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Both boys stood nervously at the foot of the bed. Justin gripping his arm. Collin grinding one stocking clad heel into his opposite shin. Both had been close before. Both had ‘played’. Yet it still always seemed so cute. So adorably nervous.


Tabs couldn’t help but lick her lips. The cute things standing there nervous, both wondering what it was she had in store for them.


Of course they both knew some of it. Both standing there, dressed up. Justine and Kathoey. Both uncaged. Both helped along with a nice little dose of Viagra. Just enough to keep two in-their-prime teens fully on edge. They had a general idea. But Tabs was sure her pets would not be at all prepared as she looked the duo over.


“Well then, ‘girls.” she murred, looking at the cross dressed duo “I’m sure you want Mistress’ cock up your cute lil asses. But first… well. First thing’s first. You see this little thing here?” She tapped on a camera atop the TV. A cheap knockoff go pro type camera aimed right at the bed in their cheap-ish hotel room. “I want you two to have some fun here. Make pretty for the camera. Give a good little memento. Or, maybe, something to sell.” Tabs grinned at her little tease. She wouldn’t. God no. She’d have to be a monster to do that. But then, they didn’t have to know that. And the blush was worth it.


“M-mistress?” Kathoey, the blue haired Wah, glanced at her powerful wolverine Mistress. Shuddering softly “you want us to just… fool around then?”

“Of course I do.” Tabs snickered “Just enjoy each other, do what comes naturally. I’m sure I’ll enjoy it. So will any tough boy in your grade who sees it.” She let just enough edge in her voice to make them wonder a touch. Just enough to make them worried a tiny touch. Good. That was what she wanted.


Kathoey groaned a bit. Trembling, shuddering. Confused and needy. It was only her Mistress striding up, gripping her chin and kissing the red panda on the forehead which stopped her shivers of fear. The wolverine petting and stroking Kathoey’s ear until she stopped shaking. Then patting her head and nodding her approval “Just remember to call out the safe word if it gets too hard.” Tabs assured her “and have fun. It’s not cheating if it’s getting fucked by a hot goth girl, right?”

Justine blushed hard at that and shook her head. Kathoey though, Kathoey just giggled away a touch of her anxiety and nodded. Looking eagerly at Justine even as Tabs turned and wiggled her nice thick ass, walking out into the bathroom “I’m going to go ahead and start” she called out from the bathroom doorway “you two have fun. I’m sure I’ll get some nice shots from in here.”

Then they were alone. Just like that. Alone, confused, and oh so very aroused. Justine took a few deep breaths. Trembling nervously, her eyes stuck on her own low-top sneakers and gothy plaid thigh socks. She looked up over the rim of her glasses, one bright blue eye shining though the mess of purple wig hair that had fallen over her face. Bashfully glancing from the floor up along the other sissy’s thighs. The blushing thing sucking in a deep breath as her eye traced itself along the cute but oh so obvious bulge tenting her skirt.


She gazed at Kathoey. The dour, disaffected goth girl smile coming to her lips far more easily than the otter had really expected. She reached up and gripped hold of the other ‘girl’ by her muzzle. Titling it up and locking eye to eye, watching the blush spreading though the brown fur and dark tear mark mask on the shy yet oh so horny girl.


“you know, you’re kinda cute, for a little faggot.” The dispassionate girls voice warbled a bit. It was still a strain to use it. Before the red panda could answer their lips locked. Justine’s tongue pushed its way deep into his muzzle. Licking a nice long twisting circle from the clearly surprised wah. Her own breath deep and ragged and oh so needy, matched soon by the quivering Kathoey who just whimpered and stumbled a couple steps closer to the suddenly controlling girl.


“You don’t have to say it like that.” Kathoey muttered the word and swallowed hard. Even still she arched her body forward. Rocking forwards and trying once more to have their lips meet. Justine pulling back instead. Her hand was under Kathoey’s skirt in an instant, rolling and rubbing against the cute package barely held in by the panties.


“You’re already making a mess.” Justine’s dark ,apathetic tone sharpened a bit as she said it. Her now slightly cummy paw lifted the other sissy’s skirt up and held it there until finally the wah took it in her hands and shivered at her own exposed package. Justine then went back to caressing it nervously for the camera. Squirming, shuddering. Her tail thumping against the ground while slowly working weeks, of pre out into the cute poke ball panties.


