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Ling Sang cut a more imposing figure than her stature would have suggested. Collin gazed up at the firm eyes, cold hard wells of darkened amber burrowing down though neat cut black headfur. All grey carefully dyed out and washed away to leave a woman of corporate power and strength who never seemed able to turn it off. She leaned heavily on the couch arm while gazing down at her eldest child. Her expression oozing exhausted disappointment.


It was all an unwanted distraction for Collin. The teen wah kept focusing on the TV screen. His paw holding the controller limply in one hand,  paused and held to the side so that his mother would be appeased that he wasn’t playing and ignoring her. It was an old dance between the two. The boy paying just enough attention to appease while trying hard not to show his contempt.


“Collin, I need you to look at me.” Ling reached down and pushed on his forehead, forcing the boys big brown eyes up at hers. “I put money and coupons on the fridge. It’s enough to cover takeout. So I don’t want anyone calling me trying to get some money put on their cards. I’d like to think my two basically-adult children can manage money well enough for a weekend.”

Collin wrinkled his brow and then nodded a bit. And then again. Nodding stiffly until his mother finally let go of him and jostled his headfur. “Don’t worry, mom. It’s not like we don’t have food here anyways. Besides I’m sure Justin will be taking Hui out on a date or something. Unless you’re expecting me to eat a whole pizza myself.”

“You say that as if you couldn’t. I still don’t think you realize how much food you kids put away. God knows where it all goes.” Ling Sang sighed and slipped herself back on to the arm rest of the couch. Her eyes drafting between the screen and her son. “Chen, I don’t know what’s upsetting you, but I hope you know you can talk to me about anything. I know your father and I aren’t around as much as we’d like. Work is… well that’s not really an excuse. But we both want you and your sister to be happy. That’s all that matters to us. You realize that, don’t you?”

“Of course I do.” Collin grumbled the words a bit. Some small part of him was aware of it. Of his teeth gritting. His tail bristling ever so slightly. He almost wanted to tell himself it was the game. God knew this stupid sea exploration thing was already getting to him. But no. He knew better. He cast a sidelong glance at his mother. She meant what she said, but she was still wrong. She didn’t want what was best for him. She didn’t know. Hell, he didn’t know. How could she? And if he were to even try telling her what that might be… no. No. Collin turned back to his base building and the eternal search for more lithium ore. Watching as his mother turned and made her way out of the room to another long work weekend at another stupid conference.


The house was quiet without her. Without either of them. Sure there was Hui’s sewing machine screaming at him from the bedroom. Plus the grating game BGM that the wah once again realized he hadn’t bothered to turn off. But there was always something with his folks around. Some presence or aura which reminded him they were there. Watching. Aware of him. Like an ice pick at the base of his neck, pushing without yet breaking the skin. A threat that never quite realized itself even when they were still off at their respective offices doing god knew what stupid pointless paperwork so that people above them could make a few more thousand dollars.


He felt guilty for thinking it. But he felt guilty for most things. At some point all he could really do was stop caring.


Not too long ago he probably would have spent the whole time masturbating in his room. No parents around to stop him, his little sister occupied by her own ‘things’. Porn and video games until his body gave out seemed like the logical thing any nineteen year old would do without the burden of ‘people’ around to fuck that up.


True, he could still do it. Collin smiled to himself and gave his now well trained sissyfag ass a small wiggle. He was used to it now. He’d probably had more sex at this point than some of the jocks in their class. Hell, He was betting half the basketball team were still virgins. Big, tough macho boys who’d probably turn into cute needy toys if ‘Kathy’ came around offering them a nice BJ. He felt himself straining against the cage while imagining that big dumb steer who’d been abusing him. Thinking of how meek and pliant he’d be seeing an actual cute girl ready to suck his big, musky dick. Rubbing the bulge though those gym shorts. The pleading as he let the smaller ‘girl’ kiss him. The pure bliss on his face of finally ‘scoring’. The sheer horror as the ‘girl’ bent herself over and showed off that nice little package all caged up and ready to squirt from a good pounding.


