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Chapter 1:

            Tabatha had noticed one thing about gym teachers early on in life. They’re all the same. As a sly sixteen-year-old just getting her feet wet in the world of motorcycles and rough living she’d learned that the gym teachers were all addicted to control. Wild hormonal rage and staunch authoritarianism in their own little realms with no regard whatsoever to the will of anyone higher up. Sadists seeking to dominate and push kids back in line for their own twisted amusement.

            Maybe that’s why she took the job. The thirty-seven-year-old woman stomped her way down the halls in a cut-sleeve gym top with red and white shorts matching the school colors littering the hallway. Her stocky frame thundered past classes where more eloquent and possibly more compassionate teachers imparted subjects well beyond Tabs’ understanding. Some of them were getting through to the students. Most basically rambling as glorified babysitters while kids typed on their phones and scribbled in notebooks that would never see a real note.

            Much like her peers, she too had students who didn’t wish to participate. Unlike those peers, her truants didn’t seem to have much of a problem just skipping out entirely and hiding somewhere in the building. Once again forcing Tabs to leave her TA in charge of the others while she went fishing for the errant duo.

            It didn’t take long to find them. Tabs had been at this long enough to get a feel for it. Especially since she’d had to deal with the two boys last year as well. Sure enough, she finally caught sight of two figures tucked between a row of lockers and a fire exit on the other end of the building. One a sandy blonde otter wearing a black shirt with a bird skull on it and the number nineteen in roman numerals stamped firmly on the forehead. The other a smartly dressed red panda boy. Both hunched over a small array of cards on the dusty school tile floor making little effort to keep their voices down

            “So, what am I gonna do with all this mana floating around…” The Otter smirked devilishly from behind his hand. A devilish look in those blue eyes as he swayed side to side.

            “Nothing. Nothing is a thing you could do.” The red panda sitting across from him muttered. “Seriously, Justin. I hate it when you do this.”
            “You do it all the time, Collin.” The otter boy shifted back against the locker where he’d tucked himself in and ran his thumb over the two cards still remaining in his hand. His glasses slid slowly down his muzzle, barely stopping at the tip between his brown fur and black nose flesh. He pulled his trusty black cloth jacket over his shoulders. The overly large thing sliding back down mere moments later.

            “I play Izzet. It’s my job.” Collin grumbled. Unlike his disheveled friend the red panda was almost painfully clean cut. Dressed in a button-up polo and khakis that would have looked out of place decades ago. Everything from the overpriced utilitarian glasses he wore to the more or less empty medical bracelet on his wrist projecting the aura of one under a helicopter ‘Tiger mom’.

            “Yeah, well, if you weren’t trying to be super smart all the time then maybe you’d be more prepared for things like this! Bam! Dragonlord Dromoka. And thanks to Mirri, Weatherlight Duelist sporting both shield of the oversoul and Behemoth sledge…”
            “Dude, this isn’t Yugioh. Just stop.” Collin sighed, glancing at his hand. A carefully constructed mix of Eldrazi and Izzet all focused on locking down the field. “Yeah, I scoop. I think I need to retool anyways.” Collin curled his tail through the dirty floor almost defiantly. The smallest of slights against his mother as the big bushy bundle piled up dirt this way and that.

            He watched as Justin rummaged around in his ever-present coat for a deck box, cycling the endless bits and bobs the otter insisted on carrying around with him. “You know mom says the school board and the PTA are freaked out about that thing.” Collin chuckled softly.

            “About what?” Justin blinked. The otter withdrawing a small and mostly empty bag of combos from his pocket.

            “Dude it’s like, September. Early September. Everyone thinks you’re gonna walk in with a bunch of guns and shoot the place up someday.”
            “Yeah, well, what are ya gonna do? Hell, I’d bet they’d think the same of you if they weren’t all so scared of your mom. Say, wanna grab some BK?” The otter’s eyes flashed happily at his own suggestion. His thick tail thumping the ground.

            “You got the ‘vett working?” Collin asked dubiously.

            “Working enough to drive here today. So long as you don’t mind a lack of AC it’s fine. Come on. I’m buying. Least I can do after finally shutting down your little ‘fuck you’ deck for good.”
            The two boys moved to pull themselves up, then stopped dead. Their eyes fearfully meeting a pair of very familiar gym shoes. They looked up almost in unison, their ears folding back. Neither one daring to speak as they met the harsh green eyes now ripping holes into their very souls.

            “You two boys planning on going somewhere?” Tabs muttered gruffly.

            Neither boy spoke. Both just gazing up at her nervously and swallowing hard.

            “You realize you’re not supposed to go off campus for lunch. Right, Mister Flannery?”
            “Y-yeah.” Justin muttered

            “Not that it would matter anyways, would it Mr. Sang?”
            Collin likewise shook his head frantically as he barely managed t stuff his cards haphazardly into his pocket.

            “No, it wouldn’t. Considering this is the fifth gym session you two have skilled since the semester started!” There were no violent gestures. Tabs was nothing if not professional. Yet at the same time, the fire in her eyes kept the two boys cowed in their little corner. Even if they had any hope of getting away there was no way the two would manage it They knew that. Their bodies knew that. Stock still and paralyzed with fear.

            God help her, Tabs had to admit it was something of a rush.

            “L-look, Miss Blake. I’m really sorry. But I’m already doing HEMA training on the weekends. I mean, kinda HEMA. We gotta use boffers but it’s still strenuous. I’m not really-”
            “Shut it.” Tabs growled. Once again the sudden shock of her words setting the two boys into a cower.

            “Y-you’re not going to tell my mom, are you?” Collin muttered. The raw terror of the prospect shattered any of the smug confidence the young man usually had. He instead wrapped his arms around his tail and began to brush it slowly like a stuffed animal or security blanket.

            Tabs looked between the two. She could feel her heart thumping into her ears. Her toes curling, with those sharpish nails digging into her palms.

            “You drove here, Flannery?” she snapped sharply to the otter boy.

            “Y-yeah, I mean, Yes ma’am.” He nodded nervously

            “Then you can drive your butt back, and his too. Detention. One hour, after school.”
            Their jaws dropped. Collin took a sudden step forward, about as brave an act as the panda could muster at the moment. “Please, Miss Blake. Ma’am. I’m sure we can talk about this. I’m sure we can work something out. If mom finds out about this I’ll never live it down.”
            Look, kid.” Tabs grumbled. “If you’re still that freaked out about what your mom thinks then maybe don’t go skipping gym next time. I’m not gonna tell her. You two are grown up as far as I’m concerned. Hell, I dropped out junior year so you two kids have one up on me. But that doesn’t mean I’m gonna coddle you. You owe me one hour of gym each and that’s what I’m gonna get. And since I’ve let it slide before, I’ll expect it every Tuesday and Thursday for the next two weeks. Now get your butts back in the locker room and stay there until the period ends. You got me?”
            The two started to walk towards the gym. A hard stomp from Tabs’ foot turned it into the awkward approximation of a sprint. She watched tier rumps shaking from the frantic run and fell back against the locker. Already the strain of her shaft in her jock was more than she could take. The mental image of those two cute slender bois wiggling in skirts flashing in her head just long enough for Tabs to hate herself just a tiny touch more.

            Jesus fuck.” The wolverine muttered as she pulled herself back up and fixed her gym shirt “I gotta get fucking laid.”
            ----------

            There’s nothing sadder than an aging biker. Someone said it, who the fuck knew who. Sixteen-year-old Tabs never once thought about it. That summer when her big brother helped her finally get that first Harley built and she took the long drive up I-94 still felt magical in ways she couldn't explain.

            Now here she was over twenty years on. The rundown old shack that used to serve as a clubhouse for the gang was replaced by a rotating string of refurbished and semi-finished garages spanning over three counties. The dulcet tones of Manowar and scent of machine grease now mixed with IPAs from Grand Rapids and a trio of forty-somethings trying to figure out the chaotic mess of game consoles and computer parts Allison’s grandkids had apparently decided to set up in order to make things ‘easier’.

            As had become her custom Tabs hovered over the pool table with a bottle of Dragons Milk. Mentally aligning and re-aligning her shot while Debbie took her sweet time on her cell phone. No, that wasn’t entirely true. Truth be told Tabs was letting her mind wander to other places. Far less wholesome places.

            She thought about those boys, the adorable trembling things that still owed her three detention sessions before she would let them go. It wasn’t the first time by any means that Tabs had really wound up ogling some cute student. Much as people protested it was nature after all. But she wasn’t some wild animal, and up until recently fixing the issue had been as simple as giving herself a little mental bitchslap to remind her of how bad such ideas were and move on with her life.

            Unfortunately, the rest of the gang wasn‘t exactly good company right now. She thought about getting a beer, only to realize she was holding one. The wolverine glanced over to see if anyone was unoccupied, but by this point, Allison was talking up her son as she had been ever since the days when they were more hardened, Jo was already getting ready to go, and Helga? Well, one of the few bigger bruisers there than Tabs had suddenly gone soft over some girl and talking about the kind of relationship drama that would have been solved with a swift kick and a night at a cheap motel ten years ago.

            Maybe Tabs was just romanticizing the past. Or lamenting how this was still the highlight of her week, while more and more these gatherings felt like obligations to most of the other members.

            The wolverine woman leaned back once more and took another swig of her beer while she tried to let her mind slip her body a moment. Letting her imagination slip the chains while she waited patiently for someone to have a fucking conversation with.

            Tabs took another sip of her beer, took a deep breath, and closed her eyes as she allowed the music to drift over her. The clean conditioned air replaced with the stale unpleasant roadside and woods of her youth  The brown-furred Wolverine now trembling and shaking with anticipation for the next battle Blood and chain marks still dug into the fur and flesh of her right hand. The immortal adrenaline rush filling her body while she reveled in the afterglow of violence and conquest amidst her sisters.

            All at once, the scents of fresh sex and the whimpers and whines of cute girls caused the wolverine to rock her hips and lean into something hard. Her waking mind knew it was simply her cue. But at that moment, oh at that moment.

            She could see them right now. Feel them. The soft tender whines of those two poor boys now kneeling there before her. The panda boy and his long bushy tail trembling and simpering while his nose twitched at her thick cock-musk. The proper boy now so sweet and cute in one of those Japanese school outfits the kids all loved now days. His hair dyed blue. His face perhaps sporting a couple of little makeup marks to help solidify the doll-like appearance.

            There beside him, she could see the otter boy. Blushing and grumbling. The disheveled thing now just like all those brooding goth girls that kept roaming the halls right down to the plaid skirt and purple-black hair. Tabs leaned into the cue, into the pair of waiting noses as they both began to sniff. Her herm cock shuddering and straining at her leathers. Pre coaxed out by the phantom fears of the two who now kept themselves pressed close to the wolverine’s legs.

            Her thoughts continued to drift. Leaning back onto the nearby countertop of a workbench only to find it as a huge throne of iron and engine parts. Gleaming chrome befitting a battle-scarred queen. No longer were her friends bitching about mundane day to day activities, about husbands and wives and grandkids and stupid day jobs that resulted in half f them getting baggers or even sedans. Now instead they were once again rowdy and rawkus. Cheap beer flowing. Each one patched up and thrumming with the adrenaline which only comes from fresh wounds and the victory of a hard fight. A sisterhood of steel valkyries trading around the cute young hangers-on that followed them for sexual favors and stolen goods.

            Conquering raiders, and these two were her prized spoils.

            “Go on, get a good sniff. Bury your snoots, sluts. Nice and deep.” Tabs moaned at the tension of the leash. The half reluctant, half needily eager whines from the two of them while they squirmed and wriggled against her swollen herm balls. Her shaft twitching freely over them and waving in view of the two sets of eyes. She watched pre spattering against their glasses as she leaned back in her throne.

            “Aww what’s wrong, toys? My bitches spend too much time waiting for Mistress to get back? Hmmph, let me have a look.”
            The two blushed and looked away quickly. Justin whimpered and pushed his skirt down hard, while Collin started to pull the hem of his up slowly and carefully. Obediently revealing his cute, very much caged little cock straining against pretty pink plastic.

            A few moments and a tap of Tabs’ boot on the otter’s inner thigh, and he did likewise. Sucking in a trembling and terrified breath of her cockmusk while showing the cockflesh straining against his metal bar cage, a Prince Albert piercing at the tip keeping it fully in place.

            “Good. Very good.” Tabs nodded “I was worried one of you would hurt yourselves doing something stupid like trying to get out.”
            “N-no Mistress,” Collin said dutifully. His already cute voice kept in a proper falsetto. His cheeks bright red under the white cheek fur and his eyes lulling up without any hint of defiance. “Y-you said good sissies don’t get to touch themselves. The only holes we get are, well.” he blushed a bit and glanced at Justin.

            The otter was also blushing though a bit more defiant and uppity about it. He said nothing. His eyes moving between his best friend and up at their Mistress, their queen, their conqueror. A small tug at their leashes put nose tips to cockflesh once more and drew an inadvertent moan from the otter. His lower lip quivering hard.

            “Now give it a lick. Show me you know how to be good.” The herm cooed. The slight pressure from the cue making it so easy for her already on edge body to feel nervous and perfectly inexperienced tongues slide slowly and gently along her cock flesh. Instinctive sniffs and gentle laps rolling around this side and that. Her hips wiggling, her fantasy self smearing thick lines of precum along each boys’ cheek to help mark her reluctant but oh so pretty property.

            They both looked ashamed and oh so nervous. The kind of wonderful blend you can only get from weeks of pent up frustration and twisting at the silly ideas weak boys like that tended to have about sex. The need hooking into them and keeping them at her heel better than the leashes and collars ever could.

            Collin nervously leaned into lap a streak of cum from Justin’s cheek. He was the pleaser type after all. The kind who would force himself into something especially degrading just for the smallest hope that the one controlling him would give him praise.

            Tabs burned that make-believe image into her head while her toes curled in her boots. Grunting and snorting loud enough that someone probably took notice by this point. Or maybe they didn’t, who gave a fuck at that point?

            “Ohhh I bet you two would just love to taste my cunt, wouldn’t you? Smell it, feel its warmth on your pretty cheek fur. Maybe even dream of putting those weak little dicks in it and having Mistress use you both all up. But that’s not how it works, is it? I’m the one who does the fucking here. There’s only one real dick in this relationship and even you two put together just don't measure up.”
            Another warm spurt, in her mind’s eye one that smattered over their faces again. The white mass streaked into their hair before she pulled them in again and pushed their heads together. It took mere moments before the two were instinctively licking and kissing along the swollen shaft of their Mistress. The one who fucking owned them like the property they were. Two hot mouths pressed against each other while their tongues lapped back and forth on the flesh. Any small attempts to resist utterly quashed by her firm hands gripping into their hair.

            She could see their eyes. Justin gazed up at her in horror and shamed lust. Collin, in confused eagerness with his soft brown eyes begging and pleading for approval. The panda boy even went so far as to lift his cute rump up and grip at the plug she made them keep in there. Slowly moving in and out while he gazed at her desperately. The cute little whines that her dick longed for now finally thrumming up its root and into her gut.

            “A-are we making you happy, Mistress?” That soft sweet voice whined

            “Well, you certainly are right now.” Tabatha chuckled contemptuously “My poor lil needy panda boy really needs a dick up his ass to keep him in line, huh? I wonder if any dick will do or if Mistress is still his absolute favorite.” The idea of that panic, of the stunned boy shaking his head frantically to her tease and pressing his lips around the head of her shaft, was almost too much to take on its own. Matched only by the cute little image of Justin fumbling with his cage while he sucked, trying hard not to show how hot he was getting.

            “Now now, bitch seat. You know better than that.” She snapped, tugging on his leash. The sharp pull dragging Collin further down on her shaft while she gripped Justin’s pretty face. “Does a dweeby lil cocksucker want his inferior dick played with that badly? I thought we were past that?”
            The otter nodded frantically and twisted in her grip. His chest heaved. His cheeks flared. In spite of that self-loathing, he gripped his poor sore balls and bundled little shaft squeezing at it as hard as he could.

            “Y-yeah.” Justin muttered nervously.

            “Yeah what?” The biker warlord snapped

            “Yes, Mistress. I wanna, I wanna fuck. Please. I wanna put my little cock in something. Pretty please!” he groaned the words frantically and swallowed hard. Hard enough that she could all but feel it pushing on her palm. The cute otter with his now cum stained face wiggling his tail back and forth on the grungy cement floor begging for any sort of release.

            Tabs pulled her dog tags from around her neck. A pair of keys hanging from it. Both boys looked up like lost puppies at the sight of them. Each tracking the flow of the metal this way and that while she dangled it teasingly. “If I take that off you’ll use that lil bitch dick like I say, won’t you Justin?” She cooed.

            “Y-yes Mistress.” the otter whined frantically.

            “Fuck who I say? What I say?” She cooed watching him nod and bob his head oh so eagerly. A flash of hope growing on his face.

            “Even if it’s your cute lil sister bitch slave there?” She teased, reaching down to dangle the keys above him and cupping his cheek. A kind gesture. But one that made it clear not to do anything stupid like trying to grab the keys.

            Justin’s eyes widened, but he nodded all the same. Biting his lip and casting an apologetic look at the blushing panda. His face finally sinking into that wonderful mask of true submission.

            “Good. Then I shall consider that for later. For now.” The woman chuckled “Get back to it!” With that, she tugged the leash again, A tug so hard that her actual hand movements nearly ended up grinding the cue off of the floor and sending her sprawling down face-first into the linoleum. She took a moment, took a breath, and let herself settle back into those fantasies.

            “Good boys” They had all turned to watch now. Every biker, every one of her warriors, each of their playthings twisting their attention to the two trembling cum coated mounds kneeling on the floor “Your Mistress is pleased. At least pleased as you two are gonna get her right now. I think that deserves a reward.” She tugged the leash harshly and gripped Justin by that mop of hair, turning the two to look at each other. “Now then, little faggots. Let’s see some kissy face.”
            A hard jolt to her shoulder knocked the image of two trembling, painted pairs of boi lips touching for the first time right out of her head. Indeed it was almost enough to knock Tabs over full stop. Only the cue really managed to keep her from it.

            “Jesus, Tabs.” Helga sighed, shaking her head “You just gonna sit there all day or are you going to play?”
            “What, you want the table?” Tabs tilted her head and glanced at the TV “What about the game?”
            “It’s the lions. Down by twenty and fourth quarter. Why would I sit though the rest of that?” The pig protested “Seriously though, you ok? Need a ride home or something?”
            “What? N-no yeah, I’m fine. Yeah. Yeah, I’m ok” she nodded. The awkward fumbling  making her wince and winged

            “Whatever. You need a ride home you just let me know, ok? No cycling while you’re ready to collapse. Besides, I’m probably heading out soon anyways. Someone is trying her hand at actually cooking for a change.” Helga’s smirk only grew as she leaned in, leaning rather heavily on Tabs’ shoulder “Oh, and whatever ‘faggie little boys’ you have laying around, maybe bring them next time instead of daydreaming while people watch you dry hump the air. If they’re young enough maybe they can figure out how to work that damn TV.”
----------

            By the second day of detention, it was already clear how out of shape both boys were. Justin couldn’t run to save his life. Collin nearly hurt himself trying the 15-pound weights and neither one could even get off the ground when rope climbing. Tabs was doing her best to push them. At least the best the law and her position would allow. The wolverine woman paced around the center of the gym where the two boys struggled to do the first of the twenty push ups she’d given each. Justin only slightly closer to the top.

            Some small part of her, that wonderful little shred of the sadistic warrior queen, wanted to push him back down. Wanted to watch him collapse back just at the apex of his triumph. To show them both just how weak they really were. Hell, maybe these boys would even like it! Who knew what these nerdy kids were into today.

            Instead, Tabs settled for simply keeping an eye on the two trembling teens and their soft androgynous bodies while they struggled and strained to perform even the most basic of tasks.

            “I thought you said you did sword fighting stuff, Justin.” The woman laughed.

            “D-different set of muscles, ma’am.” the otter replied. She watched his smooth thighs clench. The fur on them rippled in the light like water. He sounded so sure and convicted. It was almost too much for her to take.

            “And what about our resident mamas boy? I thought for sure you’d rather get this done than have her figure out you’re in detention.”
            “D-don’t call me that.” Collin gasped as he collapsed under his own already paltry weight.

            “Oh come now. This is how they used to motivate back in my day. Well, this and much worse. But I’m here to make sure you boys end up fit. You’re not ashamed that you can't’ do even one pushup?”
            The teacher smiled as Collin looked up at her and shook his head meekly. Tabs gazed at that angelic face and smirked. Hunching down to get closer, and to see if he took any notice of the tent she was pitching. Not that she’d act on it. Naturally, that would be wrong. But be it curiosity or just his tired brain scanning the room she watched those pretty eyes scan between her legs and felt a small shiver of pleasure run up her back.

            “Look, you boys wanna get girls, right? Well, I’m sure some girls out there are into guys like you. I mean, you know, dweeby, and cute, and such.” She watched both boys for a moment for a reaction, then slumped and sighed “But a lot of girls aren’t and they at least want you to be in shape and stay in shape. That’s all I’m doing here. Making sure you don’t keel over at twenty-five and that you have better odds getting girls. Now, go on and hit the showers. We’ll try this again next time.”
            The pair dragged themselves up and off to the locker room. It was tempting to let them both off the hook at this point. They had fortunately failed to pick up on the few times she’d made passes at them so far. Or if they had noticed were too scared to say anything. Neither one wanted to be here and they really weren’t putting in any effort. Really the only thing she was getting out of this was ogling a couple of cute teens, and for all she knew they already had girlfriends and just didn’t want to talk back to her.

            At this point, Tabs was resigning herself to just give them time served after they got out of the shower. She kept an ear out while making her way through the girls’ locker room to do locker checks. Mentally taking note of the half dozen or so who should have probably taken their gym clothes home by now. The showers were still running by the time she got into the boys’ room and it was easy to see why with Justin tucked into one corner, waiting impatiently while his friend lathered at his fur with a bottle of body wash.

            Tabs allowed herself a glance. A soft sidewards one. Enough to see the slender girlish build, the soft flat chest. The cute little half-hard cock just begging to be caged and owned, before moving her way quickly down the sets of lockers doing a very truncated version of her rounds.

            “Come on, Collin. Hurry up. I gotta be at work in like an hour.” Justin sighed.

            “I’m almost done! And you shouldn’t be working on a school night.” Collin chirped back pushing his face up into the steaming water.

            “Yeah, well, Gunpla and Car insurance don’t pay for themselves.” Justin snapped back “Just hurry up already.”
            Tabs felt tempted to help the poor otter out and rush his procrastinating friend along. Or just tell him to get into the large communal shower as well. Even though that one might have been more for her sake. She stopped herself however when getting to Collins locker. The simple metal mesh used to help keep them ventilated and avoid mold growth giving her a good look at something rather lewd looking half-hidden under the boy’s shirt.

            Stealthily as the wolverine was able, she pulled out her master key and popped the lock open. What she withdrew was a thick comic book. A Manga, as she recalled the name, The cover showing two young, overly large-breasted young women tied up in latex and collared together. The dog ears and wear at the pages showing that the book was ‘well used’ to say the least.

            She took the time to leaf through it. Her ears twitched a bit while the two boys squabbled. Listening to the water stop, to the wet footpads plopping on the tiles. To Justin growing closer, the boy clearly having decided to not shower as those his age so often did when in a rush for life.

            The boys rounded the corner to find Tabs waiting for them. The wolverine grinning wide, licking her lips a bit while holding the book out for them to see.

            “Well now, boys. Care to tell me about this one?”
Chapter 2:

            “This is a bad idea,” Collin muttered. “A really, really, really bad idea.”
            Justin was only partially paying attention. The Otter slumped back into his seat. His shoulders slumped a bit. He’d only been on the highway a few times with this car. Much as he liked to brag about what a good driver he was the teen ultimately erred on the side of the neurotic. The old speakers barely echoing the janky staticky mess of his MP3-to-tape hodgepodge at a volume low enough to catch the screaming semis and rattling road around them.

            “You know we should have just gone to the principal. This is blackmail. It’s freaking extortion. There’s no way in hell we can just… Fuck!” Collin fell back into the seat and gripped his fingers into his fur.

            “You really want your mom hearing about any of this?” Justin muttered. “Look, we’re not going to do anything stupid. We’re just going to go, hear her out, and if she tries to strong-arm us we can.”
            “Can what?” Collin muttered

            “I dunno. Something. But it’s not like we’re walking into her house or anything. It’s a public spot. Just stay by the door and if she tries anything fucked up we bolt. The only other option is that we don't get the book back.”
            “Why do you care so much about that book anyways?” Collin muttered “I mean yeah I get it, you want your porn back. It was probably hard enough lending it out to me. But it’s not like we’re underage or anything. Just order a new copy.”
            Justin curled his hands into the old wooden wheel. His knuckles turned white, tinting his fur almost a shade lighter. “Yeah. ‘I’ could. Pretty easily. That’s not really the point though.” Justin fell silent for a few minutes. In no small part so he could safely shift lanes in preparation for their exit. Still, the silence in the car was beyond awkward. The normal release of tension he got when off the highway never really came, even as he made his way into the red roof inn parking lot.

            “Look, Collin. You know why I was so reluctant to let you borrow that book when you found it?”
            “Becauuuse you think loaning Hentai to a friend is really creepy and it was only me being pent up as hell after that recital practice mom forced me into that got you to do it so I’d shut up?”
            “Accurate.” The otter sighed. “Which, yeah we gotta talk about boundaries later. But no. Fortunately enough you were too concerned with your lil Collin to be paying attention.” He sighed a bit and slumped back, his eyes glancing down at the old gauges of his dashboard. The otter took one deep breath after another as his cheeks flushed. “Look, did you happen to notice something on the front cover? A nice neat lil message written in marker?”
            Collin quirked his brow and whimpered a bit “I, well, I admit I wasn’t really looking that hard. But yeah I guess so. A few random Kanji, not that I know any Japanese. But so what? Used manga has stuff written in it all the time. “
            “That was Mandarin, dumbass,” Justin growled. “God, no wonder you didn't say anything.”
            Realization slowly slipped through the Red Panda’s mind. The wheels ever so slowly forcing themselves into place even as some part of him tried to jam everything it could in the way. His ears folding back and his tail drooping.

            “Hui Ying.” Collin muttered. The boy’s big brown eyes went wide as he muttered the words. His face sulled and drawn as he turned slowly to look at his best friend. A paw trembling.

            “Yeah.” Justin sighed. “Was wondering when You’d figure it out.

            The door flew open. Collin poured out of the passengers’ seat hunched over as if ready to throw up. His body didn’t seem to agree. The disgust welling in him was not quite bad enough to do something like that to him. Yet that didn’t stop the wah from scratching and scraping his fingers against his tongue as if trying to get some toxic taste from his mouth.

            It was impossible to really tell if he was being hyperbolic or not. Justin sure as hell had no idea, and at this point they didn’t want to press the issue. Instead pulling himself out of the driver's seat and slamming the door shut in some vain hope to shut off the grating 80s claxon screaming back at him. “Look, bro, I’m sorry. Ok? What am I supposed to say?”
            “My sister.” Collin spat. “My fucking kid sister.”
            “Yes.” Justin retorted “Your ‘two years younger than you’ kid sister. The same one I’ve been dating the past two years now. Something you seemed more than cool with, I might add.” The otter wound his way around the front of the car and leaned on the hood. His eyes narrowing a bit and his feet grinding into the pavement as he watched the frankly absurd display continue. “Look, it wasn’t my idea. Ok? I’m sorry. She got all gushy and romantic when I gave her that stupid pendant I made her for our anniversary and insisted she wanted to do something really special. We agreed on no sex, so I kinda figured Hui-chan was going to talk your mom into letting my dad drive us out to see Blind Guardian next time they hit the Crofoot.”
            “Instead she got you porn. Not just porn. She got you Ib… Iba… Ibana”
            “Inbaku-Byoutou. Yeah.” Justin sighed. Already blushing furiously. “ I mean, I was a bit surprised too. Sure we both kinda enjoy that sort of stuff. Hell that one kinda hit all her buttons, er I guess most of em, or something. She did that fast rant thing when asking me what I thought. And look, we’re still waiting until she’s old enough and we’re out on our own. It‘s all just stupid fantasy and like, dirty talk stuff. Just because she really ’really’ digs the idea of like, a harem. And she likes to kneel around me a lot… calls me Justin-Sama, or Master.” By this point, the otter was blushing cherry red and squirming. His jeans doing their best to stop his tenting cock, and failing. It was only the growl from Collin that snapped him back to his senses.

            “Look, I’m sorry. Ok? I am sorry.” Justin sighed “None of this is cool and I get it. Here, you want me to apologize? Want me to go all Leeman Russ?” He started to pull his jacket down around his arms, offering himself up, his body pushed out, bracing as hard as he could and thanking his lucky stars Collin was such a wimp.

            He didn’t expect the blow to connect. Let alone as hard as it was. Or in the face.

            “Dude, what the hell?” Justin muttered from where he lay on the pavement. He looked back at Collin who was on his elbow panting. Wild-eyed and shaking with rage that took far too long to subside. “Seriously, when a guy tells you to take a free shot, you’re not supposed to take it. Especially not right in the head!”
            “Fuck you.” Collin spat. The panda boy flailed and twisted in his now dirty clothes before pulling himself up by the car handle and staggering fully to his feet. “Come on, Let’s go get my Sister’s porn and get the fuck out of here. No way we can walk out on this now.”
            “I knew you’d see reason” Justin sighed.

            “I haven’t seen shit.” Collin snapped. “I just know that if mom somehow finds out you turned her precious little Hui into some kind of fucked up maso sex pervert she’s gonna find some way to blame it on me. Now come on.”
            The two marched up to the room number they’d been given. Collin now set and determined while what little confidence and control Justin had was all but melted over having to make such an admission to his friend. It was Collin who knocked on the door and Collin who nearly barged in when their gym teacher all but threw it open. Her grin intimidating enough to knock that gust of wind right out of the wah boy’s sails.

            “Was wondering when you two would get here. IF you two would get here.” Tabs chuckled. Her grin turning to a slight scowl noticing a spot of blood on Justin’s jacket and how dirty both seemed. “Jesus, what happened to you two?”
            “I don't want to talk about it.” Collin snapped as he barged past her. “We’re here, so can you just lecture us and hand over the book? This whole ‘meeting students in some shady motel’ is kinda high on the creepy factor.”
            “Really?” Tabs chuckled. “This is what it takes to creep you kids out? And here I thought you’d both have thicker skin after reading what you’re into. Then again who the hell am I to account for taste?” Tabs sauntered her way back to the bed and sat down on the end of it, motioning to the two cheap as hell chairs sitting in the room across from it.

            Collin, at the very least, seemed more than a bit put off by this. Much as he hated Justin right now the truth was that the plan had been sound and already it was fucked. Still, he made his way to the seat and Justin followed. The two slumping down and glaring at their teacher. Not that one would know from looking at her. The woman’s normal PE clothes were replaced with some rather nasty looking biker leathers and a set of torn up blue jeans.

            She reached into her vest and took the book, holding it up so they both could see. She then popped it open and smirked wide as she leaned back a bit, snickering. “You know that Narita girl looks a bit like the girl you’re always hanging around, Mr. Flannery. Not nearly as curvy but, well…”
            “Shut it!” Collin snapped. “Just give us the book already.”
            Tabs smirked at the reaction stuffing the thing back into her vest. “Look at that. And here I was hoping you might be a bit more careful given just how bad the pair of you fucked up. Ah well, boys will be boys I guess.” She scooted up on the edge of the bed and looked at the two of them. “Now then, before anything else, why don’t we cover how this ‘should’ go. You fess up to having the book, say it’s yours, you’re a goddamn adult and you can read whatever it is you want. Take it back from me, and then take the suspension you get like a man. Now that option is still on the table. It’s not going away. And in fact, considering that I’m blackmailing you right now, you can tack on a bit more to that.”
            She laid it all out so simply. The smile never left her face. Her ears twitched and her nose wrinkled a bit as she watched the two react. Justin, for his part, simply looked about as anxious as she had expected. Not too shocking considering what she was doing. But Collin. Oh, Collin. There was something odd in his face. In the way he held himself. He wasn’t flinching at all. Not one iota. It was almost impressive, and admittedly a touch cute.

            “So what’s our second option?” Justin sighed. The otter boy at least was trying to play it a bit more diplomatic. “I mean I can’t imagine you’d call us out here just to test our manhood. Especially not since it’s a pretty big risk to your job.”
            Tabs didn’t say anything. Not quite yet. She instead reached down and started to drag an old suitcase out from under her bed. She pulled it out onto her lap and zipped it open. She gave each boy one last, long glance before pulling out a couple of small bags and tossing one to each boy. “Here’s how it is going to go.” Tabs murred. “You want the book back? Then you two are gonna be my bitches.”
            “Ok, wait a second! Hold up! This is seriously crossing a line.” Justin yipped.

            “Oh stop whining and listen.” Tabs muttered “I’m not going to blackmail a couple of schoolboys into sex no matter how cute they are. I’m just looking to have some fun. And if you boys are really such kinky fucks, it should be a cakewalk for you.

            Both boys looked at the bags in hand, Collin dumped the contents out first, blinking in shock at what he saw. The small, smooth, harsh looking metal cage. One he knew all too well from far too many pictures. He began to blush furiously, glancing over at an equally stunned and trembling Justin.

            “Well, boys?” Tabs chuckled tilting her head and leaning in close. “What do you say?”
-------------------

            Once upon a time, the ‘girls don’t come into the game shop’ thing was more or less a given. The realm of tabletop games was the domain of boys and boys alone, save for the few brave enough to cross that line and endure the consequences. Things had obviously changed since then. The world moves on, and the silly notion that ‘girls can’t game’ was rightfully relegated to the minds of weak, insecure manchildren who simply needed some way to feel superior and important in their own little world.

            Even still, there were always those times when a girl walked in who managed to turn all the heads in the room.

            The two girls who strode into Hoardraider couldn’t have been more different. One a blushing wisp of a thing with a blue pixie cut poking out of a somewhat unseasonable beanie hat. She wore a sweater that was not only too warm for the time of year but also adorably puffy and big, with sleeves that hung off of her hands in baggy pools. Her skirt and plaid knee socks ran down into a pair of Mary Janes, and a heavy backpack loaded with anime sundries hung off of her back. Her counterpart looked a bit less uncomfortable, but far more sullen. A made-up, gothy otter girl in a GIR hoodie. Her long purple hair and matching lipstick heavily shadowed. Like her friend, she had knee socks, though black and purple striped with a matching plaid skirt and leg warmers.

            Neither girl was out of place. Both looked as if they’d stepped right out of an anime. Yet the one biggest point of contrast seemed to be the stocky wolverine woman walking in just a short ways behind them. Beaming as she put an arm around either girl and walked in with them.

            “Hello, and welcome to Hoardraider.” A chipper, copper-haired mouse woman murred from behind the counter. “Is there anything I can help you find today?”
            “Ah yes.” Tabs chuckled nervously “Sorry I don't know too much about this stuff so I might get it wrong. I’ve kinda guilted my niece and her little friend here into showing me the ropes about some of the games they play. Isn’t that right ‘Justine’?”
            The gothy otter ‘girl’ nodded with a wince. Justin blushing furiously as he glanced at his teacher and then the woman behind the counter. He didn’t want to speak. There was no way he could pull off a convincing voice. Yet a sudden jolt of something not at all comfortable in his rump caused him to let out a squeal and stumble forwards. “Y-yeah. My, My ‘Aunt’ is really curious. I, I kinda figured I could talk her into a magic deck, or, or something.”
            “Oh is that the silly game you girls play after school?” Tabs snorted. Her hands stuffed firmly in her pockets. Firmly enough that nobody would notice the small key-fob sized remotes she held in each one. “I admit I’m a bit curious about that. But come on. You have so many geeky games you play, and Auntie is feeling generous! I bet you can think of something better, can’t you ‘Kathoey?’”
            As she said the word Tabs hit the button on the other remote. She watched as Collin squealed and quickly hid as much of his blushing face as he could in his sleeves. Biting back on loud nervous groans.

            “Y-yes Auntie. Y-you could try Warhammer 40K. That one is fun.” Collin made an attempt to parrot the accent of his cousins when they spoke English around him during family visits. The poor boy hoping that the faux accent might distract people from how not-girly his voice was. Unfortunately for Collin, this deception seemed a bit unnecessary and his ears folded down meekly as he realized how feminine he sounded at the moment.

            “Oh wow.” The clerk blinked “Well I suppose we can take care of that for you then, Ma’am. I have to warn you though it is a really involving hobby. Are you sure your niece and her friend.”
            “Girlfriend.” Tabs corrected “Someone in the family has to recognize it besides me.”
            Justin and Collin booth blushed furiously at this and started to whimper. They glanced at each other and then away. Neither sure how they got into this position at this point.

            “I see. Well, I could suggest the Wrath and Rapture battle box. It’s enough minis for two smaller armies that you can use later for 40K or WFB. That’s the non sci-fi one. Fantasy battles. Sorry. I’m not good with new customers.” The woman chuckled.

            “Oh, it’s quite alright dear.” Tabs smirked “I’m really just looking to spend time with my girls anyways. No need for the hard sell. Isn’t that right you two?”
            Both nodded, aided in no small part by the newest little jolt to their rumps. Each of the boys felt their wicked tormenting teacher draw them closer together. Leaning down and whispering into their ears. “It’s ok you two.” She cooed teasingly “no need to feel too shy in here. You can hold hands. I won’t tell anyone.”
            Both boys looked at each other. Their eyes wide in terror, shame, confusion, and utterly unwanted arousal. Or at least, that’s what they both told themselves. Collin shivered and started to offer his hand out to his side a bit. Shutting his eyes. He’d been so eager to go along with this when they walked in there. Eager for a way to pay his friend back for… for something he really didn't even want to think about while stuck in this humiliating position. That was why he was so eager to get all dressed up. At least, that’s what he told himself now. Just like he told himself that the whole thing wasn’t on him. That Justin would refuse to go this far and that would be that.

            Feeling his best friend’s hand clasp his in some awkward mockery of the way he so often held his sister by the hand shattered that small hope in an instant.

            “Gotta love being the ‘cool’ aunt, huh?” Tabs smirked “Now come on girls, is this something I can really use if I want to get in on your little games more?”
            “Y-yuh huh, Auntie.” Collin nodded sheepishly glancing up at the throng of Khornite and Slaaneshi Daemons. It was the only battle box out now. Then again it wasn’t like he was in any position to care about the meta. Nor did she likely care. The teacher was getting what she wanted right now. And all he could do was helplessly grip Justin’s hand that much tighter, hating the comfort he found in it.

            “Well, that seems reasonable enough.” The clerk snickered “and I have to say it’s nice to see someone who cares so much about her family. I hope this means the three of you will all decide to come in and play every once in a while. Let me guess Dark Eldar and battle sisters, right?” She asked pointing to Justin and Collin respectively.

            “Oh dear, don’t get them started.” Tabs smirked “Why don’t you two go find a table and I’ll be there in a few minutes. And try to keep the PDA to a minimum, hmm girls?”
            Neither boy dared let go of the other’s hand as they walked the all too familiar path through the rows of book racks and model displays towards their favorite table. Only when they got there did they break away, each sitting down as they always did. Both feeling utterly exposed and terrified. Not helped by how sitting reminded them of the thin cables running up each boy’s leg. It was only Collin’s determination that had gotten him to push himself that far, especially after locking on the already uncomfortable cock age.

            Justin on the other hand had done it mostly out of guilt. Now he sat stewing while watching their teacher come towards them with her new prize and a bottle of branded, overpriced brush-on model glue.

            “Well now, that wasn’t so bad, was it lil fags?” She asked. Her voice barely above a whisper.

            While the red panda boy whimpered and looked away Justin leaned in under the hoodie and narrowed his eyes. “You know this is going way too fucking far, right ‘Auntie’?” he snarled.

            “Probably.” Tabs smirked “I mean you could stop it. Take off the wigs right now, show them who you really are. Explain the whole damn thing.” She set the box down and leaned back confidently. They wouldn’t. They all knew that. She was the one in charge here, and she had them over a barrel.

            “So what do you want us to do now, ‘Auntie’.” Justin muttered. The feminine tone barely held behind his growing frustration.

            “Now? Now I expect you two to help me set this up and run me through a couple games. What, you thought the only reason I brought you out here was to humiliate you? Sweeties, I can do that literally anywhere when you’re like this.

            The back of the store was fairly empty by this point. Most people would be coming in for FNM, and that didn't kick off for hours yet. Tabs took the moment of quiet as a sign and leaned back, her chest heaving as she started to rub her paw between her legs. Nursing and massaging that tent while looking lustfully at the two boys. Her free hand twisting and tweaking Collin’s remote causing the poor boy to squeal and hide his face behind his sleeves again.

            “Let’s make one thing perfectly clear, little bitches. I own your asses. The second you put on those cages you made sure that the only way you’re getting off again is with my key. It was a stupid fucking thing to do and you both should really know better.” She let out a grunt and sighed softly, shaking her head a little “But, since you don’t, Your queen gets to have a bit of fun. Now I won’t fuck you. Not unless you ask for it, and ask real nice at that. But that doesn't mean you two aren’t gonna see some cock this week. And it sure as hell doesn't mean I’m going to make it easy on you. The only way to get out of those cages and on with your lives is to make me a happy bitch, or fess up. So in the end, this only goes as far as you two want it to go.”
            As Tabs stroked herself, the boys could hear a zipper starting to pull down. An odd and unmistakable scent filling the table around them. The soft and gentle but clearly unmistakable sound just enough for the two of them to hear. The wolverine reclined back and let out a small sigh, looking between the two. Another push on the fob with her free hand sent the already blushing and now squirming Collin collapsing on to Justin’s shoulder. His throaty girly whines filled the room a bit while the otter boy blushed in kind and bit his lip.

            “S-stop it, you’re making him feel…”
            “Good?” Tabs interjected. “Now now, be good faggy girls and help Auntie with her new toys.” Tabs oozed the words and licked her lips a grin from ear to ear on her muzzle. “Sooner we get this first game done the sooner you can go home, ‘Justine’.

Things continued like that for quite a while. Justin, blushing and trembling, struggling to slowly assemble the parts. It didn’t help that he felt his best friend hanging off of him. Clinging to the hoodie and whimpering in a voice far too similar to Hui’s for his liking. Soon Justin found himself squirming a bit as well. The cage had become almost painful as his member strained in it. The low vibrations utter shame with enough pleasure to make it impossible to ignore. The scent that now hovered around them… far less distasteful than he would like.

            “You two are lucky I’m being so nice.” Tabs muttered as her eyes narrowed “you know if I wasn't I’d have probably bent at least one of you over the table and rutted you by now.”
            “I’m not gay.” Justin muttered under his breath. “I… I have a girlfriend.”
            “Really?” Tabs murred. “And him?” She asked, gesturing to Collin.

            The panda boy was, by now, struggling to keep himself still, and failing. There was an agonizing discomfort in the way his hips moved. The way he rubbed his pantie-covered package against the hard plastic corner of the chair where it made its supposedly ergonomic dip. The more he squirmed the more he whined, and the harder he held his friend. Barely able to hide himself enough to keep from the shame.

            “H-he doesn’t have a girlfriend.” Justin muttered “But that doesn’t mean he’s gay. J-just because you’re a futa dom doesn’t mean we-”
            “A what?” Tabs blinked.

            “A herm.” Justin corrected himself, “Just because you have a cock and blackmailed us into this doesn’t mean we like this. It definitely doesn’t mean Collin is enjoying any of it.”
            Tabs was about to speak. Then she stopped. Then she leaned over, picking up one of the unpainted blood-letters and looking it over casually. “I keep telling you boys, you have a way out. You’ve had one from the start. The only question is if you’ll take it. Tell you what, let’s start with something simple. A kiss.” She caught the shock in Justin’s face, and something a bit more in what little she could see of Collin’s “No, not me. I want My little Justine and Kathoey to kiss. You know. Like girlfriends. You do that and I’ll turn off the remotes for the rest of the day. But it’s gotta be a good one. Seems simple enough, right?”
            “B-but he already told you,” Collin muttered as he bit his lip. “We’re not…”
            “Gay.” Tabs coed “Then don’t do it. But if you are silly little straight boys, that just makes it hotter. Come on now. I know how boys think. Cute lil Justine has thought about his pretty girlfriend kissing other girls, right? That’s why it’s in the book.”
            “S-she’s bi, though.” Justin muttered, “And sub.”
            Collin tugged roughly at the hoodie hearing that, but Tabs only cooed harder and leaned in. She gripped the otter boy by his muzzle and titled it up gently “And right now you’re a full-on fag. And my sub slut bitch. Mmm, wonder if she’ll get off on how low that makes her.” She snorted “But if it’s really that big a deal I’m sure we can tell your parents everything. That yummy new tidbit included. Or…” Her thumb hit the button to its highest setting. She watched as Collin bucked and squealed a bit. His face now buried helplessly in Justin’s chest.

            The otter gazed raw hate at his teacher before reaching down and grabbing his best friend by the chin. It was almost terrifying how much he looked like his sister. The big soft sweet eyes, the round face, the nervous whimpers. It was wrong how ‘natural’ it felt at that moment. How easy it was to forget just how badly the two were trapped.

            “J-Justin, don’t,” Collin whined. “I’ve never, I haven’t ever really kissed anyone. Please…”
            Justin opened his muzzle to say something, let it slip shut, then leaned in and pressed their lips together. He could feel Collin against him. Feel the other boy’s soft tongue. The nervous trembling twitching. The spasms of raw pleasure both wanted and unwanted at once. He took charge of what little strength he had left in him. Slowly and forcefully rolling his own tongue in ‘Kathoey’s’ the way he had Hui’s so many times over the past few years. Probing and caressing those dark forbidden places while powerful musk filled their senses and made his head feel fuzzy.

            The longer things went on, the less Collin fought. Until soon the wah was instead pushing against the otter. Panting and whimpering, blushing fiercely, drinking in that moment of soft relief and affection after the sea of shame they’d both endured.

            Much as Justin hated himself for it, he felt the same. His eyes shut so tight, yet every once in a while drifting open to look at the pretty ‘girl’ in front of him, the second of the Sang siblings whose first kiss he’d stolen. Worst of all was just how good, how wonderful it all felt. How the touches of coercion and forced submission only seemed to tinge the experience that much more. With his best friend pushing needily against them as the two boys were made into Miss Blake’s personal little sissy faggots. If only for one fleeting instant.

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

            The boys had been driven back to the hotel and allowed to go home, though with the cages still on. Tabs still had the book, and she kept ‘Justine’ and ‘Kathoey’ in the suitcase she’d gotten them from. She was unsure if she’d keep using those outfits or not, but for the moment at least it left her rock hard and feeling as virile as a teenager again.

            She set the box of figures and the suitcase down in her car’s back seat, glad she’d had the forethought not to ride her bike down here. For the next week at least those two boys were at her beck and call. Cute little toys, puppets to dangle on strings until she got bored. Something to get her hard and get her off, and as part of her was fond of remembering perhaps even fuck.

            She glanced back into the rearview mirror and sighed. All the giddy evil dominance slowly melting from her face.

            “Fucking damn it, Tabs.” She muttered. “What are you getting yourself into?”
Chapter 3:

    Hot water from the communal showers streamed through the red panda’s hair as he reached for the shampoo bottle.  Collin was alone, thankfully, free to rinse himself off after a long gym class that made even his tail stink.  The red panda hadn’t sweat this hard in the gym since...he paused as his paw grabbed the shampoo bottle.  He’d never sweat this hard at gym class, the red panda made it a personal habit to avoid working out so hard so he didn’t need the showers.  And even then, he’d use the private ones, not the communal. 

He didn’t remember stepping into the communal.

“What you got there, mama's boy?” 

Strong hands grabbed his hair before he could respond, but the chill through his spine made it all clear who was talking.  She pulled his head back, giving the wah boy a perfect inverted view of the wolverine standing above him, hot water running through her orange hair as green eyes stared down at him.  Fangs slowly exposed themselves as a wide grin opened across her maw, “Oh, is that a bottle of lube?  That’s cute, you think I care.” 

“M-miss Blake, what-”
“Oh, so formal,” she jested, pulling him closer, “There’s no need for formalities, bitch.  Though if you want, call me Queen, or Goddess.  Mistress Tabs also works.”
The older gym teacher forced him against the wall, putting him between the cold tiles and the warm hard cock lined up against his backside.  She took a deep whiff of his hair as he whimpered, pathetically lying still under her strength.  He should be fighting, screaming for help to end this nightmare.  Instead, he just bit his lips as she laughed, cursing his cowardice.

“You smell good,” she whispered, “Fear, frustration,” a warm breath hit his neck, “arousal.”
“F-fuck you, you’re not turning me on,” he muttered.

“Oh?” her breasts pressed harder against his back, “Are you sure about that?”
“Yes.  A-anyone would be aroused if they couldn’t masturbate.”
“And why can’t you masturbate?  Your mommy won’t allow it?”
“You-” he yelped as her hand gripped one of his buttcheeks, “You know why, you psycho.  You locked me up.”
She chuckled, “Are you sure?” Collin gasped as a warm hand wrapped around his cock, “Your lil Collin doesn’t seem very locked to me.” She released his hair, letting the wah boy peer down to his uncaged cock and finding it more erect than it had ever been.  The wolverine’s strong grip held it, covering the cock save for the head where the foreskin had been pulled back.  Something was dripping from his tip.  He thought it was water, he wanted it to be water. 

It wasn’t.

“You didn’t look confused when I gave you that cage,” Tabitha teased, “Do you see them often?  Do you beat your lil-Collin to caged dicks whenever you can get privacy from your mommy?  Or do you beat it to the idea of losing it?  To have your last little piece of you locked away, in the control of someone else?”
Any retort he had turned to a breathy gasp as she slowly pumped his cock, “Oh Collin.  Collin, Collin, Collin.  Such a good student, such a good son,” A growl journeyed from the wolverine’s stomach to her throat as she leaned harder, “You’re finally cracking, Kathoey,” 

He found himself on the floor, ass against the warm water and Tabitha’s hand gripped tightly against his hair.  Her other hand propped her cock, standing tall in front of the wah boy’s face.  She pulled him closer, “Breath it in,” she ordered, dragging her herm cock and balls against his muzzle.  The shower didn’t mask the overwhelming stench of her sex, filling his nostrils with the wolverine’s predatorial musk.  He wanted to vomit, not because of the stench but because he didn’t want to admit he enjoyed it.  The red panda knew he should have been disgusted, every inch of him should hate this woman.  But her scent drove him mad.

“What was it that Justine called me the other day?  A futa?  Is that what you’re into, Kathoey?  A nice big girl-cock in your face?” The veins on her cock became pronounced as she rubbed it closer, “I bet you thought about it a lot during our after school gym session.  I wasn’t exactly subtle about the tent in my pants.  Did you look up some futa porn when you got home?  Or did you beat your lil collin to the image of me?”
He opened his mouth to retort, only for her balls to take center stage on his tongue.  The salty taste and warm musk made his cock bigger than he thought possible.  She laughed again, only this time his body didn’t shiver in fear.  Ecstasy ran through his veins.  In his mind, he screamed that this wasn’t right, that he hated this.

But his body couldn’t lie.  

“That’s it.  Let it in,” she said, letting go of his hair, “Take in the scent of your better, you perverted little bitch.” her balls flopped out, denying him the taste his tongue chased after.  She laughed at him, but the scent made him too delirious to care.  Or maybe, he didn’t care at all.

“Does mama's boy want a taste of the big bad gym teacher’s cock?” The wolverine taunted, waving her dick in front of the wah boy’s face, “Moment of truth, Kathoey.  You can run, here and now.  I’m not holding you back,” she presented both hands to prove her point, “or, you can be a good little sissy and open wide for your mistress.”
He could run.  Soaking wet, but free, he could run through the halls and scream at the top of his lungs that she was abusing him.  That was being blackmailed because of his own stupidity and he should have come clean sooner.  All the shame that would follow, just a black spot on an otherwise illustrious record.

His mouth opened slowly with each second he thought, each second he stared at the cock before him.  Collin could run, but why would he?

“That’s a good girl,” Mistress Tabitha smiled as she brought the dick closer, “Now let’s give you a taste.”
--------------------

Cold sweat enveloped him as Collin flung himself upwards from the bed.  Chest tight, pajamas sticky, the red panda took deep breaths as he returned to his bearings.  A turn of the neck was enough to tell him he was in his room, alone.  Not in the communal showers with...with that bitch.  The clock across from his bed read three AM in flashing red numbers.

The red panda sighed and fell back into his pillow.  This was insane.  Wet dreams were one thing, but he’d never had them with actual people he knew.  It was always just stand-ins before.  But ever since he stupidly clicked the lock around his cock, the dreams were being filled with her.  

Pulling down his pants, Collin found a new stain in his underwear, along with fresh precum dripping from the cage.  He sighed and put a pillow over his head.  He needed to get out of this, but if his mother found out then he’d never hear the end of it.  She might send him to live with his cousins across the world, or worse, disown him.  He shook his head, his mother wouldn’t disown him.  If she saw the porn he watched, she might never give him a second of privacy again, but she wouldn’t disown him.  Besides, it wasn’t his fault.  It was Justin, who gave him some hentai that Hui gifted him.  Hui, the sweet younger sister that their mom had so much pride in, who turned out, much to Collin’s unwanted knowledge, was as, if not more perverted than himself.  

No matter who was at fault, Collin knew he was going to take full blame.

You’re finally cracking, Kathoey.

He wanted to scream but that wouldn’t really do anything except wake everyone up.  He wanted to jack off but the cage around his dick prevented that.  He thought about trying something with his prostate as he’d seen in porn, but he had nothing to try that beyond his fingers and maybe...he shook his head.  He did not feel adventurous today.

Instead, he rolled in his covers, closed his eyes, and tried to sleep.  His muscles strained as he stepped into the communal showers.  A long workout deserved a nice hot shower.  Grabbing the shampoo bottle in hand, he flipped it over and squeezed the contents out.  It was different, more clear and watery than other shampoos.

A familiar laugh echoed behind him, “What you got there, mama's boy?”
Chapter 4:

Justin didn’t feel shame. He was a nerd. He knew he was a nerd. He was always going to be a nerd. True his parents were probably thankfully for the small thirty-yard span of thin forest between their house and the neighbors on either side. Just like he had been thankful growing up for the nice big semi-suburban woods outback. But he had no problem doing what he wanted no matter how goofy.

            Which was why he felt no real shame now as he traipsed around his backyard, coat tossed over a chair and a half dozen hastily crafted boffers, swords made of foam and tape and PVC, littered about the backyard. Many of them survived outside for days or even weeks with no ill effect.

            It was his workout, his actual workout, the thing he did to not put on an overly excessive amount of weight. Even if it wasn’t what the damn blackmailing gym teacher would prefer. The slightly pudgy yet somehow scrawny otter boy had hooked his phone to a Bluetooth speaker now sitting on the porch. Loud metal blaring out and filling the woods.

            He’d been caged up all week. Literally. Where once masturbation had been a thrice-daily ritual at least now he found himself bouncing off the walls for want of something to keep him focused. Not that his parents noticed. They didn't have time. Hell, even if they did what could he tell them?

            The boy was alone with this. He needed this outlet. His body slowly turning itself to the beat while he bounced on the balls of his feet and swung the foam bastard sword in the air. The dulcet tones of ‘Hammerfall’ guiding his movements as he prepared the first charge at his old tire swing.

            “Surrender your soul, Surrender your pride! Come into my dreams, find your natural high!” The off-key warbling of the lyrics was punctuated with a gawky, awkward swing of the oversized foam sword as it struck in time with the end of each line.

            To anyone looking on Justin knew he probably looked like a total spaz. But at that moment he didn’t care. Each jump, each dodge, and strike practically bled anime speed lines in his mind. Each blow against the tire swing shaking its way back into his arms and to his core.

            It was almost enough to make him forget the pent up frustration that had ruled the poor boy’s mind over the past week.

            He finally paused, more out of breath than he’d care to admit, upon seeing a figure picking her way through the tree cover interlaced through the small hunk of pseudo-suburbia. The slender figure moved through the beech and maples before settling at one of the stray white oak which had sprouted up along the tree line. A blushing red panda girl with a more dulled brownish fur. Her raven black headfur hanging in a rather flat, pristine sheet down her back, untouched by color and unremarkable save for the clear care put in it.

            It took a split second for the image to click in Justin’s mind. A split second of hesitation as thoughts of the past week, of e everything that had happened danced mercilessly in his head. The images in his mind sifting frantically as thoughts of Collin, of ‘Kathoey’ smashed into the teen’s sex-addled brain. He wanted to say that he’d sifted it out when he started stomping towards the figure. When he trampled, almost loomed over her. When he gripped her by the chin and pushed a rough, sudden, forceful kiss on those trembling and unpainted lips. Feeling her body swoon and wilt against him in the supreme bliss of some minor and desired conquest.

            He’d like to say that. But the truth was that irrationally unsure bit of his brain just didn’t care.

            “Hui.” Justin murred gently as he pulled away. Watching a bit of spittle curl from the red panda girl’s muzzle.

            “Justin-Sama.” Hui giggled dopily in her best affectation of an ‘anime accent’. Truth be told she had a Michigander lilt even worse than Justin’s, and that itself was slightly stripped by her parents being first-generation immigrants. The whole thing making her attempts at the false accent sound almost incomprehensibly uncanny. But it was enough to bring a smile to her boyfriend’s face which seemed to broaden Hui Ying’s own.

            “I wasn’t expecting you to show up today. Don’t you have violin today?”
            “I do, and I can’t stay long. I just got sick of not being able to come see you because mama thinks she needs to fill every hour of the day with padding for my college resume.”
            Justin rolled his eyes and put an arm around her, leaning in to kiss the girl’s cheek. “Yeah, well, I can’t argue with a good school. Even if I’ll probably just end up bumming into whatever town is lucky enough to get you as a student and picking up work. I mean unless my folks hit the lotto or something.”
            “Is that why you’ve been so upset?” Hui muttered. The wah turned and leaned herself back against Justin’s chest. Her ears fluffing a bit at the edges. “Don’t say it’s nothing either. You’ve been all stressed this week. A pet can tell when her Master is upset.”
            There it was. Justin slipped his arms tight around Hui and squeezed her possessively. A small, soft groan rolling defeated in the back of his throat. They were always careful about that word. She used it sparingly and he never pushed it out of her. In part out of fear that they’d be caught. But for him, it was more like some spell or enchantment that might be broken if he paid too much attention. Some fake blessing waiting to shatter at the fickle whims of the lovely creature now in his arms.

            And now on top of that, on top of everything else, were the memories of last week. And the cage. And… ‘auntie’.

            “I just have a couple of… problems to figure out I guess.” He muttered.

            Hui turned herself as best she could in his grasp and looked up at him sternly. “And you don’t plan to share them, Sir?” she muttered, her hand wrapping around his slowly and squeezing tight.

            “I do, soon.” Justin sighed “I just gotta figure it all out for myself first. But it’s nothing you need to worry about, ok? Master just has to do Master stuff.”
            The wah girl nodded, though as far as she was concerned it was far from over. The look on her face said as much as she pushed herself against her boyfriend and dug the back of her heel into the dirt. “Baba says he likes you, you know,” Hui muttered idly. Her tone was an attempt, and not a very good one, to make the statement seem like a nonsequitur. Yet those soft brown eyes looking up at Justin spelled out the subtext clear as day. “He said he’s glad that I am dating you and not some bad boy who will take me out to drink and smoke and have sex. I know my parents are still harsh, but I hope you know that they don’t dislike you. I think that’s as close as you will get to them saying you are ‘boyfriend material.”
            Sex. Justin smirked bitterly and shook his head. If only she knew. If only he could tell her. He probably should tell her. The whole thing scanned like a bad manga plot after all. She’d get it if anyone would. And yet, how could she? How could he? How would his little pet see him as Master if she knew what he’d gotten up to? How would she be able to stay in love with him if she knew he had kissed her brother. And worst of all, even though she was better, even though she was what his heart wanted, even though he knew in his heart of hearts what the future held for them, Justin couldn’t help but admit that the kiss had been… something. Not as wonderful as stealing Hui’s first kiss all those years ago on the playground swings. But… close. Closer than he’d ever care to admit.

            “Master,” Hui muttered as she turned to look up at him and put a paw on his chest. “I should probably get back soon.”
            “Already?” Justin sighed as he cupped her cheek. Part of him admittedly relieved. If only because it would give him more time to work this shit out.

            “I really just wanted to come see you working out.” she giggle-snorted “For a girl like me, seeing her man get all hot and sweaty training with the blade is…” Hui made an exaggerated expression of barley restrained bliss and then leaned up to kiss Justin on the cheek. Blushing harder when he reached up to push her glasses up the bridge of her muzzle.

            The otter sighed and nodded “Well I promise I’ll text you next time then if that’s what you really want.” His smile continued, but it was still dull. Still weighed down with the situation, and Hui clearly knew it. He watched her turn reluctantly to go. Struggling with the idea of just blurting it all out, getting his predicament off his chest, making it all ok. But naturally, he couldn’t put her through that. He just wasn’t strong enough to risk having her, risk how she’d see him.

