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By TerraMGP


She hadn’t texted back. Why hadn’t she texted back?


Christmas had been a bit crazy this year. First was all the fuss on Christmas eve. They had their usual family dinner. Mom had him play a few hymns along with Hui as she did every year. Then came the call. Justin’s cousin had given birth. Baby girl. Jerboa. 8lbs, 6 oz. Born 11:23PM on December 23rd. ‘Siobhan Tootega Lockhart’. 


Collin naturally only knew any of this because Hui wouldn’t shut up on the phone about it.


So as a result Hui had also gotten to open her Christmas gift early. Why? Because it was a new sewing machine. A Viking. That too was something Collin only knew because Hui wouldn’t shut up about it. Though the name was a bit metal. And to be fair the thing had a touch screen. Which was probably cool.


She got to open the gift early because Hui had apparently decided she was going to make ‘Tootie’ a stuffie and their parents figured it was as good a time as any to offer up the gift. It was a nice idea. It also meant a good deal of Christmas eve was spent trying to ignore the sounds of a blaring sewing machine with far more power than the one Hui used to use.


Christmas day included the usual call to the family back in China. That meant nobody could go to bed until one. Jilin was on the other side of the world, after all. Literally the other side. A full twelve hour difference that required Collin to sleepily muddle though Mandarin his brain wasn’t registering and answer a bunch of questions with whatever he figured would be ‘expected’ by relatives he hardly ever saw and frankly didn’t care about all that much.


After that was presents, and then church, and lunch. At some point Justin came over to give Hui her gift and the two played the part of a lovey-dovey lovesick couple. Justin got a replica of the Fenrir Keyblade from Hui, along with a thumb drive Collin was sure his parents failed to see her slip him in his pocket. Justin gave her a hoodie that looked like it was inspired by white mage robes that he‘d apparently gotten off of the net and one of those candy sampler boxes boys used to give girls in the old movies. Or cartoons. Or whatever it was.


None of that should bug him. Nor should the rather banal gifts their parents got him. 


Disney stock.


He couldn’t touch it until he was twenty five. It wasn’t that many shares. It was a big gift though. Objectively speaking. A sign from his parents. Some shit about how he was an adult now. How they wanted a happy and prosperous life for him. The wah was sure that his mom would break out some passage or another about ‘putting away childish things’. Dad, meanwhile, had slipped him a twenty and told him to buy something fun from the game shop.


And that was it. Confirmation of one serious truth. Collin’s parents didn’t know a god damn thing about him.


It wasn’t quite clear why that bugged the boy so much. It wasn’t like he could just bust Kathoey out and they’d be happy about it. They clearly knew he and Hui both liked gaming. Though truth be told even that was feeling a bit boring lately. Well, except for the sessions with Mistress. Everything felt better with Mistress.


And yet she hadn’t bothered to text him back. He kept looking at his computer and waiting for Telegram to send him back a message. Hell, he waited for her to be online. “Merry Christmas, Mistress”. The text had been sent days ago now. Technically on the twenty third. He wanted to wait until Christmas, then Christmas eve. Finally he broke, and now he was sitting there waiting for a reply.


“Doing ok, son?”

The voice startled him. Collin glancing up to see his father standing over the teen with a mug of cocoa. He set it down on the end table and leaned over to see what Collin was doing. He thankfully did this only after the wah had quick tabbed out of the telegram box and back to whatever game he’d fired up last to try and distract himself.


“Yeah, I’m fine dad.” Collin muttered


“Ya winning?” The older red panda beamed as he asked. The pride grating on Collin worse than any shame could. It was that feigned, false interest. The curiosity over something the older man neither understood nor cared about. Lucky little Justin was probably at his house now fixing his car with ‘his’ dad.


Collin shook the thought off and glanced back down to his screen, shaking his head a bit “Game’s hanging. Probably need to crash it and-” he was cut off by a blaring cacophony of music and the sudden shimmer of light from a stuttering character creation screen. It was that ‘Baldur’s gate’ game thing. One of the games he’d gotten on sale with the gift card his auntie had emailed him. For some reason Collin’s mid struggled to absorb this fact. Panic welling as he tries to prepare for the countless questions his father would doubtlessly ask him. For a way to avoid being caught in the lie.


