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Small dorm rooms. Paper thin walls. A cramped space taken up mostly by bed, desk and a painfully cheap dresser. All of it was junk. The kind of thing intended to be thrown away and replaced at a moments notice.


All of it shook. The room echoed with a heavy beat. A slender figure danced to that beat, twisting and slipping around past a ring light haphazardly clamped to the desk and under the mess of duct tape and sticks that served to hold a cheap camera to the far wall when it was needed. Glistening fur of orange-brown, black and cream white shone with the fruits of expensive shampoos. Silky raven black headfur framed a feminine face while a flat little rump wiggled in panties adorned with a poorly printed pinup of a reclining anime vampire girl from some light novel based thing.


The lovely girl danced her way up to the desk, to the cheap mirror hung to the wall by equally cheap adhesive hooks. Black lipstick, heavy masquara, a few dots of fur dye resembling fake freckles. She gazed deeply into the mirror at the slutty little E-girl emerging bit by glorious bit. Every trace of ’boy mode’ Collin soughed off of her with the stress of the day and the hell of being a fastidious college freshman. Instead Xiulan hummed to the song blaring from her cheap Bluetooth speakers. Mouthing along now and then while trashy fishnets and a sleeveless hoodie not unlike Miss Naqui’s slipped on.


Before too terribly long she emerged. The real her. The sexy little thing that any boy would love to fuck. Girls too, probably. Xiulan’s grin grew that much more while gazing into her own reflection. A veritable Narcissus in pink and black. Words escaped her, yet at the same time she didn’t need to think of any. She didn’t need to think at all. The Chorus ended with the only thing that needed to be said, words she repeated without missing a beat while looking at the delicious thing she’d become.


“I wanna fucking tear you apart!”
--------------------


Kalamazoo was not in fact that big of a city. Sure, compared to home it was huge. But compared to some small town in the middle of nowhere, Cedar Point was ‘huge’. Things like video games and D&D were big because the only real alternative would be to go out drinking whatever shitty beer an underage kid could get their hands on. That sounded like hell. Plus Collin was too terrified to ever consider doing such a thing.


For Xiulan it was more that she had taste. If she was going to get fucked up it wasn’t on pisswater in the company of jocks too timid to make a move. She was way too fucking good for that. 


Her Uber pulled up at the library. The massive thing standing out like some giant vermin trap ready to ensnare people like her sister or her ‘best friend’. Fortunately it seemed Justin had to work his ass off now to catch up when it came to things like college. Unfortunately that also meant he had less time to give Xi her rides around town like he was supposed to. That was ok. She just had to make sure her little travel trail was divided up enough that people wouldn’t figure out the shit she was up to.


Xiulan walked without fear though dirty back allyways and down lonely streets. Her phone nav leading her around until finally she arrived at some small warehouse blended in with all the other dilapidated buildings in the area. It didn’t even have cars nearby. But then it wouldn’t. The thrum of music itself was a dead giveaway as to what was going on inside, but Xi imagined any cops apathetic enough to ignore the less than legal festivities would still have to check it out if people were parked and pulled up right outside.


There was one person in front of the door. A massive panther in a painted-on tee shirt and cigarette jeans. His arms crossed on his chest while he fiddled with a cigarette between his knuckles. His eyes locked on Xiulan even before she got in close. He wasn’t too impressed. Or perhaps he was simply good at hiding it.


Something about that fact caused a spark in Xiulan. She pranced her way forwards. The smirk on her lips only grew. It grew wide and confident while the man stood like a statue. Nothing more than a grim hint of annoyance on his face while he gazed at her. Looked her up and down, then finally held out his paw.


For an underground rave? Was that normal? Was that ‘right’? Xi hadn’t taken her ID with her. Less of a problem if anyone caught her. She did have money though. Twenty dollars slid out of her hoodie and into his paw. The panther looked at it with something between confusion and annoyance. His paw still held out even as he slipped the bill in between his middle and ring finger with one practiced motion.


Xiulan’s pretty brown eyes rolled back, then darted down to the bulge in the Panther’s tight as hell jeans. She looked back up at him, licked her lips, then glanced off towards the door into the rave. The man looked her over for a moment before scoffing and leaning back against the wall giving her a dismissive gesture to head on in.


