
It’s not what it looks like

By TerraMGP


“So who is she?” Hui hadn’t gotten past it. The Wah girl sat tentatively on the edge of her bed looking up at her big brother with those glaring hateful eyes.


Collin hadn’t answered her. He hadn’t said much of anything. At least partially because he didn’t want to snicker at her predicament. It wasn’t funny, if anything it was horrifying. His stomach churning as he gazed down waiting for a reply to pop up on his phone. The slow pace of the response was fucking killing him. How the fuck did they even get here? Part of him expected to wake up at any moment. But then if this was a dream it would get even more fucked up any time now.


“You know you don’t’ get to keep it just because you got to use it first, right?” Collin growled glancing at his sister with enough faux frustration that he hoped it would shut her up.


The younger wah blushed furiously and glanced off to the side gripping her shoulder and rubbing it nervously. “Well I mean, it’s not like you should have it either.” She muttered in soft protest. “I was just… I mean I figured I’d… I… S-shut up”

Collin bounced his painfully idle phone in his palm. He was a fucking horrible brother, and he knew it. He should care. He should hate himself being this crass to her. But it was just too much fun. “So what woulda happened if you didn’t need me to help get it out? Were you just gonna keep it and make me buy a new one? Would we not be having this conversation or something?” He popped open her closet and began idly looking though the collections of texts, boxed up old board games and kids toys, the cosplay items that had become the bane of their mothers existence and all the other neatly organized detritus scattered about within.


“What are you doing?” Hui muttered ruefully.


“Distracting myself.” He sighed “Because I’d rather not think about the things I’m thinking about right now. Especially not when I know my little sister absolutely would have worn that crap out the next time the local community college had a con or something.”

“That’s next month.” Hui muttered “and will you stop being such a perv? Jesus it’s bad enough I have to have the notion of a girl sticking this in her for you stuck in my head. Assuming you didn’t just gross her out, or freak her out. You weren’t like, planning to hand this off to someone as an anonymous gift or something were you?”

“What?” Collin blinked “Hui, the fuck! Why would you even suggest that?”

“I donno! You’re acting really strange lately. How do I know you didn’t turn into some kind of fucked up incel ‘nice guy’. People send dick pics after all. For all I know you just wanted to leave a random sex toy in a girls locker and hope she was into it rather than calling the cops.”

It was quite difficult for Hui to keep up her indignation with the way her brother looked at her. Especially considering the still stuck plug in her rump made any sort of movement uncomfortably arousing. Being aroused right now, being wet and needy as she was, it was the worst. The dirty thoughts, especially thoughts of Justin, crept into her head… and she simply couldn’t shut them out.


Collin could see them, or at least knew she was uncomfortable. The boy smirking wider and shoving the phone into his pocket as he paced to the bed and flopped on the other side.


“What are you doing?” Hui eeped


“I’m waiting.” He sighed “The phone’s not gonna buzz any faster from me glaring at it.”

“Buzz… Wait you told someone about this?” Hui felt her voice crack at the yelp and nearly fell on her side. “W-who?”

“It’s not Justin.” He sighed, rolling his eyes. “Come on, I’m not enough of an asshole to let him know what you were getting up to ‘without his permission’.”

“T-that’s not at all the point. And I wasn’t thinking that anyways!” It was half a lie. The thought that this might get back to her boyfriend had crossed her mind. Same with their folks finding out. In fact she hadn’t even planned on telling Collin about this. So angry was the wah girl that she had brought up her accusations to him without even realizing he might want the toy back in the first place.


For his own part Collin sighed and shot his sister a smile. He scooped up one of the plush toys sitting on her bed and tossed it at her playfully. A random little move to break the tension, but it was all he really had in him, considering. “Look, I know you basically dove head first into every hentai out there. Even if mom and dad don’t know, it’s not like you’re ‘that’ subtle about it. I’m not gonna judge you sis. I mean I don’t’ want to think about it, but whatever the hell makes you happy. Fuck, if I was going to be creeped out I think falling for the guy who’s basically been like a brother to us since we were kids would be right up there on the ‘do not want’ list already.”

