
Bad Ink:

By TerraMGP


John Flannery wasn’t having a good month. Proud as he was of his boy, the cost of setting a hairline muzzle fracture wasn’t going to help his premiums. Nor did he relish his wife going off on one of her tears over this. An admittedly justified one all things considered. The cops insisted there was nothing they could really do. And they were right. Technically speaking, being over 18 made Justin an adult and technically speaking he did attack first. Even if he was the one who got the shit beat out of him. Even if the guy in question was being a massive bastard throwing out insults and threats at his boys girlfriend.


The fact that he was probably a football field away from the whole thing watching the Lions lose yet again didn’t really help his mood much. Apparently one of the young contractors who worked in the same circles as John was there, along with his new wife, and the drunk frat idiots high tailed the second someone who might actually hurt them took off. But it should have been him. He should have been the one there to beat the shit out of these dickless little losers for daring to put hands on his boy.


Or, more likely, he’d have gotten it even worse than Justin. The otter was past 40, out of shape and by this point he’d gotten one of those hydraulic rigs just to get his welder out of the truck if he needed to.


All these thoughts were still bouncing around in his head as John pulled into the driveway, just barely stopping in time before the dinged up old truck bumped into the motorcycle sitting where his truck usually went, and the cross-armed wolverine woman on it.


“Oh shit! Sorry!” the woman called quickly hauling her bike into the disused little lump of cement where the family once kept the now broken basketball hoop. “I kinda figured I was out of the way there. Sorry ‘bout that.”

John pulled himself out of the truck and shook his head. “That’s fine. You kinda scared me though. Miss… Blake, right? Justin’s Gym teacher.”

The woman nodded and walked up to him, extending a hand warmly. “That’s me. Sorry to barge in on you like this, but this visit is kina unofficial, and I don’t really like all the stupid formality the school puts on us if I’m being honest. Always hits me the wrong way.”

John shook his head and took her hand with a firm shake. His eyes drifted to the bike. It was rather nice, even if he’d given up on doing anything with bikes, or cars, or anything of the sort back in high school. Right about the time Aila got pregnant. Still, it didn’t hurt to appreciate.


“I take it you’re here to see the missus then? I mean I’d hope Justin didn’t go and do something stupid again. I assure you we talked to him about cutting class.” He stopped as the woman smirked and put a hand on his shoulder, the face growing surprisingly warm.


“Nah, I’m taking it easy on him anyhow. At least for now. I think he and his buddy got too shaken up after the last time I caught them anyhow?”

“Oh really?” John asked “I don’t think I heard about that one.”

“You didn’t, no need for you to. I just used a lil extortion. That’s all.” Tabs smirked wider, her face almost unnerving as she looked the man over. “I told em that if they kept it up I’d tell the principal their little card game was satanic and get it banned on school grounds. Kinda what happens when you live in the North’s bible belt ya know. Pretty easy to set these prudes off in a panic.”

“Not sure that’d work.” John shrugged moving back to lean on the hood of his truck “Our pastor and his kid are actually the ones who got the boys into D&D to begin with. Figured if he was ok with it then it’s harmless. Besides. Looks pretty fun. Way better than the shit I used to do. Pot n playboys don’t exactly cut it for a kid with that much potential.” He smiled at Tabs and quirked his brow warily, a few of his graying strands of headfur falling in front of his face in a slight mirror of his son. “But I’m guessing that’s not why you’re here is it Miss Blake?”

“Nah” Tabs sighed. “They’ve been good. This is about that little ‘fight’ your son found himself in last week. He healing up ok?”

“Good as you can expect” John shrugged “most of the damage was torn cartilage actually. Ended up looking worse than it was. They worried he had a concussion. Even insisted on a CAT scan. Apparently the preppy lil bastard didn’t know too much about throwing a punch himself.”

“But he was bigger.” Tabs noted “and that counts for a lot in a fight. Look, John… can I call you John? I’m not here as the kids teacher. Well I am but, not doing a ‘teachery’ kind of job I guess. Fact is, we both know that fight was gonna happen. Justin’s just that kind of kid. He’s not stupid, but he’s impulsive. And really a tiny touch violent.”

John nodded softly at that. “Takes after his mom a bit.” He snickered.


“Yeah, I’ve heard the stories in the teacher’s lounge. Sad thing is she’s one of our more reasonable regulars when it comes to browbeating the staff. But still my point is you can’t talk him out of fighting. He might grow out of it, but next time the shitheel he ends up staring down might have a knife, or know what he’s doing, or worse. Now I’m no wise old sensei or golden gloves winner or nothing’, but I figured I’d offer to give the kid a few pointers… I mean if you aren’t already planning on it of course.”

