
“Me” time:
By TerraMGP


“Yes, Mama. No, Mama. Yes. yes we’re fine.” Hui ran her paw over the bag of potato skin chips she’d taken to of the kitchen. She’d been eager for the snack when her mother called. Still was, to a point. But it was quickly waning. The stress eating impulse vanished into a deeper level of anxiety while she listened to her mother ramble on and fret.


She knew what it was about. Even if her mother didn’t dare voice it. The elder wah would never float the idea of Hui and Justin having sex. If for no other reason than she may jinx things. As a result the woman’s call had gone on for at least half an hour and Hui had probably only spoken a few dozen different words. All of which she was sure the woman ignored.


“Haiyaa. Mama! Bu Yao zeh yang!” Hui Snapped. The thoughts came in English, But the words were absolutely Mandarin. Worse, they came with her mothers usual inflection. A near carbon copy of the woman on the other end of the phone. The one who usually took the tone when Hui and Collin got too out of hand.


“Look. I promise, I’m not doing anything like that with Justin. If you worry that much about it, call him at random. I need some time to myself, to think. Just quiet time. Not you, or him, or Chen, or anyone.”

Ling’s voice was thick with concern now. The annoyance giving way to something bordering on fear. “If he did anything…”

“He didn’t. Mama if he had I’d have called you about it right away! This has nothing to do with anything like ‘that’ and I don’t want to talk about what it is about. Please. Just let me deal with this. Please?”

Hui could hear the frustration in her mothers voice. A heavy sigh of resignation. The young woman could easily stop this without asking. All she had to do was turn the phone off and that would be that. Hell, there was no assurance Justin or Chen would even answer her if she called too incessantly. Hui was certain that neither would give her any ‘answers’ at any rate and would only frustrate the older red panda more.


“Fine, we’ll call Justin. But we will be calling him. I trust you, Hui. But I am still your mother.”

“I know you are.” Hui sighed “Please, I just need to relax for a while.”

“Aright.” Ling sighed “I love you.”

“I love you too.” Hui heard her mother hang up, then waited a few seconds. There was always that chance that she’d call back Anxiety and motherly fervor overriding the reality of the situation and causing her to scold her daughter for being so stubborn and speaking out of turn. If they weren’t separated by a heavy blanket of snow there was probably no real way Hui would have gotten away with this.


But they were, and now she was going to enjoy some time to herself.


First step was to lock the door. Only two people I the house could come in. Only one of them she‘d normally mind. But it was always better to be safe about these things than sorry. Once it was locked the wah began stripping down her pajama pants and the overly large shirt she used as a top. The thigh-high socks stayed on. Something about them always felt sexy in a way she couldn‘t quite put her finger on. The chosen mismatch of the day consisting of one plaid and one striped, both purple and black.


Besides, it was still a bit cold thanks to all the god damn snow.


She snagged up her chips and the snacks she’d gotten when retreating to her room. The laptop and chip bag in one hand, a can of pop in the other. As usual what should have probably been two trips became one big, awkward one as she made her way to her computer desk and half-set, half slumped everything down into place. This was also part of the little ritual, in its way. Not that she always dared bring food in her room. That was how you get ants, after all. But next came the headphones. Always in the last drawer she checked. Her second favorite dildo, a nice big feral canine one, was the last item she really needed. For something like this there were probably better tools. But getting her hands on this one was already tough enough. Never mind the nice big otter one she saved for the most special occasions.


“Gosh, I needed this.” she sighed. The girls headphones slipped on. She dug her way though the files on the laptop until hitting her ‘special folder’. The first item in it. The one she made the most use of. Her own little bit of custom made relaxation aid. The girl slipped the tip of her toy against her folds. Took a few deep breaths and opened the video.


Lights hit first. A familiar oscillating black and white image rapidly streaking into itself. Collapsing bit by bit. Her ears filled with tones. A droning oscillating whine. Deep low notes scaling up and down. All set to some beat or off-beat that seemed to skim against the pace of the patterns flashing in front of her face.


The girl leaned back in her chair. Her breathing slowed. Her eyes widened. She felt the growing nervous anticipation that always came. She shouldn’t, rationally at least. She knew what was coming. Heck, she’d made the darn thing. Yet it grabbed her right away. The familiar flashes of hentai pictures laced with flashing subliminals. Looping drones with bleeps and bloops chosen from hypno fetish boards. Knots of tension began melting down her spine like melting butter and her stocking feet stuck out rigid under her desk.


