
Everybody Hurts:

By TerraMGP


Everything hurt. Thin threads of sunlight sliced though the blinds and slashed their way across the couch, leaving warm spots on denim and bared fur.


Tabs was aware of a few things. She was alive, for one. At least she thought she was. She was also in the familiar throws of pain as she woke. Her arms rambling. Her whole body slumped heavily on the back springs of her couch. The whole world felt tilted. Strained at some odd angle like in bad old horror movies. The woman lay on her stomach with her muzzle pointing down at the floor. Yet that wasn’t what caused it. If anything the awkward angle of her face was a relief. The mere idea of rolling on to her back was terror-inducing.


She could hear someone in the next room. For a moment her mind went to Rebecca. The canine girl she‘d met not long ago. One of Helga‘s girls. It wasn‘t. Part of her knew that right away. But some small part of the halfway normal Christmas had left enough of an impression in her head that it was the first image she conjured.


Her arm flailed back and forth as she tried like hell to move it properly. Pain and thirst crippled her. She wanted more than anything to move. There were a few panicked moments where the woman began to wonder if she was dealing with some kind of sleep paralysis. If she was stuck this way. Her voice failed her and the panic grew worse. Even with someone so close the inability to move more than a finger was an utter nightmare and she couldn‘t even scream for help. She could barely do more than sway a single finger for the longest time while taking terrified breaths.


It was a relief to finally get her hand moving. Then a leg. She was finally able to pull herself up just as she heard the figure walking from the kitchen around to the living room. Tabs managing to claw herself up to sitting and shift herself a bit more so that she could look at the familiar figure of Helga.


“What the hell are you doing here?” Tabs asked. Her raspy voice cracking as she looked at the black haired pig woman with a mix of relief and, to her shame, some contempt.


“I’m here.” Helga sighed “Because I’m your emergency contact and you didn’t show up to work today. Or answer your phone for that matter.”

There was a sharp groan from the couch as Tabs turned herself to her side and started to cough. It was a dry cough for the most part, but she was sure she could feel a touch of acid spray into her mouth. The bitter sensation caused her to balk and fumble for something, anything to wash it away.


It was a futile search. No bottles nearby. In fact the whole living room looked remarkably clean. Hell, she was I the living room rather than passed out on the bed. Even in her addled state she knew she would either have passed out in her bed or in the hallway if anywhere. It was almost routine at this point.


“So did they end up firing me after all?” Tabs laughed bitterly. “Pretty sure no call no show is still a big issue.”

“I called them.” Helga said dourly “I told them you weren’t coming in today, and probably not for the next few days. I didn’t tell them what was wrong. Mainly because I don’t know what’s wrong.”

“I’m drunk!” Tabs barked “That’s what’s wrong. I’m drunk and hung over and I need more booze so I won’t be hung over and I can be more drunk again.”

“No booze in the house.” Helga noted as she tossed a water bottle to the prone wolverine. “Here. Sooner you hydrate the better off you’ll be.”

Tabs took quite a while to pull the cap off of the bottle. Quite a while more to chug its contents. Only then did she narrow her eyes and glance up in the general direction of her best friend. “Please tell me you didn’t dump that shit. I had like three cases and a pony keg out in the garage.”

“And yet you went out to drink in a bar first. You forget how to pregame or something?” Helga flopped down on the couch, right on Tabs’ legs. Her playful smirk only grating a bit more on the agonized mustelid.


“It was left over from helping Ace’s bar. Figured if he needed it again I could come by and offer some beer advice. Not that it matters much now, I guess.” Tabs chugged the water about half way down before tossing the bottle onto the rug. She then tried to curl herself into the couch. It was only then that she realized the porcine woman’s sisterly tactic had apparently been meant to keep her o her back and trapped so that she couldn’t escape the conversation.


Helga, for her part, offered up another bottle of water and leaned back on the couch. “I heard about that. Honestly didn’t think you were that close with the guy. Was already shocked that he asked you for your help.”

“I wasn’t.” Tabs muttered “Close to him, I mean. Sure I stopped in there sometimes. No different than you before your girls came into your life. Just ‘a place to go’ and a guy who did right by us once for fucking ever ago.”

“Still seems to be hitting you pretty hard.” Helga sighed


Tabs nodded and took a swig of her water. She then winced and set it aside. “He left it to me, you know.”

“he, what?” Helga stammered


“The bar. He left it to me. Got a letter. Went to some will reading. Was just me and a couple of his road brothers there. That bartender got his house. Probably hopes he’ll settle down. The others got a few odds and ends. Fucking chilling, seeing a persons life divvied up that way.”

“And you got his bar.” Helga muttered “Seriously. Even though you barely knew him.”

“I don’t think anyone knew him, Hrist. That’s the worst part. No family there. No friends. Hear tell from Simba. Sorry, ‘benny’, most of the people he was close to already kicked it years ago.”

“That’s why we got out.” Helga noted “I’m sure if we were serious we could have had other chapters. Probably could have had some actual power eventually. But we both know that life was going to fucking end us some day.”

