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Collin and Hui passed glances to each other across the dining room table. Each one trading wordless glances to the other. In the kitchen the siblings could hear the annoyed uproar of mandarin hammering to one side of a conversation and heavy pacing footfalls.


Their father, a normally stoic and laid back man in his late 40s, rambled and raved at break neck pace as his voice shifted seamlessly from concern to consternation and back half a dozen times in a mere minute.


By the time their father had finally finished the barely concealed rage still radiated off of him like steam. Both siblings passed glances to each other, mixtures of confusion and bewilderment as they watched the man slip down to a bowl of soggy shredded wheat and wrinkle his muzzle in disgust.


It was Hui who dared to speak first. Her ears perking ever so slightly as she slipped on her most innocent face. “What’s wrong, baba?” she all but cooed while glancing at her snickering brother seeing the boy struggling to keep himself composed.


“You know what’s wrong.” their father muttered as he started in on his now ruined breakfast, eager to fill his muzzle.


“Is it Zufu?” Collin asked, the wry smirk he struggled to hide mere seconds from shattering to dust as he felt his normally calm father’s leg jackahmmering the table up and down.


“Of course it is!” Their father snapped, followed by an unrestrained string of what were probably profanities though who could tell with the food in his mouth. Han took a moment and swallowed, taking a few deep breaths to avoid choking on the soggy mush he’d been left. “I swear if I ever get that… insufferable… you both have my permission to stick me in a home and leave me there. ‘Oh no, Han. I can’t come now. I can’t afford a ticket. The shop can’t survive a whole week without me. I wouldn’t wish to put the kids out.’. Because dragging the two of you away from school and making us all sleep in the same cramped room while he spends all of his time trying to get kids buying refurbished TV sets older than they are is such a great way to spend a family vacation.”

“Dad, Calm down, relax.” Collin sighed. His words died in his muzzle as his father shot darts at him, though the face soon softened once more.


“Forgive me, Chen. You know what your Zufu does to me sometimes. I told him we’d pay for the ticket. If he won’t come live here he could at least come visit once in a while.”

The two siblings quickly slumped. The amusement they’d drawn from their father’s uncharacteristic outburst soon turning to mutual regret. Hui scooted up her chair and put a paw on his, leaning down to look her father in the face. “Baba, it’s ok. You know how he is. I’m sure he just feels ashamed to take money from you no matter the reason. You’re the one always telling us he’s stubborn. Just calm down and maybe Mama can talk to him about it.”

“Yeah, nobody is gonna out-stubborn her.” Collin chirped. A quip he quickly regretted as he sank back down into his seat and glanced away. “Sorry…”

All three family members went back to their food. The siblings not daring to look their father in the face until he’d finished his breakfast. Neither one getting up. If nothing else they had kept to the tradition of eating as a family, even if their mother had been forced to work early this month for the sake of some project or other.


“Hey, Baba.” Hui finally chirped softly. “Is it ok if Justin drives me down to the game shop? Since I don’t have any lessons tonight I figured I could actually join him doing Friday Night Magic.”

“Hope you’re borrowing one of his decks, sis.” Collin snorted “Been so long since you got to do FNM I think mana burn was still a thing.”

“Just because you get to eat up all my boyfriends lunch time with pick-up games thanks to the stupid school schedule doesn’t mean I’m that rusty, loser boy.” Hui spat as she pulled herself up. “Besides, you’re taking on even more than I am lately. I could probably wipe the floor with your silly Izzet deck right now.”

“Hey!” A quick snap of their fathers fingers sent both teens back into their seats. Both annoyed, both dejected, neither daring to continue the argument.


Han looked between his children and let out a small sigh “Chen is thinking of his future, Hui. Your mother already got him the first round of applications and competition is going to be particularly stiff right now. It’s nice he can actually take some time with Justin now and then during school to unwind. Something you’ll likely appreciate next year when you’re going through the same process.”