‘Hentai is Education’


The phrase was all too familiar. Hui felt her hands slump to her sides. She felt her mouth moving almost on its own. Stress bled from her fingertips and though her feet, draining into the floor. Draining away from her. Those words, that truth, ringing between her ears. Causing her to feel aroused. Relaxed and comfortable.


It was a phrase she kept hearing. One of many. A cacophony of different voices. Some taken from porn or hentai clips. Some from armature videos based on the sound quality. Most of it using vocaloids. More than a few using the site that let you get phrases said by different cartoon and video game characters.


“You don’t get to have limits.” The voice of Willow from Owl House said semi-cheerfully


“Just a rape puppet for Master” Futaba Sakura from Persona five moaned


“Be a good little goonette and ruin yourself with porn!” Toko Fukawa from Danganronpa this time


There were other things, naturally. Hui recognized pages from manga, single hentai and cartoon porn pictures. Small gifs or clips from animated porn movies. She let the images sink into her head again. Following the voice’s commands to sink deeper. Somehow dimly aware of her paw slipping between her legs. Finger tracing her folds. Barely contacting the tip of her clit.


“You don’t get any rights.” another voice, this one she didn’t recognize, cooed into her left ear


“Be porn for your betters” a separate voice growled into her right


“Be a goonette” Came another


“Watch sicker porn. Get more fucked up”

“Porn is education”

“Hentai is worship”

“You wanna do these things”

“You don’t wanna do these things”

“You want to be made to do these things.”

There was more. So much more. Words danced around with moans from cartoon porn. Images of a girl licking and kissing a mans feet, of a cute girl with braids and glasses not unlike her own bouncing on a mans cock while moaning in orgasm. There were panels of manga with bestiality, feral dogs humping and raping cute girls and boys in full and lovingly drawn spreads. Scenes of girls getting choked. Not to mention some… darker drawings.


Each new image brought a fresh tingle down Hui’s spine. Each one made her fuzzy body feel further out of her control. She felt like a machine. Like a toy. Lie a ‘thing’. A weak willed little rape dolly, only able to follow along as she slowly became addicted to her programming.


Yes, Addicted. That was the word. One of the countless ones she tried to pick out as she half listened. Her body’s wonderful shameful self-molestation picking up speed and aggression. She eagerly drank up everything put in front of her eyes or into her ears even if she could only understand parts. This felt so right. It felt so horrible, and wonderful. The heat between her legs continued to grow as she mouthed along with words she didn’t even process anymore. Her brain put her into the roles she was being forced to watch. Sometimes as the Dominant. Usually as the submissive. Always her hand slowing as her numbly hot body reached near to a point of actual gratification. That wasn’t what she needed. It wasn’t what she was allowed. It wasn’t for a toy like her.


At some point the video had stared over again. Naturally it would. The whole thing was only a half hour. Far too short, far too little of it. Barely enough to fit it into her brain that horny and horrified were one and the same. That she should crave to be porn, crave to be kink. That she was never broken enough.


I would be easy to just sink into this forever. All of the stress and storming emotions melted into a glop at the back of her mind while she swam in mechanical pleasure. The hotness of having her very mind violated adding a sharp spice to the whole thing that really did feel like it would end up addicting her to this.


She mouthed and moaned the words. Some dim part of her was aware of what her hands were doing. One paw groped at the scrawny lump of flesh she called a breast, while the other rolled lazy circles up and down her nether lips. All the while the toy she‘d selected rested just at the cusp of them. Something that could be jammed in at any moment if her body was told to. Only if it was told to, though. She was still helpless. A marionette. A puppet on strings. unable to even give herself true pleasure without the will of another to let it happen.


Hui bit her lower lip as she was happily forced to revel in that image. A silly little Hui-puppet with her Master hovering above. A giant dominating figure with one of those stick things in hand. What were they called? And how did they really work? Wasn‘t it hard to raise both hands or both feet if one string was on each limb?


The girl whimpered and shook her head as she used that little bit of self awareness to plunge her finger into her folds. She didn‘t need to think. She was a dolly, a toy. She was porn. She just needed to be used.