“It’s not that weird…” Hui muttered to herself clutching the toy tight and slumping her shoulders.


“Right, so you’ve never once called him ‘onii-chan’?” Collin muttered sardonically. “Look, like I said it makes you happy. Makes him happy too. That’s ok. You both deserve to be happy. I’m not gonna fuck that up for you. But… I wanna be happy too, sis. I think I deserve that, don’t I?”

“W-well yeah, of course you do” She chirped instantly.


Collin held up his hand. He wasn’t finished, and he knew if she made this a conversation he was never going to get it out. “I know you still have to live with mom and dad. Hell if you and Justin both go to the same college after everything is said and done Mama might insist you stay here. We both know he’s not getting into anything out of state anyways and our folks won’t want you leaving the house until Mama and Baba decide you’ll be ‘safe’.”

He sucked in a deep breath and let it out as slowly s he could. Anything to stall. Anything to put his anxiety off another moment. “I know our folks want what is best for us. I also know Mama is gonna micromanage us every day until we’re out of the house and then probably call after us to keep it up after. It’s just who she is, it’s just how she is. She’s never gonna change. Baba too, even if he likes to play it cooler. I want them to be happy, and I don’t’ want them to ride you over anything. But I just… I can’t. I can’t keep doing it. I can’t spend another six months scraping out a few tiny things that make me happy amid a sea of bullet points for a resume all so I can go get whatever degree might shut them up and spend the next forty years in a job I hate.”

Tears were forming in his eyes by now. His body trembling. His tail flicking frantically while the rest of him sat stone still and sullen. “I’m nineteen god damn years old, Hui. I’ve always been the oldest kid in each grade, and I’ve always gotten kicked around like I was a runt for it. I’m a fucking adult, even if nobody wants to recognize it. I have to do something, anything for me besides playing Magic on every break and sleepwalking though these remedial bullshit ‘A.P’ classes. I gotta make some fucking decisions in my life, even if they are stupid decisions. Because I don’t’ want to die miserable and broken some sixty years from now with an obligated wife and kids who hate me and a job I hate.”

“Chen…” Hui let out a sigh and leaned up against him. She put her arm around her brother in a tight hug, wincing at a choked sob slipping from the otherwise still boy.


Collin shook his head and put an arm around his sister. All thoughts of other frustrations now utterly vanished. “That toy, that thing… I didn’t get it for someone. Someone got it for me. It’s mine.” He bit his lip and hugged her righter, shaking just a touch. “I did meet someone, but I’m not quite like Justin. We both want very different things. But we both want to be happy. I want to be happy… and I am. For the first time in my god damn life I really feel like I am.” He almost hated to say the words. It was wrong. His parents weren’t bad. His situation wasn’t bad. He had a good life. And yet he felt them slipping free all the same, divorced of any inhibitions. “I can’t tell you everything right now, sis. I jus can’t. It’s not even that I don’t’ want to, though I don’t. But I have so much stuff to figure out and I don’t know where to start.”

Any rage Hui had was gone now. There was no way she was keeping up the contempt she felt with all of this weighing on them. Her body trembling she looked up at him and offered a small smile tussing his hair a bit. “I want you to be happy, Dage” She sighed. She hadn’t called him that since she was little, back when their parents were still insistent on using Chinese as much as English around the house. Something that had managed to stick far better with her over the years. “You’re a good guy. You know that. If you’re experimenting with some girl, or even if it’s a real, like… D/s thing.” she shook her head and looked up at him “I’m not in any place to judge you. I don’t’ want to judge you. I want you to be happy. I just worry. And I guess I, well I got a bit selfish in all of this.”

They fell quiet again. Both siblings on the edge. Neither one really able to look each other in the eye as they sat there, Blushing, trembling, near crying, near laughing. Both confused in the best and worst ways.


The phone vibration finally stirred them out of the fugue state. Collin pulled it free of his pocket and glanced down. He then stuffed it back into his pocket and shook his head starting towards the door without a word.