Collin stopped, his hand at the band of his pajama pants. It was wrong. He knew it was wrong. He wasn’t so stupid as to forget that those sorts of situations were the kinds of things people got fucking murdered over. But still. It would almost be worth it. Just to know he, know ‘she‘ could be the one calling the shots. The one in control. His paw slipped down finally. Finger tracing his well used pucker. Poking the well trained flesh there. He bit back a girly moan and arched his back. It was ok to think about it. Ok to imagine. Ok to make himself feel good as he just thought about how far Kathie could take things.


It took everything the boy had in limiting himself to a few firm thrusts of his digit. Hammering in while contorting his body at an awkward angle just to make sure he hit his little slut button just right. He hadn‘t been told he couldn‘t cum from fucking that cute rump. But he didn‘t want to. Not yet. The boy reveled in the feeling of his swollen package aching at him. Leaking out around his cage. Daydreaming about being railed like the needy little cockwhore he was and struggling to make his finger act with the aggression Mistress would. The aggression anyone should.


Shamefully, the boy thought about the fact that his little sister was just down the hall. She could walk out and catch him any second. Revealing to her just what a little boywhore he was. Only her distracted focus on sewing or studying kept her from seeing this shameful display.


Or maybe… maybe she was doing the same. Edging. Following some fucked up instructions of her own. Something Justine, Justin, had told her to do. Made her do.


The last thought caught him by surprise. Collin winced. His finger hammering down on his prostate awkwardly. He only barely had the presence of mind to bite down on the arm of the couch and stile his yelp of raw pent up pleasure.


It took quite a few seconds for him to accept what he‘d just thought. What his mind had just spat out at him. Even longer to realize how good it felt. How wrong. How exciting.


He pulled himself up and pulled his finger out. He needed to take this to his room.

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


Collin was scared. Painfully scared. He had been all day. His father was stuck all day with Hui at the doctors. He hadn’t wanted that. He’d told his mother that he’d be fine. Eight year olds stayed home alone all the time. They even watched a movie about it each Christmas. 

She’d said no, naturally. She’d tried to reassure him, tell him he’d be able to hang out with Justin. Collin liked that idea. He liked it less now. They weren’t at Justin’s house. Moreover when they did show up to the small house on the hill just out of town, the otter boy ran into it and down the stairs, leaving Collin to fiddle with his half-tucked shirt and nervously thumb at the Nintendo DS now taking up the bulk of his pocket. The place looked wrong. It smelled funny. At the edge of what he could see from the top of the steps Collin could just barely pick up on darkness with eerie purple light crawling out from its edges while painful guitar music blared itself up the stairs pinning his ears back instinctively.

The boy gripped his tail tight, then spared one paw to the rail so he could slowly lower himself downstairs. Casting one last glance back to see his mother, Justin’s mother and someone he understood was their friend or something going into the other room with one of the big boxes normally seen behind the reception desk at church.


With the lifeline cut, Collin made his way down the steps slowly. Hugging his tail tighter, taking each step slowly and carefully. He made it about a third of the way down, enough hot look down into the next room, before slipping down to sit and hide behind his bundle of fluff.


There were three figures. Justin he recognized right away. His best and frankly only friend had perched himself on a small stool sitting next to a huge board covered with miniature trees and grass and other odd things. Beyond him , sat against the back wall was an arm chair. A frightening looking bear sat in a trench coat with the sleeves cut off. He was a boy, there was no denying that. Yet his ears had rings in them and he wore thick black makeup around his eyes. Bears were rather common around here. Collins mind drifting to the lady at the farmers market who always let him pick the Jawbreakers first when he and Hui were allowed them. Most bears simply weren’t scary.

This guy. He was scary.

Collins eyes drifted from the bear to the third person in the room. A somewhat less intimidating looking ferret in a flat cap and long ponytail. The older boy leaned in with his lithe frame sitting on the edge of a cool looking office chair. He was playing some kind of game, and Justin was clearly splitting his attention between the game and whatever the bear was reading.


It felt like he was sitting there forever. Part of him wanted to pull the shiny red DS out of his pocket. Part of him wanted to run back upstairs and get his mother. The end result found the boy just hovering near the edge of view of the downstairs. Frozen in time while his friend struck out into the scary situation again, heedless of how bad it obviously was.