Was it a victory? Did she lose something there? Who knew? Who cared? Those were Collin problems and Collin could fuck off. 


She made sure to give a little ass wiggle while walking in to the warehouse. She didn’t know what to expect. The music and lights were both the first thing. Thumping repetitive techno beats mixed with bright shimmering streaks of rainbow lights. The next thing to hit was the smell. Dozens of hot bodies thrashing about in a confined space, even with the whole of the warehouse around them. There was sweat and a hint of sex blasting Xiulan in the face before she could even get a good view of the dance floor. It was enough to give her pause. Once again memories of her old wimp self bubbled in the back of her mind, threatening to spring to the surface and see her bolt out the way she came. 


Xiulan wasn’t some magical transformation. As much as the idea was awesome, she was still the same person she was. Just… different. Was she different enough to dare something like this, though?


She made her way up to the bar first. One eye kept glued to the dance floor while she skitted around it. Both enticed and wary thanks to the overwhelming rush of stimulation. The lab girl behind the bar looked far more friendly than the panther outside. She gave Xiulan a small nod of greeting even while doling out drinks that all shone in the blacklight. The canine’s pink and purple dreads shook while she laughed at one guys joke and too a fifty from him without giving a scrap of change back. The act was an affront to every shred of frugality Xiulan had felt drilled into her soul. There was no way alcohol could be that good. No way anything could be that good. Was there?


The tendress made her way over and gave the new girl a bit of a nod. Her voice was barely perceptible over the crushing din of club music.


“Haven’t seen you at one of these before. You new, fluffy?”

Xiulan balked a bit at the name, then giggled. She didn’t know what she expected. Especially with her tail fluttering around the way it was. “Yeah this is my first one!” She instantly cursed herself for admitting that. Not that the dog seemed to mind. 


The tender glanced down towards the end of the bar and nodded to some tabby who looked like he was probably up in his thirties. The guy glanced back at them and offered a small wink. The canine rolled her eyes and glanced back to Xiulan, sliding a martini glass of what looked to be discolored redbull towards the wah.


“I’m not really here to drink.” The response surprised Xi. It wasn’t exactly wrong. But then what was she here for if not to have some fun?


It seemed the canine knew. Or at the very least took an inkling. She set the drink down and instead slapped a small round pill down on the counter along with a nice big bottle of water. “I’m guessing this is more your vibe then? Guy paid me to hook you up. Between you and me I’d still avoid him. But hey, if he’s willing to let you have some fun on his dime.”

Was this a setup? This had to be a setup. Xiulan gazed at the small dot of color resting on the Plexiglas bartop. LED light strips and the strobes from behind her made it impossible to fully gauge what color the thing even was. Eventually she looked up at the woman who snickered and held out her own thumb. The claw tip was painted a deep indigo, and the canine dipped it into the drink before taking the pill and touching it to the now wetted nail. Its color remained largely the same and the black furred girl set the pill back down on the counter. “See? Not a roofie. Just some good ol fashioned Molly.”

Molly? That was extract. Even boring little milquetoast Collin knew that much. At the very least Xiulan knew she wasn’t going to end up face down in the alleyway if she took it. But was this really something she wanted to dip in to? It was way more than alcohol. Or was it? The old, boring ‘Collin’ side of her would have been on his phone looking into unbiased studies faster than he could say MDMA. He’d worry and fret about addiction and chemical dependence. About how it would impact the off brand titty skittles Xiulan had been enjoying. Over a decade of ‘say no to drugs’ bullshit echoed in her head insisting that she should turn it down and just enjoy the night life. 


But that was Collin talking, and Collin was already too much of her life, having to deal with classes in a god damn religious college. Xiulan tossed every single question aside and cracked the water open, downing the pill without a shred of worry or regret. What was the worst that could happen? She got fucked? She’d consider that a success anyways.


“Alright, you go girl!” the canine woofed happily “Water’s five bucks. But you keep getting the boys to spoil you and it’s on the house. Consider it a thanks for the tips I’mma make.” 