“So does that mean I can go?” Hui’s eyes lit up, her tail fuzzing happily “I mean, if Collin can get to defrag that means I should be able to, right?”

Han snorted a bit and started to flip though his phone, eyes flickering over the daily influx of mostly bad news that was as much a part of his routine as anything else by this point. “You think I’m going to let you go off on your own with a boy? In an old sports car? All by yourself?” He leaned in and looked his daughter in the eye, his grin growing maliciously playful as he tussled her hair “Little one, Just because I didn’t grow up here doesn’t mean I don’t know what that’s all about. Shandong isn’t exactly some bastion of innocent purity you know, no matter what your grandparents may have told you.” Han leaned back in his chair once more and let out a huff glancing at his snickering son. “You can go with Collin to chaperone. I’m sure that’s where he’s going anyways. He’s been spending enough time with Justin that I can’t imagine it’s too embarrassing having your elder brother there. Of course if it is, you could always stay home.”

“Oh, you have got to be kidding me.” Hui sighed


“Baba, I can’t do that.” Collin chimed in as he sipped the last of the milk from his bowl. “Remember? I gotta go to the library today. Research paper.”

“Ah, yes. I forgot.” Han muttered. An obvious lie on the part of the distracted man. “Though for the sake of your sister I suppose I could let you do it at home instead.”

“No dad.” Collin snapped hurriedly “I can’t. Remember? Ms. Baker wants us to use the library and learn how to properly site sources. Too many kids are using wikipedia now.”

“In an AP class?” Han bristled before slumping and sighing. “Sorry, little one. I suppose you and Justin will simply have to play your games on the back porch, where we can see you.” The stern wording was just harsh enough to let the poor girl know he wasn’t in the mood for negotiation.


Hui blinked and glanced at her brother in shock. Her fingers curling and tugging at the tablecloth, nearly pulling the whole thing over as she tried to contain her anger. She shot daggers at Collin for the longest moment before glancing up to her father watching him grab up his breakfast dishes and head for the kitchen.


“Wait, what if I ask his dad to drive us, and if the game shop owner calls you to let you know we are there? He does it for some of the younger kids. I mean, it’s embarrassing but…”

Han sighed and looked at his younger child, then to Collin, and back. “He does, hmm? And if I call the shop instead of having ‘him’ call me?” He asked


“Well yeah that’d probably work even better. And you’d have Justin’s dad so you know we’d be safe. Especially with his truck.”

The older wah considered this for a long moment before finally nodding his head. His words quickly drown to a dull murmur with the power of the sink head on full spray mode. “I’ll ask your Mama. But I suppose you can check and make sure that’s all ok on his end. I do not expect you to make a habit of putting Mr. Flannery on the spot like this. It’s extremely impolite to just volunteer someone like that.”

“I know. Sorry.” Hui sighed “If he doesn’t want to I’ll understand. I promise I won’t push it.”

Han nodded to her again before snagging his keys up and heading off to work without another word, leaving the pair to stare at each other across the table.


“Why’d you lie?” Hui Spat the second she heard the door shut


“What?” Collin blinked


“I have the same class as you with Ms. Baker. We both know she doesn’t give a damn about sourcing.”

“Well maybe not in your class.” Collin muttered “It’s not like-”

“Her literal, exact words were ‘just use Wikipedia. Nobody is going to care. You can check its source links if you really want.” Hui snapped. “And I know you’ve been missing lessons, too. Your last practice was sloppy. Mama and Baba are going to find out if you keep this up.”

“Keep what up?” Collin spat back “You’re being crazy, and bitter. Because they don’t trust you to go out with your boyfriend on a Friday night without some assurance that you two won’t do…”

“What? Won’t do what?” Hui leaned in and tilted her head, catching a small tinge of pink under his cheek fur. The rage melting almost instantly into a rueful snerk “oh god, really? You can’t even say it can you? Wow, no wonder you’re the designated wet blanket, big bro. What the thought of your lil sister having sex get you all hot and bothered?”

