Isn’t that right, my dirty little Justine?”

“Y-yes Auntie” The suddenly all too familiar voice chimed.


Collin looked up. His eyes wide. His body trembling. The freckles, the shape of the face, or at least what could be seen under what he only now realized must be a wig. The scrawny tom girl figure he only now realized must have been held in entirely by the corset. The whole evening so far starting to sink in.


All the while Kathoey sat eagerly still, mouth open, tongue out, watching that sexy boyish body writhe under Mistress’ caress. Watching the blue leather glove as that thick otter dick humped into that hand Smelling the soft perfume mix with musk and sweet pre. The gentle moans and proto-dominant growls.


“C’mon my little slave, you had to have at least suspected.” Tabs chuckled “Colored contacts and poor lighting can’t throw you off that much can it? Mmmm not that it matters. Just keep your eyes on that face. On the one using you. The one playing with my toy.” The words in the end going as much to the otter as the panda. Tabs cooing them playfully while slipping her fingers into the corset top and squeezing at one of the poor boys nipples.


He gasped and spurted hard. Still stroking. Months of need and frustration finally coming out all at once. A rolling avalanche of pleasure and Kathoey was at the bottom.


She looked up at him, at her. His best friend, his fellow pet, his Mistress’ little apprentice The beautiful girl boy that had managed to make faggie little Kathoey feel so weak and pathetic today. Her own caged clitty grinding on the dirty motel rug as she all but drooled. Yelping and moaning along with beautiful Justine as she started to shoot her first load all over Kathoey’s red and brown fur.


“Oh god, Hui” Justin whined, the ‘Justine’ voice finally shattering as he started to cum. His hips refusing to stop even as he whined and whimpered. His whole body collapsing helplessly into Tabatha’s shockingly soft embrace.


“Shhh, there there now pet.” Tabs cooed as she gripped that gloved paw and started to stroke it gently, using the torrent of cum as lube. She guided Justin’s eyes down. 


The soft, feminine, girly face So much like Hui, now bathed in his seed. Mouth open, tongue lulling it around in that soft mouth, shamed and confused and begging to be used. 


Tabs smirked and nipped his ear, lazily working his already aching shaft. “Rest up for a bit, my little Justine. We got a lot of work ahead of us.”