The otter pulled her own skirt up and shuddered. Her back arching a bit. The too-tight black cotton things resting with a heavy wet spot of their own that seeped down and stained the material while her own throbbing, swollen shaft popped out..


Anyone watching would be able to see how uncomfortable Justine was, even if she tried to play tough. The simple improvised sheath wrapped around her shaft made of the same fabric as her socks now looking so silly as she gazed back down at the foreign yet familiar appendage. She then stepped forward, pressing their shafts together. Kathoey’s shaft just ever so slightly shorter. The two grinding and bucking up, pre dripping down while their packages pressed in against each other though the panties.


“God, you’re a cummy mess, Kathy.” Justine groaned. Her ever so slight height advantage used to stare down at the blushing sissy now leaking pre all over their cocks. The otter wrapped a paw around both dicks to give a nice little added bit of friction. The ‘supplements’ they’d been given caused both sissies to squeal as their aching balls pressed into each other. Justine tilted her head and took a deep shuddery breath. The scent of twisted, utterly perverse lust causing her to loom ever so slightly over the pretty wah.


“Looks like one of us is bigger, huh Kathy? Wonder who it is” Justine growled


“You.” Kathoey muttered sheepishly


“I don’t think I heard you.” Justine’s words growing icy


“I said you are.” Kathoey whined


Justine grunted and gave her best friend a soft little slap, grabbing her gently but firmly by the throat and looking into her eyes “We both know you’re getting off on this. We both know most of this cum is yours. Come on, just admit it. I want to hear it.” Her grip loosened to almost caress the other girls cheek now seeing Kathoey all but melt “I bet you get off on it, huh?”

The wah nodded, strands of blue wig-hair falling in front of her face


“You wanna feel weak.” Justine moaned


“yeah” Katheoy whispered


“Inferior.” the otter snorted snottily


“Yes please.” This time the words a sheepish dog-whistle whine


“And that’s what you are, isn’t it?” Justin’s words this time drawing nothing more than a teary eyed flurry of nods and a bashful moan. Poor Kathoey grinding herself furiously against the wonderful warm shaft and the fabric that gave her agonizingly supercharged shaft a small shot at getting the full release it demanded.


Kathoey let the skirt drop and pool behind her throbbing erection. The wah humped now. Bucking and thrusting. Biting her lower lip and pushing nose tip to nose tip with Justine. Her chest heaving hard with shuddery gasping breaths. “You’re bigger, Justine! You’ve got a bigger dick! I’m the little bottom bitch girl! I‘m a dirty little faggot. Your cock is so big and sexy!”

By now Kathoey’s arms were behind her. Wrist-in-paw as she just started to grind and hump helplessly. Bashful, helpless, girly groans filled the motel room. The two girls locking eyes while their shafts and balls rolled and rubbed against each other. The thrusts soon synching up until both started to finally cum against each other. The thick viscous white fluid smattering all around the floor and against their legs and feet.


“So tell me.” Justine murred as the two rubbed and ground their cock against each other. More and more cum frothing between them. Lathering the heavy, needy grinding between the duo as they kept their eyes locked “Who‘s got a bigger dick, lil Kathy?”

Kathoey blinked and blushed. Her chest heaving once more She looked away as Justine leaned in. The gothy girl smiling just a touch “We both know its mine. Right? This is why auntie fucks you more. That‘s all your cute, tiny, weak little cock is good for, isn‘t it?”

The truth was the two were about the same size. Both rather average, and while Justine was bigger… the difference was one that would require close examination to see. Yet the words alone were enough for Katheoy to push her face against the otter‘s shoulder and hump furiously. Soon the two were cumming furiously. weeks of spent up seed dribbling down their legs, and on to Justine‘s shoes. The latter point making the otter less than pleased.


“Hey, fag girl.” Justine said coldly. She nodded down at the floor, then gestured when Kathoey didn’t seem to get it. Justine’s sneaker tapping on the now stain-ridden, dirty old carpet.


Kathoey looked down at the shoes, then back up at her friend. She knew. She had to know. Even if her brain was refusing to click the pieces into place. The blushing wah feeling her knees getting weak as she gazed into that one exposed ice blue eye.