“Ew, gross, no!” Collin snapped. “Just, why would you even joke about something like that?”

“It is! Look at that. God, Collin, you’re such a freaking Virgin.”

“Well of course I am!” he snapped a bit too defensively “And so are you. Because I know you haven’t slept with Justin yet.”

“You don’t know I haven’t” Hui mocked him now. The gawky girl wiggling her slender hips in a painfully contrived faux seductive sway as she licked her muzzle a bit “Maybe he and I fucked already. Maybe we fucked a lot. Maybe we go to the treehouse each and every night and…”

“Ok no, stop. That’s enough. I’m ending this. You don’t know me, you don’t know what I do, and you sure as hell don’t know about sex. Now just knock it off. We’re gonna be late to school.” With that Collin dashed off to his room. Likely to get his backpack though the speed made it more likely he was just trying to avoid her.


Hui slipped back on her rump in triumph and fluffled her ears a bit. It was always good to get one over on her pain in the ass brother. Though now that she had some time to think, she began to realize she honestly didn’t know what it was he’d been getting up to lately. Something was defiantly wrong.

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


“Finally lost?” Justin muttered. His eyes barely pulling up from his phone to see Hui smirking ear to ear flopping down beside him and offering up a bottle of Coke.


“What can I say? Artifacts are never a bad decision.” The wah girl snickered “Or I guess they are once you start dealing with people who care about the actual meta right now.”

Justin nodded and glanced off across the parking. His eyes glued on his dads truck stuck out by the Chilis. He slumped his head back against the bricks of the shop wall and chuckled a bit stuffing his own deck back in its box and stuffing that into his jacket pocket. “Yeah well, at least we got a date, right? Even if we still gotta have my dad drive us around.”

“Yeah.” Hui nodded “We should probably go over there soon and let him know. You think he’ll be mad at us, Master?” Hui murred a bit and slumped into Justin’s shoulder. Her whole body going a bit limp. The cool night air, tinged a bit by the sickly sweet vape fumes drifting from around the corner of the building coaxed most of the anxiety she held this morning out of her system. Most of it. The young woman pushing against him harder and gripping his paw as tightly as she could.


Justin simply sighed and leaned his head against her as he looked into the night sky. “He’s probably enjoying himself just fine. Game’s on. Worst case scenario he makes me drive us home. That just means a few more back roads. No way I’m going down I-94 this late at night.”

“Master…” Hui sighed after a long moment. The young woman trembling softly “So I was talking with my dad and Collin today. He was, well, he was talking about some assignment. And he was lying to dad about it.”

“Lying?” Justin blinked a bit, his blood running cold as he hugged her tighter “Like, how?”

“Well for one he was saying Ms. Baker insisted on proper sourcing. Which is ridiculous by itself. And he didn’t say it himself, but-”

Hui winced. Her leg pulled up to her chest, only a few seconds too late. A lion in a polo lay a mere foot away from the two, pushing himself up to his feet. A pop dashed on the ground splattered out against the sidewalk, his knees pulling up leaving small red marks on the pavement.


“Oh gosh!” Hui yelped ducking under the cover of her hoodie, eyes wide as saucers. “Sorry, sorry, sorry!”

“What… the… fuck.” The lion snarled. His friends all snickering behind him A sound that stopped as the Lion spun and glanced at the two teens curled up against the shop.


“S-sorry about that.” Hui muttered as she pushed herself into Justin. Wincing as the lion spun around and snarled at her.


“The fuck are you trying to pull you stupid cunt?” The lion snapped. Frosted bristles of headfur falling before his face as he gazed down at the pair. A snarl crossing his lips which only grew when Justin pushed himself between Hui and the man.


“Hey back off, it was an accident.” Justin snarled. “A-and watch your mouth while you’re at it.”