“Don’t think I can hold my own?” John chuckled teasingly flexing his rather narrow arm.


“I think you’re a busy man, John. I got friends who work construction. Most of em don’t have kids. Those that do are fucking beat all the time. Even if you’re doing freelance shit I can’t imagine you’ve got the free time.”

She wasn’t wrong. Granted she wasn’t admitting that she knew full well John would get his ass beat just as easily. The otter knew it too. In his younger days he might have been a bit more insulted at the blatant attempt to coddle his ego. Now, though.? The otter pulled himself up and looked the wolverine over once, narrowing his eyes a bit. “Nothing too strenuous, right? Or too dangerous? I mean I don’t want to go looking under the hood of a free car, but…”

“Nah I get it. Like I said it’s not the kind of shit teachers usually ask. But most of the time all I do is yell like a harass and make sure a few lil snots who don’t want to get off their phones burn a bit of energy. Would be nice to actually ‘help’ a student for a change.”
John nodded and made his way past Tabs over to the front door. He pulled open the screen and poked his head in, lungs bellowing loud enough for it to echo outside. “Hey, Kid! Come on up here a sec!”

Minutes later Justin hammered up the unfinished old wooden stairs. Decked out in a Deadpool shirt, his usual jacket and a pair of pajama shorts. “You called me dad?” He muttered. The wince at the light showing he likely hadn’t been upstairs all day, never mind outside.


“Yeah, kiddo. Seems your gym teacher came all the way out here to have a lil talk with me. I think you’ll wanna be here for this.”
--------------------


“Auntie’s lil darling is very quiet today.” Tabs chuckled the words with a mocking tone. She’d taken the time to drive back home and then come back with her car. Now here she sat with ‘Justine’ in the passengers seat. The otter gurl fidgeting nervously and glancing up at her every now and then.


“C-collin’s not here?” The boy muttered as he fussed nervously with his skirt. 


“No. My little toy had actual after school things to deal with today. You could probably learn a lot from him my silly little pet.”

Justine bristled at the woman reached own and put a hand on his thighs. Her fingers curling into the soft flesh and fur. His cheeks flared, something the poor forced sissy really hated. A betrayal by his body he simply couldn’t stand. 


“Besides” Tabs muttered “after what I heard It’s probably best we hold off before doing any more joint training. No, it‘s better if you and I get some one on one time ourselves.”


“I wasn’t cheating on Hui.” The words slipped out before Justin even knew they were there. Sharp and defensive. His lower lip trembling a bit. The paw coming to rest on his head actually surprised the otter. A tender pat ad a bit of a head ruffle to ease him. Then when they hit the red light Tabs gripped his chin an tilted it to one side so she could look the boy in the eyes.


“You mean with Kathoey?” Tabs chuckled


“Of course! Collin is my best friend. I like him, but not that way. I really just…”


Tabs shhed him softly and smirked giving him a sidelong glance. “I never said anything about that did I Justine?” she smirked“

“N-no.” the otter muttered, the sudden weight of his own repressed guilt hitting him in the gut.


“You really like her, don’tcha kiddo?” Tabs chuckled. “Hui I mean.”


“Y-yeah.” Justin nodded. Then slumped and bit his lip with the correction already forming in his muzzle. “yes Auntie. I do.”

“ And I promised I’d make sure you know how to make her happy, didn’t I? Or did you think that was just an excuse to see my girls playing dirty with each other?” Tabs reached a paw down between the otters legs and gave the caged cock a few soft strokes wringing wonderful whining moans from his muzzle as ‘Justine’ slumped back into the seat.


“I confess seeing my fiery little gothy otter cumming on my Katohey was hot. I’m sure I’ll be doing it again soon enough. But that’s only going to get you so far. We need a more hands on approach.”

“You said you weren’t going to actually fuck me unless I asked for it .” Justine eyed the woman warily and scooted into the car door a bit more, nostrils flaring “A-and why did you have to come to my house anyways? I don’t think either of us want my mom and dad asking questions.”

The car went still for a long moment. Tabs gripping her fingers into the wheel. It stayed like that right up until they made their way off the overpass and on to I-94. The woman made sure they were situated and away from the less stable bits of traffic to litter the highway before turning the radio off. “That’s not what I’m talking about. This isn’t about some excuse to just fuck you. If I wanted that, Well I am sure I could have Kathoey help persuade me. I don’t’ think it’d be as hard as you want to imagine.” The words were teasing but the tone cold, colder in fact than usual. Her normally wry smile utterly vanished. “That fucker could have killed you. I don’t think you get that. It’s pretty damn clear I have a lot to teach you, Justine. This isn’t about some kinky fun and games. I talked to your dad out of respect. Because all things being equal it’s his job to make sure you know how to fuck up punks like that when they’re on your ass. But…” She railed off and sighed, her tone now turning bitter. “I’m guessing He’d just tell you to walk away. To keep your head about it and be a responsible fucking adult.”

