
Girls Night Out:

By TerraMGP


“This is a bad idea.” Collin muttered. “A really, really, really bad idea.”

Justin was only partially paying attention. The Otter slumped back into his seat. His shoulders slumped a bit. He’d only been on the highway a few times with this car. Much as he liked to brag about what a good driver he was the teen ultimately erred on the side of the neurotic. The old speakers barely echoing the janky staticy mess of his MP3-to-tape hodgepodge at a volume low enough to catch the screaming semis and rattling road around them.


“You know we should have just gone to the principal. This is blackmail. It’s freaking extortion. There’s no way in hell we  can just… Fuck!” Collin fell back into the seat and gripped his fingers into his fur.


“You really want your mom hearing about any of this?” Justin muttered. “Look, we’re not going to do anything stupid. We’re just going to go, hear her out, and if she tries to strong arm us we can”

“Can what?” Collin muttered


“I donno. Something. But it’s not like we’re walking into her house or anything. It’s a public spot. Just stay by the door and if she tries anything fucked up we bolt. The only other option is that we don't get the book back.”

“Why do you care so much about that book anyways?” Collin muttered “I mean yeah I get it, you want your porn back. It was probably hard enough lending it out to me. But it’s not like we’re underage or anything. Just order a new copy.”

Justin curled his hands into the old wood wheel. His knuckles turned white, tinting his fur almost a shade lighter. “Yeah. ‘I’ could. Pretty easily. That’s not really the point though.” Justin fell silent for a few minutes. In no small part so he could safely shift lanes in preparation for their exit. Still the silence in the car was beyond awkward. The normal release of tension he got when off the highway never really coming even as he made his way into the red roof inn parking lot.


“Look, Collin. You know why I was so reluctant to let you borrow that book when you found it?”

“Becauuuse you think loaning Hentai to a friend is really creepy and it was only me being pent up as hell after that recital practice mom forced me into that got you to do it so I’d shut up?”

“Accurate.” The otter sighed. “Which, yeah we gotta talk about boundaries later. But no. Fortunately enough you were too concerned with your lil Collin to be paying attention.” He sighed a bit and slumped back, his eyes glancing down at the old gauges of his dash board. The otter taking one deep breath after another as his cheeks flushed. “Look, did you happen to notice something on the front cover? A nice neat lil message written in marker?”

Collin quirked his brow and whimpered a bit “I, well, I admit I wasn’t really looking that hard. But yeah I guess so. A few random Kanji, not that I know any Japanese. But so what? Used manga has stuff written in it all the time. “

“That was Mandarin, dumbass.” Justin growled. “God, no wonder you didn't say anything.”

Realization slowly slipped though the Red Panda’s mind. The wheels ever so slowly forcing themselves into place even as some part of him tried to jam everything it could in the way. His ears folding back and tail drooping.


“Hui Ying.” Collin muttered. The boys big brown eyes going wide as he muttered the words. His face now sullen and drawn as he turned slowly to look at his best friend. A paw trembling.


“Yeah.” Justin sighed. “Was wondering when You’d figure it out.


The door flew open. Collin poured out of the passengers seat hunched over as if ready to throw up. His body didn’t seem to agree. The disgust welling in him not quite bad enough to do something like that to him. Yet that didn’t stop the wah from scratching and scraping his fingers against his tongue as if trying to get some toxic taste from his mouth.


It was impossible to really tell if he was being hyperbolic or not. Justin sure as hell had no idea, and at this point the didn’t want to press the issue. Instead pulling himself out of the drivers seat and slamming the door shut in some vain hope to shut off the grating 80s claxon screaming back at him. “Look, bro, I’m sorry. Ok? What am I supposed to say?”

“My sister.” Collin spat. “My fucking kid sister.”

“Yes.” Justin retorted “your ‘two years younger than you’ kid sister. The same one I’ve been dating the past two years now. Something you seemed more than cool with, I might add.” The otter wound his way around the front of the car and leaned on the hood. His eyes narrowing a bit and feet grinding into the pavement as he watched the frankly absurd display continue. “Look, it wasn’t my idea. Ok? I’m sorry. She got all gushy and romantic when I gave her that stupid pendant I made her for our anniversary and insisted she wanted to do something really special. We agreed on no sex, so I kinda figured Hui-chan was going to talk your mom into letting my dad drive us out to see Blind Guardian next time they hit the Crofoot.”