“Wait, what did she say? I’m still kinda stuck here you know” The girl whimpered. Hui’s face now growing wild with panic


“She said you gotta just use a ton of lube and yank it out. And… yeah I may be a perv, sis. But I’m not gonna, uh…”

Hui shook her head and sighed as she hugged herself hard. “I, I’ll have it back to you in a few minutes.” she muttered


“Keep it.” Collin noted “Mistress is getting me a new one.” He winced at the word slipping. Fresh realization blooming on Hui’s’ face. But it wasn’t like he could put that genie back in the bottle now could he? “Look, you seemed to enjoy it. You could use the practice. And maybe, I donno, you could tell Justin to look up the app.”

With that he walked out leaving Hui sitting there. Blushing furiously and fidgeting where she sat. Her mind reeling at everything. She then blinked and perked her ears looking at the door long past the point where Collin had gone. “Wait a minute” She yelped “What App?”
--------------------


Tabs really wasn’t sure what she expected when walking up to the garage. With the dungeon Helga insisted on dominating the pig’s basement the garage had to pull double duty. Triple now that she had lost her most recent gym. A cheap old weight set and heavy bag now sat pushed up against scrunched motorcycle parts in one end leaving almost no room for anything to actually be parked in there. A problem with a quickly filling house.


“Man, this setup sucks.” Tabs snickered running her hand over the old, taped up heavy bag.


“Yeah well not all of us can just use our work facilities during off-hours.” Helga muttered. She plopped down on the worn old solo-flex she’d managed to save from a garage sale soon after the incident with, well, whatever had gotten her tangled up with the cops this time. The thing shook under her weight. Screaming of better days long past as the pegs holding it up jostled and shook.


“Hey, just because everything you touch burns to the ground lately doesn’t mean you gotta take it out on me, Helga. Besides it’s kinda hard to feel sorry for a gal who could probably stay in shape just with the amount of sex she’s having right now.”

Helga rolled her eyes and leaned back on the machine, testing the worn out old rubber bands that she’d set on it. “Like you aren’t living it up with those two boys of yours.” She muttered coyly.


“What, and break them in half? Come on Helga you know I can’t do that. I use me both up as much as I’m able then go off and jerk off. Usually lil Kathoey gets the brunt of it, but even then it’s not like I get a chance to do anything real more than once or twice a week.”

“And is that why I hear tell from John about you giving his boy some ‘special training’?” Helga snickered. The tone was playful, but tabs could see a bit of contempt, and a whole lot of judgment, in the pigs eyes. Helga slumped back a bit and shrugged ‘don’t look so shocked there, Tabs. Not a ton of people do construction around here, and you’d be shocked how often you gotta call on a welder. John’s a nice guy. Pretty good at busting the new kids’ chops with me and getting them toughened up.”

“Yeah, well, that part is real.” She corrected quickly, moving up to the bands and giving one a firm test tug. The resistance was impressive, though no substitute for real weights in her mind. “He told you what happened, right?”

“Said his son got in a brawl with some dumb ass college kid while he was next door watching the Lions lose. Then one of those new kids started giving us shit about the name ‘lions’ being used in a town with so many furs of African descent around. I mean I get it with the fucking redfurs but come on you may as well throw a fit about the patriots.”

“Sounds like he sugar coated it then.” Tabs muttered “John, not the kid. Not the kid talking about the Lions I mean… you know what I mean.” Tabs sighed “Justine… Justin… got his ass beat. Bad.  Doc’s not even sure the asshole cracked his muzzle when he was punching him. Dumb kid went straight for a head butt. Coulda cracked himself doing that.”

“Good god I’m glad my pet doesn’t like violence.” Helga muttered


“Don’t you have another pet who’s a damn boxer?” Tabs giggled.


Helga just scowled and started to do her workout. Her muscles flaring and body rolling in time to start her reps. The lack of weight on the ends slowing her movements but only a hair. “So you’re actually teaching this kid not to get his ass beat. Admirable. Be more admirable if you weren’t also fucking it at the same time. Anything I can tell John at least to make sure he doesn’t worry so much about his son wandering off twice a week?”

