
It’s Worse

By TerraMGP


Nobody came into the back utility room. The half finished space was full of pipes and boxes nobody had bothered to clean it out in years. That alone made it perfect for Hui‘s purposes.


It had taken a while to get the bitch. Following Justin. Watching, waiting. Hui was exhausted by the time she‘d finally snagged the blue haired bitch alone, thanks in no small part to a roll of duct tape and a nice heavy stick.


She didn‘t know who this girl was. Frankly she didn‘t really care. This was Hui‘s domain. Her own little dungeon. Impromptu, yes, it was hers and she would use it as she saw fit.


In the center of that dungeon the blue haired girl sat. Dressed in the same simple cloths she‘d had on back when Hui caught her with Justin. The trembling wah girl was a bit bigger than Hui. A bit older. If she was being honest a bit prettier too with softer features and bright brown-green eyes.


Hui liked to think that her tight leather corset, the gloves and boots she wore, and the riding crop in her palm all helped off set any of those deficiencies. The fear in her little victim‘s eyes was certainly an indication that the point was being made. She paced around the bound red panda and murred seductively tracing a finger along her shoulders and down her spine. “I know who you are.” She muttered, eyes narrowing. “I know what you‘re doing. I was almost tempted to give you a warning. I mean, a girl like you can‘t be that stupid can she? Thinking a man like that is unattached? Thinking she can just waltz up and be with him without any consequences. But I don‘t see what else could be going on. And honestly it‘s not like someone dumb enough to try and cuck me really deserves any mercy. Right?


There was no way for her little victim to answer. Not that Hui would have cared. Why should she? This wasn’t an interrogation after all. This was catharsis. A single moment of frozen time between a loyal, doting sub and the girl who thought she could just waltz in and ruin everything.


The sound of chains broke that moment. Hui’s eyes darted to the source of the noise and smirked seeing the hunched and needy figure curled up in the corner of her little dungeon. “You, I’ll settle with you in a second.“ She laughed at the bound wah. She spat in the other girls face drinking in the discomfort.


Hui ground a heel into the cold cement floor and glared to her side. The blushing, trembling gecko girl chained up in one corner looked up with trembling eyes. A thick pair of simple cotton panties shoved in her mouth while her body strained in the tight confines of a Raven costume. She leaned forwards, the thick heavy chains tinkling while she started to squirm and buck her hips hopelessly against the cold cement floor.


The sight was enough to make the Wah chuckle. She paced away from the target of her ire and shoved her crop roughly under the Persian girl’s chin. The lizard girl’s eyes wide and watery. Her sticky tongue lulling out just a bit while her trembling body pleaded helplessly for the attention she couldn’t ask for thanks to the panty gag.


“Now toy, what did I say, hmm? What did I say was the only thing that mattered in your pathetic little life?” Hui reached out with her leather gloved hand to stroke the smooth skin of the squirming girl. The adorable whine and look of nervous anticipation on that cute face. A face boys all seemed to love and drool over even if Esme wasn’t one of the popular girls. A face an outcast like Hui was free to use however and whenever she wanted. 


A word that sounded like “Mistress” mmphed from the gecko’s muzzle. Hui chuckled a bit at that and patted her on the cheek before giving her a nice hard slap across the face. “That’s right. I’m Master’s little cum sock, and you’re the pathetic little nothing that cleans the cum sock up.” She giggled at the moan from the lizard girl. One paw slowly stroked her bare fur and folds while the other held out the riding crop for Esme to nuzzle. Only when the dazed cosplay doll was at her peak need did Hui turn and walk back to the scared looking blue haired girl bound up to the chair and push it over, back near to falling with only the nice spike-heeled boot she wore keeping it from toppling and sending this new… woman… on her back.


“I’m almost afraid to ask. Ask anything really. Did you think I wouldn’t find out? Did you think I was dumb enough that you’d be able to slip in right under my nose and take him from me? Was that it you ugly little worm?” The girl tried to speak though her duct-taped muzzle and winced at a hard swat to her outer thigh. Then another, and a third, Hui rearing back and unleashing a torrent on her helpless captive with all the repetitive power of a bad hentai dominatrix. “You tell me what I want when I want you dumb little bitch. He’s mine, do you understand? Mine. My Master. My boyfriend. Nobody is gonna take him from me. Especially not you. Not you! Not some low rent carbon copy whoever you are! I won’t let you!”