Never mind that his father knew nothing of video games. Or D&D. Or again, anything Collin gave a fuck about.


“That looks like a big strong warrior, Chen. I’m sure you’ll kill a lot of bad guys with him.” The words oozing more of the paper thin condescension and parental unearned praise that Collin had come to expect. He then watched as father stepped over without a single question and offered one of the mugs to Hui. Naturally she was only too quick to put down her current project and take a nice big sip, wincing from the heat of the drink.


“Careful. Mama just made that.” The old wah snickered. “How is the doll coming along, Hui?”

“Almost done!” She chimed back, showing off a bundle of empty cloth without any stuffing to give it shape. Big sparkly violet googly eyes perched on what one might assume to be its face.


“I’m glad.” Their father nodded his approval. “When Mr. Lawrence told me he’d sell me his Mama’s old machine after he got her a new one, I was worried it might not be as good as the one you have now. You can thank your mama. She did the research. I know it’s used but I hope it still works ok.”

“Works great!” Hui chirped “Though I don’t think this is the best test of what it can do. Still, Some day I’ll get to tell Tootie that auntie Hui made her that plushie as the first project on her favorite machine!”

“Auntie? Isn’t she Justin’s cousin?”

From there Collin quickly tuned out as the two entered a linguistic discussion he really could not have cared less about. The fact that it quickly shifted to Mandarin only further incentives him to slip on his headphones to ignore the inevitable rise in volume and excitement.


Character creation had gotten about as far as getting the figure to look a bit red-panda esque and sifting though the race and class options to see how stifled he’d be compared to a proper tabletop session. At that point Collin felt a sharp tap on his shoulder and looked up to his father who was gesturing at him rather frantically. “Yeah?” he muttered


“Chen. I almost forgot. Your friend is at the door.”

“Justin?” Collin sighed. “Don’t you mean he’s here for Hui?”

“No, not Justin. Your ‘other’ friend.” The words coming with a rather coy smile that really didn’t fit the normally straight forward man.


Collin was about to ask which other friend, given that he really didn’t have any. But god only knew that quagmire likely had no bottom. Instead he pulled himself up from the couch and trudged up the stairs, laptop and all. Obviously Mistress wasn’t the one who’d show up. Even his deepest hopes couldn’t possibly accept that possibility. It would be a nice Christmas Miracle. Miracles didn’t happen, though. Christmas or otherwise.


Collin winced as he opened the door and was greeted with the raw sheen of sunlight on snow beaming into his face. He focused in on the small strip of grey cement that was mostly shoveled, and on the figure standing at the other side of the door. The scruffy red-haired badger girl looked uncharacteristically nervous. Her thick brown wool coat and striped scarf both cut though the agonizing white of the snow. Unfortunately it only seemed to make her stand out more. The figure standing before Collin blushing a bit, digging her foot into the cement step, looking absolutely out of place as she startled up and gazed at him when he opened the front door.


“Hey.” Collin muttered.


“Hi!” Becky chirped. Clearing her throat she shook her head and smiled again “Uh, hi.”

“I think Dad messed up. I can get Hui.” the boy mumbled.


Becky shook her head quickly and whined ‘I, no. I mean, I don’t’ mind hanging with her later. But no he got it right. I asked him if he could get you.”

What little energy Collin had started to deflate from him at that point. He sighed, nodded, and then looked around either side of Becky as if expecting someone else to show up. He wasn’t quite sure why he did that. Just that the sight of the girl before him felt… wrong… somehow.


“So what’s up? I was kinda gonna go back to my room and maybe take a nap.” Collin grumbled. “This have something to do with the baby?”

“The baby?” Becky blinked. The wheels turned in her head a few moments before she perked up “Wait, Did Ryan have the baby?”

“I think his wife had the baby.” Collin sighed, rolling his eyes. “Also it’s pretty f- pretty messed up that I know first.” The F bomb caught right before he could say it. Another small edge of tension that the boy didn’t need. He glanced back to see if his mother had somehow manifested behind him. The looming aura of puritanical wrath that seethed along his back quickly dissipating when he realized she was not there.