“Instead she got you porn. Not just porn. She got you Ib… Iba… Ibana”

“Inbaku-Byoutou. Yeah.” Justin sighed. The boy already blushing furiously. “ I mean, I was a bit surprised too. Sure we both kinda enjoy that sort of stuff. Hell that one kinda hit all her buttons, er I guess most of em, or something. She did that fast rant thing when asking me what I thought. And look, we’re still waiting until she’s old enough and we’re out on our own. It‘s all just stupid fantasy and like, dirty talk stuff. Just because she really ’really’ digs the idea of like, a harem. And she likes to kneel around me a lot… calls me Justin-Sama, or Master.” By this point the otter was blushing cherry red and squirming. His jeans doing their best to stop his tent, and failing. It was only the growl from Collin that snapped him back to his senses. 


“Look, I’m sorry. Ok? I am sorry.” Justin sighed “None of this is cool and I get it. Here, you want me to apologize? Want me to go all Leeman Russ?” He started to pull his jacket down around his arms, offering himself up, his body pushed out, bracing as hard as he could and thanking his lucky stars Collin was such a wimp.


He didn’t expect the blow to connect. Let alone as hard as it was. Let alone in the face.


“Dude, what the hell?” Justin muttered from where he lay on the pavement. He looked back at Collin who was on his elbow panting. Wild-eyed and shaking with rage that took far too long to subside. “Seriously, when a guy tells you to take a free shot, you’re not supposed too take it. Especially not right in the head!”

“Fuck you.” Collin spat. The panda boy flailed and twisted in his now dirty cloths before pulling himself up by the car handle and staggering fully to his feet. “Come on, Let’s go get my Sister’s porn and get the fuck out of here. No way we can walk out on this now.”

“I knew you’d see reason” Justin sighed.


“I haven’t seen shit.” Collin snapped. “I just know that if mom somehow finds out you turned her precious little Hui into some kind of fucked up maso sex pervert she’s gonna find some way to blame it on me. Now come on”

The two marched up too the room number they’d been given. Collin now set and determined while what little confidence and control Justin had was all but melted over having to make such an admission to his friend. It was Collin who knocked on the door and Collin who nearly barged in when their gym teacher all but threw it open. Her grin intimidating enough to knock that gust of wind right out of the wah boy’s sails.


“Was wondering when you two would get here. IF you two would get here.” Tabs chuckled. Her grin turning to a slight scowl noticing a spot of blood on Justin’s jacket and how dirty both seemed. “Jesus, what happened to you two?


“I don't want to talk about it.” Collin snapped as he barged past her. “We’re here, so can you just lecture us and hand over the book? This whole ‘meeting students in some shady motel’ is kinda high on the creepy factor.”

“Really?” Tabs chuckled. “This is what it takes to creep you kids out? And here I thought you’d both have thicker skin after reading what you’re into. Then again who the hell am I to account for taste?” Tabs sauntered her way back to the bed and sat down on the end of it, motioning to the two cheap as hell chairs sitting in the room across from it.


Collin, at the very least, seemed more than a bit put off by this. Much as he hated Justin right now the truth was that the plan had been sound and already it was fucked. Still he made his way to the seat and Justin followed. The two slumping down and glaring at their teacher. Not that one would know from looking at her. The woman’s normal PE cloths replaced with some rather nasty looking biker leathers and a set of torn up blue jeans. 


She reached into her vest and took the book, holding it up so they both could see. She then popped it open and smirked wide as she leaned back a bit, snickering. “You know that Narita girl looks a bit like the girl you’re always hanging around, Mr. Flannery. Not nearly as curvy but, well…”

“Shut it!” Collin snapped. “Just give us the book already.”