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


The basement reeked of sex. Moans and whimpers bounced from the immaculate walls and drop ceiling. 


The otter boy at the center of it all sat with his legs spread, leaning down on the couch. His eyes slipping between the game he was playing and the source of the noises. A knowing smirk on his face as he watched the two muzzles at work.


They could have been twins. Even more than usual. The two sexy girls moaning and panting as their muzzles lapped along those heavy churning balls. Both of them naked save for socks. Both of them wriggling those sexy asses. From most vantage points it’d be impossible to tell that there was any difference between one having black hair and the other blue. Still they kissed frantically all the same. Asses wiggling and bumping against each other. The black haired girl reaching up to grab the other by her headfur and pull her face up a bit more.


“Come on now, big brother. Look at him. You can see him. A big, strong, powerful hunk of Otter. Makes you feel all weak and small, right?” Hui giggled and let out a low growl as she pushed the other wah’s face right into those balls. A loud squeal and the sound of a huffing moan filling the room


“S-sis, knock it off.” Chen squealed as he curled his tail around himself protectively


“What’s wrong Chen? Is it embarrassing tasting that thick musky thing? You’re both boys. You’re not supposed to kiss another boy. You’re not supposed to feel like a little cuckold when you smell another boy. What kind of silly sissy cock addict are you?”

Hui pushed her face up and huffed in that musky familiar scent. Her tail curling and twisting like jewelry wire around that of her brother. The blue haired boy copying her in turn while both looked up to lock eyes with the clearly superior dominant


Every once in a while their tongues would touch as they licked along the warm fuzzy balls and up against the spot where the otter dick protruded from its musky sheath. Now and then one of the not-twins would almost intentionally lap at the others tongue, until soon they were both kissing and licking at each other. Breaking away from their duty now and then while Hui curled her tongue around Chen’s. She felt the dorky big brother she loved to torment melt and moan against her. Weak, soft, somehow even more girly than her. Somehow accepting the tongue of his bossy, goody two shoes little sister so deep into his maw while they gasped and squealed for the amusement of their Master.


The kiss broke as the little sister pulled away and gripped Chen by his muzzle. She moved back and pushed his face up against that dick. A sinister giggle-snort slipping from her maw. “I wonder what’s worse, huh brother? Is it being a slut with your little sis? Or is it feeling all guilty being gay for Master’s big, thick otter dick?”

“S-stop it.” Chen muttered. His cheek fur now showing a ting of pink from the flesh under it


“Nuh uh. I mean, let’s face it. What kid of fag gets all hot and bothered over a dick? A nice, big, strong, manly dick like this. A real dick. Not what you have tied up between your legs.” The younger wah reached back and gripped at the plug in her brothers ass, wiggling it as she wiggled her own rear. Her hand moving down to rub and caress those balls next, feeling how full they were. How they throbbed and ached just from the cock worship he’d been allowed so far.


Hui giggled and nibbled his ear. Her chest heaving in the scent of the boy “You smell super girly you know. I mean it’s ok. It’s not gay if Master does it. Not for him anyways. Look at him. He can’t be gay can he? But you? You don’t wanna be a lil sissy boy do you Chen? You’re such a loser. That would just be the icing on the cake. And you know if you suck that dick. That big, strong, perfect dick…” She rolled his balls around in her paw. Panting and gasping as they both writhed together. Moaning while she kept him half-pinned. Forcing him to take breath after breath of their owners scent. “That’s right. You’ll be nothing but his cock hole. Another little trophy for his collection. A hopeless lil fag boy who’s dick will never see a pussy. A cute, swishy, girly failure.”

The giggle-snorting continued as Hui guided her brother’s face up. The two worked in almost perfect unison to kiss and lick at either side of that shaft. Justin barely bothered to set the controller down as he grabbed either one by the back of the head. Looking down into their eyes. But enough that Hui could keep close eye contact just on him.


“If he fucks your face, big brother, then that’s it. No going back. You’ll be his little sex toy. Do you really want it that bad? Do you really need it that bad? Are you really such a horny little freak? I mean I am. I can’t wait until Master can just hold me down and rape my cute little body full of his thick, hot otter spunk. He could even make you watch. Maybe even make you clean up. Do you wanna lick your sisters pussy? Or is that just an excuse. So you can pretend it’s not gay when you…” 


She moaned rather than finishing the thought. Not that it mattered. Hui guided the other wah’s face up. Not that took much coaxing. Soon his lips were at the tip of that shaft. The cock tapping against his muzzle. His eyes wide. Fear? Anticipation? It didn’t matter. The poor thing was drooling, and he was fucked.