            Hui shook her head and started to slump herself. A bit of the nervous excitement she normally held when around her boyfriend slipping from her face. “Actually, there, well there is another reason I came. But you have to promise not to mention it to anyone. Especially not my parents, ok?”
            The otter blinked and tensed up. It was impossible for her to know about all of this. Nobody would tell her. Well, almost nobody. He nodded somberly and held her tighter. “What is it?” He muttered. The ice water in his veins already bracing him for what she might say.

            “It’s about Collin. He’s been acting really weird lately. Like, super strange. I don’t know what’s gotten into him. But I know a couple of nights ago he was rooting around in my room. I don’t think he found any of my...personal things.” she blushed as she said it and bit her lip hard “And yesterday I noticed my pokemon panties were gone. You know the ones, right?”
            Justin did, and he nodded. He could feel his toes curling in his boots. “You think he took them?” He muttered softly.

            “I don’t know. I mean, I may be a kinky girl but the idea of my big brother sniffing them, or using them to… you know” she shook her head and buried her face into her hands muffling a soft squeal. “I just can’t bring myself to ask him, and it’s not like I can tell our parents. Even if it wasn’t true they’d probably throw us in chastity belts until our mid-twenties!”
            They didn’t have to wait that long for Collin. Justin winced at the thought. Especially since he wasn’t in much of a place to talk. His foot digging down into the dirt while trying not to think of his own predicament. “Well I don’t know why he took them, or if he took them.” The otter muttered, careful too omit anything incriminating without full-on lying. “But I’ll ask him later. We were going to go hang out today anyways. It’s the ‘brotherly’ thing to do. Maybe. Probably. Right?”
            “Right” Hui nodded nervously. “I’m so sorry, Sir.” The wah girl whined. It seemed she just had to throw that little sprinkle of submissive sugar on things. Justin wincing and biting his own lower lip now. “I’m sure it’s probably nothing. But I don’t know what else I can do.”
            “Hey, don’t worry about it. That’s why I’m here. If I can’t care for my beautiful little love then I don’t deserve her now do I?” He put a small peck on the top of her head and held her for a long moment. He didn’t want to break away. He’d give anything right now to keep her from slipping gently out of his grasp. But she did. She had to. The two lingering a few feet away for the longest moment before he finally turned his head and went to scoop up his boffer again, heading back towards the house.

            “Justin?” Hui called out when he’d gotten part-way back into the yard. She was smiling at him when the otter boy turned. The worry still clear on her face but mixed with the sweetness that had first taken his heart. “I love you.”
            “I love you too, Hui.” Justin sighed. Savoring one of the few truths he could count on right now.

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

            Tabs couldn’t help but smile when she saw the two ‘girls’ standing there waiting for her at the side of the movie theater. Once upon a time, it would have been the ultimate humiliation. Having to remain exposed, hoping their cute outfits would distract people from the fact that they were boys. Admittedly cute boys, but boys all the same. The risk of classmates noticing them and snickering, of rumor going around school. The delicious precipice of life-ruining humiliation that would make a bitch feel alive.

            Instead, all she found was a pair of grumpy sissies sulking at each other through their shame of their predicament. The parking lot was almost entirely empty save for what were probably employee cars parked out in the back of the lot. A small setback, but hardly an insurmountable one.

            The wolverine pulled herself off of her bike and sauntered slowly towards the two feminine figures Their eyes snapped to the woman that held the so deeply in thrall now. Shrinking back and squirming. The silent animosity between the two having broken if only for a moment.

            “Well now, I’m glad to see you girls decided to show. Here I thought one of you was gonna try to be a man and take the ‘noble’ way out.”
            “You know we can’t do that.” Justin, now Justine, muttered. The gothy otter sissy growled slightly and slumped back further into the confines of ‘her’ hoodie. Strands of the rather nice purple wig tickling his cheek fur while he tried to hide his face from the teacher.

            “Sure you can.” Tabs chuckled “Any time you want. It’s like a safe word. You boys know about safe words don't you? I kinda figured you would have to if you read this kind of fucked up smut.”
            “They don’t put safe words in hentai manga,” Justine noted. “Co...Kathoey, probably doesn’t have a clue what they are!”
            “Yes, I do.” The blue-wigged Kathoey whimpered from behind her big sweater sleeves. “Just because I’m not into all the weird pervy stuff you like doesn’t mean I don’t know about those things.”
            “Girls, girls. Calm down now. Auntie wants to have a bit of fun with her little toys today. How’s that gonna happen with you two bad lil things being catty?”
            They both looked away from each other. Justine was clearly more frustrated and upset, while Kathoey simply slumped back up against the wall and shook her head trying hard to hide her face once more. It was the red panda that got the attention first. Tabs’ thick firm paw reached up to pet along those fake strands of hair. The attention drew out a small cooing sigh from the trembling boy.

            “Now before we go in to watch our movie I want to know what has you two so upset. Especially you Justine.” She glanced at the gothy ‘girl’ who was staring daggers back at the poor panda boy and let out a small growl. Not much, just enough to get the little toy back in line.

            Justine shook her head and grumbled softly. At first trying to mutter it was nothing, before looking up and letting out a sigh. “Well, It’s bad enough you made us… kiss… but Co-” he paused as the wolverine woman raised her paw. He didn’t know if she was above giving him a smack for breaking her little fantasy and frankly didn’t want to know. “Kathoey there has been acting really weird. Like, bad enough that I’m pretty sure it’s gonna get Hui in trouble!”
            Tabs quirked her brown and turned back to the trembling panda boy. She almost grabbed him by the hair, having to remind herself it was just a wig. Instead, she grabbed him by the scruff and tilted his head up. “Oh really now? Well, that won’t do. Do you have any idea what Justine there is talking about? Because I may have to stop making this ‘punishment’ quite as much fun if I suspect you’re doing something untoward.”
            Without a shred of warning, Tabs grabbed the hem of the wah’s skirt and yanked it up high as she could. The poor panda boy yelped in shock as he went on tiptoe. His cute little package and the cage holding it painfully in place were both clearly visible in the crotch of a white pair of panties. One dotted with Eevees and their evolutions at play.

            “I knew it. I fucking knew it.” The otter snapped.

            “H-hey! don’t’. stop! Someone’s gonna see!” Kathoey whined while pushing at the skirt trying to yank it free of Tabs’ iron grip. The efforts really amounted to very little beyond further showing off the soft bulge, the hard cage, and the growing wet spot in the panties.

            “Dude, what the fuck.” The otter blurted. The sip into his more ‘normal’ speaking voice getting him a sudden and unexpected swat on the rump.

            “It seems like at least one of you is very excited about our little night out. What, were you hoping that you’d end up getting a soft, warm kiss from pretty little Justine there?” Tabs cooed the words into Collin’s ears, slipping around him, pulling him against her body, ‘specially making sure he could feel her bulge while letting the two sissy boys look at each other. The panda boy whining and whimpering as he did everything he could to bite back on the moan now echoing from his lips.

            “Please, stop.” The boy whined “Someone’s going to see.

            “Well yes, the other lil fag boi is going to get a nice good glimpse of how turned on you are, how dirty you are…”
            “In Hui’s panties.” Justin growled.

            Tabs blinked and quirked her brow. She loosened her grip on the wah, just a bit, just enough for her poor ‘Kathoey’ to nearly fall over on his hands and knees. “What’s this now?”
            “That’s what we were fighting about. My girlfriend, his sister, she thought he stole her panties, and he’s been acting odd. Ever since you… you made us do this crap.” Justin whimpered. He tried to rear up towards the woman, and quickly backed down. Tabs didn’t blink, didn’t flinch. Barely did more than bare her fangs at him before turning her attention down to the other boy.

            “Is this true, bitch? Going around stealing your lil-sisters panties seems like a very bad idea. Especially for someone who can’t really get off.” Tabs moved her free hand down between the boy’s legs, her palm pushing firmly into the pantie clad package. Her sharp front teeth nibbling at his ear as she growled gently “I man come on. A young little toy like you, in your prime, just had your first kiss…” She paused at that. The mere note of it was enough to send both her little pets blushing and trembling. Their chests heaving, neither one really able to remain mad. Instead just glancing bashfully at each other and fidgeting.

            Collin, Kathoey, buried his face in his sleeves again and began to moan softly. Whining and whimpering. His feet shifted one to the other as he tried to control himself. “Now this” she whispered into his ear “this I can stop doing if you want. But instead of a safe word, I think you need to confess to your friend there. You really upset her, making her little friend worry about having a perv for a brother. Good friends don't do that. Do they?”
            “No Mistress,” Collin muttered into his sleeves.

            It wasn’t really what she was expecting. Based on how shocked the gothy sissy boy across from them looked it wasn’t something he expected either. Tabs gave his cute coin purse one last squeeze through the cheap fabric and drawing out another groan. She then finally pulled her hands away and let go of the skirt, giving her girled-up toy at least some little bit of dignity back.

            “Now go on.” Tabs growled softly “Get it all off your chest. Tell your sissy-friend what a bad girl you’ve been, and we’ll figure out a way to have you make up for it all.”
            Collin looked at Justin. He cursed how cute the dark gothy makeup and pretty wig made his best friend. He cursed it even more feeling his own tongue darting over his lips ever so briefly. That bit of unwanted arousal stirring up in his stomach.

            “I…” Collin sighed, swallowing hard. “I took some of Hui’s panties out of the laundry basket. But it wasn’t to sniff them or get off with them! I swear. I just wanted to, I was curious ok? I wanted to see how they felt.”
            “Well it’s not like either of us can do the last one right now anyways, can we.” Justin sighed. The otter boy was unable to help the deep blush that spread over his cheeks hearing that. He tried to give Tabs a nasty look, but then quickly cast his eyes down again at the ground not able to meet her gaze. Not in the position he was in.

            W-well it’s not like it’s impossible.” Collin muttered.

            Both Justin and Tabs blinked upon hearing that, both sets of eyes now pressing down on the trembling feminized boy while he turned and pressed his face into Tabs’ chest. The poor nervous mama's boy unable to face his best friend having just let that out into the world.

            In spite of her normally gruff demeanor, Tabs was actually rather gentle as she cupped the boy’s chin and guided it up. Looking down into his eyes and tracing her thumb over his cheek as a few tears started to form. “Now now, my little Kathoey. It’s ok. You can tell me what’s wrong. Did you get up to something a little embarrassing this week?”
            “I-it was just once!” Collin whined. His tail quickly curling around himself as if to shelter him from the shame surely radiating out at him from the non-existent movie patrons. “I keep having these dreams. And it got really bad, and I didn’t know what to do, so I… so I…” He blushed a bit and tried to hide his face behind the sleeves once more, something Tabs stopped this time. She forced those cute brown eyes up at her. Gazed deeply into them. Keeping him firmly in place against her. “I had this old toy laying around. A power rangers thing, the Nitro Blaster. A-and technically when it’s extended, well…” He bit his lip hard and started to fidget, shaking his head hard “I just really needed it. I needed something. It was hard to deal with it all and mom knew something was up because I was all antsy and on edge. I was trying on the panties anyways. S-so I put them on, and got out one of my books and… and…”
            The thick, stocky woman didn’t let him finish. He would feel her looming over him. Feel her muzzle, hot and warm, on his. Feel her body pressing down and pulling the poor girly boy into a rough kiss. A few small jolts of struggle,only to end with the dazed boy melting into her arms.

            “There now.” Tabs sighed “That wasn’t’ so hard was it? And bodies, it’s not like you two didn’t have cute lil pill vibes up there before. Or like it was gay or anything. Toying with a sexy lil rump like yours is something even a woman like me can get behind.” She snickered a bit at her own joke. But sadly her boys seemed too nervous to really do the same. “Anyways, it seems at least one of you has found a way to get around my little punishment, at least in part. Though I hope no further complications rise up I mean, you did say you had a girlfriend after all, didn’t you Justine?”
            “Y-yeah, well, it’s not like we’ve gone that far yet. I don’t plan to either. Not until she’s in college at least.”
            “Oh really? So not until you can properly treat her like the girls in that dirty book of yours?”
            Justin blushed furiously and bit his lip, he tried to shake his head. Now he was the one struggling to meet Collin’s gaze. His best friend now staring daggers through him as he shifted back into the relative protection of that hoodie. “S-she likes it… probably more than me…” he muttered meekly.

            “I’m sure she does!” Tabs chuckled, “I’m sure you have a very dirty little slave girl in the making on your hands. But I don’t think you have a fucking clue what to do with her, do you?” The teacher’s smile only grew, her paw rubbing gently over Collin’s chest and tummy. Her hips grinding into him, reminding him of his shame, of how aroused she was at their plight, just in general driving things deeply home for the poor sissy boy after his shameful admission.

            “W-what are you getting at?” Justin whimpered nervously.

            Tabs snorted and slowly let Collin go. She sauntered towards Justin, at least as much as she could saunter. Drunk on the power, as opposed to the other night when she was just drunk off her ass. If she was fucked, she was going to own it. One clawed finger sipped under his chin and tilted it up. Her grin growing oh so malevolent. “I can teach you. Be my little sissy fag now, and you can make her your worshipful little cunt later. I mean, you can’t even stand up to me now, so how do you expect to be the kind of man to hold her leash?”
            The words emasculated him, cutting to the heart of the poor otter more sharply than Tabs’ claws likely could. Every bit of bravado and bluster kicked out of him in an instant as he was left trembling and biting his lip, struggling not to sob a bit. She’d struck a nerve. It was all too obvious. Tabs giving the poor boy a soft peck on the lips and then pulling back. “You be a good little fag girl for ‘auntie’, and I’ll make sure that by the time you’re ready for that special night with your special girl, she will have the man of her dreams putting her in her place. Assuming that’s what you still want, that is.” She snorted softly and ran a hand over that wig. Her grin grew wide. “How does that sound to my little ‘Justine’?”
            The little corner outside of the theater was quiet. The two boys were trembling. The tension and emotions were thick as ice. The lust and shame from the wah. A strange, cathartic self-loathing and Faustian hope from the otter. Both boys, girls, sissies, blushing oh so hard as they looked away and whined. It took forever, but finally, they were able to look back at each other, to move closer. Justin just nodded ever so softly in his acceptance of the ‘deal’.

            “O-okay, Auntie,” he muttered, trying his best to gain the girl's voice again.

            “There we go.” Tabs cooed. “I knew you’d see it my way. But I really can’t stand to see you two all upset with each other, I think my lil fag girls really need to kiss and make up.”
            Both boys whined and whimpered a bit, moving in closer to each other. Justin, for his part, wanted to remain mad. To be furious. He loved Hui. She was still his girl. He still felt violated that she felt violated. Yet the way the girly red panda boy blushed. The way he squirmed. The way he groaned and whined, shuffling his feet. Some of the resentment was there as well. Collin clearly terrified and more than a bit upset finally having to face how… close… Justin was with his little sister.

            Neither one expected the kiss, not really. The tsundere tremble from Justin as he pushed his lips up against Collins, as Justine and Kathoey pressed their painted lips perfectly together. As the sudden feeling of tongue on tongue shot through their spines. The otter tail going rail straight, the panda one curling and twisting in over itself like a snake. Neither one making a move to scoot in closer. Kissing like kids half their age trying it out for the first time. Indeed that wonderful terror radiated off of them. The nervous newness from their last kiss, from Kathoey’s ‘first’ kiss, enough to draw a groan from the voyeuristic wolverine.

            It took what seemed like forever for the boys to break the kiss. Furious blushing and mussed wigs. Tabs let out a sigh and shook her head slowly working to straighten her girls up. Fixing Justine’s wig and Kathoey’s sweater.

            “There now. If you girls really want to go at it I’m sure you can feel each other up in the theater.” Tabs laughed. The words were clearly more a soft demand than a request. “Now come along, Auntie is probably going to need you two explaining quite a bit of this to me. I don’t exactly know why Bill Murray is in a zombie flick, but I’m eager to find out.”
    Helga turned off the ignition to her car. She looked up to the dive bar in front of her, Valhalla, a popular biker spot for travelers and locals that allowed for enough wild altercations without worrying about getting snitched on the police. So long as you didn’t draw a weapon, kill anyone, or bring drugs in. She didn’t normally take her car there, but considering who called her over, she figured it would be more helpful than the bike.

It wasn’t her favorite spot. Her experiences in dive bars before the gang made their own clubhouse usually involved a lot more groping and broken fingers, not her own, than she liked. Not everyone was an asshole who didn’t respect her boundaries, and once you develop a name for yourself people start thinking twice before trying to start shit with you. Though for her, more guys than she hoped saw that as a challenge.

Chapter 5:

The pig heard her as soon as she opened the door, “If you motherfuckers weren’t so ugly, I’d have bent you over hours ago!” Helga sighed as she headed to the source of the commotion. Vahalla was packed tonight, with the smell of cheap beer, leather, and sweat emanating from all over. She saw a few familiar faces, but there were more youngins than people her age. At least 60/40 if she had to guess. 


Tabitha wasn’t hard to spot. The stocky wolverine was standing on both a stool and the pool table, pointing her pool cue to randos in the crowd and throwing out playful insults that were met with the same and a few middle fingers. Helga pulled herself up to the barkeep, a koala with an eyepatch whose expression told her he was getting too old for this shit.


“How much has she had to drink, Adam?”

“Enough to make me regret her tab,” his accent was still thick despite having been away from the Downunder longer than Helga had been around, “Mind getting her out of here before she starts a brawl?”

Helga chuckled, “Yeah, I figured that’s why she texted me. Good seeing ya, Adam.”

“Who wants to lose their money next?” Tabitha shouted, “500 in the pot and I’m seeing double. Easy win!” The wolverine’s drunkenness became more apparent after she got off the table, staggering a bit but keeping steady with the pool cue, “Unless you’re all chicken shit. But that can’t be right, Valhalla only lets in the worthy. So, any of you worthy warriors willing to prove your might against a Valkyrie?”

Helga sighed as she pushed her way through the crowd. Tabitha had always been a competitive person at heart, always needing to prove herself. When the pig first met her, she found it pretty adorable. Almost enough to try and ignore the cock between the girl’s legs. Thankfully, it wasn’t enough, and Helga doubted they would have made decent fuckbuddies. They’d spend too much time fighting to be on top.


By the time she got to her, a bull had already placed another hundred on the table. He towered over the wolverine, muscles wide and a large nose ring to really bring out the aggression in his posture. He smiled at Tabitha’s lack of fear, Helga assumed it was because he thought she was too drunk to really grasp the situation.

If he knew Tabitha, he’d have stayed clear of her.

“600, and an hour in the back.” he wagered. 


Tabitha looked him up and down, then snorted, “I’ll take the 600, but you ain’t my type, schwarzenegger,” she pulled out her wallet and took out all the bills, “Tell ya what, 800, and I’ll let ya blow me.”

Randy cheers echoed from the crowd. The bull chuckled but didn’t smile, “Pretty daring, for a midlife crisis.”

If there was a time for the music to stop, this would have been it. The wolverine paused, an intoxicated smile forming across her lips as she stepped up closer to the bull, “I’m sorry, what was that? Can’t hear ya over the music.”

“Don’t play dumb. You’re dressed like you just searched up ‘biker’ in google and you’re asking for all this attention. I bet you made an impulse buy for a shitty Harley if you can even ride.” He placed his hand over the prize pool, “Tell ya what, I’ll be a gentleman and let you keep the money, my addition included, and I’ll just take you out back so you can forget all about the passage of time. Though, we’ll have to do it with your back to me. Nothing turns a man off more than an erect dite.”

There was a spark in Tabitha’s eyes that told the pig she needed to stop this. But if they were swapped, she knew the wolverine wouldn’t prevent Helga from giving that cocky bull a piece of her mind. She pushed closer through the crowd, just to make sure that she’d be able to drag Tabitha when things got too rowdy.


The wolverine chuckled and stepped back, grabbing the beer bottle on the pool table and chugging it down. The bull smiled, arms crossed as he waited for her to finish.

“Maybe save that for later. Help wash down the taste.”

Tabitha hiccuped when she finished. She tried to say something, but every word came out too slurred. She took a deep breath and threw the bottle into the air. Everyone except Helga watched it spin. Everyone except Helga didn’t see Tabitha kick the bull in his crotch with enough force to make him squeal and keel over.

“I’m only 37!” Tabitha shouted, catching the bottle and shattering across the bull’s face, 

“That’s not old!”

Bar fights in Valhalla were a lot like dominos. All you had to do was set one little thing in motion, and everything erupted into screams and fists. Helga pushed and shoved her way to the ring, throwing a few punches and elbows for good measure and blocking what she could. She found Tabitha laughing maniacally, swinging her cue like a sword as she cracked it over a rottweiler’s head. The wolverine was already sporting a bloody nose, and she was going to wake up with a black eye after the dolphin punched her.

“‘Bout time!” She shouted to Helga as she kneed the dolphin in his gut, “Had to start the party without you.”

“We’re leaving,” Helga grabbed her friend by the shoulder, “Now.”
“Since when did you shy away from a fight?”
“Since,” they both ducked a chair thrown at them, “Since I had someone to go back home to. Now come on you drunk.”

Tabitha’s expression softened as she rolled her eyes, either from seeing reason or just not wanting to fight without Helga by her side. They almost made it out of the bar before someone grabbed and shattered the thin chain necklace around Tabitha’s neck. The pig woman grabbed Tabitha to hold her back, only to get a fist in her face and a bloody warcry from the wolverine as she dove back in.


“That’s mine you shitstain!” she shouted, tackling the beaver that held what remained in her hand. Tabitha grabbed the beaver’s head and slammed it against the wall, screaming, “Get your fucking hands off my bitch keys you cunt!”

The beaver dropped them, though Helga wasn’t sure if she was willing or just fell unconscious. Either way, Tabitha didn’t put up a fight when Helga grabbed her again, holding the keys close to her heart as they made their way out of Valhalla. Tabitha laughed as they drove off, throwing up a middle finger from the passenger side window and screaming something Helga wasn’t in the mood for trying to interpret. 


“God damn…” Tabitha leaned back into the seat, “I needed that.”

Helga said nothing, preferring to stew in her own rage as she ignored the pain in her face rather than try to deal with whatever Tabitha was going through. The wolverine smiled, “Say, night’s still young. Why donst’ we go to another bar and pick up some cuties? Likesh old times. Find a nice strips club, use some of thish cash I got and-”

“The fuck is wrong with you lately?” Helga shouted, “First you nearly blow a load in public at the hangout, then you do this whole Shield Slave thing with Amy out of nowhere, and now you’re starting bar fights alone?” Helga heard the leather on her wheel strain as her fists tightened, “You’re not old, Tabs, but you’re not as stupid as you used to be. So you mind telling me what the everloving fuck you needed to talk to me about that I had to cancel plans with Amy? Because she’s all gimped up and watching reruns at home while I’m here picking up your drunk ass.”

The clicking from Helga’s turn signal was the only thing that broke the silence in the car. Tabitha just sat in her seat, looking at the two keys hanging from what remained of the broken necklace in her hand. The pig sighed, she didn’t normally call out Tabitha on her bullshit since the wolverine always seemed to have some level of control. But her friend had been spiraling as of late, and Helga would rather understand why than be the first person called when something really bad happened.


“What does Tom have that I don’t?” 


“What?”

“What,” The wolverine’s eyes teared up, “Does that leather Santa Claus have that I don’t? Does he just have a monster cock or something?”

“Tabs what are you ta-”

“He’s got all those keys around his neck. Each and every one belonging to a cage locked onto a cute little sissy. A lot of them aren’t even in the same fucking town, yet they let him hold onto their keys,” her hand holding the keys were shaking, “And even you got a cute girl at your beck and call, wearing her key all proudly around your neck. Meanwhile, I only got these because some stupid kid was dumb enough to leave his wank material in his fucking gym locker.”

A red hue filled their car from the stoplight. Helga looked over to her leader, a sobbing wreck that she’d only seen once before, “Tabs, what are you talking about.”
She sniffed, holding her face in her palms and wailing. Helga patted her on the back, “It’s ok, it’s ok.”

“It’s not,” Tabitha said, “The only people I can get is with fucking blackmail.”

“What do you mean?” Helga asked though the realization hit pretty quickly, 


“Tabs, what did you do?”

“Promise you won’t be mad?”

“I’m your friend, not your enabler. What did you do?”

The wolverine, red-eyed and still sniffing, looked out the passenger window, “So, I’ll admit I’ve had a thing for people I find cute. Normally when it hits the wrong target, like a student, I can just mentally slap it away. But there’s these two kids...well they’re 19 so I guess they aren’t kids.”

Helga breathed a sigh of relief at that. Tabitha continued, “They skip gym a lot, like, can’t even climb a rope a lot. I caught them playing one of their nerd card games and told them to meet me after school to make up for it. Can’t properly leave highschool without gym classes. Anyway, I’ve been backed up for a while so I start getting fantasies about them. There’s nothing wrong with that, everyone has weird shit in their heads.”

“The point, Tabs.”

“Right,” The wolverine nodded, “Well, after two afterschool sessions I was gonna let them off the hook. I was just teasing myself more and getting nothing out of it. Then I noticed one of them left some...hentai I think they called it, in their locker. What kind of dumb shit brings a porn book in the age of smart phones?”

“Tabs!” 


“Right, sorry. Anyway, I offered them a deal. They can either tell everyone they brought a porn mag to school, and face shit like adults. Or…”

Helga squinted, somewhat because of the high beams of someone in the other lane, but mostly in disapproval, “Or?”

“Or they could be my bitches. Hence the keys.”

“You didn’t-”

Tabitha waved her hands in defense, “I. Did not. Fuck them. I made that very clear that I wouldn’t fuck them unless they asked. I just figured a little humiliation would be fun. I dressed ‘em up like cute girls dating each other, took ‘em to their game shop, and had them teach me some 40K.”

“Forty what?”

“It’s not important. I just...I liked it. Not just because I got them to kiss in front of me. It just felt...nice to hang around with them. Though,” Tabitha sniffed again, “I know that it’s only because of the fucking book, and now these keys. Tom has a nice little harem of cuties, you have your precious gimp, why do I need to scare people into it?” 


Tabitha looked at the keys again, shame ever present on her face, “I like them, but I also wanna break them. Really push them over the edge. But...it’s not right and I don’t know what to do.”

“It sounds like you do, but don’t want to admit it,” Helga muttered aloud as they parked over at Tabitha’s apartment. “You want those little fags to be yours, but you know they can’t if you’re holding something like blackmail over them. I never blackmailed Amethyst into anything, and Tom doesn’t either. We trust our subs, and they trust us. To put it simply, Tabs,” Helga grunted as she helped her drunk friend up the steps, “You fucked up.”

“So I should calls it off?” she slurred.


“Yeah, you should. But that’s your call. I doubt they’ll want to look at you after this, but hey, at least you found a type.”

“Cute fags?”

“Cute nerds, you dumbass.” Helga said as she pulled Tabitha’s room key from the wolverine’s coat pocket and brought her into the apartment. Laying the wolverine down on the couch, Helga took a look around the place. It was a mess, beer cans, bottles, and tissues laid out across the carpet. The fridge had some old takeout and more beer, leading Helga to consider taking some just to keep Tabitha off of it.

She decided that was the best call.


“When your hangover is done, call me. I’ll help you get your bike.” she said, before shutting the door behind her. Tabitha looked intensely at the keys she let hang from the hand above her. Pulling out her phone, she opened up the little text message group she made with her two cute sissies and started typing something.


She stopped. Tabitha put the phone and the keys on the coffee table and closed her eyes. Nothing worse than a drunk text. 

Chapter 6:

            Nothing about this felt right to Collin. He looked up at the camera again. Just for a moment. Just long enough too once again affirm it was there. The whole thing felt like a bad dream. Or a bad porno, at least bad by Japanese live action porn standards. The school was far too quiet this late at night. If he looked out of the window he could already see the sun setting. By this point the school was long vacant Teachers, students, even janitors had gone home. Nothing but empty echoing hallways and the lingering scent of a hundred adolescent bodies pushed into each hallway like canned meat day in and day out.

            Collin sat on his knees on the floor of his own home room. A box of tile and cheap desks that had burned itself into his head over the past two school years. Teachers liked him, especially when he had Justin next to him for comparison. He was quiet, soft spoken, compliant. All things that started to make far more sense when he reflected on why he was here now.

            He gazed at the camera set up at the other end of the room. It might have been on already. Maybe not. He didn‘t know. He wasn‘t supposed to know. As always the red panda was completely out of control in this scenario. Nothing more than a sissy little cross dresser in a sailor fuku that felt degrading and demeaning on at least a dozen levels. Kept on his knees alone in a vulnerable spot where anyone could catch him. Listening and waiting nervously knowing that the door would open soon, and when it did things would get much, much worse.

            When that door finally did open, the figure struck in the doorway was all too familiar, even if a bit oddly dressed. Miss Blake, his teacher, his Mistress, strolling her way in. The thick wolverine woman dressed more like a ‘typical‘ teacher, but with anything but typical education on her mind.. “Well now,” She chuckled. “I‘m glad to see you being so prompt.”
            The change of clothes didn’t make much of a difference for Tabs. If anything the tweed jacket and long conservative skirt made Tabs look downright silly. Her square and muscular frame seemed to strain it. Her superior smirk far removed from that of a ‘traditional’ teacher. Yet somehow she seemed to stay in those high heels. Each step far more of a stomp causing shivers to run through the floor and up Collin’s spine.

            “Good morning Miss Kathoey,” The wolverine barked with all the faux professionalism of a school play actress. “Today will be your mid-term quiz. Don't worry, so long as you are a good girl and have been paying attention in class, I’m sure you’ll do just fine. Wouldn’t want mommy to be disappointed would you?”
            Collin, Kathoey, shook ‘her’ head frantically. Already the red panda felt her cheeks burning and flushing hotly “N-no ma’am.” the panda muttered meekly. The voice was already far more girly than the poor thing had expected to hear, and it got even worse when Tabs grabbed her by the muzzle and tilted that flushed face up to look down into Kathoey’s eyes.

            “I’d hope not. Especially since you’re already starting off on the wrong foot with me. You know how to kneel for the camera by now don’t you slut?”
            A rush of ice water panic washed over the poor panda. Her mind blanked while her heart raced and her stomach rammed itself through the floor. She could feel her chest tighten while her mind stumbled and fumbled at what was supposed to happen. What the teacher was hoping to see from her. Tears welled up in her eyes as she started to shake her head no. Watching Miss Tabatha meekly terrified of the response to come when the poor ‘girl’ said no.

            “Good. Very good.” Tabs barked after a long slow moment of terror for Kathoey.

            It was only after she had said this that the panda realized her body had moved. Purely on autopilot. Arms clasped behind her back. Standing on the tips of her toes with the gym sneakers she wore. Legs spread apart showing the bulge in her sailor moon panties with the skirt draped over them, barely covering anything. Likewise the flat chest was pushed out in the fuku. Wrinkling horribly with each ragged breath and drawing out a small whine as the fabric brushed against the poor panda’s stiff nipples.

            Tabs began to walk around her slowly. Each click of the heel stamping at the base of Kathoey’s spine. She ran a finger though her hair, over one ear, before finally grabbing under the panda’s chin and titling it up to look into those soft brown eyes again. “Today will be an oral exam, slut. Do well and you get rewarded. Do poorly, well,” She glanced and gestured at the camera now recording them. Slowly her other paw allowed the wah’s face to turn towards the lens and once again take in the reality that they were indeed being watched by that… thing.

            “Now the first question should be easy enough,” the wolverine chuckled “It’s basically just signing your name.” Even as she said this Tabs pulled something from her jacket pocket, Kathoey’s student ID. The ID for Collin. The ID making it clear who the poor panda ‘really’ was. Or was to everyone else.

            Kathoey, Collin, made no more than a token whine of protest while taking the card in hand. Her fingers forming a frame around it, holding it up nervously for the camera, for the world to see. She never broke position. Not even as Tabs started to pull those panties aside and let the camera get a good look at that caged up shaft.

            “M-my… er… This one’s name is Kathoey. It’s Nineteen year old fuckmeat property for Mistress Tabatha. It is very happy to be a weak and worthless little sex toy.” Kathoey tried her best to offer a meek smile to the camera. Blushing like a fire engine and trembling like a leaf. Everything in her screaming to look away. She didn’t, at least not fully. Eyes instead cast to one side, but face still exposed. She was exposed. She had to be, was supposed to be.

            “Good. Very good. That’s a good start.” The teacher snorted. She paced around the poor panda once more and then pushed the tip of her high heel up against the poor coin purse of a sack. It wasn’t quite enough to hurt. Not really. But it felt close. Close enough to make Kathoey groan. Close enough to nearly topple the already meek bitch over. Close enough that the tip of that shaft started to dribble out of the cage slit and onto the tiled floor.

            “So that’s one question right. I guess I shouldn’t be shocked though. Screwing up your own name on a test would really be something huh? So then, how about another simple one. Boy? Or girl?”
            The question hit the poor panda right between the eyes. She stumbled over her half-formed words even as her hips started to rock against the shoe. Her eyes watering. Her flushed cheeks blazing. A glance once more at the camera reminding her of all the people. The tens, hundreds, even thousands of people who could see this. A video plastered all over every porn site Kathoey imagined existed but couldn’t get to thanks to mom and dad watching her net activity like a hawk.

            “Girl. N-no boy. Girl. Boy? B-boy…” each new word poor Kathoey kept an eye on Mistress Tabatha’s face. It was a habit she had developed when dealing with mom. Trying like hell to suss out the ‘right’ answer though the gripping anxiety and panic.

            The poor panda was rewarded with a firm shove down onto the floor. That fluffy rump in the air and long bushy tail now thrashing about wildly. “That was pathetic,” Tabs sighed. “It’s bad enough you can’t even figure this shit out, but you’re confused? You don’t even know your own gender?” She dropped to one knee and sighed gripping Kathoey by the hair. The red panda unable to protect herself as Tabs yanked that face up and gazed down into those eyes. “What you are, my cute little china doll, is a faggot. That’s your gender. A helpless, girly, weak, sissy little faggot. A fucking sex toy. Not a boy, not a girl. You’re the third gender. And here I thought you had figured that out by now.”
            By this point the confused wah was already humping the air by this point. His rump wiggling pleadingly and tail swishing. A thin stream of drool leaving the corner of his mouth. “Y-yes. Yes! I’m a weak little fag boy! I’m a sissy little fag girl! I want dick. I want to be fucked and used! I’m just a pathetic maso toy property slut!” The words grew muffled half way though as that high heel pushed his face into the floor. Yet still he continued. Whining it out over and over again. The thoughts and feelings flowing from him uncontrollably while he reached back and pawed meekly at the cage.

            “That’s right.” Tabs giggled “Because we all know boys fuck, and even girls fuck sometimes. But fags, they simply get fucked. Nothing more. Nothing else. Just a cute little ornament for Mistress to show off and play with. And…” A heavy paw ran between his rump cheeks. Squeezing and groping. A finger teasing his pucker while Tabs kept her toy in place. “Fuck.”
            Kathoey, Collin, the poor panda didn’t even know anymore. His body tensing and squeezing up as it tried to feel that finger pushing harder. His tight virginal pucker screaming in pleasure pain as the digit almost went in. As the dry fingertip nearly slipped past, only to be pulled away leaving him wanting and groaning on the floor.

            “Aww look at you. Poor confused lil mama's boy. Here I thought my cute sissy was starting to get it.” Tabs sighed wistfully and shook her head pacing around him once more and looking down at the dazed panda.

            “G-get… what?” Collin panted meekly. His eyes were already alight, though still hazed from lust. A thin pool forming under him from his pre dripping bit by bit. Tail straight as an exclamation mark fuzzling as it pleaded for attention.

            “That you are mine!” Each word was metered out. Each word carefully curling around the brutish womans’ tongue. Each one running down to the base of his spine and along his tail. That one simple statement, the one simple declaration, shattering something deep in his mind. Something that had worn away for ages.

            The reward, if it could be called that, was a stiff yank on poor Collin’s hair as he was forced to look into the camera. He felt something big and warm and thick, something so much bigger than what he had caged now between his legs, running slowly along his cute little ass cheeks. Bits of pre smearing into his fur. A bit of musk already wafting into his senses.

            “I think it’d be best for you to just get it over with, cunt. Just let mommy and daddy know what you are. Time to stop pretending. Stop trying to make them feel good. Since we both know there’s only one person you are ever going to please. And it’s with that tight little panda hole of yours. Isn’t that right faggurl?”
            No sooner were the words said than something else started to push in. It was slow, rough. No more than a bit of spit to lube it. The thick warm head of the shaft sliding its way into his twitching boihole. He put up a peace sign and started to cry while the thick shaft plunged deep into him, hitting all the wrong spots just so wonderfully and spreading him to the cusp of what pain he could take while still squealing in pleasure.

            “Mama! Baba! I-I’m sorry!” Collin whined. “T-thank you for making me such a good little perverted dickhole. Thank you for teaching me that I’m just supposed to submit. That I’m only good for being used. I’m not a man. I’ll never be a man. I’m a girly little cum bucket fagboi. I’m a Kathoey! I’m a sissy slut.” Each word he bucked back. It was all awkward, almost none of it was pleasurable. Yet the poor sobbing smiling boy kept his face to the camera. Heaving and whining while he helped his teacher, his Mistress, rape and violate his sore boihole however she wished. “Please look at me. Watch me. Watch me get what I deserve. Watch Mistress put me where I belong. Please. Please watch. Please cum while watching your good little sissy girl get owned!”
            A bunched up bit of cloth landed flatly in front of his face. Collin didn’t even think about it before burying his nose into the cloth and taking deep huffs. The musk, the familiar musk, like a drug. Nothing at all like the powerful Mistress who now hammered into his tail hole. Whose body rippled while she used him, really use him, disregarding any sort of care for how the boy felt.

            “A good little treat for my good little girl. Go on and sniff it while you get off. I know pretty lil Justin isn’t the dicksucking sluthole you are but he’s still such a cute boy, isn’t he? It’s gonna be so cut seeing you suck his cock.”
            The teacher seemed to take this as a sign. She yanked hard on his hair and pushed him flat into the floor. The thick cock meat now hammered its way into the hilt, going deeper inside of the whining girly boy than he’d ever felt before, than he’d ever thought was even possible.

            “Look at you. Don’t you feel ashamed? Taking my dick like this. I have a cunt you know. Any real boy would be begging to put his cute little cock in it. To stir me up and fuck me. To do what men do” Tabs moaned the words and licked along the back of his ear. Her breast pushing into his back.

            Collin could feel the warm pre spurting into him and let out a muffled sob. He bit into the boxers and nestled into Justin’s crotch scent while the railing fumbled its way forward. No regard shown for his comfort as he took thrust after long claiming thrust.

            “I’m not a boy, Mistress! I don’t want to be a boy. I want to be a sissy fag. I want to be a slut gurl. I want to be your toy. Yours! Please Mistress. Please! Let me be your little onahole slut!”
            Tabs smacked his ass and leaned back, hammering away and growling while that cock pulsed in him. “You want to be mine?” She barked.

            Collin nodded.

            “My property? Mine forever? To twist that soft little body any way I want? To fuck your mind up until there’s nothing left? That’s what you want you dirty bitch boy?”
            Collin nodded and sobbed his pleas to each question until he was nothing more than a simpering mass of blubbering begging and girly moans. His Mistress rewarded this by hilting herself in him, pumping her seed deep into his rump. His whole body now pinned down on the ground. And all he could do was take it, take it like a bitch, and cum.

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

            Collin slumped softly as the last of his pent up cum came splashing down onto the thankfully white sheets. He could feel his body tremble. The sore throb of shameful pleasure from the power rangers toy jammed up his tail hole. The sharp sting of his own sweat in his nostrils and his eyes. Strands of the blue wig having fallen into his face blocking his view from the heartless symbol covered boxers smooshed up against his muzzle.

            Shame. No other way to put it. Deep relentless shame hammered him all at once. That deep gnawing pit of degradation that set his heart aflutter.

            The wah boy slumped over on his side letting the cool sheetrock of the wall sap away the heat he’d built up during his frantic humping. He scooped up a wad of the sticky white runoff he’d managed to milk out of himself. Looking at it for a long time, even giving it a cursory sniff. It wasn’t exactly pleasant. But then who was to say why.

            He looked at the white glob for a long moment, opening his muzzle, nearly putting it in before finally slumping and wiping it off on his sheets. He then turned his attention to the pair of boxers he’d stolen and let out a small sigh. Part of him wanted to think that Mistress, that Miss Blake, would have been pleased that he’d taken it. Found it cute, or something. Justin would probably be pissed. He’d been pissed before. Especially when he’d stolen Collins first kiss. It was shockingly easy to sneak off with the things from the other boys bedroom when they hung out. Not that they did too well hanging out lately. He had to fix that. He had to fix a lot of things.

Sneaking the boxers into the small spot under his dresser drawer where he had taken to hiding the wig, Collin put the item there as well and began rooting through his things, hastily slapping on a pair of lounging pants and a plain white Tee. The closest his mom usually let him get to wearing something ‘cool’. He wandered out of his room slowly, the house largely devoid of light and movement. Blue lights flickering softly from further down the hall towards the living room but nothing else beyond that giving the sign of any real life in the place.

            Collin went to get a glass of cranberry juice out of the fridge. His paws rummaging around though the carefully measured bags and Tupperware containers for something snack-like to graze on. He finally settled on a portion of almonds, stuffing it into the pocket of his pants. Normally something he did to avoid his parents seeing and chiding him for not asking. There was no need after all, save habit.

            He started back to his own room, then paused, then turned and started his way towards the flashing lights in the living room. He saw his sister, the slight-framed red panda girl curled into one corner of the couch in a similar set of Pajama pants to his own and wearing the hoodie Justin had gotten her recently. The two siblings cast a cursory glance towards each other. Eyes locking for a moment. Something that made Collin feel more than a bit uncomfortable. He then sighed and moved to the other end of the couch plopping his rump down hard and pulling his knees up to his chest.

            “Whatcha watching?” Collin muttered gently.

            “OHS Host Club.” Hui muttered back. Her voice detached.

            “Ah. Any good?” Collin muttered again, shifting nervously while glancing at the anime full of pretty boys before him. The whole thing having him wonderfully uneasy after his little solo adventure.

            “It’s a harem anime.” Hui shrugged. “I mean I like it. Justin made me watch the first episode after I made him watch Iron Blooded Orphans. He said if he’s gotta be hooked on some new awesome then He’s dragging me down with him.”
            “So that’s what he’s been obsessing on lately. I wondered why he was trying to get me to him paint something that wasn’t a new Ravenguard figure.” Collin laughed a cold, almost mechanical laughter. He took a sip of his juice and set it down on the stand by the couch. Then he paused, as if expecting something to happen. It didn’t. He took hold of the blanket on the back of the couch and pulled it over himself, wrapping it around him in a warm cocoon all the while gazing at his younger sister and tweaking his ears. Again, nothing.

            The next rather excruciating two episodes were spent in relative silence save for the show itself. The soft, round faced red panda girl transfixed on the show. A small fidget cube in her paw occasionally clicking or cracking gently while it rolled and tumbled lazily between her fingertips. Collin tried like hell to get into the show. Figure out the characters, and admire the cute twins. It was something he’d started letting himself do now and then, ever since he got blackmailed into, whatever it was he was into. It was nice. It wasn’t enough to distract from the cold discalm hovering between the two on the couch.

            “Hey, Sis, can I ask you something?” Collin finally muttered.

            “No, I don’t think I can set you up with Vikki. She’s got a boyfriend already. Besides you two have almost nothing in common. Except that you both want to make my life miserable.” The panda girl sighed and slumped herself over the arm of the couch at mention of the lab partner she’d been forced into dealing with all semester. Her tail fanning out and swatting the air in her brother's direction to let him know just how she felt about it.

            “What? No, no not that. Not her. God I said she was cute one time. Why would you think I’d want anything to do with her? Now, Gertrude on the other hand…” Collin pulled himself up and braced for a pillow to hit. It never did, something that actually sent his heart sinking once more. “Look, sis. I’m being serious here. I mean I graduate this year and I’m kinda worried.”
            This at least was an ok sign. He smiled a bit and shifted himself more to look at the girl, his ears fluffing and folding in a mix of excitement and dread. “Well I was talking to Justin before about, well, other stuff. And we ended up talking about how you two were planning to basically move off once you didn’t have to live here anymore. Talking about how it was just going to be you and him, and you didn’t want mom and dad to butt in anymore…”
            “He told you that?” Hui quirked her brow and scooted back further “I mean, yeah we talk about it. I still need to get my degree first. It’s not like we’re going to go all Tristan and Isolde or anything.”
            “No I get that.” Collin sighed. “But after. I mean, you really think Mom is just going to let go? Just like that? Sure dad may be okish with you and Justin dating but Mom still thinks you need to find a ‘nice’ boy to settle down with.”
            “Chinese.” Hui groaned “You can say it, she thinks I’ll find a Chinese boy I like more than Justin. That he’s just some phase. She doesn’t think I’m old enough to have any idea what I’m doing with my life and I won't’ be until I’m ten years married with two grandbabies for her and even then she’s going to find some way to treat me like a kid, right?”
            The words caused Collin to droop more. His body, a soft lump of regret. It was almost enough to send him back to his room. A few weeks ago it probably would have. A few weeks ago he wouldn’t have even asked the question. “Look, I’m not going to sit here and try to justify mama and how she behaves. I know she wants what’s best for us. But I also know she’s made herself half a stereotype already and that she can be a bit… harsh.”
            “And water is wet.” Hui growled. She slammed the fidget cube down and grabbed the remote, pausing the TV and turning to her brother. “Look whatever you’re dancing around can you just spit it out and let me get back to my show? Mom’s overbearing. This isn’t anything new. You can get out of it by the time the year’s over and I still have at last though high school before Ma- before Justin and I can finally get out of here and go somewhere I don’t have to deal with her coming into my room and picking it apart like a CSI detective.”
            “How do you know?” Collin snapped. “How do you know I can just pick up and move when I get my diploma. Or when I get off to college. What happens if I have to go to Western as my fallback school? Or hell anywhere in the state pretty much. You think she won’t drive out and pry into my dorm? Won’t call and check up every day? Won’t threaten to cut me off if I do anything or say anything I don’t like. Or god forbid if I end up with someone she doesn’t like!”
             He slumped into his seat gasping for air. A ball of fuzz and fury under his blankets. Only now did Collin notice the tears starting to stream down his cheeks. His paws were trembling while fumbling with the simple throw blanket trying to get it over himself a bit more. Struggling to get himself comfortable.

            The agitation more or less faded from Hui’s face. She slipped up next to her brother and started to whimper, gripping his shoulder softly. “Collin. It’s ok. Collin… calm down, ok? Just tell me what’s wrong.”
            He jolted from the touch at first. It took a bit for the boy to settle now. Deep slow breaths, over and over. A few low sobs as he curled in on himself and started to shake his head. “I just… I can’t. I don’t know. I can’t keep dealing with this. I don’t think she’s going to let me go. I don’t think I can be who she wants me to be and I don’t think she’s going to let me be anything else. I don’t know how to be anything else.”
            The hug was a surprise. Really they had never been much of a ‘hugging’ family. Not that his parents were cold by any means. Still the comfort of his little sister was more than enough to break the floodgate. A few rough sobs and a long moment huddled up under the blanket. Her weight, the texture of the fabric on his finger pads, the subtle sounds and smells of the room all blending and twisting around each other. Familiar things, constants his whole life, made new as the anxiety twisted and curled within him.

            “You ok Collin?” Hui muttered gently into his ear. The bitter standoffishness long gone. “Look, I know how mom can be, I get it. Right now it probably doesn’t ever seem like we’ll get away from her But it’s not like she’s some boogie man. We’ll move out and if she wants to stay in our lives it’s going to be on our terms, not hers. I love her, and I know you love her too. We don’t love her any less just because we have to be our own people. For me that means I’m going to be with Justin. And if… if that doesn’t work out somehow then I’ll be with someone else, and she probably won’t approve of that person either. I don’t plan on it being that way, I don't want it to be that way, but she doesn’t get a say in who I love or how I love them. And the same goes with you.”
            Collin stifled a laugh and shook his head softly. God only knew when the smile had crept back on to his face. But he wasn’t going to question it. He gripped his sister tightly and gave her a soft squeeze before letting go so she could take her place back at the other end of the couch. “The heck do you learn stuff like this?” He snorted.

            “What, you think we’re the only ones with overbearing parents? Just cause your only friend has cool folks doesn’t mean we’re alone in this.”
            “Oh you’re just saying that cause you wanna suck up to the in-laws.” Collin chuckled. This time getting the well expected pillow slamming into his face, just a split second too fast for his arm to block.

            The pair settled back into the couch and Hui started her program back once more. The whole world seemed to weigh just a tiny bit less on Collin. Hardly perfect, to be sure. But for the first time in a long time he could feel stress bleeding off of him, feel his body almost floating from the strange and foreign sensation of relaxation. The looming threats for once not crushing his soul.

            It didn’t do much for his tangled feelings. The images of his own fantasy still stuck in his head, not helped by trying to imagine the two twins on the show dolled up and making out with each other. By that horribly offensive F word rolling around over and over again in his head. Enough so that it was only the tight cock cage on him that kept him from popping a horribly embarrassing boner in front of his sister.

            “So, mom and dad aren’t going to be home for a while?” Collin muttered. His eyes glancing down to the inexplicable digital readout on the audio receiver under their TV.

            “Nope. Dad’s work is doing some united way thing. Not until like three AM or so. Baba said he left some lasagna in the fridge. I already had mine.”
            The boy nodded. His cheeks went dark now. His body shifting uncomfortably under the blanket. The drug that was relief and validation started to finally get to his head, for better or worse. “Sis.” Collin muttered. His chest heaving with a short slow breath. “I think we need to talk about some stuff.”
Chapter 7:


The doorbell woke Tabitha from her bed. Groggy, the wolverine checked her clock on the nightstand, flashing 9:23 AM in red. Over half an hour until she planned to wake up this Saturday.


It rang again. Groaning, the wolverine pushed herself out of bed, scratching her cloth-covered bottom as she licked her dry morning mouth and yawned. Her friends made a habit of telling her that sleeping in till 10 AM on a weekend wasn’t the best use of her time at her age. But it was her time, and Tabitha did not like being told what to do with it. 

Not bothering with a bra, the wolverine grabbed a white t-shirt and lazily shrugged it over her chest so she wouldn’t answer the door with her tits out. Her cock would be noticeable, morning wood still straining against the fabric of her panties, but she figured that’d make whoever interrupted her beauty sleep run faster.


Another ring echoed through her home. She kicked away clothes and cans that she had left on the floor from the previous night. A part of her knew she should actually clean her house soon, but that was a future Tabitha problem. A Tabitha that wouldn’t be tired and annoyed. 


Future Tabitha’s list kept growing over the years.


Her weary eyes lit up when she looked through the peephole, seeing a red panda in a pink collared shirt and tan khakis standing outside her door, eyes shifting back and forth as he slowly pumped himself up on his tiptoes before ringing the doorbell again. She grabbed her phone on the counter, sifting through her messages to see if she sent any drunk orders to Collin and Justin last night.


Zilch. Zip. Nada. 


Why are you here? She thought, tapping her phone against her chin as she played out events that could have caused the wah boy to enter her domain. Maybe he finally grew a backbone and decided to end this little blackmail game? She smiled, no that couldn’t be it. And it wasn’t because Collin was too much of a cowardly mama’s boy to really face anyone. No, out of her two little caged victims, Collin seemed to be the only one who liked what was happening, to everyone’s surprise. The wolverine was still surprised that he called her Mistress without prompt when they saw ‘The Dead Don’t Die’ with Bill Murray. She had a fun little private handy session that night.


Another ring. Tabitha took a deep breath and straightened herself. Whatever reason her little Kathoey had for stopping by, Tabitha would find out eventually. She ruffled through her orange hair, checking the mirror to see if it helped the stocky wolverine give off that ‘the fuck do you want?’ look. Smiling in success, she opened the door just a crack.


“How did you find me?” she asked, gruff tone, she thought about smiling when she saw his little shocked face. The boy was so cute when scared, especially when his tail shot up like a rocket.


“S-school directory,” he muttered. 


Tabitha figured that was the case, opening the door a bit more to reveal her slowly dying but still discernible morning wood, “Ok, so why are you here? Don’t you have like, I don’t know, clarinet lessons or something?”

“Flute actually, and it got canceled. Can I come in, I have at least an hour.”

“An hour?” Tabitha leaned into the doorframe, “An hour for what, Kathoey?” she whispered the name, sending sparks that had the wah’s fur stand on end. If she didn’t have his cock locked, Tabitha bet she’d be seeing an erection tenting his formal trousers.

Brown eyes looked up to her before shifting down the halls, “C-can I please come in, Mistress?” he whispered back, in his effeminate little tone. 


She wanted to take him in. Wanted to pull him by his hair, drag him to her bed and fuck his brains out until he begged her to stop. But desire and reality were different things, and Tabitha had less control in this situation than she liked. Her bitches didn’t get to make house calls, that was her job.


“No,” she said, still smiling, “but I’ll call you tonight,” 


Collin’s foot interceded her door. The wah boy probably didn’t expect how much that would hurt, nor did Tabitha expect him to actually do something so stupid. The yelp felt like nails on a chalkboard, filling her with dread at the thought she might have broken something.


“You stupid…” she grabbed him by the shirt collar, “get in here you dumbass.”

The red panda hopped in on one foot as she pulled him inside and dropped him on her couch. “Sit still,” she ordered, dropping the giggling dominant tone while she pulled off his shoe, “Where does it hurt?”

“The, the side, Mistress-”

“Drop the Mistress crap. I’m not playing with you right now,” she ordered, running her fingers along the foot before deciding to pull his sock off, “What made you think that was a good idea?”

“Well, they do it in the movies.”

There didn’t seem to be any bruises across his foot. She sighed thankfully, just some minor pain, “They do a lot in movies. Aren’t you supposed to be smart?” 

The red panda didn’t say anything, too busy trying to sink his neck into his chest out of embarrassment. Tabitha rolled her eyes, “Well, you’re here,” she let go of his foot, “Least I can do is get you something to drink. I’ve got tap water and…” she paused, remembering that beer wasn’t appropriate for someone under twenty-one, “just tap water.”

She got up to grab a glass as he nodded, letting the sink run for a bit to get the water actually cold, “So,” Tabitha said as she filled the cup, “Why did you decide to bother me so early?”

“Early? It’s not even 9:30.”

“Uh-huh. Early.” she handed him the glass, “So what, your music lesson canceled and you decided to stop by your gym teacher, blackmailer, and now Mistress’s home?”

He nodded before downing the contents. She leaned against her countertop across from him, making a point to expose as much of her body as she could. She didn’t want him here, she didn’t like most people being so close to her personal little haven. Her friends were the exception, as they didn’t judge her too hard for the mess she had. The wolverine shouldn’t care about what her little Katheoy thought of her mess, but a part of her did. The bulge in her panties was more a distraction tactic than anything else.

“Why?” she asked, “Getting too antsy about my next little call to hang?”

“I...I wanted to talk.”

“Talk?” Tabitha snickered, “Well, fine.” she pulled out a chair and flipped it around, sitting on it backward with her green eyes facing his, “What’s on your mind, Kathoey? Is it boy trouble? Girl trouble? Is poor little Justine being mean again?”

“I’ve been having...dreams. About you.” he blushed, “A lot of them, recently.”

She smiled, resting an elbow against the chair, “Oh? I’m flattered.”

“And in these dreams you…” he gulps, “fuck me. You take the humiliation you put me and Justin through to the next level and I get fucked. A-at first it stopped before you...did it. But ever since I used the nitro-blaster toy, it’s been more vivid.”

“Aww, it’s ok, Kathoey,” she grabbed his hand, “Every girl has wet dreams. I have them too.” she teased, “You don’t have to feel ashamed.”

“I’m,” he looked away, “I’m not ashamed. That’s the thing...I have them even when I’m not using the toy. And even when I am using it, I’m getting worse. I stole my best friend’s Kingdom Hearts underwear for fuck’s sake!”

“You what?”

“T-they just aren’t going away. I...I came here on a reflex when I saw my tutor canceled. I-I don’t know if I’m ready to ask this, but,” he looked her dead on, brown eyes sending chills down Tabitha’s spine, “c-can you fuck me?”
He actually said it. Tabitha’s grip tightened around his hand as she processed it. He asked her to fuck him. Sure, Tabitha had fantasized about a cute boy asking that, asking much more than that in fact. But actually, hearing it? The wolverine would have pinched herself if she wasn’t frozen in shock.


“Mistress?”

She let go, “You want me,” she pointed to herself,” to fuck you?” she pointed back at him. The wah nodded. She laughed, this couldn’t have been happening. Yeah, she teased them, made them do things to serve as her own masturbation fantasy. But she told them she’d never fuck them unless they asked for it. Tabitha never expected them to actually ask for wolverine cock up their ass. 


The chair toppled over as she shot herself up, hands grasping Collin’s scared yet adorable face as she pushed into him, “You thought you could walk up to my house, in the fucking morning, and ask if I could fuck you because you’ve had a bunch of horny dreams?” she growled, her cock straining from arousal. Brown eyes looked on with terror, his heartbeat surging in her hands as she held his chest. She breathed in his scent as he nodded, soaking in that fear and arousal building together into a sweet mixture.

This was actually happening.


“You’re sure? You really want me to fuck you?” she asked. She had to make sure it wasn’t some fleeting fancy, or that it wasn’t a trick to get someone out of his cage or get the book back earlier. Hell, did she even need the book anymore? Maybe for Justin, but his own fears for not being dominant enough for his girl might keep him under her boot. 


“Y-yes, Mistress. I can’t stop thinking, his breaths broke his speech, “I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” those words echoed through her mind, “Anything at all?”

He nodded.


“Strip,” she let go and pointed to the floor, “On your knees, don’t fucking move until I say.”

Tabitha fast-walked to her bedroom, ransacking her underwear drawer until she found a nice red thong she had kept from a mystery encounter a few years back. Once belonging to a cute rabbit boy that got stuck between her and some muscle bound ox, not her best night but she was pretty desperate for a lay then. 


He was kneeling when she got back, his clothes folded up neatly in a pile next to him. A cross between happiness and terror plastered itself across his face when she tossed him the thong, “Put this on,” she ordered, letting herself get nice and comfortable on the couch, “ dance for me.” 


“Dance?” he asked, holding the thong in both hands.

She nodded, “Yeah. I’m sure you’ve seen exotic dancers in your games. So come on,” she leaned back, pulling her half-mast cock from her underwear, “dance for me. Make your Mistress hard.”

It didn’t take long to reach full mast, Collin didn’t need to dance for that. Not that she let that stop him, watching in delight as the wah boy tried to put on a show for her. He couldn’t dance to save his life, barely shaking his assets and being more concerned about where his feet landed than what he showed. Tabitha didn’t care. Him being a good dancer was irrelevant. No, what mattered was that he danced for her because she ordered it. 


Every teacher loved Collin, that straight-A kid with a desire to please. She never saw it. Instead, she had to deal with him skipping gym to play Magic or whatever with his friend. Tabitha liked to imagine it though. To dream him up as the subby boy that would do just about anything to make her smile, no matter how much it degraded him. 


And dancing before her, fuzzy tail drifting as his caged package strained against the tight red thong, was that eager-to-please subby boy she dreamed about. Degrading himself for her. Debasing himself because she demanded it. Humiliating himself because it made her happy. 


If she was dreaming, Tabitha hoped to never wake up.


“Stop,” she curled a finger to him, “Over to me, on your knees.”
She grabbed his black hair and positioned her cock before him, “So, how does my cock line up with you dreams, Kathoey? Smaller than you thought?” she guessed. She was big, but dreams had a way to give different impressions.


“Bigger, Mistress,” he said to her surprise. His eyes focused on the wide girth of her tool, sniffing in her musk, “Much better than mine.”

“Well, that’s no contest. But don’t talk about your average little cock like you’ll ever use it,” she pulled him in, brushing his snout against the rod, “You sure you want this in you?”

He nodded against her grip, “Well, in that case,” she pushed her cock to his mouth, “why don’t you get it nice and ready for it?”

Tabitha suppressed her giggles of joy as his warm breath coated her cock. This boy, this nineteen-year-old kid, was about to take her cock into his mouth. Her fingers dug deeper into his hair as her head pushed in, letting the sensitive organ take in all the saliva and heat his mouth offered. He tried to roll his tongue around but to no avail. 


Collin had no experience in this, and Tabitha was ok with that. She didn’t expect a grade A blowjob from the grade A student’s first time, nor did she expect him to go down to her hilt. 


“Breathe through your nose, Kathoey. That’s it, good girl,” she cooed, guiding the red panda along by her grip as he gave his first blowjob. He didn’t need to be good to get her off, that could be trained. No, his submission was enough for now, maybe forever. None of Tabitha’s one-night stands ever gave her so much power. She was always on top, but both sides knew what was what. Kathoey was just an inexperienced little virgin, willfully giving everything to her. 


Collin didn’t get far when she pulled him off. The red panda boy had only a second to breathe before the stocky wolverine pulled him up and kissed him. Resistance melting away as her tongue ravaged his mouth, her hands pinching and tweaking his nipples as her body rubbed against his. 