Xiulan was barely paying attention at that point. Five bucks for water was indeed absurd. But she’d just downed what was essentially a mystery pill. Now she had to wonder when it would take effect, if it would take effect. What it might be. Sure the girl said it was ecstasy. Or Molly. Which was probably what it was supposed to be. And she’d done that thing with the nail polish. That whole thing got spammed on Facebook a few years ago so Xiulan knew it was probably a real thing. Maybe. Possibly. Still what she didn’t know was if it would even impact her. For all she knew she just too some sugar pill so that a rich asshole would give a bartender a nice tip. She didn’t really know what the drug did or how it would impact her. She didn’t want to care, either. But part of her absolutely did. It cared a lot. Was she going to feel it? How would she even know when the drug hit her? 


Then, after who knew how long asking herself the same few questions, she knew.


The wah answered her own question by plunging head first towards the dance floor and into the crowd. Years of learned social anxiety already began to melt off even before she managed to find her bearings. In fact, the longer she stayed in the massive mix of people the harder it was to remember she would even need them, or want them. The heat and thud hit her with a joined heartbeat running though the various bodies around her. Sweet spikes of pheromones one might never pick up on normally danced though the air and gnawed at her brain in places she hadn’t been able to stimulate in months.


It was life. Living. Existing. Thought washing away into something more primal. Every gnawing inhibition binding Xiulan’s heart shattered and the chains slipped away. She fumbled her awkward and uncoordinated body around on the dance floor. Watching the lights and the silhouettes within them shifting and moving in ways she could never have even imagined before. Everything twisted and intermingled. Not in a hallucinatory way. At least not based on what people said hallucinations were like. It was something else. It was simply ‘more’. Thudding beats stripped away her bodily agency and dragged her along in a wild dance. Colors just outside of her comprehension seemed to dance and tease where the various lights blurred. Xiulan would have winced at her mind going back to something as nerdy as Lovecraft. But even with that she didn’t care. Her body wriggled and slipped between out of control men and women who were at once trapped in their own little worlds and part of some greater all-consuming one.


The bodies that pushed into her sent tingles up her spine. Some ever shrinking part of her went back to the tiny mosh pit that had formed the one time Justin dragged her to a Blind Guardian concert. But this? This wasn’t some metal head nerds bouncing around in a corner to stupid hobbit stories. It was smells and sweat as a dance floor of people all moved in synchronized chaos.


At this moment, Xi lived for this.

--------------------


It was a good thing the tender had warned Xiulan about water. The lab could probably tell how unfit Xi was just from looking at her. Truth was the poor wah had never been so thirsty before. Three liters at least and now here she was in the bathroom paying the price.


She had to imagine that real raves at real clubs would have had better bathrooms. ‘Real’ bathrooms. Something a paying customer would be ok using. Instead there was simply a three stall unisex setup out near the entrance. It was clean enough, in that someone had probably gone over it with some wipes and Lysol spray before the event. Then again that might just be the drugs helping her mask the horrific state of the place.


Xiulan went into a stall and sat down. She dared to pull her phone out of her pocket and glance at the time. 3 AM. How the hell was it 3 AM? She felt fine still. Hell, she felt fucking awesome! There was no way the girl could have really been at this for so long. But god, did she really want to go for more.


She too a moment to actually consider how she was going to get home. If the thing went a couple more hours she might be able to catch Justin up and get a ride from him. Or maybe not. Suddenly the thought of getting a lecture from the asshole edge lord made the idea of walking all the way back home or at least to the nearest bus stop far preferable. She continued flicking though her contacts ,figuring she should get this out of the way now so she could enjoy the rest of the night properly. Parents were obviously a no. Hui didn’t have a car. Becky… she couldn’t let Becky see her like this. Not now. Even fucked up, Xiulan knew that was a non starter. Her thumb stopped and hovered over a number. Ozzy. True she didn’t know him that well. He’d given her a ride to the dunes since he was going anyways, and they were doing that vampire LARP thing together which was pretty fun. Did she know him well enough to ask? At any rate he seemed cool. Cooler than Justin. Her thumb hit the text button a moment before something long, hard, and pink shot into her field of view.


She had to be blind to miss the gloryhole. Or distracted. Maybe both. She probably should have been startled, or upset. Pink musky flesh throbbed right in front of her. A few prickles showing the characteristics of some feline or other. At least she was pretty sure. For being a little slut Xi had only really seen two dicks up close beyond her own and neither of them was anything like this.