Tabs smirked at the reaction. She stuffed the thing back into her vest and tched teasingly too the two. “Look at that. And here I was hoping you might be a bit more careful given just how bad the pair of you fucked up. Ah well, boys will be boys I guess.” She scooted up on the edge of the bed and looked at the two of them. “now then, before anything else why don’t we cover how this ‘should’ go. You fess up too having the book, say it’s yours, you’re a god damn adult and you can read whatever it is you want. Take it back from me, and then take the suspension you get like a man. Now that option is still on the table. It’s not going away. And in fact considering that I’m blackmailing you right now, you can tack on a bit more to that.”

She laid it all out so simply. The smile never left her face. Her ears twitched and her nose wrinkled a bit as she watched the two react. Justin, for his part, simply looked about as anxious as she had expected. Not too shocking considering what she was doing. But Collin. Oh, Collin. There was something odd in his face. In the way he held himself. He wasn’t flinching at all. Not one iota. It was almost impressive, and admittedly a touch cute.


“So what’s our second option?” Justin sighed. The otter boy at least was trying to play it a bit more diplomatic. “I mean I can’t imagine you’d call us out here just to test our manhood. Especially not since it’s a pretty big risk to your job.”

Tabs didn’t say anything. Not quite yet. She instead reached down and started to drag an old suitcase out from under her bed. She pulled it out onto her lap and zipped it open. She gave each boy one last, long glance before puling out a couple of small bags and tossing one to each boy. “Here’s how it is going to go.” Tabs murred. “You want the book back? Then you two are gonna be my bitches.”

“Ok wait a second! Hold up! This is seriously crossing a line.” Justin yipped.


“Oh stop whining and listen.” Tabs muttered “I’m not going to blackmail a couple of schoolboys into sex no matter how cute they are. I’m just looking to have some fun. And if you boys are really such kinky fucks, it should be a cakewalk for you.


Both boys looked at the bags in hand, Collin dumped the contents out first, blinking in shock at what he saw. The small, smooth, harsh looking metal cage. One he knew all too well from far too many pictures. He began t blush furiously, glancing over at an equally stunned and trembling Justin.


“Well, boys?” Tabs chuckled titling her head and leaning in close. “What do you say?”
-------------------


Once upon a time the ‘girls don’t come into the game shop’ thing was more or less a given. The realm of tabletop games was the domain of boys and boys alone, save for the few brave enough to cross that line and endure the consequences. Things had obviously changed since then. The world moves on, and the silly notion that ‘girls can’t game’ was rightfully relegated to the minds of weak, insecure manchildren who simply needed some way to feel superior and important in their own little world.


Even still, there were always those times when a girl walked in who managed to turn all the heads in the room.


The two girls who strode into Hoardraider couldn’t have been more different. One a blushing wisp of a thing with a blue pixie cut poking out of a somewhat unseasonable beanie hat. She wore a sweater that was not only too warm for the time of year but also adorably puffy and big, with sleeves that hung off of her hands in baggy pools. Her skirt and plaid knee socks ran down into a pair of Mary Janes, and a heavy backpack loaded with anime sundries hung off of her back. Her counterpart looked a bit less uncomfortable, but far more sullen. A made up, gothy otter girl in a GIR hoodie. Her long purple hair and matching lipstick heavily shadowed. Like her friend she had knee socks, though black and purple striped with matching plaid skirt and leg warmers.


Neither girl was out of place. Both looked as if they’d stepped right out of an anime. Yet the one biggest point of contrast seemed to be the stocky wolverine woman walking in just a short ways behind them. Beaming as she put an arm around either girl and walked in with them.


“Hello, and welcome to Hoardraider.” A chipper, copper-haired mouse woman murred from behind the counter. “Is there anything I can help you find today?”

“Ah yes.” Tabs chuckled nervously “Sorry I don't know too much about this stuff so I might get it wrong. I’ve kinda guilted my niece and her little friend here into showing me the ropes about some of the games they play. Isn’t that right ‘Justine’?”

