
Genie Wish:

By TerraMGP


Click


“And, done.”

Tabs gave the now-caged package a bit of a heft. Not that it really showed anything, but there was some small part of her that felt quite thrilled at the expression it drew. Morrigan stood there, the blushing possum woman held her skirt and shirt both in her teeth. The cloth draped in such a way to mostly expose her chest.


“I gotta say, for such a lil thing you’ve sure got one heck of a dick on you there.“ Tabs snickered as she flicked one of her claws against the cage. It had taken two trips to the store, a tray of ice cubes and one painfully long milking session to get all nine inches packed down into the tiny bronze sheath. More than once she’d asked Morrigan if she wanted to wait on this for another day. Each time her new little lover was emphatic. 


Hell, it’d taken a real life ‘nat 20’ to talk Morrigan out of paying for the cock cage herself. That might work with paypig dynamics. But that wasn’t what Tabs was seeking. She assumed the same for Morrigan. Something like this, the ‘Dom’ in the arrangement should be paying. It was only right. Somehow.


Once she was sure it was secure, Tabs pushed herself up from her squat and without a moment’s pause flopped right back down on the arm chair behind her.


“Ope!” She yelped, quickly shifting herself as if it would undo any structural damage she’d inflicted with her own brick of a frame.


“Don’t worry about it.” Morrigan giggle-snorted. “If I told you the amount of abuse that poor chair has taken.”

“Sexy stories? Or ‘fuck work’ stories?” Tabs raised an eyebrow and shifted back into the chair. Her grin was about all the suggestive playfulness she could manage after the ordeal of getting the cage on to Morrigan. But she still tried to milk it for all it was worth.


Morrigan, meanwhile, quickly fell to her knees before Tabs and snagged up the tiny little remote she used for her TV’s streaming stick. The pose and posture the possum presented was the kind of thing one would see in a porn comic. Probably one Morrigan drew, in fact. Except with all the janky imperfections you only get from real life and a lack of real physical practice. 


“Still not sure how you’re supposed to use these things.” Tabs sighed as she plucked the delicate feeling device into her big, meaty paw.


“Well the easiest way is to just hit the blue button and say what you want to see” Morrigan noted happily.


The comment was enough to draw an eye roll from the ‘Dommie’ of the duo. Tabs contemplated for a few moments, then leaned back into the chair and let her legs stretch out. Meanwhile she used the tip of her thumb to attempt some kind of control over the tiny device, looking over the bevy of streaming services and shows on offer. “See, that’s the problem. I’m not like you. I grew up back before we knew what we wanted to watch. I need the fucking channel surfing to find new shit.”

“You’re not that much older than me.” Morrigan’s voice turned snotty for a moment. It was the ‘detached apex nerd’ tone that most people would get with the cute young woman. The kind of tone one only attained from not only thinking they were the smartest person in the room, but knowing it. Based on Morrigan’s stories of corporate culture such a tone might even be justified.


“Well, Mistress. I could always try to get you into Steven Universe again. Or Owl House.” Morrigan cooed happily “I wouldn’t even mind if you used your little possum princess as a foot stool. My face would be so very comfortable!”

“I still don’t get why you want me to watch that show so badly.” Tabs muttered.


“Lesbian space rocks with an inherent D/s relationship caste system and a goal of conquest? Complete with the implication of converting others into members of their various servant castes? What’s not to love?” The words were mostly playful, but Morrigan absolutely wasn’t joking. The way her eyes lit up as she said it was more than enough to dive that point home.


“Regardless.” A low grumble entering the wolverine woman’s voice as she looked down at the would-be foot stool. “I’m not quite ready yet. More to the point, We already addressed this. ‘Mistress’ is a real big step. We haven’t been dating that long. The last thing I want to do is fuck it up by, well, being ‘me’ for one.” 


A loud huff and a look that could cut moderately soft gemstones were the only replies Morrigan gave. She quickly turned around and leaned herself up against the arm of the recliner, letting Tabs lean back and kick up the built in footrest if she wanted. “I don’t know why you’re always like that.” She muttered “I don’t mind us taking it slow or anything. But you really are selling yourself short. You know that? It’s not like I’m exactly the most experienced sub or switch in the world either. I’m not expecting you to be perfect.”