She broke away, leaning back in only to bite at his nipple and leave a hickey. His squeals were music to her ears, demanding more to the raging wolverine. “Bed,” she ordered, still holding his hair as she dragged him to her bedroom and tossed him to the bed. 


“Last chance to back out,” she said, rummaging through her drawers until she found a bottle of lube. Collin said nothing, hugging the bed tight with his ass unobstructed. Lathering her hand in the stuff, she pressed a finger against the wah’s tight virgin hole.

“Relax your ass,” she whispered, slowly penetrating his back tunnel, “This is more for you than me.”

“It’s cold,” he moaned, “Mistress.”

Her ears perked on her title rolling off his tongue, “Don’t worry, Kathoey. You’ll feel something warm real soon.”

Hands on his hips, lubed up cock against his hole, Tabitha breathed in deep. This was it. She was about to fuck one of her students. No, he wasn’t just a student, no matter how much she saw him in the hallways every day. That cute little cage around his cock made him so much more than a student. Even without the little disguise, Tabitha knew it was Kathoey on her bed. Kathoey, the nervous little pervert who stole her sister’s panties to try on. Kathoey, the freak who stole her best friend’s underwear to sniff as she toyed with her hole. Kathoey, her personal sissy fag.


“Just relax now, Kathoey. I’m going in slow.” she cooed, pushing her cockhead through his lubed up hole. Breathless gasps escaped the wah’s lips as she pushed in, inch by inch, into his backdoor. “That’s it,” she said, carefully digging her fingers into his cheeks for grip, “relax and let me in. Good girl.”

She forced her hands to keep still as her last inch went in. She was in him, her student. The gym teacher was fucking a student. If the faculty found out, if anyone found out...she’d be ruined. This fear, this dread, it only made her smile and her cock twitch as she leaned over and whispered, “So, Kathoey. Your gym teacher just took your black cherry. How does it feel?”

His eyes were blank. Tabitha had seen this before, that empty look where people were still processing what was happening around them. She smiled, whispering, “I’m going to pull out a few inches now, then slowly push them back in. I’m going to speed up after a few times. I’m going to fuck you, Kathoey. Do you understand?”

That slight nod was all she needed. She pulled out slowly, only to push it back in at the same tempo.  Tabitha wanted to rail him, wanted to thrust everything she had as hard as she could, but she had restraint. Collin, no, Kathoey, finally let her in. This was officially her hole now, and she had no intention to break it. No, she would mold it. Train it to be the perfect holster for her cock.


She bit her lip as he moaned, her thrusts becoming faster and faster. Kathoey was trying to be silent, suppressing every peep with each thrust. Tabitha shook her head, that wouldn’t do at all.


“Why are you so quiet, bitch?” She slapped the red panda’s cheeks, “I’m taking your virginity, least you can do is be loud about it,” she leaned in, nibbling on the wah’s ears as she whispered, “Come on, give my neighbors a reason to complain. This is the only virginity you’ll lose with me.”

He squealed louder as her thrusts came harder. The bed creaked. She pulled his head back with her left hand and slapped his ass with her right as she continued to pound on his slippery hole. Her alarm went off, only encouraging her to fuck more as she realized that this wasn’t a damn dream. Wet slapping sounds filled the room, mixing in with their moans and wheezes as she continued to fuck him. The poised little mama’s boy that entered her house was gone, replaced by a joyous little slut that begged her to go harder. 


She came, her body freezing on top of him as her seed filled his hole. Haunting realizations flooded back to her. Tabitha finally fucked a student. Sure, he was legally an adult by the system, and he asked. But neither of those change the fact that she was balls deep into her student, filling him like an eclair.


The wolverine rolled off of him, pulling her dick out and staring up into the ceiling. She slammed the alarm on snooze, giving her five minutes to let Tabitha evaluate what just happened. She was fucked if this got out. And if it didn’t, how long could she keep this up? She looked at Kathoey, no, at Collin, pleasure present on his face like he wasn’t aware of anything. The dumb kid probably forgot where he was. In a year he’d be in college, probably at some fancy-schmancy ivy league school with his grades. 


Then there was Justin. Tabitha knew she had the otter boy by the leash with the promise of teaching him how to dominate. Problem was, she didn’t know much about this whole BDSM thing that Helga loved doing. Sure, she’d done kinky shit, but it’s not like she had anything last long enough to make her question how it worked. And she’d only subbed once on a lost bet, a bet she made sure to never bring up to people. 


“Mistress?” 


Collin’s words brought undeserved warmth across her spine. She looked back over to him, brown eyes staring into her green, “Are you alright?”
Her eyebrow quirked, how could he ask her that? Of all people? 


She sighed, then smiled confidently, “Yeah, I just got laid. You? Was it too hard for my little Kathoey?”

He blushed at the name but didn’t avert his gaze, “No.”

“Did we get it out of your system?”

He smiled. A cute little smirk that made the wolverine want to pinch his cheeks, 


“No, maybe round two?”

The alarm went off again. Tabitha slammed it and pinched herself, making sure this wasn’t a dream. Relieved it was real, she looked back up to the ceiling fan, “Sure, but let’s get something to drink. I’m parched.”
Chapter 8:

            The motel again. Justin had only been there a few times. Not enough to be intimately familiar with it. Hell, the young man still needed his GPS to tell him which exit to take so he didn’t miss it. Yet each time made his gut crunch in on itself.  

            He hated being blackmailed. That’s what it was, even if actual sex wasn’t involved. He’d been out in public wearing girls clothes. He’d technically had his anal virginity taken even if it was just a vibe, and he was the one doing it. He’d even kissed his best friend, stealing Collin’s first kiss.

            That part was the worst. There wasn’t even a contest really. It had been two weeks yet and already Justin was struggling to get over it. Only the fear of what Hui’s parents would do prevented him from waking in there and just going to town on the woman with a kendo stick. Well, that and the small speck of something in the back of his head telling him he’d lose. That little shred of reason under the childish bravado already anticipated the broken bones and busted teeth that would result from trying to take on a woman who apparently hung out with honest-to-god bikers in her off hours.

            It didn‘t stop Justin from putting on the toughest face he could while striding into the room. His hands stuffed into his jacket pocket while he struggled to radiate that air of detached hardness and grit. The otter half expected to see his best friend in there as well. Collin, Kathoey, whatever their gym teacher insisted on calling him. She’d always wanted them both around before. It’d put a strain on their friendship, but looking back it quickly became clear that it was one of the main reasons Justin had felt anywhere near as safe as he did whenever this woman put her two blackmailed toys through their paces.

            Not this time, though. This time she simply sat, her foot tapping lazily on the floor while she flipped through her phone. The wolverine woman barely noticed when Justin walked in. Nor when he closed the door. Nor when he stood there. Not for several near-eternal minutes. Not even after Justin cleared his throat rather loudly, the boy edging his way in closer towards his teacher.

            It finally took Justin actually moving in front of the wolverine and pushing her phone down to draw her attention. The bemused smirk she bore far scarier than any rage he might have expected if he wasn’t already out-of-his-mind nervous about this whole affair.

            The smile didn’t help. Not in the least. The way she licked her lips, sniffed at him, or how she loomed as she stood over him. Not that the stocky woman was much taller, but that presence. That weight to her, compared to the soft otter he felt almost childishly small.

            “And how’s Aunties little dear today?” Tabs chuckled.

            “I figured that’d be Collin. Or Kathy I guess? That’s what we’d shorten it to now, right?” Justin looked around the room again, rubbing his arm and gripping hold of his jacket sleeve baring all the contempt and vitriol he could muster.

            Tabs didn’t seem too affected by any of this. If anything she smirked that much wider and leaned in, watching as the blush flew over his cheek from the contact. “I guess being all caged up has really set you off like a firecracker huh, little one? It’s cute. My grumpy little.. Mmm, what’s that dare-word you used before?”
            “Tsundere. And I’m not!” He snapped “Now can you please tell me why you asked me here? And where’s Collin? I need to get back home and paint my new Shrike mini, now that I have the time.”
            A small smack to his cheek quickly shot Justin back to his senses. The woman looming over him now grinning ear to ear. If it had been possible Justin would have sworn she’d grown like Gandalf in the small confines of the hotel room. “Such an impatient little toy I have today. And here I am ready to do something nice. You’re lucky Auntie is so fond of you.”
            Those words failed to instil anything resembling confidence in Justin. He looked at her nervously and swallowed hard. His whole body somehow going limp and trembling at once. “Something nice? W-what do you mean?” he muttered His cheeks flushed.

            “Oh you poor sweet thing.” Tabs muttered as she ran a paw though his thick mane of hair. “Auntie has a very special surprise for you…”
--------------------

            Helga slumped in her chair. The sow glancing down at the beer her Amethyst had decided to get. Some fancy label hipster craft brew something-or-other. It wasn’t that Helga was opposed to nice beer. Hell, she’d splurged on a case of Oberon more than once since finally hitting the big Four-Oh and realizing that what she drinks is allowed to taste good. But at the moment it sure as hell wasn’t doing her any favors.

            “Ok, let’s go over this again,” She glanced up at Tabs. The Wolverine sitting at the far end of the couch, already nipping distastefully at the unfamiliar libation. “What are you asking me?”
            “You know what I’m asking you. I said it three times,” Tabs grumbled “I want you to teach me how to Dom.”
            “Right. Aren’t you the one who had the meltdown over not being a keyholder not that long ago? You know. The one where I had to drag your drunk ass away before it got beat?” Helga pulled herself up and leaned in, the sharp glower punctuating just how not over that little incident she was.

            Tabs let out another long sigh and threw back the beer, downing the flavorful but utterly strange concoction in a few hard chugs. The back of her tongue bristled at the lack of familiarity, yet her brain seemed far more pleased with the warm kiss of inebriation. “Look, that was then, this is now. You’re the one who always insists that people who don’t know how to do the shit they want to do are dangerous. And you’re the one who keeps telling me that this shit is especially dangerous, right?”
            “So I’m supposed to pretend you actually listen to me now?” Helga sighed.

            “Oh don’t be that way. Look I’m trying to be responsible. I thought you’d be happy! It means you don’t have to pretend to baby-sit me as much.”
            It was a hard sell, Helga had to admit that much at least. She kept an eye on her friend, studying her carefully, watching her until the discomfort at the act itself started to stir up in her face.

            “Look,” Tabs muttered, “You don’t have to sit me down and play teacher. Ok? I ‘am’ a teacher”
            “Gym teacher,” Helga interrupted.

            “I am a teacher!” Tabs asserted once more, “And I know what a pain in the ass that can be. I just need some, you know, coaching. A crash course. Boot camp. You know.”
            “No, I don’t know,” Helga sighed “What, are you asking me to tie you up? Is that it?”
            If there’d been enough beer left Tabs might have actually spit-take at that. As it was she simply choked a bit and shook her head giving Helga a sidelong glance. “What? No.”
            “Ok, so what are you asking then? Because I’m probably not doing that. And I’m definitely not letting you practice on Amethyst.”
            Tabs snorted softly and set the beer down on the floor by the couch. A few moments and quite a bit of glaring from Helga later she picked the empty bottle up and put it on a coaster on the end table, letting out a frustrated sigh. “Look I’ve got two bois to deal with and a lot of responsibility. I need to know what the fuck I’m doing, and I’m not stupid enough to think I can just pick this shit up watching a ton of porn. I’m not a teenage boy.”
            “No, you just fuck them,” Helga snerked. The quip getting a couch pillow chucked at her A worthwhile trade.

            “Look, are you going to help me or not? You’re the only one I can trust with this.”
            Helga sighed and pulled herself up, grumbling gently under her breath as she gazed at her normally carefree friend. Slumping her shoulders, the pig put her drink down and clasped her fingers, “Ok, fine. But if we do this, we do it right. I’m not gonna be responsible for you fucking shit up. Everything I say. To the letter. Got it?”
            “Yeah yeah,” Tabs nodded, her grin growing painfully wide. “I got it already. So come on, how do we start?”
--------------------

            “M-Mistress…” Kathoey muttered softly beneath her breath. The slim, scrawny girly boi looked around nervously as she leaned against the side of the motel. The wah squirmed softly fussing with the blue wig set firmly atop his head. He’d been growing his hair out, and the thing was slowly getting too tight for him. A realization that had been somehow both terrifying and somehow a bit liberating. He toyed with the plasticy strands of faux hair a moment while his Mistress fiddled with the lock. She was taking her time. This was all deliberate, and they both knew it. If he were a strong boy, a confident boy, Kathoey might have said something.

            Instead the cowed little sissy boy pushed down on her skirt and glanced sidelong at the door slipping open. Shivering still where he stood looking on at the woman who loomed over him in the doorframe.

            “Something wrong, slut?” Tabs chuckled gently. The wolverine leaning in and snorting loudly right in his face.

            “Nothing Mistress, it’s just… Why didn’t we go over to your house now? I mean,  a hotel is already so dirty.”
            “Motel,” Tabs corrected

            “T-that just makes it worse,” The poor Kathoey groaned. It wasn’t like it mattered. The poor panda was already utterly wrapped around his teacher's little finger. Just the mere thought of her showing that trembling rust-red body of his a few smatterings of affection would probably lead the poor sissy to hump her needy little rump at a pep rally for everyone to see. Well, not really. But the fucked up little manga-addled part of Collins' brain that was Kathoey felt a strain at the cage from the idea.

            “I expect your best behavior tonight, pet,” Tabs chuckled gently “I mean fucking best. You disappoint me and your ass is off limits for a month. Got it?” With that the wolverine stepped inside and moved beside the door frame. She made no move to go further, simply standing there watching and waiting for Kathoey to join her. It took more than a minute for the confused sissy to do so. Nervously stepping inside and instinctively kicking off her Mary Janes just as her eyes caught something, someone, stepping out of the shadows.

            The evening shadows danced wickedly over dark purple hair. One cold cruel green eye shining out from the bangs. The figure sauntered slowly towards Kathoey. Stone faced, at least as much as that gorgeous face could be seen. Dark black goth lipstick smoothed with an involuntary lick. The smell of fresh leather, lilac, vanilla, teak and tobacco rolling itself into the trembling red panda’s muzzle.

            Kathoey cast her eyes down to the floor, catching sight of a thick stiff crop that bent and groaned in the girls grip. Promising so very much, and none of it good news for the confused boy.

            “M-mistress…” Collin muttered. “W-who is…”
            “Kneel.”
            The voice was odd. High and cracked yet fluttery. A cruel nightingale robbing Collin both of Collin’s voice and his ability to move. His eyes transfixed on the high heeled thigh boots now planted firmly before him. His tail flicking and twitching side to side. He opened his mouth once more and tried to look back at Tabs, even as his Mistress took her place slumped down into the chair in the corner. That thick, perfect hermcock already out on display from the fly of her jeans.

            Kathoey’s distraction did her no favors. A hand gripping her shoulder and pushing her down. The blue-haired panda girl winced when her knees hit the dirty cheap carpet. The surprise knocked the questions out of her. Before she knew it the poor sub girl felt the heel of the boot pushing on the back of her head. Her muzzle pushed down into the dirty rug. Her rump stuck up helplessly in the air right in full view of her Mistress.

            “You’re going to put on a little show for me, Kathoey,” Tabs chuckled “I mean yes, I can always fuck you. But there really is something hot about just… watching. You don’t mind that, now do you?”
            “I…” the question cut off with another small push into the floor. The brown-furred girl with her foot on Kathoey’s face swiping the crop down just barely missing the poor pandas ear.

            “Quiet,” The new girl whispered.

            There was a pause. Poor Kathoey daring to look up, noticing the brown furred otter girl looking at Tabs a moment. Seemingly seeking out some kind of signal or approval. A small crack in the shell of authority she carried.

            Then, as if she sensed it, the heel pushed down on his face again causing the Panda boy to croak out a shocked little moan.

            “Good girl,” Tabs cooed, moaning gently. “Now Kathoey, safe word time. Do you know what a safe word is?” Tabs muttered between what sounded like pleasured grunts.

            “Y-yes, Mistress…” The red panda muttered. The feminine falsetto Kathoey had been working so hard to keep cracking just a touch.

            “Do you? I want to make sure. It’s not just stomaching to say you have. If our little friend here starts to hurt you.” Even as she said it, the heel pushed down a bit harder drawing a sudden yelp from the poor panda boi. “You simply say ‘Zelda’,” Tabs said the word and instantly the heel let up a bit leaving Collin panting and whimpering gently. “I’ll worry about the rest, and making sure you’re ok. She won’t harm you badly. She won’t injure you. I won’t allow it. But you Shall speak up should things go too far. Understood?“
            “Understood, mistress,” Collin muttered meekly. He felt his rump wriggling, shamefully enough, yet otherwise remained stock still waiting to see what might happen next. Obedient. Passive. Still blushing as he tried to look up over the rims of his glasses and see the girl above him better.

            This was quickly stemmed with the tip of one boot pushed squarely against Kathoeys muzzle. The heavy scent of new leather half drowning the dominant girls perfume. A combination of instinct and far too much hentai drove the trembling sissy boy to place a reverent kiss on the end of that boot, then place his muzzle against it looking up bashfully.

            You’re very weak, aren’t you?” The dominant girl asked as she reached over and began to run the crop along his side, up to his rump, slow and awkward and all together unsure. Yet the contact is enough to draw out nervous little moans.

            “Y-yes…” Collin chirped nervously. His response met with a rough and shockingly painful swat right on his rump. His skirt and panties managed to block most of the pain from the blow, but it was also clear that this new girl wasn’t holding back. Something that made it all the more chilling when the crop tip started to pet his cheek instead.

            “Yes what?” The girl sighed. Collin could almost feel hints of nervousness in her voice, mixed in with a familiar detached indignation. Something he couldn’t’ quite place. Something bored and angry that made it oh so hard to focus on anything else.

            “Yes, Miss?” Collin asked, nervously placing another kiss on the boot tip. He winced and braced himself when the crop pulled back, fully expecting a new blow.

            “Now now,” Tabs chuckled, “He’s not psychic, dear. You can’t just magically expect this poor little thing to know what you want him to say. Especially not right away. It’s like I told you before. It takes time. You have to teach. So go on. Teach.”
            The crop went back to Kathoey’s cheek. This time instead of striking it pushed his face up. The other eye narrowing through the thick streams of dyed hair. The crop pushing up just enough to make the poor pandas position uncomfortable.

            “You. Are. A. Faggot.” There was clearly some residence in the girls voice as she said it. A cute squeak as it broke again. And the word hit Collin right between the eyes. His first instinct was to speak up. Too say the word, or to simply call this girl out on using such a horrible term. That it was offensive to gay people, and bi people. That they didn’t deserve that kind of abuse.

            Only moments later did the wheel click in his brain. Not ‘they’. He. The realization that the term, or at least the real terms, the ones which would be harmed by the word, did apply to him. The way he toyed with himself, the things he thought about while doing it. The way his Mistress had been training him… The way it had felt to kiss Justin…
            “Y-yes, Miss.” Collin muttered under his breath as he pushed himself down low on the floor and shuddered.

            The girl seemed taken aback by this. Another swat with the crop, but this time on his protected rump. This time soft and chiding rather than the full on strike he’d gotten before. “Yes what?” The otter maid muttered as her tail thumped on the floor. The room was quiet for a long time. Finally broken by an ill timed and not-at-all-confident “Loser.”
            If the other word had conflicted him, that one struck home. The blushing boi nodded softly as he turned his eyes up. One paw reached back to rub roughly against the cage. His toes curled. His pelvis pushed and humped fruitlessly into the heel of his palm. “Y-yes Miss. I’m a Loser, and a… f-faggot.” The word was so wrong and twisted. Yet just saying it caused him to moan and push harder into himself. Grinding fruitlessly in the hopes of some friction with the too-small steel perhaps giving him a real moment of release.

            “Y-you just want to go around dressing up as a girl and kissing any boy who will put his hands on you, don’t you? W-would probably be happy to stay locked up in a sissy cage, sucking cocks and strapons all day. Right? Just looking for anyone to bully you.”
            “No,” Kathoey moaned, “I mean, not unless Mistress said. I don’t just want to be a slut. I don’t think.”
            “But you are a little loser, right?” The girl corrected him pushing the crop to the back of his head now, pushing it firmly against the boot.

            “Yes Miss,” Kathoey muttered as the tongue began to slip and trace along the space where the shiny leather and rubber sole of the boot met. “I am a loser. I admit it. I’m just Mistress’ dirty little onahole. A-and I want to stay that way. As long as she’ll have me. I want her to shape me. I want to be the kind of toy she likes. She’s so much bigger, and stronger, and tougher than me.” The words were joined by dutiful licks and laps. Gentle, reverent traces of the tongue slowly creeping their way along the leather. Each word sound practiced. Not so much rehearsed as repeated. Something that had run though his mind a thousand times and was only now given voice.

            All at once a loud groan from Tabs filled the room and Collin felt his back stiffen. He shifted his body while keeping his lips firmly in place having now reached up to the boots ankle. Daring to press his soft furry cheek into the new girl's shin while he wriggled his booty awkwardly for Mistress to see.

            “Mmm, lose the panties, cumslut,” Tabs barked. Somehow that simple command hit with the same majesty and eroticism as the new girls' careful and deliberate demeaning attention. Collin was all too eager to obey, reaching back and pulling down his panties, showing off his soft downy-furred rump to his Mistress. A finger rubbing against his pucker as he spread one cheek. The very brazenness of the act caused him to tuck his face down into what little space he could find from the new girl's high heel.

            “Awww look at that. So ashamed of how utterly I owned that little ass. I’d say it’s cute, wouldn’t you dear? So shy. So innocent. Yet she knows she’s only ever going to be a sex toy for me to play with. Her life is my dick. All I have to do is give an order,” Tabs licked her lips wetly and moaned giving her shaft a very loud stroke with a fresh bead of pre “And she’ll do anything. Tell me, what do you think of that, dear?”
            “H-hot,” The yearning boiled from that word. The girl in the boots tensing and curling. An odd moan slipping from her lips as she bent the crop to near breaking.

            Collin felt his Mistress shifting in her seat. Felt her slowly lumbering. The familiar scent of her sex heavy in the air, cutting the new girls perfume. He felt her reach down around his neck and pull back roughly. The back of his head pressed against her thigh. That musky shaft resting on his cheek. Her eyes looking down into his as she held him in place.

            Tabs held him firmly in place and squeezed the poor sissy bois exposed neck just a touch. Her voice low and full of carnal amusement. “She wants a toy, pet. Not you, you’re mine. But this weak little thing wants to conquer someone. Utterly, fully. The way I’m conquering you.”
            “C-conquering?” The word lingered wonderfully on Kathoeys lips. The wonderful worthlessness, the utter abasement he felt lust at being in her hands washed over him once more.

            “Yes, silly slut. You don’t think I’m anywhere near done with you, now do you?”
            Collin shook his head. God he hoped she wasn’t.

            “Our friend here needs a little practice dummy. Something to help teach her how to make someone worship. To put someone in their place. The way you worship me.”
            “Yes Mistress! This slutty little sissy loser worships you,” Collin yipped in his best girl voice. The words shocked him. Based on the yelp he heard it seemed they shocked the otter girl too. But not his Mistress. She simply moaned. Her fingers slipping beside him for a moment. The sound of warm wet bliss ringing in his ear, before a small fingerful of her juices were smeared over his face as reward for what he’d said.

            Then, without warning, she pushed him. Her hand shoving the boy firmly in between the new girls legs. Holding him there while gripping hold of that wig as if it were Kathoeys own hair. The fact that the heady gothy perfume was joined by an odd musk, and the sudden familiar sensation of warm barely-contained flesh caused the red panda boi to yelp in shock. A shock mirrored by the girl who nearly fell backwards.

            “Then this is how it’s gonna be, my bitch,” Tabs cooed “Fifth of every month, like clockwork. You will be this poor girls training dummy. That way some day she can make that very special someone feel as good as I make you feel. As weak, as pathetic, as owned.”
            She pushed harder and the otter girl nearly fell over. Her yelping voice breaking once more. “You can agree to this and start licking that cute little package. Show me that you know how devoted you are to me, and we can really begin. Or.” Tabs chuckled, leaning in close and whispering into Collins ear “you can say the safe word. I won’t punish you. I won’t be upset. But if you do not, I expect your best. Understood my little slave?”
            The whole thing was painfully confusing. Collin knew how insane this was. How wrong. He was weak. He was vulnerable. The idea of being used as some training dummy, of being nothing but an object, a toy, a sex doll. That he was helping to make someone else feel this same worthless objectification, this same need, the same worship his heart refused to let go when he merely thought of the cruel gym teacher who had so utterly and totally hooked his poor needy heart. Collin knew everything about that very notion was wrong. Utterly and disgustingly wrong.

            Kathoey didn’t hesitate. Her lips pushed to the leather thong that held the otter girls package. Sucking and licking around it, nosing into the base of her corset affectionately while shaking that bared rump for Mistress to enjoy. Letting the raw bliss of being nothing more than a toy, a tool, an object, consume that weak little slave mind.

            That high continued on. Even as his Mistress gripped the new girl, kissing her so hard, smearing that black lipstick on her face. Guiding the trembling otter girl to the bed and shoving her down on her rump while Kathoey kept her mouth planted on that leather bulge like some loyal little puppy feral eager for a bone.

            Tabs curled up behind the girl and murred into her ear. Growling, nibbling at it, before looking down at Kathoey and licking her lips where the black makeup had stained it. “Since you’re such a dutiful little cum rag,” Tabs smirked “I want my little pet to kneel there with her mouth open while my cute little protégé here jerks off. Better to make a mess on you than on the floor, right?”
            “Yes Mistress…” Kathoey nodded dutifully, her muzzle opening wide

            “Good girl, and keep those eyes open while you’re at it. Look her in the face. One of the most important things you will ever learn, either of you, is to always look your partner in the eye. That this is about the mind, far more than just the body.” The words sounded so unfamiliar and strange from the teacher. Alien, and worse almost unsure. Even so her paw soon reached into that thong and withdrew the shaft, red hard and throbbing within her grip. Pulsing with beads of pre.

            Kathoey leaned in to get a lick, still drunk on her submission. Tabs permitted her to lap up a bead of pre before being pushed back to her knees shivering meekly.

            “Now now, We know you love sucking dick little sissy.fag. This isn’t about you. It’s about her. This is a lesson.” She turned to the new girl and licked her cheek, guiding her paw to that shaft and helping to set a nice steady rhythm. Jerking roughly with the tip pointed right at Kathoeys face. “Isn’t that right, my dirty little Justine?”
            “Y-yes Auntie,” The suddenly all too familiar voice chimed.

            Collin looked up. His eyes wide. His body trembled. The freckles, the shape of the face, or at least what could be seen under what he only now realized must be a wig. The scrawny tom girl figure he only now realized must have been held in entirely by the corset. The whole evening so far starting to sink in.

            All the while Kathoey sat eagerly still, mouth open, tongue out, watching that sexy boyish body writhe under Mistress’ caress. Watching the blue leather glove as that thick otter dick humped into that hand Smelling the soft perfume mix with musk and sweet pre. The gentle moans and proto-dominant growls.

            “C’mon my little slave, you had to have at least suspected,” Tabs chuckled, “Colored contacts and poor lighting can’t throw you off that much can it? Mmmm not that it matters. Just keep your eyes on that face. On the one using you. The one playing with my toy.” The words in the end ment as much to the otter as the panda. Tabs cooing them playfully while slipping her fingers into the corset top and squeezing at one of the poor boys nipples.

            He gasped and spurted hard. Still stroking. Months of need and frustration finally coming out all at once. A rolling avalanche of pleasure and Kathoey was at the bottom.

            She looked up at him, at her. His best friend, his fellow pet, his Mistress’ little apprentice The beautiful girl boy that had managed to make faggie little Kathoey feel so weak and pathetic today. Her own caged clitty grinding on the dirty motel rug as she all but drooled. Yelping and moaning along with beautiful Justine as she started to shoot her first load all over Kathoey’s red and brown fur.

            “Oh god, Hui,” Justin whined, the ‘Justine’ voice finally shattering as he started to cum. His hips refused to stop even as he whined and whimpered. His whole body collapsing helplessly into Tabatha’s shockingly soft embrace.

            “Shhh, there, there, now pet,” Tabs cooed as she gripped that gloved paw and started to stroke it gently, using the torrent of cum as lube. She guided Justin’s eyes down.

            The soft, feminine, girly face So much like Hui, now bathed in his seed. Mouth open, tongue lulling it around in that soft mouth, shamed and confused and begging to be used.

            Tabs smirked and nipped his ear, lazily working his already aching shaft. “Rest up for a bit, my little Justine. We got a lot of work ahead of us.”
Chapter 9:

            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 fastidious about it. Her movements freer and more 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 started 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 clothes 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 came 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 onto 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 earbuds 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 clothes. 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 clothes 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 deserve 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 fluttered 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 Master's 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 them 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 it 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 shingle roof.

            The otter boy pulled himself up and titled his head, smirking a touch at the girl as she pulled herself up onto 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 splayed out on to the tattered spare shingles on which they now lay. She felt Justin’s familiar paw slipping into her own and griping 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 drowned 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 dug into 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 wanted to pull away. No, that wasn’t quite 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 slipped 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 were painfully swollen.

            “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 was 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 trembled 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 flooded 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 feeling 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.

Chapter 10:

Tabitha scrubbed the foamy soap diligently across her paws before rinsing them through the public sink. The wolverine wasn’t what one would call hygienic at the best of times, but she’d been making the effort to be a little more presentable as her flings with Kathoey became more adventurous. Fucking the wah boy’s cute ass back on school grounds, while a rush, was an incredibly stupid idea on the wolverine’s part. Especially as the gym teacher. 


She took one last look at herself in the mirror. At first glance, Tabitha knew she didn’t belong in a highschool, teaching gym. From her dark blonde, almost orange, messy hair, the leather biker jacket she wore over a crimson red shirt, the jeans and heavy leather boots, she looked like she belonged in some bar in a 90’s action movie, ready to be thrown out by the protagonist. 


A small smile crossed her face. She’d love to see them try.


Taking a deep breath, the wolverine pushed out from the public park bathroom with both hands in coat pockets. The air that hit her wasn’t cold, but she didn’t wear the jacket for the temperature. Turning the corner, she saw her cute red panda leaning against the wall. The blue beanie made his blue wig seem all the more stable as a blush burned under his cheek fur, almost hidden by the flare of his glasses. A loose-fitting purple sweatshirt covered his chest and his deep pink skirt, carrying the triangular crest of some popular game that Tabs couldn’t give two shits about. Purple thigh-high socks trailed down to the mary janes on his feet. His little outfit that made the clean-cut Collin into her slutty little Kathoey. The surgical ahegao mask and pink scarf just added a little extra secrecy to the play.


It seemed to work, judging by the wolf towering over him. Gritting her teeth and clenching her fists in the pockets, Tabitha headed to Kathoey and the wolf. She didn’t like sharing and by the worry in the wah’s eyes, he needed her now.


“Come on, cutie,” The wolf grinned as he hunched over Kathoey, “I gave you my name, it’s only polite to give me yours,” he said as he reached for the wah’s blue wig, “We should at least get to know each other. It’s dangerous to be at the park alone at night after all.”

Tabitha grabbed the edge of the wolf’s sleeve, “She’s with someone,” the wolverine said with a smile that caged her rage. The wolf towered over her, giving a bemused look at the two before smiling, “You cosplaying as someone?”

“What?” Tabitha’s smile and anger dropped at the question.


“Well, this little cutie here is dressed like she belongs in an anime convention. So I gotta assume that you’re just dressed like some character from them. Not that I mind, those cartoons aren’t afraid to show some T&A if you know what I’m saying.”

Rolling her eyes, Tabitha let go of the wolves fleece sleeved arm, “Whatever. Why don’t you just leave us be ok? We’ve got a night ahead of us.”

“An evening stroll? You sure that’s wise?” he looked over to Kathoey, who at this point only pushed their back harder against the wall, “Maybe you two girls would enjoy a little company. Could end it back at my place, a couple of beers, a little music.”

She blinked for a moment. Kathoey looked up to her, utterly terrified, but it only made the wolverine’s heart race as Tabitha started to chuckle. Either the wolf was desperate, or he had more confidence than herself after ten beers. 


Without warning, Tabitha grabbed Kathoey’s skirt, “Tempting offer, but,” she pulled it up, revealing the pretty little prison locked over the red panda’s cock, “She’s not that kind of girl.”

Kathoey hid his face behind her loose pink sleeves, mewling as his mistress exposed the little sissy before the stranger. Not that he fought against her, no. Collin had been long since conquered by his mistress to really put up a fight unless she wanted a struggle. Judging by how his knees were shaking, Tabitha could tell he wanted to run away, crawl up into a ball, and die. The wolverine felt a small stab of pride in her heart as her pet didn’t do it. Such a brave little bitch Kathoey had become.


The wolf’s reaction was not what Tabitha had expected. She predicted the shock. Who wouldn’t be shocked if the cute girl they were trying to seduce turned out to be a trap. But after that shock she expected him to tuck his tails between his legs and run like a scared little bitch.


“Fucking faggot,” the wolf sneered, turning around and muttering, “Can’t you queers just go find a gay bar?”

Tabitha acted before she really processed what she was doing. Turning the wolf around by his shoulder, the wolverine drove her fist into his face. She pulled him in before he could respond, wrapping an arm around his neck and forcing him to the ground as he choked.


“You wanna repeat that, you closeted fuck?” Tabitha growled as she dragged the wolf over to Kathoey’s feet, “Or do you want to apologize to my friend here for not only insulting her, but having the audacity to try touching without permission?”

“Go to-ack.” she tightened her grip around his throat, “Apologize to my girl, shitforbrains, and I’ll let you walk home without a busted hand to beat your dick with.”

“Ok, ok,” the wolf choked out as he patted her arm, “I’m sorry for-”

She forced him to look at Kathoey, who stared down at the two with shock and, at least to Tabitha’s guess, mild arousal, “Apologize to her,” she ordered the wolf, loosening the grip just enough to have the jackass speak clearly.


“I’m,” he took a breath, “I’m sorry I called you a faggot.”

She grinned, “Think he’s sorry, Kathoey?” 


Tabitha let go as the wah nodded. And, just like she had originally expected, he started running with his tail between his legs. She half expected he’d come back with friends to take revenge. But Tabitha had been down this path long enough to know that most people were scared of getting hurt. So they wouldn’t be hearing from him again tonight.


Cupping Kathoey’s face in her hands, she leaned over the wah boi and whispered, 


“Sorry about that, but nobody except me and people I like get to call you a fag.” she smiled as she pulled down his surgical mask, revealing a nice pair of balled up panties underneath. A mix of her and Kathoey’s. The blush underneath his fur blossomed while she dragged her tongue across the silicon sphere. Reaching under his scarf, she put her fingers between the cheap pet collar she’d bought and his neck fur, getting a feel for his rising pulse.


“Now that that’s out of the way, shall we continue our little date, bitch?” she asked, readjusting the mask.


“Mmph Mnphphrmphph.”

“I’ll assume you said, ‘Yes Mistress’,” she chuckled as she pulled Kathoey closer and gripped her rump, “Now, let’s have a little fun.”
--------------------


Truth be told, Tabitha didn’t have any big ideas for the park. Beyond having Collin, or Kathoey when she’s dressed up, bound with a few toys under his clothes, the wolverine didn’t have much of an end goal in mind. That didn’t stop her from toying with the bullet remote for the vibs attached to his nips and up his butt whenever they walked around. A part of her wanted to use the scarf as a personal little leash. But the way Kathoey clung to her made that unnecessary. And if she really wanted to walk him by a leash, she would have brought the actual leash. 


So instead of toying and teasing with the little sissy, Tabitha found herself looking out over the park during the evening. In her youth, she’d spent a lot of time in parks like these. Sometimes to get away from the dumpster fire that was home, sometimes just to play hooky. She met a lot of interesting characters during her outings then. Mostly weirdos who couldn’t get that they looked stupid.


“You know,” Tabitha pulled Kathoey in closer as they walked under the lamplights, “When I was a little younger than you, I used to hang out at these kinds of parks all the time. Saw a bunch of dumbasses, but my favorite were the guys dressed in cloaks, hitting each other with foam, and throwing tennis balls at each other,” she laughed and pointed out to the open field, “They’d shout, ‘Lightning Bolt!’ or ‘Cone of cold’ and the other nerds would pretend like they got shocked or frozen. It was a fucking riot,” her eyes locked in onto to wahboi in her arms, “Do you and Justine do that? Or is the foam sword thing just his thing?” she asked, pulling his mask down and taking the panties out.


Kathoey lapped his lips as the panties were removed, “That’s more of Justin’s thing, Mistress. Outside of gym, my mother didn’t let me do many physical activities.”

“You could have fooled me,” she said, voice dripping with sarcasm, “You totally looked physically fit when you nearly collapsed after the mile run fitness test. Granted a lot of kids failed that...got reprimanded as if that was my fault you kids can’t watch your diets these days.”

“You have a bunch of beer cans lying around your house.”

“And yet I still have abs you can see,” Tabitha said with a grin, “Maybe you could worship them later, after I give you a proper workout. Can’t have you calling it quits on me too easily.” she laughed before looking back out to the open field, “You know, there’s something I just don’t understand about you nerds.”

“What?”

“Well, nowadays all this shit is popular so people are less likely to call you out on it. Fucking hell, superhero movies have been doing well for a decade. But back when I was a teen, if you did something nerdy like cast ‘lighting bolt’ you’d be a prime target for bullies. Hell, I used to bully some people, not that I’m exactly proud of it. Yet,” The wolverine imagined the nerds she saw in her youth, all dressed up like wizards and warriors, fighting each other or casting spells like the world around them wasn’t watching and laughing at them, “Yet you all still do it. Every day, they did it and…” she paused, losing her train of thought.


Kathoey seemed to bring it back, “Sounds like you were envious.”

“What?” Tabitha blushed, “Me? Envious of a bunch of nerds? Ridiculous.” 


“Is it, Mistress?” Kathoey asked, “I mean, you do seem to talk about it a lot. And you did have us pick out a Warhammer set for-”

Tabitha cut him off by raising the settings on his vibes, covering his mouth so he didn’t yelp in the sudden wave that hit him. Her, envious of a bunch of nerds? She just found their little games adorable is all. Just as adorable as the red panda in her hands, struggling to stand as the bullet tormented his prostate. They were just losers who couldn’t accept reality, running away to their own little places in their minds where they could slay monsters or be a hero. She just thought it was pathetic. 


That’s why she watched them until dark, heading back home to when she knew her dear old dad would be too tired to trouble her, or her mom would be too busy bible humping to even notice she walked in. That’s why she watched on weekends whenever she avoided her parents' wrath at home. Their escape was hers, that was…

God damn it.


She sighed and turned the vibes off, sitting back to a nearby bench, “You might, just might, have a point,” Tabitha admitted to Kathoey, who sat next to her, “I guess I was jealous-”

“Envious,”

“Don’t correct me,” she spat, but then took a deep breath and wrapped her arm around Kathoey, “I was a little envious of them. That they could escape and not give a shit. Hell, a lot of nerds were braver than me.”

“You’re very brave, Mistress.”

“Eh, I’m better than I was at your age. Back then I was mostly faking it. So much that I actually started to believe it. Did I ever tell you the story of when I tried to tackle a lion with a knife?”

Kathoey shook his head, “Yeah, spoiler warning, it didn’t go well.” She tried nuzzling through the wah boi’s hair, but remembered it was a blue wig and instead just grabbed his chin, “But yeah. Those nerds back then were actually pretty brave. Guess I just wanted to try it but never found the courage to ask,” she gave a soft but disparaging chuckle, “Doubt I could do that now.”

“Justin...Justine could probably be willing to teach you sword fighting,”
“I know how to fight, Kathoey. I doubt your sissy sister can teach me anything interesting. Plus I’d probably break their stuff doing it.”

“Then…” the red panda inched closer, “Maybe I could run a session for you?”
Tabitha raised her brow, “A session? You run? Did you forget who’s in charge here, or do I need to pull out the key?”

Kathoey, sweet and meek Kathoey, rolled his eyes and sighed, “No, like a dungeons and dragon session.”

“Dungeons and dragons? That the game with the weird dice and the monster with eyes on their tentacles.”

“Among other things, yes, mistress. I could do a one on one session with you, if you want. Maybe even build a character tonight, it’s pretty easy.”

“How easy? Cause I tried reading the Warhammer rules on my own and they’re kind of...well there’s a lot.”

Her sissy laughed, “5th edition is a great beginners RPG. Come on,” he got up, only for Tabitha to pull him back down by his scarf.


“Woah, woah, there, Kathoey,” she muttered, tracing her fingers through the strands of fake hair, “I think we’ve got plenty of time. Your parents think you’re at Justin’s after all, and, maybe it’s the thought of you in some silly wizard robe, but I’m actually a bit more horny right now. You wouldn’t want me to be distracted while I drive? Right?”

Kathoey’s face lit up like the night sky, “No, mistress.”

Tabitha slid Kathoey down to his knees on the concrete sidewalk, “That’s right,” the wolverine said as she unzipped her jeans and pulled her half-erect cock out, “So maybe it’s best you take care of that little problem.”

She swore there were stars in the wah boi’s eyes when she brought out her cock. But she could tell a realization hit him as he started peering to the sides, “O-out here?” he uttered out, hands gripping each other as his nerves set in, “What if someone sees us?”

Tabitha cooed as she cupped his cheek, “Don’t worry, my little faggot. We haven’t seen anyone else tonight. And if you’re really scared, then you could just pick up the pace.” She pulled him closer, “Course, if you’re really, really, scared, you always have your safeword.”

With a nod she pushed him back down to her cock, “Now come on, slave. Service your barbarian queen.”

She moaned as the red panda’s mouth became a nice warm and wet haven for her cock. Her boi’s skills were still underdeveloped in oral, only able to take most of her rod in his maw while it was flaccid. He made up for it with energy and a desire to please, with his hands working along her shaft where his mouth couldn’t go, or massaging her balls. Never her pussy, she had other plans for that.


Head hanging back, the wolverine grit her teeth as the wah boi worked. The shaft hardened to full in a manner of seconds. Not that it stopped Kathoey from trying, goes as far down as she could, and then a little more. The wah’s soft gags were almost music to the wolverine’s ears, leading her to pat against the bois wig, “Good girl. Pushing yourself even now.” she muttered.


The wolverine wanted to fuck him. To grab hold of the cute wah’s head and really force him down to the base of her cock, then pound her cock in and out of his throat. But she knew that Kathoey’s throat wasn’t ready for that kind of abuse. Her pet didn’t have the privacy back home to play and maintain the toys for it. Hopefully with some more focused training, he’d be ready to take as rough a fucking from Tabitha as she wished. 

But tonight wasn’t about how rough she could be. Like most things in life, Tabs was aggressive when it came to fucking. So much that Kathoey had told her, in his cute nervous voice, that he’d like to try to get her off by being less passive. Being so used to just fucking, Tabs was intrigued, and a little awed, by her wah’s desire to take the iniative. The cute and nervous nerd housed a lovely little slut. And tonight, she’d let that slut get her off, rather than use him.


“That’s enough,” she said, pulling him off her saliva drenched head with a pop. A strand of spit, or maybe pre, ran from the wah’s lips to her cock, breaking off only a second later as he looked up to her. The arousal in his eyes made Tabitha’s heart pound heavy in her chest.


She handed a small squirt bottle from her pocket to him, “Lube your ass up,” she ordered, leaning back against the bench as the saliva on her cock dried against the night air. The wah turned his butt to her, pulling out the anal vibe before pushing two lubed up fingers into his tailhole. The red panda’s bushy tail swayed back and forth as he prepared himself, while Tabitha’s cock stood hard and tall. 


He knew what to do next, but her hand stopped him, “Lose the jacket,” she ordered. The wah boy’s knees touched each other as he looked over to the sides of the walkway. No one had come, and they didn’t hear anyone on their way. Surely they would have heard someone now. 


Taking a steady breath, Katheoy stripped his hoodie off. Leather straps and vibes tapped to his nipples came to view under what little light the park gave them. Tabitha put her hand down, “Good girl,” she cooed, much to the wah boy’s delight as he stepped over. Propping his hole against her tip, the wah slowly let gravity to the work as the rod penetrated his tight hole. Not as tight as it was their first time, but enough for Tabitha’s cock. Kathoey winced and moaned as the panda hit the base, leading Tabitha to give a soft kiss on his neck, “Good little bitch,” she whispered while pushing the panties back into his mouth, “Now, we wouldn’t want the powerful wizard to mutter the wrong spell while plunged on the warrior queen’s sword, outside of the correct one that is, would we?” she asked.


“Nn Mnphphrmphph,” he uttered as the surgical mask came over his gag. 


“Good, now,” she leaned back with her cock firmly up his ass, “Go and sharpen your queen’s sword, wizard.”

While Kathoey’s oral skills needed development, the panda’s ass had recieved plenty of practice. Already Tabitha could feel the wah boi’s walls squeeze around her cock as he began to push up and down against her. It wasn’t as quick as her fucking him, but, despite their situation, it wasn’t about quickness. 


“The mighty wizard,” Tabitha teased as she leaned in, “Conquered by a barbaric queen because of a forbidden tome he left lying around by accident. Still scene by everyone as so smart and capable, but the queen knows who he is deep down,” she pulled out the remote and pressed it, letting Kathoey mewl in her gag as the vibes across her nipples played, “The wizard is just a dirty little anal slut, who loves making his queen happy.” 


She reached over for the cage under his skirt, “She probably doesn’t even need to keep this locked up anymore, not that the wizard was using it much in the first place,” she softly bit into his ear, “So much time spent exploring magical secrets, not enough time spent exploring your body. Thankfully, your queen has no interest in magical secrets.”

Tabitha kept taunting and teasing her boi as the night went by, dipping a little too much into the roleplay than she had anticipated. Kathoey, for her part, was actually making it difficult for the wolverine to focus. The tight clench and the heat of his anal cavity combined with the steady bouncing turned her pleasure into a slow burn. So much so that it took Tabitha all her restraint not to take over and fuck his brains out. 

Strong arms slipped under his hoodie, toying with the nipples painfully erected with the vibes. His gagged breaths and moans brought a smile to her face as she edged closer and closer to climax. She bit against his scarf, hard enough to leave a love bite if it wasn’t blocking his neck.


Then it came. Gritting her teeth, Tabitha hugged Kathoey tight as her cock plastered her seed into his rectum. Her toes curled with spurt after spurt, until she could feel her cum wetting her cock and leaking onto her crotch.


“Your queen,” she spoke between breaths, “is impressed. Perhaps she should let the wizard do some proper worship later.” she pulled off his mask and pulled out the panties, “What do you have to say to that?”

“We...we really need to work on your roleplaying,” Kathoey muttered. 

Tabitha giggled and leaned in for a breathy kiss, letting her saliva overflow his while she wrestled his tongue, “Well, you’re the expert,” she said while breaking away, “So let’s get to it, wizard.”
--------------------


“Ok...so outlander gives me survival skills, which sounds important. But criminal gives me stealth, which barbarians don’t get,” Tabitha said aloud as she laid stomach first on her bed, reading the player’s handbook from a laptop. Collin had already printed out a character sheet when they arrived, and had explained the basics of filling it out. Now she just needed to pick a background, something to help flesh out her character.


“Hmm...what do you think?” she asked, turning her head to the red panda boy currently rimming her ass. 


“It doesn’t really matter,” he said, “But I usually grab stealth when I can. Since you can’t gain skills after you level. Well, not outside of feats.”

“Feats?”

“They’re these-”

Tabitha pushed him back into her ass, “I’ll figure it out. Just ease up down there. It’s hard to focus when you’re being so active.”

“You said you wanted me to be active.”

She smiled, “Ah, ah, ah, no backtalk, Kathoey.”

“Yes, Mistress.” The wah boi said before dutifully returning to rimming his mistress’s ass. Meanwhile, Tabitha decided to skip ahead and look at whatever feats were. Tavern Brawler seemed fun.

Chapter 11:

            Collin and Hui passed glances to each other across the dining room table. Each one trading wordless glances to the other. In the kitchen the siblings could hear the annoyed uproar of mandarin hammering to one side of a conversation and heavy pacing footfalls.

            Their father, a normally stoic and laid back man in his late 40s, rambled and raved at breakneck pace as his voice shifted seamlessly from concern to consternation and back half a dozen times in a mere minute.

            By the time their father had finally finished the barely concealed rage still radiated off of him like steam. Both siblings passed glances to each other, mixtures of confusion and bewilderment as they watched the man slip down to a bowl of soggy shredded wheat and wrinkle his muzzle in disgust.

            It was Hui who dared to speak first. Her ears perking ever so slightly as she slipped on her most innocent face. “What’s wrong, baba?” she all but cooed while glancing at her snickering brother seeing the boy struggling to keep himself composed.

            “You know what’s wrong,” their father muttered as he started in on his now ruined breakfast, eager to fill his muzzle.

            “Is it Zufu?” Collin asked, the wry smirk he struggled to hide mere seconds from shattering to dust as he felt his normally calm father’s leg jackhammering the table up and down.

            “Of course it is!” Their father snapped, followed by an unrestrained string of what were probably profanities though who could tell with the food in his mouth. Han took a moment and swallowed, taking a few deep breaths to avoid choking on the soggy mush he’d been left. “I swear if I ever get that… insufferable… you both have my permission to stick me in a home and leave me there. ‘Oh no, Han. I can’t come now. I can’t afford a ticket. The shop can’t survive a whole week without me. I wouldn’t wish to put the kids out.’. Because dragging the two of you away from school and making us all sleep in the same cramped room while he spends all of his time trying to get kids buying refurbished TV sets older than they are is such a great way to spend a family vacation.”
            “Dad, Calm down, relax.” Collin sighed. His words died in his muzzle as his father shot darts at him, though the face soon softened once more.

            “Forgive me, Chen. You know what your Zufu does to me sometimes. I told him we’d pay for the ticket. If he won’t come live here he could at least come visit once in a while.”
            The two siblings quickly slumped. The amusement they’d drawn from their father’s uncharacteristic outburst soon turning to mutual regret. Hui scooted up her chair and put a paw on his, leaning down to look her father in the face. “Baba, it’s ok. You know how he is. I’m sure he just feels ashamed to take money from you no matter the reason. You’re the one always telling us he’s stubborn. Just calm down and maybe Mama can talk to him about it.”
            “Yeah, nobody is gonna out-stubborn her.” Collin chirped. A quip he quickly regretted as he sank back down into his seat and glanced away. “Sorry…”
            All three family members went back to their food. The siblings did not dare to look their father in the face until he’d finished his breakfast. Neither one got up. If nothing else they had kept to the tradition of eating as a family, even if their mother had been forced to work early this month for the sake of some project or other.

            “Hey, Baba,” Hui finally chirped softly. “Is it ok if Justin drives me down to the game shop? Since I don’t have any lessons tonight I figured I could actually join him doing Friday Night Magic.”
            “Hope you’re borrowing one of his decks, sis.” Collin snorted “Been so long since you got to do FNM I think mana burn was still a thing.”
            “Just because you get to eat up all my boyfriends lunch time with pick-up games thanks to the stupid school schedule doesn’t mean I’m that rusty, loser boy.” Hui spat as she pulled herself up. “Besides, you’re taking on even more than I am lately. I could probably wipe the floor with your silly Izzet deck right now.”
            “Hey!” A quick snap of their fathers fingers sent both teens back into their seats. Both annoyed, both dejected, neither daring to continue the argument.

            Han looked between his children and let out a small sigh “Chen is thinking of his future, Hui. Your mother already got him the first round of applications and competition is going to be particularly stiff right now. It’s nice he can actually take some time with Justin now and then during school to unwind. Something you’ll likely appreciate next year when you’re going through the same process.”
            “So does that mean I can go?” Hui’s eyes lit up, her tail fuzzing happily “I mean, if Collin can get to defrag that means I should be able to, right?”
            Han snorted a bit and started to flip through his phone, eyes flickering over the daily influx of mostly bad news that was as much a part of his routine as anything else by this point. “You think I’m going to let you go off on your own with a boy? In an old sports car? All by yourself?” He leaned in and looked his daughter in the eye, his grin growing maliciously playful as he tussled her hair “Little one, Just because I didn’t grow up here doesn’t mean I don’t know what that’s all about. Shandong isn’t exactly some bastion of innocent purity you know, no matter what your grandparents may have told you.” Han leaned back in his chair once more and let out a huff glancing at his snickering son. “You can go with Collin to chaperone. I’m sure that’s where he’s going anyways. He’s been spending enough time with Justin that I can’t imagine it’s too embarrassing having your elder brother there. Of course if it is, you could always stay home.”
            “Oh, you have got to be kidding me.” Hui sighed.

            “Baba, I can’t do that,” Collin chimed in as he sipped the last of the milk from his bowl. “Remember? I gotta go to the library today. Research paper.”
            “Ah, yes. I forgot.” Han muttered. An obvious lie on the part of the distracted man. “Though for the sake of your sister I suppose I could let you do it at home instead.”
            “No dad.” Collin snapped hurriedly “I can’t. Remember? Ms. Baker wants us to use the library and learn how to properly cite sources. Too many kids are using wikipedia now.”
            “In an AP class?” Han bristled before slumping and sighing. “Sorry, little one. I suppose you and Justin will simply have to play your games on the back porch, where we can see you.” The stern wording was just harsh enough to let the poor girl know he wasn’t in the mood for negotiation.

            Hui blinked and glanced at her brother in shock. Her fingers curling and tugging at the tablecloth, nearly pulling the whole thing over as she tried to contain her anger. She shot daggers at Collin for the longest moment before glancing up to her father watching him grab up his breakfast dishes and head for the kitchen.

            “Wait, what if I ask his dad to drive us, and if the game shop owner calls you to let you know we are there? He does it for some of the younger kids. I mean, it’s embarrassing but…”
            Han sighed and looked at his younger child, then to Collin, and back. “He does, hmm? And if I call the shop instead of having ‘him’ call me?” He asked.

            “Well yeah that’d probably work even better. And you’d have Justin’s dad so you know we’d be safe. Especially with his truck.”
            The older wah considered this for a long moment before finally nodding his head. His words quickly drowned to a dull murmur with the power of the sink head on full spray mode. “I’ll ask your Mama. But I suppose you can check and make sure that’s all ok on his end. I do not expect you to make a habit of putting Mr. Flannery on the spot like this. It’s extremely impolite to just volunteer someone like that.”
            “I know. Sorry.” Hui sighed “If he doesn’t want to I’ll understand. I promise I won’t push it.”
            Han nodded to her again before snagging his keys up and heading off to work without another word, leaving the pair to stare at each other across the table.

            “Why’d you lie?” Hui Spat the second she heard the door shut

            “What?” Collin blinked

            “I have the same class as you with Ms. Baker. We both know she doesn’t give a damn about sourcing.”
            “Well maybe not in your class.” Collin muttered “It’s not like-”
            “Her literal, exact words were ‘just use Wikipedia. Nobody is going to care. You can check its source links if you really want’,” Hui snapped. “And I know you’ve been missing lessons, too. Your last practice was sloppy. Mama and Baba are going to find out if you keep this up.”
            “Keep what up?” Collin spat back “You’re being crazy, and bitter. Because they don’t trust you to go out with your boyfriend on a Friday night without some assurance that you two won’t do…”
            “What? Won’t do what?” Hui leaned in and tilted her head, catching a small tinge of pink under his cheek fur. The rage melting almost instantly into a rueful snerk “oh god, really? You can’t even say it can you? Wow, no wonder you’re the designated wet blanket, big bro. What the thought of your lil sister having sex get you all hot and bothered?”
            “Ew, gross, no!” Collin snapped, “Just, why would you even joke about something like that?”
            “It is! Look at that. God, Collin, you’re such a freaking virgin.”
            “Well of course I am!” he snapped a bit too defensively “And so are you. Because I know you haven’t slept with Justin yet.”
            “You don’t know I haven’t,” Hui mocked him now. The gawky girl wiggling her slender hips in a painfully contrived faux seductive sway as she licked her muzzle a bit “Maybe he and I fucked already. Maybe we fucked a lot. Maybe we go to the treehouse each and every night and…”
            “Ok no, stop. That’s enough. I’m ending this. You don’t know me, you don’t know what I do, and you sure as hell don’t know about sex. Now just knock it off. We’re gonna be late to school.” With that Collin dashed off to his room. Likely to get his backpack though the speed made it more likely he was just trying to avoid her.

            Hui slipped back on her rump in triumph and fluffled her ears a bit. It was always good to get one over on her pain in the ass brother. Though now that she had some time to think, she began to realize she honestly didn’t know what it was he’d been getting up to lately. Something was definitely wrong.

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

            “Finally lost?” Justin muttered. His eyes barely pulling up from his phone to see Hui smirking ear to ear flopping down beside him and offering up a bottle of Coke.

            “What can I say? Artifacts are never a bad decision,” The wah girl snickered “Or I guess they are once you start dealing with people who care about the actual meta right now.”
            Justin nodded and glanced off across the parking. His eyes glued on his dad's truck stuck out by the Chilis. He slumped his head back against the bricks of the shop wall and chuckled a bit, stuffing his own deck back in its box and stuffing that into his jacket pocket. “Yeah well, at least we got a date, right? Even if we still gotta have my dad drive us around.”
            “Yeah.” Hui nodded “We should probably go over there soon and let him know. You think he’ll be mad at us, Master?” Hui murred a bit and slumped into Justin’s shoulder. Her whole body went a bit limp. The cool night air, tinged a bit by the sickly sweet vape fumes drifting from around the corner of the building coaxed most of the anxiety she held this morning out of her system. Most of it. The young woman pushing against him harder and gripping his paw as tightly as she could.

            Justin simply sighed and leaned his head against her as he looked into the night sky. “He’s probably enjoying himself just fine. Game’s on. Worst case scenario he makes me drive us home. That just means a few more back roads. No way I’m going down I-94 this late at night.”
            “Master…” Hui sighed after a long moment, trembling softly “So I was talking with my dad and Collin today. He was, well, he was talking about some assignment. And he was lying to dad about it.”
            “Lying?” Justin blinked a bit, his blood running cold as he hugged her tighter “Like, how?”
            “Well for one he was saying Ms. Baker insisted on proper sourcing. Which is ridiculous by itself. And he didn’t say it himself, but-”
            Hui winced. Her leg pulled up to her chest, only a few seconds too late. A lion in a polo lay a mere foot away from the two, pushing himself up to his feet. A pop dashed on the ground splattered out against the sidewalk, his knees pulling up leaving small red marks on the pavement.

            “Oh gosh!” Hui yelped ducking under the cover of her hoodie, eyes wide as saucers. “Sorry, sorry, sorry!”
            “What… the… fuck,” The lion snarled. His friends all snickered behind him. A sound that stopped as the Lion spun and glanced at the two teens curled up against the shop.

            “S-sorry about that,” Hui muttered as she pushed herself into Justin. Wincing as the lion spun around and snarled at her.

            “The fuck are you trying to pull you stupid cunt?” The lion snapped. Frosted bristles of headfur falling before his face as he gazed down at the pair. A snarl crossing his lips which only grew when Justin pushed himself between Hui and the man.

            “Hey back off, it was an accident,” Justin snarled. “A-and watch your mouth while you’re at it.”
            The man relaxed. The look on his face though did nothing to ease the tension of the situation. His eyes followed Justin slowly as the boy started to stand. Sneering with contempt, he leaned over and glanced at Hui just long enough to catch clear sight of her before his eyes cast back to Justin tussing the fuzzy mop of headfur the otter sported. “Look kid, I know nailing a gook is a big deal for dweebs like you, but don’t run your mouth at me. Now if she really is sorry, then maybe she can tell me herself. Who knows, I might even-”
            The sentence was cut off by a head butt. A staggering, jarring, overextending near-anime smash to the muzzle that sent Justin stumbling back against the wall and caused the struck lion to fumble back a step. The man reached up to rub the blood on his snoot. Pulling his hand back and growling. Even with the bro-y polo, the muscles on the lion were clear, and they flared quickly as he hammered his fist into Justin’s still reeling face with a practiced right hook. Then a left, getting in a half-dozen blows before Justin could throw up an arm to absorb the impact.

            Justin, for his part, flailed out a few sloppy swings. Most hitting his assailant in the side, in the hip. Swinging as hard as he could. Each blow offering a dull thud to be countered with the hard cracks of the lions raining fists.

            One sharp kick to the crotch and the lion tossed Justin down on the pavement, his boot raised. It never fell, Murmuring growing louder as the lion and his friends bolted off in the other direction.

            Justin could hear all of it. His body shaking in pain. One ear sucking in the sounds around him while the other throbbed in heavy tinnitus whines. The whole world throbbing with the thud of his heart in his head. Pain signals gnawing at him as small warnings of what would bloom to life the second his brain felt it could handle it again.

            He didn’t know how long he was down there. Fists clenched as he rested on his forearms and knees. The whole world quaking, or perhaps just his body, who knew. He finally rolled over on his back, looking up at Hui, A large bear and rather pregnant kangaroo rat, a pair of the older regulars, along with the white furred mouse woman who always sat behind the counter.

            “S-sorry.” Justin muttered as he felt the world fading out narrowing to a point.