The gothy otter ‘girl’ nodded and winced. Justin blushing furiously as he glanced to his teacher and then the woman behind the counter. He didn’t want to speak. There was no way he could pull off a convincing voice. Yet a sudden jolt of something not at all comfortable in his rump caused him to let out a squeal and stumble forwards. “Y-yeah. My, My ‘Aunt’ is really curious. I, I kinda figured I could talk her into a magic deck, or, or something.”

“Oh is that the silly game you girls play after school?” Tabs snorted. Her hands stuffed firmly in her pockets. Firmly enough that nobody would notice the small key-fob sized remotes she held in each one. “I admit I’m a bit curious about that. But come on. You have so many geeky games you play, and Auntie is feeling generous! I bet you can think of something better, can’t you ‘Kathoey?’”

As she said the word Tabs hit the button on the other remote. She watched as Collin squealed and quickly hid as much of his blushing face as he could in his sleeves. Biting back on loud nervous groans. 


“Y-yes Auntie. Y-you could try Warhammer 40K. That one is fun.” Collin made an attempt to parrot the accent of his cousins when they spoke English around him during family visits. The poor boy hoping that the faux accent might distract people from how not-girly his voice was. Unfortunately for Collin this deception seemed a bit unnecessary and his ears folded down meekly as he realized how feminine he sounded at the moment.


“Oh wow” The clerk blinked “well I suppose we can take care of that for you then, Ma’am. I have to warn you though it is a really involving hobby. Are you sure your niece and her friend’

“Girlfriend.” Tabs corrected “Someone in the family has to recognize it besides me.”

Justin and Collin booth blushed furiously at this and started to whimper. They glanced at each other and then away. Neither one sure how they got into this position at this point.


“I see. Well I could suggest the Wrath and Rapture battle box. It’s enough minis for two smaller armies that you can use later for 40K or WFB. That’s the not sci-fi one. Fantasy battles. Sorry. I’m not good with new customers.” The woman chuckled


“Oh it’s quite alright dear.” Tabs smirked “I’m really just looking to spend time with my girls anyways. No need for the hard sell. Isn’t that right you two?”

Both nodded, aided in no small part by the newest little jolt to their rumps. Each of the boys felt their wicked tormenting teacher draw them closer together. Leaning down and whispering into their ears. “It’s ok you two.” She cooed teasingly “no need to feel too shy in here. You can hold hands. I wont’ tell anyone.”

Both boys looked at each other. Their eyes wide in terror, shame, confusion, and utterly unwanted arousal. Or at least, that’s what they both told themselves. Collin shivered and started to offer his hand out to his side a bit. Shutting his eyes. He’d been so eager too go along with this when they walked in there. Eager for a way to pay his friend back for… for something he really didn't even want to think about while stuck in this humiliating position. That was why he was so eager to get all dressed up. At least, that’s what he told himself now. Just like he told himself that the whole thing wasn’t on him. That Justin would refuse to go this far and that would be that.


Feeling his best friends hand clasp his in some awkward mockery of the way he so often held his sister by the hand shattered that small hope in an instant.


“Gotta love being the ‘cool’ aunt, huh?” Tabs smirked “Now come on girls, is this something I can really use if I want to get in on your little games more?”

“Y-yuh huh, Auntie.” Collin nodded sheepishly glancing up at the throng of Khornite and Slaaneshi Daemons. It was the only battle box out now. Then again it wasn’t like he was in any position to care about the meta. Nor did she likely care. The teacher was getting what she wanted right now. And all he could do was helplessly grip Justin’s hand that much tighter, hating the comfort he found in it.


“Well that seems reasonable enough.” The clerk snickered “and I have to say it’s nice to see someone who cares so much about her family. I hope this means the three of you will all decide to come in and play every once in a while. Let me guess Dark eldar and battle sisters, right?” She asked pointing to Justin and Collin respectively.


“Oh dear, don’t get the started.” Tabs smirked “Why don’t you two go find a table and I’ll be there in a few minutes. And try to keep the PDA to a minimum, hmm girls?”

Neither boy dared let go of the others hand as they walked the all too familiar path though the rows of book racks and model displays towards their favorite table. Only when they got there did they break away, each sitting down as they always did. Both feeling utterly exposed and terrified. Not helped by how sitting reminded them of the thin cables running up each boys leg. It was only Collin’s determination that had gotten him to push himself that far, especially after locking on the already uncomfortable cock age. 