“Yeah, I know.” the words felt almost stock coming from Tabs’ lips. What was she supposed to say? Confess how bad she’d fucked up in the past and let Morrigan kick her ass out then and there? Theoretically that’d be the ‘moral’ choice. It’d also be what her doctor had called her ‘propensity to self sabotage’. She wasn’t going to do that. At least not yet. She had to at least put in the basic bare minimum of effort after all.


Long awkward silence eventually consumed the room. Tabs found herself flipping and re-flipping though the handful of shows actually offered up by the streaming hub’s front page. All the while her anxiety grew that much more acute. Her paws gripping the borderline microscopic remote with the growing worry that more tension added on to the pile would see her snap it like a twig.


“Ohh, I’ve been meaning to see this one.” Salvation came in the form of the show where people who don’t know how to bake were told to bake things, got laughed at, then predictably the hosts gave them some minor encouragement as if it would make it all ok.


“If you like that one, Miss” Morrigan’s tone testing the waters of the less intense honorific “You should try ‘Cutthroat Kitchen’. Turns out Alton Brown is absolutely a Dom. But since it’s gotta stay TV safe it’s more stuff like giving one of the chefs a breakfast sandwich maker and making them use that for all their cooking.”

“I don’t know who that is.” The wolverine scoffed. “But if it’s one you like I can give it a try some time I suppose. Can I at least guess that the people in that competition aren’t rank amateurs who are basically there to get mocked as much as the network is gonna allow?”

“Mistr- Miss Enjoys that kind of sadism by proxy?” Morrigan purred.


Tabs felt something in her hand. Without even realizing it she’d been gripping the key for Morrigan’s new cage extremely tight. Tight enough to dig into her palm. She sighed and pulled the small leather thong from her neck, undoing one of the clasps long enough to slip the key onto it. Before she’d simply used the same chain as her brother’s dog tags. But now…

“I donno” she finally sighed, before letting the controller drop “here, put on your space rock show. Not sure what I’m feelin’ at this point right now anyways.”
--------------------


The kitchen rarely saw much use. Tabs simply didn’t have the time or energy. Though if she was being honest she also didn’t like to cook in the first place.


That’s why it felt so odd traipsing past the cheap wood and Formica ’island’ that jutted out between the kitchen and what could charitably be called a dining room. She grinned at her two friends sitting at the cheap wood table and set down the plates she held with all the grace and charm of an early-shift waitress coming off a night job.


“There ya go. Corned beef and Swiss on Rye. Baked Lays and a Vlasic. And to wash it all down” She spun on he heel and grabbed a pair of cans from the counter, then borderline slammed them down before her guests “A nice can of Two-Heart ale.”

“You call this a bribe?” Allison scoffed. The white-furred rabbit woman was still in scrubs. Her leather jacket hung over the back of her chair and her soft blonde headfur held barely in place by a few unusually tenacious  bobby pins.


Helga scoffed. Their erstwhile leader at the very least looked more put together. Her snout flaring a bit at the smell of the sandwich. “You telling me you’re too good for a free meal there, short stuff? Since when did you get picky about your meals?”

“Oh I’ll eat it.” Allison scoffed. She’d already downed several chips and was eyeing the pickle spear intently. “But we both know this furball doesn’t have what it takes to be domestic. She wants something.”

It was true, though it wasn’t like Tabs had tried to hide it. Bribes were common enough among their sisterhood. She’d once gotten Jo this giant jug of high-end jerky just to have her work on Helga’s transmission ahead of some ‘normal’ customers. The custom was expected. So naturally the others would know when something was more than a gift by now.


“If it’s really that bad I’ll get you a few packs of smokes after this.” Tabs sighed “God forbid I enjoy some time with my friends, though. Maybe wait a few minutes before ripping right in to the accusations?”

“Correct accusations” Helga noted


“Accusations all the same” Tabs snickered. She’d made herself a sandwich as well, naturally. As expected her dog feral Buddy was over by the time she sat down, his big brown eyes gazing up at her as he put his head in her lap. “Oh for the love of, fine. I know what you want.” She sighed and pulled a hunk from one corner of the sandwich. Buddy wolfed it down in two quick chomps and went back to resting his head in her lap. He likely wanted more. What he got was scratched between the ears.


Allison rolled her eyes at the display and downed several bites of her meal. Anyone who bought the stereotypes of lapines being more inclined to vegetarianism would likely realize how silly that was after one meal with the twisted little nurse. She sucked each finger clean of the juices while keeping a stern eye locked on to Tabatha. It was almost like she was using the quality of the food to gauge how helpful she should be.