The man relaxed just a bit. The look on his face though did nothing to ease the tension of the situation. His eyes followed Justin slowly as the boy started to stand. Sneering with contempt. He leaned over and glanced at Hui just long enough to catch clear sight of her before his eyes cast back to Justin tussing the fuzzy mop of headfur the otter sported. “Look kid, I know nailing a gook is a big deal for dweebs like you, but don’t run your mouth at me. Now if she really is sorry, then maybe she can tell me herself. Who knows, I might even-” 


The sentence was cut off by a head butt. A staggering, jarring, overextending near-anime smash to the muzzle that sent Justin stumbling back against the wall and caused the struck lion to fumble back a step. The man reached up to rub the blood on his snoot. Pulling his hand back and growling. Even with the bro-y polo the muscles on the lion were clear, and they flared rather quickly as he hammered his fist into Justin’s still reeling face. Hammering his muzzle with a well executed right hook. Then a left. The man snagging the otter boy by the hair and starting to hammer into the side of his face getting in a half-dozen blows before Justin was able to throw up an arm to absorb the impact.


Justin, for his part, flailed out a few sloppy swings. Most hammering his assailant in the side, in the hip. Swinging as hard as he could. Each blow offering a dull thud to be countered with the hard cracks of the lions raining fists.


One sharp kick to the crotch and the lion tossed Justin down on the pavement, his boot raised. It never fell, Murmuring growing louder as the lion and his friends bolted off in the other direction.


Justin could hear all of it. His body shaking. One ear sucking in the sounds around him while the other throbbed in heavy tinnitus whines. The whole world throbbing with the thud of his heart in his head. Pain signals gnawing at him as small warnings of what would bloom to life the second his brain felt it could handle it again. 


He didn’t know how long he was down there. Fists clenched as he rested on his forearms and knees. The whole world quaking, or perhaps just his body, who knew. He finally rolled over on to his back, looking up at Hui, A large bear and rather pregnant kangaroo rat, a pair of the older regulars, along with the white furred mouse woman who always sat behind the counter.


“S-sorry.” Justin muttered as he felt the world fading out narrowing to a point.

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


“So, no going back to the game shop.” Collin sighed “at least not without someone there, or until the jerk is caught.” The wah sighed and shook his head glancing at his friend, tossing him another reusable cold pack from the small cooler.


“Heh, not quite dad’s reaction.” Justin sighed “he offered me a sip of Jameson and told me he was proud of me. Then said not to tell mom.” He rolled his eyes, well his one uncovered eye, and let out a small sigh. “As if I get any of that from dad.“ The otter boy pulled himself back into the worn old recliner that had been a staple of the basement since their childhood. He stared at the same tactical setup that had been in front of him for the past half hour, finally moving the very nervous looking purple haired porcupine girl in grim reaper looking armor up and having her attack one of the units bottlenecking the passage.


“Weren’t you going on about making Bernadetta into a dancer last time?“ Collin chuckled softly as he sprawled on the couch putting his feet up and thumbing through his phone again.


“That was just for the meme cred, man. And cause mah girl needs to be cute in silks. Death knight lets her do magic and a bow. Seriously you’re the tactical genius here right? You should be better at this stuff.“

“This isn’t tactics, it’s drawing your waifu out into a war goddess who’s still afraid of social situations. What would Hui say?“

“She’d say ‘So long as you don’t put my precious cinnamon roll Dimitri at risk, you can do what you want.’ followed by that look where I know she’d beat my ass if I tried her on it.” Justin laughed, then stopped, sighed, and slumped back again setting the controller aside. “So I’m guessing your parents are pretty pissed with me about now for getting their daughter in trouble like that, huh?”

“Mom’s mad.” Collin shrugged “not sure if it’s at you, the situation, your dad, the lion guy… probably all of them. Hui let slip what the guy said and now mom’s ready to drag this to court. She’s not happy the cops told her they probably can’t track the guy down.” Collin fell silent again. He traced his eyes over the wall scrolls littering the half-finished wall and let out a dejected sigh. Every inch of the panda boy fidgeted and fussed on the couch cushions. A nervous energy that only seemed to build the longer he tried to shake it. His eyes glancing to Justin now and then, then back to the ground.