“Well he sucks.” Tabs muttered “But he’s learning. Got him punching trees out in the woods. Up until now he’s been playing with fake swords and doing shit he saw on the net. Figured I’d start him off with something basic.” The fact that Tabs got the idea for punching trees off of a video with some Russian girl a couple of years back. “He’s got a temper. A serious one. Took a few swings at me the first day, too. Kinda why I got him the tat. Figured He’d have to learn how to take care of it and think before he does shit.”

Helga stopped mid-press and just glared at her friend. The pig’s arms locked. The 200lb equivalent of pressure hovering there fully extended as if it were nothing.


“I know, Right?” Tabs chuckled “I was shocked to hear myself say it too.”

The bar dropped and Helga pulled herself up rubbing her now sore arms vigorously. “Well I’m guessing you didn’t ask John for whatever this tat is since he didn’t mention it.” Helga noted


“Kid’s nineteen. He doesn’t need Daddy’s say so to get some ink.” Tabs said proudly “Not that he’s the one who needs to get past mommy and daddy.”

“At least tell me you didn’t use any of ‘our’ patterns.” Helga said with her eyes narrowed. Her tone suddenly stern. The cold hard look putting Tabs on the back foot even after all these years.


“What? Fuck no. He’s not one of ours. Jesus, give me a little more credit than that.” The death glare fell from Helga’s face and Tabs felt herself breath again. She quickly turned to the small mini fridge and pulled a beer from it, popping it and downing the whole thing in a quick succession of gulps. “Look, I took her to the lizards because they do good work and I knew I could get a lil… discount” Tabs thrust her hips as she said it, grinning proudly. “I had Rox draw some anime-style shit up I knew the kid would like and used that. Totally unique. Jesus, you think I’m going to mark some poor naïve thing like that?”

“I donno.” Helga muttered coldly. “The way you been acting lately it’d be hard to say. “

“And what’s that supposed to mean?” Tabs winged feeling the can crumple a bit in her grasp.


Helga sighed and shook her head. Clearly she didn’t’ want to say more. Yet once she started there was no stopping her. Tabs knew that better than anyone. The porcine woman ran a hand though her black headfur and glanced up at her best friend as stone serious as she’d seen her in ages. “The way you talk about them. The panda boy especially. The way you blow off all kinds of shit to be around him… Tabs, he’s in high school.”

“How much older is Amethyst?” Tabs had said it even before her brain processed that she was thinking it. A pit of fear and regret twisted in her gut, yet the wolverine stepped forward all the same. “Kid’s an adult. It’s not like I’m fucking around with a minor or anything. So what if he still lives at home with mom and dad. My Kathoey is older than I was when I started making my own damn decisions. Remember? You were there. Fuck, following you was the best decision I ever made. It’s why I am who I am.”

“Yeah and you only started following me because I was dating some fucked-up woman with a nice ass.” Helga likewise regretted putting it that bluntly. After the little trip to Cali she’d figured all that old venom had been bled dry. Yet here she was standing up, towering over Tabs as the two resumed their typical postures staring each other down.


“Oh, so what, I’m a bad influence who’s going to gimp him, cuck him without permission, date a crooked cop and hide drug money under his pet bed without telling him? Jesus Christ Helga that’s…”

“He’s your student.” Helga finally snapped “This shit is illegal, even in college. It’s illegal for a reason, too. You know as well as I do how fucked up and impressionable kids are at that age. Poor things probably confused as fuck and used to doing whatever mommy and daddy tell him.”

“That’s not… You don’t know him.” Helga snapped “You don’t know either of them. It’s not that simple.”

“I know you, Tabs.” Helga muttered “We both know what’s really going though your head right about now. I’m not saying anything you haven’t thought already. I just have the balls to come out and say it to your face.”

The two friends had scrapped from time to time. It was typical in their life. They were sisters, as much as anyone could be sisters. Loved each other, depended on each other. Even more than the sisters they rode with. Helga could count on one hand the times she’d wanted to lash out, really lash out, at Helga. As she stood there with her fist balled, trembling, blood on her claws from the painful squeezing… she realized this was the last time she could feel that feeling and still say that.


