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Cheap laptop speakers struggled to crest the blaring of a screaming vacuum. A heavy, tinny blare that mixed with the high speed whine while the meticulously cared for patch of berber picking up only a small bit of dust. Hui was hardly meticulous about it. Her movements more free and comfortable than what she usually had outside of her small bedroom. Repeatedly curling and hammering the end of the vacuum against various organizers and Tupperware tubs as she hummed along to the music.


The scrawny wah continued the stumbling faux-groove. Simple cotton panties and a nice large shirt ‘borrowed’ from Justin being the only things hiding her boney rump’s pitiful attempts to groove. The teen stumbled and danced her way along the side of the bed, leaning one paw on the simple round wooden knob of her footboard while the other sorted through the heavy pile of mostly prim tops and pleated skirts her mother insisted on getting. 


Another night to herself. They were getting more frequent of late. At first it had been simple enough. Mom and dad worked late most of the time and often put in ten or even twelve hour days for the sake of whatever projects their companies were working on. Their mother had gotten her last promotion about the time the Wah hit high school so by now she’d been used to weekdays being just her and Collin with the folks trying to overcompensate with family time over the weekend.


Now it seemed that even her big brother was taking time out of the house. Or rather more time than was usual for the pair with their deluge of extracurricular college application padding. It was understandable in its way. The end of high school for Collin. Hui wasn’t that far off from it either even if it felt an eternity away. Plus the fact that their folks had always put more on her brother to succeed even if they both got a good deal of scrutiny. It was something Hui could only really pick up on and appreciate in the past few years. The cracks in her brother only now starting to show to her even if they’d been there for a while. Not that it made being around him any less frustrating, nor did recognizing that take the edge off the near constant stress and pressure radiating from both of their parents over the past half-a-decade or so.


Hui flopped onto her bed and started to dig a few of her freshly dried cloths out of the pile she’d dumped there. The last and easiest chore before she could crash for the night. Her hand darted down along the side of the bed to dig out the few stray socks and shirts that had slipped down there. Her paw instead coming to rest on something else all too familiar.


“OWO, wats dis?” The red panda churred the onomatopoeia happily to nobody in particular. “Daphne, what are you doing here?” Hui smirked to herself as she stuffed her hand down into the gap between her bed and the wall, fishing out a bundle of pastel pink and gossamer white fabric sewn into the shape of a cartoony Chaoyangsaurus. She held the toy up, a trusty childhood companion ever since their first family trip to the Field museum over a decade ago. She looked the cherished toy over for a long moment and kissed it on the beak tip before tossing it down on to her pillows with a slight, crooked smirk.


Hui flopped her butt onto the bed and yanked her laptop from her desk, pausing the k-pop music and flipping through her small sea of firefox tabs. Most of it was the usual. Research and study. Information vital for AP programs but probably worthless for her eventual major. There were also a few things on Alibaba she’d bookmarked for later, some 1d4chan articles. She clicked on a tab near the back of her browser. She dug a pair of ear buds out from the same space between her bed and the wall that seemed to collect most of her day to day items, popping the jack into the computer and carefully fitting the broken buds into her ears.


The teen slumped on the bed with one side buried against the still warm pile of cloths. She reveled in the rush of blood, the sudden jolt of endorphins, the wonderful tinge of fear and anticipation as she started up the video. Even if nobody was home, it didn’t mean they’d stay that way. Her parents could come home early, as could her big brother. Her mind drifted to the idea for a moment of getting caught. Being seen for the filthy girl she really was.


A hand slipped down to stroke slowly and roughly against her panties. Small teasing grinding against her paw watching the shameful display on her screen. The cutely terrible voice acting sending a shiver down her spine.


“Oh Madoka, you dirty girl.” Hui cooed, her toes curling into the pile of warm clean cloths at her feet “Think you get to be a little tattletale? Spoil everyone’s fun? Just because you’re such a prudish lil dandere bitch” Hui watched the fox girl in the hentai as she freaked out towards her teacher. Insisting they had to call someone. Insisting that they had to take care of this, that the deprived acts she’d witnessed were wrong. Hui already felt a sharp spike of anticipation. How cute, how innocent, how naïve this girl was. 


Once upon a time the wah had figured her affection for this character in particular was simply how similar the two were. She’d worn her hair in braids when she first found it, had similar glasses, the same goodie two shoes mentality which had caused her to tattle on her big brother more than a few times. Now, though… now she knew better. 


The impatient teen skipped ahead in the video, watching as the other girls held Madoka down. As they started using her. In part as a way to ensure the gym teacher their Master, could use her. But it was more than that. Even among objects some were still ‘lesser’.