“C’mon, Collin!” Justin whimpered from the bottom of the stairs.


Collin didn’t move. The shy boy hiding behind his tail. Pulling the thing up to consume his face even as the overly eager otter stomped up the steps and snagged him by the wrist. The wah boy’s head swam at the sudden shift of scenery. At once he found himself whisked into a small alcove of black light and terrifying posters. Being this close, Collin now noticed that the bear boy was leaning on a huge sword that stuck its tip into the carpet. The handle ornate and strange designs carved into the blade. The boy who held it looked up at him for a moment before shifting his view to the other older kid who was guiding around a set of characters in an old looking video game.


“I’m telling you, Lucca is absolutely the better party member.” The bear grumbled to his friend, flipping though the pages of his book once more.


“Hey, this is my adventure, pal. I got this.” The ferret boy leaned back in his seat and pulled something to his muzzle, an odd puffy cloud of tinged smoke leaving his muzzle a moment later.


Collin looked at the display in awe. Transfixed and more than a bit scared. His arms wrapping harder around himself as he slipped back against the wall tucked away next to a rack of games.


“Yo, Rudy. Kids.” The bear muttered, thumbing another page.


Collin watched the tall ferret boy drop something into a pop can and shove it down beside him, fluffing just a bit as he did so.


“Ok mister Blood Spirit. So the girl sits back down at the bar, and she looks pissed. The fact that you’re even here after that fight already has her on edge. The fact that you’re a Clanner really seems to have her pissed off already.”

Collin’s paws went over his ears at the bad word. He slumped back into the wall and whined. He cast his eyes to Justin for help. But the other boy was transfixed. The otter listening intently to the two big teens as they went on. Not even seeming to mind the sensory bombardment that much. Indeed Collin could see his friend asking questions. Though it was hard to hear what those might be between the paws on his ears and the loud discordant music.


All he could really do was look at the room. The odd posters of terrifying scenes lit by strange violet light, much like what they’d see when going to cosmic bowl when the light made everything glow. There were small statues and models of robots and girls in… revealing attire. It made Collin feel more than a bit uncomfy. Yet he found it hard to look away. There were also at least a dozen weapons hanging around. Swords and axes and even a big spear. All of it jagged and dangerous looking. It made him wonder just how violent the bigger kid was, and if he should really be down here like this.


“Hey, Kid.” Collin blinked, feeling himself jostled as he looked at the Ferret boy in the armchair. The boy was offering up the controller to him, a grin on his face that somehow looked implacably sinister.


“Here, you play a bit. I gotta go make a pop run.”

Collin didn’t know what to say. He took the controller in his paw, a big, curvy, uncomfortable mess not at all like his simple little 3DS. He watched the older boy scoot around him, still holding a can in hand as he went.


“You two little dudes want anything?” The ferret asked.


“Come on now, they’re kids. Jameson and Coke is probably fine for em.” The bear teased, tussing Justin’s headfur. “That is unless you think you can handle something harder, short fry.”

“No thank you.” Collin muttered out meekly as he looked on at the game. The ferret smirked wide for a few more moments, then draped himself over the back of the chair. “it’s easy. Just move yourself around in circles like this and hit the X button a few times to attack whatever you’re up against. Do that Until I get back. I need the XP.”

Collin nodded and began doing as he was told. He’d played RPGs before. He knew how they were supposed to go. This still felt utterly otherworldly and intimidating to the cub. Just sitting there in the big, funny smelling chair playing another persons game that he didn’t know in the first place. Justin, his only lifeline, busy talking with the big scary bear man that Collin was sure must have killed at least one person with that big sword at some point.


In the end Collin was stuck in his own little sea of anxiety. Adrift and helpless. All the while praying his mom would come save him from this. Wishing he could throw the controller down and run upstairs. Knowing that would probably upset the two older kids.


So hyper-focused was he on the screen that the wah barely noticed a figure coming in. Looking up nervously and just barely catching sight of a kangaroo rat girl. Much like the others she was decked out in tattered black fishnets, leather and black cloth with a tattered shirt and lots of periwinkle highlights.


He only gazed at her a moment before slipping back down into the chair, hiding from yet another new person.