“They aren’t gonna clean themselves.” Justine snorted. The otter ‘girl’ had to admit she was finding it hard to stand still. She watched as the other sissy crouched. Watched the confusion as she shuddered and squirmed, finally getting down on her hands and knees. Her tongue darting out nervously against the matt black canvas and bright white rubber of one shoe tip.


The salty-sweet-bitter tang was almost more than the whimpering wah could take. Kathoey slowly and awkwardly licked up the shoe. Tracing her tongue against the rough fabric texture. Pushing her blue-painted lips against it leaving small smudges. All the while those big brown eyes gazing up helplessly, feeling the weight of the other girl and the not-so-hidden camera on her. The red panda blushing furiously and resisting the urge to reach back and touch her throbbing aching shaft. It had been so long since she’d done anything more than clean it. 


Time seemed to almost stand still. Looking up into the one uncovered eye of the tough, feminine, controlling otter ‘girl’. Feeling exposed and used. Kathoey felt like nothing more than a living sex doll, taking in the scent of girly cum and feeling of being no better than the dirt on the shoes of another submissive toy. She let her eyes slip shut and silently pleaded to just be stepped on. To feel Justine ground her shoe down hard into that painted up face. To forever record herself being the lowest of the low as she dripped her needy seed into a puddle on the floor.


It was the feel of a paw wrapping into her big bushy tail which snapped Kathoey out of it. Justine leaning down and swatting the wah hard. Striking with considerable force at that ass half a dozen times. At least once her paw missed a bit. It managed to nick right against the lowly sissy girl’s balls. Drawing out a high pitched and feminine whimper of raw shock and pain.


She didn’t close her legs though. Not more than she could help. Instead her rump just pushing up and wiggling. Her whole body pleading hopelessly and helplessly for more abuse. Her tight little near-cherry pucker twitching at the idea of Mistress ramming her cock in just as Justine softened it up.


That wasn’t what she got. Instead feeling herself yanked up, bent over the bed hard. Panting and gasping. Her eyes wide and her unbound clitty dripping, on full display for the camera. Justine’s paw started to move along though that rump fur. Slowly making rough gropes and hard circles. Swatting and spanking at that ass before running a pair of fingers up its crack. The feeling of something thick and familiar, sticky and wet, rubbing and prodding against the wah’s pucker.


“Who’s on top here, cunt?” The otter half growled. Fingers moving up and down firmly. Just barely prodding that tight little pucker open.


Kathoey bit her lip and groaned. She bit down on the sheets and wiggled. Her clenching about as much playful resistance as she could muster. “you.” The wah muttered though a mouth full of sheets.


Justine’s fingers pushed in harder. Even though Kathoey couldn’t see the other subby bitch boi, she felt the ice in that gaze. Felt a pressure pushing down on her back, like some sheer weight of will crushing and battering at her spirit. A reward of cruelty for her bratty behavior. 


“What did you say, you limp wrested little fleshlight?” Justine snapped. Her fingers driving the point home by driving in nice and deep to that pucker.


“you are, Miss Justine!” Kathoey groaned the words in raw pleasure. Shoving her ass back lulling her head and slumping while the fingers slowly lubed her up. Prepping her rump for whatever was to come.


Kathy didn’t have to wait long to find out what that may be. It wasn’t a dick. Not a real one at any rate. The red panda had taken the real thing too many times to mistake it for anything else by this point. Hard silicon was also familiar. Often in a wide array of shapes and forms. This one… She could feel it. She knew it was about the same shape, and size, as Justine. Kathoey gasped and clawed her fingers into the sheets. Squealing and bucking while the shaft sank in. Her squeal grew to a groan of pure orgasmic bliss as the toy hilted and Justine was pressing hips-to-ass against the other toy.


“that’s right.” Justine moaned. Reaching down and grabbing the way by the muzzle. She yanked up on the bottom of it, forced Kathoey to bend. Forced her to look up. The two teens locking eyes in an awkward position. A position which made Kathoey’s heart oddly skip a single beat. “I’m the tougher sissy here, slut. So I do the fucking.”

A kiss. It came before any response could be offered. Deep and rough and crushing. For the first time Kathoey forgot about the camera on them, or possibly cameras, if Mistress knew how to do such things. No, At that moment there was only the two boys-turned-gurls. Both without cages. Both dripping and leaking as Justine fucked Kathoey with a strapon like a tough little dyke bitch. Hilting the lowest girl in the room while the pair broke the kiss and gazed deeply into each others eyes in a momentary connection which felt like forever.