Justin nodded softly. The small show of actual pride aside, it had been more or less exactly what his old man had told him before. What he was always told. Every time the kids picked on him too much. Every time someone was stupid enough to throw the first swing. When he was younger it was a bit easier. Kids were scared enough of him acting ‘weird’ that they usually didn’t see it coming. Maybe that’s what he figured with the asshole at the shop.


His thoughts broke when Tabs’ paw came to rest on his arm. Her smile having returned even if her eyes didn’t quite show it. “I told you I was gonna teach you. You wanna be Hui’s Master, I’ll make sure you have her groveling at your feet like she wants. You want to play her knight in shining armor, I’m going to make sure you can do it without getting your ass shot. But…” she trailed off squeezing his shoulder roughly. “But you’re gonna have to listen to what I say. Take what I teach you to heart and not go off looking to use it to fuck with her head or pick fights with any frat boy doucehbag who looks at you funny. I don’t need my little fucksleeve getting his ass stabbed in a bar two years down the line because he figured he could take what Auntie gave him and bust whatever skulls he likes. Got it?”

“yeah…” he nodded, tensing up and shaking his head softy.


“Yeah what?” Tabs growled playfully.”

“Yes Auntie” Justine muttered.

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


The nervousness was intoxicating. There was probably some kind of psychological explanation for it. Something that put into fancy words why seeing the trembling gothy gurl standing at the front end of the small tat parlor was almost on par with the sensation of forcing her cute lil bitches down for a nice hard blowjob. Not that the idea of one was off the table after all of this.


Justine tried to leave once, stopped by Tabs snagging her hoodie and dragging the sissy goth back in where the heavily tatted alligator lizard behind the counter could size them up. The girl was far closer too Justine’s age than Tabs’. Yet the confidence radiating from the punkette was worlds away from the meek otter trembling there now amid the bold checker patterns and artwork long descended from Big Daddy Roth.


“Don’t tell me you’re stuck babysitting.” The lizard laughed softly “You know we don’t really have any way to keep a kid entertained for three hours if you want something new.”

“Oh can it Roz.” Tabs spat back at thee girl “My lil niece here is the on getting the treatment today.”

“Wait what? I… I am?” Justine blinked and felt the blood drain from that blushing face fast enough to almost floor the poor teen. “M-, Auntie, you didn’t say anything about that!”

“I said you were gonna learn a few lessons today didn’t I? Get you started on the shit I should have been going over with you before? Well this is the first one.” The wolverine glanced back up at Roz and in one smooth motion slipped her credit card out of her wallet offering it to her. “Don’t worry, she’s legal. We even got hr ID in the car if you really want to check.”

“Rox probably will.” Roz muttered “Though even if she is I’m not sure how eager he’s gonna be sticking ink on someone who didn’t walk in looking for it.”

Tabs dragged Justine to one of the repurposed dentist chairs which served as a makeshift waiting room for the shop and shoved Justine gently into the red leather and chrome embrace. She tussed the girls wig and glanced back at Roz with as disarming a smile as the brash woman could muster “Well it wouldn’t be a surprise if I told her now would it? Look just let Rox know I got her out here, and don’t go too far. We may end up getting a piercing too. I’ll talk to my lil niece here about it and if she wants to back out we’ll bail.”

“Why would you even think that I’d want to get a tattoo… auntie?” He asked though gritted teeth, the forced falsetto breaking just a touch. The otter felt a bit of the rage he held subsiding with a paw reaching up to cup his cheek, stroking it gently and brushing though his wigged hair. 


“You wanna be tough, right? Want to show everyone you’re not just some weak lil pushover? Make sure the next time someone gives your girl shit they’re the one who goes down, right?” Tabs smiled knowingly. She held the confident look of a woman who knew she’d just hit the bull’s-eye and no matter how Justin tried to slip from the words, all he could do was fidget and shake his head meekly.


“Again I’m not going to force you. But think of it this way. You get the start of the ink now, and the better you get at fucking shit up and keeping your bitch in her place, the more you get. And the better.. And it’s not like you can’t get it removed if you end up some weak lil pussy house husband ten years down the line, right?”