“Well you’ve got some fucking nerve, huh?” She cooed teasingly. The phone went back into her pocket as she leaned in and gave the dick a nice hard sniff. She hadn’t had any in months. Justin and Hui was the last time she’d had sex. That felt like ages ago, and it was always wrapped up in that hard kink shit. All the psychological baggage and mind games and restraint.


It pissed her off on some level, it must have, since the next thing she knew Xiulan was licking her way up the tip of that cock. Rolling her tongue around it and teasing. Her big bushy tail shot straight up as she dropped to her knees on the fairly filthy floor. Licking her tongue from base of the hole all the way along to the cock tip.


Whoever it was, he was hung. The bouncer maybe? Or the guy who kept trying to send her drinks? Someone else? Did it even matter? They clearly didn’t give a fuck about her as anything more than a sex toy and she wasn’t about to complain with a chance to feel used offered up on a silver platter like this.


Loud slurping and heavy moaning came from both stalls. Xi was quick to bob her head up and down taking far more than the man likely expected. She was always such a good lil cocksucker, and she sure as hell had taken bigger. Her head bobbed up and down on the shaft. Her throat clenched in a sort of voluntary choking. She rolled her face to the left when bobbing down and the right when pulling up. Her unseen partner failed to really thrust or dominate her properly. She could feel him gripping the stall wall. She felt it shift and twist under his weight and his spasms. His groans grew louder while she rolled her tongue up and down the underside of the shaft. Wordlessly she teased out bitter pre and paused before he could cum in order to lick along one side of the shaft or the other.


The hole was too small for balls to fit. Instinct told her they were swelling all the same. Told her he was close. If she wanted to be a real tease she’d have kept him there for a good long while. Made him beg before slamming her tight lil rump down on him. But no. She wasn’t going to do that. Instead she simply pushed her muzzle up to the wall and almost kissed the tape used to line the hole. Gagging and rubbing her throat until the man on the other side loosed a torrent of built up jizz right into her. Every drop choked down and swallowed as if she hadn’t missed a single beat from…

The thought stopped her dead in her tracks. She pulled back and wiped her face clean. A small wad of bills slipped though the hole, but for the longest time Xiulan didn’t even notice. Her mind had now settled on the one thing that could put a damper on this heady high she’d been riding. Al at once she finally felt a dissonance between her dancing joy and what her emotions probably really were.


She pulled her phone back out, wiped her mouth clean once more to make sure nothing showed, then shot off the text

--------------------


Things had already wound down. The ‘underground’ nature of the whole setup apparently wasn’t just a marketing gimmick. Most of the people had left and the nice bartender along with most of the other ‘staff’ had already loaded things up into a pair of moving trucks and were hauling it off. Probably before the cops showed up.


Xiulan barely noticed the jeep pulling up beside her. She’d walked a few blocks down and parked herself in front of some small corner coffee shop. Her last ‘free’ bottle of water was now utterly gone and she was trying to keep herself sitting still since she knew her ride was going to show up. But unfortunately the one thing she’d hoped to avoid thinking about all night had now fucked with her head and her mood in ways that made the lively prancing near impossible.


“Yo, Xi!”

She looked up at the voice just in time to catch a big bag of fast food. Xiulan looked into the brown paper and then back up at the goat boy hanging off of the roll bars. He’d popped the door open for her, and she was quick to oblige. The wah scampered her way in to the passengers seat and dug a breakfast sandwich out of its wrapping.


“I got ya some water, too. Not sure if it’s a hangover or something else you’ll be fighting but water’s always the answer.”

“It was just some molly” Xi mumbled the words over a muzzle full of food. She choked down the half-meal and grabbed the bottle sitting in the cup holder. 


“Oh is ‘that’ all?” Ozzy scoffed, rolling his eyes and slipping back down into his seat. He buckled himself in and shot her a small glance. It wasn’t the contempt Justin would have given. In truth it was hard to tell what it was. Not that it mattered much.


Xiulan sat silent. She reminded herself she’d have to thank him. Or maybe Collin would. Who cared?