“What happened to Rudy.” The girl giggled. Collin could feel her eyes on him. “He shrink in the wash or something?”

The bear boy simply grunted and went back to talking about something Collin didn’t understand. Collin turned his attention fully back to the game and just sighed, feeling each agonizing second as he waited for his mother to come rescue him from this prison she’d tossed him into. 

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


AP classes sucked. Consuming countless hours, mental and emotional energy on par with what his parents had to put out all the damn time. Teachers who all expected hours devoted to homework every night. Collin hated it. He hated everything about the abusive bullshit. Gym was now the least horrible class he had to deal with, and that was only because he was able to show off for his Mistress.


It was bullshit. All pointless, hopeless, worthless bullshit. He hated every part of it, as he honestly should. Nobody cared about high school. Nobody was going to care about college. By the time he got out into the ‘real’ world the whole idea of a higher degree was going to be pointless. At best he’d end up stuck like his parents in middle class jobs trying to work his ass off so that kids he didn’t want would end up getting shoved in the same cycle. More likely he’d be working side by side with Justin at some shithole Meijer getting screamed at by racist women upset that they don’t have whatever random item is wanted in the back.


But that was Collin. Chen. Weak, pathetic, mamas boy Collin. The willess extension of a pair of stereotypes hammering at the endless hours of thankless work needed to earn more endless hours of thankless work while he waited around to find someone just like his mom to give him orders in his later years.


Tonight wasn’t Collin’s night. It was the figure looking back at him in the mirror, with nothing on but pokemon panties and a smile. But in a few moments, that would change.


K pop boy bands blasted out of his cheap Bluetooth speakers. Thumping and pumping away with tinny ecstasy. The feminine, boyish figure looking back from the mirror grinned, pouted, winked. All the typical gamer girl moves as that scrawny ass pranced and wiggled about. The long red panda tail fluffing and floofing  while waving side to side.


Collin looked at the shrine of items laid out on his bed. Snagging up a bottle with a firm titted feline girl on the label. The overly simplistic anime  advertisement drew a grin from him. Blue hair. It was a sign. As soon as he’d seen it the teen knew it was the right choice. Worth setting up a PO box to get. Even if it had been one of the most nerve wracking experiences of his life.


The boy popped the bottle open and gulped down two tablets. More than it said, but then ‘she’ had a lot of catching up to do. Especially if Mistress was going to get surprised before the schoolyear ended. Casting one last adoring look at his fresh bottle of titty skittles, Collin looked up into the mirror again and happily grabbed up the familiar blue wig that was next. With a few smooth motions, Collin’s boring brown headfur vanished under the tight elastic constraints sewn into the wig, and within a few moments the blue haired anime girl Kathoey was once again out. Her girlish grin impossible to ignore from anyone who saw her.


She turned and cocked her hips, grinning. That cute little ass. Scrawny with the fluffy tail coming from it, wrapping around her. That girlish butt was the type beta bitch soy boys would drool over. The kind They‘d bend down and kiss if she told them to. The kind tough, hot stud boys and vicious herm mommies would gladly take by force. Pinning her down and hammering her cross-eyed.


Kathoey let a lilting giggle cross her lips. Imagining that upstart steer bitch, Kevin. Little mister basketball star. Watching his massive bull cock get nice and hard for her. Watching him beg to rail her and prove what a big tough man he is. Would she show him the locked up package and leaking clitty before, or after she‘d taken his cherry. Made his first time with a little fag-girl fucktoy.


There were so many inviting possibilities. So many that gave her all the control. Even with those which didn‘t, god the idea of teasing and taunting someone until their nice thick cock could barely take it anymore.


She could hear Hui in the next room. Hammering away with her sewing machine and blaring along off-key to some game opening or another. It was honestly kind of embarrassing. How content she was. How content the silly girl really was. But then, she didn‘t have anything on her big sister. Not really. For all the twisted little fantasies and eternal success Hui got, Kathoey was just waiting to show herself off. Show her full potential. She had a whole weekend to tease the weak little pent up religious dweebs of this town. To have her fun any way she could, and of course to be Mistress‘ own personal little cock holster.