She could almost feel it. Feel her paw wrapping around the fox girls hair. Feel the warm face, blooming with sobbing tears as she held it against her panties. A mental image half the girl from the hentai who was now gagging on dick and crying profusely, half just some wonderful hazy amalgam dancing around in the perverted red panda girl’s mind. 


“Come on you stupid bitch, lick it. Eat my cunt.” The words slipped past her muzzle in a hoarse whisper. Each one bringing a new hit of fear and excitement, the risk of someone coming home and hearing her lingering in the back of her head. “I gotta make sure your little tongue is good enough to worship his beautiful ass. It’s way better than you deserves you know. Stupid little onaholes like you don’t know how lucky you’d be to worship ‘MY’ Master.” 


Hui let one eye slip open and scan over the sight. Indeed one of the girls was now rimming the gym teacher while the Madoka girl was getting her muzzle used without mercy. Held in place so cutely helpless with tears streaming down her face.


Scattered images flittered through Hui’s mind. Girls from school who might look cute while she held down their wrists and watched Justin use them. A few from her lessons who might make him hard if she held them down, made out with them, felt their soft squirming tongues and trembling bodies under her own scrawny frame. Their overwhelming fear mixing with the perverted girls lust.


Soon Hui found herself sliding the plush toy up between her legs. She held Daphne up and pushed herself on the plush dino’s muzzle. Imagining some squirming moaning scalie girl. Some grown up personification of the mental image she’d held of the toy as a child, now smothered under her dripping panties as she humped her hips.


“Y-yeah. That’s right. I’m Masters main bitch. I’m the one he loves. You’re all just sex dolls. I should put on a strap-on and fuck you all myself.” The sight of one girl doing just that, a cruel ringleader with a strapon slowly stripping the virginity from one of her classmates slipped into her head. The idea of some cute girl, some submissive girl, having her first time ripped away without even getting to feel the pleasure of her Masters cock. 


Hui felt the moisture building under her. The imagined muzzle of the sobbing squirming girl as she fought for every little breath made her hump harder. Squishing down on the carefully loved plush toy while her free paw gripped the knob of her footboard,, another object that had seen use by Hui more often than the wah could really count.


“Lick me, lick me you stupid slut. I’m gonna make you a little lezzy just so Master can fuck you harder.” The girl panted and groaned. Her arm trembled with small spasms of fatigue. So many things danced in her mind. Images of smacking some bitch’s ass with a crop. Putting her foot on the face of a tied up girl and watching her slowly worship the bottom of a long, tight leather boot. Hanging off Justin’s arm as the two of the looked down at some trembling confused thing right before starting to use her.


It was this sea of quickly shifting vague images that finally brought Hui’s hand to her crotch. Her palm ready for her to grind down on it with clumsy abandon. The mix of whines, sobs and moans from her ear buds clashed wonderfully with the twisted remnants of porn seared into her head until the whole thing came over the edge with a crippling shudder. 


She paused the video and pushed the laptop to one corner of the bed, instead pulling the plush toy up to her lips and starting to lick along its muzzle slowly. A small shudder passing through her body. The wah finally slipped down on her knees by the bed and started to lick at the mess she had made, a small tingle of dark bliss hitting her at the thought of making some other girl join her.


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


When your state is basically a drained swamp, one thing was just how odd the forests were compared to everywhere else. Hui thought back to all the times when she was in fourth grade and her Baba had decided to go on some kind of camping binge. The family had gone out to camp sites all over the state, and when it got too cold for that had taken the whole winter break of fourth grade camping in the Appalachian mountains. It had left a lasting impression, one that made the scattered trees and sharp dirt drops of the more familiar home woods something special in comparison. 


She pulled her hoodie in close around her and wandered slowly through the oaks and pines until finally reaching a particularly large old tree with a set of planks nailed up the base. At the top was a fairly standard looking and well worn tree house. A weathered construct of MDF and cheap planks that had weathered rather unflatteringly. Hui smiled as faint music from the top of the treehouse floated down to her ears, pulling herself up into the treehouse and then from there out onto the up a small steep ladder on to the Asphalt shingled roof.


The otter boy pulled himself up and titled his head, smirking a touch at the girl as she pulled herself up on to the roof and rolled herself beside him.


“Well hey there, you” Justin chuckled gently. Isn’t it a bit late for you to be out here?”

“I could ask you the same thing, Sir.” Hui giggle-snorted. “Isn’t it getting way too cold for you to hang out here?” The wah scooted a bit closer to her boyfriend and fluffed her bushy tail over his legs. The thick fuzzy fur providing a greater layer of protection against the cold than his simple tattered jeans.