Becky shook her head and offered up a rather noncommittal smile. “Mom’s probably just not as much in the loop. It’s ok. I’m glad for them. But no, I was kinda wondering if maybe you could talk a minute?”

“Uh, Yeah.” Collin blinked ‘That’s what we’re doing. Right?”

Becky shook her head and sighed “no, ‘talk’ talk. Like… walk and talk? You know?”

He did know. God how Collin wished that he didn’t. The boy simply rolled his eyes and sighed. “Fine. I’ll get my coat.”
--------------------


Collin had almost just gone out in his coat and Pjs. Mom hadn’t let him. He was kind of glad for that now. Changing was a pain, but even a few minutes outside was chilling the poor boy and there was no way he’d have made it in thin flannel.


The two teens crunched along in the snow. Becky half-leading as they made their way down the ridge and into the woods. Collin instantly wanted to protest but thought better of it. Something was up. Something important enough for the stoic little pain-in-the-ass badger to show up at his doorstep.


If nothing else it would keep his mind off of shit for a while.


“Any reason we need to be out here for you to tell me whatever it is you’re telling me?” Collin muttered bitterly. Already his fluffy tail was tipped with snowy powder and small bits of dead branches that broke off amid the chilled woodland floor.


“You’ll see.” Becky grunted. “Besides. It’s pretty out. Right?”

“Maybe if you’re some northern barbarian.” The wah grumbled though gritted teeth. It occurred to him he could make some claim about things being warmer ‘back in China’. There was no way Becky had even heard of Jilin, let alone looked it up on a map. He had to stop himself from loosing the frankly petty insult. He was better than that.


Ok, he wasn’t. But he was too cold to enjoy being that petty.


Every once in a while Collin would check his phone. At first it was to see if Mistress had texted back. After that, it was simply to see how long this was taking. It had almost hit the twenty minute mark when Becky stopped, looking up and looking around in confusion.


“Ok, I give up. Where’s the tree fort?”

Collin blinked and held up a finger in the direction of the old structure. Ruefully wincing as Becky grabbed him by the wrist and dragged him back a good half way along the path they’d walked.


Becky led them under the old oak that propped up the fort and stood there with a massive, dopey grin on her face. It was a horrifying sight. Far too close to something Justin may have worn. All of the sudden Collin’s stomach churned and clutched as he remembered the date she’d taken ‘Kathy’ on. How could he forget?


Because he was fixated on Mistress, that was how. Because some odd, random date that meant fuck all and felt like Mistress trying to ‘throw’ people off the scent of their relationship didn’t really resonate.


Suddenly the chill in the air around them was much more acute.


“Collin.” Becky sighed “I wanted to give you your Christmas gift. I know you didn’t get me anything. That’s ok. I didn’t expect you to. But, well. That was my first date. And I really wanted to do… something? I donno. Just… here.”

He wanted to scream. His eyes went saucer-wide at the small, cheap box the badger produced from her coat pocket. She held it out in that annoying, grating, stereotypical way some girl would in an anime with a love confession. The kind of shit Hui would do to Justin. Jesus, Hui was probably in on this. Dirty little brat that she was.


Collin took the package in both hands and looked it over slowly. He turned to Becky. Her red knit wool cap pressed down over the mop of fiery hair. She was nervous? Thrilled? Who could tell. God only knew what she thought he would like. Odds were good it was some DVD. Though since it wasn’t big enough for a DVD case, probably something she burned herself.


“It’s a gift for you, and for ‘Kathy’.” Becky said with a growl. It was confusing. So unlike the stoic, stick-up-her-ass girl he was so used to seeing hanging around Hui. As was the way she stepped towards him. Eyes expectant. Her presence… Collin winced as he realized that this was her trying to be Dominant.


Blush flared under his cheek fur. His heart thudded. The whole thing beyond confusing. His body trembling and now it wasn’t from the cold. Soon he was backed up against the tree. His head swimming. His mind raced for anything he could say while he fumbled dumbly at words. The poor boy even found that he was biting his lip at one point, though god only knew why or how that had happened.


