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Sick leave. Two days of therapy a week. The constant threat now looming over her of being institutionalized. Tabs probably should have been a nervous wreck. Probably, but she wasn’t.


In truth a lot of that came down to exhaustion. Sure, she could moralize or start chucking around blame. It would be easy as hell to blame Dixon for everything wrong in Tabs’ life right now. She was the one leading the little witch hunt. She was the one who pegged Tabs as some kind of sex offender just based on what was in her pants. She was the one who made it so Tabs had to worry every waking moment about the cops busting in and dragging her off.


But no. Tabs deserved it. If she had the balls, she’d turn herself in and be done with it. If she hated herself as much as she should, she’d have done the right thing months ago after her stupid horny brain decided to take advantage of a situation she absolutely shouldn’t have.


She was a coward. No matter what excuse she might make to herself or her friends in the moment that was what it boiled down to. She was terrified of facing consequences. Otherwise she would have told about all the other shit she’d done. All the shit she’d gotten away with. She’d actually take the punishment she deserves instead of… of what? What was she even doing anymore?


The phone blinked. Tabs pushed a grey-furred paw out and grabbed hold of the battered little device. It took longer than she liked for her eyes to adjust. A few flicks of the screen bringing up the messenger. Helga telling her to come into the living room.


“Fuck.” Tabs sighed. “I thought she was done with this.”

The soon-to-be-former teacher hauled herself out of bed with a considerable degree of difficulty. Annoying, especially considering that she could not even blame a hangover this time. Stone cold sober and able to fully see the hole she’d dug for herself. It was a special kind of shitty feeling.


“You look like shit.”

They were the first words out of Helga’s mouth. True, but also grating as hell. Tabs hadn’t bothered to shower. Her hair was a matted mess. She wore little more than the same tee shirt she’d kept on for the past several days and a ratty pair of pajama pants which probably needed to be thrown out. It looked like shit, and she didn’t care. Helga might care, though. But fuck it.


“Gonna try to make me go outside again?” Tabs muttered as she dragged herself from her hallway and leaned on the frame between it and the living room proper. “If you wanna take me out to get some real food or some shit, I already made plans for tonight. Got my pizza coupons and everything.” It was meant to be a joke. It didn’t end up that way. Tabs sighed bitterly at her own stupid brain for letting that past any filters. 


The wolverine made it about a half dozen steps into her living room, and then froze. Rebecca was there. The cute little pit bull perched on the edge of the couch. She looked concerned in the way only someone with a good heart and no clue about another persons sins really could. Beside her was the vole. The little fake punk girl. She at least seemed properly pissed off. It made sense. Tabs had been quite a bitch to her last time. She’d let slip more than a few things she was sure Helga wanted to keep secret.


That wasn’t what had her scared, though. Tabs’ eyes fell on the fourth figure to invade her home. A familiar red-haired badger girl slumped in Helga’s recliner. Her eyes searing holes of blinding blue-green flame into the damned gym teacher. She knew.


“What the fuck is she doing here?” Tabs barked as she twisted herself towards Helga


“She has a right to be here for this.” Helga muttered


“Like hell she does. You wanna get yourself and your girls arrested too or something?”

Helga lifted a hand to calm her friend down. The dark haired biker loosed a small boar-like grunt. Not loud, not even particularly menacing. But it hit just the right frequency to shut Tabs up.


“Nobody is going anywhere.” Helga’s tone stern and factual “But at this point we can’t let this shit stand anymore. Not without addressing it. We’re here for an intervention.”

Tabs was barely able to stumble her way into the room. She slumped down in the love seat next to the couch. The cheap old thing creaking and screaming under the strain. “Ya already got me into therapy.” She sighed “Isn’t that enough? If you wanted me to turn myself in you shoulda just let me do it at the start. Or, you know.”

“Do I have to drag your ass in to the doc for the self harm shit?” Helga sighed. She wasn’t being flippant. But she was tired. Very tired. It showed. She glanced at her little vole pet and Helga’s eyes turned to gaze at the two college-age girls sitting there. The hate clear on Amethysts face. Raw, oozing, bitter contempt.