The lashes stopped. Hui instead pushed the crop up against the wet folds and slicked the tip of it along this girls nethers. She pulled it up and licked the leather teasingly with the Yandere spark shivering in her eyes. The cute way the girl cried turned ask not of jealousy in Hui. Had this girl gotten to cry for Master like that? Had she served him while Hui waited patiently. While she had to wait? Had this girl taken Masters virginity from her?


Hui yanked the tape off in one sharp tug and wrapped her paw around the girls throat just tight enough to send a message. She eland down and licked her lips hard watching the other girl squirm under the breaking hot breath. “Now! Now I’m going to ask you some questions. Now you’re going to tell me the answers. No lies. No telling me what I want to hear. Because I know. I promise you I’ll know. I know you think I’m stupid. I’m not!  Master is mine, and if you want to be in line to worship his cock behind me then you don’t just go around fawning all over him. You have to prove it to me. Understand?”

‘Yes” the girl whined meekly. Hui squeezed just a touch and let the chair lean back, watching the fear grow in those eyes. Eyes so very much like her own. Eyes that made holding back so very hard. “Yes ma’am! Yes! I understand. Please don’t hurt me anymore please.”

That was the response Hui wanted. She let go of the girl for now and instead began to lazily push her hoodie up with the tip of the crop, running the crop over breasts that she could now notice were bigger than hers. A whole cup size bigger even. Perky, cherry blossom pink nipples. She’d shown hers to Justin before. The first time when they had their first kiss up in the tree fort. Back when he was just her cool older brother’s cool best friend. Just the guy who always played the hero and saved her when she was the princess. He talked about them as ’soft pink flower petals’. Admired them. Almost touched them.


Hui teased this new girl’s nipples slowly to an erection and then gave them a swat. Her paws trembling. Her chest heaving. “how dare you.” She spat. Watching her pseudo-doppelganger, her better-equipped double wince cutely to the side. Watching her squirm so seductively and helplessly as if offering her body up for the punishment with her reluctant nervousness and the clear tremors of shameful arousal.


She was all ready to belt this girl. She didn’t. Hui instead leaning down and guiding the other girl’s face up to meet her gaze. Leather glove creaking as it gripped the crop hard enough that she was sure it would snap.


“What’s your name, bottom bitch?” She said coldly.


“Y-yukiko.” The girl muttered. Faint hints of a Japanese accent fluttering from the words. A cute, lilting one not like the too-fast, too-squeaky Michigan brogue that had endured in Hui’s voice and even crept in to her Chinese according to her grandparents.

 
“Well, Slave Yukiko.” Hui began “Since you seem to want to belong to Master, then we need to establish some things. Whatever you do for him, whatever you provide him. I do it better. He likes me more. He likes my cute, delicious flat chest.” She growled pushing her scrawny A cups out. The corset she sported doing nothing to amplify them. “he likes my giggling voice. He likes my frizzy fluffy fur. He likes it when my knees knock, and when my voice gets all nasal. He likes my flat little butt, and overly-poofy tail that always seems to get in the way. He likes me. He prefers me. Do you understand?”

“That’s what he said?” The words, the question. It was scared and meek. Perfectly so. An honest and genuine question and yet it tore Hui’s heart clean out of her chest. Yukiko. This strange girl with her pert body and calm voice. With her J-pop star face and perfectly pretty blue-dyed hair. She looked up at Hui over the rim of her glasses and started to whine submissively. A deep, defeated submission that only made Hui’s heart sink more as she felt herself unable to process such deep and absolute surrender.


“Master said I am his toy. His object. I am nothing without him. I-if you are that important to him, then I’m whatever you say I am.” Even with the words Hui could read between the lines. Her paw trembling harder as the crop actually began to bend under her frail grasp. “Master said that this girl was built to be a slave. Born to it. Perfectly soft and submissive. Meek in the lowest way. That she knows making him happy is all that matters. He said that when he fucked me. Before he branded me.”