“For… Kathy?” he mouthed the words, looking down again at the box.


“Open it.” She commanded. It was clunky, and awkward. It sure as hell wasn’t what a real dom sounded like as far as Collin was concerned. But it was a command. It was an effort.


Indeed, Collin found himself looking down at the box as he pulled open the simple ribbon. The box opened. The world… stopped? Collin wondered. The whole world seemed to space out for a long moment. Everything vanished as he narrowed in on the object. A collar. A ‘real’ Collar. Not just some shit from a pet store. Hand stitched and heavy leather. It looked like something in one of those BDSM videos.


“I’ve been doing my research.” Becky chirped. Merry Christmas


Then came the kiss. Cheap, cola-flavored lip gloss and half a pack of mint gum. An awkward tongue that had clearly never kissed another fur before. The shorter girl pushed up forcefully. In balance her stocky nature probably meant she weighed about as much as Collin, and as a result she pinned him to the rough oak bark effectively enough.


For a moment the wah found himself swooning. His tongue limply returned the kiss a bit. His leg curled on instinct and tail thudded and curled against the tree trunk. His eyes didn’t shut. His chest pushed out and heaved in ice cold air. He felt her clumsy fumbling and instinctively returned it with the practice of one who’d spent quite a bit of time with the fundamentals drilled into them.


It was worlds different from Mistress. Worlds different from anything the boy had felt before. The tightness curling inside of him until it felt like the tension would crush him into a black hole. The object clutched to his chest like a book.


The kiss broke. Collin wasn’t sure if he’d broken it or not. Nor did He care.


He ran. The wah thudding his way back down towards his house, leaving the badger girl standing alone in the snow. The box with the collar still clutched to his chest.

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


One of the shitty things about having Adventist parents, or at least devout Adventist parents, was the lack of booze.


Collin had never considered drinking before. It seemed pointless, and horrifying. The idea of being so out-of-your-mind and out of control? Crossing a line after which you’d have no say in what you said or did? It was a good way to die, or to make your life so bad you could never recover from it.


Kathoey though? She didn’t give a fuck.


Kathoey would have loved to punctuate this with a nice big swig out of dads liquor closet. Grab a bottle of gin or rum or whatever a ‘tough girl’ would drink and just chug it until she was ready. Blow off the limiters like a gundam and go full force at this.


Instead there was a pit of nervous Collin in her gut as she marched her way through the snow and the cold in the starless grey night.


The trip though the woods was one she knew well by now. The porch lights easily evaded. The old half-windows leading in to the basement were a bit of a problem. Fortunately they were the same as the ones on her own house. A pocket knife and a bit of wiggling let her get to the latch with little effort. 


The wah cursed herself a bit when she heard herself mutter ‘little click out of two. Three is binding’. She was a tough girl, and too pissed for that.


The descent into the basement wasn’t quick. It wasn’t graceful. The barbell set wasn’t expected. Her stomach tensed as her foot bumped it, nearly taking the whole rack down. That probably would have been all kinds of painful if she was tangled up in the middle of it.


She strained her way around the side, twisted and turned, then half-hopped herself in, only to finally get her footing far enough away from any weights to be sure she wouldn’t be hurt.


Then there was a thud. A loud metallic click, and the flash of the lights hitting her eyes.


“Jesus fucking Christ.” Tabatha’s voice groggy and more than a bit addled by booze.


“Mistress!” Kathoey yelped. The wah turned around and nearly pissed herself. There stood the wolverine. The powerful woman topless. Groggy and with unkempt hair. In her hand was a massive pistol. Only now did Kathoey realize what the sound was. Her heart falling in her chest as she saw the woman lowering it and putting on the safety.


“What the fuck are you doing? Shut that window. Get in here!” The words were a hoarse whisper. It was hard to tell if it was more from fear of the neighbors hearing or just Tabs being drunk. Assuming she was drunk.


Most of the time Katheoy would comply without a moments hesitation. This time she stared for far too long at the gun. Her whole body quivering as she slowly paced her way around the weights. Her tail knocking into them and making her jump. Still she hurried to the woman’s side and began to kneel. That stopped when she grabbed hold of the wah’s headfur and hoisted her up.


