
Advice Seeking:

By TerraMGP


You can’t shoot without a script. No matter what that spoiled yuppie shithead in Rent said. An actual movie starts on the page before it ever reaches the point of filming. Even purely factual documentaries had a script. An outline of what to shoot and who to talk to.


Becky didn’t have that, She didn’t even have an idea.


She should have had ideas. She had a lead actress. She always had that. Even if it felt like she was using her friend a bit. Or maybe Esme was using her. Or maybe both? Were they all just one big ass bundle of sociopaths looking to get something from each other and making excuses after? Did actual sociopathy work that way?


She didn’t know. It was just her brain trying to distract from things. It was Becky just not wanting to think about the things she really needed to think about.


The Parkers were more well off than Becky wanted to admit. She tried to pretend she didn’t know. It wasn’t like she wore anything flashy or frequently bought designer stuff. Even her vehicle was exceedingly utilitarian. But their house was nice, and somewhat big. Over 3000 square feet just for the four of them. A pond out back. Loads of thick woods all around. And then, the squash court.


It wasn’t clear when or how her father had gotten the idea into his head. He’d never used it. Hell, Becky didn’t even know what squash was until she was old enough to really wonder and look it up for herself. Still, there it was. A windowless stand alone building with heavy cement floor and cheap cladding that somewhat resembled the dark stained wood on their house. The building also had a small gym full of old equipment off to one side. But the squash court was different. It was this big, empty white room with wood floors. It was void. Safe from interruptions. Safe from distractions. The place the young woman went when she wanted to be alone with her thoughts. And boy, did she have thoughts.


XxCathay_SissyxX. At least that’s what Collin was calling himself. Herself? Was it Kathy? It was all so confusing. Worse were the pictures being put up. A mask was always used to hide the face, but every other part of that slender girlish boy’s body was exposed. A tight, cute package with a locked up dick. A perky lil rump. That big soft bushy tail playing off of scrawny thighs. She’d dress up. She’d write the most degrading things on herself. Like the homophobic F word, or things about how she was open use for anyone who wanted her. People made a lot of homophobic cracks. Racist ones, too. More than a few times Collin seemed to respond to them. It was always flirty. Even with guys. Almost especially with guys, though that was probably due to how guys were more likely to be making posts on porn sites.


By this point she’d even seen the wah do a few ‘requests’. Like dressing up as a schoolgirl or doing poses which implied autoerotic chocking. At least she really hoped that part was implicit. Even a total novice like Becky knew that shit wasn’t what you played around with. That’s how D’angelo died in The Wire.


That was why she came in here, though. Because nobody did. Ever. Nobody but her. Not in years. It gave her a quiet place to think. Other things, too. The badger blushed as she contemplated once again indulging in those other things. This was the place she’d chosen for such activities of late. All under the pretense of considering it as her own little sound stage. 


Yet it always came back down to those pictures. She’d taken Collin out for valentines day. That was a big thing. That is a big thing. They were… something? The collar had apparently been a huge Faux pas and Hui had made sure to drill that into her head even if Becky understood none of the reasons behind it. So many references to anime Becky didn’t know and books she hadn’t read. High concept shit that sounded annoying to the badger girl when she tried sitting though that David Lynch documentary. Except at least then she could rationalize it all with ‘the man is crazy but it makes for visually stunning work’.


Collin wasn’t the only one that Becky had looked at on the site. After all, once that door was open it was impossible to hold off of her curiosity. She’d tried looking things up related to what the boy was doing. Girls, and boys, dominating ‘sissies’ as they were called. Nothing as extreme as the comics she’d now put on her laptop and took looks at from time to time. But it was real. That made a hell of a difference.


Sometimes though, sometimes the things she saw had no boys. Sometimes it was just girls. Becky kept going back to those as well. Not as much as the others. There was certainly enough fascination with boys being bullied around by girls or being ‘forced’ to be gay with another boy. All of it was bad and wrong regardless. But the lesbian stuff. Somehow she felt extra guilty when seeing it. As if the lack of a penis took away any excuse to look at it. A taboo somehow stronger than the others even if it was the pairing society seemed most ok with. Not that her parents would ever be ok with something like that.


“God damn it.” Becky’s stocky shoulders slammed into the sturdy walls of the squash room and rolled roughly as if she could work this all out like a simple stress knot. She let the thoughts, the feelings, the ideas all simmer in the back of her head. She didn’t have time for this. There wasn’t enough time in her life to worry about being some filthy, degenerate pervert. Sure it was ok for Justin. He gave up ages ago, and besides now it seemed like he was trying to give a fuck again. But Becky? Outside of stupid schoolgirl crushes on Collin or the occasional drool over some celeb in passing she didn’t think about dating. She didn’t think about sex. She sure as heck didn’t think about girls!