“Ok, fine.” The bunny finally muttered “What do you need help with? Considering Jo isn’t here I’mma guess it’s not your bike. Not that any of us is getting any riding in until at least March.” Allison glanced out of the window. No snow yet, but she could almost feel the cold coming from the wind outside. “late March.”

“Ok first, I wanna make it clear that this is all your guys’ fault.” Tabs waved the pickle spear at them, but particularly at Allison. “I was doing just fine with my rescue dog and my new business and my porn addiction that was slowly becoming a crippling crutch that consumed every free moment.” She snorted at the last bit. A joke, mainly that she wasn’t fully joking.


Helga’s smile grew and she crossed those iron-rod arms over her chest. “So this is about Morrigan.” She snickered.


“Like I said” Tabs scoffed “your fault.” She bit down on the pickle spear and let her other hand continue scratching along the head and neck of her poor doggo. Watching his tortured expression as she oh so cruelly refused to continue giving him her sandwich.


“So how did you fuck it up this time?” Allison’s tone was her usual odd mix of playful and glib. “Don’t tell me you managed to freak her out with stories about the old days or something.”

A small knot in Tabs’ gut. She did her best to ignore it and force her smile to remain stapled to her muzzle. “We had ‘the talk’. Well, the talk about my past. I didn’t go into any horrific details. But I didn’t lie, either. I mean I figured if I was going to try and get serious with her I needed to be open. Better to rip that bandaid off right away after all.”

“No, don’t rip off bandages.” Allison spat “For the love of fuck that’s how you rip out fur by the root. You’re going to get infections, and ingrown furs, and all sorts of nasty shit. When dealing with a dressing you… oh fuck why the hell am I saying this to you two. Both you girls would just rub dirt in a wound and call it a day.”

“Yeah” Tabs nodded


“Guilty” Helga shrugged


Neither response particularly pleased Allison. But she let it pass and flicked a chip up between her digits, looking it over for a few long moments. “Ok so she knows about Arizona? At least I hope the broad strokes of it, right? Does she know about your little ‘tryst’ last year?”

Tabs wasn’t quite aware of how much she’d shifted. Not until she felt the vibrations of Buddy’s whining and his wet nose poking into her paw. Only then was she aware of her folded-back ears. Of the way her nails dug into the palm of her hand. Of her jaw setting hard enough that it might snap a tooth. The rage didn’t phase Allison. At least not outwardly. Not after all of these years. Tabs, however, was thankful as hell she felt Helga’s paw gripping her shoulder. Those strong fingers digging in. A safety net. An assurance that she’d be stopped if she snapped. Enough comfort that it let her begin to come down.


“I… told her.” She sighed finally. “At least the broad strokes. I’m not proud of it. She knows I’m not proud of it. I fully expected her to snap it off with me right then and there. She probably should have. We took it slow for a week after that. But then things seemed to get back to normal.”

“So what’s the problem?” Helga’s voice a sea of comfort that was helping to push away the rage fog at the edges of Tabs’ vision.


“Well, Like I said. Things got back to normal, and that is the problem. I was so ready for her to end things when we had that talk that I didn’t really think about how bad I am as a dominant. Once that weight was off me I had to actually ‘be’ in the relationship. Which is great. But I’ve got no idea what the fuck I’m doing. For all I know I’ll end up crossing some line with her and she’ll walk out on me then and there!”

“Something like what, exactly?” Allison quirked her brow at the statement. She pushed a finger to her lips and hmmed quietly, mostly to herself. The consummate sadist drifting off into her own little world of scenarios, likely to imagine what could possibly push past a boundary in her mind.


“If I knew that I wouldn’t be freaking out so much!” The words snapping, but soon falling quiet as Tabs slumped back into her seat and laughed bitterly. “Sorry boy.” She sighed to Buddy. Another hunk of sandwich torn off and slipped into the poor dog’s maw.


Helga took a hard hit from her can of beer and slammed it down on the table. “Well, we can’t exactly tell you what to do if you don’t know what you’re afraid of. I mean I’ve had my girls make lists. We do talks. There’s a good deal of examining and re-examining boundaries. You’re not going to figure it all out over night.”