Only now did Hui look at the girls inner thigh. An elaborate coat of arms. Some design she’d seen Justin toying with impotently in his notebooks over the years when he should be studying. There it was, on her thigh. Clear as day and large enough for anyone to see if they had this girl in any sort of compromising position.


The stylized J and F in the center were particularly unmistakable. A simple declaration that couldn’t be ignored.


Hui traced her own bare, unmarked inner thigh with one hand before stamping her foot down and setting Yukiko back up to sitting. She stomped her way over to a rack of toys and withdrew a monster. Some twisted amalgam of penis parts both real and fantastic. Knotted at the base, flared out in the middle, far too big and with a heavy tremor of vibration even as Hui snagged it up.


“He’s mine.” Hui snapped “And he won’t get your first time. I’m going to ruin you for him.” She marched back towards the blushing picture of perfect submission and shoved her down on her back, holding the wicked toy like some kind of short sword. Paws trembling Hui pushed the ribbed and spined tip up to the girl’s snatch.


Yukiko moaned and looked away. Her cheeks darkening further. “No please Mistress, be gentle. Have Mercy. Master already left me so sore there last night.”

Rage to make Khorne himself blush seared though Hui. She jammed the toy in as hard as she could. Watching gleefully as the perfect girl’s tummy shifted and distended like all those Sparrow and Whitekitten drawings one inevitably finds in the depths of the internet. Further and further the toy went, seemingly without end. Her bound counterpart screaming, crying, moaning and whining all so perfectly as her chest heaved and her eyes lulled back. Each thrust causing her body to warp and distend impossibly only to twist back into shape as the toy was yanked back again.


“He’s mine. Do you understand? Mine. Mine! You can’t have him!” She screamed it like a mantra, like a prayer, ravaging the other girl until the toy got stuck. Panic starting to set in. The thing refusing to move. Sinking in further, pulling Hui along and in with it, refusing to let her go even as she refused to let it go. Her body braced over the twitching form of the all too perfect girl now threatening to consume her.


“Justin.” She whimpered softly. “Save me.”
--------------------


She was out of bed. Literally. With slow wakefulness coming back to her mind Hui found herself hanging helplessly off of the bed wrapped in a tangle of blankets. Most of them were thrown off. Her sheets and comforter on the other hand had managed to get her legs and the crick in her neck told her she’d been resting on the floor on her shoulder for more than a few minutes by the time the dream let go of her.


A dream. A nightmare. Hui was used to stress dreams. Usually being late to class. Not knowing what class she was supposed to be in. that she’d spaced out and skipped whole days or even weeks of it and would fail. Always about school. Always about being swallowed up by the routine of her life and dragged along powerless to do the right thing.


That wasn’t what she’d gotten this time. Hui pulled herself back into bed and for a moment ran though the chaos of her head wondering if it had all been a bad dream. Some horrible nightmare she had yet to wake from. Some test or exam screwing with her head that caused her to imagine what she’d seen that day.


There wasn’t. She knew there wasn’t. Reluctantly the Wah pulled herself back up into bed and fussed with the webbing of covers until getting them all somewhat close to distributed properly once more. She curled under them and hugged Daphne as tight as she could. The soft bundle of fabric and fluff sucked away small seeds of terror and frustration. But only some. Only a few black tears in the sea now swirling in her.


Hui cursed herself for the thought, and that her mind could jump to the idea of an Ophelia/Eddie costume at a time like this. Even if she could relate to the character right now. Even if the wah girl wished for nothing more than her body and mind to shut down into a sea of blackness until this whole thing swept itself away and she could rest safely in Justin’s arms again.


Based on the fact that her phone hadn’t gone off yet it was easy enough to presume it wasn’t six AM. Hell for all she knew it could be midnight. The whole world had that strange ethereal darkness which could only come from sleepless dread and loneliness. She hugged her plush and began to slowly flick the flannel fabric of her pajama bottoms between her knees for the slight jolt of sensation and the pleasing little grinding noise. They were the only actions she could really take in this cage of twilight darkness. Trapped in her own little Sea of Black Tears


Somewhere though, somewhere deep in the back of Hui’s mind the young woman resolved that she wasn’t going to sleep like this again. She squeezed the toy, but in her mind she was squeezing Justin. She was holding on… and she wasn’t about to let go.