Except she did. And she had. And it was making her feel all kinds of uncomfortable.


Becky pulled her phone up again and swapped over to her address book. One thing did come to mind when she thought about girls like that. One thing that was still stuck in a rightfully darkened corner of her stupid brain. Becky needed some answers, and she figured there might be a good way to get them.

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


Friday night at a TGIF. Or was it Applebees? Or some other place? In truth Becky couldn’t really tell. There were only two kinds of chain restaurants in her esteem. The ‘normal’ kind and Tex-Mex. The latter often being a bit better since they’d at least try to serve and specialize something with an admittedly broad genre. Meanwhile the rest all seemed to just throw up whatever the hecky they wanted and call it good. But the former was what Becky had chosen. Or rather it was the place that came to mind since she knew the general location near the mall, and had affirmed it before this little social gathering to make sure there was no confusion.


The girl sat in stark silence while she watched people around her. There was something almost ‘grown up’ about meeting people out like this. It was a surreal little dopamine hit. Something that absolutely should have intimidated her more than it did.


 Admittedly the venue was crass itself. Every time her parents dragged her and her sister out to these kinds of places Becky had to hold in her desire to scream at the dead eyed upper middle class Jimmy Buffet-ites she was left with when people watching. People trying for poverty cosplay while talking about boats and trips and all sorts of things that she knew to be out of reach for the ‘real’ working class. It hurt a bit to remind herself that her parents were probably more in that category of people than she liked. Hurt more to remember that she was paying for this little trip out with their money, with a car they got her. That she was just as much a poser as any of them. Maybe that’s why it always made her so uncomfortable.


But no, Becky told herself it was just that they were all bro-country chodes. Easily ignored when more interesting people came along.


Eventually more interesting figures did come along. Becky smiled a bi seeing the grey furred pitty strolling in, decked out in a worn old athletic jacket and what looked like three or four layers under it. Even more interesting was the fact that she wasn’t alone. A green haired vole grumbling not so quietly while strolling in at the canine’s side.


It was a date. Or something like it. Becky could tell. The way Rebecca looked at her. The way the two acted. All those little nonverbal ticks and twists that showed a deep and abiding familiarity. A joy of togetherness which penetrated even though the vole’s exaggerated scowl.


The vole sat first, ushered in to the seat by Rebecca. The two women cozying up on their side of the table. The punky vole fussing with an over-large puffer coat covering her sleeveless black top. The headfur covering one eye while the other glared angrily at the table and the woman began fussing with the menu, not saying a single word.


“Heya.” Rebecca smirked. The red haired girl far more chipper and grinning like an idiot. “Sorry we’re a bit late. ‘someone’ almost got in a fight with her boss.”

“look. I told them when I got started. School comes first. If I say ‘no’ when asked to switch shifts it’s not me being a bitch. It’s because my class schedule is important and I have god damn tests.” The vole shoved her nose into the back of her forearm to scratch it, rubbing the snoot back and forth before finally biting back a sneeze. She then slumped back in her seat and shook her head angrily. “Should be grateful I’m the one who actually checks things out. Now I gotta deal with dust allergies all day because Nobody thinks to clean behind any of the machines.”

“Becky.” Rebecca chuckled “This is Mis-”

“Girlfriend.” Amethyst corrected as she gestured at the room around them


“Girlfriend, Amethyst.” The red headed canine snickered to herself as she said it.


Becky could feel the other Rebecca thudding her leg excitedly under the table. Meanwhile the vole looked like she was about to pass out where she sat. The mention of college classes gave the badger an idea of why. The poor woman looked frazzled. Like she hadn’t had a good nights sleep in weeks.


“Uh, hi. My name is Becky. Uh, nice to meet you. Amethyst?” she offered up a paw. The Vole simply stared at it for a long while. Her ears twitched. Her eyes bored against the offered appendage until Becky retracted it. The whole thing drew a small sicker from Rebecca.


“You’ll have to forgive her. Normally she’s the one who gets to play brat. But apparently one of her teachers handed out big ol at-home projects which you can’t pass without doing well on.”