“Well, I did do this.” Tabs held the key up for the two to see. They both instantly recognized what it meant. It was expected, but still Tabs was glad she didn’t have to say it out loud. “Problem is, that’s my thing. Even though I don’t deser-”

She paused. Helga’s finger right in her face. The self depreciating line of thought was cut off and shoved back down into Tabs’ heart where it belonged. “I got my favorite ‘thing’ already. And I don’t know where to take things next. What to do with her beyond that which will keep her interested. She’s more experienced at this than me. I mean we did the list thing. The ‘yes, no, maybe’ brackets. But that all feels so… impersonal. And what if I do something that’s yes but in a ‘no’ way?”

“Well have you asked her?”

The room fell silent for a long moment. Allison was looking up at the ceiling, touching her finger to her lips in a way that made her look almost childish, something the other two had long since learned to instinctively fear. “I mean, have you asked her? Have you honestly sat down and talked to Morrigan? Or did you guys just trade those little papers and figure you’d do whatever you both marked ‘yes’ on?”

“But isn’t that…” Tabs blinked


“No.” Allison corrected quickly. “No it’s not. Look, I get that you’re a little scared. You ‘have’ fucked up in the past. A lot. A whole lot. Like, oh my god how have you fucked up this much’ a lot.” The bunny grinned at the glares she got from the other two women “All I’m saying is you’re going to fuck it up if you don’t figure shit out. You’re the Mistress for crying out loud. Be a little more dominant! Take charge. Put her in her place. You can always adjust shit and talk about it as you go. You’re supposed to have some freaking fun!”

Tabatha stared at the bun for a long, long moment. Her eyes eventually drifted to Helga. The question unspoken. The room quiet again. Even when Buddy finally got sick of waiting and hopped up to mow down the untouched half of Tabs’ sandwich. The dog’s chewing and cuddling into Tabs’ lap the only noises in the otherwise quiet room.


“Well, you heard the lady.” Helga finally shrugged “I mean really what could it hurt?”
--------------------

 
“Well, this is different.” Morrigan wasn’t really doing a good job hiding her mild discomfort. 



Tabs didn’t say anything. Not at first. She’d tried to get her house clean. Tried damn hard, in fact. But the best she could really do was just the living room. It was hard to do chores when you were both owner and the only real manager of your own business. 


“Sorry.” She sighed. “I tried to get it cleaned up.” She wanted to bring up excuses. That horrible little part of her brain which made them had already knit together some bullshit to ‘spontaneously’ bring up the difficulty of owning a business and how the only help she really had was a silent partner explaining what needed to be done and how to do it. Which still left her the task of actually doing the jobs.


“It’s ok.” Morrigan was half lying, and Tabs could tell. “You just started this new thing a few months ago, and I’m guessing you haven’t figured out a maid service yet. Right?”

“Maid service?” Tabs muttered the words with all the grace of a native English speaker trying to pronounce Mongolian words phonetically. “I uh, I don’t think we have those. I mean this isn’t Japan or anything.”

Morrigan sighed and clearly did her best not to fully display her frustration. “I don’t mean a kinky one. I mean like, you don’t have time to clean your house. Someone comes in once a week and straightenes up. You have the money now, right? You gotta be making more than you were as a teacher.”

The sudden blurted burst of laughter shocked them both. By the time Tabs realized it was her she was trying and failing to wipe the grin off of her face. “Ok, ok sorry. But like, yeah, nah. Technically it ends up being about the same, but any hiccups I end up paying for out of pocket. Which I guess I’m probably not supposed to do? Yeah, no. I can’t. So long as Buddy’s taken care of that’s really the best I can hope for. Which for now means I tend to spend my ‘lunch’ driving back here to let him out and eat fast food on the way home.”

“Hoboy.” Morrigan’s whole body drooped at that. I almost forgot about Buddy. Is the not-so-lil guy ok? I noticed he didn’t try to run over me like a linebacker when we got in the house so I assume he’s asleep somewhere?”

“Downstairs, for the moment.” Tabs let her eyes shut tight and took a few deep, calming breaths. She reached up and grabbed hold of Morrigan’s paws while a faint smile crossed her muzzle. “Look, I feel like I’ve been fucking up and I want to correct that. I know I know you’ll probably insist that I’m not but we both know I’m being anxious and dragging my feet. We can agree on that much, right?”

Tabs could see the wheels turning. Morrigan’s mind was scrambling desperately in some poor belabored attempt to avoid saying what they both knew she’d say. The facial expressions produced by the Herculean effort to puzzle out some politeness from the obvious was almost cute in and of itself. Or maybe that was just Tabs having a bit of a bias. 