She also realized she was right.


Tabs collapsed back onto the floor with her back against the fridge, paws trembling and tears in her eyes. Everything hurt. Everything. Her whole body trembling like a mass of twisted nerve endings. Helga’s strong arms wrapped around her and Tabs winced. They were a medicinal comfort, healing and bitter all at once.


“Look, Tabs. I’m not trying to tell you how to live your life. That’s not my job. Fuck, I have no real right to speak out on any of this. But it is my job to worry about you. I’m not just going to stay silent while you do this kind of shit and let you ignore what I know you’re already thinking because it feels good.”

“I know. I know that.” Tabs muttered softly. “I just don’t. I don’t. I can’t. I can’t stop it. Not yet. Not just yet. Ok? Please.” The words were not for Helga. Not really. She kept muttering them to herself as she sprawled back into the fridge and hugged her knees tight. The heavy dump of emotions hitting her harder than the aftermath of any bar brawl she could remember.


“Fine.” Helga muttered ‘but if you end up needing to talk, talk to me. Ok? No excuses.” She pushed her forehead to Tabs’ and hugged her one more time before slumping down beside her and pushing the wolverine up just far enough to slip a beer out of the fridge. “So then, now that we have all that out of the way, mind telling me just what it is you came here to ask me about?”

Tabs blinked. In the shock and frustration she’d nearly forgot. A deep blush bloomed on her face as she glanced up at her friend again and laughed nervously. “Oh yeah that. I uh, I actually have kind of a time sensitive question. It’s really a funny story though. You’ll laugh when you hear it. Honest…”
--------------------


Kathoey was still a bit nervous about the little outing. That was probably why it was so exciting. She ran a finger over the Drukhari box set and pulled it out from its spot on the shelf with the most ginger of tiptoe pushes. Not much, but enough that she showed a hint of pantie-clad rump to the few gamer boys and not-so-young pervs gathered around the shop.


She had told herself it was simply a disguise. A way to slip in and get something new she’d been considering without the folks finding out. Some way to circumvent the bullshit of ordering Games Workshop products online or dealing with her mother’s growing paranoia.


No. This was about her. The thrill of the tease. The feeling of all these boys eye-fucking her. Gazing at her cute, girly body. Did they know what she really hid under that skirt? Did they know she was the same boy they harassed and harangued for being a try-hard at every FNM? Would they care if they did know?


Kathoey almost felt her heart beating out of her chest at that thought. The wig, the face mask, the cloths. It seemed impossible they’d mistake her for anything but Collin in dress-up. Yet at the same time the possibilities were so enticing she could hardly stand it.


When a paw finally pushed down on her shoulder Kathoey was sure she’d just had a heart attack. She spun around quickly, just in time to feel paws take the box from her and look at the wry, smiling face of a familiar Kangaroo mouse. A very pregnant one.


“Wych cults.” The woman said, glancing out from her pink and brown headfur.


“Um, E-excuse me?” Kathoey blinked. Shockingly keeping the girlish falsetto she’d been teaching herself to use wasn’t too hard even in this state of surprise.


“Wych cults. That’s what you want to focus on. They’re fast and they hit hard. A lot of the boys around here use stuff like Orks and ‘nids so you don’t have as big a worry about armor. Maybe mix in some Ynnari if they get something good, but the sexy dominatrix gals are probably the way to go.”

The woman set the box back on the shelf and pulled down both boxes of Wyches situated on it, followed by a box of Scourges


“Oh, wow. I uh… are you sure this won’t cost a lot, Miss?” Kathoey muttered.


“Naqui. Naqui Lockhart. Yeah yeah, make the jokes while you can. It‘s still new enough that I can get a chuckle.” She held up a ring and flashed it knowingly. Though Kathoey‘s eyes quickly went from it to the thick leather collar around her neck. Something most people in here might see only as an aesthetic choice.. “As for the wyches, it’s about the same as the box you were looking at. Though it’s not like you have to get any of them” she shrugged.