Justine snorted at that. The feminized otter acutely giving Tabs a shove. Not too hard, but considering everything that had been doing on it was quite an impressive feat of defiance. Not that Tabs moved. The two simply sitting in silence for what seemed like hours to the boy. Her pompous knowing grin crushing any ability he may have had to protest or speak up for himself.


The rough kiss from Tabs wasn’t entirely expected. Justine winced from the pain though, a bit of discomfort from the cracked muzzle. Her strong hands pressing him roughly into the chair. Her rough paw worked over his tummy and chest, feeling him up slowly, bit by bit, a wonderfully uncomfortable sensation creeping up and down his back while she forced the poor otter to simply fidget helplessly in surrender in the chair.


The loud and over-exaggerated grumble of a woman clearing her throat broke the kiss. Tabs pulled away and looked back at the girl who had sat behind the counter. Neither woman said a word. Tabs snagged Justine by the arm and dragged ‘her’ back into the back room where a feminine lizard man covered in piercings and more than a few tattoos hunched over a large barbers chair. 


“So, you know this is gonna take more than a few sessions, right?” The man sounded annoyed. Put off, even. His slitted yellow eyes barely tracing up to Justine before gazing a hole in Tabs.


“I told you yes. Did you not read the rest of the email?” Tabs sighed. “Taking a few sessions is the whole point.”


“Yeah I read it. Sounds like a dumb idea. But I was more making sure she knows that. I don’t want to see this whole thing derailed after one session because lil miss hot topic here can’t hang when it starts to hurt.”

Tabs rolled her eyes and strolled up to the chair, giving Justine a not-so-gentle shove as she went. “you get paid either way, right? And besides if she chickens out I’m sure any number of kids will want a design like this.” The woman more chuckled the words than anything. Seeming to revel in the frustration she caused him.


“When has it ever been about money, Tabs?” Rox shook his head bitterly and pulled a small flask to his lips, stopping to check the label once before downing a hard swig of the stuff. “I wouldn’t expect you’d get artistic integrity though. Either of you, Huh princess?” His focus shifted again towards Justine. The bitter reptile darted one hand out to grab her muzzle, causing her to wince. Part of it was pain. More of it was the shock that the gangly but stooped man could even reach that far.


“We start this, kiddo. I don’t stop until the session is up, got it? Yer ‘auntie’ here is paying for the art, but you’re still my canvas. You don’t get to be a ‘client’ until the last line is drawn for the day and the gauss goes on.”

What happened next seemed to surprise the artist. Seemed to surprise Tabitha as well. Though it didn’t stop her from grinning proudly. They both watched as the otter pulled away from his paw and began to climb up on to the chair, getting herself into position and yanking up on that hoodie and shirt until they were both up around her shoulders leaving the soft brown back fur exposed. 


“You said it’s going on my back, right?” Justine spat wiggling that rump a bit to get comfy.


“Mmmm. Maybe you’re not so bad, Hot topic.” The lizard murred leaning off to one side as he got a good look at the otter sissy’s rump. “That my advance, Chief?”

“This is.” Tabs noted grabbing her already stiff bulge “and you get it when you fucking finish this first session. You draw better when you’re pent up anyways.”

Rox rolled his eyes and started to work on the outline, showing little concern for the small grunts and growls of his canvas. The 20 something licking his with the long curving tongue while he murred softly. “Ok, honey.” He growled “let’s give you a bit of an edge.”
--------------------


Justine had the oddest look in her eyes as she knelt there. The otter thumping her tail roughly on to the back ally concrete and twitching. Her paws against the wall. Her shoulders rolling as much as the fresh pain would allow. Seven hours. It had taken Seven hours for this. The first of what was apparently supposed to be a mutli-session work. One she’d have to ‘earn’ with all of Autnies lessons.


For now the gothy sissy girl took a few soft sniffs of the shaft sitting before her. Whimpering, groaning, her stomach turning more than anything at how the sensation and scent didn’t repulse her the way she wanted or hoped. Justine took the tip into her mouth and began to suck on the salty, musky essence, feeling the shaft already starting to stiffen.


“Ya know you don’t have to do this, little pet. Though I’d never be one to say no to a fluffer.” Tab’s words were undercut by a soft groan. She snarled and pushed the stiffening length in a bit more. The poor sissy winced from the jolt. Probably hurting that muzzle a bit as well. And yet she toughed it out. Tabs had to respect that.


Justine pulled back and looked up at Tabs, quirking her brow a bit and shaking her head. “It’s my ink. I’m gonna do something to help pay for it at least.” The pride in those words somehow cut though the humiliation of the act. Somehow seemed to override the savage blush on the poor girls cheeks. Justine shivering hard and giving the thick shaft an aggressive lick along its base before starting to cough ever so slightly.