There was a dark smile on Tabs’ face as she let her eyes drift to the ceiling. “Maybe it should have.” She sighed. “Well, me at least.”

“That‘s not funny.” Helga sneered


“I don‘t remember saying I was being funny.” Tabs barked back.


The pig snarled a bit at that and shifted herself forwards, all but looming over her friend. “I know you‘re hung over. I know you‘re not in a good mood. But that shit isn‘t something to joke about, Tabs.” Helga snapped “You know better.”

“I’m not joking.” The wolverine muttered softly.


“Tabs…” Helga muttered


“I’m a monster.” Tabs snarled ‘You know I’m a monster. I should just go in now and tell those fuckers so they can have me arrested.”

“Tabs.” Helga snapped “Knock that shit off. What the hell are you-”

“I raped them! I blackmailed them and I fucked them over and I raped them. Every time I ‘played’ with those two. Adult or not, they’re still kids. It’s not like you and your girls. They at least know how to be damn adults. They aren’t living at home. They aren’t still ‘acting’ like kids.” Tabs pushed herself up in spite of the great effort it took. Helga was still at least as strong as the wolverine. Plus she was sober rather than hung over. “Dixon’s a bitch. But she’s right. I was just thinking with my dick.” She slumped back down. The effort of even sitting up was too much.


Helga, for her part, tried to move the water bottle away before the rest of it spilled out all over the couch and the wolverine. She was still playing the big sister. Still cared. It needed to stop. If Tabs were more together she could probably stop it. She could probably do a lot of things she should do right now.


“Look just, just don’t.” Tabs snapped when she noticed Helga about to say something “We both know I’m right. You pointed that shit out last time, too. Fuck, every time we talk. Don’t think I don’t notice. You’ve been trying to steer me right the whole time and I won’t listen.”

“Tabatha, you’re a good person. You know that.” The words barely leaving Helga’s mouth as Tabs managed to twist herself to the side and curl up like some moping teenager. This time the pig did little to stop it. Though that may have been just the fact that attempting it could have ended up yanking Tabs’ leg out of joint.


Not that it would be a bad thing. Tabs deserved it. She deserved a lot worse. She wasn’t sorry. Someone who was sorry for what they’d done would have confessed. She’d have marched her ass to the cops months ago. Instead she defended herself. She twisted and turned. She tried like hell to play up how sorry she was. She wasn’t sorry. She didn’t become a teacher to ‘help’ anyone. It was an easy paycheck and a pension. She didn’t force those boys into chaste little sissy sluts because it would fix their lives. She just wanted sex. Worse, she’d shoved herself into their lives. She’d stolen a year of their dwindling childhood so she could have some of what was taken from her.


Yet there she was acting indignant towards Dixon. Sure Dixon was a priss, and a bigot. But she was also right. Tabs had only made things worse.


“And now here I am.” She laughed to herself, not really realizing or caring that Helga couldn’t read her mind “Wasting your time on top of everything. Taking it away when you could be with your girls. When you have a god damn life. At least old Ace had the good sense to stop burdening everyone at some point. He probably didn’t deserve it though.”

Helga just sighed “You don’t deserve-”

“To be alone?” Tabs almost screamed “Of course I do. Be alone. Die alone. Stop wasting everyone’s time and hurting everyone else. Maybe if you weren’t such a lawful good bitch you’d realize that and leave me here to drink myself away.”



“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Helga snapped. The pig wrapped her paw into a hand full of blonde headfur and yanked Tabs back up into something resembling a sitting position. “Do I need to knock your ass out and drive you up to Pine Rest? Cause I’ll do it.”

“What am I, some tweenage addict?” Tabs laughed bitterly 


“You’re sounding like one.” Helga shot back “This shit is getting out of control. Have you even been sober once since the funeral?”

“Probably?” There was a noncommittal shrug from Tabs “I mean I drove at some point. I think. I usually know better than to drive drunk. Unless someone drove me home. Fuck. What if they did though? The hell is my car right now?”

“It’s in the garage.” Helga said blankly “That doesn’t matter right now. Though if you had driven drunk I’d be kicking your ass and you know it. Shit’s getting bad, Tabs. Really bad. I don’t know what people are saying about Pine Rest, but it’s the place that came up when I did a Google search and if I feel like I need to I’m going to take you there. Because god damn it this. Right here? This isn’t ok” Her hands gestured wildly over the prone wolverine. Anger barely contained as she watched the sullen woman shrug off the statement.


“Seems like a huge waste of time. Be easier to just let me keep doing what I was doing.” The implication hung heavy. The small sob from Tabs ruining the sad attempt she made to laugh the comment off. 


“What‘s that supposed to mean?” The words shaky. Helga‘s whole body began to tremble as the implications slowly dawned on her.


Tabs opened her muzzle, then shut it. Thousands of excuses dying at once on her lips. “All you girls got your happily-ever-after. I clearly fucked mine up. Or more likely I just don’t deserve one.”

A nice hard smack, then another. Helga thwapping away as Tabs tried to sink back and threw her arms up I defense. The pig then pushed her arms up and pinned them, glaring at her. “I’m not fucking joking here. I’m not going anywhere until you’re ok. And if you’re gonna be ok on your own I have no problem fucking committing you. I’m not watching my sister drink herself to death god damn it!”