“None of that. No. None of that shit.” Tabs snarled “What the hell are you doing busting into my house. At one AM? Do you realize I could have shot you?”

“I, Uh, I didn’t know you had a gun, Mistress?” Katheoy muttered dryly


“Just answer the question. Why are you breaking in?”

“I wanted to surprise you!” She yelped “Y-you know, For Christmas? I thought you might be lonely and… Surprise you. You know? S-spend Christmas with my Mistress? Well, almost-Christmas.”

Tabs grunted and let go of the young fur. She slumped back on the stairs and narrowed her eyes. “Do you realize how bad you just fucked up?” She grumbled “What happens if someone sees you pulling this shit? No. Fuck that. What happens if I shoot you for breaking I here? Because that almost happened. You think I want that kind of ‘surprise’? Think I want to tell the cops why I put a .45 slug in your ass?”

“I… was just trying to do something nice.” Kathoey bit back though the tears. “I was worried. You didn’t text back.”

“Oh, fuck me.” the wolverine grumbled. “A day. I go one day without texting you and this happens?”

“It was more than a day.” Katheoy yipped dejectedly “And you didn’t even read it for most of that time.”

“I was doing shit. You know, Christmas shit? Like what you should have been doing. Hung out with some people. Did some shit with Helga and her girls. Wait, why does that matter? Bitch, why are you breaking into my house?” The woman snapped again.


Katheoy pouted and fluffed her tail. “I already told you, to surprise you.” She whined. “All you had to do was text back. Were you really so busy you couldn’t do that?”

“I got a lil wasted. Hung out with Helga for a bit. Let that Rebecca girl hang here while. She’s a pretty nice girl really.” The tipsy wolverine shrugged


“Who?” Katheoy’s voice spiked and cracked as it hovered into Collin’s. “What was Becky doing here?”

“How do you know… No, fuck this. You don’t get to yell at me like we’re some fucking married couple, damn it. Especially not when you do crazy shit like this and almost get yourself killed! I thought I made it clear last time that you don’t come over without asking. That includes fucking B&E. I figured a god damn Honor student would be able to get that. Now I want a straight answer on why you’re here and it better be damn good.”

“You want an answer?” Kathoey growled. Her hand darting into the coat pocket of her jacket. She yanked the small box free of it and tossed it on the ground before Tabs. “There! There’s your answer.”

Tabs slowly picked the box up and pulled it open. She gazed at the collar a long moment, then back up at the wah. Very confused.


“Becky gave that to me.” Collin muttered. “Yesterday.”

“Becky?” Tabs blinked “You know her?”

“You know I know her!” he whined “You’re the one who pushed me to go on that date with her, remember?”

“Ohhh, Parker!” Tabs nodded “Yeah no. I’m thinking of another Becky. Well, Rebecca. God this feels like it’d be less confusing if I were sober.”

“Yeah? And what, she’s another one of your pets? One you don’t mind spending Christmas with maybe?” Collin growled. “Well, Becky apparently tried to collar me. Then she kissed me. I came over here to spend time with you, and I was going to tell you that. Because I thought you’d know how to let her down gently. Or maybe” Katheoy bit back a few tears of rage. “Maybe I thought you’d be pissed. Seeing her try to just snatch up your property. Not even knowing how important it is. What that thing means!”

Tabs pulled herself up to her full height and grabbed the wah firmly by one shoulder. Her face dour, sullen, and grim. “We are not talking about this tonight.” Her hand going up and resting over Katheoy’s muzzle before the girl could speak “We are not. I am literally half hung over and you are whatever this is that you are right now. Emotional breakdown. I don’t fucking know. Go home. Go to bed. We’ll figure this shit out when I can actually think. Do not break in here again. Got it?”

Kathoey could see the pent up rage in those eyes. The frustration. The outrage her Mistress felt. But not at seeing the collar. Not at being told someone else wanted her. The rust-furred girl snagged the box back almost possessively and scampered her way out of the open window before Tabs could even tell her to use the back.


All the while she was sure she could feel tears freezing into her cheek fur.