Amethyst nodded to that and slumped down on the table, head resting in her arms as she sighed. “It’s a dumb project on its face. This is why I put off my poli-sci credits. ‘Outline your ideal social structure. Give reasons. Sight sources and historical examples’. Bitch, I’m an Anarchist. I mean, have they see me?”

“Are you sure-” Becky winced and shut her muzzle quickly “No, nothing, sorry.”

“No what?” Amethyst asked as she narrowed her eyes and glared up at the younger girl.


“No no, that was… I just kinda pulled a ‘Justin’ there.”

“A what?” Amy grumbled again “Am I really at the audio hallucination point of exhaustion already?”

Becky sighed and slumped back against the stiff booth padding. “He’s my cousin. Says a lot of stupid know-it-all shit. Can’t shut up. I’m unusually a lot better about that.”

Amethyst pulled herself up and gripped at her menu. She reluctantly pulled it open, but her eyes flicked sideways towards Rebecca. “Please tell me you didn’t drag me here so you could have someone else verify the ‘my punk-ness is a pose’ crack”

“Look, I’m really sorry.” Becky whimpered “I guess I’m just anxious. I didn’t know that anyone else was gonna be here. I… I can keep my mouth shut.” The poor girl slumped and sighed.


Amy shook her head and sighed. “No. You’re fine.” She muttered “I’m just burned out. I admit, it’s kind of odd having some random girl ask your girlfriend out. Even if Applebees isn’t exactly the kind of spot to make me worry about losing her.”

“What? No. Really, no. That wasn’t why I asked her here at all.” the badger blushed profusely and waved both hands “I just had some things I needed to ask her. I mean, it’s complicated, and it’s a long story but”

“I’m getting these crunchy shrimp.” The vole muttered while gazing at the menu, paying no attention to the badger’s protests


“Are you really?” Rebecca scolded softly


“I’m a grown ass woman. I can get them if I want.” Amy’s tone turning preformatively standoffish. “You’re not the Mistress of me.”

“Nope. But she’ll be mad to hear about it. You know how fried foods get you.”

“That’s only because you two health nuts can’t let yourself make decent junk food!”

Neither Rebecca nor Amethyst seemed to notice the bunny girl standing there by their table. The gold furred figure smiling bashfully with all the patience being a server would grant. “Hey there. You three ready to order yet? Maybe just the drinks?”

“I’ll have a coke.” Rebecca nodded


“Two.” Becky affirmed


“Iced tea.” Amethyst muttered


“Oh, and can we get some Motz sticks?” Becky chimed in. The server nodding cheerily as she took the order and left


“Don’t worry. They’re my treat.” Becky sighed. “I just need something to make sure I don’t say anything else stupid.”

Amy rolled her eyes and glanced at Rebecca, then to the girl simmering in her own nerves before them. “I said you were fine. Honestly I’m the one who should say sorry. I’m snippy with everyone these days. Plus I’m reaching the point where pretty soon I’ll have to start actually figuring out what to do with my degree once I get it. Not exactly like I can justify stocking shelves at the Meijer or doing Uber gigs. Sure as hell not taking them up on the ‘assistant manager’ thing where I work now.”

“Awww but Mistress looks so cute with her green apron.” Rebecca whined.


The vole sighed and leaned in to smooch Rebecca on the cheek. The gesture made Becky feel a bit envious, though god only knew just why.


“Ok, jokes aside time. Based on the ‘need to talk’ part Rebecca gave me, I’m pretty sure this isn’t a pure social call. Right? Not that I mind. But for just going out to meet someone and hang out you seem super nervous.”

Becky nodded and took a few deep breaths. A rueful smile tugged at the corner of her muzzle. The girl wrinkling her nose as she tried not to laugh bitterly at the observation. “I wasn’t expecting to meet anyone new today. It’s kind of scary, I have to admit. Like I’m in over my head already. Honestly I was mainly just hoping to ask for some advice on something. But it felt like something kinda big. So like, I thought some food would be a good way to say sorry in advance?”

“You mean a bribe.” Amethyst noted “Not that I’m complaining. But it does make me worry you did have eyes on my girl. My poor pet doesn’t always pick up on those kinds of signals.”

“Like you do?” Rebecca huffed, only to be silenced by a swift kick in the shin. Not hard, but it drew enough of a preformative whimper to make Becky wince.


The two women began arguing again, and Becky simply slumped her head down while she waited for the food to show up. A big basket of Mozzarella sticks along with the drinks. The sunny bunny girl who delivered them offering up the usual big smiles and pleasantries.


“Hey, Coppertop.” Rebecca chuckled, snapping her fingers at the distracted badger girl. “Decide on what you want yet?”