Justin on the other hand had done it mostly out of guilt. Now he sat stewing while watching their teacher come towards them with her new prize and a bottle of branded, overpriced brush-on model glue.


“Well now, that wasn’t so bad, was it lil fags?” She asked. Her voice barely above a whisper.


While the red panda boy whimpered and looked away Justin lend in under the hoodie and narrowed his eyes. “You know this is going way too fucking far, right ‘auntie’?” he snarled


‘Probably.” Tabs smirked “I mean you could stop it. Take off the wigs right now, show them who you really are. Explain the whole damn thing.” She set the box down and leaned back confidently. They wouldn’t. They all knew that. She was the one in charge here, and she had them over a barrel.


“So what do you want us to do now, ‘auntie’.” Justin muttered. The feminine tone barely held behind his growing frustration.


“Now? Now I expect you two to help me set this up and run me though a couple games. What, you thought the only reason I brought you out here was to humiliate you? Sweeties, I can do that literally anywhere when you’re like this.


The back of the store was fairly empty by this point. Most people would be coming in for FNM, and that didn't kick off for hours yet. Tabs took the moment of quiet as a sign and leaned back, her chest heaving as she started to rub her paw between her legs. Nursing and massaging that tent while looking lustfully at the two boys. Her free hand twisting and tweaking Collin’s remote causing the poor boy to squeal and hide his face behind his sleeves again.


“Let’s make one thing perfectly clear, little bitches. I own your asses. The second you put on those cages you made sure that the only way you’re getting off again is with my key. It was a stupid fucking thing to do and you both should really know better.” She let out a grunt and sighed softly, shaking her head a little “But, since you don’t, Your queen gets to have a bit of fun. Now I won’t fuck you. Not unless you ask for it, and ask real nice at that. But that doesn't mean you two aren’t gonna see some cock this week. And it sure as hell doesn't mean I’m going to make it easy on you. The only way to get out of those cages and on with your lives is to make me a happy bitch, or fess up. So in the end, this only goes as far as you two want it to go.”

As Tabs stroked herself, the boys could hear a zipper starting too pull down. An odd and unmistakable scent filling the table around them. The soft and gentle but clearly unmistakable sound just enough for the two of them to hear. The wolverine reclined back and let out a small sigh, looking between the two. Another push on the fob with her free hand sent the already blushing and now squirming Collin collapsing on to Justin’s shoulder. His throaty girly whines filling the room a bit while the otter boy blushed in kind and bit his lip.


“S-stop it, you’re making him feel…”

“Good?” Tabs interjected. “Now now, be good faggy girls and help Auntie with her new toys.” Tabs oozed the words and licked her lips a grin from ear to ear on her muzzle. “Sooner we get this first game done the sooner you can go home, ‘Justine’
Things continued like that for quite a while. Justin, blushing and trembling, struggling to slowly assemble the parts. It didn’t help that he could fell his best friend hanging off of him. Clinging to the hoodie and whimpering in a voice far to similar to Hui’s for his liking. Soon Justin found himself squirming a bit as well. The cage having become almost painful as his member strained in it. The low vibrations utter shame with enough pleasure to make it impossible to ignore. The scent that now hovered around them… far less distasteful than he would like.


“You two are lucky I’m being so nice.” Tabs muttered as her eyes narrowed “you know if I wasn't I’d have probably bent at least one of you over the table and rutted you by now.”

“I’m not gay.” Justin muttered  under his breath. “I… I have a girlfriend.”

“Really?” Tabs murred. “And him?” She asked gesturing to Collin.


The panda boy was, by now, struggling to keep himself still, and failing. There was an agonizing discomfort in the way his hips moved. The way he rubbed his pantie-covered package against the hard plastic corner of the chair where it made its supposedly ergonomic dip. The more he squirmed the more he whined, and the harder he held his friend. Barely able to hide himself enough to keep from the shame.