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


Every once in a while Justin got a link from Hui with some porn she liked. It wasn’t too often, and they had to be careful about it. It was hard enough not actually having sex when they both knew they probably could. But that shred of parental trust was honestly worth it. More over, the fact that it might help ensure they could make it in the long run was enough to keep Justin going though most of the past four years.


Now what kept him going was the fact that he didn’t want Hui to know about his locked up cock. Even if he wanted to enjoy the video clips and manga and comics she found, what was he going to do? Collin had taken to Auntie… to Ms. Blake’s treatment like a duck to water. Apparently he’d waited exactly two days before reaming his own rump and a month before offering himself up as her cock socket. Not that Justin had any room to judge. But fuck it, he was going to judge.


The simple fact that Justin felt some small, shameful enjoyment from what he could only call the ‘forced switch’ scenarios didn’t help him any. He lay there in bed toying with his new cock piercing through the chastity cage, reading though the ‘Sweet Sting’ comic Hui had linked him to a few days ago. It was hot. Hot enough to draw his attention over those few days. Hot enough that if he wasn’t in this damn cage he probably would have rubbed himself raw, even if he really kind of hated ‘real’ ending of the thing and preferred the more romantic Nick and Judy dynamic.


Yeah, it was fucked up. He was fucked up, and his life was fucked up right now. Sexual frustration with no real release and the best thing he’d felt in weeks was his best friend forcibly taking his BJ virginity on ‘Auntie’s’ orders.


Justin looked at the unopened box of Ravenguard minis. He didn’t want to blame Collin. His mind kept slipping from one excuse to the next. The poor boy was horny. He was messed up. He was finally able to find something he really liked. He’d never had a date before, never had a girl interested in him. Justin would probably be in the same boat if not for lucking into the perfect ‘girl next door’. A girl who admittedly would probably outgrow her fucked up kinky side, and her hopeless romantic side, and everything else that tricked her into thinking he was at all a good choice for her. If not for her Justin presumed he might end up some hopeless fuck-up Incel. Not that he was ever going to find out. Not if he could help it.


But Collin. Collin had never been that way. He deserved someone. More so than Justin. More so than most people. And of all the people he could get it was their god damn gym coach. The crazy bitch task master who nearly drove both boys to the nurses’ office back in freshman year and then told them to suck it up because sports asthma isn’t real. 


There was something carnally pleasing about it all. Justin was a Dom. He’d known it ever since he was old enough to get the concept. Even before then, he could remember spending the whole of second grade playing with a length of rope he’d found out back behind the tool shed, and more than once he’d used it to tie Hui up under some pretense of playing Legend of Zelda or something.


He liked those times. He missed those times. Times when he didn’t feel quite so overwhelmed by confusion. Times when some bratty tsundeere switch girl named’ Justine’ wasn’t hovering around in the back of his head, thinking about how it might not be bad to just once let Auntie rail her. How it might actually feel good to know what it’s like on the other side. How it would help her, help him, when he finally decided to go all in with Hui for their first time.


Justin pulled himself out of bed and walked over to the small nook in his book shelf where he’d hidden a vape. It was old, hadn’t been used in a year. A bad habit he picked up and promptly quit when he found out the damage they could cause even without nicotine. But something about it had relaxed him. Something about the soft velvety flavor bursts had gotten Justin though the day back in Junior year when mixed with vigorous masturbation to fucked up porn and the occasional all out brawl with a very reticent Collin or the others they tended to hang with. Others who now had far more important things on their mind than tabletop games and smashing each other in the face with boffers.


Release. That was all he needed. It was three in the god damn morning and Justin wasn’t even sure if he had school in the morning or not. His head swam with porn and rage and the hellish caldron of hormones that forced the two swirling in his head uncontrollably.


He brought the tip of the object to his muzzle. So tempted to just turn it on. Even with the old juice. Even with the likely worn filter. Even with how hard it was to kick the habit before. Then he stopped, setting the thing back down where it was and pawing his way back into bed.