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

            “So, no going back to the game shop,” Collin sighed “at least not without someone there, or until the jerk is caught.” The wah shook his head and glanced at his friend, tossing him another reusable cold pack from the small cooler.

            “Heh, not quite dad’s reaction,” Justin sighed. “He offered me a sip of Jameson and told me he was proud of me. Then said not to tell mom.” He rolled his eyes, well his one uncovered eye, and let out a small sigh. “As if I get any of that from dad.” The otter boy pulled himself back into the worn old recliner that had been a staple of the basement since their childhood. He stared at the same tactical setup that had been in front of him for the past half hour, finally moving the very nervous looking purple haired porcupine girl in grim reaper looking armor up and having her attack one of the units bottlenecking the passage.

            “Weren’t you going on about making Bernadetta into a dancer last time?“ Collin chuckled softly as he sprawled on the couch putting his feet up and thumbing through his phone again.

            “That was just for the meme cred, man. And cause mah girl needs to be cute in silks. Death knight lets her do magic and a bow. Seriously you’re the tactical genius here right? You should be better at this stuff.”
            “This isn’t tactics, it’s drawing your waifu out into a war goddess who’s still afraid of social situations. What would Hui say?”
            “She’d say ‘So long as you don’t put my precious cinnamon roll Dimitri at risk, you can do what you want.’ followed by that look where I know she’d beat my ass if I tried her on it.” Justin laughed, then stopped, sighed, and slumped back again setting the controller aside. “So I’m guessing your parents are pretty pissed with me about now for getting their daughter in trouble like that, huh?”
            “Mom’s mad.” Collin shrugged “not sure if it’s at you, the situation, your dad, the lion guy… probably all of them. Hui let slip what the guy said and now mom’s ready to drag this to court. She’s not happy the cops told her they probably can’t track the guy down.” Collin fell silent again. He traced his eyes over the wall scrolls littering the half-finished wall and let out a dejected sigh. Every inch of the panda boy fidgeted and fussed on the couch cushions. A nervous energy that only seemed to build the longer he tried to shake it. His eyes glanced to Justin now and then, then back to the ground.

            “So, why’d you do it?” Collin muttered finally.

            “Do what?” Justin blinked glancing at his best friend, titling his head a bit “get my ass beat instead of nut-shooting the guy first and wailing on his head?”
            The wah ignored the revisionist take on events and leaned in towards his friend, looking Justin square in the eye “What he did was wrong, but we both know you weren’t walking away from that shit intact man. He had friends, and for all you know he could have had a knife. Or a gun. Even if you were built like Mi-, like you know who, there’s no way you were winning that fight.”
            “The hell you say?” Justin blinked, pulling the cold pack from his still swollen eye. “Come on man, your mom I get. Hell my mom I get even if she’d have done worse. But you can’t tell me you really think I’d let that asshole talk to my girl that way and just walk away like it’s nothing.”
            “You coulda taken her inside,” Collin noted. “Flip him the bird and walk in. No way the shop owners would let that kind of thing fly. Or walked over to the Chilis. Your dad’s a pretty scary guy. He looks like he would carry a gun.”
            “He doesn’t,” Justin corrected “you know he doesn’t.”
            “Yeah but they don’t know that!” Collin snapped. “I appreciate you sticking up for Hui. You love her. I have no problem with that. If anyone is gonna be my brother in law someday I’d rather it be you than some insufferable bland prick mom picks out from among her co-workers’ kids. But you always do this kind of thing.  Even when we were kids, remember? You always had to save the princess, and she was always the princess.”
            “The hell are you trying to say?” Justin quirked his brow and shifted a bit in his seat “That I shouldn’t have made the guy fuck off?”
            “I’m saying you didn’t, and you couldn’t. Other people showing up made him fuck off, and that was probably down to knowing the cops might actually listen to them. Maybe. Probably not.”
            “He called her a gook!” Justin snapped, the controller now falling, along with his water bottle that had been set by the recliner. The otter was up now, his hair falling over his bad eye as he paced his way up to the couch and leaned over Collin, looking him in the eye.

            “You’ve called her worse than that. I mean, I know you two think I can’t hear you dirty-talk over discord but you really need to tell Hui to use the headphones even if our folks aren’t home.”
            Justin’s face grew dark red at that. Swallowing hard, looking away ashamed. “y-yeah well I’m not trying to…”
            “I know you’re not. It’s like when Mistress calls us names. I get why what he said wasn’t ok. But you’re not Mistress. You’re not going to stand there and tank a whole group of frat boys. You’re not a barbarian wild man, you’re not some hardened adept ready to jump in front of Autocannon fire. You’re not a solar exalted or Scion of Ogma or some badass sin eater. You’re Justin, and that’s ok! You don’t have anything to prove!”
            “If I don’t have anything to prove, then why do you keep comparing me to Mi-, to our damn teacher? Huh?”
            “Because you do!” Collin snapped “And it’s not a competition.”
            Justin opened his muzzle to say something. He didn’t. He couldn’t. What he felt instead was a tongue in his mouth. Arms wrapped around his. Soft, familiar, largely girly moans. Collin all but hung from him now. Cheeks aflame. Body trembling. Ears folded back submissively as he looked up at Justin and bit his lip “Y-you’re not Mistress, but you’re still strong. A-and it’s still sexy.” Collin muttered “I just don’t want to see you get hurt. Either of you.”
            The otter pushed back, pinning Collin, kissing him roughly, pressing a hand on his chest, his tummy, shivering, growling, before finally rolling off to the side and gasping. Both boys sat there. Confused, dazed, blushing furiously. Both glancing off in opposite directions.

            The silence between them was deafening. Both sitting side by side, trembling, blushing, and fidgeting. Collin glanced over more than once. His stomach having cratered though the cement floor and probably down another few stories underground. He watched as Justin got up and made his way back to the chair, pulling a throw blanket over himself and getting back to the game. Pausing only long enough to hold up his hand, gesturing until Collin got the picture and tossed him a fresh ice pack.

            The conversation started up again gradually, coming in bits and bites as minutes turned into hours once more. All the same Collin couldn’t shake the feelings of anxiety gnawing in his stomach. The wah glanced at a Gundam Build Fighters wall scroll and just tried to fix his attention on it, ticking down the time until he felt he could rush home without making it any more ‘weird’.

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

            “You know it’s almost funny,” Tabs half-heartedly chuckled as she stood by the showers, watching Collin as the boy finished his slow show of washing up in front of the teacher that owned his cute slender body “All this trouble you two caused fussing around and trying to get out of gym, and now your sissy sister is out for the rest of the month while he heals up.”
            Collin whimpered and bit his lip hard as he pushed the last bit of flowery shampoo from his headfur. Ears folding back. His cheeks dark red blazing through the white patches of fur. Even now after weeks under the wolverine’s thumb he was so utterly helpless and powerless to her. Feeling so wonderfully weak at even such small violations. He reluctantly turned off the soothing hot water and walked out towards the locker, taking a towel from her to rub his rump clean. Another murr from his Mistress causing him to whine and whimper.

            “I think he would have rather won the fight, Mistress,” Collin muttered.

            “I’m sure he would, Kathoey. Maybe if he had a sword he could have done something,” Tabs snorted. “Or if he’d had a better idea than smashing his head into the other guys head as hard as he could. Where did he even come up with that idea?”
            “Probably just the fastest way to hurt the guy.” Collin shrugged “I.. .I don’t think he thinks about stuff too much.”
            “And he wants to be dominant.” Tabs shook her head. Some small spot in the back of her head, Helga’s voice nipped something snide that she quickly shook away. Instead gripping the boys muzzle and titling it up slowly, “I’m glad he’s ok though. That could have been much worse. I really don’t want my sissy toys hurt, unless I’m the one doing the hurting that is,” she cooed and leaned in, kissing her pet roughly, pushing him up against the locker and running a paw over his hair.

            Collin melted into the kiss, his body trembling. His paw reaching out to reverently cup her massive shaft. Eyes rolling back into his head as he sank into her warmth, her musk, her power. Weak helpless Kathoey surrendering her power to her better.

            “Now now, pet. Don’t go getting me too excited. You have shit to do today and I have classes still. Just because you can’t pop a boner right now doesn’t mean I need one.”
            “Yes Mistress,” Collin swooned softly

            “Though I do think something is going to have to be done about our dear little Justine.”
            Collin blinked and looked up at her, stiffening. His eyes wide as saucers “W-well that is nice of you Mistress. I don't think he’s in that bad a shape, but his muzzle did get cracked a bit. But-”
            “I don’t mean that,” Tabs sighed. The woman offered a slight smile as she ran her fingers through the boy's hair “You really do care about him don’t you, pet?” she chuckled.

            “What? N-no! no I…” Collin blinked before shaking his head and leaning against her “Yeah, I do. But not like ‘that’.”
            “Like what?” The teacher pulled Collins locker open and snapped, pointing to his folded up clothing “You’ve been acting really weird, runt. This isn’t just about some asshole college brat is it?”
            The wah sighed and pulled his shirt on, slumping down onto the bench. What energy he still had after a whole period of slow-run and standing there for dodge ball bled off leaving him sullen and dejected, along with still being a bit damp. “I think I… fucked up” he muttered softly “Justin was still really upset about what happened, and I wanted to cheer him up. Get him out of his own head. I think… I think I gave him the wrong idea.”
            “The wrong idea?” Tabs blinked, quivering her brow, “you know how many wrong ways I could take that?”
            The look on her boy's face killed the many jokes she could make. If nothing else Tabs could say she had some tact in her old age. The woman then smirked and ruffled her pets' well kept mop of hair before pawing her way back out of the locker room. “Get your butt to the next class,” she snapped, a sinister grin slowly forming on her face “You just let Mistress deal with your dear sissy sister.”
Chapter 12:

            John Flannery wasn’t having a good month. Proud as he was of his boy, the cost of setting a hairline muzzle fracture wasn’t going to help his premiums. Nor did he relish his wife going off on one of her tears over this. An admittedly justified one all things considered. The cops insisted there was nothing they could really do. And they were right. Technically speaking, being over 18 made Justin an adult and technically speaking he did attack first. Even if he was the one who got the shit beat out of him. Even if the guy in question was being a massive bastard throwing out insults and threats at his boy's girlfriend.

            The fact that he was probably a football field away from the whole thing watching the Lions lose yet again didn’t really help his mood much. Apparently one of the young contractors who worked in the same circles as John was there, along with his new wife, and the drunk frat idiots high tailed the second someone who might actually hurt them took off. But it should have been him. He should have been the one there to beat the shit out of these dickless little losers for daring to put hands on his boy.

            Or, more likely, he’d have gotten it even worse than Justin. The otter was past 40, out of shape and by this point he’d gotten one of those hydraulic rigs just to get his welder out of the truck if he needed to.

            All these thoughts were still bouncing around in his head as John pulled into the driveway, just barely stopping in time before the dinged up old truck bumped into the motorcycle sitting where his truck usually went, and the cross-armed wolverine woman on it.

            “Oh shit! Sorry!” the woman called quickly hauling her bike into the disused little lump of cement where the family once kept the now broken basketball hoop. “I kinda figured I was out of the way there. Sorry ‘bout that.”
            John pulled himself out of the truck and shook his head. “That’s fine. You kinda scared me though. Miss… Blake, right? Justin’s Gym teacher.”
            The woman nodded and walked up to him, extending a hand warmly. “That’s me. Sorry to barge in on you like this, but this visit is kina unofficial, and I don’t really like all the stupid formality the school puts on us if I’m being honest. Always hits me the wrong way.”
            John shook his head and took her hand with a firm shake. His eyes drifted to the bike. It was rather nice, even if he’d given up on doing anything with bikes, or cars, or anything of the sort back in high school. Right about the time Aila got pregnant. Still, it didn’t hurt to appreciate it.

            “I take it you’re here to see the missus then? I mean I’d hope Justin didn’t go and do something stupid again. I assure you we talked to him about cutting class.” He stopped as the woman smirked and put a hand on his shoulder, the face growing surprisingly warm.

            “Nah, I’m taking it easy on him anyhow. At least for now. I think he and his buddy got too shaken up after the last time I caught them anyhow?”
            “Oh really?” John asked “I don’t think I heard about that one.”
            “You didn’t, no need for you to. I just used a lil extortion. That’s all.” Tabs smirked wider, her face almost unnerving as she looked the man over. “I told ‘em that if they kept it up I’d tell the principal their little card game was satanic and get it banned on school grounds. Kinda what happens when you live in the North’s bible belt ya know. Pretty easy to set these prudes off in a panic.”
            “Not sure that’d work.” John shrugged moving back to lean on the hood of his truck “Our pastor and his kid are actually the ones who got the boys into D&D to begin with. Figured if he was ok with it then it’s harmless. Besides, looks pretty fun. Way better than the shit I used to do. Pot’n’playboys don’t exactly cut it for a kid with that much potential.” He smiled at Tabs and quirked his brow warily, a few of his graying strands of headfur falling in front of his face in a slight mirror of his son. “But I’m guessing that’s not why you’re here is it Miss Blake?”
            “Nah” Tabs sighed. “They’ve been good. This is about that little ‘fight’ your son found himself in last week. He healing up ok?”
            “Good as you can expect.” John shrugged. “Most of the damage was torn cartilage actually. Ended up looking worse than it was. They worried he had a concussion. Even insisted on a CAT scan. Apparently the preppy lil bastard didn’t know too much about throwing a punch himself.”
            “But he was bigger,” Tabs noted “and that counts for a lot in a fight. Look, John… can I call you John? I’m not here as the kids teacher. Well I am but, not doing a ‘teachery’ kind of job I guess. Fact is, we both knew that fight was gonna happen. Justin’s just that kind of kid. He’s not stupid, but he’s impulsive. And really a tiny touch violent.”
            John nodded softly at that. “Takes after his mom a bit,” He snickered.

            “Yeah, I’ve heard the stories in the teacher’s lounge. Sad thing is she’s one of our more reasonable regulars when it comes to browbeating the staff. But still my point is you can’t talk him out of fighting. He might grow out of it, but next time the shitheel he ends up staring down might have a knife, or know what he’s doing, or worse. Now I’m no wise old sensei or golden gloves winner or nothing’, but I figured I’d offer to give the kid a few pointers… I mean if you aren’t already planning on it of course.”
            “Don’t think I can hold my own?” John chuckled, teasingly flexing his rather narrow arm.

            “I think you’re a busy man, John. I got friends who work construction. Most of ‘em don’t have kids. Those that do are fucking beat all the time. Even if you’re doing freelance shit I can’t imagine you’ve got the free time.”
            She wasn’t wrong. Granted she wasn’t admitting that she knew full well John would get his ass beat just as easily. The otter knew it too. In his younger days he might have been a bit more insulted at the blatant attempt to coddle his ego. Now, though.? The otter pulled himself up and looked the wolverine over once, narrowing his eyes a bit. “Nothing too strenuous, right? Or too dangerous? I mean I don’t want to go looking under the hood of a free car, but…”
            “Nah I get it. Like I said it’s not the kind of shit teachers usually ask. But most of the time all I do is yell like a harasser and make sure a few lil snots who don’t want to get off their phones burn a bit of energy. Would be nice to actually ‘help’ a student for a change.”
           John nodded and made his way past Tabs over to the front door. He pulled open the screen and poked his head in, lungs bellowing loud enough for it to echo outside. “Hey, Kid! Come on up here a sec!”
            Minutes later Justin hammered up the unfinished old wooden stairs. Decked out in a Deadpool shirt, his usual jacket and a pair of pajama shorts. “You called me dad?” He muttered. The wince at the light showing he likely hadn’t been upstairs all day, never mind outside.

            “Yeah, kiddo. Seems your gym teacher came all the way out here to have a lil talk with me. I think you’ll wanna be here for this.”
--------------------

            “Auntie’s lil darling is very quiet today,” Tabs chuckled the words with a mocking tone. She’d taken the time to drive back home and then come back with her car. Now here she sat with ‘Justine’ in the passenger's seat, who was fidgeting nervously and glancing up at her every now and then.

            “C-collin’s not here?” The otter gurl muttered as he fussed nervously with his skirt.

            “No. My little toy had actual after school things to deal with today. You could probably learn a lot from him, my silly little pet.”
            Justine bristled as the woman reached down and put a hand on his thighs. Her fingers curling into the soft flesh and fur. His cheeks flared, something the poor forced sissy really hated. A betrayal by his body he simply couldn’t stand.

            “Besides,” Tabs muttered “after what I heard It’s probably best we hold off before doing any more joint training. No, it‘s better if you and I get some one on one time ourselves.”
            “I wasn’t cheating on Hui.” The words slipped out before Justin even knew they were there. Sharp and defensive. His lower lip trembled a bit. The paw coming to rest on his head actually surprised the otter. A tender pat and a bit of a head ruffle to ease him. Then when they hit the red light Tabs gripped his chin and tilted it to one side so she could look the boy in the eyes.

            “You mean with Kathoey?” Tabs chuckled.

            “Of course! Collin is my best friend. I like him, but not that way. I really just…”
            Tabs shhed him softly and smirked giving him a sidelong glance. “I never said anything about that, did I, Justine?” she smirked.

            “N-no,” the otter muttered, the sudden weight of his own repressed guilt hitting him in the gut.

            “You really like her, don’tcha kiddo?” Tabs chuckled. “Hui, I mean.”
            “Y-yeah.” Justin nodded. Then slumped and bit his lip with the correction already forming in his muzzle. “yes, Auntie, I do.”
            “And I promised I’d make sure you know how to make her happy, didn’t I? Or did you think that was just an excuse to see my girls playing dirty with each other?” Tabs reached a paw down between the otters legs and gave the caged cock a few soft strokes wringing wonderful whining moans from his muzzle as ‘Justine’ slumped back into the seat.

            “I confess seeing my fiery little gothy otter cumming on my Kathoey was hot. I’m sure I’ll be doing it again soon enough. But that’s only going to get you so far. We need a more hands on approach.”
            “You said you weren’t going to actually fuck me unless I asked for it .” Justine eyed the woman warily and scooted into the car door a bit more, nostrils flaring “A-and why did you have to come to my house anyways? I don’t think either of us want my mom and dad asking questions.”
            The car went still for a long moment. Tabs gripping her fingers into the wheel. It stayed like that right up until they made their way off the overpass and on to I-94. The woman made sure they were situated and away from the less stable bits of traffic to litter the highway before turning the radio off. “That’s not what I’m talking about. This isn’t about some excuse to just fuck you. If I wanted that, Well I am sure I could have Kathoey help persuade me. I don't think it’d be as hard as you want to imagine.” The words were teasing but the tone cold, colder in fact than usual. Her normally wry smile utterly vanished. “That fucker could have killed you. I don’t think you get that. It’s pretty damn clear I have a lot to teach you, Justine. This isn’t about some kinky fun and games. I talked to your dad out of respect. Because all things being equal it’s his job to make sure you know how to fuck up punks like that when they’re on your ass. But…” She railed off and sighed, her tone now turning bitter. “I’m guessing He’d just tell you to walk away. To keep your head about it and be a responsible fucking adult.”
            Justin nodded softly. The small show of actual pride aside, it had been more or less exactly what his old man had told him before. What he was always told. Every time the kids picked on him too much. Every time someone was stupid enough to throw the first swing. When he was younger it was a bit easier. Kids were scared enough of him acting ‘weird’ that they usually didn’t see it coming. Maybe that’s what he figured with the asshole at the shop.

            His thoughts broke when Tabs’ paw came to rest on his arm. Her smile had returned even if her eyes didn’t quite show it. “I told you I was gonna teach you. You wanna be Hui’s Master, I’ll make sure you have her groveling at your feet like she wants. You want to play her knight in shining armor, I’m going to make sure you can do it without getting your ass shot. But…” she trailed off squeezing his shoulder roughly. “But you’re gonna have to listen to what I say. Take what I teach you to heart and not go off looking to use it to fuck with her head or pick fights with any frat boy doucehbag who looks at you funny. I don’t need my little fucksleeve getting his ass stabbed in a bar two years down the line because he figured he could take what Auntie gave him and bust whatever skulls he likes. Got it?”
            “yeah…” he nodded, tensing up and shaking his head softly.

            “Yeah what?” Tabs growled playfully.”
            “Yes Auntie” Justine muttered.

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

            The nervousness was intoxicating. There was probably some kind of psychological explanation for it. Something that put into fancy words why seeing the trembling gothy gurl standing at the front end of the small tat parlor was almost on par with the sensation of forcing her cute lil bitches down for a nice hard blowjob. Not that the idea of one was off the table after all of this.

            Justine tried to leave once, stopped by Tabs snagging her hoodie and dragging the sissy goth back in where the heavily tatted alligator lizard behind the counter could size them up. The girl was far closer to Justine’s age than Tabs’. Yet the confidence radiating from the punkette was worlds away from the meek otter trembling there now amid the bold checker patterns and artwork long descended from Big Daddy Roth.

            “Don’t tell me you’re stuck babysitting,” The lizard laughed softly “You know we don’t really have any way to keep a kid entertained for three hours if you want something new.”
            “Oh can it Roz,” Tabs spat back at the girl “My lil niece here is getting the treatment today.”
            “Wait what? I… I am?” Justine blinked and felt the blood drain from that blushing face fast enough to almost floor the poor teen. “M-, Auntie, you didn’t say anything about that!”
            “I said you were gonna learn a few lessons today didn’t I? Get you started on the shit I should have been going over with you before? Well this is the first one.” The wolverine glanced back up at Roz and in one smooth motion slipped her credit card out of her wallet offering it to her. “Don’t worry, she’s legal. We even got hr ID in the car if you really want to check.”
            “Rox probably will,” Roz muttered “Though even if she is, I’m not sure how eager he’s gonna be sticking ink on someone who didn’t walk in looking for it.”
            Tabs dragged Justine to one of the repurposed dentist chairs which served as a makeshift waiting room for the shop and shoved Justine gently into the red leather and chrome embrace. She tussled the girls wig and glanced back at Roz with as disarming a smile as the brash woman could muster “Well it wouldn’t be a surprise if I told her now would it? Look just let Rox know I got her out here, and don’t go too far. We may end up getting a piercing too. I’ll talk to my lil niece here about it and if she wants to back out we’ll bail.”
            “Why would you even think that I’d want to get a tattoo… auntie?” He asked through gritted teeth, the forced falsetto breaking just a touch. The otter felt a bit of the rage he held subsiding with a paw reaching up to cup his cheek, stroking it gently and brushing though his wigged hair.

            “You wanna be tough, right? Want to show everyone you’re not just some weak lil pushover? Make sure the next time someone gives your girl shit they’re the one who goes down, right?” Tabs smiled knowingly. She held the confident look of a woman who knew she’d just hit the bull’s-eye and no matter how Justin tried to slip from the words, all he could do was fidget and shake his head meekly.

            “Again I’m not going to force you. But think of it this way. You get the start of the ink now, and the better you get at fucking shit up and keeping your bitch in her place, the more you get. And the better.. And it’s not like you can’t get it removed if you end up some weak lil pussy house husband ten years down the line, right?”
            Justine snorted at that. The feminized otter acutely giving Tabs a shove. Not too hard, but considering everything that had been doing on it was quite an impressive feat of defiance. Not that Tabs moved. The two simply sitting in silence for what seemed like hours to the boy. Her pompous knowing grin crushing any ability he may have had to protest or speak up for himself.

            The rough kiss from Tabs wasn’t entirely expected. Justine winced from the pain though, a bit of discomfort from the cracked muzzle. Her strong hands pressed him roughly into the chair. Her rough paw worked over his tummy and chest, feeling him up slowly, bit by bit, a wonderfully uncomfortable sensation creeping up and down his back while she forced the poor otter to simply fidget helplessly in surrender in the chair.

            The loud and over-exaggerated grumble of a woman clearing her throat broke the kiss. Tabs pulled away and looked back at the girl who had sat behind the counter. Neither woman said a word. Tabs snagged Justine by the arm and dragged ‘her’ back into the back room where a feminine lizard man covered in piercings and more than a few tattoos hunched over a large barbers chair.

            “So, you know this is gonna take more than a few sessions, right?” The man sounded annoyed. Put off, even. His slitted yellow eyes barely tracing up to Justine before gazing a hole in Tabs.

            “I told you yes. Did you not read the rest of the email?” Tabs sighed. “Taking a few sessions is the whole point.”
            “Yeah I read it. Sounds like a dumb idea. But I was more making sure she knows that. I don’t want to see this whole thing derailed after one session because lil miss ‘Hot Topic’ here can’t hang when it starts to hurt.”
            Tabs rolled her eyes and strolled up to the chair, giving Justine a not-so-gentle shove as she went. “You get paid either way, right? And besides if she chickens out I’m sure any number of kids will want a design like this.” The woman was more chuckling the words than anything. Seeming to revel in the frustration she caused him.

            “When has it ever been about money, Tabs?” Rox shook his head bitterly and pulled a small flask to his lips, stopping to check the label once before downing a hard swig of the stuff. “I wouldn’t expect you’d get artistic integrity though. Either of you, Huh princess?” His focus shifted again towards Justine. The bitter reptile darted one hand out to grab her muzzle, causing her to wince. Part of it was pain. More of it was the shock that the gangly but stooped man could even reach that far.

            “We start this, kiddo. I don’t stop until the session is up, got it? Yer ‘auntie’ here is paying for the art, but you’re still my canvas. You don’t get to be a ‘client’ until the last line is drawn for the day and the gauss goes on.”
            What happened next seemed to surprise the artist. Seemed to surprise Tabitha as well. Though it didn’t stop her from grinning proudly. They both watched as the otter pulled away from his paw and began to climb up on to the chair, getting herself into position and yanking up on that hoodie and shirt until they were both up around her shoulders leaving the soft brown back fur exposed.

            “You said it’s going on my back, right?” Justine spat wiggling that rump a bit to get comfy.

            “Mmmm. Maybe you’re not so bad, Hot topic.” The lizard murred leaning off to one side as he got a good look at the otter sissy’s rump. “That my advance, Chief?”
            “This is,” Tabs noted grabbing her already stiff bulge “and you get it when you fucking finish this first session. You draw better when you’re pent up anyways.”
            Rox rolled his eyes and started to work on the outline, showing little concern for the small grunts and growls of his canvas. The 20 something licking his with the long curving tongue while he murred softly. “Ok, honey.” He growled “let’s give you a bit of an edge.”
--------------------

            Justine had the oddest look in her eyes as she knelt there. The otter thumping her tail roughly on to the back alley concrete and twitching. Her paws against the wall. Her shoulders rolling as much as the fresh pain would allow. Seven hours. It had taken Seven hours for this. The first of what was apparently supposed to be a multi-session work. One she’d have to ‘earn’ with all of Auntie’s lessons.

            For now the gothy sissy girl took a few soft sniffs of the shaft sitting before her. Whimpering, groaning, her stomach turning more than anything at how the sensation and scent didn’t repulse her the way she wanted or hoped. Justine took the tip into her mouth and began to suck on the salty, musky essence, feeling the shaft already starting to stiffen.

            “Ya know you don’t have to do this, little pet. Though I’d never be one to say no to a fluffer.” Tab’s words were undercut by a soft groan. She snarled and pushed the stiffening length in a bit more. The poor sissy winced from the jolt. Probably hurting that muzzle a bit as well. And yet she toughed it out. Tabs had to respect that.

            Justine pulled back and looked up at Tabs, quirking her brow a bit and shaking her head. “It’s my ink. I’m gonna do something to help pay for it at least.” The pride in those words somehow cut through the humiliation of the act. Somehow seemed to override the savage blush on the poor girl's cheeks. Justine shivering hard and giving the thick shaft an aggressive lick along its base before starting to cough ever so slightly.

            The request had shocked Tabs. Hell, calling it a request was a bit too soft. It was more a demand, one that she found herself unable to refuse as the still sore sissy boy pushed her against the wall and got to work. She felt his clumsy paw stroking at her base with all the skill of some dumb teen kid who had only ever gone dry blasting with one hand before now. Watched his face twist a bit as he traced his tongue in rough little loops around the head of her huge wolverine dick.

            She wasn’t going to make auntie cum. She was clear on that. Just make sure she was hard and wet for the fuck-hole tat artist back in the show. And his sister, Though Justine probably didn’t know that.

            Tabs pulled her toy in a bit closer, careful not to shift in any way that might cause undue pain. Though she did tug now and then at his scruff whenever she started to feel teeth. The woman relaxed and reveled in the attention, letting Justine do most of the work while correcting only enough that, at least in her mind, it would make sure the bitch gurl knew who was the boss. Never letting the gothy thing get too much control of the situation.

            Judging by Justine’s cheeks at least, the effort was having the desired effect.

            The warm wet hole finally pulled back just as some pre dribbled out from that shaft. Justine winced and looked away bashfully only sparing a passing glance up at Tabs. Anger rolling in the otter’s face at the realization of just how not-horrible the whole thing felt. Not just physically, but mentally as well.

            “Just wait, dearie. One day it might be your little stripy fuck-socket down on her knees in some dark alleyway for you… and I doubt you’ll be as gentle on her as I was on you, will you?”
            Justine shook her head, then nodded, then looked away again in a huff. Grumbling loudly and bristling while her ‘auntie’ hauled the otter bitch on to her feet and spun her around without a word of warning, pulling the hoodie up over her shoulders once more.

            “H-hey, what are you doing?” Justine yelped

            “Oh calm down. It’s not like I can smudge it or anything can I?” Tabs sighed. She pulled gently at the gauss a moment and got enough up to catch a sight of the fresh ink in the waning sunlight. Raven wings. Beautiful, detailed, angelic raven wings, wrapped in chains on the boys back, wrapped in a set of exquisitely detailed silver chains. At the moment the image was still fresh and new. The start of some grand design Rox had planned. Still probably a bit more feminine than the boy would like, though the ‘girl’ Justine would probably adore it, if she were a real thing.

            “I really hope you’re appreciative of Auntie’s gift, sweetie,” Tabs chuckled. “Though you do realize that you’re going to have to keep it hidden for a while. I mean, if you don’t want to come up with some kind of fucked up explanation for all of this.”
            “W-what?” Justine blinked. The question punctuated by a yelp as the bandaging was put back in place. “Y-you never said anything about that.”
            “And you never asked,” Tabs noted. “Nor did you really stop when marching up there to prove your little ego by getting in the chair. I like that kinda thing. It takes balls. But you wanna be head strong like Auntie then you gotta learn to accept the consequences, and if not then you better learn to take some fucking responsibility, right?”
            Tabs smiled wide. She was proud of herself. Damn proud. Genius was a word that she could use, and probably should. Though Helga and the other girls would be too proud to admit it.

            She spun Justine back around and gripped her muzzle, careful not to grab the spot that had been injured. “From now on, you got a mark. You have something to let the world know who the fuck you are, and the tougher you get the more you’ll have to show off. It’s like those Yakuza guys, right?” Justine’s muzzle opened and Tabs put a finger to it, cutting the retort off. “You wanna be a badass? This is your first lesson. You either learn to think about shit before it goes down, in this case figure out how to hide that pretty new ink. Or you learn to man up and deal with it when shit goes down. That right there is some serious Mr. Miagi shit, right?”
            Justine didn’t look impressed. If anything she looked like she was about to take a swing right at Tabs’ face.

            He could have, of course. She certainly wasn’t going to stop him. Nor was she going to fight back. Her fiery little goth gurl was too cute when she went from brooding to angry. Instead Tabs smooched her good little niece on the forehead and tussled that mop of purple wig hair before stating back around to the front of the shop, just barely managing to pull her package back into her pants.

            “Soon as that heals, along with your ‘other’ gift.” Tabs chuckled. The words made Justine grab at her crotch. Once again aware of the fresh prince Albert at the tip of ‘her’ shaft “Then we can start actually teaching you how to wreck someone’s shit. And how to make your little toy beg. Just think, if a big strong dom boi like you is getting all turned on being my bitch, how much hotter will it be when you can do that to your bitch?”
            She left the thought lingering in the air as she went back into the parlor. The woman, more than content with herself after a good honest day of being a real teacher for a change.

Chapter 13:


Tabitha mentally checked off the list of things she had set out for the game. A two-liter bottle of soda for the nerd, a few beers for herself, a single party-sized bag of chips and a large bowl she’d filled with them. Her kitchen table had been stripped clear of junk, and most of the mess in her home had been cleaned away. 


She affectionately pawed the pair of keys hanging from her throat, forgetting which one was for her wah’s cage. This little relationship started off on some...well Tabitha wouldn’t deny that she should be in jail for everything that happened. But she wasn’t, and Collin seemed to take a shine to her now, and she started seeing him more as someone to tease. Justin still gave her trouble, but he seemed interested in the help she could give him, and damn it if she wasn’t happy that she could give her life lessons to someone who needed them. 


But tonight, she wasn’t going to be teaching. Tonight, Collin was going to introduce her to a world of swords, sorcery, and goblins. A world she used to tell people was stupid but never realized how much they actually intrigued her. After finally giving that Lord of the Rings movie a shot last night, she figured that Fantasy wasn’t as dumb as she expected.


Still not sure why they didn’t have the eagles fly them, but she shrugged. Nerds weren’t super great at common sense. Why else would they dress up like wizards in the park?


A smile crept across her lips as the doorbell rang. Making sure her shirt wasn’t messy, or her jeans too tight, the wolverine headed to the door and opened it. “Hello my little Kathoey,” she whispered, eyes open wide upon seeing the annoyed glare of Justin standing beside the red panda. 


Collin blushed underneath his cheekfur, “H-hello, Mistress,” he mumbled out, “I told Justin about your session and he said he wanted to join.”
From the daggers the otter’s eye spew, Tabitha had a feeling that the otter boy’s interest was not the only reason he came. The wolverine might have been insulted if she didn’t find the short mulleted otter’s gaze adorable in its own way, hands deep in his long jacket pockets as he made his way in.


Tabitha stopped him, “Woah, hold up there, Justine,” she said, whispering the last part for as long as she could, “It’s a bit rude to just enter without asking, isn’t it?”
Justin averted his gaze from her, biting his lip before asking, “May I come in...Mistress?” adding that last line with a little venomous barb in his tone. She knew he hated calling her that, but doing it made her smile evermore as she nodded.


“You may,” she extended her hands to her humble abode, “Justine.” 

The otter brush passed her and tossed a backpack near the table. He withdrew a shoebox from the bag, filled with several miniatures depicting wizards, barbarians, cunning rogues, and several scantily clad ladies, some in chainmail bikinis and others dressed more like fantasy hookers. Reminded Tabitha of some old fantasy magazines she used to keep hidden in her shack as a kid. Back then she figured it was just thematic softcore porn. 


She wasn’t far off. 


“C-Kathoey told me of the session he’s running for you,” Justine said, scooting into the chair, “And I looked over the build he helped make for you. He likes to be a bit more story-focused, so I made a character to help that along.” he explained. 


Tabitha just nodded along as she grabbed two cups for the boys, “So you think I need more than the glorious DM guiding me along?” she asked. Kathoey averted his gaze as he set up the polished cardboard that was his DM screen. 


“Something like that,” Justine said, grabbing a handful of chips from the bowl, “I made a rogue named Kalish. He’s the bastard son of a nobleman who-”
“Does your backstory have anything to do with the session?” she asked. Justine shook her head with a grimace, “Ok, then I’ll just worry about you being a rogue...whatever that is.”

“It’s like a thief,” Kathoey said. 


Tabitha blinked, “Thief is a broad term, Kathoey. I’ve been a thief before, around your age actually.”

Justine rolled his eyes, “Rogue’s are stealth and skills experts. Think hooded figures who sneak through the shadows and use daggers to get the job done.”

“Oh, well that fits perfectly for you, Justine,” Tabitha said as she took her chair, 


“The dagger is very symbolic.”

“Bigger weapons are usually compensating for something,” Justine said with an actual smile for once. Tabitha chuckled, not only because she found his little barb humorous, but because he had the balls to throw a little jab at her. Either the tattoo she was paying for already boosted his self-esteem, or the otter had more confidence in his element. The wolverine would be lying if she said she had no interest in seeing what a confident and competent Justine could do.


“If you’re done with the banter,” Kathoey took out his books, “I’d like to get us started. If that’s alright with you, Mistress.” he said. Justine rolled his eyes as he waited for her answer. Tabitha tussled the wah boy’s hair, something he’d been growing out as of late. It looked nice, maybe they should dye blue so she could stop using the wig.


“I’m ready. Let’s go kill some goblins.” 


“Alight,” Kathoey rubbed his hands together and took a deep breath, “So, to get some formalities out of the way, I’d like each of you to introduce your character and pick a piece to play on the board for when combat starts. Justin, can you go first?” 


Smiling, Justine grabbed a hooded figurine and placed it atop his character sheet, “My rogue’s name is Kalish, no surname. He’s a half-elven bastard son of an elf noble and a prostitute. He grew up on the streets, picking pockets and committing minor burglaries as a child until one day he heard of the riches adventurers claimed to rake in over in the tavern. He trailed the group and started stealing their treasure. When their party thief died, he volunteered to take his place, thus becoming an official adventurer, and his purpose for seeing the world is to find out who his father is, and make him pay for leaving a son to rot.”

Tabitha expected Justine’s backstory to be more convoluted, like making a deal with a demon or being half-angel. But his character’s backstory gave her less of a reason to roll her eyes. Kathoey turned to her, “And you, Mistress?”

She smiled and opened her mouth, then stopped. Tabitha coughed and looked over her character sheet, “My barbarian’s name is Tarithala. She’s a half-orc from the far north…” she gulped as she looked through her character sheet, trying to find some notes of a backstory that the wolverine must have written down, “She...she…”

“Just from the north?” Justine chuckled, “What’s her reason for adventuring? Got lost?” 


Tabitha’s cold stare shut the otter up, “Tarithala’s reason for adventuring is…” she smiled as an idea formed, “Fame.”

Kathoey nodded, “Ok, adventurers can get-”

“Not just any fame,” She stood up, “but the kind of fame where she’ll be remembered throughout history. The kind of fame where she’ll walk into a whorehouse and the hookers will pay her to give them her child.” She leaned over the table and picked an orcish bear fur figurine, “And this is the closest we’ll get to her. Kind of weird that you don’t have any wolverine fur tokens.”

Justine leaned back into the chair, “Not my fault they don’t have generic wolverine figures. I’m sure Collin, I mean, Kathoey, can send you a link to a build-your-own-figure site.” 


“Those are a thing?” she asked, mentally slapping herself at realizing that, of course, those are a thing. Kathoey nodded as he pulled out a notebook.


“Well, shall we start?” he asked. With a nod from both and a crack of her beer can as they sat down, the red panda opened his notebook and began to read aloud. “In a valley between two mountains, there sits a town named Gwinthburg. It’s a small town, more of a rest spot for travelers through the mountains. It sends taxes to the kingdom of Scarthon, a war focused kingdom with control over vast swathes of land. You’re both members of the renowned and kingdomless Vagabond’s Collective, a guild of adventurers who move past borders to deal with threats and help the little folk. Gwinthburg has been requesting aid to deal with a goblin threat, but Scarthon has little extra men to offer for such a trip.”

“Kind of a shitty kingdom if they can’t spare any troops,” Tabitha sneered out before taking another swig. The wolverine paid half attention to the world-building, mainly because outside of things that interested her, she had a lot of problems focusing. And right now, what interested her was killing goblins and doing this role-playing thing. She grimaced at Kathoey’s expression. Her attention wasn’t being fair to the wah. “Sorry, did I interrupt.”

He shook his head and continued, “You both arrive on a cloudy day in the morning. A haggard dog walks up to you, dressed in fine clothes and walking out with a cane, he says,” Kathoey straightened himself and started speaking in as gruff a tone as the boy could manage, “Are you the adventurers we requested to deal with our goblin problem?”

She blinked as the wah turned to her. The wolverine opened to respond, but confusion took hold of her tongue, forcing not but an, “Uhh…” to escape her lips.


“We have indeed,” Justine said. Turning to Kathoey, the otter’s expression turned dour, “Tell me, Mayor…?”

“Bushwick,” Kathoey said. Tabitha snickered but let them continue.


“Mayor Bushwick,” Justine spoke with the kind of confidence the wolverine rarely saw from the grungy little otter, “I and my associate are all you need to deal with this goblin problem. Can you tell us any key details that will help us along?”
She leaned in to listen to the two nerds discussing terms and details for their little quest. The wolverine resisted the urge to just sit back into her seat and stare up into the ceiling. Sure, listening to them drone over details was boring, but Kathoey said he wanted to let her try this kind of thing, and damn it, she was interested. Maybe the combat would be better.


Kathoey speaks up, “With your goals set and provisions made, the mayor gives you one last warning before leaving,” he clears his throat to return to the gruff tone, “If possible, can you keep an eye out for the local wizard’s apprentice? She left a few days ago on a task for him and has since not returned. We fear something may have happened to her.”

“Hold up,” Tabitha said, “This town has a wizard? One that can have an apprentice?” 


With the wah boy’s nod, she continued, “Aren’t wizards supposed to be powerful sort of beings and shit? Like, can’t this wizard deal with the goblin problem with a fireball or something?”

“I…” the red panda gulped, “Well...you see…” he frantically flipped through his notebook, mumbling something about local economies and power levels, “Wait, are you saying that in character?”

Tabitha shook her head and cleared her throat, “Dog, if thou has a magic man, why not make him wiggle his fingers at the goblins?”

Justine looked on with a small smirk, “Thou? T-” he gulped, “Mistress, we’re not playing Shakespear, you don’t need to say stuff like that when Roleplaying,” he explained, somehow leading Tabitha to blush in embarrassment while he looked over to Kathoey, “Told you the backstory wouldn’t make sense,” he jested with his friend, who responded in kind with a dagger filled stare.


“The magic man, as you call him,” Kathoey, in the mayor’s voice, said, “Is not one to be bothered with frivolous manners. He sees goblins are mere pests that are beneath his notice, and he pays enough in taxes that we cannot conscript him to do such a thing. His services for such a task would also be...out of our price range.”

She almost responded with a dour tone, but then Tabitha remembered she should answer in character, “Typical wizards. All that power, no desire to help. They are no better than lazy kings and fat nobles.”

Justine nodded, “Yes, but sadly we cannot stay to speak politics with the mayor. We shall keep an eye out for this wizard’s apprentice, but we make no promises of her safe return. The things we run into are dangerous after all.”

Kathoey nods, “Ok, with that you two have your quest down and head off into the woods towards the goblin’s lair. As you travel along, you,” he pulls out some dice and rolls it behind the screen, “run into...really those are in this environment? Ok.” Tabitha’s brow raised as the teenager cleared his throat yet again, “As you make your way through the woods, something eerily bites at your necks. Roll perception.”

Both players rolled their D20’s, “Good, you both succeed in smelling the rotting flesh on the air. You hear shambling moans and the cracking of bone lumber towards you from the right. Looking over, you both see three zombies parting from the trees, arms outstretched as they hunger for flesh with their agape jaws. Roll for initiative.”

Smiling, Tabitha rolled a total of twelve for her turn. Justine got a fifteen, and the undead landed between them in turns. “Kalish will draw his knives and flank the one on the left,” Justine said with confidence, pretending to hold two knives in a reverse grip, “With my first attack I’ll stab its spine with my mainhand.”

“Shouldn’t you aim for the head?” Tabitha asked, “That’s generally a zombie weak spot right?”

“There aren’t really aimed attacks like that in this game,” the red panda explained, 


“Combat is simple but thematic. Anyway, roll to hit Justine,”

The otter grit his teeth at the wah boy’s use of his feminine name while he rolled. His total score came up as a 7, much to Justine’s resentment if the loud “Fuck!” wasn’t obvious.


“You miss, Off hand attack?” Kathoey asked. Justine rolled again, this time landing on a one and screaming louder that the dice were rigged. Tabitha smirked at his reaction, not really knowing the problem as Kathoey explained his failure, “You were successful in sticking your offhand dagger into the zombie’s flesh, but rather than harm it, you find your hand going through with it and getting stuck. The zombie is basically grappling you.”

“That’s bullshit, Collin!” Justine said, “Natural 1’s don’t need to be catastrophic failures!”

“They are when I run games,” the red panda said as he rolled several dice, “Looks like only one of the zombies hits you.”

“One? All three are attacking?”

“Yeah, they have a meal right there. Why wouldn’t they swarm it?”

“Girls, girls,” Tabitha stepped in, “I find your argument adorable but let’s ease up ok? It’s not like we die if our characters die.”

Justine sighed and slouched into his chair. “Mistress, your turn,” Kathoey said as he waved his hand over the board, “What would you like to do?”

“Uh…” Tabitha grabbed her piece and moved it to the zombie tokens, “I’d like to charge in and attack, I guess.” She rolled her dice, landing on a twenty, “So...that should be like 26 to hit right?”

“You gotta be kidding me,” the otter muttered.


“What? Do I hit or not?”

“You crit, Mistress.” Kathoey explained, “And since you’re orc-blooded, you get an extra die to roll.”

“Oh. Cool,” Tabitha grabbed her D12 and rolled it twice, “So that’s like 22 damage. What now?”

Kathoey rolled another dice, “Well...you kill it. Would you like to describe your kill?”

Tabitha looked at the dice, then to her two bois. An image popped into her head, but the words weren’t coming. “Hold on,” she said, stepping from the table and heading down to her closet of assorted home defense tools. Grabbing the ever so iconic baseball bat, she headed back to the living room to meet the surprised gazes of the two bois when they saw her bat.


She raised it above her head with two hands, “Tarithala, with a mighty swing in the blink of an eye, obliterates,” she swings the bat in the open air of the house, “the body of the zombie, shattering its spine and spending its rotted corpse ragdolling down the road!” she stood tall, shouldering the bat in triumph.


Silence filled the room. Cold sweat dripped under her brow as Tabitha watched both boi’s staring wide-eyed at her. Why was she nervous? It was just nerd stuff. But did she go too far? Impossible, that’s what nerds in the park did back when she was a kid. 

“Uh…” Justine raised her hand, “Can I use the bat to describe my attacks?”
She blinked, then looked at her bat, “No. But I got some drumsticks I confiscated like...fuck I don’t know how long.”

The rest of combat went by quickly. Both Tabitha and Justine got further into their characters with the mock swings of the instruments. Kathoey played death wails more, and as soon as they reached the goblins he started giving more high pitched screams that the wolverine couldn’t help but laugh at. 


“As you kill the last goblin, you hear someone calling in the distance,” the wah cleared his throat, “It’s feminine, ‘Is anyone there?’ Please help me!’” One perception check later revealed a wizard’s apprentice tied in a mock cage in the back corner of the goblin home. Tabitha smiled as their characters approached.


“What’s she look like?” She asked. 


“The apprentice has magically colored blue hair. Tattered robes cover her form, and there’s a look of relief across her face as-”

“Is she cute?” Tabitha asked, leaning into the table with her breasts pushing against her shirt and her chastity keys hung from her neck as she stared at the wah, “Like, cute as the red panda in front of me?”

Kathoey’s cheeks flushed at her question. She leaned in closer, “Well, Dungeon ‘Master’, is she cute? Do I need to make a perception roll?”

Justine rolled his eyes, “It doesn’t matter. She’s just a bonus objective.” he explained. Tabitha could tell he knew what she was doing. If she rolled dice for reality, it would take a natural one to not notice how the otter gnawed at his bottom lip and averted his gaze from the two. The wolverine had confidence that his cage was feeling awfully tight right about now.


“Now, now, Justine. This wizard’s apprentice has been through a lot,” she cupped Kathoey’s chin, “Going out to college herbs or whatever, only to be captured by a pack of goblins and praying her teacher would move off his wrinkly old ass to save her.”
The wah boi chimed in, “T-the town wizard isn’t that old.”

“But he didn’t come for her. It’s clear he doesn’t care that much for his apprentice.” Tabitha scooted her chair closer to the red panda, her hand reaching down to his legs and between his thighs. He gasped as her hand brushed against his crotch, with only the fabric of his pants protecting his cage from the strong grip of his mistress, 


“Maybe she’ll be wanting out of this poor town after this? Maybe the apprentice will ask her rescuers to take her adventuring with them to make a name for herself?” she nippled against his ear, “Maybe she’d like to reward Tarithala with something, personal?” she whispered, loud enough for the otter to hear across the table. 


Kathoey stuttered as the wolverine fondled the keys. The story telling confidence not shattered, but flustered and confused as she questioned him. Tabitha’s cock tightened her jeans. With a smile, she stood up and grabbed her wah, “Why don’t we take this role playing to the bedroom, Kathoey?”

“How long you two going to be?” Justine as he leaned backwards into his seat, balancing on the two back legs, “His parents are gonna ask questions if I’m not dropping him off.”

“Who said it’s just us two?” The wolverine pushed the otter’s chair into position with a single foot between his legs, “Or do you not want a lesson in conquering someone?” the wide eyes and quivering lip told Tabitha all she needed. With a wicked smile, she grabbed both bois by their shirt collars and pulled them along to her bedroom. “Strip.” She ordered turning away from the two and searching through her cabinets for some new toys she’d acquired. 


Unlike her friend Helga, Tabitha wasn’t super big into bondage. The wolverine preferred to just be rough when she fucked. But ever since she’d gotten her two bitches locked up, Tabitha had been finding more and more ideas pop into her head. Ideas that required some toys and restraints that were eating into her bike maintenance expenses. But so long as she didn’t park in stupid spots like early this month, then the sacrifice would be worth it.


They stood naked before her when Tabitha turned. Both blushing under their facial fur. But whereas Kathoey was smiling and perhaps even giddy at what was to come as anticipation made him fidget, Justine averted his gaze and scratched his arm. Two cute bois, their cocks caged under her will.


“Justine, lay on the bed.” she ordered with a low growl. With a shiver but still filled with blush, the otter laid flat on his back against her mattress. The wolverine took two handcuffs and locked his arms to each post, then spread his legs apart with leather restraints anchored to the bottom posts. 


“Y-you said you wouldn’t fuck me unless I-”

“Shh,” Tabitha whispered with a finger against his lips, “Trust me, Justine, I’m not stabbing my sword into your cute stone until I have your permission, and this is more to keep you from struggling. Now,” she pulled out a classic red ball gag, “open wide for me,” she ordered, locking the gag firmly into his mouth. Tight enough so he couldn’t just spit it out. 


Kathoey’s body trembled as Tabitha towered over her, with a bitten lower lip and eyes that screamed ‘fuck me’ to the wolverine. Tabitha gave a soft chuckle as she pulled him in for a long kiss, her cock straining against her pants while the wah became puddy in her hands. “Let’s get you nice and pretty for tonight,” she said, pulling him into her closet and giving the red panda a new set of clothes, if they could be called that. The deep red tube top barely covered his chest, and the plaid skirt was short enough to see his cage dangle without any panties. Kathoey’s signature blue wig made the red panda look like a hooker from one of those silly cartoons. Not that Tabitha would ever make her pet turn tricks for her. Even if she needed the money, the wolverine was too possessive for that. 

He nearly fainted as Tabitha locked the pet collar around his neck. She stepped back to marvel the wah, holding him back at leash length. There was something so right about seeing a collar around his neck. It reminded her of friend Helga and her own pet, that punkish vole who enjoyed every second under the pig’s boot. The one night stands and anonymous sex of Tabitha’s past had nothing compared to this feeling.


If she had any complaints, it’s that the collar would look better if it was leather. 

“You ready to show your sister what a good little slave you are, Kathoey?” she asked, cupping the red panda’s chin with a finger. He nodded back with not only lust in his eyes, but focus. He’d submitted to her, mind and body. While Tabitha still had many things to teach him, things she herself were still learning, she knew that his loyalty wasn’t something she needed to instill anymore. 


Tabitha took her dolled up little sissy and pushed him to the bed, “Go toy with your sister’s clitty, Kathoey,” she commanded. Leash in hand, she watched with a smile as the red panda followed without question. Tongue lathered over the otter’s cage, the organ slipping through the crevices of the device to get a taste of the otter’s cock. Justine’s gagged breaths added to Tabitha’s arousal, leaving the wolverine to pull her massive hermcock out.


“See how she doesn’t even ask how?” Tabitha whispered to the otter, “Nor does she even ask if I can remove your cage. No, she just takes the order and follows it to the best of her ability, and do you know why?” she asked, knees on the bed and cock in his face. With a shake from the otter’s head, she leaned in and whispered, “Because it makes me happy.” Wiggling her rod in his face, “That obedience gets me nice and hard, and a good slave gets pleasure from their dominants’ pleasure. If your little Hui is half the submissive slut her brother is, then ninety percent of her pleasure is making you smile.”

She took her necklace off and unlocked Justine’s cage, “Kathoey, notice this lovely piercing your sister has?” she asked, grinning ear to ear as the red panda nodded with utter focus in his eyes, “This is the piercing that’s gonna one day claim your sister’s virginity, your real sister. Because, unlike you, Justine has some dominance in her. But that doesn’t matter, what matters is that this hardened cock is in front of you. Now, it’s smaller than mine, so it should be easier for you to take it all. Just don’t let her cum, not yet.”

New moans escaped Justine’s gag as the wah boi went to work. He closed his eyes and turned his head away, but Tabitha noted his arousal all too well. “Her blowjobs still need work, but I imagine it's your first anyway,” she whispered into his ear, “You wanna know something funny? More funny than losing your BJ virginity to your best friend in drag?”

Despite the half-baked glare, he nodded, “Remember when I said that the slave’s pleasure is derived from the master? Well, there’s another catch to it,” she started to rub her cock, “You see, the more horny little Kathoey gets at making me happy, the more happy she looks. The more happy she looks, the more I wanna push her to make her happy. My pleasure is building from my slave’s pleasure. But who’s really getting the pleasure? The giver, or receiver? You’d think the receiver, but look into Kathoey’s eyes, Justine. Can you picture that face in anything other than bliss right now?”

She crawled off the bed and grabbed a bottle of lube. After making her cock nice and slick, she moved on to spreading Kathoey’s hole. Whenever he moaned enough to stop, she smacked his ass, “Keep sucking your sister. And she better not cum until I say she can,” she ordered, prepping her cock right at the anal ring. No matter how many times she’d done this, the hesitation still lingered that she was about to fuck her student. A boy only a year away from his twenties. Her career would be ruined if anyone found out. 


She gripped his ass and plunged through with a smile. That risk made his moans all the sweeter. “Get her to cum, you little whore,” Tabitha ordered with a spank as she held the leash taut and fucked balls deep into her sissy. She took it slow first, not wanting to have Kathoey injure Justine by accident. But soon she sped up, rocking the bed with her thrusts while the red panda gagged on otter cock and the otter mewled into his gag. She couldn’t understand him, but she had a feeling he was moaning his girlfriend’s name as he reached his point. A part of her, the nastiest part of her mind, imagined railing the otter’s girlfriend in front of him, or making her suck her off while he watched. But 

Tabitha made a promise and knew where her lines were. 


She held Kathoey down as Justine came, “Swallow it all, faggot,” she growled, her poundings getting harder and harder. She’d cum not long after, filling the wah boi with her seed whilst Kathoey pleaded pathetically between them.


“I wanna cum,” he whimpered, ass grinding against Tabitha’s tool as she pulled out, “Mistress, I wanna cum.”

He squealed as she spanked him yet again, “Do you now?” she chuckled, pressing a finger against his back hole, “You have been a good sissy. Hmm...maybe I should give you a little reward,” she pushed his face into the otter’s nuts, “Take a deep whiff of them, bitch. Cause you’re not getting up until you cum,” she ordered. Pushing the wah’s tail out of the way, Tabitha leaned in and pressed her tongue against his anal ring. She’d never given a rimjob before, but Kathoey was worth the effort. 


After getting enough of the taste of lube and her seman on her tongue, Tabitha started to furiously finger the wah’s prostate. His body shuddered when he finally came, with his cage twitching pathetically as it spurted over her bed. 

She needed to clean the sheets soon anyway. 


Satisfied, she unlocked Justine and pulled the two close as she laid back into the bed. The two were exhausted, and while her cock grew to half mast at the naked bois in both her arms, Tabitha knew they weren’t going to fuck anymore tonight.


“I had fun,” she said while she stared up to the ceiling, “Before the sex, I mean. Not that toying with you two in the bedroom isn’t a blast either.”

Justine spoke up first, “Y-yeah…” he gripped the sheets tight, “The dice seem to like you.”

She laughed, “Never thought that’d be fun. But as soon as I brought out the bat, well it just felt like I was in it. Is that how it’s like when you play with those foam swords, Justine?” 


The otter half-nodded, “Kind of. I don’t need to roll dice in a LARP.”

“Larp?” she asked.


“Live action role playing, Mistress,” Kathoey explained, “It’s like D&D, except you dress up and duel and stuff. Exactly like those people in the park used to do back when you were a kid, like you told me.”

She nodded, “Oh...maybe I should try that sometime. As well as others. Like, shit this is a whole new door to me.”

“If you think D&D is cool, wait until you try Shadowrun.” Justine said.

Tabitha blinked, “Shadowhatnow?” 

Chapter 14:

            Logic told Hui she had better ways to spend her time. The red panda girl once again lay sprawled on the couch with research for her history midterm on break as she flipped through a subject tangentially related but very much closer to her own interests. Bad electronica blared in one round fuzzy ear. The other though, was pen. Twitching, scanning, flooding her mind as some small sliver of it foolishly sought to actually read.

            The probing was rewarded with the sound of footsteps, and the shadow of her elder brother seeking to sneak out, a heavily laden backpack hoisted up on his shoulder.

            “You going out again?”
            Collin froze. The bag on his shoulder suddenly felt impossibly heavy. He glanced back over to see his sister staring up at him. Her tail fluffed up in a painful tell of frustrated curiosity. Not that most would be able to tell with the even smile on her muzzle.

            “Yeah I gotta go…”
            “Out?”  She said smugly.

            “Yeah. But. What did Mom and Dad say they needed me to do something first?

            Collin winced at the sudden whap. The wah stumbling back and gripping his face with both hands as he glared daggers though his fingertips. “Ow, what the heck did you hit me with, Dostoyevsky?”
            “Kierkegaard, actually,” Hui said smugly. “And that’s not the point. What’s gotten into you? You’re going out every damn night this week. And last week. Most of the week before that too.”
            “Well last week was that intro game,” Collin sighed.

            “Which neither you or Justin saw fit to invite me for.”
            “It was a boring one off to teach a rando some rules! Then you have lessons, SAT studies, homework…”
            “All of which you could do more easily at home.” Hui cut him off and narrowed her eyes. “You’re acting really weird lately and just because our parents are too distracted to see it doesn’t mean I don’t.”
            “Oh you’re just mad I’m eating up all of Justin’s time,” Collin growled.

            “Darn right I’m mad, Chen,” Hui snapped “And because when mom and dad find out whatever it is you’re up to they’re going to flip. Then guess who has to stay in this house until she graduates while big brother wanders off into the real world. Guess who has to hear Baba whine on the phone every Thursday or Mama get all paranoid when I want to walk two blocks over for music lessons. Chen, if I’m going to be spending a whole year with that crap I think I at least deserve to know what you’re getting out of it.”
            “That’s where you’re wrong, Sis.” Collin narrowed his eyes. His face more firm, more serious than she’d ever seen it. He pulled the free strap of his bag over his shoulder and took a step forward until the near negligible height difference had become something looming and insurmountable. “Even if I was doing something, and I’m sure as hell not saying I am, you’re not my babysitter. If mom and dad decide to give you shit because they get paranoid over me then that’s between you and them. Just like it’s not Justin’s fault mom is low key pissed he ‘put you in danger.’”
            “That’s not what she said and you know it.” Hui snapped defensively.

            “The game shop is off limits until after Christmas break at least. For both of us. Sounds like an overreaction to me. Jesus, I’m shocked she even lets you two date still. What with how ‘rough’ and ‘uncouth’ she must find him for trying to stop a fucking bigot calling you a slur.”
            “It was a stupid thing to do!” Hui growled. “He knows that.”
            “Of course he knows that,” Collin sighed “But at the end of the day you’re the one who has to take it up with mom if what she does pisses you off. Or do you just want to spend the next four years after high school going to whatever university she picks out and fending off an endless stream of ‘nice Chinese boys’ the second Justin does some shit she won’t overlook?”
            “What has gotten into you?” Hui whimpered. Rage and confusion welling to the surface. The hardened front she presented to her older brother had cracked hard, and the dam looked about ready to break.

            Collin knew he should say something. He was the asshole here, not her. He knew he should speak up, try to make things right. He didn’t. Instead turning and marching out the door without another word. Not even noticing the small faux-satin case that fell from his bag as he slammed the door shut behind him.

            Hui did, though. Once her trembling body had settled she moved cautiously up to the item and picked it up. She pulled back a bit of the bag's top, her eyes wide as she gazed at the smooth rubberized pink housing. She knew what it was in an instant. How could she not? The sight of a long, rather thick, and very expensive looking anal plug gazing her right in the face. That the object had been in her brother's bag mere moments ago shorted something out in Hui’s mind.

            Her eyes stayed fixated on the toy, curious. Even as she began walking down the hall, back towards her room.

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

            If she were a more ‘decent’ woman, odds were good Tabs would have a justification for all of this. Some twisted little snippet of bullshit laid out telling her that everything was being done for some bigger reason or higher purpose. No. No, she was just a bitch.