After an inordinate amount of primping and preening Kathoey finally slumped back down on her bed and began getting the rest of her attire situated. The feel of thick, musky dick on her lips already ringing in the back of her sinuses. A small shudder as she imagined what kinds of new perversions she might get up to.


‘Come over at 4 PM. Alone‘


It was all Mistress had texted. It was all Kathoey needed. She was absolutely going to come, and even with her little cock cage, probably come a lot.


The dweeby little sexbomb just giggled to herself. It was going to be a good weekend.

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


It was hot in the car. Even with the window cracked. The wah boy was no longer short enough to lay comfortably in the back seat. His feet now propped up on the small bit of panel on the passengers side door while he let the silly ramblings of the Car Talk guys float into his head.


The eleven year old‘s eyes opened a crack at the sound of a soft knock on the window. He looked up to see his mother looming over him in the window. The normally cold face held just enough concern to leave Collin wondering if something were wrong. Wondering just enough to pull himself up and crack the window down a bit further.


“Are you doing ok?” The thirty-something asked, poking her head into the car.


“Yeah.” Collin muttered.


“Are you sure you don‘t want to come in, Chen?” Lin‘s short, near black headfur fell into her eyes as she awkwardly pushed herself in to the window slit just a bit more.


“Why would I?” Collin scoffed “I‘m not the one who got Straight As all semester, right?” Even the bitter boy knew how it sounded. But he simply smirked at his mother ruefully and looked up at her. His ears twitching and tail thrashing in the foot well of the back seat.


Lin sighed and shook her head. “We‘ll simply have to keep track of your classes better next year. But you know you can come in any time you want. Hui seems to really be enjoying the frog game with the mallet.”

Collin‘s eyes rolled hard enough to hurt. He could imagine she was. He could just see his little sister standing there. Little miss perfect with all of her friends gathered around. Smashing and bashing the heck out of all the little plastic frogs while some poor rat guy with patchy fur dye to make him look grey went around talking up the nasty pizza. Justin was probably in there too, playing one of the games he insisted was retro. All the screaming and laughing and kids with tokens blowing them for cheap plastic crap he totally didn‘t want.


The boy barely noticed the sound as his mother hit the unlock button and pulled the car door open. His head lulling back a bit more to look up at the older wah towering over him.


“Chen, your father and I both agreed it would be unfair if we didn‘t let you go to the party as well. Next time you‘ll get all As, and you can figure out something to do with your friends as well. Just like always.” She smiled and put a reassuring paw on his shoulder.


Collin winced at the condescension. The unrealistic standards. The ringing reminder once more that his sister had more friends than him. The bratty little golden child would. She got to pick the party location. She got to invite all her little friends. Technically she invited all of his friends since Justin was in there. She even got that stupid ‘legend of Korra‘ hoodie she wanted. All because he had to deal with confusing new bullshit math and she didn‘t. All because she could do what she had to and he couldn‘t.


His mothers hollow smile snapped Collin back out of it. The boy looking her in the eye as she tussed his hair. “Chen, why don‘t you come in for a little while at least. Justin saved you some tokens. I‘m sure you can win a few things for yourself, and the pizza here is probably far worse cold.”

It wasn‘t a request. It was never a request. It sounded like one. Looked like one. But his mother knew best. Mama and Baba always knew best. What little resistance the tween had quickly eroded as he pulled himself out of the car and nodded. He watched his mother as she got the key out and turned everything off, following along her invisible apron strings as always.


At least this would make her feel happy.

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


Collin was supposed to be at lessons. Kathoey was here instead. Collin had said he was going to go for a walk after. Kathoey had been quick to slip into her ‘proper’ cloths once out of the house and from possible prying neighbors. Heading Changing in wood trails interspersed though the little array of cul-de-sacs and small streets. Now, Collin was nowhere to be seen, and Kathoey had made her way up to her Mistress’ house. Plugged up tight, a dozen hot, horrible, indecent things written on her fur. Body and mind ready to be used like the living sex doll she was.


All that buildup was utterly wasted after the past hour of the wah sitting there on her Mistress’ couch, trying to explain to her how to assemble wargame minis.