He opened a pic he liked. One with Judy Hopps pinned under Nick Wilde, being rutted and choked with a few scratches on her, confessing that she was his prey. It was fucked up. Edgeplay things like predplay or race play tended to make Justin feel extra guilty. But then the girl he would marry one day knew. Hell she sent him some of this stuff. So the guilt wasn’t nearly enough to stop him from enjoying himself.


The cage was. However as Justin gazed at the picture and let the scenario and a thousand others like it play out in his head one paw drifted back and began rubbing slowly at his pucker. The same hole that had spent most of yesterday stuffed with some stupid app-controlled toy. The same thing that had actually made him cum, really cum, for the first time since the little incident with ‘Kathoey’.


For now Justin just let the image sink into his mind and idly ran his finger over the sensitive hole. It was enough. It calmed him. It let his body at least dull some of the chaos in his head. For now that was all he could hope for, and if that stopped working he’d just have to move on to whatever came next.

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


A thud had woken Collin up. It was his sister. He listened for a few moments to make sure everything was ok, but never really planned to go in and check on her. That would have been creepy. He was worried, but she was a big girl. Something he was prod to admit she’d demonstrated with their little talk last night.


Unfortunately it ‘d taken a hell of a long time to get to sleep in the first place. Thankfully it was the weekend. Nothing to be up for save mistress and she was busy with motorcycle stuff all day. He’d been planning to bribe Justin to take him out to the mall. Maybe even get him to dress up. See how much fun Justine and Kathoey could have turning the boys’ heads.


That didn’t seem like a good idea now, though. Or maybe it was never a good idea and his heart just wasn’t in it anymore. The face of that woman kept creeping into his head. Happy, cheerful, content. Content was the perfect word for it. The way she spoken with him so easily. Rather the way she spoke to Kathoey so easily. Most of the people in the shop probably didn’t even know what they collar meant. They probably wrote it off as some gothy accessory from someone too old to get how the look works, as if the aesthetic was something new.


That woman was owned, and she was happy, what’s more she was happy with her husband. The man Collin could only presume to be her Master.


The thoughts kept running though his head as he pulled himself out of bed and wandered towards the mirror hanging from the back of his door. He knew of the man. A big gruff bear who came in along with the rest of their small group of friends. Just about all of them played 40K and just about all of them wiped the floor with Justin each time the shop held a serious tournament. The Collar might have been new, or it might have been there for months. Years even. He didn’t know anything about these people after all. Up until recently he’d been just as oblivious as everyone else to the simple symbol. The simple leather band as vibrant and vital and most of all important as any wedding ring.


Collin stood looking himself in the mirror. His scrawny body framed by an old pajama top that still fit embarrassingly well. He looked into those eyes. His eyes, Kathoey’s eyes. Factually the same and yet different. When he looked he couldn’t’ see any of her there. Whatever ‘her’ was, it was absent from the nervous fuck-up boy that stood there now. All he saw was the plain, boring, straight A student he’d always been gazing back at him.


He let his paw slip up to his neck. Bare, yet he tried to imagine something around it. Not just the play collar. Not the thing Mistress put on her Kathoey when they went out. Not even something on Kathoey.


Hui had explained the importance to him once. Some uncomfortable rant she’d gone on mostly to drive him out of the basement so she and Justin could cuddle and watch a Wes Anderson film without Collin nosing his way in and criticizing the whole thing.


The panda boy gripped the air where the band would be and felt his fingers pass uncomfortably though air. A strange longing welling in his heart. Quickly he pulled his shirt off and stood there, gazing at the feminine but still clearly boyish body before him. Tail laying lazily to one side. Ruddy fur swelling with each breath of his slender frame. His paws reached up and gripped his opposite shoulders. The images danced back at him from the mirror. Arms around him. Of his Mistress first. Of course of Mistress. Cupping and caressing his naked frame with that loving possession. He could imagine it so easily. The sense of her powerful body against his weak frame. A small nibble on his ear. His body a fragile treasure for her to protect and play with. A thing so lovingly cared for and protected that one couldn’t help but sink into blissful subservience.


Then, other images danced along with it. A tall and curvatious woman. More traditionally feminine and powerful in so many strange ways that mistress never was. At once frail and indomitable leaving his own inadequate body feeling all the smaller and weaker for it. A traditional beauty that dwarfed his common features and yet permitted this sad boy to fawn and hang off of it, to love and worship it like some beloved pet or prized accessory..