“You seem… really scared to express what you want. I think.” It was a diplomatic answer. The kind of answer likely honed from the professional world. One could only guess at the kind of eggshells Morrigan stepped on for her job


Still, it was true, and Tabs nodded ever so slightly. She tried to offer a smile, one that felt hollow even to her. One that probably only made the cute girl she was trying to build trust with feel even more confused or worried. “I’ve been though… a lot.” Tabs sighed “But I promise I’m trying. That’s why I’d rather know what you want. Maybe if we start there, it’ll be easier to dial everything in. You’re the sub, after all. You’re doing most of the work, right?”

“A-are you sure?” A fake little smile crossed Morrigan’s muzzle. Her short grey fur showing a few wrinkles of worry around that cute face. “I mean, are you sure-sure?”

“I wouldn’t ask if I wasn’t.” Tabs nodded


“So are we talking about where I put my limits and interests? Or where I think we’d be best starting? Or…?”

“Genie wish” Tabs lifted a finger. “Let’s start there. Genie lets you have a wish, but only to be in your dream sex scenario. Your dream relationship. Then we can work from there.”

“I want to be a rapeslave.” Morrigan blurted


“I uh, I think you’re gonna need to explain that one.” Tabs stared at the blushing girl now standing there before her, swaying like some school girl asking her crush to prom. It was adorable. It, for better or worse, stirred some things in Tabs. Things she honestly wished would have fucked off and stayed buried. But her cock certainly wasn’t complaining.


“I… I want to give consent to, ok, how do I put this. I don’t want my consent to matter. But I do? Like, I want to be a ‘slave’ slave. I guess. I mean If we’re talking ‘ultimate genie wish fantasy. I’d want you to do what ‘you’ wanted, without worrying about what I wanted. Like, ok, I’ll admit I’m not the biggest fan of anal. I don’t know if you are. But as a hypothetical, let’s say you were. Or you just wanted to see me suffer some. So you decided that now I ‘like’ anal. That I’d have to act like I wanted it. I’d have to beg for it. Or if you didn’t want me to pretend, I’d have to do it even if I didn’t like it.”

There was a pause. A long, uncomfortable, anxiety-bleeding pause. Tabatha Blake found herself just gazing at the adorable bundle of anxiety in her hipstery cream colored sweater and pleated skirt. For a moment she could see it. This adorable possum woman, this ‘girl’, swimming in a too large skull tee shirt and black-and-purple plaid pleated skirt. Long striped socks falling down her legs. Maybe some arm warmers, even a tail warmer. A nice clunky pair of Doc Martins. All topped off with a hot topic collar and the same chain leash she used for Buddy.


“So like, you want me to be a ‘Mistress’ Mistress? To kind of take what I want? I mean, I‘m sorry but I‘m still trying to wrap my head around how all of this is supposed to work.” The whole thing still felt wrong for Tabs to say. Especially as she was already seemingly rewriting another woman’s wardrobe in her head at the moment. She didn’t exactly know of any genuinely ‘out there’ ideas she’d want to push on anyone. But then when she considered her past.


“No” Morrigan sighed “I mean, yes. Well, kinda. Obviously I don’t want to get murdered or anything. Or have my limbs cut off. If we’re being more realistic I’d only ‘want’ to get this kind of surrender from someone I knew wouldn’t murder or maim me or anything. I know it’s early but I absolutely think that you’re safe enough on that front. But if we are talking ‘genie wish’ then, yeah. I want someone who’s going to use me how they want and make me what they want even if I don’t like it. E-especially when I don’t like it” The last part was barely whispered. The composed professional woman reduced to a twitching pile of perversion and need.


For the first time in years, Tabs actually felt the leather of her armchair under her paws. She felt the creases. Felt the movement under her. The way the boards in its frame creamed as she leaned back. She was aware of her breathing as it picked up. Of her heart racing. Of the weight of the key around her neck…

Tabs reached up and wrapped her paw around it, She then leaned back in her chair, the foot rest deploying and pushing he footpaws up.


“Ok, fine.” A terrifying and all too familiar note cutting into her voice. A cruel, dominant growl which choked out whatever uncomfortable feeling was slowly growing deep in her chest. “Strip, and on your knees. I seem to remember feet were a ‘no’ for you on that little list. You can work on that, while I figure out some ground rules.”