“I guess I’m just kinda stressed out.” The otter sighed casting a glance at Hui. “This whole year has just been kinda… bleh so far.”

“Bleh?” Hui blinked


“Nothing.” Justin sighed “I guess it’s normal to be a bit freaked out last year of high school, that’s all. I’m still trying to figure out what the hell we’re going to do once we’re both graduated and out in the ‘real world’.”

“Oh, my Master is already planning how to make full use of his property when we finally fly the nest?” Hui snickered. “Thinking of all the ways to use your soft, obedient, worshipful little toy?”

Justin sighed and rolled his eyes. Worry masked behind a Han Solo smirk. “Presuming I don’t fuck it all up, you mean?” he couldn’t stop the words coming out. Not that he wanted to at this point. The otter laying his ears flat and tracing what few constellations he could make out through the light pollution with his clear blue eyes.


“I’m not being too pushy, am I?” Hui muttered softly. “I mean…” She stopped herself short of her fears. The idea that she was pushing too hard, being too overbearing the way her mother always would. The crestfallen wah hugged herself and let out a frustrated sigh. She cursed herself for trying to be cute and flirty. Obviously it wasn’t the time, not that she was good at it anyways. The whole thing seemed to add chill to the cool autumn air.


For a while the pair simply lay there, letting the music from Justin’s phone wash over them. Both feeling the failure, booth hovering in close isolation. Neither one willing to reach out and mute the jarring barrage of ill-fitting metal and twee anime themes. It wasn’t until one familiar song hit his ears that the young man finally allowed himself a smile, The dulcet opening tones somehow washing away his anxiety in an instant.


Justin turned on his side, the boy reaching out to cup his girlfriend’s cheek. A small smirk finally cracked itself onto his muzzle as he looked into those big pretty brown eyes. The first time he’d permitted himself to do so. Eternal days of anxiety shattered in that one moment and the dopamine of her mere presence washed over the back of his brain like a warm shower after a hard day out in the woods. He ran his thumb along her cheek fur. One ear twitching as the otter boy let out a sigh. His voice rising into a soft off-key parrot of the song now chiming from his phone.


“Living in this place. Staring into space we find, we might share the corners of our lives. Infinity runs deep. Eternity that we can’t keep. Melting through the frozen wastes of time.”

He rolled onto his back once more and gazed out at the stars. What little could be seen of them seeming to blanket over the two teens in a misty haze of silver and purple.


Hui rolled on her back as well. Her hand splaying out on to the tattered spare shingles on which they now lay. She felt Justin’s familiar paw slipping into her own and grip it tight. The two looking up into the stars as the world seemed to just rotate slowly under them. The cheap speaker of Justin’s refurbished phone rolling the song over them in the cool fall air.”

“Well beyond the earth. Beyond all things that gave us birth. We’ll navigate the seas of the sun. If God is throwing dice, then Einstein doesn’t mind the chance. We’ll navigate the seas of the sun.” Her own voice, far more melodic and lilting, not to mention on key, rolled itself away as the complex outré of the song drown them both out into their shared thoughts.


“It’s gonna be ok, right?” Hui sighed as the song faded, the next one starting to pipe up slowly under her words. She squeezed Justin’s hand tight. Her nails digging in to his paw just a touch.


“What is?” Justin sighed, a note of worry in his voice.


“Everything.” Hui muttered back. She let her eyes slip shut and took in cool lungfuls of air. 


“I don’t know…” it wasn’t the answer Hui expected. Nor was it one she could parse out at the moment. Her free hand slipped slowly along the cracked old asphalt shingles on which the two now rested. 


Hui rolled onto her side and curled against Justin holding him as tight as she could. The otter putting one arm around her as his hand trembled, hoping like hell to never let go.

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


The hotel was one thing. It felt dirty and fucked up, but there was some kind of fucked up logic to it. Somehow walking up the back door of the woman’s house made the situation… something else. Justin wasn’t sure what. He certainly felt more complicit, more a part of his own continued humiliation.


 ‘Auntie’ Tabs opened the back slider and looked down from the slightly raised porch off the back of her house. Bemused contempt oozed off of the cruel gym teacher. Or perhaps that was just Justin’s own feelings towards himself projected onto her.


“Well now this is an unexpected visit.” Tabs snorted. “One of the days when my little Kathoey actually has to go through with his silly forced hobbies and here I have my other favorite girl visiting.”

Justin winced and pulled his jacket tight around his shoulders, slumping down into it while feeling non-existent eyes burning holes into him from the nearby houses.