“Sis, please, I… I…” Chen didn’t finish. The sissy bitch instead opening his muzzle and face fucking himself. Awkward gagging and choking. Eyes wide with need and lust. He barely gave Hui any room to move in and nuzzle the base of that cock. The two wah doing their best to service their owner, their man, their reason to be.


Eventually Hui pushed him off and the two began to kiss hard. A few moments of swapping spit and whatever cum Collin hadn’t swallowed before Justin pushed Hui down on that cock to take her brother’s place.


Just the feeling of being used like that. The mere idea of being nothing more than a twinned set of sex dolls for Master. It was enough that Hui could feel herself dripping down her legs. She could feel her whole body tense. Screaming as it moved towards an orgasm even without a paw on her folds.


She was Master’s fuckpuppet, and she was his favorite.

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


It was almost a pattern at this point. An hour or more of her fantasy. The video going on its own. Then, she’d come to. She’d somehow wind up on the bed, writhing and edging. Then the computer would hit sleep mode. Then she’d pass out properly at some point soon after.


It didn’t do anything for how needy and on-edge she was. At least not anything to make that situation more livable. It was all harmless, naturally. Risk to her sleep schedule aside, Hui had done her research and she knew that this wasn’t like those old cartoons where a person cold have their will just taken from them. Not that the idea was without its own sex appeal. But you really couldn’t ‘make’ anyone do anything. Especially not with some bundle of dirty talk and flashing lights set up by a basement dwelling porn enthusiast who probably just hoped it would get them a relationship.


So then why did she watch  it, Hui wondered. 


It wasn’t for Justin. She’d never shown any of this to him. Even if she had, she doubted he’d know what to say about it. She knew he had some sick fantasies of his own. Hell, more than just fantasies as she knew now. But would he know what to do with her cramming all of this crap into her brain? Would he be able to handle it? Would it actually turn him off?


It felt like a silly thing to worry about. Especially now knowing he’d done the kinds of things he had with her brother. A brother who was acting more and more like a sister.


The wah winced as she realized her finger had drifted back to that little bean again. Images of the two kissing floated into her head. Images soon joined by all of the other filthy things she imagined they’d done. Things they’d done under the watchful gaze of their bitch of a gym teacher, no less. 


Yaoi was hot. That much was true. Incest was hot too, even this odd kind of pseudo incest. Hui bit her lip hard and curled to one side, hugging her pillow hard. Justin had always been wary as a Dom. Indeed she sometimes worried she pushed him too hard at it. That perhaps this lack of confidence and this whole thing with Chen and Ms. Blake was her fault. Yet the idea that he might kiss her brother. Fondle him. Fuck him, in front of her. Cuck her with him while she was forced to sit there, to watch, to edge, to beg to participate. The absolute shame as she was ordered, forced, to kiss her own brother. Tongues entwining. Bodies heaving. Raw discomfort welling up into…

God, what was wrong with her? The poor girl found herself biting on her pillow. Hips hunched in a familiar position she normally reserved for the fantasy about Justin making her kiss and get fucked by the Husky feral the neighbors down the street owned. It occurred to her that this might end up being something she couldn’t shake. One more twisted fantasy stacked on the pile like chord wood. Something she knew she’d never really act on. But the kind of thing that tempted her so deeply into breaking her chastity and just cumming her brains out to all of these sick desires.


So why didn’t she?


This wasn’t a question she was used to. Hell it wasn’t a question she really ever expected to face.  It was a simple pattern. Ruin herself with horrific porn and hours of edging. Pass out. Wake up feeling turned on and pervy, but also relaxed and able to focus on other things. Even before Master had pushed the gooning part into her life, she’d usually just quietly cum her brains out while biting on some of her used panties then pass out in bed to a nice deep sleep. Really, she could do that part again now. Do it as many times as she wanted. Justin wasn’t in any position to wag his finger at her. Plus now she had a whole new fucked up taboo to shatter and grind under her foot as she turned herself into even more of a porn doll. Cumming would probably help cement all that in her head that much faster.