Both women fell silent for the longest time. Helga kept firm hold on Tabs, though the wolverine didn’t try to budge an inch. When Helga was finally sure that the screed had stopped she pulled herself back up to sitting and sniffed roughly at the air. Her snout wrinkling in barely restrained rage.


“You think you’re the only one who hurts from this shit, Tabatha?” She muttered “We all went though hell in those years. I still worry the dreams are gonna come back sometimes.”

“But they stopped for you?” The question was both bitter and hopeful at once. Tabs turned to look at her friend’s face more closely. The shock she saw there at her statement only caused her heart to sink that much more.


Helga scooted forwards a bit and gave Tabs the freedom to move her legs. She leaned back on what spare space she could get from the seat and looked back down towards the sickly looking wolverine. “I don’t know anything about psychiatry. Or psychology. Or whichever one is which for that matter. But I do think you should go.”

There was a small bit of movement. A few short grunts from Tabs as the woman tried to pull herself p to sitting and then collapsed once more. “You really think I should waste someone’s time like that?” She sighed.


“Well you’ll have a few days to think it over, because I’m here.” Helga muttered “Not going home until I’m sure you’re ok.”

“Yeah, well, that won’t happen. So you may as well bring me the keg or something and let me-”

“No booze. No guns. If I think you need it no letting you out of my sight. You dug yourself a deep hole, Tabs. I donno what you’re going to do about it. But you’re going to get help. The where and how are up to you but I’m staying until you either show you’re safe to be alone or I have to drag you off somewhere and commit you.”

Tabs had known Helga long enough. She knew her better than she knew anyone. Probably better than she knew herself. Most of all she knew when Helga was joking. She was not joking. Not in the least.


Tabs slumped and sighed as she leaned back into the couch once more. “You know you can’t do that.” She grumbled.


Helga’s eyes narrowed “I know I can take you, and I got the kind of shit that can keep you still for the trip between here and GR. I don’t give a single solitary fuck if we get funny looks on the highway for it. Your life means more to me.”

“God only knows why.” Tabs turned on her side and grabbed hold of a water bottle. She’d lost track of which one at this point. Seemed like once again her fearless leader knew her well. Including how hard she’d fight against proper hydration.


She chugged the drink, slumped, and curled on her side. Helga scooted back enough to get comfortable as she turned the TV on. Neither woman saying a word as Tabs tried to lul herself back to sleep.

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



“I lied.” Tabs sighed 


Helga looked up from the stove, her own frittata cooking in the pan and cast her eyes over to her friend. Tabs poking and prodding at the collection of egg, spinach and cheese resting before her.


“When I was being grilled at work. I just, lied to them. Though my teeth. About all of it.” She shoved some egg into her maw and chewed it. Wincing, then dumping a squirt of ketchup on to the plate.


“Are you really eating that with ketchup?” Helga grumbled.


“You’re not my mom.” Tabs muttered though a maw full of food. She continued to chaw o it a while, then finally swallowed it down and slumped back into the cheap wooden chair of her third hand dining set “I just kept lying to them. I didn’t tell them a thing. I didn’t feel guilty about it. Not at all. Like, what business is it of theirs? Of course it’s their business. I’m being fucking horrible.”

Helga sighed and flipped her food onto a plate, the pig pacing her way back over to her own chair and slipping down across from her friend. “So the drinking. The ‘not showing up for work’… just… yesterday. All of yesterday. That’s not guilt to you?”

“Not enough.” Tabs shrugged.


The two ate in silence for a long while. Tabs quickly wolfing down her portion with reckless abandon. Her nose wrinkling a bit as she nearly finished. “There’s no meat in this.” She muttered


“You don’t need the salt.” Helga was quick to point out “You’re hung over. You need protein and iron. Feel glad I included some Swiss in yours.”

Tabs nodded. She paused again, then looked back up at Helga listlessly for what felt like forever. Only when the pig returned the gaze did Tabs cast her eyes down at the plate again.


“You’re really ready to stay here until I agree to do therapy?” She muttered


“I can’t force you.” Helga muttered “I mean I can make you go. I ‘can’ commit you. I’ll do whatever I can to make sure you’re ok. But we both know if you don’t want to be ok you won’t be. Nobody tells you what to do.”

“You do.” The sullen mustlid muttered “You always have. You’re always right, too. You spent your whole life saving me from my fuck-ups and-”

A heavy fist slammed on the table, Helga growling. “Stop it. This self pity shit isn’t going to fix anything. I can’t fix you. If I could I would have ages ago. Whatever’s going on is more than I can handle. I’m your sister, Tabs. I love you. I will always look out for you. But you can’t keep pretending I’m some kind of fucking perfect being who can swoop in and fix everything.”

“Then what the fuck am I supposed to do?” Tabs sobbed.


“I don’t know.” Helga’s voice was hollow. Her hand reaching over to grab on to Tabs’ paw. “But we’ll figure it out. We’re family.”