“So, why’d you do it?” Collin muttered finally.


“Do what?” Justin blinked glancing at his best friend, titling his head a bit “get my ass beat instead of nut-shotting the guy first and wailing on his head?”

The wah ignored the revisionist take on events and leaned in towards his friend, looking Justin square in the eye “What he did was wrong, but we both know you weren’t walking away from that shit intact man. He had friends, and for all you know he could have had a knife. Or a gun. Even if you were built like Mi-, like you know who, there’s no way you were winning that fight.”

“The hell you say?” Justin blinked pulling the cold pack from his still swollen eye. “Come on man, your mom I get. Hell my mom I get even if she’d have done worse. But you can’t tell me you really think I’d let that asshole talk to my girl that way and just walk away like it’s nothing.”

“You coulda taken her inside.” Collin noted. “Flip him the bird and walk in. No way the shop owners would let that kind of thing fly. Or walked over to the Chilis. Your dad’s a pretty scary guy. He looks like he would carry a gun.”

“He doesn’t.” Justin corrected “you know he doesn’t.”

“Yeah but they don’t know that!” Collin snapped. “I appreciate you’re sticking up for Hui. You love her. I have no problem with that. If anyone is gonna be my brother in law some day I’d rather it be you than some insufferable bland prick mom picks out from among her co-workers’ kids. But you always do this kind of thing.  Even when we were kids, remember? You always had to save the princess, and she was always the princess.”

“The hell are you trying to say?” Justin quirked his brow and shifted a bit in his seat “That I shouldn’t have made the guy fuck off?”

“I’m saying you didn’t, and you couldn’t. Other people showing up made him fuck off, and that was probably down to knowing the cops might actually listen to them. Maybe. Probably not.”

“He called her a gook” Justin snapped, the controller now falling, along with his water bottle that had been set by the recliner. The otter was up now, his hair falling over his bad eye as he paced his way up to the couch and leaned over Collin, looking him in the eye.


“You’ve called her worse than that. I mean, I know you two think I can’t hear you dirty-talk over discord but you really need to tell Hui to use the headphones even if our folks aren’t home.”

Justin’s face grew dark red at that. Swallowing hard, looking away ashamed. “y-yeah well I’m not trying to…”

“I know you’re not. It’s like when Mistress calls us names. I get why what he said wasn’t ok. But you’re not Mistress. You’re not going to stand there and tank a whole group of frat boys. You’re not a barbarian wild man, you’re not some hardened adept ready to jump in front of Autocannon fire. You’re not a solar exalted or Scion of Ogma or some badass sin eater. You’re Justin, and that’s ok! You don’t have anything to prove!”

“If I don’t have anything to prove, then why do you keep comparing me to Mi-, to our damn teacher? Huh?”

“Because you do!” Collin snapped “And it’s not a competition.”

Justin opened his muzzle to say something. He didn’t. He couldn’t. What he felt instead was a tongue in his mouth. Arms wrapped around his. Soft, familiar, largely girly moans. Collin all but hung from him now. Cheeks aflame. Body trembling. Ears folded back submissively as he looked up at Justin and bit his lip “Y-you’re not Mistress, but you’re still strong. A-and it’s still sexy.” Collin muttered “I just don’t want to see you get hurt. Either of you.”

The otter pushed back, pinning Collin, kissing him roughly, pressing a hand on his chest, his tummy, shivering, growling, before finally rolling off to the side and gasping. Both boys sitting there. Confused, dazed, blushing furiously. Both glancing off in opposite directions.


They simply sat there for a long moment. Trembling. Blushing. Fidgeting. Collin glanced over more than once. His stomach having cratered though the cement floor and probably down another few stories underground. He watched as Justin got up and made his way back to the chair, pulling a throw blanket over himself and getting back to the game. Pausing only long enough to hold up his hand, gesturing until Collin got the picture and tossed him a fresh ice pack.