“H-he doesn’t have a girlfriend.” Justin muttered “But that doesn’t mean he’s gay. J-just because you’re a futa dom doesn’t mean we-”

“A what?” Tabs blinked


“A herm.” Justin corrected himself, “Just because you have a cock and blackmailed us into this doesn’t mean we like this. It defiantly doesn’t mean Collin is enjoying any of it.”

Tabs was about to speak. Then she stopped. Then she leaned over, picking up one of the unpainted blood letters and looking it over casually. “I keep telling you boys, you have a way out. You’ve had one from the start. The only question is if you’ll take it. Tell you what, let’s start with something simple. A kiss.” She caught the shock in Justin’s face, and something a bit more in what little she could see of Collin’s “No, not me. I want My little Justine and Kathoey to kiss. You know. Like girlfriends. You do that and I’ll turn off the remotes for the rest of the day. But it’s gotta be a good one. Seems simple enough, right?”

“B-but he already told you.” Collin muttered as he bit his lip. “We’re not…”

“Gay.” Tabs coed “Then don’t do it. But if you are silly little straight boys, that just makes it hotter. Come on now. I know how boys think. Cute lil Justine has thought about his pretty girlfriend kissing other girls, right? That’s why it’s in the book.”

“S-she’s bi, though.” Justin muttered “And sub.”

Collin tugged roughly at the hoodie hearing that, but Tabs only cooed harder and leaned in. She gripped the otter boy by his muzzle and titled it up gently “And right now you’re a full on fag. And my sub slut bitch. Mmm, wonder if she’ll get off on how low that makes her.” She snorted “But if it’s really that big a deal I’m sure we can tell your parents everything. That yummy new tidbit included. Or…” Her thumb hit the button to its highest setting. She watched as Collin bucked and squealed a bit. His face now buried helplessly in Justin’s chest.


The otter gazed raw hate at his teacher before reaching down and grabbing his best friend by the chin. It was almost terrifying how much he looked like his sister. The big soft sweet eyes, the round face, the nervous whimpers. It was wrong how ‘natural’ it felt at that moment. How easy it was to forget just how badly the two were trapped.


“J-Justin, don’t.” Collin whined. “I’ve never, I haven’t ever really kissed anyone. Please…”

Justin opened his muzzle to say something, let it slip shut, then leaned in and pressed their lips together. He could feel Collin against him. Feel the other boys soft tongue. The nervous trembling twitching. The spasms of raw pleasure both wanted and unwanted at once. He took charge with what little strength he had left in him. Slowly and forcefully rolling his own tongue in ‘Kathoey’s’ the way he had Hui’s so many times over the past few years. Probing and caressing those dark forbidden places while powerful musk filled their senses and made his head feel fuzzy.


The longer things went on, the less Collin fought. Until soon the wah was instead pushing against the otter. Panting and whimpering, blushing fiercely, drinking in that moment of soft relief and affection after the sea of shame they’d both endured. 


Much as Justin hated himself for it, he felt thee same. His eyes shut so tight, yet every once in a while drifting open to look at the pretty ‘girl’ in front of him, the second of the Sang siblings whose first kiss he’d stolen. Worst of all was just how good, how wonderful it all felt. How the touches of coercion and forced submission only seemed to tinge the experience that much more. With his best friend pushing needily against them as the two boys were made into Miss Blake’s personal little sissy faggots. If only for one fleeting instant.

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


The boys had been driven back to the hotel and allowed to go home, though with the cages still on. Tabs still had the book, and she kept ‘Justine’ and ‘Kathoey’ in the suitcase she’d gotten them from. She was unsure if she’d keep using those outfits or not, but for the moment at least it left her rock hard and feeling as virile as a teenager again.


She set the box of figures and the suitcase down in here cars back seat, glad she’d had the forethought not to ride her bike down here. For the next week at least those two boys were at her beck and call. Cute little toys, puppets to dangle on strings until she got bored. Something to get her hard and get her off, and as part of her was fond of remembering perhaps even fuck.


She glanced back into the rear view mirror and sighed. All the giddy evil dominance slowly melting from her face.


“Fucking damn it, Tabs.” She muttered “What are you getting yourself into?”