“So I should start then?” Amethyst sighed and leaned back, glaring at Tabs as she tried to steady her breath. “I met your ‘pet’ before. Or one of them. Mama filled me in on some things. Honestly I was a bit pissed she didn’t tell me sooner. But I guess none of us were looking to put the pieces together before now.” Amy leaned in, her fists balled up in her lap. The little punk vole scowling as she twitched one of her pierced ears. “I don’t have a fuck ton to say about it because I’m not that much older. But some little red panda comes waltzing in to my work out of nowhere and takes up my whole break trying to chat like we know each other because we’re ‘cousin slaves’ or something. Didn’t know when to shut up. For all I know almost got me fired. I knew he, she, they, were yours. That much was made clear. But unless I blanked on it, pretty sure the fact that you were this poor kids teacher never came up.”

“Yeah.” Tabs sighed “I don’t know why it would. I don’t know why the lil runt would go around spouting off about that in the first place. She never really seemed to see it as the fucked up blackmail it was.”

“You just come out and admit it like that?” The voice was the only one tabs really dreaded hearing. Becky Parker pulled herself up, only for Helga’s pit bull girl to push her back gently into her seat. If the others saw her with contempt, then Becky was looking at her teacher with pure undiluted rage. A hate the wolverine felt even more deeply than her own self loathing.


“Is that why you were trying to push us together? Were you making some kinda weird play for me, too? Are you the one who showed Collin all those fucked up, those weird comics?” Becky winced and shook her head. There was a bit of a blush as she said that last part. The badger digging her fingers into the recliner until it left furrows. “I’ve known Collin most of my life. He’s never been the strongest, or the toughest, or the most confident. But at the very least I figured people would see that and nobody would take advantage.”

“Yeah, well. That’s life kid.” Tabs sighed. “People are shit.”

“Damn right you’re shit!” The teen barked “So what was it? Take some naked photos of him and use em to make him do worse things? Oh, or maybe you threatened to make up some story, like him spying in the girls room. Knowing how scared he is of his parents you could probably use that to get him to do anything.”

“He brought porn to school.” Tabs noted


“Bullshit.” Becky barked “He’s not dumb enough to do that. I don’t think he even looked at porn before all this crazy kinky stuff happened!”

“Ok, calm down.” Helga cut in, raising a hand “I said you could come if you kept your cool. We need to figure all this out, not just lay into the woman.”

Whatever they’d planned, assuming the four of them had planned anything, it was clear Becky had jumped the gun. Tabs could have told them that’d happen. For as laid back and aloof as she tried to play it, the kid was hands down the most volatile student that the wolverine could recall having. Probably would have caused some injuries if she gave a fuck about sports.


The thing about Helga was always her control. She was the leader for a reason, and even now the gathered girls took her words to heart. Admittedly the only wild card there was Parker. Everyone else head learned long ago to heed the pig’s words. 


“Ok. So. Here’s how this will go down.” Helga sighed “To start with, I’m going to ask some questions. We’re going to figure out just how fucked you really are. I think it’s time we got this all out in the open.”

 “So.” The wolverine sighed as she looked over the small collection of furs now all laser focused on her. “I guess I should start by telling everyone just what happened then? Make sure you’re all on the same page?”

“Wouldn’t hurt.” Becky snarled. Her anger quickly checked by a stern glance from Helga.


The tone somehow made this all sting that much more for Tabs. She leaned back in her chair and ran a hand though the twisted birds nest of hair on her head. Her fingers almost instantly caught knots, and she winced in pain as her stupid brain continued to push long after it was clear she wasn’t fixing this without a visit to the hair salon.


“To start.” the wolverine muttered “I wasn’t lying about the porn. Caught Ka- Caught Collin with it. Apparently he’d borrowed it from Justin.” The clunky start felt somehow small when compared to what she was outlining. She took a breath and let the words flow out mechanically. “It was really fucked up. A Doujin I think they’re called. The porn manga books? Anyways, I should have just told the staff. But I didn’t want to, no. I wasn’t being responsible. Yeah I knew this would fuck them up. Plus I was pissed off that the two lil dorks were skipping my class all the damn time. I want to say I was just looking to scare them. Have some fun, fuck shit up. Maybe if someone made them do something humiliating they’d knock that shit off.”

“So my cousin, on top of my… on top of Collin.” Becky didn’t let it slip, but Tabs knew what she was going to say. ‘Boyfriend’. Or maybe girlfriend.


Tabs nodded. Even if the implication put a dagger though her heart. It was at least a dagger she deserved to feel. Something somehow justified. The first bit of penance for the hell she’d caused that actually stuck. She hated it. But she needed it.