            Justin, and she hadn’t quite made him become her ‘Justine’ yet today, stood there in a pair of boxers holding one of those silly foam swords of his. She watched him for a good twenty minutes. The cute feminine boy hammering away and working what few muscles he had to the near break point. Ostensibly it was a way for her to see what he was made of. Some prelude to real training that would give her some insight into his physical capabilities.

            She already knew that. Three different years she’d had these boys in gym class. Neither one could jog a mile, let alone run it. Neither could lift. Collin at least could do a pull up, surprisingly, but only one and not without wiping himself out. In a real fight Justin would get his clock cleaned and the only thing he had going for him was the same wild abandon that had forced Tabs into a corner god only knew how many times. Except he didn’t have a Helga to get his back.

            “Why do you keep prancing your feet around like that?” Tabs sighed in frustration as she watched him constantly shifting and bouncing on his toes in some sad sorry parody of a boxer’s stance.

            Justin looked at her blankly before flourishing the foam blade and hammering it down on a tree again, letting it drop and slumping one shoulder into the tree with a pose he surely must have thought was cool in his mind's eye. Tabs rolled her eyes and paced up to the boy. One quick shove and he was on his ass, reflexes only barely enough to make sure he didn’t land on the still-healing tattoo.

            “Maybe I don’t play em enough to know but I’m pretty sure you’re trying to fight like some kind of fucking video game character,” Tabs barked.

            “No, this is what they do in HEMA videos,” The otter corrected her quickly “You blend in some basic Zweihander technique with kung-fu footwork like in bata and then train on a more active defense. Why, you think you can hit me if I see it coming?”
            The answer was a hard kick to his side and Tabs grabbing the boy by his shaggy mop of headfur, dragging him up to his feet again. “I think you’re going to get your ass beat. Something I really don’t care for since at the moment it happens to be my ass. Meaning you getting a beat down embarrasses me by proxy.”
            The rage finally passed and Tabs let his hair go. She could feel the fury hammering down on her. If it weren’t for that agreement she might have pounded his little butt then and there just to teach him a fucking lesson. Instead she walked back to the tree where she’d been standing and pulled another beer out of the case she had sat beside it. The can was heavy and cold, more reward than her little impromptu protégé was likely to get any time soon.

            Eventually the sound of footsteps rang out through the small patch of woods and Tabs looked back to see her Kathoey, already dressed up and beaming with pride. She also caught sight of Justin looking at the pretty wah and blushing. Tabs was quick to put her arm possessively around her pet and nip at her ear grinning wide. “Took you long enough, slut. I was beginning to think you didn’t want to get your cute lil hair dirty out here in the woods.”
            “I am a bit worried about that, Mistress,” Kathoey noted. The girly boy then bent down and kissed Tabs’ boot tip reverently pressing her forehead to it until the wolverine woman was forced to roll her eyes and gesture the pretty red panda to ‘her’ feet.

            “Yeah, well, I figured a slight shift in venue would be titillating. Plus I don't want anyone to see my Justine acting like a goofy dork before I have the chance to impart some real world combat into that big old nerd brain.”
            “So can I like, put my coat on now?” Justin muttered, the poor boy rubbing his arm bashfully as he began to realize Tabs’ eyes were on him.

            The wolverine gave it a painfully long moment of thought before shaking her head no and digging a pair of MMA gloves out of her pocket, tossing them to the boy. “Here, put these on and go punch a tree. You’re dumb enough to jump in a fight unprovoked the least we can do is make sure you’re tough enough that you won’t break shit again.”
            She watched him walk away slowly, pausing a moment to pull her phone from her vest and hitting a button. Justin instantly tensed up, yelping and blushing, not daring to look back as he slumped against a tree and squirmed.

            Tabs grinned ear to ear at that. The gifts she’d gotten her toys seemed to work fine, even if poor oblivious Kathoey just looked at her sissy sister with concern.

            “Don’t you think you might be wearing him out some, Mistress?” Kathoey whined.

            “Silly girl, this is just how it goes in all your cartoons isn’t it? If he wants to get tougher he’s gotta work for it. I busted my ass, why shouldn’t he bust his?” She neglected the finer details. Details like the illegal brawls, the boozed up rages that saw her in the ER the next day, nearly killing a cop. For the first time in a long time those things felt more distant. She no longer felt that it was all normal, or that she was just in some faux-normie slump waiting to get back to the action. Say what she would, life sucked a bit less lately.

            To remind herself of that, Tabs took the liberty of groping her Kathoey’s nice flat chest though her top, even as she hit the button for the other plug’s vibration. The settings on low for the moment.

            Justin seemed shaken a bit, but all she got from Kathoey was a small moan and a tender little cuddle The Wah grinning ear to ear and nestling into the crook of her arm. “Mistress, you know, I want to thank you for all this.”
            “All what?” Tabs blinked “Standing out here drinking beer while your little sissy sister makes a fool out of herself?”
            Kathoey rolled her eyes and sighed, mostly to mask a giggle. “Well that I guess. But just… paying attention. Caring. All of my other teachers just handed me papers to fill out or assignments to finish so I could get through things with an A. They always have. It was almost to the point where my dad wanted to put me in a gifted school, but mom insisted that would hurt my socialization and that social skills count for a lot in the real world.”
            Tabs snorted at the assertion. It was probably true, but only if you hung around the worst kinds of people. No way in fuck was Collin going to fall into that trap.

            “So basically humiliating you and fucking you up your little boicunt is more positive re-enforcement than all the A’s and ribbons and shit?”
            “I don’t know about ribbons,” Kathoey murred. The intensity on the phone went up another notch and Tabs could swear she felt those fingers digging into her abs and that cute body tense. But still Kathoey was keeping it cool, and she didn’t want to let on that it was her tweaking the toys. Not yet at least.

            Tabs cupped Kathoey’s muzzle and tilted it up, pressing her lips against the cute teen boy’s with a rough claiming kiss. Her tongue lapping into his muzzle in a way that made it oh so clear any intrusion would be defeated soundly. She then pulled back and smirked ear to ear tussing the blue wig of headfur. “One of these days we might have to get this dyed and cut properly. I mean the real hair. Make sure I don’t have to worry abut reverting my sissy bitch back into a boi bitch when that’s not what I’m looking to fuck. I mean, you know, if things are still going by then.”
            “What do you mean ‘if they are still going by then?” Kathoey blinked at the assertion and pulled back a bit. Tabs let go of the button on her phone. It took everything she had not to crush it in her rage. Damn it once again she’d gone and put her whole damn leg in her mouth, never mind the foot.

            “I mean, look, all I’m saying is we can’t really do anything like that any time soon. Probably not until you’re about done with school at the very least. Otherwise your parents are going to flip their fucking lids.”
            “You got Justin a tattoo…” Collin muttered. A bit of pain in the Wah’s voice now.

            “Well yeah but I mean, like his parents are going to give a fuck. The gym teacher let him get a biker tat and taught him how to crack skulls. No matter what they say the Flannery's find that pretty cool. I know their type. This is the shit John wishes he could do himself. Next time someone gives the boy shit if he clocks the fucker, his dear old dad would be stoked. His mom too, probably.”
            “But…” Kathoey wasn’t dumb, and Tabs knew she wasn’t dumb. More dancing around the issue. More avoidance. Tabs downed her beer to the bottom of the can and tossed it aside shaking her head in disgust with herself. “We both know how this is going to wind up, kid. I’m nearly fucking twice your age. Jesus, for all I know I’m older than your mom. You think I have any illusions about what’s going to happen once you graduate?”
            The sissy was going to say something, but Tabs silenced it with a smoke-and-cheap-beer reeking kiss. She just put her arm around the boy and held him close, nestling into the confused wah and enjoying the closeness a moment as she tried to let cheap Milwaukee water wash the taste out of her brain.

            Both she and Kathoey were quiet for the longest time. Neither one wishing to speak. Tabs not even really wishing to think too much if she could get away with it. It was about half an hour before she remembered the phone in her pocket. She looked down at Kathoey and tilted his head up, looking into his eyes as the hand in her pocket hit the button on her phone that turned the vibration on max. A wicked smile growing on her face as a bashful, then confused, then slightly worried expression grew on his.

            “Mistress…” He sighed. ‘Is something wrong?”
            “I guess so” Tabs shrugged. ‘here I figured the vibration would have finally gotten to you by now.”
            Vibration? W-wait,” Kathoey blushed hard. “Was that plug you gave me like, a remote vibe plug or something?”
            “App controlled, pleasure and punishment, all day wear.” Tabs nodded “But I’m guessing you didn’t wear it did you?”
            “No Mistress, I think it fell out of my bag at home. I know it couldn’t have been on the way here and when I changed at the tree fort the bag wasn’t there.”
            “So much for my surprise,” Tabs sighed.

            Kathoey, Collin, kissed her cheek and nestled close “You’re my surprise, Mistress” he murred meekly “Every day.”
--------------------

            This wasn’t right.

            The thought rolled in her head again and again as Hui finished slipping into her Futaba cosplay. The big orange wig, an investment of allowance over several weeks, still sat a bit askew on her face as she fiddled with the ill-sized stockings and low quality etsy coat.

            Some segmented part of Hui’s mind fixated on how much this did, and didn’t, make sense. True her big brother could technically get this kind of stuff now if he wanted. He was legal after all. How he might actually get his hands on it and keep it without their parents finding it was another matter.

            That wasn’t the main thing on her mind, though. No. Instead she simply gazed in amazement at the thick pink oval with its chromed sides and the curved stopper at the end. Her eyes flickered and fixed on the beautiful toy drawing in breaths energies with the wrongness of her movements.

            Hui stifled a giggle as she popped open the cap on her squirreled-away bottle of lube. Even getting her hands on that had been a chore and only succeeded thanks to Meijer self checkout still being lax. The same way she’d gotten a couple of other items currently hidden in the hollow of her bed frame.

            None were as beautiful, or expensive, as this one though. At least six inches long and thick as, well, thick as she imagined Justin’s to be. Hui clenched her scrawny cheeks together and began running a paw up and down the length of the toy. Her trembling fingers tingled as they lubed it. Deep nasal gasps of air sucking in while she ritualistically lathered and practically worshiped the shaft.

            “Ren-Sama.” She tilted the shaft up and whimpered looking up at the figment of her imagination. The twisted gestalt of Justin and Persona 5’s Joker that would probably cost too much to get her friend to sew up. That stern yet playful face glaring down at her demandingly, expectantly. The same boy who had defended her honor and been her Joker now ready to steal her heart, and claim what was his.

            “P-please be gentle,” Hui said even as she tossed herself face first onto the bed. She yanked her panties down roughly and moved biting hard on her pillow. “N-no, Ren-Sama, you’re way too rough.” Whines and groans of pain and pleasure mixed as she started to push on the toy. Her chest heaved a deep breath as if willing the air she took in though her arm and pressing firmly on the long shaft as it began to part her barely experienced little pucker.

            Hui’s nipples rasped against the cheap fabric of her top. Her tail thrashed helplessly. Desire guiding her paw in a direction the rest of her body rejected outright, and the end result being a wailing near orgasm and small tremors of abject pain as she finally forced the toy’s tip in.

            “You’re my dirty little whore, Futaba-chan,” Hui grumbled in a voice that might have been like Justin’s if it were about a half dozen octaves lower and wasn’t cracking. “Keep struggling. It just makes me hard.”
            The fucking grew a bit rougher. The first two inches spread and strained her tight little rump while Hui rocked her hips in an awkward non-rhythm. The urge to touch herself only barely held back by pinning one arm under her face and pressing her chin down awkwardly, trying to focus on the smooth shaft with its contrasting rubber and metal. Trembling in the unabashed joy of feeling it forced in. Or at least, as close as the inexperienced teen could manage.

            Right up until the point when her fingers slipped. The sudden pinch of pain and a few twinges of pleasure all blend into the background of ice water dread. The toy seated itself firmly in her rear. Hui gasping and squealing a bit, biting her lip, pawing at the bed and wiggling her suddenly full rump as if it would somehow shake the well seated toy free.

            “oh. Oh no. Oh no no no no no no no.” Hui’s eyes went wide. She sprawled on the bed, now-plugged butt sticking up in the air. Each little movement poking and prodding wonderfully, terribly at places it shouldn’t. Places she’d never reached before with anything improvised.

            “Ok Hui. Ok. Just calm down. Breath,” The panda girl whimpered and tried to pull her legs in only to wince and whine at the sudden pinch. The plug was as big as her boyfriend, at least from what she objectively knew. Maybe even a bit smaller. For years she’d just wondered what it would be like having all kinds of sudden, kinky, passionate, rough sex. Yet now here she was struggling to stand up. The thing lodged in her forcing pleasure and pain well beyond what she was prepared for any time she moved or shifted.

            She took things slowly. Pushing up off of the bed and putting as much weight as she could on her hands. All the while Hui did her best to inch her legs in and get her feet planted along the ground. Planting in a bow-legged stance with a deep dip that burned her thighs. The strain steadily grew until it was almost as bad as the stinging, burning, wonderful invasion of her cute little ass.

            In spite of everything, Hui couldn’t help but feel a trembling jolt of arousal at all. The unfamiliar sensations mixing with her own shame and worry brought a dimly-aware dampness between her legs. After the third time trying to stand the wah slumped back over the bed and began to attentively poke and prod at the plug. Right away she could tell there was too much friction if she wanted to try removing it. Yet the mere attempt gave way to small rotations while her other paw pushed into her panties. She stamped her foot hard and bit down on her pillow tugging and pulling, slowly fucking herself with soft nasal moans while bent over her bed. Her body yearning to push into the edge of this orgasm as long as she could.

            It was in riding this edge that things started to get worse. Shock ran through the teen’s system with the sudden jolt of vibration. Pleasure magnified while the toy shook harder than a switch controller on high. Beating and banging around in her without a shred of care or concern for the poor panda.

            Her hand began to run frantically over the toy now. More of the unwanted pleasure hammering her as she searched desperately for whatever hidden nub or nob she’d hit. Her fingers gripped and tugged at the handle as much as the stuck toy would allow. Yet to her horror the only thing Hui managed to find was a small rubber nub at the end. A nub which, it turned out, covered a micro USB port.

            “Fuck.” Her eyes widened with realization. Hui began to tug again in earnest, yet couldn't bring herself to pull hard enough that it would start to unseat the toy. She’d almost gotten it one time when the sides, the pretty and seemingly stylized sides, gave her a sudden and none-too-pleasant jolt. Hui yelped into her pillow and collapsed once more kicking her leg as if it would somehow dissipate the sea of sensation.

            “Hui, Dear. Is that you?”
            The girl blinked and rolled into bed quickly, careful to keep her weight off of the toy. The shocks stopped, but the vibration kept going causing her to slump into bed and fumble around for something to cover her face.

            Lin pushed the door to her daughter’s room open and flicked on the light. She saw the girl sprawled on her bed, decked out once more in one of her silly cheap costumes. A copy of Three Upbuilding Discourses in hand to which her daughter’s eyes seemed intently glued. Lin simply rolled her eyes and flicked the light on letting her youngest see the scowl on her face. “You don’t read with the lights off. Your eyes are bad enough already.” The older wah woman said before walking out and slamming the door shut, leaving Hui thankfully alone once more.

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

            Walking around the woods was getting tedious for Collin. Bad enough he’d had to go out there yesterday just to see Mistress. All because Justin still had it in his head that he was the protagonist. Now he half-marched along behind his sister watching her rather odd and angry steps while every once in a while glancing back to make sure he was still there.

            It was his mothers look. That same spear-tipped glare that spiked his neck fur and set every node in his limbic system into flight mode. That alone was enough to get Collin back out into the wild and away from the house even if his sister didn’t have the decency to tell him why.

            When Hui finally stopped and turned to look at him her eyes had only grown harder. Collin could feel a knot forming in his stomach. He took a step forward and lifted his hands in a show of pre-emptive surrender even as he turned to look away from his enraged sister. “Listen, Hui, I’m sorry about yesterday. Just because I don’t like how our folks are acting doesn’t mean I should…”
            “Who is she?”
            The question was a punch in the gut. Collin bristled and narrowed his eyes now looking back up at his younger sibling. “Who is who?” he muttered contemptuously.

            “You know what I’m talking about. Honestly I don’t know why I didn't figure it out before. God only knows mom and dad will sooner or later. Who is it? Becky? Esme? Monique? It’s Monique isn’t it? Figures that stupid student council suck-up would be the one. You know she only broke up with Dylan a week ago right? You deserve better than to be a rebound.”
            “K, calm the hell down, Hui,” Collin sighed. “Maybe back up a bit and tell me just what it is you’re on about.”
            It felt good building up a bit of resolve, a touch of a mask to keep him sane and whole against the onslaught of his dear sisters’ accusations. That small spark of self confidence, that bit of Kathoey shining though, shattered instantly as a small black bag smacked him in the face.

            Collin pulled it away and looked at it. He knew what it was, yet his brain screamed at him in a pathetic attempt at rejecting the evidence he saw in hand.

            “That’s a hell of a lot to drop on some girl for a bit of public play, Collin. Especially if you’re sneaking it around the house. You think mom and dad are pissed now? What happens if the girl you got this for gets worked up around her family? You think she wouldn’t tell?”
            “Hui, where did you get this?” Collin muttered coldly.

            “Never mind where I got it. You think some dumb high school kid is going to be smart enough to hide it when you dial up her butt at family dinner? You think she’s gonna be able to keep things concealed? Or that she won't tell her folks who got it for her?” She stomped forward and pushed herself up into her brother’s face forcing him too back away a few steps. “you think Justin and I keep waiting all this time because we like it? Do you think it’s supposed to be some kind of stupid purity virginity thing? You know what’s gonna happen if she and dad find out you’re being a perv with some girl at school, right? Forget the game shop. I won’t get to see Justin again until I graduate. Hell I might not even get out of the house without supervision. Do you think I want them too treat me like a kid even more than they already do just so you can go play grab-ass with some girl who probably doesn’t even like you that way?”
            “Sis…” Collin narrowed his eyes looking back down at her. He held up the empty bag and shook it, his eyes narrowing a bit more. “Where did you put the toy?”
Chapter 15:

            “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 through 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 dunno! 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 as 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 trembled. 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 through 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 tighter, 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 goddamn 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 just 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 them 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 him 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 dunno.” Helga muttered coldly. “The way you've 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 through 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 thing’s probably confused as fuck and used to doing whatever mommy and daddy tell him.”
            “That’s not… You don’t know him,” Tabitha snapped “You don’t know either of them. It’s not that simple.”
            “I know you, Tabitha,” Helga muttered. “We both know what’s really going through 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. Tabitha 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 clothes. 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 pay much 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’ clothes.

            “I thought this was a clever 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 through 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 dunno.”
            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 bothered to look at the Joann fabric at the other end of the strip mall, nor noticing the stunned Red Panda girl leaning on her friend's 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…”
Chapter 16:

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

            It had taken a while to get the bitch. Following Justin, watching, and 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, but 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 clothes she‘d had on back when Hui caught her with Justin. The trembling wah girl was a bit bigger than Hui. A bit older too, and, 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 offset any of those deficiencies. The fear in her little victim‘s eyes certainly indicated 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 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, spitting in the other girls face and 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 forward, 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 went wide and watery. Her sticky tongue lolling 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 that an outcast like Hui was free to use however and whenever she wanted.

            A word that sounded like “Mistress” mpphed 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 girl's 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 Hui green with envy. 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 landed 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 meekly whined. 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 trembled. Her chest heaved. “How dare you?” She spat. Watching her pseudo-doppelganger, her better-equipped double wince cutely to the side. Seeing 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 leaned down and guided 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 into 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, 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 trembled 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 girl's 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 darkened further. “No please Mistress, be gentle. Have Mercy. Master already left me so sore there last night.”
            Rage to make Khorne himself blush seared through 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 rolled 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 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, or that she’d spaced out and skipped whole days or even weeks of it and would fail. Always about school. Regularly 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 through 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. Moreover, 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 the ‘real’ ending 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 taskmaster 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 goddamn morning and Justin wasn’t even sure if he had school next day 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 and the likely worn filter. It’d been so hard to kick the habit before, but oh so enticing now. 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 could take care of herself. Something he was proud to admit she’d demonstrated with their little talk last night.

            Unfortunately it had 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 for 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 spoke 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 their 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 is as vibrant and vital and most of all important as any wedding ring.

            Collin stood up,  looking at 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 through 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, 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 curvaceous 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 knew 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 through 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.

Chapter 17:

            Hui knew it was a lot to ask. Probably too much. She looked over at Esme sitting in the driver's seat. The gecko girl was munching on onion rings and trying hard to pretend she cared about the thick copy of ‘Les Miserables’ she thumbed through. The heavily earmarked tome. It wasn’t how the brown and black mottled girl probably expected to spend her Saturday. It wasn’t how Hui expected to spend hers.

            She didn’t care. The wah sat seething in the passengers’ seat. Every once in a while she gazed down into her phone. She should send him a text. It would be easier. The rational part of her said that she should bring it up and clear the air. She should trust that their relationship would be able to handle this whatever it was. That rational part was currently being sat on by the rest of her. She hoped she was wrong. Hoped this whole thing was just some big misunderstanding. It’d make life so much easier. But she had to know. She had to be sure and she had to be ready to put a stop to things. Justin was her man, and she wasn’t giving him up without a fight.

            “So, uh… question,” Esma sighed “How exactly do you know he’s gonna be here?”
            “Well he’s addicted to the impossible whopper for one…” Hui muttered. “And for two… just… don’t ask so many questions right now.” She wanted to tell her to shut up. She was pissed. Worse she felt a bit ashamed for her dream the other night. Cozying up to Esma too much just made her feel all sorts of wrong even if her friend was going out of her way to help in this.

            That rational part of her brain simply had to be satiated with knowing she’d fix it later. Somehow. But not right now.

            “There! That’s him,” She squealed nearly knocking the food out of her lap, and Esma’s along with it as Hui leaned over her and pointed to the Corvette pulling in though the drive thru. “And there with him. It’s the blue haired bitch!”
            “Oh thank god,” Esma sighed. “So get out there and talk to him so we can go home already. Please.”
            “Oh no. not here,” Hui muttered. “I want to catch them in the act. I want to make sure I rub her stupid fat fucking face in it.”
            “She really doesn’t look that fat,” Esma began, but then stopped and slumped back in her seat resigned to her fate. “Ok then.” She muttered “Let’s play detectives I guess.”
----------------

            “Help! Chono! Save me!”
            Hui looked down from the top of the tree fort to the ground six feet below. She fidgeted and twitched testing the ropes yet again. Justin always seemed to tie them a little too tight for some reason, not that the girl minded too much. She was just happy she got to play with her gege and his friends. She sat against the wall under one of the fort’s windows, her head covered in a salad bowl just yellow-green enough to resemble Lucca’s helmet. The cub struggled for her weapon, a cap-gun from a yard sale. Her bound wrists making it just out of reach.

            “You shouldn’t have come here, boy.” Chen stood at the top of the ladder wearing his winter coat over his shoulders like a cloak. A short broom handle with some cardboard taped on to one end acted as a scythe. He loosed a haughty laugh over the woods and tossed up his hand with such force that the adult-sized garden gloves he wore looked as if they’d fly right off “I need this girl to return my sister, and I wont’ have you interrupting the ritual. Ozzy!”
            An overweight badger boy plodded his way up to the edge beside Collin. The older kid snickering and grunting loudly as he stomped his way across the planks. “I am here, my lord. Do not worry, I and my elite guard shall stop this pest long before he can interrupt you. Flea! Slash!” The boy blinked and looked around giving belly a scratch from where it poked out of his ill fitting Power Rangers T shirt. “uh, Collin… who’s gonna be flea and slash?”
            Collin blinked a bit and looked around. His ears dropping low before perking up again. “Oh crap,” He muttered, then quickly turned on his heel glancing down over his shoulder. “I’ve dispatched slash to deal with the boy’s companions!” He said firmly. “As for my dear Flea, I’ve ordered her to my chambers. I'll wish to have a pretty girl to kiss when my victory is sealed!”
            “Dude. Gross,” The badger muttered.

            “Come on Bug, work with me,” Collin muttered back. “Nobody else wanted to play Chrono Trigger.”
            “I still don’t know what that even is!” Bug muttered, his frustration palpable.

            “Not so fast, bad guys!” Hui yipped. She now stood by the window with the bulk of her weight pushed against it. The cap gun held precariously in hand but still aimed at the two boys. “I got my gun. And it’s a super gun. There’s no way you two are gonna beat me and Justin.”
            “Justin and I, I mean Chrono and I, I mean… Hui, you’re not supposed to break out yet.” Collin snapped “And it’s not a super gun, it’s the ‘sun gun’.”
            “Nuh uh, Mine is better, it’s the ‘moon gun’ now. The moon is way prettier!” The cub twisted and pulled at the trigger of the cap gun as small wisps of smoke curled into the air. Hui giggled happily at this and pranced around pulling the trigger to both boy’s consternation. So elated was the cub that she didn’t even notice the excess rope around her ankles suddenly pulled taught as it wound against her legs. Not until the whole world twisted itself upside down and gravity tossed her up. Or was it down?

            The pain that bloomed next sent the poor girl crying. Loud ripping bawling even before she even realized she’d stopped. She was laying on something not quite the ground. Someone was petting her hair and working to undo the cheap slip knots that held her arms behind her.

            “Shhh, shhh, it’s ok. I got you Hui. I got you.”
            “Ah shit, guys. I gotta go!” Bug yelped, sitting on the edge of the tree fort and tossing himself down into a loping sprint before anyone could say anything.

            “Ah crap, Is she ok?” It was Collin’s voice. Her brother quickly went to her. But someone was already holding her so tight. Someone was already freeing her, petting her, curling around her as a bulwark against the pain and fear that just kept the girl wailing and whining.

            “I got her man. Go get your mom!” Justin yelped before beginning to rock her.

            She looked down at the white blown-plastic katana Justin had dropped in his attempt to grab her. Not that it meant anything. Her confused young mind simply sought something to focus on while the pain shook her body. Eventually Justin got the ropes off of her, yet this was quickly replaced by him holding her tightly. As if he could draw away the pain by doing so. It was nice. It was not unlike what her parents used to do when she got hurt. The comfort and safety she felt caused Hui to hug back as tight as her arms could.

            She still wanted her mama and baba. She still wanted all the bad pain to go away. She was still scared. But somehow her brother’s friend was there for her. Just like in all the games they all played when she got to be some manner of princess. He had protected her, and she felt safe.

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

            “You’re going to get me gas money for this, right?” Esma muttered. They parked at the other end of the strip mall from the game shop. It probably wasn’t far enough away to avoid being seen entirely but then Hui didn’t seem to be too focused on the how of her stalking and the gecko girl really just wanted them to be caught so she could see this though and go back to enjoying her Saturday.

            “I don’t get it,” Hui muttered. “I’ve never even seen this girl before. I mean she’s cute. Super cute.”
            “Too cute for your boyfriend?” Esma snarked. She then fell back into her seat to avoid the extreme and rather bizarre rage creeping over Hui’s face. Like most girls in their school, or at least most who didn’t outright ignore anyone lower on the popularity totem pole, she’d always wondered what the girl saw in him. The reverse was obvious. She was nerdy as hell and he was a guy with the social skills of a brick. Every dateless loser in school would be thrilled to go out with her or most any other girl as far as Esma was concerned.

            The whole ‘not allowing someone to take your man‘ part scanned though. Even if it seemed she should be more mad at him for cheating. Assuming that was even what he was doing.

            “So, any concrete plan on what you’re going to do when you find whatever proof you need to call him out on cheating?” Esma muttered.

            “Oh yeah. I know exactly what I’m going to do,” Hui muttered. “Oh, damn it. They’re not going in together.”
            “And that’s a bad thing?” The gecko girl blinked

            “I want her there for it. I want them both there. I want… it’s gotta be both of them at once. It won’t work if he doesn’t see it.”
            “Just to be clear here, Hui. You’re not turning me into an accessory-after-the-fact on this right? Because I could be at home right now running lines with my castmates on Discord.”
            “Oh how hard could Eponine be?” this time Hui was the one too shrink back from her friends crazed death glare, and by the time she looked up the Corvette had taken off again. “Oh come on,” she muttered.

            “Figures,” Esme sighed “This is all turning into one hell of a day isn’t it, Hui?”
--------------------

            “Give it back,” Hui yelped, following quickly behind the two sixth-grader girls as they jogged down the hallway. One held a hunk of poster board, the other a spiral notebook. The culmination of Hui’s past two weeks on her science project.

            The girls only seemed to grow more bemused the longer Hui struggled to catch up with them. The more she cried and gasped for air at the cusp of a sports asthma episode. The trembling Wah let out a high pitched shriek and lunged for the notebook only to end up flat on her face.

            “Oh come on loser, it’s just a stupid hunk of cardboard.”
            “Yeah you can make another.” the other girl chuckled “or you could grow up and get a life. Seriously it’s just some stupid prop. It’s not like we took your lil blankie or anything.”
            Hui winced and collapsed under her own weight. She covered her ears with her paws and started to squeal at the verbal assault. The two girls only laughed harder right up until the point where Hui took a swing at one girl's leg. The two instantly stopped laughing, The one holding the display snapping it in half over her knee.

            “There, bitch. Serves you right for freaking out over a stupid hunk of paper like that.”
            “The hell do you think you’re doing?” Another sixth grader, this one in a messy black T-shirt and ripped jeans, walked up and eyed the girls evilly. He tried to reach for the notebook and the girls recoiled in comedic horror.

            “Eww, get away from us you stupid perv,” The girl who had broken the poster board snapped. “Mind your own business.”
            “This is my business,” he growled. “Give Hui back her book or else.”
            “Or else what? You’ll hit us?” The girl holding the notebook scoffed.

            “This loser? He better not be thinking about hitting any girls.” A rather large vole walked up from behind Justin and stood between him and the girls, eyeing him roughly. “You don’t hit girls, man. Just leave it alone. This doesn’t have anything to do with you.”
            “Go away,” Justin snapped through clenched teeth. It was a display that probably would have been intimidating were he not so comically over the top with it. Either way the other boy was undeterred and leaned over, looming above Justin’s field of vision to try and scare him off.

            Instead Justin tackled himself into the boy and knocked him on the floor. He got in a few haggard shots to the chest and face before the taller boy flipped him and began to punch him in the side repeatedly grinding his knuckle painfully into the space between Justin’s ribs. “Stupid fucking beta boy.” he snarled “The fuck are you doing coming at me like that? You wanna die?”
            Moments later a crowd had gathered and the sixth grade teacher had pried the taller boy off of Justin. Hui had regained herself enough to try and speak out on his behalf. It didn’t matter. None of it ever mattered to them. Already talk of suspension was hitting the air and all she could do was snag up her spiral notebook from where the girl had dropped it cheering on the fight, hugging it tight to her chest as she watched Justin and the other boy get marched towards the principal's office.

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

            “Hey! You!”
            The shout came first. The shake came second. A vanilla milkshake shattered its cardboard skin against the other girls jacket. The frozen concoction mostly sprayed wide and splattered on the ground in front of the pair.

            Justin was the first to spin around. His ‘date’ as Hui had decided she must be now ducking and covering her head whining loudly and almost unintelligibly to not hit her. Frankly it was something this girl should have thought of before all of this.

            Ignoring Justin’s stunned pleas to wait, Hui grabbed hold of the other girl’s shoulders and spun her around so that they were at least facing each other. She leaned down to try and look at the other wah and shoved her as much as her slight frame could. It was enough to nearly topple the taller girl over which was more than she had imagined she’d muster.

            “Who the hell do you think you are?” Hui shrieked with a voice that could crack mirrors. “Where do you think you get off trying to take my boyfriend. Huh? He’s Mine. My man. My prince. I get him. I need him. You think you need someone to stand up for you little miss pretty geek? Think you need someone to protect you? To make you feel safe when the whole world is giving you shit? Do you?”
            Hui actually took a few kicks at the other girl at this point. All swung wide in her fury but they prompted her foe to stagger back and turtle up again.

            By now Justin was already on her trying to hold her back, but somehow Hui was able to pull forwards. Able to plant her feet and stand her ground even if it meant pushing forward to keep the cunt in range. “Who am I supposed to go to when mama and baba ask too much? What am I supposed to do when I just can’t take it anymore and I need him to hold me together. Why should I have to give up being his princess just because some wannabe booth babe with bigger tits than me realizes how cute he is? You think I won’t stop you? Come on bitch, try me. If you want him so bad then fucking try me!”
            Most of the flailing blows swung wide. One didn’t. A blow that was very calculated. A blow which housed all of Hui’s love, her anger, and all of her sorrow. One righteous sensible flat going tip first into an otherworldly cunt punt.

            It connected, and with it bloomed a very familiar yowl of primal agony.

            Suddenly the girl was gone. Her imagined rival of the past several nightmares up in a puff of smoke as the wig finally fell from her face. Under it, on his knees, trembling like a leaf and gripping hold of the skirt right where she’d managed to nail him, was her big brother.

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

            “Justin?” Hui looked up from her character sheet. The half finished bundle of mechanics she barely understood still swimming in the back of the tweens eyes. She watched the older boy glance up with a bit of pocky sticking out of his muzzle. The confused look on his face simultaneously emboldened her and drilled a deep well of fear down into the pit of her gut. She smiled as best she could, but was sure she looked like a goofy wreck.

            “I wanted to ask something about my character.”
            “I mean, that’s why I’m here,” Justin shrugged. The young man shifted a bit. He almost always wore that jacket of his, even though it was far too big for him. Somehow with the way the light hit his fur though the window. The simple black T-shirt hugging his lithe body. The way his hair framed his face. Something about it made Hui’s heart stop for just a second.

            “It’s probably gonna sound dumb,” Hui muttered as she scooted a bit close, pushing her sheet up between them. “But I was wondering, do you think she’s cute?”
            “Do I think she’s cute?” Justin blinked and glanced down at the numbers. Oftentimes Hui would doodle something into the margins or on a page of loose leaf.

            “I mean I haven’t seen any refs yet,” Justin shrugged. “She’s one of yours though, so I’d assume so right? I mean unless you’re hoping to make a gnome wah with just the worst features.”
            “I could,” She chirped goofily. “Well no, though. I was more asking because I wanted to include a character detail. Just a small one. I mean if that’s ok.”
            “Why are you asking me? I’m not the GM.'' He pushed himself up from the half lean and looked down at her with the sun breaking in through his hair and fur. Confused, but with a warm smile still dancing on his face.

            “Well because it involves your character, Justin. I… Look I… I wanted to know if she could be your character's girlfriend.”
            Even the socially blind otter could see the furious blush on her face. Hear the stammer in her words. He reached out, then stepped, then reached out again putting a hand on her shoulder. The fact that it didn’t touch her cheek was enough to crack Hui’s heart just a bit. “What exactly are you getting at, Hui? It’s a cute idea, sure. But you seem really scared about asking.”
            “It’s kind of a big deal. And I didn’t know if you think he’d feel gross about that, or weird, or if he wouldn’t like her, or,” This time he did cup her cheek, guiding her face up to meet his. By any objective measure the movement was clumsy and awkward. The feel of his paw on her muzzle at once was too soft and too rough. The way he left her hanging awkwardly on his fingertips as if such a position was at all comfortable. Yet all was perfect. The blissful extract of that first contact.

            “Are you saying you like me, Hui? Like, as in more than a friend?”
            She nodded and bit her lip hard as she looked up to him over her glasses “Y-yeah. Sorry.”
            Much like the contact before the kiss was utterly unexpected. The awkward young man’s dry lips on hers. His muzzle parting too little and then too much. Tongue lulling the way it always looked in TV or movies rather than anything comfortable or natural. Yet Hui lapped it up. Her body refusing to move at all as Justin guided the kiss. Feelings nurtured over most of her life coming to full boom now as he gently lapped at her tongue. The wah tasting experience and skill that was not and had never been present in the young otter.

            Her heart raced and her mouth went dry. Small whines of nervous pleasure drifted from her throat while the two stayed locked in that first kiss for an eternity of instants. The tween girl feeling infinitely more soft, and weak, and needy the longer things went on. Desperate to never break.

            Eventually it did. It had too. Justin looked away blushing furiously himself. Shame plastered all over his face. “Sorry I-” the thought died in his throat as the girl pulled herself up to him and under his arm seated herself firmly where she belonged.

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

            The siblings sat as far apart as the bench would allow. Neither one looked at the other. Neither one opened their mouth. Hui glanced up at the hot topic where her boyfriend stood. God only knew what he was getting, but he didn’t tell her to get lost or call her out on being a psycho stalker bitch, so that was at least something. Maybe. Hopefully.

            “Hey, Collin…” she muttered.

            “Kathoey,” The still-smarting elder wah muttered.

            “Er, right. Sorry. I didn’t think it was you. I mean how could I think that? I just saw some cute girl being all close and flirty with Justin and I kinda, sorta…”
            Kathoey smirked at this and looked at her with a bemused smirk. “You think I’m cute?” The words oozed in the girlish voice that was becoming so natural. The sight of Hui shuddering and balking at the words almost worth the pain still echoing up his spine.

            “So, is she anyone I know?” Hui muttered finally.

            “Do you really want to know?” Collin muttered. His cheeks flaring pink at the question.

            Hui rolled her eyes and shoved her sissy brother’s arm. “Well, it’s kind of an asshole thing to date someone and not tell your little sister. I mean you can trust me, right?”
            “You just went all yandere stalker creep on a guy who literally has anxiety attacks waiting for you to realize you can do better and break it off. Jesus, sis, you got jealous of me in a wig.”
            “You’re really cute in a wig!” Hui yipped the words before she knew what she was saying. Her heart sank as she took a few deep breaths. “I… I don’t want to lose him, gege,” she muttered “I don’t want to fuck this up because I can’t keep my stupid feelings and thoughts in check.”
            “Gahh will both of you just stop,” Collin muttered “Seriously it’s getting old. And Cliché. Honestly he has way more reason to worry about you dumping him. You’re his fucking dream girl.”
            “Recent events notwithstanding,” Hui noted.

            “Are you kidding me?” Collin snickered. “A cute as hell childhood sweetheart who gets so stupid jealous she fucking stalks her boyfriend. Do you know how many weebs would give both their arms just to… ok yeah forgive me if I’m not going there with my lil sister,” The panda boi paused as a couple of boys from their school walked past, shooting them a quick wink and then turning away covering his face with his tail.

            Hui watched all of this in utter shock. The sudden flirtatious shift was, on its own, something she didn’t know how to process. The fact that he was doing it with boys…
            “Um, Chen. I hate to be the one asking this but, is it a ‘she’ that I know?” Hui measured the words carefully.

            Collin’s blush grew and he shook his head softly “Of course it is, sis. In the end I like girls. Well, women. I said it was a she, it’s a she. I just… look I’ve never really taken this kinky stuff too seriously before. But since you obviously know already I’ve started to actually look at it. And… Well the idea of boys liking how I look… how ‘Kathoey’ looks, isn’t that bad. I mean, if Mistress wants me to do things with other boys, especially other cute, femmy boys. I should be able to explore it without everyone thinking I ‘have’ to end up with a guy, right?”
            That little statement raised billions of questions in Hui. Confusion and mortified humiliation. Even a little jealousy, loath as she was to admit it. The questions slipped from the back of her mind as Justin walked up from the store. He held a small bag around his wrist and his cell planted firmly in his ear. The boy grumbled a bit as the sound from it pealed out in a halo around him.

            “Yeah dad I get it. Thirty bucks, three hours work. Yeah as soon as I get home. As soon as I get home. Honestly. Look, Collin and I are at the mall right now and we’re about done, home is literally the next stop. Oh come on, can’t you just let me do some yard work? Yeah I hate it but Bug’s truck barely works as it is. Yeah ok fine. Love you too, dad. Bye.”
            The otter let out a grumbling sigh and shoved the phone back in his pocket, eyeing the two wah’s before him. He gazed at the snickering Kathoey who seemed to be enjoying this all far too much for her own good. Then to Hui. The sheepish Wah looking up at him and swallowing hard. Her cheeks far darker than her brothers. Her body trembled. A million apologies dancing on her lips unable to give voice until she knew it wouldn’t somehow make things worse.

            “Kneel.”
            It wasn’t what she expected to hear. He’d said it to her before. Once or twice. It was, at least as far as kink went, as far as they’d let themselves go really. Even then it was always in private. Always for a moment. Any other day she would have refused. Any other day this would have put a huge strain on their relationship no matter how solid it was.

            But she’d already done that, and she at least had to trust him enough to see where this was going.

            Hui felt the paw on her chin. She felt him stroking her cheek, brushing her hair. Felt his eyes on him. She also felt the few patrons around them stopping to look as he guided her eyes up. All these eyes on him. All these people around them. Her heart thumping at the exposure of it all. Just as something sipped around her neck with a snap.

            It was cheap leather. Fake leather. She’d hung around fabric stores and anime conventions enough to know what that felt like. She was even learning to sew, kinda. She knew the thing around her neck was no great sacrifice on his part.

            And yet she knew what it was all the same. At that moment Hui Sang didn’t know what was up or down anymore. She didn’t care who saw or what they said. She didn’t care if mom knew. Hell she didn’t care if mom screamed at her for a month. Justin kept her face up firmly and looked down into her eyes. He fixed the wah in place. Commanding power and authority and love she didn’t get why others couldn’t see.

            “You’re mine, Hui. I’m sorry I worried you. I’m sorry about a lot of things. But I won’t lose you. Not if I can help it. You are mine. I love you.”
            He didn’t make the move. She wanted him to. She also knew it would be wrong. This wasn’t like some dumb book or cheesy story. It wasn’t like the countless fics she read when trying to dull her brain from hours of AP classes. Hui pushed herself to her feet, put her arms around her Master, and kissed him. The taste, the scent, the feel of his arms around her leaving her in the blissful euphoria of weak submission and utter blissful adoration.

            Mine she thought to herself. She was his, no matter what… and he was hers.

            The kiss finally did break. An admittedly lenient security guard pushing though some of the gathered people and gesturing for the two to break it up and move along. Hui and Justin slipped their fingers into each other's hands and leaned against each other. Her head pushing against the side of his arm as she lazily loped along.

            “You know I’m not taking this off, right?” Hui muttered

            “When I make you a real one you will.” Justin said with all the smarm the boy could muster. “Well, that and I’m pretty sure you can’t wear it at home. Or school. Or any lessons. Probably not the best idea to wear it around friends who it’d squick out either.”
            He got a playful punch in the arm for that, followed by more nuzzles. “The price of thirty bucks was a bit shocking, though. I mean the gesture honors me, Master. But really you could probably get a strip of leather and some fasteners and do better for the same price.”
            “Hey, I was being honest with dad about being frugal,” Justin muttered in faux shock.

            “Oh yes?” She chattered, perking up her ears.

            “Yeah. Buy two get one. I got you these, too.”
            Hui blinked and opened the bag slowly. Inside were a pair of stainless steel barbell piercings and an anodized one which curved in a bit, all three of which had a small bit of synthetic opal set in them. It didn’t take long for what they were to dawn on her, the girl looking up with wide eyes and whimpering loudly “Master,” She muttered, swallowing hard and looking away sheepishly.

            Neither one seeing the oddly melancholic look on Kathoey’s face as she walked behind them.

Chapter 18:

            It felt different, going out as Katheoy in his own town. The main reason Collin had asked Justin to drive him around was simple enough. There simply wasn’t too much he could walk to. Admittedly small towns were never as small as people thought. Just because the nearest Meijer was halfway across the county and you were likely to see people you knew there every time you went, it didn’t mean he knew everyone in town. Hell, his family were hardly the only Red Pandas in town even if a quarter of the overall residents were some kind of distant relative.

            It probably didn’t matter anyways. Nobody was thinking that deeply. Kathoey was shy, squirmy, nerdy, and just the right bit of flirty to get heads turning. Unlike Collin, Kathoey was a kinky girl with growing confidence and a body people actually wanted to see. Servers and waiters on break outside some of the restaurants that dotted the small town’s main street, high school boys looking to kill time outside skateboarding or gazing at their phones as they wandered the suburban back streets as they blended into the town's single major intersection. The blushing femboi girl was sure she even caught Mr. Jenson, the lawyer with his office sitting up over the antiques shop, gazing out of his window at the pretty young thing making her way back around her lap through town.

            Still it wasn’t nearly as much as he got in bigger towns nearby. In no small part because of how slapdash the town was laid out. Kathoey spent some time nabbing a few basic selfies in the park, leaning on playground equipment or sitting on the old memorial monument. She went into some of the smaller shops dotting the road. Places that barely broke even where the owner and sole employee felt comfortable enough to hoist a TV or computer in so as to bide their time between sporadic sales. She passed churches still swarming with elderly congregants lingering and socializing. Not her church, though the idea curled her lips a bit. The idea of showing off Mistress’ toy among so many people who would look down on even the smallest of Collin’s infractions trying to deal with a blue haired girly boy flirting with their young men and bringing up questions they desperately did not want to exist.

            By the time she got to the Hardings, she had lost the whole notion of Collin deep down somewhere tucked away out of sight. She shot bashful little smiles at the boys hanging around outside the side of the building using the few features and bits of store infrastructure to skate or show off youtube-taught parkour. They all stopped and cast a curious glance at the passing girl as she made her way into the store. One boy actually falling off of a two foot cement podium with his board landing firmly on top of him.

            Collin may have felt bad, but then Collin was the type who would have been mocked or beaten up by those boys. The only protection being the two seconds between Justin stepping in to act tough and fists knocking him down to join in the beat down, or the screams of their mothers to parents and teachers after the fact.

            Not now, though. Kathoey could feel the lust oozing off of the boys as she passed by without a care. She felt it still in a few of the people wandering around the supermarket. She shot a smile at one of the cashiers. Some stuck-up girl that had spent all of last year trying to spread bad rumors about Collin. The blue haired red panda smirked to herself seeing the frustration, jealousy, and perhaps even a bit of repressed interest all spreading over the bunny girls face.

            She began making her way up and down the air conditioned aisles with all of the brisk calm Collin didn’t have when out in public. The wah let her eyes dart back and forth between cheap produce not good enough for bigger grocery chains and the locals who were stuck working this close to home when school wasn’t on. They were all familiar faces. Drake, The second string quarterback from the football team last year. Mrs. Freeman, The still pert and clearly repressed mother of the freshman Collin had spent a week tutoring before she gave up and just started taking the kid to the learning center the next town over. Cindy, one of the band girls who kept wondering why he wouldn’t join band if they had the same music teacher after school.

            Kathoey started thinking. Thinking about that warm, thick jock cock being edged in her mouth as she slowly worked a finger into that tight rump. Thinking about Mrs. Freeman with her big tits out eating at Kathoey’s sissy pussy right there in the store, lapping and pleasing it where everyone could see. Thinking of that insufferable Cindy having to suck and lick and worship every drop of thick pent up gurl cum out of that caged clitty while the attention from the other two helped Kathoey work herself up enough to cum all over the dumb hamster girl’s mop of blonde hair.

            She thought of Mistress, there, in control of it all. Using Kathoey like a tool to get the wah her revenge, her satisfaction, her vindication from every goddamn harassment that Collin had endured in this horrible little town.

            So distracted was the wah that she barely even noticed the display of cookies going over as she rammed into them. Everything else snapped away from her mind with the crashing of metal and loud yelp from the aisle next to her.

            The face peeking around the corner was familiar. Very familiar, enough that Kathoey’s blood ran cold. The dark haired gecko girl looked right at her with a mass of panic and confusion. Her heavy combat boots struggled over the mess of cookie boxes and glanced the wah up and down. “Oh god are you ok? I didn’t see anyone there. Crap I must have bumped the thing sorry.”
            Esme. It was unmistakable. Of the two girls Hui hung out with Esme was the one who seemed most on the ball, and for that reason Kathoey ducked down quickly and started to gather boxes. She let the wig fall in front of her face and bit her lip. Esme was there. Esme saw her. Esme might know. Those facts kept dancing in the Wah’s head while the Persian girl heaped on one apology after the other. A copy of the Les Mis script nearby told Kathoey, told Collin, that the girl was probably distracted enough to think she really did cause this mess, and distracted enough not to notice the blue haired Wah. Not that it mattered much.

            “Listen, Again I’m really sorry. I just kinda spaced out there I guess and I’ve got a lot on my mind. I know that’s not much of an excuse but I know the shift manager here so just let me deal with it ok? You don’t have to… to… wait,” She paused, looking up. Kathoey could feel eyes on her now and shrank back a bit more “Hui?”
            “Who?” Collin felt his voice, the Kathoey voice, crack a bit. She pulled herself up and turned a bit, pulling her phone out of her pocket to look at it and then looking up at the exit. “Listen, I’m sorry but I really have to go.” She didn’t wait for an answer, a reply, anything. Kathoey simply darted her way out of the store and down the small cement ramp leading out to the parking lot. She didn’t stop until standing there, panting, hands on her knees, wig barely still in place and trembling hard.

            “Darn it. Stupid… Stupid stupid stupid!” Why did I think this was a good idea?” Collin roared the words and started marching through the parking lot back towards the sidewalk once more. A trip back to the tree fort and then back home would probably do her good. She might even be able to make her lessons for once. He. Collin had to remember to change before he tried going to his lessons. God only knew the hell that mistake would cause.

            Kathoey stomped and marched her way back along the parking lot, stopping only long enough to deliver one swift kick to a nearby shopping cart. She then watched in confusion, then horror, as the wheels of the cart settled on some inclined asphalt. It picked up speed and rattled around until finally its old metal wire frame bumped off of a pylon and ran a vicious little gouge though the paint of a jeep.

            The wah watched the owner of that vehicle getting out. A rather angry, and after a few moments familiar, looking rat woman at least six months into her pregnancy made her way along towards the girl and narrowed her eyes a moment. She scowled, snarled, then a small bit of recognition crossed her face, and she sighed. “Well now,” The woman muttered “I guess we meet again.”
--------------------

            She was dead. He was dead. It didn’t matter. The whole situation was going to be a nightmare.

            The woman he’d managed to hit with a cart seemed calm enough. At least he thought so. She didn’t call the cops or go in to complain to the manager. They had to have the whole incident recorded and she obviously could have. Instead the pair now sat in the little eatery connected to the store deli. The woman had insisted they go in to eat, and insisted Kathoey pay. Months ago this kind of blackmail probably would have driven Collin into a meltdown. But Collin wasn’t here, and Kathoey had gotten off being pushed into far worse, with nastier consequences involved.

            All things considered the rodent woman seemed sure she was letting the little ‘perp‘ off light. She stared mischievously at the panda the whole time. Her own tail swishing and thrashing on the floor until finally the presence of sandwich and salad rendered any unnerving thoughts in the back of her head momentarily quiet.

            “So then. I suppose the first question would be a simple one. Care to explain why you went and dinged my car up?”
            “Sorry, Ma’am. It was an accident,” Kathoey muttered.

            “Well I figured that much. I’m not so old I forgot what it’s like to be a teenager after all. The question is what had you so frazzled to begin with.”
            The wah was shocked. For a moment she looked at the older woman expecting the whole thing to be some kind of joke. When it wasn’t, she slumped her shoulders and shook her head meekly. “I don’t think you really want me to bore you with any of that, Ma’am. Just had a bit of a run in with someone who made me regret going out for a walk today. That’s all.”
            “Ah. I get it,” Naqi nodded “Ex girlfriend, then. Or ex boyfriend, maybe?” She snickered.

            “N-no! Nothing like that,” Kathoey yelped as she started in on her own sandwich nervously. “Just one of my sisters' friends, that’s all. She’s not bad but I really just didn’t want to see her right now.”
            Naqi puzzled for a bit, the wheels clearly turning in her head. She then paused and smiled a bit wider. “Oh, I see. Not exactly something your sister knows about then, little one?”
            The way the woman said the words made Kathoey twinge just a bit. She took an extra large bite of her meal just to buy her some time. The sharp tang of the Rubin was refreshing after everything she’d been through. Almost enough to forget just how devastated she was at the moment.

            The kangaroo rat whipped her fuzzy tipped tail and leaned in until she could look Kathoey in the eye. One ear perking up while the other drooped under the weight of a half dozen rings and studs. “Look, I don’t know what you have going on, kid. But I’ve been in the lifestyle long enough to spot what you’re going though. And frankly, it hasn’t even been that long for me. Not seriously anyways.” Naqi tugged on her collar and then leaned to the side eyeing Kathoey’s neck. “I can at least guess at some of what’s bugging you. Especially if your kid sister might find out.”
            “She already knows,” Kathoey finally blurted. “I mean, not fully. She knows some of it. I don’t think she knows I’m into anything actually kinky. I know she doesn’t know about Mistress yet.” The wah blushed furiously just mentioning her, head swimming as it tried to pick apart just what her owner would say to all of this. “But she’s got her master, and she’s got her collar, and she’d probably understand like… seventy percent of this whole thing if I had to tell her.”
            “You just don’t want to tell her,” Naqi nodded. “Nah, I get it. It’s easy to run from yourself. Really easy. God knows I spent years doing it. At least a decade really. Running from myself, from everything. Took my best friend giving me some hard truths I didn’t want before I finally realized just how bad I’d fucked things up by running from myself. How much I missed just from being afraid.”
            “Well that was nice of her,” Kathoey said.

            “Him,” Naqi corrected. She tilted her chin up to once again show the collar around her neck and shot a proud smile full of sage wisdom and a bit of mayo on the corners of her muzzle. “Once I realized what I wanted in life, it was easy enough to get it for me. I’m just lucky that way I guess. But the trick was to admit it to myself. I mean, I’m not saying everything is super easy all the time. But, well, let me put it this way. My hubby builds things. He makes things. Always has. Even when we were kids and he took my bike apart to try and make it better.” She put a hand on her tummy and sighed “We’re buying our daughter’s first bike, by the way.” Naqi looked back up and smirked “But the thing about making something is you need plans. You need to know where you’re going and have some idea what steps to take. Even if it’s a ton of work getting there, it’s still easier in a way to do so if you have the plans because you don’t feel like you’re wasting your time.”
            Kathoey popped open her own bottle of Clearly Canadian, then reached over to open the pregnant woman’s one as well. She leaned back and sipped on her drink while the words spun around in her head. “That’s a really ‘mom’ thing of you to say, ma’am,” Katheoy finally chuckled.

            “Well thank god for that,” Naqi sighed “means I don’t have to sit the squirt in front of the tablet all day. Also you can drop the Ma’am thing. I’m not the one collaring you. It’s Naqi. Or Mrs. Lockhart if you’re that uncomfortable with first names.”
            The mood instantly soured. Kathoey sighed and looked up at the woman, lifting her neck a bit. “I don’t have a collar, Mrs. Lockhart.” the words twisted out of her muzzle in something far too close to a growl.

            “Well not right now, yeah,” Naqi blinked at the tone and leaned back in her chair “I… am guessing this is a sore spot? You mentioned a Mistress, so I guess I simply assumed.”
            The words hit hard and deep. Deep enough that it was a struggle to shake them, no matter how well intentioned they may be. The shell of confidence that was Kathoey had cracked rather firmly at this point. Collin looked at the woman across from him as she popped open her salad and picked it apart. She carefully picked out each grape tomato and tossed it into the small container she’d used to dump out her dressing a moment ago.

            “You know there are some salads without those in them if you wanted, Ma’am,” Collin was quick to add that in. He already felt rude noting something that obvious. Worse still at the bemused look she gave him in response. He sank back into his seat and bit down into his Reuben sandwich. The sharp sting of sauerkraut nipping at the back of his sinuses.

            “Eh, Master likes them,” Naqi shrugged as she went about stirring the thousand island into the less than flawless looking lettuce, dumping the parmesan flakes on top and taking a big muzzle full of the salad with a satisfied grin.

            Collin cast his eyes to the grocery store entrance behind them. “They sell cherry tomatoes in there too,” He noted, then winced at the fact that he’d actually said something that stupid, and rude.

            The pregnant rodent sighed and tussed the hat holding the Kathoey wig on just a bit. Her own hair falling haphazardly in front of her eyes.

            “So, you call him Master like, out in public? In the open and stuff?” Collin muttered softly, taking another slight nibble of his sandwich.

            “Shouldn’t I?” Mrs. Lockhart shrugged. “Not to everyone, granted. But you certainly seem to have some idea of the lifestyle. Enough to go out flirting with the boys around town. Or at the game shop. Or getting them to buy you treats at the Steak n Shake.”
            “You saw that?” The boy gulped hard.

            “You and your little friend stick out. Even if he doesn’t seem as eager to flirt as you do. Where is he anyways?”
            “Repaying a debt.” Truth be told Collin felt a bit jealous as he admitted that. He tried to tell himself Mistress wasn’t going to cross the line and fuck him. Hell she’d probably be hard as a rock when he got home. Got to her house. Collin cursed the slip and shoved a big bite of sandwich into his muzzle so as to cut off any possible way to politely talk. It worked, but it didn’t stop the woman’s eyes from burrowing into him as he struggled to break down his bready, meaty buffer.

            Mrs. Lockhart twitched an ear and twisted open her bottle of Clearly Canadian, offering it to Collin before downing a third of the contents herself. Slamming the glass bottle down on the table with all the fury of a rowdy bar patron. “So I think we’ve established a few things here. That I’m owned. That you know I’m owned, and hell that you know what that means here in a town this small. I can also presume at least one of the ‘girls’ I see you around whenever I catch you out is much like you, right Kathy?”
            “Kathoey,” Collin corrected through a muzzle of food.

            “Bit on the nose, isn’t it?” the woman winced. “I’m also going to presume you’re not a minor. Though I think before I give you any real advice you should be showing me some ID so I can be sure. Probably good anyways considering what you did to my car.” A paw on Collin’s shoulder stopped him from pulling his wallet out of a jacket pocket. The woman’s eyes were more soft and playful than anything as she reached up to pat his cheek. “Later. It’s not like Master and I plan to take this payment out on your ass anyways, Kathoey. Cute as you are, that's not quite our style. Besides There’s no way a fucking beach ball like me could really enjoy it before getting this little brat out. Even if she is tweaking my hormones all out of whack.”
            “I should probably warn you, Ma’am,” Collin muttered “Mom won’t really let me get a job. I don’t think she’d let me do any yard work or anything either. I mean I think my parents would be willing to make restitution. I just don’t’ think she’s going to go for any sort of ‘lesson’ being taught. I have too many of them already.”
            Mrs. Lockhart smirked at that. “How many of those lessons you skipping out on now?” She chuckled. Her tufted tail whipping with a small note of bemused sadism at the reaction. “I told you don’t worry about it. Accidents happen, the husbando and I will talk with your folks and tell them their son went to get some food and a normal every day mistake with a shopping cart happened. Simple as that. Well, on one condition, that is.”
            Much to his own shock Collin caught himself chuckling. A catch. There was always a catch. Had to be a catch. Sure he shouldn’t complain. The last time he got put on the hook he became Mistress’ toy. Her plaything. Something the wah never knew he needed before that moment. If anything the mere idea of whatever this woman had planned should have him excited beyond all reason. Instead he simply felt tired. Very tired, and a bit worn.

            “Well if it’s anything too bad I’d probably have to ask my Mistress,” he stated. The words cut off by the kangaroo rat reaching over the table and flicking Collin right between the eyes.

            “Will you get your head out of the gutter, Kathoey?” She sighed. “look all I want is to ask a simple question. I’m not going to make you sit under my preggy lil twat and fight for air or anything like that, so quit begging.”
            “I’m not…” Collin whimpered before slumping back in his seat. Even if the woman was just teasing him, and she probably was, the blush covering his face as the idea slipped into the teens mind was too much to take. “ok well, I can probably answer. What did you want to ask me?”
            She forked most of the remaining salad, capped with the single cucumber slice that had been tucked in at the corner of her plastic bowl. Naqi waved it like a conductor's wand right into the boy’s face and leaned in, jaw resting on her free paw with elbow firmly on the table. “Simple. Just let me know why you’re so pissed off.”
            “I’m sorry?” Collin blinked.

            “Look, Kay. Can I call you Kay? Do you like boys?”
            “They can be kinda cute…” Collin muttered noncommittally

            “Do you ‘Like’ them?” Naqi repeated “Like, if a nice boy said he’d put a collar around your neck, would you be happy? Would you accept?”
            “I’m… I don’t…” he whined.

            “Would you have a boyfriend if your Mistress let you?” Naqi continued.

            “She already has Justine.” Collin muttered.

            “Do you even want one of these boys to kiss you?” The woman pushed, her eyes turning a bit stern now.

            Collin slapped his paws over his hat and whimpered loudly “I don’t understand. What are you asking me this for? What difference does it make?”
            “It makes all the difference. You have a cute girl dressing up and wandering around some backwards ass little town. Smiling at the boys and being a serious tease. You’re acting like this is all fun and games and yet you’re clearly pissed off enough to go shoving around shopping carts in the parking lot. It seems to me like you’re looking to get noticed, and I’m wondering if that’s the plan.” She shoved the salad into her mouth and shot the boy a self-satisfied grin.