“Oh don’t worry so much. Nobody’s fucking here this time of night. Rural suburbia and all that crap.” Tabs kept her eyes fixed on the otter as he strode his way up the porch and next to her. Her heavy paw brushing the messy headfur from his face in an uncomfortably masculine way. “Not sure what you need from me so bad that you couldn’t just ask me at school, but it’s always fun seeing that cute butt wiggle my way, you know that?”

“Can we go inside?” Justin muttered softly.


“Aw now that’s no way to ask.” Tabs snorted. The wolverine licking her chops with more than a bit of malice hovering in her eyes. “Come now ‘Justine’. Surely you can do better than that.”

The otter shoved his paws into his pockets, mostly to hide the white-knuckle fists that seized up from the request. The rage almost as bad as the shame he felt blooming in a blush under his cheek fur. “Auntie.” The voice came in an uncomfortably practiced falsetto. The ‘Justine’ that he knew Tabs was looking for. “I need to ask you something, inside, please.”

Tabs snorted a small laugh and ushered the boy inside. Letting him get about as far in as the kitchen before twisting him roughly around and looking down into those sharp blue eyes. “ok, spill it.” she growled. “Just what has my more reluctant little pet coming around actually looking for some attention? You can’t be breaking that quickly can you?”

It was all just a tease, but it sure as hell didn’t feel like it to Justin. He shrank a bit with her paws on his shoulders. His whole body wanting to pull away. No, that wasn’t quit true. Some parts of him felt differently. Some parts knew better. The teen took a deep breath and let it out slowly casting his eyes up to Tabs.


“I need more lessons” He finally muttered. His paws slipping out of his pockets. Too sore and too tired to keep up with the rage and confusion coursing through him.


“Well We’ve only just started, silly boy. Why so eager? What? Planning to rail your little girlfriend on prom night or something? Cause I‘m not heartless. I can totally let you out for something like that… for a price.”

The look on Tabs’ face told Justin she was kidding. His ‘auntie’ may be a sadist and a blackmailer but she’d already proven, to him at least, that she had no plans to fuck up his relationship with Hui. If she had, he’d have ended this all here and now, and fuck what Collin wanted. Still it didn’t make things any easier. “You said you’d help me be a better Dom. A real Master some day. That’s why I’m still going through with this.” He said with as much pride as his voice could muster.


“I did, ‘Justine’. and I will. But I didn’t think you’d be this pushy about it. I haven’t even had the chance to write up a syllabus on it yet.” Even the wolverine had to admit that it was a bad joke. Not that her poor pet seemed in the mood for jokes. She sighed and moved around behind him, gripping his shoulders once more and pulling the ever-present back jacket from his shoulders. “Fine. If you want a lesson today, I’m pent up without my Kathoey and I do owe you some work. So, strip.” She walked past him even as she said it, getting a cheap dog collar from a hook on the fridge. Something she’d picked up from petsmart to help test the waters with Kathoey on a few new things. She turned back to see Justin, the otter boy now trembling there naked. The cage exposed and his strain under it oh so very clear. His poor orbs having swollen painfully.


“On your knees, slut.” The woman growled. 


Justin took quite a while to obey. Enough so that it almost seemed he’d push back at this. He didn’t. Instead slipping to his knees and balling his fists on them taking deep calming breaths to fight back his own self loathing.


Tabs slipped up and put the collar around his neck, tugging the attached leash roughly. In part to make sure he was stable. Mostly to make a point. “If you want to learn how to dominate someone, first thing you have to learn is how your sub thinks.” She had no idea if this was true. It was something Tabs had picked up god only knew where while trying to figure this shit out enough to do what she was doing now. But it sounded right, and Justin seemed to get it as well. Or at least he didn’t pipe up in protest. “Now a real Dominant is going to be super particular about how you kneel. A sub has to feel like property or they ain’t gonna be happy. You get that right cutie?”

The blushing otter nodded a bit. It was something he’d already known, or at the very least something the dark part of his mind liked to think about. Yet it all felt different down here. Already wondering just how ‘particular’ one could get over something as silly and pointless as kneeling.


The thought stopped as Tabs pulled his face up into her bulge. The sudden musk rushing through his senses and forcing him to pull back instinctively. The leash in Tabs’ paw holding him against it as she laughed.


“Today’s lesson though is something super simple. Even for a rebellious little Justine like you.” Tabs murred the words and pushed her hips out to emphasize them. “I want you to get my cock out. Without using your hands. You’re going to learn how to worship it.”

Justin opened his mouth to protest, getting a simple smack in return. The boy yipping and slumping back with what small slack the leash gave him.