Once again shame ran though the girl down to her toes. Becky looked down at the menu a moment longer and then back up at the poor put upon waitress. She was sure the woman could see how flustered she was. Dumb as it was, Becky returned the patient painted-on smile with one of her own and offered up the menu in her paws. “I’ll go with the Bacon mushroom swiss burger.” She nodded “Sorry about that.”

“It’s fine. I’ll get that out to you in a bit.” The woman walked off without so much as a second glance at the table. Some small fragment of Becky told her that she was overdrinking. They were just another in the endless line of annoying customers the poor woman probably dealt with on a daily basis. Annoying because of her specifically, no less. But that oh so rational realization didn’t stop her from feeling awkward and jittery.


Amethyst took two of the motz sticks and jammed them into her muzzle, biting down and chawing loudly while keeping one eye fixed on Becky. She swallowed with one big gulp and then chased it with some of her tea. All the while the vole struggling to look more aloof than she probably was. “Your friend always this jumpy?” She half muttered to Rebecca.


“I unno. Probably.” Rebecca shrugged “We only met once before. I seem to remember some pretty good convos about good cinema. Then some questions about what to get a, boy was it? Or a girl maybe?” Rebecca’s grin grew as she licked at her chops. Eyes twinkling with raw undiluted mischief


“It’s, complicated.” Becky winced even as she admitted that. Sure these two were a coupe, so they were at least ok with two girls. Unless there was something profoundly fucked up going on that she flat out didn’t understand.


“She got someone a collar.” Rebecca’s reply was dry. The pitbull taking one of the fried cheese sticks for her own.


“Wait, at her age?” This comment seemed to snap Amethyst out of her aloof haze. The punky vole gazed at Becky again. Slowly sizing her up and down. Becky could almost feel the hundreds of calculations going on behind those eyes. That gut-twisting feeling of being judged by another person. Especially someone she didn’t even know.


“I thought it would be romantic.” She offered up. The words already feeling hollow.


“Look, no offense. But I’m barely on the cusp of ‘old enough to consider a collar and be responsible’. Rebecca here, well, she’s just a doofus. She’ll always be a doofus. If we waited for her to be less doofus she’d end up an old maid.”

“Hey! I resemble that remark.” Rebecca grumbled, a bit of the stereotypical New Yorker slipping in to her tone.


“Point still stands. What are you, Kid? Eighteen?”

“Soon.” Becky muttered


“Soon.” Amethyst sighed “What, you figure you date a boy for a few months in high school and you’re ready to jump in to something like that? What collars mean is the first thing they should be teaching you at… whatever site you’ve been illegally going to.”

It was almost enough to drive Becky out of her seat and off to the bathroom. Normally she didn’t mind confronting people on these social things or standing up for herself. She was used to pushing back when people did her wrong. One of the few uncomfortable similarities she and many of her family members shared. But this? The vole was absolutely right to call her out. Literally everything Becky had done since the day after Christmas had been an absolute tire fire. 


“Ok first thing’s first.” Amethyst sighed, glancing at Becky “I gotta ask how you two met, because I need to know if Rebecca needs a paddling for this later or an actual, stern talk as to why you don’t randomly force this shit on strangers.”

“Like I said, she was helping me figure out a gift. I was in hot topic” Becky blinked as Amethyst reflexively winced at the store name. She paused a moment, ensuring it was ok before continuing “I was in there and she came in looking for something. I think she was considering a nose ring? Ike the ones that go in though the middle of the bridge?”

“A septum ring?” Amethyst half growled


“Uh, I think so.” Becky nodded


“Oh, so what. Trying to steal my shtick now? Is that it? Don’t need the naggy ball and chain around if you can be the cute punk in the mirror telling yourself off?”

“Why do you do that?” Rebecca retorted nonchalantly while grabbing another mozzarella stick


“Do what?” Amethyst snarled


“Say mirror funny.” Rebecca mused


Becky blinked a bit “How does she say Mirror funny?”

“There! You did it too.” Rebecca chimed as she pointed the half eaten stick at Becky “It’s like you guys don’t say the O. Like it’s just a bunch of Rs and one of them in the middle is lilting a bit.”

“What the hell are you blathering about?” Amy snapped


“Don’t get mad at me.” Rebecca chided calmly “I’m not the one who says words funny around here.”

“Stop that.” Amy growled


“Stop what?” Rebecca’s voice still deadpan.


“The brat shtick. That’s my job. Mama can’t handle two brats under her collar. You’re gonna drive her up the wall.”