In truth it wasn’t even that. At least that could have come with giving Tabs a blowjob. The freshly blue-painted lips salivated and drooled at the idea. Longing to ram that musky herm dick down her throat until she was ready to pass out. Ready to get fucked like a rag doll and tossed over the arm of the couch limp and spent. Instead Kathoey ‘sat’ with her feet on the wall and shoulder blades tucked between the back and seat of the couch. She looked up to watch the hulking Tabs slowly and carefully trying to glue a tentacle on to some godless abomination with one boob. The already familiar sight of finger fur matted with superglue giving vicarious agitation as Kathoey batted at her own bushy tail now and then and rolled a large gourmet sucker around in one corner of her muzzle.


“Gah, I think I need glasses.” Tabs muttered, all but slamming the mini down again and shaking her head. “You kids really do this all the time?”

“I could do it for you, Mistress.” Kathoey cooed seductively. At least, as seductively as she honestly could. “I might need a better place to sit, though. And I admit when it comes time to paint, it might be a little… hard. I mean, after all, I’m not. So…”

Kathoey looked for signs of arousal from her owner. She got none, and it took very little before she slumped and sighed softly. It wasn’t clear if she was being ignored or if Tabs really was that preoccupied. Honestly the sissy didn’t know which would be worse.


“You know if you keep sucking on that thing you’re gonna choke.” Tabs sighed glancing once again at the stick poking out from the corner of her pets muzzle.


“Oh, my gag reflex has long since vanished, my queen.” Kathoey’s voice strained as she tried to keep her own girlish tone while affecting one of the creepy custodes from that you tube 40K show. The result did have her yanking the candy out of her mouth and falling back on her side, gasping for air and choking on a small bit of saliva.


“Told you.” Tabs sighed, patting the pet on the back and sighing softly. Rubbing a few circles on Kathoey’s back. “You really should listen to me. I know what I’m talking about sometimes.”

Kathoey huffed and pulled herself back up on to the couch, slumping and narrowing her eyes a bit. She quickly pushed herself up against the big, strong woman, pulling her tail up around her and grumbling as she pulled her legs up to her chest. She looked up to her Mistress, tail thudding softly on the couch, trying to push against her and whimpering a bit louder.


If Tabs noticed, she didn’t say anything. Leaning back and looking down at the pouting red panda. An arm slipping around Kathoey, holding her close, petting her hair, or at least the wig, affectionately. The normally rough, demanding, sex crazed demeanor of the Mistress seemingly taking a back seat to a bemused calm as she drank in actually cuddling the girl for what seemed like the longest time.


“Any idea where you’re taking Parker?”

The comment snapped Katheoy out of her distraction. The chill in her blood was visible. She couldn’t hide it even if she had wanted to, and really she knew she didn't want to. “What do you mean?” She finally muttered. Her ears folding back hard.


“You’re taking her out, aren’t you?” Tabs said glancing at the blue haired wah. “I kinda figured you’d be trying to figure out a good date. I mean sure I can’t say I know too much about it. But with ‘normal’ girls I kinda always figured the boy was…”

Kathoey huffed and pushed herself off o the big, strong wolverine woman. She thudded hard on the chair arm, slumping and glaring silently from under her wig. In a split second the sissy girl had gone from a clingy bundle of need to a huffy ball of teenage angst. It wasn’t really the reaction she’d planned on. She had no idea what she had planned. Her eyes just fixed on the woman who she called her Mistress, finding it impossible to keep the scowl off of her face.


“She’s the one who asked me out.” she finally snapped “I didn’t even mean to say yes. Collin’s just way too weak.” The clear confusion on Mistress’ face didn’t stop the wah. She pulled herself up and just gazed at the woman, biting her lip “I don’t see why I should even bother going out with her. I don’t know why my little sisters weird friend figures she wants to get me out on some pity date. Or why you made us dance. In fact that’s probably why she got the idea in the first place.”

That was when she did it. When the wah did something she never figured she would. She walked out. Shouldering her backpack and heading though the back door, not looking back at the stunned wolverine woman.


She was going to get punished later. But that was later. It was a Collin problem. And as far as Kathoey was concerned, Collin could go fuck himself too.