It was nearly impossible to tell when she’d let go. When the otter girl had fallen forwards. Hammering her strapon as hard and as roughly as she could into that cute wah ass. Fucking it with a delicious disregard for Kathoey’s pleasure. It wasn’t the same brutal hammering their Mistress might give. That was something Justine could never achieve even if she wanted to. But it was cold, it was controlling. It was enough that Kathoey found herself humping hard into the corner of the bed where the other girl pinned her. Cumming and leaking a puddle of saved up seed out underneath her. Feeling the slurry of girlish soaking into her fur. Likewise another gout splattered into the sandwich between her back and Justine’s tummy. Smearing and rubbing sperm into her from both sides. Kathoey now able to do nothing more than grumble and groan into her muzzle full of sheets. Collapsing spent and needy while she was dry humped for who knew how long.


Just when things started to slow down, when the boys were starting to relax, only then did Kathoey hear the bathroom door open and their Mistress step out. Her own shaft nice and throbbing hard between her legs. Gazing hungrily at the duo. In her free paw was a remote which she used to turn off the camera. Grinning oh so wide.


“Well then, boys.” She snickered “I think it’s time I get in on this fun.

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


It was amazing how quickly both boys could swap back to ‘normal’ at this point. Caged quickly, since Tabs wasted no time in making sure her pets were caged once they’d been fully spent. Yet it was still amazing to Katheoy how quickly the sexy, cruel Justine turned into annoying, plain old Justin once more. Some small part of Collin was sure that the transformation from Kathoey was likely as drastic and as quick.


She, he, didn’t want to think about most things right now. It really wasn’t healthy for his mental state.


“Hey.” Justin half muttered, still lacing up his normal boots.


Collin blinked and looked up, his ear perking. His whole body feeling just a bit wrong at the way the polo shirt he wore tugged and constricted him.


“Sorry…” Justin muttered again “I mean, about all the stuff I said. I kinda threw out, a lot of really nasty stuff there.”

Collin blinked and glanced off to the side. Much to his own shock, a small chuckle left his lips. “You trying to put on a good show?” Collin muttered softly. “I mean, you don’t talk that way to my sister, do you?”

Justin blushed a bit at the question. He didn’t answer. He didn’t have to. The way he bit his lip… it was just cutely feminine enough to almost make Collin forget what a thick lughead his best friend really was. Almost.


“I just kinda get in a certain way when I get all, hot I guess.” Justin finally sighed. “And, well, yeah. I guess some of it was for the camera. I mean nobody besides ‘auntie’ is gonna see this vid. It’s not like I needed to. But if we’re going to be going this far and doing something this intense…”

“Who says she’s the only one who gets a copy?” Collin grinned “What, you think we don’t get our own little flash drives of it for posterity?”

The face Justin made… one would imagine he’d just bit down into a raw lemon as hard as he could. He finally finished dressing and slumped forwards, face in hands, his fur bristling just a bit. “I dropped a lot of F bombs. And, and I kinda made some really nasty comments about your body. I shouldn’t have let myself go like that. Dropping the other F bomb like that. It was really hot in the moment. But… I mean, when those assholes try to throw it out at us. At you…”

“What, and you feel bad calling Hui all that racist shit when you do discord calls?” Collin laughed. A laugh which should have been bitter, but wasn’t.


Justin blinked. He shot up and looked at his friend. The wah boy standing and fixing his cloths, working to brush his plain, boring brown hair into a proper part. “You get off on it. She gets off on it. If I thought you were treating her like shit, I’d tell mom. You said what got you hot, and what you hoped would get me hot. That’s how the whole ‘dom’ thing works. Right?”

The words were comforting. The smile bright and sunny. There was something, though Something ever so slightly off about it all. Something Collin chose to ignore.


“Look, what Justine does to her little fucktoy playmate at Mistress’ behest… that’s their business. Let’s not make the rest of our lives weird because she likes to talk dirty, right?” Colin smirked again, and then… he kissed the other boy on the cheek.


Both were surprised. Neither quite sure why that had happened. Collin moved to stuff his belongings and ‘Kathoey’ into his backpack as he prepared to rush out of the hotel. They could talk later, and he had other things to do today.