            “What am I supposed to say?” He finally responded. Collin’s carefully curated Kathoey falsetto slipped as he gazed down at the table. His whole body shaking a bit “That I finally feel good? That I’ve spent so long watching my best friend barely escape life as a ‘mistaken for a school shooter’ incel by creeping on my little sister? That my little sister is a twisted, fucked up obsessive romantic who borders on the girl from Yandere simulator? That the both of them are a co-dependant wreck barely held together by how broken they are even though none of us have the right to be broken, and it’s fucking exhausting playing the third wheel all the time?”
            He raised himself up and leaned on the table, looking at the older woman as if she was at fault for the whole situation. “Or maybe I should talk about how Mistress probably sees me as just a little bit of fresh high schooler meat to play with. Go into the fact that the same creepy-couple weirdoes I’ve spent my life trusting as the closest people to me managed to see her take his collar from a fucking hot topic before Mistress even considered it with someone who’s been painfully loyal to her? Sure I haven’t been around her that long. But on the other hand I never tried to cunt-punt a girl for literally existing within arms reach of her. Which, as an aside? Apparently feels the exact same as a nut shot when all this shit is said and done.“
            He slumped back down into his chair. Deep down the wah knew he was in the wrong. But at this point he simply didn’t care. He crossed his arms and watched the patient woman fully expecting her to lash back at him any moment. “So now all I can do is sit there and think about how much I want Justine to give in and join me in serving her because it’s the one really good distraction from the fact that my neck is still bare and I feel like everything going on is just a really bad Hentai Doujin going the wrong way. I mean I’m already fucked when my parents figure out that lazy little Chen isn’t going to his lessons like he’s supposed to and doesn’t have a major locked down even though he’s had years to think of one and college is coming up fast. But god forbid I be happy and actually go out to feel some cute boys eyeing me. Which is the only thing I can do because Mistress is too busy toying with a fucking spoiled ass otter who can’t even admit he wants to get bent over and railed because he thinks it makes him less of a ‘dom’ to my little sister. Is that what I’m supposed to say? Because there, I’ve said it. Happy now?”
            Naqi chewed slowly. Indeed it took her a while to realize she could finally swallow the food. When she did, she simply sighed and eyed Kathoey curiously. “Jesus Christ, I just kinda figured this was like, trying to get your girlfriend worked up or something kid… Wow.”
            Collin sighed and slumped back down in his seat. He rolled his shoulders, Kathoey well and truly buried back in him. “I’m sorry. Look, I got lessons soonish. If you want to talk with my parents about it I’m sure they’d be willing to discuss something. Maybe make me work it off somehow, or just like ground me until I graduate,” He laughed.

            “For what, a scratch on an old jeep? Girl, it’s a Jeep. What do you think happens to Jeeps,” Naqi smirked and stifled a chuckle. “Granted next time you damage someone’s property they might not end up being so nice, so I’d say maybe don’t go around thrashing like a confused pokemon every time you’re upset. Especially since it sounds like you’re really upset. Are you really sure this is all about your sister and her Sir?”
            “Well, they are the ones being dramatic and insufferable,” He muttered.

            “That’s not what I asked,” Naqi sighed “You’re pissed. People don’t cause random property damage unless they are really pissed.”
            “What if they’re doing something stupid?” Collin chirped. “or just really clumsy?”
            “For the sake of this discussion, they don’t unless they are really pissed,” Naqi said firmly. The rodent now eyeing the wah firmly. “Now I don’t know the whole situation. I could probably hazard a lot of guesses but frankly I don’t have any intention of prying into your personal life. But I will say that you can’t fix a relationship if you’re pissed. Not really. Now don’t get me wrong, being pissed can be ok motivation now and then. But that motivation is just going to end with you fighting whoever it is you’re trying to love.”
            Naqi downed the remainder of her bottle of pop in one hard swig and slammed it on the table, staring the red panda straight in the eye. “And if you do love her, this ‘Mistress’ you mentioned, then you need to figure out your shit. Not just with some grand gesture either. None of that rom-com crap. Kathoey needs to figure out what’s best for Kathoey. She needs to figure her shit out and be comfortable in her own skin. And, correct me if I’m wrong, a girl who has a meltdown over her little sister and laments not having a collar to a total stranger isn’t a girl who’s content with the current state of events, right?”
            The wah went quiet. Collin looked down at his sandwich and bit his lip. He didn’t say anything, just slumping his shoulders while the woman went back to her food. Finally she stood, pulling out a pen and writing a number down on a napkin. “Look, kid. I’m not going to make you talk about it. Whatever you have going on it’s your business not mine. But if you ever need to talk…”
            Collin took the number, looked at it, and shoved it in his pocket. He nodded softly and pulled himself up and slipped the Styrofoam clamshell shut. “Thanks,” He sighed.

            The pregnant woman sighed and turned back to her food “You wanna thank me, just try to get your shit together, kid. I think you know what you want. I just hope you can figure out how to get it. Don’t fuck yourself over hoping someone else figures it out for you. Even if you get lucky someday. Even if you’re lucky enough for prince charming to take charge, you’ll regret the years you waste until he does.”
Chapter 19:

            Even with a car, Justin always found it nice that the woods were an open path around much of the suburbs. Steep hills and drained swampland that saw little use outside of the few kids and teens with enough time to really appreciate it, and the older furs who still came out to mushroom hunt when the season was right.

            The otter picked his way though less familiar leaf-covered trails and between thickets of thorny bushes up into a backyard that still felt thankfully unfamiliar to him. A simple suburban house not terribly unlike his own, missing only the dugout access to a glass slider in the basement like the one his parents had and instead sporting a high porch on which sat a familiar wolverine woman.

            Justin popped his collar up and slumped back into his coat, making his way up quickly as if that might help him avoid the woman’s gaze for a bit longer. His heart was already sinking when he felt familiar green orbs landing on him with all of the venom they held during every high school gym class he’d ever had.

            “And here I figured you weren’t gonna show.” It was hard to tell if the lilt in Tab’s voice was bemusement or contempt. The woman watched him from the porch with beer in hand. Her eyes stayed glued on him as he crossed the yard. The gym shirt and whistle replaced with gang leathers and a tattered shirt that somehow peeled a decade from the wolverine woman.

            Justin was only partially aware of himself as he strode across the lawn and up the side stairs to the back of the porch. He didn’t say anything, the boy instead walking into the house and into the hallway. Far enough from any prying eyes. Far enough to avoid feeling like the whole world might see. Far enough that he momentarily escaped Tabs’ vision.

            The wolverine came in soon after. The heavy thud of footfalls and the slam of a glass beer bottle on the counter punctuating her approach. She walked up to the boy, then cast her eyes down at the dirty boot prints now dug into the carpet and sighed. “Seriously? Jesus fuck it’s like you want to get punished. Ok, take your damn boots off, then strip.”
            Justin bore his teeth regardless of the ache still throbbing though his muzzle from the hairline fracture. He leaned in, eyeing her. Then he sank back. The boots came off in short order, tossed into the nearby hallway bathroom where they wouldn’t dirty more carpets.  Then the same with his coat, and his shirt. He felt the teacher’s eyes on his sleek, slender otter body. The soft brown fur. The shape lacking both muscle definition and an over-abundance of fat.

            Hui had teased him about it before. Calling him a ‘bishie snacc’. The word was almost entirely there for the cringe value. Yet as the woman scanned over him Justin couldn’t help but feel her eyes drink him in. Worse, he felt his heart begin to race. An unwanted rush of blood as the woman before him began to look him over like a mere object.

            “You still need to lose the pants. My little bitch doesn’t get to wear pants, does she?” Tabs muttered playfully. Her meaty paw reached into the waistline of his jeans and gave a rough tug. The fact that her warm paw skimmed against the hard shell of his chastity cage drew a very unwanted moan.

            “Cute,” She snickered. “But the pants still come off. Like I said before, you’re my property, little boy. Until I say otherwise. That cage on your cock makes you mine, and if you want auntie to teach you then little Justine, and Justin, need to behave.”
            “F-fine…” Justin muttered as he reached for his fly. The woman tugged hard on his jeans and pushed his face up with her other paw looking him in the eye.

            “Fine? That’s not very polite, is it?” She growled.

            “Yes… auntie…” Justin bit his lip as he said it. The words were horrible. Degrading. He hated himself for saying it rather than taking a swing at her. So why was his heart beating so hard? So fast? Why was she looking at his face that way? Why was it so hard to meet her gaze head on?

            Tabs stood back from him and watched the functionally unsexy stripping. The otter now shivered in place with nothing but his cage to hide his shame. He felt her paws move now to his arms and pushed them behind his back. She guided him to clasp his right wrist in his left paw while his shoulders moved back just enough to rustle the still sore skin from where he’d gotten his ink.

            “There now. Whenever I tell you to strip, this is how I want you looking, my little bitch boy. Every. Fucking. Time. You got that?” Tabs leaned on the wall and cocked her head to the side. Just her gaze was enough to push any thoughts of moving out of Justin’s mind. He could feel her eyes on him. Feel her drinking him up. It was horrific, and exciting, and confusing. He pushed his knees together and swallowed hard, finally daring to look up at the woman after what seemed like half an hour of squirming under her hunger gaze.

            “S-so… what now?” Justin muttered.

            “Now? Did I say anything else was going to happen yet, slut?” Tabs smirked. “I think you look sexy. You are my property. I want to ogle you like some god damn pinup in a dirty mag. What the fuck do you think you’re going to say about it?”
            There were a thousand responses Justin knew he should snap out at her in response. Ten thousand ways he could correct that horrific, shameful comment. Yet he didn’t. He instead simply slumped back and shifted to the balls of his feet with his tail dragging nervously against the carpet. The prison of her gaze and her command holding him as tight as any chains.

            When Tabs finally did move it was still slow and carefree. One large paw made its way down to his rump and squeezed roughly at the flesh and fur. The sharp, girly moan she drew seemed to please the woman quite a bit and she continued to molest the boy while tracing a paw over her own bulge, chuckling gently to herself. “I could fuck you, you know,” Tabs whispered “Take that cute lil anal virginity. I mean I’m guessing I already kinda did with your muzzle. I could take this long, thick, hard cock and push it into your cute little ass. No wig, no skirt, no ‘Justine’ to protect you from reality. You know that, don’t you? That you’re not a person. Right now you’re just a pretty little sex doll, and auntie can play with you however she wants.”
            Justin was sure he could smell that thick herm dick again. He prayed to god that it was only sense memory, and told himself it was an unwanted one. He also felt his cheeks burning now. With inescapable moans and helpless squirming while he tried to avoid the weight of her gaze upon him.

            “I heard Auntie’s little faggotbois made out the other day,” She cooed softly. “Was Kathoey as good as her sister?  Oh, but it wasn’t Kathoey, was it? You kissed Collin… didn’t you?”
            “He kissed me,” Justin muttered in meek protest.

            “That doesn’t answer my question bitch,” Tabs snapped. “Was it good? Was it hot? Did you like it? Did it make you wish that cage wasn’t there?”
            The two froze in place once more, save for Justin’s helpless fidgeting. More and more his heart told him to push her away. It screamed to shove her off and run. To do something so that he could avoid her horrible attention. Yet he felt so trapped, so powerless… and it wasn’t the bad feeling he wished to god it could be.

            “Yeah,” Justin muttered finally.

            “Yeah what?” Tabs snarled playfully.

            “He was… yummy,” The boy whimpered in shock at his own choice of words. “It was nice. N-not nicer than my Hui.”
            “But close,” Tabs teased. She finally let him go and paced around him. She pulled Justin in close so that he'd feel the bulge pressing against him. Grinding even though the tough denim material she wore. “I own you, fag boy,” Tabs murred into his ear “I have this key, that means you’re my property. My sex doll. My personal little toy to do with as I wish. You feel what I say, and your sexuality is whatever the fuck I want it to be. That makes you a dirty little bi boi, doesn’t it?”
            “Hold on just a sec-” he was cut off by a paw around his throat. It gripped just hard enough to punctuate the woman’s absolute control of the situation. Her thumb pressing in firmly while her hand forced his face up to look her in the eye. “I decide your sexuality, bitch boy. Just like you decide for your little action figure cuckold. A toy wants to be controlled, to be owned. A real slave wants to feel what it’s like to have someone taking away all those rights they don’t really want. You’re already thinking about it aren’t you? Thinking about your bitch girl making out with another little lezzy cunt for you? Thinking about kissing pretty little Kathoey again? Thinking of kissing Collin?”
            This time he did struggle. Justin twitched hard and pulled against his teacher only for her to keep him firmly in place with nothing more than the grip on his neck and a low teasing growl. The anger in her eyes was merely a mask for her amusement that he’d dare try to slip away when they both knew how pointless that was.

            “You’re going to kiss him again, next time you get a chance. Not because you want to,” Tabs licked along the rim of the otters ear and leaned in, whispering “Though I know you do.” She then forced his eyes back up to look at her and smirked “You’re going to do it because Mistress, because Auntie, says it’s going to happen. Because a submissive little bitch wants to follow orders. It wants to be a real slave. Not just some pretend game.”
            So many things flooded Justin’s mind. He thought of Hui, collared and bound. His pretty little love kissing one of her friends oh so hard. The two of them with locked collars. Squirming and thrashing against each other with both fixated on the idea of pleasing him. Of making him happy.

            The thoughts went off on their own, cycling though a few other girls he thought were cute around school. The girl from math and science camp a few years back. A couple of the girls who hung around the game shop. Kathoey. Collin. The last thought snapped him back in his addled mind. The poor otter moaning as he thought of the kiss before. Thought of them doing it again, with Tabs watching. Feeling helpless and powerless. Nothing but toys to amuse her. Dolls. Wrong feelings he shouldn’t have blossoming in his chest as he shut his eyes tight and let out a hard squeal.

            A finger pushed against Justin’s lips. Somewhere, in the back of his mind, the otter boy was mildly aware that the same finger had run along the length of his cage only moments ago. Still the strange feelings and thoughts swirling in his head took away any resistance as the digit slipped in and his tongue lulled clumsily around in small circles.

            “Good boy. Good little fag bitch,” Tabs giggled as she finally let him go and took a step back. Her finger was the last thing to pull free now slicked with his saliva. “You still have so much to learn. It’s actually kind of cute. Poor little Justine trying to be a tough boy.” The woman caressed his muzzle gently and pulled him in close, kissing him softly and sweetly. The Heavy, musky woman weighed down on him just a touch as she held him to her body possessively drawing out squeals and whines. Her tongue lapping and lulling around in his sore muzzle until she was good and ready to stop.

            “God you’re so cute like that… So tell me boy has Justin learned a good little lesson for today?” Tabs smiled.

            “Yes, Auntie.” He hadn’t. The boy knew what he had to say, and he knew that was the only chance he had to be done for the day. Even if he was now far more aroused than he wished. His head was swimming. Rage and frustration and shameful amounts of pleasure all rendering him helplessly inert and immobile before the wicked dominant.

            “Now then, go get dressed, Justine. Auntie has more lessons for you today. Oh, and don’t worry. I was just teasing about you and Collin.” She giggled. The shimmer in her bright blue eyes cast deep shades of doubt on that.

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

            Justin slumped on the hood of his old Corvette, his jacket laid out to help pad from the heat so that he and Hui could sit in something resembling comfort. Two big baskets, onion rings and motz sticks, sat on the hood between the two along with a pair of shakes.

            “Lessons go ok?” The boy muttered as he glanced at the cute girl crouched on her tiptoes on the hood of his car. Once upon a time Justin had found his girlfriend’s attempts to copy the mannerisms of whatever video game characters she had attached herself to a bit puzzling. An odd thought in hindsight from the boy who literally hung the front half of his body off of the bed to play 3DS while his legs stayed on it. It was cute, granted. Seeing her scrunched up like Futaba. Everything she did was cute to him. A fact that only made it worse as he found himself wondering how much of it was ’for’ him.

            “Yeah,” Hui nodded. The Sonic drive thru sat at the edge of a small hill leading down to the main road. Hui watched the cars and nibbled distractedly on the same onion ring she’d snagged up nearly twenty minutes ago. She shot Justin a look over the rims of her glasses and flopped back down on her butt before springing up and struggling her way onto the relative cool of his jacket.

            “Jeeze, careful,” Justin blinked, already trying to shove more jacket under his girlfriend.

            “Ow. Why don’t you and your dad paint this thing already?” Hui whimpered. Unlike the pitted old metallic blue that covered most of the Corvette, the hood and right door were still a mat black having been pulled from a junkyard back when his dad was helping him fix the thing up.

            Justin curiously put a finger tip to the shiny blue paint and shook his head. It wasn’t much cooler after the car spent all day in the sun. Not that he felt like correcting her.

            Hui finally finished her onion ring and pulled another up to her muzzle. Then stopped, then turned to Justin with a long and very drawn out sigh. “It was a lesson,” She shrugged “I’m trying to cover for Chen, but I think Mama already suspects he’s skipping.”
            “Yeah, well, she’s already pissed at me for getting into a fight at the game shop. Three to one, Collin knows how thin the ice is and just doesn’t give a fuck at this point,” Justin sighed. “He shoulda just done like me and drop-kicked one of the bigger kids first day of boy scouts. Maybe then they’d just let him figure things out now instead of trying to rack up bullet points on the college application.”
            “You got grounded for a month after that,” Hui noted harshly

            “Yeah, yeah I did,” Justin laughed “Was still worth it. Besides, bastard pissed me off. Kept telling me how he could beat me up. Talking about all the martial arts crap he did…”
            “He did beat you up,” Hui whimpered “I mean… sorry Master. I don’t mean to-” a rough kiss cut Hui off mid sentence. The otter boy pulled her in close and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. The strong, enveloping embrace quickly rendered the wah girl limp and caused her to melt against him, her ears folding back.

            “You’re right,” Justin sighed as the kiss finally broke. “I was the asshole there. He was just being a dumb kid. I don’t know why it’s just so hard to think about shit before it gets to that point.” Justin fell back against the hot car hood and then quickly shifted to keep as much of the coat between him and the material as possible. He looked up at the sky and popped a motz stick in his mouth crunching on the battered mozzarella with his back teeth and letting the cheese ooze out. “I can talk to him if you want, Hui. I just don’t think he cares what I have to say right now. Not like I have any place to say anything anyways. Honestly out of the three of us you’re the only one not turning into a slow burn dumpster fire right now, sweetheart.”
            Hui slipped her paw into his and rocked up on the balls of her sneakers. She cast her eyes down on the asphalt and squeezed his paw as hard as she could. “So you‘re not mad at me?” Hui muttered the words more to herself than him. The old Corvette hood groaned and creaked under her odd and precarious perch while her tail swept lazily along the mismatched black sprayed panel.

            “The fuck would I be mad at you?” Justin felt his heart sinking. A cold shock of fear he was utterly unused to thanks to his stubborn stupidity and pigheadedness. She was the one with the right to be mad. She was the one who should hate him. Especially for what he was doing. Especially now. If it weren’t for the risk of his world shattering He’d tell her. Confess everything. At least that’s what Justin kept telling himself.

            “Because I’m just some creepy stalker girl after all. Because maybe I don’t see you as a person. Maybe I just see you as a big bundle of tropes and fetishes. The cool older boy who likes all my stupid dorky stuff and doesn’t think my fucked up fantasies and my cosplay obsession are annoying. Any kind of ‘unicorn’ argument went right out the freaking window when you decided you were cheating on me and that I couldn’t just come talk to you about it. I’m fucked up, Justin. I know that. Full on Ophelia here. Or I guess Toko. Except Toko Fukawa is actually kind of cute about it.”
            “You don’t worry that’s all I see in you?” The words were surprising even as they slipped from his muzzle. God only knew how many times Justin thought about it. Worried about it. How deep down he hated himself for seeing so many things he liked or wanted in her. Hated his own pathetic wannabe-dom ass even more because of how many he might have dragged her into. He bit back on saying more and instead cast his gaze down at the worn asphalt digging his boot heel into the small pebbles while trying to keep the rising temper from his face.

            “Sometimes,” Hui admitted it far more readily than Justin wished. “I wonder a lot of things. Mama keeps saying high school romance doesn’t last. I don't think she dislikes you. I mean, probably not. If she did we wouldn’t get to be here now.” Hui pulled her jacket closer around her shoulders and sighed “Sometimes I lay in bed at night and try to imagine this whole thing is like one of those dating sims streamers always play. You know, where everything is silly and uncomplicated. Where you know you’ll get the good ending if you just pick the right choices.” The wah let herself lean on Justin’s shoulder, to the point where she nearly collapsed off of the car hood and onto the pavement as her sneaker tips struggled to keep traction. She shut her eyes and curled her tail around herself hugging the near empty shake cup to her chest.  Silence and the rush of cars from the nearby thruway hovered in the space between them for what seemed like an eternity.

            It wasn’t really clear why Justin’s hand moved. The impulsive otter boy found himself shocked at least as much as the beautiful girl next to him as he guided her face up to look at him. The two looked into each other's eyes. He watched the blush spreading on her face. Somewhere deep down he could feel her heart thumping faster. Watch a thousand little signs of bashful joy on her face. Things he longed to drink in and savor forever more than anything else.

            “I like that you’re broken. Broken like me, Maybe that makes me a fool.” The words were gawky and off-key. The lyrics came steadily with conviction and left his muzzle with the shape of a terrible, drunk karaoke night. “I like that you’re lonely, lonely like me. I could be lonely with you.”
Chapter 20:
            After a full morning of failed fun coupled with a long lecture from a well meaning mouse woman, Collin had figured his day couldn’t get much worse. He’d spent the rest of his morning dutifully going to his flute lessons so he could get screamed at by his teacher, coming home to deal with a pile of English homework and generally falling back into the worthless moron of a good son that he had been for nearly two decades.

            Now here he was on the couch. All thoughts of any relaxation he may get driven out by the stack of college brochures his mother insisted he go over. Until a few months ago he’d have tossed out any that weren’t out of the whole damn state. Things like UCLA would provide him some distance at least. Ensure that if he fucked up he didn’t have his parents bearing down on him or outlining in excruciating detail every aspect of his clear mistakes that set him up for this latest painful failure.

            Now, though? Now it was just hard to say. Now he had to think about other factors. Now it wasn’t just Collin, but Kathoey he had to consider. He closed his eyes trying to put the fresh faced and bright eyed girl wandering around the campuses for the University of Michigan or University of Wisconsin. Minnesota state. Kalamazoo college. He even tried to imagine her in some of the more puritanical schools his mother had added to the list. Collin couldn’t help but snicker as he imagined all of the sheltered prudes drooling over the flat lil sissy rump and big swishy tail of some ‘blue haired liberal freak’. All of them trying to deny how badly they wanted her, boys and girls.

            It was a stupid idea. Wasting thousands of dollars and god knew how many hours just to cheese off some people who had objectively done nothing to him. It was a fun one though. The most fun he’d had in a tire fire of a day. More fun than considering the fact that he’d have to find something close to home after all, something that would let him stay near Mistress. Some way to still be with her.

            The front door popped open and the small shell of peace built up around the wah came crashing down. He arched his back to see who had won the race to get home and slumped back down noticing it was only Hui. His younger sister kicked off her shoes and walked into the living room with a heavy duffle bag over one shoulder.

            Collin felt a small twitch in his gut. The bug out bag. Something he’d set up a couple weeks back. A hidden duffel bag with his Kathoey accessories and enough stuff to make his way to Mistress if he needed to leave. He’d set it up after some discord conversation drifted somehow into the idea of how to escape bad situations. His situation wasn’t bad. Not really, especially not when compared to what some of the people had talked about in their own past. He still made the bag, just to say he could. To say he had it if he really wanted to.

            It wasn’t until Hui sat down on his legs and plopped the bag where he could get a good look that the knot in his gut alleviated. It wasn’t his. It wasn’t nearly full enough. Just another of the half dozen orange camping duffels that his dad had bought and which Hui had chosen to repurpose since dad never got to go out camping anymore.

            “You’re home late,” Colin shrugged “No homework today I take it?”
            “Actually I was out dealing with homework,” Hui giggled. She began bouncing on his legs until finally Collin pulled them out from under her and sat himself up on the couch.

            Colin tossed the pamphlet in his paw on the coffee table and looked over the bag, glancing back up at his sister. “Homework with a duffle bag and going out all night? If I didn’t know better I’d call bull.”
            “Oh yeah? And what ‘better’ do you know?” Hui snickered. She tried to hide her blush, though it didn’t do much as she clearly understood the implication.

            “Nevermind,” Collin sighed “You’ll have to forgive me but I’d rather not get into this kind of banter with my own sister. My day already sucks. Sucked pretty much since church got out.”
            “So it sucked all day,” Hui shrugged “Well I wish I’d have known. I’d have invited you to hang out with us while we did the project. With Master busy doing stuff it would have been nice having someone there to crack jokes and hang out.”
            He opened his muzzle to chide her only to fall silent. It wasn’t worth it. Hearing her call Justin ‘Master’ was grating. Seeing her so starry-eyed and carefree was grating. Anything he said was just going to make Collin the asshole and he knew it. Instead he made his way into the kitchen to grab a can of coke while Hui started to fiddle on her phone.

            “Well I hope you at least realize Becky isn’t the girl I’m interested in, right? Meaning you’ll stop trying to set us up.” He wandered back towards Hui and set a second can of coke in front of her, leaning over to see what was popping up on her phone.

            “Nope,” Hui chirped “Even if I know it’s not happening I gotta do right by my friend and help her crush on you. Besides, playing matchmaker is fun.” She gave him a grin that made it impossible to tell how much if anything she was saying might be true. Hui blinked and bounced, finally finding whatever it was she was looking for and holding the phone up towards Collin. Familiar music beginning to play as a camera swept slowly along a lush open field.

            The next four minutes of video were… odd. Collin watched his sister dressed in one of her cosplay outfits, the one of the glasses girl from Dangenronpa, wandering through the field and brushing her fingers over the flowers as she lip-synched along with the music. The words ‘Nightwish: Forever yours’ placed on the opening seconds in some overly elaborate script that simply smacked of pretension.

            It wasn’t a spectacular video. The outfit looked silly on Hui and her synch was off. He noticed all the jerky bumps of the camera and the odd misplaced shots. The whole thing looked like an attempt to copy those random video game based live action videos violinists or others would do in the wilderness though on a much smaller and cheaper scale.

            “Well… that was a thing,” Collin blinked.

            “I know right?” Hui yelped. “And she got it all edited this evening. We finished up at about four and Master came to pick me up. Becky drove right back home and started cutting this all up. Pretty cool, huh? It’s already got over a hundred hits.”
            “Wait, you’re on Youtube? For this?” Collin squinted at his sister’s phone as the shot panned out revealing the large scope of the idyllic field she wandered through in time with the somber music.

            “Yeah, I guess. Pretty neat, huh? I tried to talk Ma- Justin into driving us out but he had to do something today. So Becky borrowed the car from her mom and we drove up a few exits where all the rich people bought fields to let them grow wild and pretend they are helping the environment. She got all these shots with her drone, too. Can you believe it? No way she doesn’t get into film school with stuff like this.”
            “Film school, huh?” Collin scoffed. “So she’s already got what she wants figured out?”
            “Good film schools are super competitive. Becky said she spent a week straight watching old eighties music videos on Youtube trying to figure out what she liked so much about them. I told her I’d ask mom for help going over her applications like she’s doing for us. You don’t think Mama will mind, do you Chen? Chen?”
            “What the fuck,” Collin growled. His paws curled into fists and his ears folded back. He glanced up to his younger sibling. Fear and confusion bloomed on her face. He drank it in and took a small step forward.

            “When the fuck did you have time to do any of this? When do you get time to sew this stuff? How do you have the time to sit around with your friends and plan this stuff out? And play the video games it ties to? And watch the anime? And go on fucking dates!”
            “C-Chen… you‘re scaring me,” Hui whimpered. She took a step back and watched as her big brother took a much larger one forwards. His tail bristling and eyes wide.

            “No, Hui. I wanna know. I haven‘t gotten to update a proper army for eight edition 40K and already I‘ve seen people claiming ninth might come out next year. My deck’s still using crap from the last Ravnica block. Not that it matters because I can‘t go to FNM anymore thanks to your idiot boyfriend trying to pick a fight with some college linebacker. It‘s all study and lessons and ‘work your ass off because that‘s what we had to do in the old country’ and god forbid we realize that maybe the crushing authoritarianism and cultural stagnation of semi-rural China aren‘t exactly the healthiest things in the world.”
            “What are you talking about?” Hui finally found her footing and took a half step back towards him. “Since when have our parents ever talked about the old country? I mean apart from Baba getting mad whenever Yeye calls.”
            “And that’s another thing,” Collin snapped. “If they aren’t so backwards then why do you keep insisting on throwing Chinese in all the time? We both grew up with it.”
            “Well first, Hannah is a dumb name,” Hui noted, now leaning in and wagging a finger in her big brother's face “You’re the one who decided to keep up with Baba’s little assimilation phase when they came over here. I don’t think they’d care if you went back to Chen at this point.”
            “That’s not the point. You know that‘s not the point. God damn it Hui, why are you always like this? Why can‘t just once you be on my side?” The wah boy almost screamed the words now. Every bit of his minor height advantage used to tower over his younger sister before turning away and lashing his tail roughly at empty air.

            “I didn‘t know there were sides in any of this, Collin,” Hui said, careful to let the word hover as if the use of his preferred name was some sort of deep deliberate dig. “All I know is my big brother started acting really odd this year and won‘t talk about it. Whatever‘s going on it‘s really confusing. I just don‘t know what you‘re doing anymore.”
            “I’m doing what I want, sis,” Collin snapped. “For once in my damn life. Is that really so hard to understand? Just because our mother is a walking talking ‘Asian mom’ stereotype doesn’t mean I have to spend the rest of my fucking life as her doting little son doing whatever she says does it?” The wah boy barely restrained himself from lashing his hand out and smashing the lamp nearby him. His eyes fixed on his sister with a venom neither knew could be there. His paw trembled.

            “What the hell are you talking about, Chen?” Hui chirped. “Now you’re just blathering!”
            “Oh come on. Mom sends us to music lessons, and tutors, and study sessions. Never mind all the AP classes the school will let us take. Do you really think I care about getting into the best college?”
            “Of course you don’t,” Hui growled “And you probably won't’. Chen… Why do you think our parents push us like they do?”
            “Because they have some delusion that I’ll get into Harvard?” Collin shrugged.

            “Because they want us to get in anywhere. Literally anywhere. Chen, do you really think our parents can afford to send us both to college?”
            Some small rubber-band snap of recognition hit Collin’s face, and was then quickly wiped away. He took a step forward, now looming over his younger sister about as much as he could and quirking a brow. “Ok, out with it. What are you hiding, Hui?”
            “I’m not ‘hiding’ anything, brother,” Hui muttered “I’ve just been paying attention. Both our parents are middle managers. You think they can afford to send us both to a decent college without scholarships? You think Grand Valley is going to offer me anything to make tuition viable with just a 4.0 GPA? With the amount of competition out there?”
            “Oh please, our parents are doing fine,” Collin scoffed “And it’s not like we can’t get a loan.”
            “A loan. So you want to have half a million or more hanging over your head by the time you get out? You’re getting upset about the pressure now, how bad do you think it’s going to be when you have to pay off a quarter million or more? With interest. Have you actually looked at the school packets mom has been handing out to us?” Hui blinked again and then leaned back, shaking her head and flopping herself on the couch. “No, of course you haven’t. Up until this year you were just letting mom make all the decisions. Now you’re trying to act like that isn’t your fault. You probably figured you’d just write to the places she told you and let her pick the best one.”
            “Oh like you haven’t thought the same thing,” Collin snapped moving up in front of the couch. He loomed over his sister, one paw gripping the back of the couch as he leaned in. “Just because you’re second born, or a girl, or whatever it is, they cut you some slack. But we both know mom’s going to be making the final decision. This is the life she wants, not me.”
            Hui had already gone for a book, but as her brother loomed over her she shrank back into the couch a bit. They’d fought before. She’d seen him get angry. She’d never seen him like this though. A small tremor ran through her as the girl tried to put on a brave face. “W-What’s gotten into you, Chen?” She muttered, trying to sound brave.

            Collin waved his free paw violently towards the side, “Well I don’t know. Maybe tell me why it is I’ve had to spend most of each day my whole school life working my ass off while he,” The young man flicked his arm in the general direction of Justin’s house “gets to sit inside all day and play video games. Why he gets to make money doing car stuff for his dad. Why I’m the one who has to be responsible all the time and he gets to drag you out on dates when I…”
            He stopped the thought short. Collin didn’t know who he was going to finish that sentence. None of the options were good. They weren’t good to mention to Hui, and if truth be told they all raised questions he didn’t want to face now. About himself, about Justin… about Mistress. Her so much more than anything.

            The question took Hui a moment to process. She looked over at the blank TV as if expecting something or someone to just show up on the screen. She then cast her eyes up and pushed her glasses back, eyes narrowing a bit. “Chen… Justin isn’t going to college.” 

            The young red panda boy was speechless. He pushed himself off of the couch back but still stayed close, looking down at her. His arms crossed, then uncrossed. His feet were planted but his whole body looked like a light breeze would knock him over.

            “His parents still have bad credit from when they were younger. They can’t get him a loan, and they don’t make enough to cosign anything. Or at least nothing great. His dad lets him take on easy side jobs for money because he feels guilty about it still. I mean, he could probably get into a community college. For a while we both talked about going to Western Michigan since it’s not that far from home. But…”Hui laughed bitterly and sat up. She glanced at her big brother over the rims of her glasses. The statement hung, begging for a question. When none came she slumped once more and shook her head.

            “Twenty grand,” Hui sighed as she let the words slip.

            “Twenty grand,” Collin murmured back.

            “Including all of the living expenses and miscellaneous? Yeah. Next semester the price goes up to about seventeen grand each, and it’s going up further than that for sure afterwards. There’s a lot of complicated factors and technically it’d be less if he can figure other stuff out but it’d cost him at least sixty thousand dollars for a Masters, not counting living expenses.”
            Laughter. It took a while for Collin to realize the sound was coming from his own muzzle. Everything felt numb. The tips of his nails digging into his palms and the bristling fur on his tail. The whole world came back into focus after a moment of raw blackness. The stunned, shocked, disgusted look on Hui’s face as she gazed up at him. None of it made any sense. It all felt good though.

            “What’s so funny, Chen?” Hui growled.

            “A Master without a Masters, huh? Heh. Pretty unique ring to it wouldn’t you say?”
            “Shut up!” Hui yelped.

            “Why? It’s bullshit anyways. You know it as well as I do. He did fine on the SATs. Same as me. Now you want me to feel sorry for him because his folks let him fuck around all day while I have to be some perfect little stereotype to make Mama and Baba happy? He gets a girl, he gets a car, he gets to blow money whenever he wants, and I’m supposed to feel sorry for him?”
            “Mom’s making us do that so we can get scholarships.” Apprehension oozed from Hui’s voice as she said the words. Her brother simply started off to the kitchen without sparing her so much as a glance.

            “Oh yeah? He does, huh? Well he can fucking have em. Yeah. He can have em, and the debt, and he can go off and get into whatever school he wants, and get a nice little normal job, and fuck my kid sister in whatever fucked up way the two of you want because you got mommy and daddy to be proud of you. Well sorry, Hui, but I’m through with all this. I’m through with Collin and I’m through with Chen and I’m through with people telling me what I need to be trying for!”
            Hui watched her brother pull a large backpack from the kitchen broom closet. He slung it over his shoulder and started out the back door with a slam. She waited a few moments, transfixed by what she was seeing. Finally she fumbled for her cell phone and flipped nervously though the contacts.

            “Mama,” She muttered as the line picked up at the other end. “Something’s wrong.”
--------------------

            Tabs hated Karma. She’d spent a good hunk of her morning getting one of her sissy toys to worship between her legs and watching the wall of unnecessary resistance he had erode just a bit more. She’d done her best to play around with him the way she saw in all those hot videos she looked up for ‘education’. It was a good day, so naturally someone had to fucking wake her up by banging on her door when she was winding down and getting ready for bed.

            A straight minute of fumbling to find her shirt and three more to get herself going meant Tabs had to listen to the incessant pounding, yet only when she made her way out of the hall did she realize it was coming from the back slider rather than the front.

            “God damn it, if Abby needs me to fucking give her tools back this late at night I swear to god…” She fumbled her way to the back door and pushed both door and curtains open with one rough motion that threatened to break her latching mechanism.

            No sooner did the door open than Collin burst in. The red panda boy fumbled his way to the dining room table and tossed a duffle bag down on the floor, pulling a chair out and plopping his butt down. Arms on table, head on arms, not a word spoken.

            She stood there. The wolverine woman in pajama shorts and a ragged tee gazing at the boy with impunity. Thousands of thoughts falling through her mind one after the other no matter how she tried to collect herself.

            “Ok, what the fuck are you doing here?”
            It wasn’t the most eloquent question she could have asked. Some small part of Tabs wondered if she should be so pissed. The rest of her was shocked at not being pissed enough. She paced up to the boy and grabbed him by the hair, yanking him back and looking into his eyes “I asked a question. Do you know how late it is? The fuck do you think you’re doing here?”
            “It’s Ten Thirty, Mistress…” Collin muttered. The pain from her hair pulling not seeming to so much as phase him.

            “Right, ten thirty. As in at night. As in my god why is one of my students showing up with a fucking duffle bag when he should probably be in bed.”
            “I’m not a kid,” Collin muttered “And I’m not just ‘one of your students’.”
            “Oh yes you fucking are a kid. Especially if you think you can show up here for a fucking sleepover.” She snatched up the bag and waved it, feeling the weight in it and letting out a sigh, Tthe hell you have in this thing anyways?”
            “It’s a bug out bag.” He protested.

            “A what?” Tabs blinked.

            “A bug out bag. You know, when-”
            “I know what the fuck a bug out bag is. Why the hell are you using one? Oh Jesus shit did you bring the cops here? What did you do? What the fuck did you do?”
            Collin whimpered and ducked down covering his ears and fuzzing his tail at the sudden and unexpected assault “I didn’t do anything.” He whined loudly. Tears began to streak down his face and through his fur as the poor boy looked up meekly at Tabs. She glared at him for a long moment before finally slumping her shoulders and dropping the bag on the floor, causing him to jump again.

            “Well if you didn’t do anything then you’d better have a damn good explanation for all of this. Because I’m pretty damn close to just dragging you back home and telling your folks I saw you running down the street… and I get the feeling that’s not too far off from the truth is it?”
            The two stayed silent for quite a while. Collin finally spoke, his voice trembling, his tail slumped over the back of the chair as he hugged himself and sighed. “You promise you won’t get mad?” He muttered. The boy looking up at her meekly.

            “I don’t promise anything. But I’m not here to fuck you over, kid.” Tabs muttered. “If I get mad it’s because you fucked up, but I’m here to try and make it better. So out with it. What did you do?”
            “I want to live with you,” Collin bit his lip and looked at the bag, then back to her “I mean, really live with you. Move in, be yours. Be Kathoey all the time. I’m Tired. I’m just so tired of everything.”
            Tabs looked at him. She watched him shiver, saw the exhaustion on his face and the meek whimpers from the back of his throat. She leaned down to cup his cheek and murred a bit as she guided his face up.

            “Yeah, no fucking way that’s happening,” She sighed. The look on his face hitting her right where it hurt the most.

            “W-why not? Mistress, don’t you like me?” he choked out a sob and shuddered softly.

            “This has nothing to do with like or not like. Pet, how old are you?”
            “I’m nineteen,” He muttered. “I’m old enough to make my own decisions.”
            “Oh bullshit. Nineteen year olds don’t know what the fuck they’re doing. Forty-nine year olds don’t know what the fuck they’re doing. Now look, if your parents are beating you, or doing anything really bad, then I can help.”
            “But you won’t take me in,” He gritted his teeth. Anger seeping through the sobs “Is that what you’re saying? I’m good enough to be your little fuck dolly sissy girl, but not good enough to live under the same roof as you?”
            “The fuck is this coming from?” Tabs blinked.

            “It’s bad enough I have to spend every day listening to mom and dad decide my life, but when I try to get away from it what do I get? No collar. Nobody taking the lead. Nobody standing up to my parents for me and helping me let them know how sick I am of the constant endless pressure to perform. So what? I should just enjoy getting Mistress’ cock while I can and hope to meet some nice traditional girl who’ll end up settling for me so we can get boring jobs and live day to day in another suburb that looks just like this one? I watch Justin claim my fucking sister and I’m not even good enough to be a live in side piece?”
            “Claim?” It took a few moments for tabs to process what she was hearing. When she did she grabbed him by the muzzle and tilted it up. The woman did her best to look sympathetic. But she was tired. So god damn tired. “Kid, ten thirty at night is not the time to be having any sort of discussion like this with someone. It sure as hell isn’t the time to decide you can move right on in because you’ve had her dick in your ass. I hate to tell you this but however bad you think you have it, you don’t. You absolutely don’t.”
            “And how would you know?” Collin growled.

            He didn’t expect the growl he got back from his Mistress. He didn’t expect her to grab his scruff, or to look him in the eyes with those piercing commanding orbs. “Bitch. You don’t have the first clue what bad is.” She snapped. Her grip finally loosened. Paw trembling. Breath slowly steadying. She turned and made her way to the cupboard, tossing him a box of mint chocolate milano cookies. “Here. Go home, read some bad porn, eat these. If you still feel like shit… I’ll take you out with me on errands tomorrow and we can talk then. I don’t know about you but it’s too god damn late and I have too much shit to do in the morning.”
            He looked down at the cookies and then stood. The boy bit back on his tears and hoisted his bag up onto his shoulder, pulling the slider open into the cool night air. “I guess you really don‘t care, huh?” He muttered. The boy then slipped out of the door and shut it before Tabs could say anything else.

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

            Collin didn’t head home. Instead taking the roundabout wood path towards the tree house. He spent half the walk staring angrily at the cookies he’d been given like some kind of two-dollar whore payoff and the second half mowing down about a third of the package. It was horrible to admit it, but it helped.

            Hui was there, naturally. Standing there under the tree looking worried as hell. He wanted to be flattered at her behavior. Instead he just bit back on the rage and another cookie.

            “Yeah, Mama. He’s here. Yeah I knew he would be. I’m sorry. You don’t have to worry.” Hui nodded her head along to what was probably a frantic precursor to the hell he’d catch later. She then put the phone away and gazed up at him with her hands in her hoodie pockets grinding one foot into the dirt. “She’s kinda pissed,” Hui muttered

            “Yeah, well, tell her I’m sleeping up there tonight.” Collin muttered “I need to clear my head.”
            “I’m not sure she’s going to be happy with that,” Hui sighed.

            “Do I look like I give a fuck?” The boy narrowed his eyes. His chest was heaving. Trembling fury and frustration already written on his face and he now realized he probably had tear streaks on top of it all. He slumped his shoulders and walked over to the tree leaning against it. “I’m guessing neither one of them is ‘on their way home to deal with me’ at any rate. Right? Can’t get away from work?”
            “She was about to,” Hui noted “I told her to let me check here first. That something was wrong. I think she wants to talk with you tomorrow but yeah nobody else is going to be home until after midnight. I mean if you’re safe they don’t really have an excuse.”
            The younger wah looked shaken, and she wasn’t nearly as good at hiding it as their mother. There were about a thousand questions she clearly had. God knew the sudden impact she’d inflicted on him not long ago came with its own laundry list of them.

            He didn’t answer them. Not even the obvious ones. Instead he dug the next layer of cookies out of the package and placed it in her paws, jamming the rest into the duffle bag and strapping it over his shoulder again. “Look, try to relax tonight. Ok sis? And don’t let them give you any shit. They have a problem, they can take it up with me.”
            With that Collin started up the ladder once more dragging himself slowly into the familiar old building. He pulled his phone out of the bag, ignored the dozen voice mails he’d gotten from his parents and sent his mother a text to speak to Hui. Once that was done the wah set his phone down in the corner along with the case to his switch and started to change out of his clothes.

            He needed time to rest, and Kathoey needed some time to come out.

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

            Getting anything out of her pet had been like pulling teeth for Tabs. Kathoey showed up at her place about noon fully dressed and ready to go. She was tempted to renege and tell her little bitch to head home until the stuff with the folks was sorted. The last thing either of them needed was for this drama to get worse.

            She didn’t. Maybe because of how harsh she’d been the night before. Maybe because she was worked up after that fight and still needed a good on-the-drive blowjob while they made their way out to the Menards. Unfortunately even that was hard to enjoy with the stress of it all, and Tabs found herself struggling to perform even at the stop lights where she didn’t have to split her focus.

            The blue haired red panda was happy at any rate. Kathoey pressed against her as much as the teen could as they walked in. At once the feeling of having a cute sissy on her arm in public and the power held in the keys around her neck helped to wash away some of the stress she’d been feeling most of the morning. She even spared Kathoey a kiss on the forehead to the amusement of the young hipsters making up the bulk of the staff, and the annoyance of those few old backwards asshats milling around probably looking for an excuse to avoid their loveless marriages.

            “So what are we grabbing today, Mistress?” Kathoey chirped. Unlike Collin, the docile sissy girl had no shame in public showing off who and what she was. It was a refreshing reversal. Tabs smiled at the idea of the girl going around with a nice collar. Something to help show everyone just who owned the little slut.

            The thought drained much of Tabs’ enthusiasm. She gripped the girl’s paw tight and turned her attention to the miscellaneous junk heaped up on shelves near the entrance door.

            “Well first of all, this,” Tabs noted. Among the items were bags of maple nut goodies and dried pineapple chunks. The wolverine grabbed a half dozen of each and shoved them into her pets paws, saving one of the bags of pineapple to rip open partially and pop one of the sweet semi-candied fruit bits between the wah’s lips.

            “Get used to it, slut. This is apparently the preferred snack for your kind of girl. Was so worked up last night I actually did some reading on it.”
            “A-are you sure it’s ok to eat some of this, Mistress?” Kathoey whimpered as she struggled to get the rest into her hoodie pocket if only to ensure she could carry it all.

            “I’m gonna pay for it. Last thing I need is more bullshit with the cops over three bucks worth of fruit. Never mind the shit I’d get having you around,” Tabs clutched her shirt where the keys were and sighed before looking back at her pet with a smile. “You know I kinda figured your friend was the only one who needed to hear this, but I may as well tell you too. If there’s one thing I’ve learned in life, it’s to keep your fucking nose clean. It may be hard as hell and you’re going to fuck it up at times. But there comes a point where you gotta realize you just won’t get anywhere fighting the world over stupid shit.”
            “Oh, uh… okay Mistress..” Kathoey blinked, popping a bit more of the fruit in her mouth and leaning nervously on that shoulder once more.

            Tabs sighed and put an arm around the girl as they started walking down the confusing labyrinth of home repair items. The sheer staggering array of it all instantly made her regret not just going to the Meijer nearby and seeing what they had in stock there.

            “My bathroom sink is leaking. Bad. I need to fix it. My friend Helga does construction and she said I’d be foolish to call a plumber out for a U trap when I can just hook it up myself. So I need to figure out where they keep all the pipes and shit and then get all the stuff she wrote down for me. See, Kathoey, this is the exciting life you get to live when you have ‘freedom’ from your parents. Wasting a whole day doing mundane shit because it will save you money that’s probably going to go back into one of your bikes anyhow.”
            “I don’t think I’d really do well with a motorcycle, Mistress,” Kathoey muttered bashfully. The wah looked at her feet and started to fidget at the admission, as if she’d just admitted some dark, horrible secret. “I mean if you wish me to learn I’ll be sure to study up on it for my license when I finally go get it.”
            “That raises a good point, girl. Why haven’t you gotten your license anyways?” Tabs blinked.

            Kathoey shrugged, a few strands of that blue wig hair falling before one of her eyes “Mom said it would probably be pretty pointless. Most of the schools I’m looking at would have on campus living and access to public transit. If I do get a job she wants it to be with the school anyways since that way they’d be more understanding about my studies. If I need to go anywhere they said they’d be happy to take me.”
            “Or let your little boyfriend drive,” Tabs added.

            The girl turned crimson. Her face was bitter though, raw pith and anxiety as she cast her eyes away from her owner. A moment later the teen was latched on to her Mistress with a vice grip Tabs had to wonder if she could pry out of without hurting the poor girl. As such she just allowed it and tussed the wig gently.

            “You know I’m just teasing you, right pet?” She sighed.

            “Yeah. No. I donno,” Kathoey muttered sheepishly. Her tone still sullen.

            “I mean there’d be nothing wrong with you if you liked him. Ok, there’d probably be a few issues, what with him digging your sister, and her digging him. I know ‘poly’ is very much a thing but I get how that would complicate shit,” The stammering wolverine sighed softly. “But I’m not really saying you ‘should’ like him either. Or saying you like him and you’re just hiding it. It’s just cute to see you squirm. Honestly I don’t know enough about the girls your age. Boys your age. Whatever… to judge just what it is you might be looking for anyways.”
            Kathoey sulked and nodded. She managed to keep her cling on as Tabs looked down a long row of Dermal tools and drill bits going to all manner of power drills. Despite the clear lack of plumbing she still spent a good long minute looking things over to get her bearings. Only once she was sure about what the aisle contained and more importantly didn’t contain did she start moving on to the next one.

            “Were your parents ever pushy, Mistress? I mean, my sister says that they’re just trying to get us into good schools,” Kathoey whimpered.

            “Well that makes sense.” Tabs snorted.

            “It does?” the wah blinked.

            “Dear god yes! Do you know how expensive secondary education has gotten? I’d say it’s a fucking joke but nobody is laughing. If you knew what you were doing you could flip a fucking house for the money a Masters costs and probably do it two more times before you would graduate.” Tabs stopped and tilted her little toy’s chin up to admire the stunned confusion. The biker woman leaning in to smooch her nose tip and pat her head once more. “I am a teacher still, you silly slut. You think I don’t get pamphlets or have to read up on policy for anyone in our school who might want to get an athletics scholarship? Don’t even get me started on those monstrosities. Biggest fucking scam since bottled water.”
            Kathoey nodded and sighed. Her steps now dragging a bit. The wah finding herself lost in the heady sea of contemplation while fumbling with the still sealed bags filling out her hoodie. “So, I guess you’re saying college was better in your day, right Mistress?” she muttered “And it wouldn’t be the end of the world if I didn’t go?”
            “Ok no. Nope. Safe word. All of the safe words. I’m calling it here. Mistress is not the one who gives out advice on entering adulthood. That is absolutely the worst idea and we’re not doing this.” Tabs hurried herself up a few steps. Kathoey kept up, but at least fell silent as they browsed another collection of home repair supplies, this time mostly consisting of fireplaces and the like.

            “But you’re my Mistress. You’re supposed to guide me, right?” Kathoey whimpered finally once she’d gotten close enough behind. “You’re supposed to tell me what’s right.”
            “I am,” Tabs sighed. “I’m telling my little fag girl bitch that I’m the last person you want to listen to about any of this shit.”
            “I… I take it college wasn’t great then, Mistress?” Kathoey whimpered.

            The wolverine laughed. She actually laughed. It wasn’t some staged phony show for the bitch. She found herself struggling not to double over. A quick glance at Kathoey made it even worse with the raw sincerity and honesty, the obscene innocence on the sissy boy’s face.

            Tabs straightened up and leaned herself against the corner of the shelving unit in order to get her bearing. She reached into her pocket for a cigarette she’d not had there for most of a decade. Instead her paws simply jammed into the pockets of her vest as she walked back up to her pet and put an arm around him. “Bitch. Who the hell said I went to college?”
            “What? B-but Mistress. You’re a teacher,” Kathoey whined.

            “University of phoenix online. Kathoey, you really want to know what your Mistress was doing at your age?” She paused. It was mostly for effect, yet some small part of her hoped the poor sissy would be smart enough to say no and move on. Of course she nodded, and Tabs sighed her resigned frustration to the situation. “When I was nineteen… let’s see. I think that’s about the time we got in that shootout with Big Jimmy over out near Sleeping Bear Dunes. Turns out when you start knocking over gas stations right after the FIPs bail you just might end up hitting one with a meth lab in the back,” She actually chuckled at the stunned fear washing over Kathoey’s face. “Don’t worry, we weren’t doing the cooking. Even before we were officially a thing, the pig was one hell of a leader, and she hated that drug shit. Though why isn’t really my place to say. Except, well, let’s just say I have more reason than usual to stay the fuck out of Ohio.”
            The girl didn’t say anything. Tabs wasn’t sure if she expected her to. Whatever little part of Tabs’ brain let that whole thing slip seemed content to blindside the poor sheltered suburban kid with just enough raw truth to leave her stunned and afraid. Or maybe it really was just the stupid, reckless girl Tabs had always been wishing to show off a bit more.

            “Mistress…” Kathoey muttered finally. “Y-you’re kidding, right? You couldn’t do that at nineteen. I mean, what did your parents say? Did they find out when you got arrested?”
            “Parents? I unno,” Tabs shrugged. “Not like I imagine they missed having the filthy damn disappointment of a dite around. I mean, if the wrong kid died anyways, may as well take the shitty one out of their lives, yeah?” She snorted and shook her head as her paw went from the keys to the dog tags around her neck, squeezing the simple metal needily before letting go. “As for arrest? Never happened. Not for that at least. I mean yeah I got some shit on my record but nothing bad enough to stop me from getting qualified as a teacher once we all decided to un-fuck our lives. Look, Kathoey. I’ve been the beggar, I’ve played the thief and I’ve been the dog that they tried to beat.”
            Kathoey stood still looking at her Mistress ready to drink in the wisdom she knew must be coming.

            Tabs sighed and shook her head. “Nevermind. You kids know nothing of the classics. Slash would be disappointed.”
            “Slash? You mean from Chrono trigger? I know him Mistress, and Ozzy, and Flea!”
            “What the… Chrono Trigger? The hell is that? On the other hand that sounds like a really fucking fun collab lineup right there. No, I'm talking about Slash. You know, from Guns N Roses. The popular member who isn’t a total asshole. It was a line from a song. Ugh. Nevermind.”
            “Guns N roses? Weren’t you a bit young for all that, Mistress?” Kathoey blinked and looked up at her, “I mean I know Justin gets into all that stuff after his dad pushed it on him…”
            “Heh, I’m about Flannery’s dad's age, you know. No idea what got him into it. Me, it was just the crowds I ran with back in high school. Your little boyfriend ever play ‘one in a million’ for you?” Tabs took note of how her pet blushed. It was half-intentional. She watched her sissy look away. Let the shame linger for a few moments before glancing back up into the labyrinth of home repair items. “It’s kinda fucked up when you’re a poor kid with a bad family. Even more so when you’re a ‘Dite. You start to buy a lot of stupid, fucked up shit because it makes life easier. Ol’ Axl dropped a ton of shit in that song that’d make me want to punch his lights out if I had ever paid attention. But god damn when you’re out on the run trying to keep from fucking your life away over a stupid mistake I’ll tell you shit like that really hits you right in the soul.”
            She paused before an end cap displaying toilets and looked down the aisle. It took the wolverine a good solid minute before she was in fact fully sure for herself that there wasn’t any of the materials she’d need before wandering her way forward once more and slumping.

            “Are you sure we shouldn’t just ask someone?” Kathoey chimed in.

            “Ask who? Not like she’s here to tell me what I need for this ‘simple’ fix. Damn pig’s always too busy these days,” Tabs scoffed and went down a few more aisles, stopping short when she noticed the fact that they were already near the store’s meager food selection.

            “Mistress?” The panda girl looked up at her leaning hard on the wolverine’s shoulder. “I mean why don’t we ask one of the people who works here? You basically know what you need, right?”
            “Ask what?” Tabs muttered “Tell them a grown ass woman can’t figure out where the damn PVC is supposed to be?” She shoved her hands into her pockets and looked away, then glanced back at her stunned little toy putting a hand on her head “Sorry, pet. It’s not you. But you have to admit it feels kind of stupid asking someone for help like that. It’s just some stupid pipes after all. A grown ass adult should be able to figure out where they are.”
            “Justin would know, Mistress. He comes in here to get that stuff sometimes.” Even saying the name felt bitter in the teen’s mouth. Kathoey sighed and pulled away from Mistress, making it past more displays of bathroom fixtures and tiling options before finally glimpsing a large collection of pipes stuffed in the back wall going along it for most of the length they’d walked. The wah looked up to see Mistress already looming over her shoulder and putting on her best fake smile.

            “Good work, girl,” She sighed. “Now I just gotta figure out if this whole one inch thing is the inside or the outside.”
            “Mistress, I could ask why you don’t just get your friend to do this,” Kathoey muttered “I mean she gave you the list. She probably knows how to do this kind of thing, right?”
            “Yeah she does. But I’m an adult. That’s part of what being an adult means, my little bitch. You gotta learn how to look out for yourself. Just because you have sisters at your back doesn’t mean you can slack when they can’t be. I’d trust Helga with my life. I have,” She nodded proudly “I mean, shit, neither of us can go back to fucking Ohio. You don’t say that about someone you don’t trust. Unless they fuck you over bad.”
            The panda clearly wanted to ask. There was curiosity and more than a bit of fear on Kathoey’s face. Tabs sighed and pulled her pet close. She gripped her sissy by the rump and pushed a rough kiss on her, rolling her tongue lewdly into that trembling little mouth while holding her firmly in place. Any small fidget or twitch utterly quashed the longer it went on. When she finally let go her toy almost collapsed under the weight of the affection.

            Tabs chuckled and started off towards her destination. “Come on. I have more I want to do today, and if I have to wait for you I’m gonna spank your ass red.”
--------------------

            Getting Justin over had been a bit of a struggle. Collin didn’t question when she told him to change back into boy clothes, or when she had him call his fellow sissy up. The fact that Justin got time with Mistress two days in a row was certainly a bit annoying. But after the time he’d spent this morning with her, the wah was at least a bit less jealous. Still terrified of where things were going and of the idea that he was simply a disposable toy for this glorious woman. But at least he didn’t feel like hitting Justin in the face for being there.

            For his own part the otter boy was rather miffed as he stood there in the hall. He stood at attention with his caged cock hanging out. Tabs had inspected it to make sure he was secured and hadn’t tampered with the mechanism. That was about all she did, before hauling things into the bathroom and going back down to the basement while she made the two stand next to each other hall and wait.

            The two boys both looked nervous as they stood there. They’d seen each other naked a few times, obviously. Almost all of it was with the wigs and various trappings of their ‘other’ selves.

            Collin especially blushed as he struggled not to hide his shame. The caged shaft was normal to him now. Comfortable even. No, it was comfortable to Kathoey. That was the real truth of it. All of this was nothing to her. She wouldn’t feel her muzzle run dry. She wouldn’t feel her tongue turn to paper in her mouth. She wouldn’t glance down as Mistress pulled out her keys and leaned down to slowly unlatch the lock from Justin’s interlock.

            Collin was less sure if he’d be more impressed or afraid watching the cute pink shaft push its way to full life now removed from its bonds. Much of the discomfort from mere moments ago grew somehow better and far worse all at once. Collin looked away and bit his lip though not sure why. He looked back up to Mistress just as she finished giving his counterpart a few soft strokes to firmness and moved her way over to give the red panda the same treatment.

            “Now I don’t know how long this is going to take, so while I try to figure out these instructions Helga gave me, you two little cuties can just relax on the couch. No getting up. No running off. No clothes. Just two soft, sweet, very pretty ‘boys’ waiting patiently for Mistress to get done. I trust you two can show at least a little bit of patience and restraint for an hour or so?”
            “Yes Mistress,” they both muttered at once. Collin could feel the shame washing over him once more as he made his way to the small couch sat in the living room. The couch that had always seemed so cozy and intimate when he’d been able to sneak away and cuddle his Mistress now felt horribly small with the two boys seating themselves firmly in place. Both of them basking in the awkward silence while Tabs stood on looking. The older woman didn’t even attempt to hide her voyeuristic intentions.

            “Now now. I think you two an sit a bit closer than that. And hold his hand, Justin. Come on now. I’m sure you have enough practice by now with that kind of thing don’t you?”
            The otter gulped and opened his muzzle to protest. No protest came. Instead he lowered his head and reached out nervously until his paw slipped around Collin’s.

            Collin felt it. He felt the firm grip. He felt the roughish paw pad on his own smooth scholarly one. He felt Justin fidget and squirm in the small leather sofa seat trying to get comfortable with the erection he now sported. Their shared warmth and scents were already filling the air while both boys engaged in something they had never expected and that neither knew how to process properly.

            “There we go,” Tabs nodded “Now, I don’t want to hear you two talking while I work, it’s distracting. And obviously that means no TV either.” She snatched up the remote and shoved it into her pocket. “Just relax like that. Mistress will be done soon, my good little fag bois.”
            “B-but we’re not!” Collin was cut off by a playful growl from their Mistress and a small finger wag. Just like that Tabs vanished from the living room leaving the two alone. A few moments later and he felt the paw also starting to slip from his. Instinctively, Collin gripped the hand tight in his own and whined as he glanced side long at Justin. At once Terrified and resolute.

            “Mistress said not to,” He whispered softly.

            “She can’t see us,” Justin growled in protest.

            “That’s… that’s not the point!” Collin snipped. “And we’re not supposed to talk either.”
            The otter boy started to say something, but then quickly sighed and glanced back down at the floor. The two sat there trembling. The soft, intimate contact refused to quite settle even as they kept their distance. Every once in a while a shoulder or elbow would touch. Now and then the scent of the other would grow or hit anew in just the right way. Their scrawny bodies both enervated by the dull quiet with only the occasional swearing fit from the Mistress in the other room as she grumbled pointlessly at the U trap.