Kathoey could feel the eyes on her. The fact that the boxes were in hand didn’t even really register. It was one thing having a few horny nerd boys lust after her from afar. Showing off what only mistress would ever get to have. But this, she suddenly felt very weak, and very very small.


The woman started reaching up to the top shelf and without thinking Kathoey let the boxes fall to the floor. She reached out and pulled the box the woman was reaching for down by her fingertips. She smiled sweetly at the woman, then whimpered upon realizing it wouldn’t show up with the face mask.


“Thanks.” Naqui nodded. “Getting the Hubby something as a kind of treat. He spent all week working on the baby room and the basement. I kinda feel bad I’m too far along to be of much use otherwise.” she patted her tummy and then held up the box to look it over. An Imperial Knight Cerastus. It wasn’t a faction Kathoey had ever tried, or even knew much about. But it was Forge World, and Forge World was expensive.


“Listen,” Naqui said leaning in “Teasing the boys can be fun sometimes, but just remember, it’s always better when you find that special someone who finally helps you feel what you really want to feel. Deep down. I’m not really saying stop, but between you and me being a bit of a tease is always nicer when you got that special someone watching.”

With that the woman turned and went up to pay, leaving Kathoey to bend down, blush at the feeling of eyes on her exposed, bepantied rump, and quickly make her way towards the paints so she could recover before going to check out herself.


It took twenty minutes for Kathoey to finally muster the courage to go back out. Something about what the woman had said to her… or maybe the way all those boys had looked at her. She tried to play it off. Looking over the little corner with all of the Gundam models as if considering them. Then back to the Wahammer minis. Mostly it was just a ploy, though Kathoey did eventually put back one set of Wyches in exchange for a box of Ravenguard Dark Fury marines. A full month’s allowance now all but spoken for as she moved to the checkout and let the woman behind the counter ring her up.


She didn’t much pay attention to the small talk the woman behind the counter made. Didn’t pay attention to the weight of the bag as she wandered out to the old white Corvette parked at the end of the strip mall. Justin sat there in his jacket and Ravenguard Tee. A big bag of Burger King sitting on his lap and an onion ring hanging angrily out of his muzzle when those cold blue eyes met Kathoey.


“Took you long enough.” He muttered as the Wah pulled the door open and got in. “I thought you said you were just getting one thing.”

“I did.” Kathoey muttered ‘Two of them.  Also this.” The red panda pulled the Space Marine box out of the bag and set it on Justin’s lap next to his bag of food. She then snagged an onion ring out of the bag and leaned back looking up at the ragged, dirty cream-colored fabric hanging against the roof.


“Jesus fuck. You know you didn’t have to get me something.” Justin sighed shaking his head “What, you trying to Obligate me to let you win now or something?”

“More like you were nice enough to drive me out here.” Kathoey shrugged “And to let me, well, I know you probably would have preferred if I came out dressed in my ‘normal’ cloths.


“I thought this was a cleaver disguise.” Justin muttered. He didn’t buy it. Kathoey, Collin, Knew he didn’t buy it. If anything the lie had been especially insulting. But then Kathoey didn’t have the processing power to really deal with that at the moment.


Justin mowed though half of his second impossible whopper before speaking again, this time his tone far less terse. “you sure you’re ok, man?” he sighed. “Something bad go down in there?”

“What? Nah. Not really.” Kathoey muttered


“You didn’t get caught or something did you?”

Think I’d be this calm if I had?” The wah whimpered as she leaned back in her seat. “no, it was just… one of the regulars. I don’t’ think she recognized me. But it was something she said. Or, well, more like something… I donno.”

Justin nodded and started the car up, carefully pulling back out of the drive.


“Well, if you want to talk about it I’m here for you, man.”

The two pulled out, heading back to the exit and up to I-94. Neither one bothering to look at the Joann fabric at the other end of the strip mall, nor noticing the stunned Red Panda girl leaning on her friends Jeep.


“Hey, Hui, something up?” A long, raven haired gecko with striking Persian features poked her head up from over the jeep, gazing at Hui.


“Esme…” Hui muttered, her body going limp, the two bolts of discontinued upholstery fabric she held falling on the ground. “I wanna go home…”