A man. A strong, gentle man. A man less rough and cruel than Mistress. One not unlike what he imagined Miss Naqui’s husband must be like as a Master. Looming over him and savoring his girlish body not simply as a fetishistic substitute of femininity but rather for the simple boy’s frame it was. A guardian soul to shelter and command his pure submissive heart and pear him down into the happiest and most pure essence of what he was while dragging him into realms that were wonderfully uncomfortable and new.


The train of thought kept up. All manner of partners. Real and imagined, older and younger. Even Becky and Esme managed to slip into the parade. Girls he was sure new nothing of D/s and whom he knew were only aware of him due to being friends with his sister.


None of these images were Kathoey. He was careful to check. His eyes glued themselves to the mirror like a modern day narcissus. What they found wasn’t really beauty. Instead they found submission. An odd nugget of feelings the wah boy still wasn’t comfortable with and absolutely didn’t know how to handle.


The chime of his alarm finally drew Collin away from his gazing. Somehow at least two hours had passed. The spell shattered to the sounds of Bach and the boy was forced to shake off the fading shimmer of self. He felt wrong. Once again Collin ran a finger over his throat and sighed at how much he hated the emptiness there. Fate was cruel sometimes, giving glimpses of what the heart really wants only to leave you desperate and confused. He slowly slipped back into bed and pulled the covers tight around him. For now the young man would simply have to content himself with daydreams. Maybe on Monday Mistress could help make this all clearer to him.

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


There wasn’t much room in the Sang household on Sundays. Ling Sang didn’t mind though. She strode her way though the pile of backpacks and other cast off items over to the couch where her daughter sat, slipping a large tray of cut veggies, crackers and cheese down on what little space the coffee table had left.


“Fast food again, Justin?” The woman chided with her manager voice.


Justin looked up to her and swallowed his mouthful of sandwich offering his girlfriend’s mother a slight smile. “Mom said I needed to eat better. So until that impossible whopper thing is gone I figured I might as well, right?” He shrugged and reached over to grab a cube of cheddar off of the tray popping it into his mouth without so much as pausing to wipe the mayo from his burger from the corner of his muzzle.


Ling sighed at that and turned to her own children. Not that one would be able to tell the difference with how often they were together. “Hui, your Baba called and told me to remind you to water the garden. That means set yourself a reminder, young lady. It may not be much but those few veggies make your baba happy. It’s the least you kids can do for him.”

“Got it.” Hui nodded, even as a crushing yawn crossed her muzzle. The gasp lilted though long enough that she had time to write in most of the reminder on her phone before it stopped and even after it Hui looked ready to pass out where she slumped on the couch.


“Did you stay up playing video games again last night, Hui?” Ling chided. Hui always bristled at that. Once upon a time that was exactly what she’d been doing. Now though, well there was no need to tell her mother that.


“Come to think of it all three of you look exhausted. Don’t tell me you were all up playing some game together were you? I realize it’s a Saturday night but I’m not going to have you three passing out in class because you can’t keep a sleep schedule. Especially you two” She gestured between Collin and Justin. “If either one of you tanks the SATs I will personally make your lives a living nightmare. Do you understand me?”

“Yes mama.” Collin chimed, Justin parroting the long held refrain with the same smartass grin he always held.


Ling rolled her eyes and fluffed the boys’ headfur before turning back to the kitchen and hitting a few buttons on the oven. “I’m warming up some leftovers. You three should have plenty to eat and baba should be home in a few hours. I assume I can trust you to keep these two from getting into any shenanigans, Collin?”

All three of them blushed a bit. Thankfully Ling didn’t see it. Collin laughed it off and grumbled playfully under his breath. “Come on mom. Like they’d have time for that. You really think Justin has time for a solid coat on the armor and foreplay?”

Ling shot him a wicked glance and Collin smirked smugly popping a broccoli stock in his mouth.


With that Ling slipped her shoes on and went out to the garage leaving all three teens to grin at each other, None of them seemingly able to notice the anxiety plastered on the others faces.