“But I don’t want to.” She was shocked at the answer she gave herself. But it was also the simplest one. She didn’t want to. Why would she? Master had given her an order. She was going to follow that order. She was going to follow it for the same reason she followed every order. Because she wanted to.


When she had told Justin that she wasn’t some ‘thing’ to be won, it was a shock. After all, Hui spent tons of time trying to be just that. A ‘thing’. A sex object. Whatever twisted and perverse non-person idea that made her lower lips drool at that given moment. 


The teen pulled herself up and hugged at her pillow. It was her choice, in the end. It always had been. That might have been why it felt so wrong. The idea of being a ‘rape doll’, of being forced to do unspeakable things simply for her Masters amusement. To be nothing more than a little toy for him to wind up and let loose, to worship him no matter what he did. It was a fun fantasy. A thrilling fantasy. One she hoped to feel consume her every day as she spent her life with the man she loved. But… it wasn’t reality.


She was Hui Sang. That was the reality. She had other hopes, and dreams, and fears. As hot and as relaxing as it could be to lose herself in these fucked up personas, it all suddenly felt wrong if it felt as if Justin was treating her like another set of tasks. Another set of checkmarks to be notched off so he could get the ’good ending’. That… that was a type of objectification she couldn’t live with. The idea that he didn’t see her as ’her’. Love her for ’her’. Because he did love her. But…

She rolled over to the edge of her bed and fished around with one paw until she felt something touch her fingertips. Her panties from before, now utterly too wet to reasonably wear out. She tossed the item into the laundry basket and yanked herself reluctantly to of bed, pulling an oversized Tee shirt and the first pair of panties she could find.

The shirt, a botch job from a Nagi cosplay, floofed around her and enfolded her body, billowing a bit as she began fighting with it to get the Kingdom Hearts panties on. With that all done the disheveled wah nabbed her laptop and shoved it into her bag along with the charger, dragging herself out and towards the basement once more.


Justin was there, naturally. Part of her had worried he’d be dumb and try to just go back to his house on foot or something. The dark haired red panda moved down the stairs quietly, gripping the banister while watching him thumb though her mother’s old copy of ‘A Wrinkle in Time’. He always looked so different in these moments. Serene. Thoughtful. Much as she loved her Master, as much as she admired his desire to protect her. These were the moments when he looked his strongest. These were the moments that always sent shivers down her spine.


She padded up to him quietly so as not to disturb him. His face stern and focused even as she slowly slipped her laptop bag down against the couch. Then she knelt. It was one of those Gorean poses she’d read up on every now and then. Knees spread, arms crossed behind her, head bowed. Hui had no idea what it was called. They weren’t Gorean. It was hard enough keeping up with being Adventist some times, there was no way she was going to give some hack fantasy or scifi or whatever writer the same time and study she had to give God.


Eventually she felt those cool blue eyes tear from the book and fall on her. Hui laying her head down against her Master’s lap. She could feel the warmth of his thighs. Feel his muscles, such as they were, tensing and relaxing at the contact. Her glasses skewing on her face and nearly falling off as one ear twitched and folded almost impossibly. Hui smiled up at her man and his confused face. A bright yet timid smile still streaked over her muzzle.


“… I’m still upset, Master.” Hui finally muttered even though the smile


“I’m sorry.” Justin muttered again.


“I know” She nodded. She waited a few more moments before pulling herself up on top of him. She rested against his chest while looping her fingers around the shoulder strap of the laptop bag. There were long moments of cuddling and confusion. More than a few awkward twists. But finally she managed to roll herself over to be mostly laying with her back against his chest and tail tucked against his where it lay in the crook of the couch.


Justin shifted and shuffled around until he found a spot where they could both be mostly comfortable. One arm wrapped around her while the other held his place in the book. He put his muzzle against her cheek and kissed softly. The small grunts indicating some pain from the still tender injury that was healing. Something her Master, her Prince, had gotten defending her honor. 


“I still need some time, Sir” She muttered gently


“Ok.” Justin nodded “What you working on?”

“Toko X Byakuya X Komaru fic again.” Hui muttered


Justin nodded and kissed her forehead, cuddling her a bit more as the two settled in for the rest of a long winter’s day.