The request had shocked Tabs. Hell, calling it a request was a bit too soft. It was more a demand, one that she found herself unable to refuse as the still sore sissy boy pushed her against the wall and got to work. She felt his clumsy paw stroking at her base with all the skill of some dumb teen kid who had only ever gone dry blasting with one hand before now. Watched his face twist a bit as he traced his tongue in rough little loops around the head of her huge wolverine dick.


She wasn’t going to make auntie cum. She was clear on that. Just make sure she was hard and wet for the fuck-hole tat artist back in the show. And his sister, Though Justine probably didn’t know that.


Tabs pulled her toy in a bit closer, careful not to shift in any way that might cause undue pain. Though she did tug now and then at his scruff whenever she started to feel teeth. The woman relaxed and reveled in the attention, letting Justine do most of the work while correcting only enough that, at least in her mind, it would make sure the bitch gurl knew who was the boss. Never letting the gothy thing get too much control of the situation.


Judging by Justine’s cheeks at least, the effort was having the desired effect.


The warm wet hole finally pulled back just as some pre dribbled out from that shaft. Justine winced and looked away bashfully only sparing a passing glance up at Tabs. Anger roiling in the otter’s face at the realization of just how not-horrible the whole thing felt. Not just physically, but mentally as well.


“Just wait, dearie. One day it might be your little stripy fuck-socket down on her knees in some dark alleyway for you… and I doubt you’ll be as gentle on her as I was on you, will you?”

Justine shook her head, then nodded, then looked away again in a huff. Grumbling loudly and bristling while her ‘auntie’ hauled the otter bitch on to her feet and spun her around without a word of warning, pulling the hoodie up over her shoulders once more.


“H-hey, what are you doing?” Justine yelped


“Oh calm down. It’s not like I can smudge it or anything can I?” Tabs sighed. She pulled gently at the gauss a moment and got enough up to catch a sight of the fresh ink in the waning sunlight. Raven wings. Beautiful, detailed, angelic raven wings, wrapped in chains on the boys back, wrapped in a set of exquisitely detailed silver chains. At the moment the image was still fresh and new. The start of some grand design Rox had planned. Still probably a bit more feminine than the boy would like, though the ‘girl’ Justine would probably adore it, if she were a real thing.


“I really hope you’re appreciative of Auntie’s gift, sweetie.” Tabs chuckled. “Though you do realize that you’re going to have to keep it hidden for a while. I mean, if you don’t want to come up with some kind of fucked up explanation for all of this.”

“W-what?” Justine blinked. The question punctuated by a yelp as the bandaging was put back in place. “Y-you never said anything about that.”

“And you never asked.” Tabs noted “Nor did you really stop when marching up there to prove your little ego by getting in the chair. I like that kinda thing. It takes balls. But you wanna be head strong like Auntie then you gotta learn to accept the consequences, and if not then you better learn to take some fucking responsibility, right?”


Tabs smiled wide. She was proud of herself. Damn proud. Genius was a word that she could use, and probably should. Though Helga and the other girls would be too proud to admit it.


She spun Justine back around and gripped her muzzle careful not to grab the spot that had been injured. “From now on, you got a mark. You have something to let the world know who the fuck you are, and the tougher you get the more you’ll have to show off. It’s like those Yakuza guys, right?” Justine’s muzzle opened and Tabs put a finger to it, cutting the retort off. “You wanna be a badass? This is your first lesson. You either learn to think about shit before it goes down, in this case figure out how to hide that pretty new ink. Or you learn to man up and deal with it when shit goes down. That right there is some serious Mr. Miagi shit, right?”

Justine didn’t look impressed. If anything she looked like she was about to take a swing right at Tabs’ face.


He could have, of course. She certainly wasn’t going to stop him. Nor was she going to fight back. Her fiery little goth gurl was too cute when she went from brooding to angry. Instead Tabs smooched her good little niece on the forehead and tussled that mop of purple wighair before stating back around to the front of the shop, just barely managing to pull her package back into her pants.


“Soon as that heals, along with your ‘other’ gift.” Tabs chuckled. The words made Justine grab at her crotch. Once again aware of the fresh prince Albert at the tip of ‘her’ shaft “Then we can start actually teaching you how to wreck someone’s shit. And how to make your little toy beg. Just think, if a big strong dom boi like you is getting all turned on being my bitch, how much hotter will it be when you can do that to your bitch?”

She left the thought lingering in the air as she went back into the parlor. The woman more than content with herself after a good honest day of being a real teacher for a change.