Small memories crept up in the back of Becky’s mind as she watched the two bicker. Memories of sitting on the couch at Gramma’s or in the basement doing Lego with Justin. Memories of Ryan being around, and the big tough bear boy having to cover his ears and walk out of the room when things got too tense or dramatic in a TV show or on whatever CD Justin’s mom had brought for them to listen to. Usually one of those religious audio dramas she always had him listening to. For the first time a part of her understood that ‘leave the room to avoid the drama’ impulse. Some small knot in her gut twisting and rolling over itself the more the conflict grew.


And yet it also seemed offset by something else. Longing. Envy. The ease and natural comfort of the relationship. Becky tried to drive it out of her head. She cast her eyes down. Poking and prodding her straw at the ice. Trying to filter out the banter between the two women. Trying to tell herself she’d made a mistake. That she should simply make small talk and go without burdening them. That this whole thing with Collin or Kathy or whoever was a mistake from a hormonal teenage girl getting in too deep with shit she really should not.


“I don’t know what I’m doing.” Becky finally blurted out. Both women stopped. They glanced at her. Whatever banter had been between them now shattered by the sudden statement. The badger sighed and took a long sip o f her drink, looking between the two. “We aren’t dating. Collin is… He’s my friend’s older brother. I kinda liked him for a while. Then I found out some things. Things he liked. ‘She’ liked. I don’t know what is going on there. If Collin is trans or one of those other things I don’t understand. Or if he’s just a Ko, ko… something. Something Hui mentioned. A Japanese term for ‘Boy who is cute and dresses like a girl but is still a boy in the end’.”

Becky took a deep breath and looked at the pitbull across from her. She offered a bitter smile and shrugged her shoulders in defeat. “I thought a collar would send the right message. It seems like that’s important. I guess I didn’t realize it’s like an engagement ring or something. Not something you give before a second date. I tried asking our gym teacher about it. He opens up to her. I think because she’s, well, she’s a herm. Probably not something I should just go spreading out there, but it’s not like you know who she is so it’s not that huge a breach of privacy.” Becky cast her eyes on the canine across from her and offered a pleading grin “You seemed to know your stuff though. I can’t ask Miss Blake this kind of thing. Mainly because I can’t imagine she knows anything about it. But Rebecca seems to know and I was, well, desperate.”

Both women fell silent for the longest time. They looked at each other. Becky could see them talking when she looked up, but she was doing her best not to listen. It felt like eavesdropping somehow. Not to mention the fact that she’d already let out way too much. She barely even noticed when the waitress brought the food. The badger able to do little more than offer up a mumbled bit of gratitude before the woman went off to wait on her more ‘normal’ customers.


“Ok, that sounds profoundly dumb.” Amethyst finally shattered the silence. Punctuating it by popping one of her shrimp into her maw. “Yeah, you don’t just go collaring someone on the second date. Let alone before the second date. And it’s really weird to go around asking someone you barely met to give you kink advice.”

Becky nodded and hung her head in shame. “Sorry” she muttered


“But” Amy continued “It’s still a hell of a lot better that you recognized how out of your depth you were. I hate to say it but my girl here and I are still learning. I don’t know how comfortable I’d be trying to teach you. I mean I know some people who could help, and we could probably ask them some things. Our Mistress first and foremost.”

The statement caused Becky to pause as she looked at Rebecca. “Wait, but I thought-”

“Poly-am is a thing.” Rebecca shrugged


“Point is it’d be irresponsible to just leave you hanging.” Amethyst continued “Plus, you seem like a nice enough girl.”

“Plus you’re buying us dinner.” Rebecca snorted.


“She’s not.” Amy interjected


“Oh no, I don’t mind at all.” Becky chirped as she reached for the small wallet she kept on her with the credit card her parents used in place of a proper allowance.


Amy shook her head and held up her paw. “Nope. We’re not taking money from some kid. You wanna pay for the motz sticks we can call it good. But look, there are some things we should go over before anything else. Mainly because I don’t know if anyone I know will want to talk to a kid, or how much advice they can reasonably give beyond ‘ignore fifty shades‘. Which hopefully You are doing.”

“Oh, I never picked that book up, don’t worry.” Becky laughed nervously as she said it, wondering what they’d think if they knew what had gotten its hooks into her instead


“Right.” Amy nodded “Well, Still worth it to get to know ya. May as well since you hit it off with my pet. Though I am curious. What did you say your teacher’s name was again?”