“Yeah. I want to say I was just playing with them. At first I kinda was. But I was horny. Lonely. Tired. I haven’t tried anything in a long ass time. I mean, I went to strip clubs now and then. Even called a hooker once or twice. Expensive and boring. Couldn’t have given less of a shit about any of it. Felt like when the waitress is nice to you because that’s how she gets her tips, except the only thing you get is your rocks off and I could do that at home myself for free. And I mean, I had em over a barrel. I could do what I wanted. It felt fucking great.”

Becky’s ire only grew. So did that of the two college girls. Tabs didn’t even dare look at Helga. She’d gone over parts of this before with the pig. To say that her road-sister didn’t approve would be putting it lightly. Why hadn’t Helga just beat the shit out of Tabs and told her to knock it off before now? Only now when she was utterly fucked did her big sister come in to beat her ass and make her do the right thing. Just thinking about it had Tabs feeling dizzy. 


“So you turned them into a couple of sissies whenever you got horny. Because you knew if they tried to fight you it would fuck them up with their parents and maybe get Justin kicked out of school.” Becky sighed


“That’s pretty fucked up.” Amethyst added “Couldn’t you just go after someone your own age?”

“Couldn’t you?” Tabs hated herself even as she said it, wincing and lowering her head “Sorry.”

Helga snarled and shifted. It likely took all she had to keep from belting the wolverine at this point. Tabs cast her eyes towards the pig nervously and then back down at the floor. “I don’t know why I’m like this.” Tabs finally sighed.


Amethyst glowered, then looked at Rebecca for a moment “So at some point you moved on to having sex with those two, from what I understand. That’s certainly what the panda boy was implying. But apparently a hooker isn’t good enough because it’s not ‘emotional’. Which I guess lends the question. How did you end up fucking my girl?”

“Mistress, please.” Rebecca whimpered. The pitbull had been quiet up to this point. Even now her voice was nervous and cracking. For such a strong girl, and a former fighter, it was odd how quickly she tried to shrink away from that little encounter.


“Nah, she’s got a point.” Tabs smiled bitterly at the girl. “Honestly it was a big shock to me, too. First time I’ve been with a girl in ages. Ever since we left the road I just mainly stuck to boys. Cute boys, mind you. But the one or two times I tried dating it was with a boy.”

“But with Rebecca it was different?” Amy gripped the canine’s paw possessively “What, you think you’re actually getting feelings for my girlfriend? One of my girlfriends?” Amethyst quickly corrected herself.


The question actually drew Tabs’ eyes to Helga. The pig sat there like some bad barbarian queen pastiche from an 80s movie. Her sour face and looming posture made it feel like she’d spring out and belt Tabs in the face if she said the wrong thing at any point. Part of that was imagined, naturally. But only part. “You know why it’s hard for me, right?” She asked before casting her eyes towards Amethyst. “The thing is… she’s family. Kinda. She’s not just someone there doing some kind of job. I can, I don’t know. She’s more of a ‘person in my life’ if that makes a damn bit of sense. Even if she’s not mine. She’s more ‘real’. I mean, I know every one of those hookers and strip club boys had a real life. But that’s kinda it. It was an act. They were putting on a show to get paid. It just never did shit for me. I’m not trying to steal Rebecca from ya. I couldn’t. We all know that. But she’s way more ‘real’ to me even if I only barely know you two at this point. You’re still ‘in my life’ even if it’s just on the border of it. Fuck, this doesn’t make a damn bit of sense, does it?”

“No.” Amy snapped “It doesn’t. But honestly I don’t think I’d mind so much if I didn’t know you were a rapist.”

There it was. Just flopped out there for the whole world to see. Naked and shivering in the light. Someone else finally said it. No psycho mumbo jumbo. No stepping around it to avoid jail. No… whatever the fuck Helga had started doing ever since Tabs’ breakdown. She nodded somberly to the vole and bit her lip, letting the twenty-something lay into her.


She didn’t. They all fell quiet for a long while instead. A horrible, empty silence that only made the room feel that much more hostile. 


It was Becky who finally spoke up. The badger pulling herself to standing and walking over to the teacher. It wasn’t physically intimidating, not that she imagined that was what the girl was actively going for. But there was something deep and righteously hateful in the way her student looked at her. Something that shook Tabs to her core.


“So why did you start coming to our game sessions?” Becky shrugged it off when Helga tried to reach over and pull her back a bit. The defiant little short stack stood there. Her hair hanging like flames around her face. “You said you haven’t fucked a girl besides Rebecca. So that means you’ve kept your hands off Hui. So was I next then? Is that why you kept trying to push me and Collin?”

“That’s not it at all” Tabs snapped “I was trying to get him off of me.”