The conversation started up again gradually, coming in bits and bites as minutes turned into hours once more. All the same Collin couldn’t shake the feelings of anxiety gnawing in his stomach. The wah glanced at a Gundam Build Fighters wall scroll and just tied to fix his attention on it, ticking down the time until he felt he could rush home without making it any more ‘weird’.

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


“You know it’s almost funny.” Tabs sighed as she stood by the showers, watching Collin as the boy finished his slow show of washing up in front of the teacher that owned his cute slender body “All this trouble you two caused fussing around and trying to get out of gym, and now your sissy sister is out for the rest of the month while he heals up.”

Collin whimpered and bit his lip hard pushed the last bit of flowery shampoo from his headfur. Ears folding back. His cheeks dark red blazing though the white patches of fur. Even now after weeks under the wolverine’s thumb he was so utterly helpless and powerless to her. Feeling so wonderfully weak at even such small violations. He reluctantly turned off the soothing hot water and walked out towards the locker, taking a towel from her to rub his rump clean. Another murr from his Mistress causing him to whine and whimper.


“I think he would have rather won the fight, Mistress.” Collin muttered. 


“I’m sure he would, Kathoey. Maybe if he had a sword he could have done something.” Tabs snorted “or if he’d had a better idea than smashing his head into the other guys head as hard as he could. Where did he even come up with that idea?”

“Probably just the fastest way to hurt the guy.” Collin shrugged “I.. .I don’t’ think he thinks about stuff too much.”

“And he wants to be a dominant” Tabs sighed. Some small spot in the back of her head, Helga’s voice nipped something snide that she quickly shook away. Instead griping the boys muzzle and titling it up slowly “I’m glad he’s ok though. That could have been much worse. I really don’t want my sissy toys hurt, unless I’m the one doing the hurting that is” she cooed and leaned in, kissing her pet roughly, pushing him up against the locker and running a paw over his hair


Collin melted into the kiss, his body trembling. His paw reaching out to reverently cup her massive shaft. Eyes rolling back into his head as he sank into her warmth, her musk, her power. Weak helpless Kathoey surrendering her power to her better.


“Now now, pet. Don’t go getting me too excited. You have shit to do today and I have classes still. Just because you can’t pop a boner right now doesn’t mean I need one.”

“Yes Mistress.” Collin swooned softly 


“Though I do think something is going to have to be done about our dear little Justine.”

Collin blinked and looked up at her, stiffening. His eyes wide as saucers “W-well that is nice of you Mistress. I don’t’ think he’s in that bad a shape, but his muzzle did get cracked a bit. But-”

“I don’t mean that.” Tabs sighed. The woman offering a slight smile as she ran her fingers though the boys hair “You really do care about him don’t you pet?” she chuckled


“What? N-no! no I…” Collin blinked before shaking his head and leaning against her “Yeah, I do. But not like ‘that’.”

“Like what?” The teacher pulled Collins locker open and snapped, pointing to his folded up clothing “You’ve been acting really weird, runt. This isn’t just about some asshole college brat is it?”

The wah sighed and pulled his shirt on, slumping down onto the bench. What energy he still had after a whole period of slow-run and standing there for dodge ball bled off leaving him sullen and dejected, along with still being a bit damp. “I think I… fucked up” he muttered softly “Justin was still really upset about what happened, and I wanted to cheer him up. Get him out of his own head. I think… I think I gave him the wrong idea.”

“The wrong idea?” Tabs blinked quirking her brow “you know how many wrong ways I could take that?”

The look on her boys face killed the many jokes she could make. If nothing else Tabs could say she had some tact in her old age. The woman then smirked and ruffled her pets well kempt mop of hair before pawing her way back out of the locker room. “Get your butt to the next class.” she snapped, a sinister grin slowly forming on her face “You just let Mistress deal with your dear sissy sister.”