            It was hard to know why Collin leaned in first. He didn’t really have an idea as his shoulder pushed itself against Justin’s. He could feel his heart race in his chest ready to thump through his rib cage. Small whimpers stirring in the back of his throat as Justin squeezed his hand in what felt like it had to be an involuntary spasm, yet was so oddly good it made the whole rest of the nude trim panda boy body all but melt into his counterpart.

            He looked up through his headfur nervously and folded his ears back. Those big blue eyes shimmering at him. Not his best friend. Not his fellow sissy bitch. Not anything but another boy, a cute boy. One who was up against him. One who was close. One who was looking at him. One who noticed him. The trembling wah bit his lip and swallowed hard as he tried to silence all of the conflicting voices dancing around in his head. So many funny feelings he couldn’t explain twisting every muscle in his body. His mind balking at the simple joy of it all and yet unable to ignore all of the impulses and shameful thoughts. None of which now carried the protective shell of Kathoey around them.

            The kiss came suddenly. There was no way to tell how it started. Soft lips touching and two tongues entwined. The heat of blushing cheeks and half open muzzles panting for air. More bare fur pushing against bare fur until the bristles of each pelt could be felt poking and brushing on the others’ flesh. Collin felt a paw pushing firmly on his cheek. He writhed himself around and tried to slip down under more of the bashful heaving boy that had gotten partially on top of them.

            The kiss broke and a small yelp chirped between them as dickflesh finally touched. Justin looked away and bit his lip again with shame and nervous agitation flush on his face. This was all wrong. All so very wrong. Collin knew it more than anyone. He felt more vulnerable than he had with his face by that same dick. Felt more helpless than any other time Mistress had made her dollies ‘play’. In fact only Mistress had made him feel this sort of exposure before. This kind of utter helplessness to a situation. Only now she wasn’t there holding the leash. Justin had some control, had some sway, if only due to his nature. But it wasn’t the same. It wasn’t the same firm hand on a leash. It was better and worse and wrong and oh so good.

            Neither of them expected the second kiss. Collin himself was shocked as he pulled his best friend on top of him. The two stiff needy boy cocks ached and throbbed as they frotted against each other. Grinding and rubbing their slicked tips. Instinct and pent up need carried them further while Justin deepened the kiss Collin had absolutely started this time and pushed the other boy back into the couch.

            Justin could have fucked him. It would be easy enough. Kathoey had done so much with Mistress’ big, glorious, perfect cock that getting plowed by his friend, his ‘sissy sister’ without her shell, would have been so very easy and Justin clearly knew it.

            He didn’t. Nor did Collin push him to do so. He simply wormed and fidgeted under the affections. The odd, clumsy, simple caresses. Paws stroking his cheek or running though his fur. An unexpected critical mass of lust and affection in a small sea of sweet innocent boy musk.

            “Well now,” The voice was unmistakable.

            Collin felt Justin pulling off of him. Ropes of drool bowing between their muzzles. Once again the two boys sat still, the hand holding now broken as they both gazed up sheepishly at mistress. An old and rather worn band shirt clearly now relegated to ‘work clothes’ duty tied in a knot showing her ample and now soaked chest. She reached down to cup a finger under Collin’s cheek, tilling it up to meet her gaze. “Is the little princess boy having fun?” She snickered. She cast her eyes on Justin who looked away sheepishly and started to rub his arm. Her gaze then fell back on Collin as she licked his lips and kissed his nose tip. “
            “You two silly little fags,” She sighed “What am I going to do with you?”
Chapter 21:

            The two girls stood at the back of the game shop amid an aura of manic energy. It was still early in the day, or at least early enough that most of the regulars hadn’t come in. A few older nerds sat at the gaming tables working over model kits, taking various parts from different Gundam sets and slowly splicing them in place alongside aftermarket accessories. The shop owner meanwhile, a pudgy middle aged mouse, was busy restocking some of the shelves nearby.

            Hui spared a glance up at the boxes he was stacking before turning her attention back to the board games lining the shelves. Each bright and colorful box crammed sideways into the shop's limited shelf space leaving the young wah to pull them out and get a feel of what they may hold.

            “Can’t we just go already? It’s been an hour,” The grey furred badger girl huffed as she towered over the crouching red panda. A braid of red headfur draped over the sharp fur lines of her face. She scowled as her friend ignored her and instead pulled out another box, sky blue eyes darting over the cover. “Ahh hell and is that more 40K stuff?”
            “What’s wrong with Warhammer?” Hui pouted as she glanced up at her friend.

            “Nothing, I guess. If you’re an Edgelord. Or dating an Edgelord.”
            Hui fluffed furiously and narrowed her eyes. A dismissive hand wave from the taller girl defused the situation for the moment, even as Hui glanced back at the box. “He’s not an edgelord,” She finally muttered. “What do you have against Master anyways?”
            “Sorry,” Becky muttered through a slight chew of her braces. “You know I don’t hate him. I just kinda wish he was more like he used to be I guess. But all that grim darkness stuff is really boring. I guess some of the fan movies people have done are pretty cool. They’re all really short though. Oh I remember one I saw that had some really good use of lighting to hide the cheap set and give it a really ominous tone. It had one of those imp guard soldiers and a bunch of whatever the zerg things are… you know the things, right?”
            Hui nodded absentminded. The wah knew she should be paying attention. It just got hard sometimes when Becky went on one of her tears. Which was, unfortunately, most of the time. The red panda shoved the box back in with the others and pulled herself back up watching her friend extolling virtues of film makers Hui had never heard of. Explaining the importance of lighting and then abruptly segueing into some random fact about the Andy Warhol Frankenstein movie she kept insisting they’d watch together some day. Hui crossed her arms and waited for Becky to ask her a question before shrugging a non-reply and glancing over towards the old library racks full of books for tabletop roleplaying games.

            “You know if you’re not down for Warhammer stuff, we could always try to get a real game going again,” The wah almost cooed the words temptingly, grinning and looking up at the stocky badger girl.

            “Really? You mean we could try Starfinder again?” Becky beamed.

            Hui grimaced and shook her head “Not star finder. Never Starfinder. Never again.”
            The two girls began pacing their way towards the books, Hui leafing through them, inadvertently organizing them by game system as she went. Becky once again stood back and watched, keeping her eyes on the top of her friends head as much as she was the books themselves.

            “You know it might be easier to just ask the boys what they feel like running,” Becky pointed out “I mean if I don’t get to run Starfinder, that is. Won’t your parents get pissed with you coming back here after they told you not to?”
            Hui bit her lip and looked down at the floor. That was the point, of course. The real reason she was here in the first place. That infinitesimal spark of rebellion she’d felt stirring in her ever since Collin had gone through his little meltdown. Not that she’d tell Becky that. The last thing she wanted to do was make her friend more of an accomplice. She just looked up and shrugged before plucking up the core rule book for a game called The Strange’ and leafing through the opening bits.

            “So, after this year you might just end up the only one in the house with your folks,” Becky muttered, shoving her paws into the pockets of the denim vest draped around her midsection. “I mean, you’re not scared, are you?”
            “Scared?” Hui blinked. “Why scared?”
            “Well I mean you won’t have Collin to soak up all the agro from your folks, and Justin will be gone too. Maybe pretty far depending on where he gets accepted.”
            “I don’t think he’s going that far,” Hui muttered. Her voice sounded more hopeful in her ears than she really cared for it to.

            “Well I mean I guess, but he’s probably not going to be just down the street anymore. More importantly Collin sure as hecky won’t be in the house anymore! Lucky break for him, but then you gotta deal with all of that attention by yourself.”
            “What attention?” Hui sniffed. “Like they’re ever home these days anyways.”
            “I donno,'' Becky shrugged. “I hear him say a lot of stuff to Justin. I usually have to head in though the main hall where they are hiding out when my votech bus gets back. Collin talks about your folks a lot, and it’s not really anything fun.”
            “You’d have to ask him,” Hui muttered. It was tempting to bring up the issues her brother had the other night. Very tempting. Or to address the discovery she and Esme had made that time she’d tracked Justin. Maybe to help Becky get past her own crush. Maybe to spite her for saying things about Justin, or to spite Collin for… whatever it was that told her he deserved some spite.

            Whatever it was, it wasn’t good and she did her best to shove it deep down in her gut before setting the book back down and turning to ace her friend.

            “I think you might be right though. Maybe we should ask Master to run something. Or Collin. I mean if he isn’t too stressed out or something.”
            “Collin would be good,” Becky nodded.

            “But,” Hui noted. “But, I do have one condition.”
            “Oh yeah? And what’s that?” Becky snickered. “God you’re like a real actress with all these demands. Pretty soon you’ll even demand real payment.”
            “Oh we’re going to the Joann after this and you’re buying me a few yards of cosplay material. Maybe a new pattern or two. I’m not just doing all this to get my SAG card,” Hui teased with a slight wink “But no. Next time you do a shot, I want you to invite Justin too. Like, a two person shoot.”
            Becky eyed her friend carefully for a long moment, the confusion clear on her face. “You want me to do a shoot with you and your boyfriend? I mean, I don’t mind I guess. But why?”
            “I’m not saying you have to,” Hui sighed. “Just… think it over for me, ok?” It felt a bit odd being so obtuse. She looked up at Becky for a few long moments before turning back to the back of the store and letting her eyes glance over the 40K stuff. She wasn’t going to buy anything. She couldn’t. Even if she had the money. A board game was one thing but there was no way for her to play with the store technically banned to her and no way to justify the expense to them. Still, the token act of rebellion gave her a tiny rush she couldn’t quite explain. And there was more. Her friend’s words about Master, about Justin, still ringing in her head.

            Hui drifted into thought as another of Becky’s rants began to fill the relative quiet of the shop. That sea of contemplation swallowed her up almost entirely. So much so that the stiff jolts to her shoulder which shook her out of it nearly landed Hui on the floor.

            “Hey, look. Over there,” Becky said in a not-very-quiet- whisper. “There, right there. Isn’t that Miss Blake?”
            The name of the dread gym teacher knocked every other thought out of Hui’s mind. She glanced up almost fearfully at the taskmistress of ‘health class’ and ducked behind Becky as if the badger would provide some kind of fragile protection. “Oh come on,” Hui rasped under her breath “What’s she doing here? Don’t we get enough of her during the week?”
            The pair watched as she browsed the 40K and Age of Sigmar minis. The terrifying woman having traded her usual gym outfit for an equally intimidating biker outfit that made her look like she was about ready to rob the place.

            “Oh. Wow!” Becky gasped, then bit back a snicker. “Well I guess that explains that, then.”
            Hui leaned over more from behind her friend to see another figure hovering back near where the teacher stood. A rather lithe and oddly familiar girl. Another red panda girl.

            The wheels clicked into place before Hui realized it. The girl who had been cowed into childish terror by the teacher one moment before now stepping out from around Becky and marching up to the blue haired figure laughing at something while showing off boxes of overpriced plastic to the teacher.

            At once the girl was spun around. Shocked eyes wide and tail fuzzing in full alert.

            “Chen,” Hui all but spat as she pushed her brother up against the shelves “What are you doing here?”
--------------------

            Tabs kept asking herself how she got here. Behind her was Kathoey, cowering after the initial outburst that had forced Tabs to drag the two siblings out into the parking lot and eventually behind the strip mall. Around the corner, Miss Becky Parker stood clearly hoping not to be noticed.

            She knew Parker, and Sang. Even without the latter’s connection to poor little Kathoey. Parker at least had some basic skill and would do her best to participate when something like Dodgeball came up. Something that sparked her interest or let her get out some of that insane energy she always seemed to have burning though her. Ms. Sang on the other hand had always been a wilting flower. Refusing to even get out of the locker room with claims that she couldn’t find her prescription sports goggles or insistences that one of the girls was picking on her. The latter admittedly true more often than it should have been, but never in a way that should have kept her from busting her ass and building up a sweat like the other girls.

            And yet the girl standing there now was a very different creature. She all but looked through Tabs, gazing daggers at her elder brother. Her braids bouncing and slapping against her neck and shoulders as the paper thin voice screamed with a power it probably shouldn’t have possessed.

            “Just what are you doing out here, Chen?“ Hui snapped. “I thought you said you were going to go hang out and help Ma-, and help Justin fix his car,” Hui sighed and rolled her eyes “Though I guess I should have been more suspicious of that one, too.”
            “Ok, Miss Sang, Calm down,” Tabs sighed. “Screaming isn’t going to get you anywhere.”
            “I don’t care where it gets me!” She snapped. “He lied to me, and to our parents. And I still don’t know why it is you have him here in the first place.”
            “Not that it’s any of your business, Miss Sang,” Tabs said, crossing her arms over her broad chest “But we were here to help me round out my Daemon army.” The half-truth slipped before Tabs even registered it. On the outside Tabs had the kind of cool, calm composure one only knew after being shot at and living though it a half dozen times. On the inside the same gut-wrenching terror and disquiet which almost invariably accompanied such a façade. The only shred of comfort in the whole thing came as she watched the rage on the teen girl’s face shatter into an expression of slack jawed confusion.

            “You… wah?” Hui blinked.

            “I wanted to get some Heldrakes because they look awesome. Kat- Kathy here said they aren’t ‘meta’ or whatever, but I don’t care. She, he, is trying to convince me that I should get a… what was it again?”
            “D-decimator,” Collin chirped.

            “Right, one of those things. I’m not going to. So the fuzz ball here was teasing me about it. Then you two came up and you started yelling at the poor girl. And now we’re here, Miss Sang. At least until I’m sure you won’t pummel the poor thing if I go back in to get my models.”
            “B-But. But you… and he… you were… and he was talking about…”
            The wolverine woman smirked that much wider. She walked up to Hui and put a paw on her shoulder, looking down at her. “What, you think your big bad gym teacher can’t be into something the little bookworm likes? Kid, I’ve been around a lot longer than you, so let me give you some advice. Don’t go getting hung up on who can do what in life. It’s bullshit. It only takes a second for everything to blow the hell up and if you’re just worrying about stepping out of line in case it happens, then you’re never gonna be happy.” She removed her paw and glanced up to see Parker standing there as well, the badger girl clearly listening in. Tabs nodded and looked back down at the younger Wah. “I keep some secrets for little Kathy here, she helps me get my head around this game. That’s part of the deal. Been curious about this nerdy stuff for a while actually, but never had a cause to learn. That said, if you really feel like you need to tell your folks about this then I get it. I do. End of the day this is family shit. But I hope before you do that you’ll talk to your poor ‘sister’ about all this because, well, because.”
            There was no way the girl would buy it. She was way too smart for that. The wolverine’s mind raced as she glanced down at Kathoey’s little sister, at Justine’s little bitch, at a girl scarier than either boy could ever be when you got right down to it.

            Hui slumped, and nodded. “I still feel like I should have some idea of what’s going on.” 

            Tabs glanced back at her pet. The poor sissy was still stunned. Even if he could cover his ass with this normally there was no way he’d pull it off now. She turned back to the girl and shook her head. “Tell you what, you come help me pick out the models and some paint, and I’ll tell you what I can while your big sis recovers. I still need someone to help make sure I’m not buying the wrong shit with all this.”
            “Yeah… ok Ms. Blake,” Hui nodded “I guess it can be confusing if you’re just starting. You mind, Becky?”
            The badger girl looked around the corner again and shook her head. Tabs smiled and nodded back to her drinking in the bigger girl’s stunned silence.

            She watched the cute little fuzz butt girl as she walked along a step ahead of Tabs into the shop. This whole thing was one giant clusterfuck, but god damn it Tabs wasn’t starting to get a bit of a hard on from the excitement.

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

            Becky wasn’t quite sure what to say. She stood there by the wall where the strip mall kept all the dumpsters, looking at Collin standing at the other side. Was it Collin? Could it be Collin? She knew it had to be, but at the same time the whole thing seemed insane. It was a girl standing there, a girl prettier than Becky. Some cute blue haired girl in a knit cap and hoodie who could have walked right out of an indie art house film about two young lesbians. Or that one really stupid adventure game where you had to let the town die to save the scene girl.

            Collin, and it had to be Collin, didn’t look any more comfortable. He, she, played around with the hem of her skirt and fussed nervously while glancing away from Becky. A furious blush that the badger girl just hoped she wasn’t sporting in kind.

            “So, uh. You look cute,” Becky finally muttered.

            “Thanks,” Collin sighed.

            “Uh. Is there a reason you look cute? Not that, I mean it’s not like you aren’t cute, I guess. Or weren’t. Not that guys wanna be cute. Or that I’m saying you’re normally like, girly… U-unless you want to be. I mean if you want to be that’s all on you. I’m not here to tell you how you gotta be or anything like that. That’d probably be mean for me to go off on you like that especially when you were just out trying to get something. Well not you getting something but help someone get something.”
            The words tapered off. The ‘girl’ before her had quickly become so uncomfortable that even Becky noticed. She shoved her hands back into her pockets and watched as the uncomfortable boy squirmed and leaned in a much more feminine manner than she had expected up against the other corner of the barrier wall. His eyes glancing up over the rims of his glasses at her.

            Becky looked away. Then she looked back. She let one hand hang out from her side and traced her fingertips along the wall as she paced up towards her friend's big brother. “Look. You want me to shut up and I will, just tell me. I don’t know what the hell is going on. But if you ever want to talk…”
            “Talk about what?” The voice wasn’t Collin’s. It was more feminine, more girly and more aggressive. So much so that Becky found herself on the back foot.

            “I unno,” Becky shrugged. “Whatever you’d want to talk about. Whatever it is that’s bugging you. Or not bugging you I guess? I dunno. I’m just trying to be friendly.”
            “Why?” Collin asked bitterly.

            “Why? I mean… we’re kinda friends. Right? I mean we’ve been in games before. You’d always pop in to tease me and Esme when we slept over with Hui. Sure I don’t know what’s going on but if a harass like Ms. Blake is willing to listen-”
            “You don’t know her,” Collin snapped. “She’s not just some sadistic gym coach stereotype, and I…” he sighed and shook his head. “Forget it. Look, Becky, you’re not a bad person. You’re not going to be a bad person if you just admit you don’t know what the fuck is going on and leave me to figure things out myself. I’m sure you feel obligated to Hui or feel like it’s the ‘right thing to do’ or whatever but just don’t obsess over it, ok?”
            “You know I can’t do that,” Becky said though a forced snicker. “Obsessing is what I do. You can’t ask me to go off-brand like that. Look, you may not like me. Maybe I’m just your lil sis’ more grating friend. But I’m not trying to do anything out of obligation. I…” She trailed off and hugged her shoulder looking back down at the pavement. “I’m not going to try and make you do anything, but I want you to know I’m around if you need it, ok? But this is your thing and I’m going to keep my mouth shut. If Ms. Blake is really helping you out then I guessed I misjudged her, so I’m sorry about that.”
            Even as she said the words there were those thoughts gnawing at the back of Becky’s mind. Suspicions about all of this. The way Collin looked, the way he had been acting around the teacher before Hui had stormed over to them. The oddly familiar, oddly affectionate tones and gestures. They played back like raw footage in her head over and over again. Each time Becky felt herself growing more worried and, if she was being honest, more jealous.

            She found herself taking the image of this girly Collin, this ‘Kathy’, in. Wondering what she thought, wondering how this admittedly cute girl, or boy, or something, it into her head. Every one in a while he’d look up at her and she’d smile nervously before looking back down. Soon her heavy hiking boot thumped on the pavement and ground around flecks of gravel just to keep from running her mouth with everything building up in her head.

            “So, look,” Becky finally chimed up “if Ms. Blake is really into all this nerdy stuff…”
            “She is,” Collin muttered defensively.

            “Ok, well, Hui and I were just saying that we should try to get a pen and paper game going again. And I was kinda wondering if you’d want to GM. I’d ask Justin but then the game would get really boring and stupid and dark and nobody wants that.”
            I’ll… think about it,” Collin muttered as he pulled himself up and started walking back out around the front of the shop. “And Becky, sorry.”
            She watched the boy wander back out and son followed suit, the badger cursing herself for being so utterly and unfathomably stupid.

Chapter 22:

            Tabs was still rather amazed at how expensive this shit was. She’d gotten the two cool birds at the shop mostly to help avoid getting into shit with her pets kid sister. Now they sat on her dining room table, largely unassembled after a night of trying to get her head around the instructions. One hundred bucks for two models. One hundred bucks for two plastic model kits that she worried might break if she looked at them wrong. Then it was another fifty bucks for the character leading the army, Forty-five for the second leader these naked purple chicks apparently needed.

            It felt like the dumbest thing to be focusing on. This idea of assembling about a hundred little plastic gals and then slathering them all in paint just in the hopes of playing some game that probably would have worked better on a computer anyways. Certainly silly to think about when she had a mortgage to pay, or her bike insurance, or her doc telling her that she basically had to cut bar food completely out of her diet with what her sodium was doing right now.

            Annoying as it was, though, the thought kept creeping up all day. Slipping in while doing paperwork, eating, and while waiting around for students to get their butts into or out of the locker room.

            It was almost a relief having something active to keep her mind off of things. That thing at the moment being a dodgeball game between the girls of her fifth period class. It was going to be a run before the rain hit, then again Tabs always hated having to drive the punk kids along. That ended up taking too much focus most of the time and it really wasn’t worth the effort if not for the board mandate and the fact that it was ultimately decent as a workout. Decent enough that even Helga still did it sometimes.

            Tabs started thinking about calling her friend up this weekend. Maybe even setting up a double date or something with the pig and her girls. A silly idea considering how young Tabs’ own pets were. Soon she was lost in thought as to whether or not the punk girl and that pup would actually keep their mouths shut if they met Justine and Kathoey.

            Her mind got exactly that far when it snapped violently back into reality. A bright red rubber ball streaking inches past her face and slamming into the white cement wall behind her with enough force to send it back into the wolverine’s shoulder. Finely honed teacher reflexes were the only thing that allowed her to catch it. It was only moments of examination after that which allowed her to actually process what she held in her paws… and instantly know just where it’d come from.

            “Parker!” Tabs spat. The woman hauling herself out onto the court and looking down at the badger girl. “Tone it down already. What did I tell you about the aggression?”
            “Sorry Coach Blake,” The badger muttered. “I didn’t hurt you did I?”
            “Of course you didn’t. It’s dodgeball.” Tabs rolled her eyes and shoved the thing back into the girls chest “Still not a good reason to just go hucking this thing around at head level. You want a repeat of what happened with Ms. Elliott?”
            She had to stop herself smirking as she asked it. Both the overzealous badger girl and the poor freshman student she’d beaned felt so horrible about the incident. But the massive overreaction for a simple errant ball was still far too amusing. Becky’s face soured though and Tabs was forced to give her a small pat on the shoulder and a reassuring smile. “Look. Don’t get too worked up about it. Wasn’t your fault. Just… try to calm down a bit. This is why I told you that you can’t be on the Volleyball team either.”
            “Yeah, I guess, coach,” Becky sighed. “Sorry about that.”
            “You’re fine,” The wolverine blew the whistle and looked up at the other girls circling her hand “Ok everyone, bring it in. Boys are up next. Any of you girls walking home who wanna get a head start, just make sure you don’t mention my name if someone else catches ya. And don’t forget to take your gym clothes home. Sick of the locker rooms reeking. Boys, you’re up! Head on in and show me what you got.”
            She watched Becky toss the ball out and head towards the locker room with the others. She wasn’t expecting the tug on her gym shirt a few moments later. The badger girl standing behind her wide eyed and shifting her weight nervously from foot to foot.

            “Something up, Parker?” Tabs blinked. “Look, I wasn’t trying to call you out or anything. I wasn’t joking either. If you still want on the team you just need to get yourself under control a bit more. I mean it really wasn’t that big a deal slam-jamming someone not paying attention in the bleachers, but-”
            “Ms. Blake? Can I talk to you for a minute? In private?”
            Tabs nodded. What else could she do? Her blood ran cold at the question. It had felt about the same most of the past week. Ever since getting caught with Kathoey in the game shop. When nothing came of it on Monday she’d figured the whole thing had passed by and for the most part Parker was her normal lower-middle achieving self.

            When they got into the office Becky shut the door and leaned against it. For a moment it seemed as if she’d go off on Tabs. Small flickers of rage simmering over her face before fading into frustration.

            “Miss Blake, about the weekend. I mean, about Collin.”
            “Yes? What about him?” Tabs crossed her arms and slipped into her chair.

            Becky let out another sigh and bit her lip. She looked up through the thick sports goggles she wore and folded her ears back trying like hell to smile, and failing utterly. “I’m sorry. I’m not quite sure how to ask. I’m barely sure what to ask. But if it’s not a huge deal could, could I ask what you guys were doing there?”
            “Starting me on a habit that will apparently cost me half a grand if I actually go through with it,” The words rolled through Tabs’ lips with more venom than she really hoped. Still, the stunned look on the girls face was a bit of a reward for her slipped frustration.

            “That’s not what I mean,” Becky snapped. “I mean, sorry. What I mean is, why was he… like that? It was weird enough seeing you there like that. But he was dressed up like a girl. Did he lose a bet or something?”
            The wolverine rolled her eyes at the question and leaned over her desk “What kind of bet would a boy make exactly that would get him in girls clothes helping his teacher figure out an overly expensive game of super-nerdy chess?”
            The wheels in Becky’s head were turning. If she squinted Tabs was sure she could see them start to slip the rails. It was so god damn obvious something was wrong, and there was no way the older woman was going to keep it hidden. The girl wasn’t stupid. The only hope she had was that Parker was as oblivious to social shit as her friends.

            “Look, I’m not accusing you of anything, if that’s what you think. I don’t know what to think really. But I’ve known Collin since we were all in grade school. Seeing him going around dressed up like Chloe Price going full nerd isn’t exactly something I ever expected to see from him.”
            “Price… Price… She the girl who keeps trying to bail early for the open co-ed soccer thing all the college kids are running?” Tabs puzzled.

            “What? No no,” Becky shook her head “She’s a character in a video game. Gah, I guess I’m hanging around with Hui too much. Seeing cosplay everywhere. The point is that I want to know why Collin is going around dressed like a girl. I know Hui talks about all that kinky stuff she likes sometimes. And tries to shove it in when we do D&D. Or Shadowrun. Exalted. BESM. Then there was the time she tried to run MAIDs…”
            “Do you have a point?” Tabs sighed. “Just because I bought some parts of a perv army doesn’t mean I know how this shit works yet. Look, if you’re asking me why you saw what you saw, I’m not gonna say. Because it’s not my place to say. I know you’re probably confused but there are some things you just don’t discuss about other people without their permission. You wanna know? Ask her.” She made a point to stress the ‘her’. Tabs slowly rose to her full height and stared Becky down carefully watching the resolve of the young woman fracture under the weight of the teacher’s authority and an argument which Tabs knew disarmed almost anyone in this day and age.

            Becky bowed her head a bit in shame and bit her lip. She fell quiet, gripping at her shoulder and trying to think of what to say. Finally the girl nodded and turned wordlessly to the door.

            “Wait,” Tabs called out. “Look, before you go…. Kath-thy,” she drew the word out, not feeling it right in her muzzle “She was trying to teach me some nerdy stuff. I mean, I want to learn. I asked her to teach me. Her and Flannery, since they seem to know enough that they can skip out on class to play their card games. But this shit is already getting expensive. I’m not even sure how you kids afford it.”
            “I don’t,” Becky scoffed. “My parents got me a cheap drone at Meijer for Christmas to use for filmmaking. It’s cool, but there’s no way I’m going to spend all my allowance on that kind of stuff every month. Not on a deck, and sure as hell not on freaking Warhammer minis.”
            “But you said you play games with them, right?” Tabs blinked.

            “Well, yeah,” The badger nodded “But like Pen and Paper games. When Justin or Collin is willing to GM that is. That’s part of why I was asking. Neither one has talked about starting up a campaign lately.”
            “Sure it is...” A bit of possessiveness slipped into Tabs’ growl as she said it. Yet the way her student shivered made her fairly sure the girl was too distracted to catch it. “So I take it these other games are a bit cheaper?”
            “Well yeah,” Becky nodded.

            “As in ’less than a fu- a freaking mortgage payment‘ cheaper?” Tabs scoffed.

            “”Have… they not shown you any tabletop gaming stuff that isn’t Warhammer?” Becky blinked a bit. There was an almost perverse amusement on the teen’s face now. One that made Tabs grit her teeth and bite back oh so many things she could have used to shatter the girl in turn. “I think you should ask one of them about one of them, Miss Blake. It’s not my place to say. Besides, I don’t’ want to keep you from making sure the boys don’t hurt themselves in dodgeball.”
            “Just some D&D”. Tabs shrugged. She was quite unsure if that was snark or simply amusement. She didn’t care though. Her Kathoey had quite a few things to answer for, and she had every intention of figuring it all out that afternoon.

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

            “Why do I have to do it?” Justin muttered. The otter boy kicked the heel of his boot into the thick roots of the oak tree he leaned against and gazed at the two girls who had basically cornered him.

            “Master, you said we need to do more things as a couple. I mean, more things besides…” Hui blushed furiously and bit her lip, glancing at her very non-pulsed friend “Becky needs more video options for her applications. One actress is good, but two actors…”
            “I’m not an actor though,” Justin muttered. “And besides, it’s embarrassing.”
            “It’s no different than the joint cosplay we discussed,” Hui all but squealed. “In fact it’d probably be the same costumes, and fewer people.”
            “You say that like that wouldn’t be embarrassing too,” The otter looked away sheepishly and started to grind his boot heel up and down on the rough craggy bark.

            “Aren’t you the one who set our whole last Shadowrun game in a bunraku?” Becky sneered. “You think that wasn’t embarrassing for everyone?”
            “I liked it,” Hui chimed in.

            “Wasn’t embarrassing for everyone ‘sane’ involved?” Becky corrected. “Look, everyone else has to put up with you two perving on each other all the time. It’d be one thing if you’d actually fuck and maybe calm down, but at the very least I’d kinda hope that you could do me this one little favor in return. I’m owed that much. Besides.” Becky took a step forward and wrinkled her nose watching the blushing otter flinch just a bit “I figured you’d be all about seeing your girl dressed up as one of your waifus.”
            “Do you have to do that?” Justin snapped. The boy turned without warning and started stomping his way back through the woods, Hui starting off not far behind with little more than an embarrassed glance passing to Becky.

            Just like that the badger was alone again. Her friends, such as they were, quickly faded into the forest and all she could do was lean up against the nearby oak and try not to let the piling frustration of the day get the best of her. The worst of it was Justin. He wasn’t a bad guy, and her parents assured her that he’d grow out of some of these behaviors by the time college rolled around, assuming Hui was even still with him by then. She would be. In spite of everything Becky rooted for the two and even with the boy being on edge near constantly the past few months. At the very least it was an understandable edginess. Wounded pride after getting his ass beat, and, well…
            She managed to pry the mental image of her best friend getting some over-the-sweater vest action just as quickly as it slipped into her mind. It was creepy, and it wasn’t the badger’s big worry right now. In truth, coming to pester Justin about Hui’s’ little joint video idea was mostly just an excuse. One she had decided she’d hold to if possible when the familiar figure of Collin began picking its way towards her. Gone was the blue wig with the cap, the geeky hoodie and skirt, the cute shoes that Becky almost wished she had herself and the thigh high stockings. In their place was just Hui’s big bro. The same dour, snide, insufferably cute stick of a wah in khakis and a striped two-button shirt that had been around ever since her first slumber party with Hui and Esme. The one who thought it’d be funny to interrupt an all night Mary, Kate, and Ashley session with a couple of silly string web shooters from the top of the stairs as an unexpected sneak attack.

            The same boy who, along with his annoying ass friend, first taught her and Hui about D&D, running the dumbest session of ‘hunt the kobolds’ she’d ever seen. Even looking back on how painfully murder-hobo her inquisitor had been and how jankily the boys mashed up 3.5 with Pathfinder, it still brought a smile to her face.

            The smile faded some at the rather annoyed expression on Collin’s face. He barely spared Becky a glance before looking around the woods and standing up on his tiptoes. “Where’d they go?” He muttered, obviously referring to Justin and Hui.

            “He stormed off, she went after him,” Becky shrugged. “I’m sure they’ll be back soon. You know how those two get.”
            “Yeah. Yeah I do,” Collin muttered ruefully. “Still pretty rude since I’m only here because Hui asked me to come.”
            “She asked you to come because she wanted to ask you to help me with a video project,” Becky noted calmly “She figured It’d be good on your college apps, and maybe help you relax a bit.”
            “That all she thinks it will do?” The red panda almost spat the question at her. His tail fuzzed a bit and then went limp as he tried like hell to calm himself. The attempt wasn’t lost on Becky. Didn’t make her feel any better though.

            “For her it was,” Becky muttered “But for me… Look, Collin. I know you don’t want to talk about it, and you’ve got every right to tell me to shut the hell up. But what I saw this weekend, I gotta ask. You know I have to ask. You can’t just see someone you know borderline crossplay in public and not ask about it.”
            He winced. The question almost seemed to physically pain him. The boy glanced sideling at Becky and shoved his hands into his pockets. She could almost see the anger radiating off of him like steam. “Why didn’t you just ask Ms. Blake? Or Hui?”
            “Hui knew?” 

            “Then I take it you already asked Ms. Blake, huh?” Collin scoffed. He pulled a small packet of gum out of his pocket and popped the top open, slipping a few cubes in his muzzle. “Yeah, she knew. Had Justin dragging me around the mall and she thought he was cheating on her. Protip, warn any girl who even looks like she’s interested in Justin. My sis may like to play at that submissive slave stuff, but she’s way scarier than Justin when you cross her.”
            “You don’t have to tell me that,” Becky scoffed. “I remember how she was with party games back in second grade. Joany Ellis’ princess themed party was a fucking massacre,” Becky laughed to herself and held out a paw. She watched the reluctant wah tap a few cubes of gum into it and stuffed them into her muzzle. Things fell quiet, and she was grateful. A moment of blessed silence to draw out the inevitable was far more than she could have hoped for. And at the same time wasn’t nearly enough.

            “You know what I’m going to ask you,” Becky finally muttered softly.

            “Do I?” Collin grumbled.

            “I know it’s not my business…” 

            “Then why are you asking?” Collin muttered. His eyes sharpened to knife slits. He gazed at her with a strange venom the badger had never seen before. Something she never imagined from the overly-boisterous but overall harmless boy.

            Becky took another deep breath and tried to blow a bubble with the gum. It went poorly, and she quickly pulled the failed attempt back into her muzzle before she spoke. “Look. Just because I’m not into freaky deaky stuff like mister trenchcoat and your dear sister there doesn’t mean I don’t know about that stuff. I’ve… seen things,” She blushed a bit with her admittance, though there was no way in hell she was going to elaborate. Not now, especially. “It didn’t seem like you were doing anything really lewd, and I can’t really imagine you’d be doing it around Justin if it was anything sexual in any way. Not without the mother of all slap fights between you two at any rate. But…”
            “You want to ask if I’m some kind of subbie bitch. You wanna ask if I’m a fuck slave like my sister wants to be? Figure out if I like getting dressed up in girls clothes because it’s kinky? Because you’ve seen a few uke hentei or watched too much shoujo yaoi stuff?” Every word was a hammer. A blunt accusation with a dozen stinging implications behind it. Each one turned Collin’s young face hard as stone. His lips sneered back showing his teeth and his tail thrashed and thumped against the leaf coat on the ground as if preparing to thump Becky over the head with its overwhelming bushiness.

            Finally the young man strode up to her. His teeth gritted and shoulders arched. He was upset, angry even. Something Becky had never recalled seeing in him before. “She makes me feel good,” He said flatly. His amber-brown eyes shining like smoldering embers in the dappled forest sunlight. “I’m finally fucking happy, and I wish I knew why people want to take that from me.”
            Not another word was spoken. Collin turned his attention back to the path he’d come from and began marching himself towards home.

            A chastised Becky simply stood there letting her weight rest against the tree. Her heart thumping out of her chest, her mind racing. Everything burned and froze at once as she just watched Collin walk away.

Chapter 23:

            Hui did everything she could to bite back the little whimpers and moans. She sat on the familiar old boards of the treehouse, her body trembling. Her chest heaving into the rough grasping paws that crushed and molested her small chest though the shirt and sweater vest.

            “What are you?” Justin growled into her ear. The otter tugged and yanked at her, pulling her in against his chest any time she squirmed and fidgeted a bit from her place pulled against his body.

            “Y-yours, Master,” she squealed out. The cry drew a sharp smack against her thigh before he returned to her chest mashing clumsily against her soft sensitive flesh even as his teeth gnawed firmly into the flesh of her left ear.

            “What are you?” He growled again. The demand clear in his voice.

            “Yours, Master!” She yelped again. The red panda girl drooling on herself a bit, her hair falling out of place and a few strands slipping over her face while she struggled to arc her chest out into his grasp “Your toy, your whore, your concubine. I’m your property Master. Yours!”
            The girl was barely aware of how wide her legs had spread. Her hips trembled as she humped them into the air with all of the awkward flailing one would expect from such a compromised position. His paw slipping down to trace against the band of her white cotton panties. Fingers digging into her bare thigh fur. Just the mere feeling of his flesh and fur against hers was enough on its own to keep her on the edge of orgasm as she felt herself being used.

            And then came the slap.

            “AH! XION! Xion Xion Xion!” The teen doubled over gripping between her legs. The sharp aching pain instantly evaporated any real pleasure. She gripped at the panties fabric firmly and tugged it as if that would ease some of it, her shoe heels digging and dragging into the wooden floor until finally she slumped over on her side, pinning one of Justin’s legs.

            “Oh god! Hui I’m so sorry.” The otter yelped. He hugged her, then let go, his hands trembling as he tried to futz his way through comforting his little lover.

            Hui groaned and whined, rubbing her thighs together and struggling to pull herself up again. It didn’t hurt, not that much. Yet in one swift moment all of her arousal was gone. After a few moments of trying to grind the pain away with her palm she looked up at Justin and put her head on his shoulder, whimpering softly into his ear “Sorry Master.”
            “No,” he muttered “No it’s fine. That’s what the safe word is for. Are you ok?”
            “Yeah. It was just a bit too rough is all.” She didn’t add ‘again’. He already seemed to know. The stunned boy unable to meet her gaze as she cuddled in closer and nuzzled his neck. “It was an accident. I know that. It’s not like I don’t like that kind of stuff.”
            “I know,” he sighed. He guided her muzzle up gently and kissed her on the forehead. Hui could feel the anger and fear he was biting back. She could see the growing frustration on his face. “I’ve just been really agitated I guess. I’ll admit I was kinda worried this would happen.”
            “I said it was ok. Really,” Hui whimpered “I-” He hugged her tightly and kissed her. The words she had said so many times before the past couple of months dying in the embrace.

            “If you don’t use the word when you need to, I’m gonna worry,” Justin corrected her “I just gotta, I gotta get my head on right, that’s all. But you need to promise me that you’re not going to get upset about this. Ok? Because it’s not your fault.”
            He was right, it wasn’t her fault. Then again it felt like it was. She pushed against him and sighed nuzzling in close and nuzzling against his chest as the thick miasma of anxiety bled away around them.

            Eventually he stood. The otter boy helping her up, brushing dirt and wood splinters away from her blue plaid skirt clad butt. Justin smiled at her and gently brushed a finger along her forehead slipping a few stray locks of hair behind her ear.

            “Maybe we can try later on tonight with the webcams?” She asked, giving Justin’s cheek a hopeful kiss.

            “Sweetheart, don't worry. Ok? Trust me, this isn’t about you. I think I just need to settle a couple things, I just want to make sure I don’t fuck up like this again.”
            She was about to say something, but he put a finger to her lips and kissed her forehead. Hui watched somberly while her Master made his way out of the tree and started back down one of the paths through the woods. There was something he wasn’t telling her, and it was getting harder letting it sit.

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

            Tabs twisted the bottle of Oberon in her paw while gazing at the rusted out old green monstrosity that occupied the dead center of her backyard. Every year it was the same thing. The riding mower would spend most of the summer grinding along at a somewhat passable pace without any major issue. Then once fall hit and the walnuts started dropping she’d inevitably end up with some kind of mechanical issue fucking the whole thing up. Really, for all her professed hate of suburbia most of it wasn’t too bad if you kept true to yourself. Anyone who talked about how much better life on the road was never slept in the dirt with a back tire for a pillow, or had to watch over a friend while they detoxed from Heroin in some dingy tattoo parlor upper floor. Nice warm beds and stable income was something she could appreciate in her ever increasing middle age.

            But yard work? Fuck yard work.

            The fifth bottle was down by the time she bothered to spare the ghastly hunk of dying yard equipment down again. When she did she also noticed the all too familiar sight of her favorite otter stomping like some petulant child towards her back door. The tetchy little shit stopping at the mower and glaring up at her.

            The wolverine smirked ear to ear and pulled herself up. She dropped her bottle into the six pack holder and drew the last unopened one from it, knocking the cap free on the corner of the deck's handrail. “Don’t remember telling you to come over today, boy,” She snickered softly “Though I guess it’s not a bad thing. I had a few questions I was going to-”
            “We need to talk,” Justin snapped.

            Tabitha blinked. Her smile faded. She slowly walked up to him, looming, glaring at him, her brow furrowed as she gripped the beer and took a hard swig before spitting the words out at him. “What was that tone just now?”
            “I said we need to talk?” The boy whispered angrily. “Inside. Now. It’s important.”
            Tabs sneered, then stopped. A small smile once again curled one corner of her muzzle as the woman put a heavy paw on the broken mower and looked down into the face of her petulant little pet. “Gee, I’d love to meet the demands of my little bottom bitch right now,” Tabs cooed smoothly. “But I gotta get the yard mowed, and for some reason this stupid mower isn’t running. I guess you’ll have to come back another time.

            Without warning Justin grabbed the lid of the riding mower with both hands and began to yank. It wasn’t going anywhere, not with Tabs leaning on it the way she was. But damned if he didn’t try. Eventually she simply moved her paw and let him open it up, diving into the mechanisms within. Yanking the leads off of the battery and running over the components with the kind of eye she’d only seen when she had a breakdown and take one of her rides into the shop.

            It wasn’t quite clear what he was doing. He yanked off spark plug caps and fiddled with the plugs themselves. He tugged at the belts and twisted them to check how they flowed. It was a simple enough diagnosis, but Tabs found it hard to follow with the laser focused fury of his actions.

            Finally he shut it again, sat down on the mower and in one turn started the thing over again causing it to purr loudly and angrily to life.

            “Ok, fuck. I’ll admit that was impressive. But I still have to mow the rest of the yard. So if you don’t mind…”
            He didn’t get off the mower. On the contrary the boy shrugged his coat off of his shoulders and turned the thing up to high gear. Tabs was barely able to move out of the way as he started making fast and mostly sloppy lines along the rest of her back yard flooring about as much gas as he could out of the thing while drawing an ever shrinking concentric circle.

            She wanted to stop the boy and send him off just for how he’d acted before. But free lawn tractor repair and a good twenty minutes of mowing done for her took the wind out of that sail. Instead she walked in and downed the last of her beer, watching intently as the boy finished his self appointed task and trying not to laugh to herself.

            When the slider pushed open again Tabs had to bite back the temptation to say something. Justin was hot, sweaty, tired and glaring at her with a wicked glower. His resolve didn’t break even as she stood over him and looked him over slowly planting her paw on his shoulder “You know I’m not paying you for that,” She scoffed “You wanna earn money you should probably have negotiated first.”
            “I need out of this thing,” The otter snapped.

            “Out of… oh. Well now this is a bit unexpected. I mean sure I’ve noticed you two boys getting a bit pent up,” The wolverine scoffed. “But you were doing so well at handling it. Especially since you haven’t been getting any of the ‘help’ my little Kathoey gets.”
            “You mean getting fucked?” Justin grumbled. Already the boy blushing furiously “Yeah. I haven’t. I haven’t gotten anything. E-even when I tried a few times.” A moment of raw nervousness washed over the boy before fading into the same anger as before. He took a step forward, inevitably getting dirt and grass clippings on the otherwise clean linoleum, and narrowed his eyes “I don’t need it off long. Just five minutes. I just need to fucking get off so I can… so I’m acting normal again.”
            Tabs rolled her eyes and smiled as sweetly as she could to the insufferable boy’s demands “You mean to say that you’re somehow ‘normal’ without the cage on?” She watched him fume a moment and then leaned back crossing her arms “What’s this about, really? If I’m going to take some mercy on you little bitch, I think I deserve to know why.”
            “Deserve?” Justin blinked “I don’t… I… you…” The boy looked about ready to burst. What little sense he still had stopped him from lashing out at her. Even the arrogant punk teen didn’t have it in him to get any more aggressive with her than that.

            “Look… please? I… I’m not doing great if I can’t think straight, and Hui…”
            “So that’s it?” Tabs chuckled. “You want out so you and your lil cutie can fuck, is that it?”
            “We don’t do that!” Justin barked.

            “Really? Because you sure as hell look like a boy with blue balls,” she murred.

            “Second base isn’t sex,” He muttered. “And I can’t do anything close to sex while I’m locked up anyways. But we already agreed to wait a while. So that’s as far as we go.”
            “I see. So by that metric, a blowjob isn’t sex? Considering how many you’ve given me…” Tabs watched his face darken a bit more. Her thumb reaching up, brushing against the soft cheek fur as she leaned in and loomed over him “What you and Hui really agreed to was that you don’t get your dick wet, right? Since I assume you’ve gone further than second base with her before, haven’t you?”
            Justin nodded and looked up at her nervously. “Y-yeah,” He whined.

            “And I’m guessing whatever happened between you two that has you all worked up, that’s not ‘sex’ either? But it is bad enough that my little bitch sissy needs to cum, doesn’t she?”
            Justin may not have been as refined as Collin, but her uppity little sissy ‘niece’ was plenty smart. Smart enough to catch what she was suggesting even before she had to say it. He swallowed hard and grabbed hold of his chest hugging himself bashfully while looking sidelong at her “P-please…” He whined.

            “Please what?” Tabs growled.

            He slumped. She watched. Tabs had done her best not to bring it up, not to push it. She’d sued him, naturally. Enjoyed watching him slowly slip under her foot. She ran her paw over his brown-blonde hair and licked her lips slowly watching as the last of his resolve started eroding against his own confusion, and need.

            “Please, Auntie,” the horny teen muttered. “Please, I need your big thick cock to fuck me.”
            Tabs yanked him in close and pushed her tongue into his muzzle. A quick kiss while keeping him on tiptoe. When she finally let go he almost fell over. The boy eventually ended up on his knees. His chest pushing out, his cheeks flushed, his whole body rambling as he looked up at her trying like hell to parrot the submissive nature he’d gotten from so much media over his life.

            The woman recognized it, even if only though her own recent observations. She let him stay there. Watched him look up at her, watched him begging with those big blue eyes. Saw him tremble while slowly petting his hair. Everything sinking in, bit by bit.

            “Auntie, please. I need to cum. I need it badly. Please. Please let me cum, please… fuck me. Rail me. I can’t keep going like this. I’m so horny, and weak. My head’s so fuzzy and wrong.” The proud boy was soon rocking and pushing his hips down on the floor. The need and confusion was apparent. It left Tabs wondering just how many days he’d spent with that growing lust. How long the poor boy had tortured himself resisting what her Kathoey so gleefully accepted.

            “I won’t fuck you,” She said firmly. The crushing disappointment on his face making her dick throb in her pants “Justin is Hui’s Master. He only fucks her… and other bitches. Justine, on the other hand”
            The boy blinked. The realization of what she was saying hit him. He gripped the knees of his jeans hard as he could and winced hard as the maddeningly arousing and heady scent of her cock filled his nose. “Auntie, your little niece needs fucked.” the voice was a cracked falsetto. Big wide eyes pleading helplessly. Ears folded back and ‘her’ body leaned up towards her. She watched as the blushing bitch gripped the tip of the zipper tab with ‘her’ teeth and started to pull it down. Thick herm meat smacking against the face with pre dripping into blush-backed cheekfur.

            “Go get changed, bitch, and wait for me in the living room.” With that Tabs turned and headed off to her bedroom, slamming the door behind her.

            When she finally came back out the woman wore nothing but her biker vest. The shimmer of lube ran along the length of her girthy shaft while she gripped it in one paw. A few teasing strokes working it slowly to life.

            “Do you want it, little cocksniffer?”
            The blushing girl who stood by the couch nodded a bit, a faux seductive yet oh so grumpy grin on the face of the otter ‘girl’. The purple haired figure reached back and rubbed a finger along her tight virgin pucker, only loosened by the occasional pill vibe, plug or dildo.

            Justine curled her fingers roughly and felt the shaft between her legs spasm to drippy near-life herself. The JtHM shirt she wore had been bunched up into her muzzle showing off a sagging training bra and flat chest. The poor thing gazing at the cock with self loathing and lust.

            “Trying to look cute for auntie?” Tabs murred, the wolverine walked up to the trembling otter and pushed up against her. The full length of that cock’s hot flesh contacted what little poked out of Justine’s cage and rubbed it roughly slicking lube and a bit of her thick pre against the trembling sissys’ boihood.

            “My cock really is so much bigger… stronger… better. Isn’t it?” Tabs growled licking her lips like a hungry predator.

            “Y-yeah Auntie,” Justine whimpered a small shivery moan slipping from her lips.

            “Makes you feel weak, small, vulnerable. Feel like a filthy little bitch. Doesn’t it?”
            A whiney, girly squeal came as the trembling teen felt that cock ruling over her. Everything reduced to a quivering helpless dolly for her ‘Auntie’ to enjoy. The worst part was some small sliver of her brain screaming out in need and bliss as she stood there with her bare exposed chest feeling the nearly nude woman grinding on her.

            “Of course Auntie has a bigger dick than a cute lil fuck dolly.” She shoved the trembling girl back on to the couch, One foot setting on the cushion as she stroked and jerked herself letting a few more splatters of pre drip down on the soft downy brown fur “But even if I wasn’t so much bigger, stronger, tougher… that’s not why you want to be Auntie’s little cocksleeve is it? It’s because you know your fucking place. Right?”
            “D-Don’t say that,” Justine whined gently and wriggled with her tail hanging off the couch. Helpless, exposed, needy. The poor girl’s confusion only fueled her lust as she spread her legs wider and looked up into the woman’s eyes.

            “Someone always fucks, sweetie. Someone is always the bigger, the stronger, the superior. The one who takes control.” The shaft tip pushed up against the trembling pucker. The head pressing firmly. A mere ounce of pressure from going in “And others get fucked. They need it. They live for it. They can’t be happy unless someone puts them in their place. And you, my little niece.”
            “Get fucked.”
            There was a squeal, a sharp yelp of pain tinged with pleasure as more than six inches of herm cock lodged itself firmly into that tight little tail hole. Loud, violent, and needy screams, while the otter girl grabbed helplessly at the couch. Thick ropes of her own cum already spraying out over the massive mustid shaft while it hammered and rubbed against Justine’s love button.

            Defiance melted into trembling need. That tight little hole clenched down roughly drawing little twinges of pain each time Tabs pushed a new thrust into her little fleshlight.

            “Bitches get fucked. Bitches get used. Bitches need to be used,” Tabs snarled loudly with her fangs showing each time she inched her dick in again. “Relax if you don’t want it to hurt as much you little cumsock.”
            The otter didn’t relax. If anything she clenched down. Her teeth gritted and legs curling against the couch until the boards creaked. The tenderness she so often showed with her Kathoey was nowhere to be found, instead replaced with heaving sweaty thumping into the clenching hole. A paw found its way around Justine’s throat, squeezing just hard enough to make the girl gasp. Her legs thrashing and eyes wide. Even then she didn’t let up as her inexperienced little tail hole milked the thick musky shaft into her.

            “You take it, you own it, you claim it. I’m going to claim your little ass, fuck it, make it mine. Tell me slut, tell me whose it is.”
            Justine choked out a squeal and gasped for air. Her eyes widening and back arching. She mouthed the words and croaked. Her eyes shimmering while her ass started to hump back. Her paws gripped the wolverine’s wrists but she didn’t say more, didn’t say anything. She didn’t resist. She drank it in. The sensation searing into her. Those pretty blue eyes sparkling with revelations each time Tabs hilted herself into that velvety tail hole.

            “Fuck my bitch. Mine. My little cock hole. You fucking take what I give you,” She spat on that cute face and let go of her neck. One firm slap to Justine’s face before gripping the couch and simply falling into a pattern, railing her. Using her. The woman’s breasts pushed down over Justine’s face as she leaned down and pushed short heavy thrusts into that rump feeling the steady build towards a quivering orgasm.

            “Y-Yes! Fuck me, Auntie. Rape me. F-Fucking ruin me! Be rough! Be mean!” The falsetto quivered as Justine gazed pleadingly at the woman and the otter teen’s eyes glazed over. The relentless assault driving pleasure and pain into one twisting helpless heap while her caged cock leaked and splattered all over her thighs.

            The woman finally collapsed in a sweaty heap on her toy. The squirming sissy girl sobbing and moaning from between her breasts while heaving and wriggling looking up with the cutest, most pathetic eyes. Tabs didn’t bother waiting before forcing another kiss on the girl. Rolling the two around until she lay on the couch with Justine laying on top of her looking up with wide eyed confusion.

            “Auntie’s little girl is a good little fuck,” She growled. “Does my silly lil otter feel any better?”
            Justine whined and nodded meekly. A soft ‘yes Auntie’ barely whispered from her lips as she hugged the big woman tight.

            “Was kinda cute watching you getting all into it, too. Though you really need to relax when I tell you. It‘s one thing getting off to pain and abuse. But it‘s not like you‘re gonna cum if I just beat the shit out of you. It‘s like a friend told me. It‘s all about showing a little bitch who‘s in charge. I mean if I wanted to really choke you out and rape your little hole, I‘d do it a lot fucking harder, right?”
            “Y-Yes Auntie,” the trembling otter nodded again looking off to the side and whimpering.

            “Good. Bad enough I have to reign your little sissys bitch sister in. Besides, I did say I‘d try to teach you some shit, right?”
            Tabs felt the quiet girl slumping down on her chest and shivering while the dick in her ass oh so slowly began to shrink back down. A thoughtful look passed over her toy’s face, and Tabs began to wonder if she might finally be starting to learn.

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

            After the other day, Hui had an idea of why she was here. She sat in the corner of the treehouse and flipped through the music on her phone, trying to find something that would set a good mood.

            It still wasn’t sex. They’d agreed on that when they started. As much as others took Justin to be some overly-horny selfish prick, Hui knew that he respected her in the end. Respected her limits, respected what she needed and what she wasn’t ready for. She felt safe with him, which was more than she could fully say about Collin right now.

            She hit the button and dropped the phone gently on to her jacket, ‘while your lips are still red’ starting to play though the slowly dying speakers of her old smartphone.

            He looked… different… as he came up. Some small part of Hui’s brain tugged at her as she stood and gave him a small bow. Her fingers curled into the blue plaid of her pleated skirt and she looked back up at him with a warm smile. “Master. There you are. You wanted to call for me?”
            His palm hit the back wall by her face before the wah knew what was happening. The cute boyish face she’d seared into her mind gazed down at her with icy eyes. Cold, dark, foreboding. The red panda girl glanced away to one side and swallowed hard while gazing nervously up at him from the corner of her eye. What little height advantage he held now a looming chasm which caused her heart to race and thud in her chest. She shrank back further against the wall. Hui’s brain screaming at her to look up at him. Her trembling body demanded she meet his gaze and yet refused to respond any time she tried.

            The choice was quickly made for her. A firm grip on her chin guided the muzzle up and forced her gaze to his. Even still the brown eyed girl looked away to one side and dodged the cold blue orbs which nailed her in place. Justin tugged her face this way and that trying to force their eyes to meet. Each little jerk of her face hit like a slap. Soft tenderness that somehow shivered her with menace no physical blow could match.

            Without a word the otter pushed his lips to hers. They’d kissed countless times. Those lips had met her so often. The ones that stole her first kiss, the ones she longed for in her dreams. His paw wrapped into the headfur at the back of her head right between where the braids met and pulled her in. His warm flat tongue pressing deep into her muzzle.

            Just like that every inch of the Wah’s body was out of her control. She was a doll. Words she’d said in dirty little cam sessions or under the bleachers god only knew how many times. Yet now it wasn’t some simple self-depreciating pleasantry. Her body was helpless. Her eyes wide. Justin, her Master, wished to kiss her and there was no way the young woman could do more than stand there and accept it.

            She tried. A few token twitches this way and that. Broken mewls and dainty licks along the flat of his tongue as he rolled and bullied his way around her defenseless muzzle. At once caressing and violating it. Every new moment of his hot breath rushing into her mouth further stripping away that petty sense of agency to something far more wonderful. Something her soul didn’t even know it needed.

            That kiss lasted forever. At least she wished it had. The doll that was Hui in this moment rocked helplessly in her Mary Janes and slumped her otherwise rigid body against the wall.

            Finally, he broke the kiss. This time Hui had no way to resist his gaze. That delicious nervousness had bled into a helplessness as she stood there watching him. He took a step back and suddenly grew so much bigger. Hui only barely realized after a long moment that she had in fact slumped down on to her rump with her big bushy tail now curled around her in a childish, defensive posture. She kept her eyes fixed on him as he stepped away. She watched him slowly lower his arms and let the heavy trenchcoat he always wore fall into a puddle of heavy leather on the floor. The trembling wah barely noticed her tongue darting over her lips as he stood there. His body, not at all impressive in any real way, now filling her senses with all the allure of an action star. The shirt pulling up to reveal his back. To reveal wings. Dark, detailed, black wings. Raven wings, angel wings, carefully wrapped in chains and twisted with heavily thorned black roses.

            “Master...” The word felt wrong. Wonderfully so. Spoken anew for the first time “What are you doing?”
            He looked at her over his shoulder. A smile came across his muzzle as Justin simply let the question linger for an agonizing moment. “Simple, my love. I’m going to Conquer you.”
Chapter 24:

            Everything hurt. That was how it usually went with Collin this early in the morning. It had been that way since high school started. Nearly four years of waking up far too early and walking to school every morning. It let him sleep in more than he would if he had to take the bus. The boy had a chance to get some coffee at the gas station and take a few minutes alone before dragging his butt though another day of tedium and pressure.

            Once upon a time he’d walk with Justin and Hui. The talks and company made it a bit more bearable even if he was still too tired to do much even going back to those early years. In fact back in middle school it would be a whole group of them together. Though the middle school also offered an extra hour of sleep and the bus line hadn’t been as crowded back then.

            Now the tired wah simply trudged the halls barely able to keep his tail from dragging on the dusty floor. He let his eyes slip open and shut while weaving through the nameless, faceless bodies jammed unceremoniously into the school hallways  relying on the autopilot of muscle memory to get him to the right class. Or if not, well, it didn’t matter too much.

            He wasn’t quite sure when he stopped, when he ended up off his feet, or when he ended up floating for an agonizing instant in the air only to feel the wind knocked out of him with his back slapping against the ground.

            “Dude, what the fuck?” A handsome heifer with ruddy brown fur glanced down at the sprawled wah, barely able to contain his disgust.

            Collin glanced up. The figure towered over him. That slender athletic frame built of wiry muscle now further revealed thanks to the thick gash running through the center of an otherwise immaculate basketball jersey.

            “Jesus, my dad’s gonna be pissed.”  The bull towered over Collin. Long flowing curls of dark chestnut hair falling before green eyes. Part of Collin would almost be attracted, if Kevin wasn’t such a shit person.

            “Look, I’ll ask mom to pay for a replacement,” Collin muttered. “Can you just leave me alone? I kinda gotta get to class.”
            “Oh do you?” The bull boy barked. “What, the teacher’s pet worried he won’t have time to suck off the teach before everyone shows up?”
            There was a blush. Collin mentally cursed as he felt the blush burning on his cheeks. His fingers fumbling for his dropped items as he tried to hide himself. The boys surrounding him now, starting to gather in a bit closer. “Oh Jesus fuck, he likes it,” One of the other basketball players chuckled “Kevin strike a nerve lil fag?”
            “Maybe we should go tell the principal, or the coach. God knows we don’t want some dweeb like this hanging out in the boys locker room, right? So what is it dweeb? You fuck up my jersey hoping I’d toss you around? Maybe trying to feel my paws on you? Probably the only way you could get any attention from-”
            Collin winced at the loud crash. He knew what it was. His heart hammering down through the cold floor even as he looked up. A familiar black coat and snarls of rage as the otter boy now above him hammered his shoulder into Kevin’s chest again and again. Justin’s face was contorted into a mask of fury that most found comical. He growled and drooled like some cartoon berserker while ramming himself again and again against the bull, pounding him into the locker.

            It didn’t do much damage. The few stretched out moments between Kevin realizing what was happening and one of his friends pulling Justin back in a full nelson simply saw the bull’s face darken with rage. Justin started kicking when they restrained his arms. Hauling both legs up and bucking like some WWE wrestler in a particularly bad spot. A few of the kicks managed to hit Kevin. A bit of pain, a bit more tearing of the clothing, but little else. A nod from the bull saw Justin released and a few hammering blows to the gut after that saw him doubling over even before he could lash out with fresh blows at his foe.