“Your little Hui is going to live her life worshiping your dick, slut. You think she wants a man who just stands there? You think it’s about a fucking blow job?” It could have been for all Tabs knew. But she didn’t care. The look on his face was priceless and she couldn’t help but drink it in. “Keep those hands at your fucking knees, and get aunties dick out of her jeans. That’s step one. Fuck around too much and I’ll make sure your whole next week of gym is done with a plug up that ass.”

Justin took a few breaths, the musk hitting him again and denying him the calm clear mind he so wanted. The leash held him in place, but even without it he would have felt utterly powerless. Small, weak, helpless. He leaned up slowly and put his lips on the tab of the jean zipper. A small upward tug sending his eyes straight into Tabs’ Looking for a long and crushing instant.


“If it helps, pet, think of your little slut doing this for you. Because that’s what you want, right?”

He did. More than anything. The zipper slowly edging its way down while he felt his own powerlessness sharpen in his mind. The ominous click of each tooth on the zipper. The unwanted reverence of the act, of performing something so simple and common in such a base and yet ritualistic way. The radiant heat against his face a constant reminder of just what he was doing, how low he was sinking. The scent of the musk growing. The warm familiar flesh springing forth and thudding into his face. Resting thick and dripping on his muzzle, between his eyes.


“There now, how does it feel?” Tabs smirked. Tugging at the leash. “Come on now, little bitch. Use your words.”

“B-big.” Justin muttered. His ears folding back meekly feeling the shaft throbbing on his face.


“Well, you are. Weak, small, pathetic. A dirt little cock socket. Just something for someone bigger and stronger. Someone who can use you however she wishes, and you don’t’ get a say. Do you little slut? Now, go on and nuzzle it. Get that musk on your face.”

It took a while. Quite a bit of whimpering and more than a few tugs on the leash. But finally Justin started to push his soft face fur up against the shaft. Rubbing his cheek against it. Nuzzling, taking shameful, unwanted sniffs. He could feel his heart racing even as it sank into his gut. The revulsion and shame and unwanted arousal all mixing around and thrumming in his head far outside of his control. Any time he tried to pull away the lash kept him in place. Until eventually he could not help but feel the unwanted straining of his shaft against the cage.


“Good girl. Good little cunt.” She chuckled softly “now… Lick it.”

He bit his lip and looked up at her, pleading for mercy. His eyes wide and watering with shame and fear. None came. The boy trembling as he finally let his tongue slip from his mouth. The salty musk of it all melting on it. Jolting every inch of him with the overwhelming reality of it all.


“Oh, yes. That’s it. Good little fagboy” Tabs groaned out feeling the soft virginal mouth wrapping around her shaft. A small spurt of pre already flooding his blushing face as she allowed him to keep the tip there for a long moment. “This is what you need to learn, pet. Your little Hui doesn’t just want to be yours. She wants to be Conquered!” The word was moaned. Growled. Bellowed by the domineering woman as she gripped the back of his head with her free hand and pulled him forward until she felt the bliss of his gag reflex on the head of her shaft. “I’m going to conquer you, faggot. I’m going to conquer your body in the way your cheap little body pillow wants it. And you will fucking worship me, because she has to worship your cute little dick. It has to claim her Own her. Do you understand?”

She didn’t outright stop her thrusting. Instead Tabs simply pulled out to the tip once more and gave Justin the space to get his breath again. His eyes wide and wild behind his glasses. Slobber dribbling down that shaft and his cheeks while his tongue worked frantically around the warm pink flesh. Tears streamed down his eyes, yet he no longer tried to pull away, actually sucking and suckling with cute clumsy eagerness between small thrusts from his teachers hips.


Tabs simply stood there, allowing the boy to do what his body told him. Only the occasional slap or leash tug breaking up the flow of his actions. To the uninformed it might almost look like either one knew what they were doing, even if Tabs knew that wasn’t true. Tabs simply reveled in the feelings of pleasure washing over her while the boy was spurred on by whatever had snapped inside of him.


Justin, for his part, trembled as the taboo shattered for him. The thick taste of cock-musk and semen pushed on him. The feelings of being so weak, powerless, vulnerable. The thought of standing there, inflicting such odd sensations on a desperate Hui. Someone who would know what to do with this confusing arousal far more than he did. Justin’s eyes rolled back into his head a bit as he actually gagged himself on the shaft once more. Fast enough and hard enough to earn some slack. It was so shameful and degrading. So wrong. Everything told him that. Yet in his heart he couldn’t disobey. He had been conquered, and in his heart he knew this was the first, needed step, if he was to conquer.