“What?” Becky blinked. “Why?”

“Because I know this shit is wrong, ok?” the wolverine pulled herself up, looking Becky square in the eye. Even towering over her as she did, the wolverine felt pathetically small. “Look, it’s stupid. My new therapist keeps giving me shit about how I missed out on a childhood and all the abuse I went though and how I’m looking for some way to get that feeling again and get a ‘do over’ and all this shit that’s clearly supposed to make me feel better. But you know what? I’m horrible. I’m a fucking monster. It took me a few times enjoying myself to realize it, and a few more times to realize a big ol part of me didn’t care. I tried to tell myself I could teach Justin how to Dom, but I don’t know jack shit about that so I’ve been asking people I know like Helga for advice. I tried to push Kathoey off on you because you’re his age and you’re better for him. Which you clearly are because you’re here now giving me shit. But every time I’m with him I feel… I feel almost ok.” SHe sobbed.  


Becky nearly stumbled back upon hearing that. The poor girl almost falling over, stopped only by Rebecca quickly leaning in to steady her. “So what? You feel bad because your childhood was fucked up. So it’s ok to try and take theirs from them? And then… what? The job you got Justin? Trying to get him to stop beating everyone up if they piss him off. Was that just, like, your way of trying to fix it?” Becky snapped. “Or do you think that helping push your sloppy seconds on to me is ok because that just means now you’ve played matchmaker and so all is forgiven? My god. If Hui knew what you were doing”

“She knows.” Tabs sighed.


Becky stopped dead in her tracks. Yet another revelation stunning her into silence.


“Yeah.” Tabs sighed Justin told her during the blizzard. She made me promise a bunch of things. I was supposed to ‘keep teaching Justin’ if I was going to do anything and, well honestly she was really bad at it. It was more her letting me know that if I fucked around too much she’d go to the school staff. By then though, well, I’d already figured out this shit was bad. Right after Christmas, actually. Poor lil Kathoey kinda lost it and broke into my house. I swear if I’d been a lil bit more loaded or tired I might have shot her.”

There was a slap. Then another. Blows rained down, slaps turning quickly to punches. Soon Amethyst and Rebecca were pulling the girl back. Becky screaming and growling though clenched teeth. Her eyes wide with flickering fury.


Tabs watched helplessly as the girl was pulled down and sat on the couch. Somewhere the wolverine was dimly aware of her ears ringing and the painful start of a swell in her muzzle. A distant pain which she was utterly detached from. The woman smiled in spite of herself. Tears already streaming down her face.


“You can’t have him.” Becky snapped. “He’s mine. You don’t deserve him.”

“You’re right.” Tabs nodded “I don’t”

There was a long pause. Everyone gathered simply looked at Tabs, and Tabs kept her eyes on the floor. She didn’t dare to really meet anyone’s gaze. Especially not Becky’s. Not like this.


“So, kid. Gonna turn me in?” The wolverine finally sighed.


Becky had calmed down by that point. She glared for a long moment, then shook her head. “I should. I want to. You deserve it. But… but that’d just fuck Collin up more. You’ve left me a broken boy and I have to help him, her, figure this shit out. If you go away, he’ll blame himself. You’ve already hurt him enough.”

It was like the girl had ripped the thoughts right out of Tabatha’s brain. The disheveled teacher smiled wearily and gave a small nod


“My friends and I are going back to doing our normal game night. You can’t come. If Collin wants to talk to you that’s one thing. I can’t stop him. But if you try to hurt him again, I’ll pull the god damn trigger.” Becky barely blurted the statement out before pulling herself up, dashing off out of the room. Rebecca pulled herself up quickly and went along behind her, leaving Amethyst and Helga with Tabs.


“How are you so god damn lucky?” Amy spat as she glared at Tabs.


Tabs herself just slumped and shook her head. She didn’t know. It felt wrong to even call it lucky. It felt more like her heart was ripped out. It was what she’d wanted. Well, no. It was what she knew needed to happen. But god damn it she couldn’t take this pain. She just wanted to have one of those attacks like on TV where the whole world went wonky and she passed out. The sullen woman cast her eyes at Helga as she always did. Hoping against hope that her only real family could somehow make it ok.


The haunted look on the pig’s face didn’t fill her with much hope.


“She’s got every right to be mad.” Helga muttered “I don’t know how you’re going to get out of this one.”

“I’m not.” Tabs muttered “Just get though it. I guess. God damn it. How am I going to explain all of this in therapy?”