            “Justin, knock it off!” Collin looked around to see who had said it, then was shocked to realize it was him. The wah pulled at his friend's leg a moment and then stumbled back. He watched as Kevin hammered his fist into Justin’s shoulder and side again and again. The blows were about as undisciplined as Justin’s but far more powerful. The otter knocked to one side and slumped on the locker while trying to get himself back to his feet.

            It was Kevin’s little entourage who finally pulled the bull away. The fist that had done the bulk of the damage to Justin now clutched under one arm. Apparently the most pain he had gotten from the whole encounter.

            “Where are you going?” Justin screamed in a near tearful rage. “Get the fuck back here and fight me! I‘m not done with you!”
            It was only Collin’s sudden intervention that stopped the otter where he was. The wah braced to get a blow of his own, to be shoved aside once more as Justin marched his way after the bull for a further beating.

            “Flannery!”
            Collin froze. Justin froze. The refrain was typical now, though for once not from Mistress. Both boys looked up at the heavyset panther woman who stood before them, glowering. Miss Dixon, the vice principal, pointed towards the front of the school with eyes narrowed. “Principal's office. Now!”
--------------------

            The silence deafened their walk back. The air was cold and far too crisp. Justin had a small limp. He was trying not to show how pissed he was. Trying to keep a lot of things in. Collin knew that. None of this was new. Tiring, sure. But not new.

            “Dad’s gonna kill me,” Justin sighed.

            “Ya think?” Collin muttered, rolling his eyes.

            “Gee, you’re welcomed,” The otter snapped back before going back to his shoulder and rubbing what was probably going to turn into a bruise. “At least maybe that’ll shut Kevin up for a while. God knows someone has to. “
            “Gee. Ya don’t say,” Collin muttered.

            Justin picked up on the tone, but said nothing. He eyed the other boy and paused at one of the path openings into the woods, waiting a few moments for Collin to catch his intention before sliding down the slope of dead leaves and dirt into the forest bed below.

            “Wanna get home before your parents, I take it?” Collin muttered. He started to follow after him, keeping his tail up straight to avoid the endless stickers and pricker bushes that usually lined the slopes. He landed with a sucking thud on the ground and pulled his tail around to begin picking the inevitable bevy of seed pods that’d be stuck in his fur. All the while shooting Justin a nasty look.

            “Something’s up with the engine,” Justin shrugged “Felt it on the drive over. Because this day is made of suck. Kinda wanna wait until later and come back for the car so it doesn’t die in front of half a dozen people and net me a ticket on top of everything else.”
            “Nice to know you’re only walking here for your car’s sake. Here I thought maybe you wanted to apologize,” Collin spat.

            “Wait, huh?” Justin blinked. “Did I like, punch you or something? I mean if I did I’m sorry. Absolutely not who I was aiming for.” He offered his paw and a small grin. The otter not seeming to pick up on the ever darkening mood of his best friend.

            Justin wasn’t expecting the shove. The look on Collin’s face suggested he didn’t either. The wah boy puffed and bristled In a pose about as violent as he’d ever been. His amber brown eyes flashing with raw rage.

            “What the fuck?” Justin snapped. “What is your problem lately?

            “Me? What's your problem? You keep fucking things up! Why are you trying to pick a fight like that?”
            Justin rolled his eyes. The otter simply shoving his hands back in his pockets and growled. “What, you mean those assholes bullying you? And what, I’m supposed to just let them pick on you like that? Stand around with my thumb up my ass while you just put up with it?”
            “Oh so I suppose getting your ass beat is better? Not to mention getting suspended. Almost getting ‘me’ suspended? Jesus, every time with this, Justin. Ever since we were little you have this idea that you need to do this. To beat the shit out of anyone who looks at you funny.” Collin snapped.

            “You mean to protect you? Protect myself? Protect Hui and all our friends?” Justin growled.

            “You’re not ‘protecting’ us you idiot!” Collin snapped “What do you think they were gonna do? Hit me? Beat my face in? Oh no they called me a fag. Mistress does that all the damn time! Sure it’s not fun when they do it, but it’s not like they’re going to stop just because you stepped in to be their personal punching bag for a few minutes.”
            “I could have taken them,” The otter boy snarled “I had that stupid basketball prick on the wall.”
            Collin stepped forwards, the wah shoving his friend back and puffing his chest out again. “Oh you were gonna take him, huh? Someone teaches you how to throw a punch and suddenly you can keep up with all the athletes?” Another shove. Then another. Something wild danced in Collin’s eyes as he approached the other boy in a slow stumbling march. “And it’s not like you needed to know how to do it before now did you? Remember the last time with Kevin in fourth grade? Or that time with the Dempski Twins? Maybe drop-kicking that seventh grader in the back? In church? With our parents in the next fucking room?”
            There was a punch. Then one returned. Neither boy was sure who threw it first. Within moments both were looking up at each other. Justin bleeding from his nose, Collin from his lip. The two growling as they smashed into each other in a hail of blows and half spoken curses.

            Justin quickly pushed himself forwards and hammered a shoulder tackle into the wah. When Collin stumbled he brought both arms up and brought his fists down in a hammer blow. The swing missing Collin’s head and hammering into his shoulder.

            The blow caused the wah to yowl in pain. He lashed out with a hard front kick knocking Justin back and making the otter stumble into a nearby tree. There was barely a moment for either to recover before Collin found himself hammering wide punches in quick succession against Justin’s chest. Every once in a while breaking the blows by trying to drive his knee up finding it meeting the other boy’s legs and pelvis though never quite making it to his gut.

            Justin blocked the blows as best he could and winced at each one slipping past his meager guard. In desperation he finally pulled himself forwards and wrapped both arms around Collin’s left one. He put his whole weight behind the shift and dragged them both down, Collin’s shoulder getting the bulk of the blow as it smashed into the ground.

            There was a sickening pop, then another as the red panda unintentionally shifted his arm back into place, pulling himself up on top of his erstwhile friend and beginning to rain punch after punch down on his face. Justin turtled up as best as he could but the blows were relentless. None were hard on their own, but each as rage-fueled and relentless as a waterfall. Soon his arms were moving and swaying on pure inertia and it wasn’t long before one good hook snagged him right at the tip of his muzzle, twisting his face to the side as blood spattered out of his nose and on to the ground below.

            There was a pause. God only knew how long. The two boys gazed at each other, growling, Collin unsure if he should go on. His fist still half cocked behind him ready to resume.

            On instinct Justin sent a blow right up into Collin’s face, nailing him in the eye and sending him sprawling back into the dirt. With that he slumped down and started to gasp hard. Long-dormant sports asthma tightness tingling and tickling at his chest.

            The two collapsed into the dirt. Blood trickling down their noses. Collin pushed a paw over a swelling eye while Justin gripped his muzzle desperate to ensure it had not broken once more. The two glared up from the leafbed where they now sat. Neither boy was really able to stand right after the brawl.

            “What the hell is wrong with you?” Justin snapped.

            “What the hell is wrong with you?” Collin retorted. The wah growling and shaking the haze from his head. “It’s bad enough you got everything handed to you, but you have to go and fuck everyone else over because you can’t stop playing the fucking hero? Mistress tells you she hooked you up with a job and the next day you go out and find some excuse to bust someone in the head. You get god damn suspended because someone hit the creepy coat kid’s berserk button.”
            Justin blew his nose and a bit of blood came out. He spat a bit more on the ground and hugged the back of his head. with all the pain from his muzzle it was not immediately apparent, but his ‘friend’ had gotten in a few good blows there too. And his arms. A lot of him hurt, really. He looked Collin in the eye and narrowed his gaze unable to hold back the venom on his lips. “Mistress. You mean the psycho teacher blackmailing us? Look, just because you get off on it doesn’t mean she’s not forcing us into this.”
            “She offered to teach you how to fight,” Collin snapped. “And get you a job working on actual bikes. Something you can do to help you get a decent job while you’re in college. Meanwhile here I am and all I get is fucked and a few games. Only she’s playing them with you now, too. So what the hell do I even have?”
            “She’s not my dad!” Justin snapped. “You… you don’t’ see him when I tell him this shit. Yeah he talks about how great it is that I’m getting a job or that I’m learning to fight. But he’s the one who taught me how to work on cars in the first place. He’s the one who wants to teach me to fabricate. He’s the one who should be teaching me how to fight.”
            “Your dad knows how to fight?” Collin raised his one good eye.

            “Fuck no,” Justin scoffed “Everyone liked dad in school. You know him. Grandpa says he put dad in Taekwondo for like, a year when he was a kid. Remember that spinny kick thing I used to do all the time back in grade school? He taught me that.”
            “And then the teachers gave you shit for doing it all the time on school property.,”  Collin sighed. “Look, if you talked to her I’m sure Mistress will understand. And it’s not like you can’t learn from him too. Well the car stuff. I’m sure she’d let you take a bit more time out from being Justine for that.”
            The otter furiously blushed. He pushed his tail down and looked away at the mention of the ‘other’ him. A self he was far less comfortable with than Collin seemed with Kathoey. “I might. But that’s not the point. You seem really ok with how fucked up this shit she’s got us in happens to be. And you don’t seem to realize that it’s still wrong. Yeah I’m basically agreeing to it at this point. Doesn’t mean I have a true choice in the matter. And you, You ever stop to think how far behind you’re gonna be when she finally decides she’s done with you?”
            The smile that had been starting to hit Collin’s muzzle again faded. “What do you mean?” he whimpered. Even though he clearly already knew. A cold wash rippling up his spine.

            “You’re a cute girly boy she can stick her dick in. So am I. She knows some shit about BDSM, but at the end of the day she’s just having fun. Collin… Have you ever stopped to think about what you want? I mean I figured you were just hard up for sex but if you really want someone to, ya know, collar you. Don’t you think it’s going to be harder to find her, or him, the longer you wait around looking?”
            Justin looked prepared to take another swing. For a moment, Collin was ready to give one. His fist trembled. tears streamed down his face as he gazed at his friend with fresh hate. Each breath burning with the cooling fall air that hit his lungs. “You know what?” Collin spat. “Fuck you.”
            Justin probably should have said something. Been gracious. Apologized. Instead he simply turned and held up a middle finger as he walked off. He absolutely was not going to put up with this shit.

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

            The garage was familiar. It was normal. it was something Justin knew something that made him feel safe. Unlike ‘auntie’s garage this was a proper shop. His dad's old red rolling tool case sat there along with the random assortment of gear that had been built up since Grandpa passed some things down. Work benches and part shelves dominated the place, and small stocks of sheet metal sat in one corner for when his dad absolutely needed to deal with the occasional issue that required actual fabrication outside of work.

            For Justin it’d been a place for basic engine work until now. That was the deal. If he wanted a car, he had to keep that car in working order and that meant figuring the ins and outs of it. Then when others his age were getting cars, he had to help them too if he wanted to earn money. Nothing too big. nothing that should be taken on by a real mechanic. But still it was amazing how little others knew about their vehicles.

            He slumped over the engine of his Corvette slowly working over everything with a flashlight in one hand and a familiar glass-and-copper box in the other. Every once in a while he brought the thing to his lips. The taste of vanilla and almond slowly seeping into his lungs and the stress subsequently seeping back out with each puff.

            “You in here, kiddo?”
            The boy shoved his vape into his pocket and turned around to see his father standing in the door. The older otter was lanky and drawn, save for a modest pot belly. Hard years working as a fabricator on construction sites had forced him to stay active and Justin’s mother had forced them all to eat at least somewhat healthy for one or two meals a day. Not that it stopped father or son from binging on fast food when they could.

            He looked up into the graying otter’s eyes and waved the flashlight to indicate his business. He felt his dad’s presence rolling over him as the man paced up beside his son and sat down, titling his head a bit. A small poke at Justin’s muzzle caused him to recoil. He then slumped back and glanced off to the side grumbling a bit.

            “Got it good this time huh kid?” The old otter snickered. “Here I thought you were learning how to keep yourself from getting your face smashed in.”
            “Yeah, well, I guess I’m a slow learner,” Justin muttered softly

            “I dunno about that. You picked up on all the car stuff I taught you pretty fast. I’d be tempted to teach you how to weld if it weren’t for your mother threatening to make me sleep on the couch if I so much as handed you the torch.”
            “Maybe Ms. Blake just isn’t as good a teacher?” The younger man offered.

            John shook his head and tried not to laugh. “Maybe, but she sure as hell took an interest in you, son. Not sure what’s up with all of that. But I told her if she’s got someone who’ll actually take you on for regular work your mom and I are ok with it. That is, provided your grades don’t drop. And assuming you can keep your behavior in check.”
            Justin was tempted to ask his father what exactly he meant. Then he remembered his fight that day. Both fights, though it was doubtful his dad knew about the second one. He decided not to bring it up, just in case.

            “So, everything in there looking ok?” The older man asked as he slumped down on knee with his foot on what passed for a bumper at the front of the car. The weight of both men pushed the shocks down until they groaned and for a moment Justin panicked at the idea that he may have forgotten to set the parking brake.

            Tons of metal and fiberglass staying put rather than ramming though the back end of the garage door eased that worry at least.

            “You‘re not gonna yell at me?” Justin sighed.

            “Why? Because you got suspended again? Or the fight with Collin?” John noted.

            Justin felt his blood run cold. His dad‘s smile disarmed him. It had a way of doing that even at the worst of times. “You knew, huh?”
            “Lin called,” He shrugged “She dragged it out of him. He blames you. She‘s more amused that he took a swing than anything.” John sighed and leaned in. The older otter pushed at one of the panels, frowning at how the fiberglass plate was almost ready to fall off.

            “I gotta head to the junkyard and see if I can get a replacement,” Justin grumbled to himself and gave the panel his own cursory push and then looked away in annoyance. “But yeah no, he just went off on me. I kinda wish he‘d take a swing at the assholes who actually give him hell every now and then.”
            The older otter sighed and put a hand on Justin’s shoulder, a flicker in his eyes as he squeezed the boy's bruised shoulder just a bit. “Ever think he just doesn’t want to make things worse?” He sighed. “Or that he’s just not interested in hurting the people who hurt him?”
            Justin stared at his father blankly. The very notion genuinely confused him. His brain began to skip around and grind against itself as dozens of questions bloomed. All of them churning behind a dumbfounded expression as he just looked at the man. Even as his dad struggled not to break out laughing.

            “I love you, son. I wish I could just take whatever it is that makes you feel this way so you didn’t have to deal with it. It’s not bad to want to protect your friends but you can’t just go around beating people up if you don’t like them. Especially if you’re gonna keep losing it that way.”
            Both men fell silent. Justin looked up at his father with an aching smile which quickly shattered. His body drooped down into a heap where he sat and his paws gripped the inside of the engine well until the flesh under his knuckle fur turned white.

            “This is the second fight this year, kid. All you’re getting is suspended, but you’re an adult now. The only reason nobody is pressing charges really boils down to the fact that a few slurs were apparently said beforehand and Kevin’s dad would rather not see his boy locked up or booted out of school and off the team. But you can’t keep dodging this. I was hoping your gym teacher was helping you get this all under control but…”
            “I can control myself, dad,” Justin snapped. “I just… God damn it.” He couldn't. He knew he couldn’t. The otter boy slumped and shook his head utterly robbed of words. Deep breaths of the oily garage air scrubbing away all but the most pure and crystalline of his frustration.

            John smiled and patted his boy on the back. “You realize you’re not gonna be going out much this week, right kid? I mean, not outside of the chores list we wrote up. And I’m gonna be confiscating the switch until your suspension is over.”
            “I kinda figured,” Justin nodded. “Same deal as usual then?”
            “Most kids don’t ‘have’ a usual son.” The older otter sighed. “And you’re an adult. You realize you go out and do this shit once you move out and you’ll end up in jail, right? That’s not a joke or some idle threat. You’re a good kid. You really are. I don’t want to see you ending up with a record. You don’t deserve that.”
            The older otter put a kiss on his son’s forehead and stood up giving his shoulder one last, unintentionally painful jostle. “Why don’t you go inside and relax a bit. God knows your mom’s going to give you hell when she gets home. Besides I have the feeling we won’t be able to fix this until the weekend anyways.”
            “We really gotta bust out the lift?” Justin sighed, his ears drooping.

            “Maybe. I’ll take a look at it. Just, try to think about what I said, ok?”
            Justin nodded and made his way back into the house, stopping only long enough to pull a can of vanilla coke out of the garage fridge. He cast one more glance at the father he didn’t deserve, and sighed.

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

            Collin hadn’t been grounded that much before. A few times, sure. Mostly his parents simply told him to do better. Sometimes yelled. Usually nagged. Part of him felt a bit betrayed at the lack of sympathy from coming home with a black eye. That small part of him which had expected his mother to instantly dote on. To demand to know who did this and what happened. She had been for a moment. Right up until her insistence on hearing the story shattered any sympathy.

            Collin sat there in his room looking over the books his mother hadn’t taken out for the duration of his grounding. The empty spot where his rare binder, his painting kit, his gaming books and his laptop space all usually sat caused the wah to grumble. He was an adult. Legally. If he decided to simply stand up and walk out of the house there was nothing that the woman could legally do to stop him, and he presumed nothing she could physically do to stop him either.

            “She’d probably call Justin over and have him hit me again.” Collin was surprised at the words leaving his mouth. Resentment. Hate, even. For his Mom? For Justin? It was hard to place the feelings but they still lingered there. They still festered in spite of everything.

            He reached down into his pajama pants and gently caressed his cage. How long had it been since the last time Mistress let him out? He could count the number of times he stroked himself since it went on with one paw, and half of those had been ruined orgasms because Mistress was curious.

            A knock on the door jolted him under the covers. Both paws shot away from his more intimate areas and wrapped around the pillow. For the second time since he‘d gotten home his mother made her way into his room. The middle aged wah tucked the few silvering strands of headfur from out of her face and back behind her ear with the jet black she shared with his sister.

            “Did I wake you?” She sighed, putting a paw on the blanketed bundle, petting his side a bit.

            “No. Just… I dunno.” Collin shrugged glancing back at the woman and wrinkling his nose a bit.

            Lin offered a small smile and shifted her weight a bit further on to the bed. She pulled the covers back a bit more. Just enough to see his face. Her chest heaving as she looked down at him. The black eye forming causing her to wince ever so slightly. “You know if Justin really is this out of control by this point-”
            “I threw the first punch, mom,” Collin snapped. An argument he‘d already spent an hour grinding though. The last thing he wanted was to reopen that particular wound.

            “Well I still think we may have to limit how much time he and Hui spend out of the house for a few weeks. Though from what the principal told me he saw you on the floor and figured those boys had attacked you.” Lin smiled a bit and pushed something from her other paw against his eye. It took Collin far longer than it should to recognize the item. A cold pack wrapped in a couple of wash clothes. The item still hovering at that agonizing point between the wrappings insulating it too much to be of use and the point where they make the cold worse.

            The boy took the pack and pushed it to his face, slumping down once more. “People are as- er, people are jerks, mom. Always have been. That‘s just how it is. It‘s creepy enough when he flies off the handle at someone for mouthing off at Hui. But at least it's a silly little edge lord shtick at that point. Gotta be the big dominant alpha boyfriend even if it gets him beat down.”
            “I remember that story too, Chen,” His mother almost cooed. Her tone going a bit more tender. He hated it. The infantilization wrapped around his birth name. Even the borderline racist pet name his Mistress had given him was spoken with more respect and dignity. Still he glanced up at her, some small part appreciative of the tenderness all the same.

            “I’m not going to say that he’s in the right dear. I’m very displeased with this and I plan to have my turn laying down the law when his parents are done. But I’m more worried about you right now. Sure I don’t expect you to go around assaulting other students. But you could still take it more seriously when others harass you. Tell the teachers, tell the staff. You know it will get back to me. You know I will take care of it. I already plan to speak with the parents of this ’Kevin’ later this week. Make sure you don’t get any classes with him or near him the rest of the year.”
            The wah boy rolled his one uncovered eye. He felt his mother wince as he did, but thankfully she said nothing. Her paw simply reached out to put a bit more pressure on the pack. “Honestly it wouldn’t hurt you to stand up for yourself. It’s important when you get to the workforce. If you aren’t willing to speak up when someone does you wrong they will only continue. There’s no shame in taking it to the people who should be in charge.”
            “Really mom? Really?” Collin sighed. Half a dozen snide comments died on his tongue. His ears folded back as he curled a bit more towards the wall and let out an overly exasperated sigh. “If I had a problem with it, I’d deal with it myself. But I don’t. It just is what it is. Besides, I don’t seem to recall dad ever having to go over his co-worker’s heads and narc on them.”
            “Everyone loves your father, dear. It’s that simple. He’s always been that way. He just has a way with people.” Lin leaned in and gave him a small hug “You’re special as well, but you’re not him. You and Hui both remind me of zumu, frankly.”
            Collin winced at that. His grandmother. His maternal grandmother. He’d barely gotten to know her before she passed. He could see it, in part. The bookish old woman in her little apartment surrounded by shelves upon shelves of small art projects and little curios she’d gotten from who-knew-where. He let the comparison roll in his mind for a long while before turning and giving his mother a small hug, letting his body go limp as he slunked back into bed.

            “Thank you, dear,” Lin sighed. “Though I still expect you to come straight home for the rest of the week. God forbid those bullies decide to retaliate. I’m sure I can talk through it eventually but until I do I don’t trust little thugs like that to handle their emotions properly.”
            “Mom,” Collin snapped “I can take care of myself!”
            “In academics, perhaps.” she nodded. “In a fight with three or four bigger boys? This isn’t one of your games, Chen. I don’t want my son taking any chances. Right now you only have one job and that’s to make sure you’re prepared for college. Leave dealing with bullies to your mother.”
            She got up before he could say anything. He wasn’t sure he’d want to anyways. Collin slumped back down and curled into the corner of his bed as he heard his mother walk out of the door and quietly shut the door. The idea of another semester, even another year of this, was almost more than he could take.

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

            It was already dark out. Justin always loved this time of year for that. He always preferred the dark. The odd creeping gloom pulling itself in though the one window of his little basement haven and elucidating the otherwise pitch black room. Casting long shadows that twisted and bent. The otter boy sighed as he lay there in boxers and his favorite shirt. His eyes glancing up at the flickering Bluetooth speaker blaring out the melancholic medley of songs that drove soothing pain into his soul.

            “And I loved you long ago…”
            Justin let the words trail into the twilight darkness of his room. His hand lazily at the hilt of his Elucidator prop as he gazed up at the unfinished floor beams that hung over his head, watching the soft smothering incense curling its way up from the stand by his bed and along into the wider basement.

            His head swam with the aroma, with the drifting lilting song of the guitar. He held the dull metal toy of a sword up before his eyes and simply looked at the back edge of it. Melancholic detachment flooded from his hand down though his brain and along his spine while he moved the sword itself in slow, almost soothing circles in the air.

            “And the stars that bear my name, are the wounds that never heal.” He muttered. The words dying on his lips before he let his arm slump back over the bedside.

            It didn’t make any sense why the tears were streaming down his face. it didn’t make sense why he felt so… wrong. Why the hell did he have to be like this? So full of hate. So weak. So god damn tired. His eyes slipping shut as he drank in the pain of the music and found it soothing. His arm slipping down and the prop sword falling from his fingers as he began to cry.

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

            The reflection in the mirror made Collin happy. It felt right. Far more than he ever did himself.

            Kathoey wasn’t built. Her chest was flat and her hips scrawny. The schoolgirl fuku she currently wore had her swimming in simple white fabric. The most prominent thing showing was her ass. A cute flat booty just barely poking out through a pair of simple white panties. He watched her wiggle that booty around. Tensing and bouncing a bit with tail lifted and swaying in some silly imitation of what he imagined a stripper might do.

            It was arousing. Collin only found himself able to admit that recently. She was sexy. Not just sexy in general, sexy to him. The mere idea of a hot, slobbery, shameful makeout session with the confident sex bomb he gazed at longingly was almost too much for him to take. He thought about how hot she was grinding herself down on Mistress’ dick. Her tight lil rump begging to just be pinned down and railed, ravaged. She loved to be used. To be nothing more than some pathetic whimpering fleshlight. To know she was simply there to take dick until her betters had dumped every ounce of cum they had into her.

            The ‘girl’ in the mirror snickered at the thought. It was the kind of thing Hui would say far too loudly when their parents were out and she was on a chat with Justin. Except Kathoey was dirtier. Katheoy wouldn’t mind a nice hot makeout session with her sister while everyone watched. Not if it got dicks hard and pussies wet.

            “You really are a filthy girl arnt’cha?” Kathoey giggled and winked, swatting that flat booty and then wincing at the blow. The whole thing delivering far more power than had been anticipated.

            “I bet any boy would drool. Even that stupid Kevin,” she smirked. “Oh that’d be sweet. Watching him cream his sweats like the premature little bitch he really is. Big tough boy getting all hard and moany watching me prance around. Bending over backwards for a shot at a kiss. The look on his face when he goes for a reach around. All big, strong, confident.” Kathoey smirk-giggled and licked her blue-painted lips, tossing some of the wig tresses over one ear. On anyone else Collin would have thought it looked goofy. Hell it probably did. That tail swaying side to side, curling with newly forming muscle memory at the thought of wrapping around a dick. Watching that drooling hunk of muscle squeal and whine as he realized it was a ‘boy’ who had made him spurt his load into that big bushy tail.

            But… that wasn’t who Kathoey was, was it?

            The idea of revenge sounded nice. Especially such a sweet, scarring revenge. Retribution for the way the dumbass acted. But she sure as hell didn’t feel that way most of the time. Not with Mistress around. Especially not without her around. Sure she was sexy, and sexual. Would be any kind of slut Mistress ordered her to. But…”
            The Wah sighed and flopped on the bed, wincing as the blue wig that basically made Kathoey went askew. It felt wrong. Not just the dirty thoughts, or even dirty thoughts about some jock bully asshole. Something felt off and Collin for the life of him had no idea what.

            He looked at the small pile of girl clothes he was able to hide in his room. The best he could really do with his near total lack of freedom. He sifted though a few shirts, skirts, and a nice warm zip-up sweater that would hopefully keep the night chill out. That done he pulled his wig back on right and fussed with the cap that kept it in place.

            “Hey sis,” Collin called, resisting the urge to put a bit of Kathoey into the words “I’m heading out for a few!”
--------------------

            The October air was finally cooling down. Justin didn’t really look forward to it. All those annoying snowboarder kids would head off to the dunes or up north to play on the mountains. He huddled against the side wall of the Walgreens and pulled his coat around him a bit more. Dark night air and buzzing yellow lights caught swirls of vapor leaving his lips and drifting into the air.

            “Isn’t the cold bad enough for your asthma?”
            Justin barely looked up at the figure. He pulled a bag of maple nut goodies out of his pocket and set it down to his side. From what little peripheral vision he had the otter watched the familiar blue haired figure slipping down beside him and shove her paw into the bag, pulling a couple out and munching on the candies.

            “Aren’t you grounded too?” He snerked.

            “Like my folks would bar me from going outside. I think mom’s just hoping the humiliation of having all the fun stuff locked in the hall closet is going to be enough to shame me into learning my ‘lesson’.”
            “What lesson?” Justin scoffed. “I hit you first.”
            “Like hell you did,” Kathoey spat. “Anyways why the hell are you still smoking that thing? I thought you quit.”
            “I did,” Justin sighed. He pulled the tip of the vape into his muzzle even as he said it and took a deep pull. His ears folding back and his nose bristling with the unpleasantness of the action. “I kinda figured mom and dad would be more pissed, I guess. I dunno. Yell and scream. Ground the fuck out of me. Give me a lecture.” The otter glanced off to one side and pulled his legs in closer to his chest. “The hell are we doing here, man. Everything’s just going away. We got maybe half a year left and then…”
            Kathoey wasn’t looking at him. The blue wig on the wah girl shifted as she gazed up at the stars. What little of them could be seen through the dingy halo of store lights at least. She said nothing for a long time. Occasionally pinching one of the candies from the bag but never once casting her soft brown eyes down from the cold night sky.

            “Feels like we wasted a lot of time, doesn’t it?” There wasn’t much conviction in her voice. Kathoey finally glanced down at the pavement and took a deep breath. A bit of the left over flavoring from Justin’s latest drag tingling the air around them. “It doesn’t feel like we’ve done enough. Feels like we’ve been stuck here. Just grinding our gears and doing whatever the hell our folks say.”
            “Or teachers,” Justin noted. “Pastors. Babysitters. Anyone, really.”
            “Being one of the ‘good kids’ always kinda pissed you off didn’t it?” Kathoey laughed. “I remember when we used to have to hang out at Ryan’s house when his mom would do church stuff with our moms.”
            “And he got us kids hooked on the plastic crack,” Justin snickered warmly. “Yeah, one hell of a babysitter, huh?”
            Kathoey sighed and bit back a tearful snicker. She bit her lip and fidgeted into the cold cement. The night air seeming to grow more dense around her.

            Justin glanced at his best friend and then back down at his own boots. He wanted to say something, but god help him if he knew what.

            “I don’t know if I’m going to college,” Kathoey finally muttered. The blue hair falling in front of her face a bit as she looked off to one side.

            “Nani the fuck?” Justin blinked.

            There was an easy smile on the wah’s lips. She looked up to the sky again and took a hit of the cold clean air while pushing herself into the bricks, warmed from the buildings internal heating just enough to cut the chill fall air. “I don’t want to leave Mistress. I’m tired of doing whatever my parents want. If I’m going to get bossed around by someone, I’d at least like it to be someone I pick. Besides, I think I-”
            “Don’t,” Justin snapped “Just… don’t. Even if you feel that way.” Kathoey turned to him and the otter slumped back. The strength in his voice faltered. He glanced off to the side once more and shook his head “Look, you know how I feel about all of this. You know what I think about what she’s making us do.”
            “Do I?” Kathoey bit the words “You don’t seem to mind nearly as much as you used to. Assuming you really did mind before.”
            Justin hated himself for the blush on his cheeks. He pulled in close and was once again suddenly aware of the cage on his shaft. He was also aware of the anger that should have filled him, but didn’t. “Let’s put that all aside a moment. Have you even talked to her about it? Dude you’ve known her for like, a few years. Mostly as a teacher. A teacher we kept skipping out on and pissing off. I hate to say it but do you even know for sure if she feels the same way?”
            He braced for another impact. Kathoey, Collin, had already proven more than willing to hit him over this kind of thing. Asking it was probably inviting a re-break of his muzzle.

            The blow never came. Kathoey curled up a bit more and sighed, popping another candy into her mouth and curling her tail around herself “I just want to get free, Justin.” The wah muttered “I wish I could make you of all people understand what it’s like. You or Hui. Someone.”
            The two fell silent. Both huddled up as the night slowly and steadily grew colder. The bag of candies quickly ran dry. No words were uttered, only the faint muffled whine of carefully curated easy listening from inside the store and the sound of light traffic dulled the quiet in any real way.

            “I have a game written up. Shadowrun,” Justin finally muttered through the cold. He shoved the vape into his pocket and glanced at the clearly confused wah.

            “Think you can manage it with all the homework?” Kaothey blinked.

            “What homework?” Justin grinned. “A few quick reports run though grammarly to cover English. Tweaking some bullshit history stuff off of wikipedia. Hell we’re not even allowed to work on shit at home for Shop, since that’s not fair to people who don’t have tools.”
            “Oh yeah, I forgot. Your mom doesn’t like homework enough to make you do extra shit,” Katohey scoffed.

            “All the more time to get a good narrative going,” Justin chuckled “Hui’s already in. I think we just need one or two players.” He offered the wah a knowing grin and tilted his head ever so slightly “So, got anyone you may want to invite?”
Chapter 25:


The morning was oddly nostalgic. A cool dark sliver of late-October pre-dawn still blanketed the familiar streets and shopping centers as they passed by Justin’s window. He glanced at the woman in the drivers seat. His mom looked tired. It was a default state he was used to. Long before he’d gotten his car he could remember trips like this when it rained during younger grades or when she had to drop him off at some appointment before heading off to work. It was comforting, and at the same time the raw anxiety of the situation still gnawed at the young otters gut.


“You got your phone charged?” Meredith looked down at the spider web of cables coming from a cheap USB jack rammed into her cars cigarette lighter.


Justin pulled one of the cables free of his phone and checked to be absolutely sure. He then looked up at her and nodded solemnly.


“Good. You’re gonna call me when you’re done for the day. If I don’t pick up-”

“Just leave a voicemail. I remember.” Justin sighed “You know I could have just driven here myself.”

Meredith glanced down at her son. The woman wasn’t much taller than him. She wasn’t even that much bigger anymore. Still in spite of the fact that anyone who looked at her would know she was an otter, she still carried more than a bit of the grizzly bear looks from Justin’s grandmother. Enough that it tended to warn people of her sharpish nature even before she had a chance to make any real impression. That gaze was always enough to put down any lip, and even though he hadn’t gotten it in a while Justin knew better than to speak up further.


“This isn’t fun times away from school, Justin.” Meredith sighed “Your dad thinks that it’ll be better for you to be out of the house and working instead of sitting around watching netflix all week.”

He coulda just given me more work at home.” Justin shrugged


“And you could have half-assed it and driven around town all day. This way if you try to blow the job off I’ll at least have someone to ask about it. Plus it’s far enough from that game shop of yours that I’ll know if you head over there.”

“I could always just run out there and back.” Justin snarked wryly. The look on his mothers face sent him shrinking back into the passengers seat as he rolled down the window once more and took a few gulps of the chill air.


They pulled up behind a simple looking building tucked away amidst a row of storefronts Justin must have passed a million times in his life, and yet never once actually bothered to observe. A massive garage shutter hung half open revealing a large open space with three bike lifts set haphazardly amid rows and lines of tape laid out along the floor. 


Justin turned to open the door, then paused when he felt his mother grabbing him by the wrist. He felt a couple of bills being slid into his hand and looked up at her confused.


“In case your boss takes you out to lunch, or orders in. If she doesn’t then you can call something in, but try not to blow it all. That’s twenty bucks. You don’t need to go nuts.”

“I got it, mom.” Justin sighed. He placed a kiss on the woman’s cheek and pulled himself out of the car, slamming it shut with the familiar half spoken ‘don’t slam-’ hitting his ears even as he did it. The boy winced, then sighed, then gave his mother one last look before walking nervously towards the shop, trying like hell to look as casual and detached as he could. Sure he was failing at it pretty hard.


He looked around the inside nervously. A few bikes sitting in a front showroom which he could barely see though an open door from the office. Justin started to move over to the door, then stopped. Anxiety churning in his gut, the otter boy instead strolled his way back into the center of the shop and started looking over the racks of parts all arranged in something marginally less haphazard than how he tended to leave things in the garage. Minutes passed by as he slowly absorbed the layout of things. Quickly losing himself to the careful and instinctive itemization he knew was bound to come up during his time here.


“Hey, you the kid?”

Justin spun around on heel and just barely avoided falling over. His eyes wide he looked at the woman utterly dumbfounded. The bobcat was tough, though not in the same way as his gym teacher. Wiry rather than squat, with her fur dappled in oil stains and bits of rust.


“You doing ok?” It was only barely a question. The woman had a voice made of cigarettes and gas fumes. The feline sized him up and paced around the otter slowly. Not the slow, sexual examinations of his ‘auntie’, but still just as hard edged. Possibly even colder.


Justin nodded slowly. It took everything he could muster not to bite his lower lip. A girly reflex if ever there was one, and absolutely not something he wanted to let slip with this woman around. “Just kinda zoned out this early most of the time.” The otter muttered with forced apathy.


“Really?” The older woman snorted “Aren’t kids your age in class by now most of the time?”

“Well yeah, but that doesn’t mean I’m awake.” A nervous laugh died on the boys lips. He found himself wandering after the woman like a lost puppy, watching intently as she made her way though the shop towards the corner near the large garage doors he’d come in though. Justin blinked in shock when something hit his chest. A push broom. He hadn’t even noticed her snagging it from the small collection of cleaning tools wedged in place. He looked down just in time to see Jo kick a battered metal dust pan up to his foot, nodding her shaggy mane towards the main floor of the shop.


“If you want to be a smartass, do it after lunch. First thing’s first, I want you to take off that hunk of couch skin you’re wearing, along with anything that’s going to hang off of you.


The otter boy held up his arms proudly and then tilted his neck back, revealing a lack of any jewelry or other items that might get caught in tools or spinning machinery.


“Huh, Tabs told me you had worked in a shop before. I guess that’s something at least.” Jo snorted “At least this way when you fuck up your hand or something it won’t be a rookie mistake. Let’s keep this simple then. You sweep up, then I’ll need you to go around and put away any loose parts around here. If something looks fucked up put it aside and I’ll see if it can be salvaged later. Don’t go making any judgment calls yourself. Help out when you’re told, and don’t ask questions if I tell you to stop doing something. I don’t need you getting hurt because you think you know what you’re doing.”

“Wow, sounds like my dad.” Justin smirked. The smirk quickly faded. His benefactor’s face hardening, causing the knot in his stomach to grow. Justin quickly pulled his coat off and set it on a near by rolling chair. Only then realizing just how cold it was and regretting wearing a sleeveless shirt.


Jo seemed to pick up on the revelation and tussed his hair. “You’ll warm up. Just work hard.” With that the woman started her way back into the front office leaving Justin to begin figuring out just what he was supposed to do.

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


With permission to link his phone up with the nearby Bluetooth speaker, Justin had been able to get at least some distraction out of his painfully slow morning. Three hours in and he’d already gotten a small tour of the shop, what little there was of it, and been put to work giving it a general clean.


It was the same sort of thing his dad would do. The same thing many shop teachers would do. Starting out by showing you can take care of shit. Attention to detail, work ethic. All the things people blathered on about as important when working with your hands. Back in middle school he would have simply shrugged it off as adults being broken records. But if one wanted to stay in a shop it was one of those rules you followed. Right up there with not taking another persons tools and 



“Shine your light, into the darkness! And let the storm descend upon you! And I will make you mine!” Justin swished his body side to side, gripping the broom like a mic stand. His heavy boots grinding into the grit and metal shavings now piled up before him. His body trembling as he attempted to exert the notes out, most of them wrong, a few of them cracking as he quickly stopped and gasped in fresh breaths of cold air. The ensuing coughing fit nearly knocking the otter on the floor.


He let the broom drop and made his way towards the rolling chair where he’d thrown his coat. His paw digging through the various pockets, moving with practiced urgency.


“Hey, the fuck?”

The unfamiliar voice caused Justin to jump. He glanced up from his search even as his paw rolled over his key ring for the fifth time in a row. Eyes squinting and narrowing at the figure standing by his pile of swept debris. The bunny looked a bit rough. Cream white fur patched with black splotches and bedecked with furrows and scars. They wore something Justin knew might be a binder along with a midriff cut leather vest. Enough for the otter to drive the ‘she’ out of his mind in place of ‘they’ until he knew better. Also enough to curse himself at the thoughts of Sally Acorn, who lived on in rule34 even long after those who grew up with her had hit their 20s and 30s.


“The fuck are you doing just leaving this here?” The bunny snipped “You think I got the money to get a tooth put back in, kid?”

Justin narrowed his eyes and pushed the inhaler into his mouth, taking a deep hard drag as he puffed the medicine into his maw as menacingly as he could. He instantly regretted this mistake as the foul medicine settled on the back of his tongue. He soon doubled over and caught a cough that racked his whole body. Sour Albuterol causing him to cringe but remain silent.


The bunny gazed at him for another long moment, then tossed the broom to one side and pulled a rolling stool up though the pile Justin had just finished making. Without a word they began to pull open a small box of cables, running one of them into a hole in the frames handlebar.


Once his lungs had gotten to something resembling stable Justin made his way over to the bike and began scanning over the bunnys work area. He watched intently as the lapine ran the cables, checking at least half a dozen times as they went and flossing them though the pipes carefully to make sure they didn’t catch.


Justin slipped up behind the bunny and watched the process earnestly. So earnest in fact that the boy didn’t notice the elbow suddenly impacting into his solar plexus. The blow sending him staggering back while the worker kept at the task with barely a glance back to him.


“What was that for?” Justin grunted as he sucked in a bit of air.


“Stop fucking crowding me.” The bunny muttered “You’re supposed to be sweeping anyways. Not slacking off and hanging around.”


“I thought I was supposed to be learning.” Justin snapped. An icy glare from the bunny stalled him. The last thing he needed was another fight on his hands, especially not with how pissed his parents already were. The otter simply passed her sheepishly and headed over to the broom, scooping it up and resuming his task while doing his best to avoid the rabbit and that icy death stare.


Things continued on like this for at least the next hour. An agonizingly draw out silence cut by whatever classic rock station the full time worker had put on. The otter forced to find things to clean and keep his distance, always reminding himself that the last thing he needed today was conflict.


When the bobcat finally emerged from her office once more she looked tired. The woman paced her way past the bike lifts and out to the back of the shop stopping long enough to snag a half finished pack of cigarettes from one of the tool carts.


Justin put his shirt over his muzzle and went back to polishing down bike lifts, a task he’d taken on out of pure want of things to do. The smoke drifting in was still a bit of an annoyance, as were the occasional glances from the bunny who was now working to fix the cables up to the engine.


“Hey, Newbie.” Jo bellowed between drags. “Come on out here, Job for ya.”

The otter was more than happy to comply. He walked over to Jo, the woman holding out a thick pry bar and gesturing to a wooden box she had apparently pushed in on a set of rollers. Soon enough the box was pried free and the boy looked down at a Harley Davison engine, shiny and new with clinging plastic and foam packed around parts of it, mainly covering those parts that would likely be most visible once the thing was mounted.


“Ok kid.” Jo snickered “Let‘s see if you‘re stronger than some old woman. Help me get this mounted up.”

“Sure thing.” Justin smirked. He reached down and grabbed hold of the protruding shaft while trying to brace the massive weight of the steel and chrome beast against his chest. Every vertebrae in his back and each knee screamed out in agony.


“Come on, Lothar. I thought you were one of those guys who go out dressed as a Viking and swinging swords around? Muscle it up a bit.” The old bobcat smirked wide watching the boy struggle to haul the chrome beast out of its packaging. She waited until he’d gotten it up and nearly stood straight once more before hooking a paw under the other side of the engine and hauling up.


Half a dozen snide comments died on Justin’s muzzle. He followed his new boss’ lead along towards one of the lifts. A bare blue powder coated frame sitting there. The waddling otter boy and the old feline managed to get the engine into place with only a modicum overexertion. Loud clattering metal on metal filling the air as the weight of the thing forced it more or less into place.


“Those things are freaking insane.” Justin muttered


“C’mon tough guy.” Jo smirked “It’s not that bad. Old lady like me can do it after all.”

“You’re worse than Ms. Blake.” Justin muttered though gasps. His whole body screaming pain at him from every strained joint. “So what, you don’t want to put this on a table and fiddle with it first? Like, bore it out or something?”

Jo smirked and glanced the boy over once more. She yanked a chair up to the lift and set to work leaving Justin to walk off the sudden strain he’d put his body though. “Tell you what, why don’t you two head out and nab our lunch. When you get back we’ll see if you know anything about how these engines work.” 


“Wait, lunch? You mean it’s already…” He looked nervously at the bunny and then back to his new boss. He wanted to protest, but the smile on her face was enough to assure him she knew exactly how awkward this was going to be. The boy sighed and slumped over to where his jacket lay, pulling it over his shoulders and leaning up against the door going out the garage’s back. “Well, I guess I am a bit hungry.”
--------------------


Second uncomfortable car ride of the day. If there was a bright side for Justin it was the fact that he didn’t have to listen to any of his moms recorded sermons or Max Lucado books. He looked out of the window uncomfortably while they pulled out onto the main road heading though the bustling array of shops and fast food joints that had consumed more of Justin’s young life than he cared to admit.


“So where you buying from today?” Cass muttered flatly.


“I get a choice?” the boy chirped eagerly.


“Oh dear god.” Cass sighed “Look, we’ll get yours first. Firehouse hasn’t texted me back yet. Just tell me where we’re going and what you’re getting. And have your card ready.”

“BK.” Justin noted “Impossible whopper with cheese, Onion rings, Ketchup packets, Large coke.”

“Everyone’s on that impossible meat fad shit, huh?” Cass sighed.


Justin shrank back as they pulled though the drive. He handed the bunny the bill as she placed the order for him and winced when she only gave the bills back in change, the rest slipping into her cup holder along with a mound of other change. Granted he should probably be giving her gas money, if anything. He didn’t want to. He didn’t really want to say anything at this point.


The next few minutes were a drawn out string of uncomfortable silence. Cass glaring at him now and then between glances to ensure some idiot driver didn’t T-bone them. A reasonable precaution given how people seemed to drive when this close to the highway. The car finally pulled up along side the strip mall where the rabbit’s food was supposed to be. They looked at the phone intently for a few long moments. Glaring with starburst-hazel eyes as if force of will alone would cause the text to pop into existence. It didn’t, naturally, and soon Cass slumped back down into the drivers seat biting back the edges of a frustrated scream.


“You can eat, you know.” Cass finally muttered “I mean so long as you don’t make a mess.”

The assurance came off more like a demand. Justin was hungry enough, and even more thankful to have an excuse for the silence. He devoured several of the onion rings at once while keeping his eyes down on the floor mats. Pausing only long enough to take a few pulls on his drink.


“You, uh, been doing this long?” The words were unwelcome. Justin had no idea where they came from. He winced as the spoiled reprieve shattered and he felt the rabbit’s eyes slowly turning over to glare at him with icy hate.


“Long enough.” Cass shrugged


“Oh.” Justin nodded. “I mean, it’s a pretty cool job though, right?”

“It’s a job.” Cass said flatly.


“Well yeah but, some jobs suck more than others, right?” Justin felt his heart racing. He knew he was digging a hole, yet each time he tried to stop new words pried themselves from his muzzle. Some part of his brain demanded that he open his sandwich now and just ram a big mawful in even if it might get the car dirty, just to shut him up. That part seemed to detach from the rest, leaving him sitting there in confusion and shifting side to side uncomfortably while the bunny’s eyes slowly moved towards him.


“It’s a job.” Cass finally snapped “Not some day care for a fuck up hothead to collect a check while waiting for school to let him back in. Don’t look at me to make your little vacation easier on you just because the idiots haven’t figured out that school is the fucking punishment.”

The otter boy slumped. His whole body going limp as he gazed at the woman in stunned silence. Watching her over the brim of his glasses as she went back to work. “Why do you even care?” he muttered “It‘s not like I’m slowing you down or anything just by asking a few questions. What‘s your problem, anyways?”

“Because maybe some of us have a partner! Maybe some of us have kids on the way.” Cass grumbled as her eyes narrowed “Maybe the economy is shit and some of us need the extra hours. Which is really fucking hard when boss lady barely has the hours to give out. Because nobody is buying luxury items outside of wealthy assholes who can drive down to Arizona and buy ugly ass shit from some washed up assholes like Paul Yaffie.”

“Wait.” Justin blinked “The guy who lost to Indian Larry?”

Cass quirked a brow and leaned in. The bunny snorting a bit, something between a mocking laugh and a rage-filled scoff. “Yaffie wasn’t good enough to shine Larry’s fucking shoes. Fuck yes he would have lost against him. Not the point. The point is you’re taking food out of my mate’s mouth and that’s not cool when she’s eating for three.”


“Why the hell did your boss take me on then?” Anger and choking shame both caught in Justin’s throat as he glanced up at the bunny. He felt himself bristle a bit in spite of himself, gripping the sandwich a bit harder, nearly squashing it with the restrained anger.


Cass wrinkled their nose and snapped bitterly, leaning back into the seat once more and grinding a paw into the steering wheel. “Because Tabs asked her to. She’s a fucking soft touch, that’s why. Tabs says you need a little discipline. I kinda figured that was some code word until I heard you got your ass beat trying to take down a kid twice your size.”

“It wasn’t that bad.” Justin snapped “Fucking coward’s friends were around. He started it anyways going after Collin like that.”

“I don’t’ give a fuck what he said to your boyfriend, kid.” Cass grumbled “You couldn’t keep yourself in check and your ‘punishment’ is to take fifty five bucks outta Jo’s pocket every day to stand around watching me and act like a glorified roomba. Don’t try to feed me a line about how useful you can be, either. You’re there to learn and we both know it. So why don’t you just stop trying to buddy up to me and let me do my job without getting in my way. You wanna learn something, ask Jo. Maybe she’ll have the patience to help you out. Me, I got a family to think about.”

With that, Cass pulled herself out of the car and started marching herself into the sub shop without giving so much as a second for him to reply. Justin simply sat there, stunned. The boy slumping and rolling his head back into the seat, totally lost for what to say.

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


Justin looked at the text on his phone again and sighed. He should have been happy. Mom told him to just head out to the mall and she’d pick him up. A few hours ago that probably would have been music to his ears. Or eyes. Something.


“You doing ok, kid?” Jo’s gruff voice echoed into the empty shop. The older woman leaned up against a wall and glanced down at Justin, a small smirk on her face. “First day of real work usually kicks your ass. All the old timers like to pretend you kids today don’t have any work ethic. They tend to forget when they were starting out and had to be carried by everyone else.”

He smiled at the platitude. That’s what it was, he knew that. The boy shoved his phone back into his pocket and let out a small sigh as he looked up into the grey sky. “You know you don’t have to pay me for this.” Justin mumbled softly.


“Yeah I do.” Jo said firmly “You’re an adult. You put in the work, you get paid. You do a shitty job, you get fired. That’s how work, well, works.”

“Yeah, but I don’t need it.” Justin sighed “Plus this is supposed to be punishment.”

The way Jo rolled her eyes it seemed that she was about to separate her retinas. A surprisingly heavy paw thudded on Justin’s shoulder, nearly knocking him over. “Jesus Christ I didn’t think you were this big of a masochist. Though I guess if Tabs referred you it shouldn’t be that big of a shock.”

“I’m not…” Justin blushed and narrowed his eyes a bit


“Kidding. God, I’m kidding. Look, taking a whole week getting you up to speed ain’t so bad. But if I couldn’t swing a hundred bucks a week to keep you on  for how long I can, you think I’d be offering it in the first place? Hell, if I’m that tight on money then I’m in serious trouble to begin with.”

Justin nodded a bit and tried to compose himself. The blush on his cheeks hadn’t gone away, and it was making him that much more agitated. “if it was, though, you’d tell me right?”

“Getting enough work to make sure Cass has her extra hours isn’t exactly reliant on the shop boy sweeping up or not, kid. Hell, teaching you might actually net her a bit more even if she doesn’t get that yet.” Jo smirked and glanced back into the shop. The bunny had already gone to work on the big frame, looking it over and grinding off any spots where the welds may be a bit thick. “She’s meticulous as fuck. Though at least our painter likes it. Truth is Cass is worried. She’s always worried. Times are tough all around. I mean, fuck that’s why you’re here now isn’t it?”

“I mean it could help with college, yeah. And worst case scenario give me a fallback.” Justin muttered as he watched the angry bun at work.


“Yeah, not sure about that one. Cass’ girl has a nice big stack of college debt and nobody’s hiring right now. Least not in anything that would put a dent in it or justify a pregnant mom heading out of the house. College’s fucked, kid. Job market’s fucked. You can turn a wrench right then odds are good its’ your best shot keeping you and your girl off the streets.” Jo looked down at him and sighed, tussing the boys hair. “Oh, don’t look at me like that. Tabs filled me in on some things at least. You wanna play big strong provider man then you’re going to need to bust your ass ‘and’ have as many ins as you can get. Otherwise you just end up slinging grocery bags at Meijer or burning out in a fast food joint working just as hard as you would here for half the pay.”


Justin swallowed and looked at Cass again. The priggish and standoffish woman he’d met not six hours ago suddenly seeming softer. Her rough edges looking less like barbs and more the frayed ends of someone wringing themselves dry. Jo’s words echoed in his mind and seeped into his gut forming a small pit. 


“Feels… kinda fucked up.” The otter boy finally sighed.


“Life is fucked up.” Jo shrugged “You just have to enjoy shit when you can and try not to make things worse. There’s only so much you can control in life, and a lot of it you only think you control because that’s how we’re all wired.” The older woman smirked and sighed. She cast her eyes on the dejected boy and then nudged him a bit “If it’s any consolation, shit’s probably not gonna get anywhere near as bad for you as it is for Cass. Never mind what Tabs and the rest of us got up to when we were your age. I just don’t want you thinking like this is punishment or something. You’re here to work because Tabs said you’re good enough to give you a shot. That’s how jobs work. Come in, do your job, try not to intentionally piss me or Cass off and you’ll be fine. 

Chapter 26:

“Futaba, Bernadetta, or Hinata? Or I guess I could just go Touko!”

Hui was all but bouncing on her bed as she looked over the patterns on her laptop. The second hand Cricut would make it easy enough to print any of them off, though with the way McCall was these days she could probably just wait until they put a pattern out that all but ripped off one of the characters and do it that way.


“You do a cute Touko.” Esme shrugged “But I don’t know how many people would get it. Especially at our school. At least with Naruto and Hinata it’s mainstream enough that people wouldn’t be pestering you for who you are all night.”

“Since when has anyone in our school given a fuck?” Becky sighed as she mowed on a sliver of cookies and cream pocky. “Though if you went that route you’d only have to sew something up for Justin. Probably save some time, right?” The badger smirked, then her smirk faded a bit, her green eyes flashing as she leaned in. “Right?”

“I mean, he’s not the ‘best’ Byakuya…” Hui trailed off “It’s so cute though, trying to watch him play all high and mighty that way. He keeps saying sorry after every insult like he thinks I’m gonna get upset for him being in character.”

“That’s called being a normal boyfriend.” Esme noted. Her long scaly tail wrapped around her legs as she thumbed though the Joann website for patterns. “Besides isn’t it a bit late to start sewing something?”

“I mean if we were doing a competition or something, sure.” Hui shrugged. She tried desperately to hide the blush on her face. Becky caught it. Becky always caught it. But as usual Becky said nothing.


“I think you should go Futaba.” Becky chimed in as she shifted back into her small corner of Hui’s bedroom “You could probably just order most of it off of Amazon anyways without that much markup and it at least comes with a jacket for when it gets cold.”

“Jacket and short shorts.” Esme added “Though I guess mom-Hinata doesn’t fare too much better does she. Man, what does it say when the one with the skirt is probably the warmest option.”

“Well the warmest if you aren’t counting Bernadetta. She… uh, no. I guess not.” Hui sighed “Why do we have to live somewhere so cold?”


Becky pulled the last strip of pocky from her pack and started to scrape the coating off of the cookie. “Because if we lived anywhere warmer we’d have to deal with spiders, and feral snakes, and heat stroke, and drought, more frequent tornados, earthquakes thanks to all the fracking-”

“Ok ok I get it.” Hui snipped. She sighed and pulled herself up looking between the two “Well, how about we just go to the Joann and see what they have in person. That way I can help you guys out too, right?”

“Are you asking one of us to drive?” Becky muttered. The redhead pulling herself up and bristling a bit at her friend.


“Fine” Hui sighed “Would you mind driving us to the Joann, Becky? I promise I’ll ask mom to give us some gas money.”

“I’ll take some BK money instead. Got a full tank.” Becky started to make her way out of the room without another comment. Hui sighed and pulled herself up to follow along. Instead she found herself face to face with Esme, the gecko squinting up at her friend using her sky blue Hajib like the brim of a fedora to emphasize the look of concern to an unintentionally comical degree.


“Uh, something up?” Hui blinked. The hand on her shoulder causing the wah to fidget just a bit and once again curse herself for some of the thoughts she’d had about her friend now and then.


“I need to tell you something.” Esme noted


“Something you can’t say with Becky around?” Hui blinked


Esme shook her head. She was blushing. Dozens of horrible thoughts about what the other girl could be thinking surged though Hui’s mind wondering what on earth could be making her blush. Not that it was hard by any means. The reptile was almost comically oblivious when it came to anything deeper than holding hands.


“Well, out with it.” Hui finally chirped. Her tone far more anxious than she had wished.


“It’s about your brother.” Esme muttered. “Look, I was down getting some stuff for mom at the grocery store the other day and…” She paused, biting her lip and just glancing down at the floor. “I think I saw him.”

“Ok…” Hui blinked. She waited for her to continue.


Esme glanced down and bit her knuckle, clearly agonizing over what she had to say. When she finally turned her head back up she did her best to look strong and confident. It didn’t help much, but she tried.


“I saw him in the store.” Esme said softly “At least I think it was him. He was… he was wearing cloths. Girl cloths.”

“… And?” Hui blinked


The gecko deflated a bit at that. Hui shook her head and tried to dial back. She put a paw on Esme’s hand and tilted her head “Sorry. It’s just, I mean you remember when we were following Justin around, right?”

Esme nodded. Then paused. Then blinked, her eyes going wide. “No, you don‘t mean.”

“Didn‘t wonder why I said you could go ahead and go?” Hui sighed.


“But, but you kicked her. I saw you.” Esme yelped “You went up and kicked her-”

“Him“ Hui noted grimly


“Him, right between the legs. But that means… oh dear.” Esme stumbled back a touch. She gazed at her friend expecting a punch line. Sure this was a joke. It had to be a joke.


It wasn‘t a joke. Hui sighed and leaned in looking Esme square in the eye. The stern look on the wah‘s face only growing worse.


“Look, just, don‘t go telling this around, ok? When he wants to talk about it, he‘ll talk about it. Just try not to worry about it too much, ok?”

“Ok.” Esme parroted dumbly. “Though, don‘t you think we should at least tell Becky? I mean, it seems only fair.”

“Absolutely not.” Hui snapped “Look, I‘m sorry. But for right now it‘s just not a good time to talk to Becky about any of this. Trust me. I‘ll… try to explain it later.”

Esme knew she should push more. Something about this felt wrong. Most things, really. Every fiber of her body insisted she should protest. Instead she simply took a few deep breaths and plastered a painfully fake smile on her face once more. “Well, we can talk about it later then.” The gecko sighed “For now it‘s probably best if we hurry up. Don‘t want that crazy lady buying all the interfacing we need again. Probably just does it cause were ‘creepy little costume girls‘.”

They both snickered, but Esme knew Hui was on edge now. Truth be told, so was Esme.

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


It really wasn’t much of a party. The school gym stuck up with a few extra bits of cheap Spirit Halloween decorations and a huge bowl of cheap punch, little more than a couple different types of pina colada and some Vernors dumped into one of those bowls with a dry ice puck at the bottom. Bowls piled high with cheap candy and snack mix and pans of cheap Halloween themed brownies. 


Collin could barely imagine what was going though the minds of the parents who had set this up. All the pearl clutching as they talked each other up on what outdated things might lure their kids away from the dangerous and subversive behaviors of devils night. Everyone going online to find bands or activities even a dweeb like him knew to be out of date.


The wah wandered into the mostly empty gym amidst a set of flickering strobes and curling dry ice vapor from the one corner where the effects had been centered. He recognized a few faces. People from class or back when he was in chess club in middle school who’s names he’d probably once recalled. Some of them standing around an ancient looking Guitar Hero setup that had been placed at one of the schools TVs and wheeled out here as a ’fun’ activity. He saw Bug’s little sister, who’s name he never could remember, bellied up to the snack table trying to decide what to fit on her plate. The store bought Moana costume sitting awkwardly on the square-shouldered badger girl. The poor lil freshman looked particularly uncomfortable, likely not helped by the fact that her big brother was probably out at the lake in his pickup with his usual crew downing Miller they scammed someone into getting for them.


Kathoey probably would have gone up and said something to her. Tried to help a sister out, as it were. Show her that she didn’t need to live in her big brother’s shadow and maybe even share a few anecdotes of Collin’s erstwhile friend from when he still hung out with them more regularly. But it wasn’t Kathoey tonight. Not until ‘She’ said otherwise.


Collin waited a bit to give the poor girl space before making his own way up and filling up on some of the various sweet offerings parents had managed to scrounge up from Meijer and dress up to look homemade. He paused at the punch bowl and took a look around, filling one glass and then lingering. His eyes darting for someone in particular. Someone he knew, or at least hoped, had to be there.


“Well hey there!”

The voice nearly drove Collin out of his skin. He squinted at the long black robe striding towards him. A giant zipper jingling in time with each stride. The imposing figure in the too-big hoodie cloak managed to cut a menacing swath with each heavy boot step along the gym floor. He actually found himself recoiling right up until the figure was before him. Only then did he notice the thick famiilar braid of hair sticking out from the hood and the moddled snoot barely cutting out from the heavy shadows.


“Esme.” Collin sighed. “Jesus, here I thought one of those damn basketball jackasses was sneaking in here to get back at me”

“Get back at you for what?” The gecko girl blinked “I thought Justin was the one who went all, well, Justin on em.”

Collin shrugged and once again pushed the heavy fabric of his blue skirt down as flat as he could get it. Only now did it occur to him that a Bridget costume should be making him feel embarrassed or ashamed. That there were probably people starting beyond the few sets of eyes he hoped to catch. Esme in particular was giving him a strange look in spite of her cheery smile. But the wah did his best to push the sudden anxiousness down and shoot back a confident smile. “You know how those assholes are. It’s his fault for stepping in and playing hero. My fault for not taking their abuse quietly. Everyone is at fault but them, and three to one they’ll end up being the ones to replace their parents as the backwards little hicks filling up this town.”

“Gee, tell me how you really feel whydon’tcha?” Esme snorted. She shoved the over-long sleeves of her organization 13 jacket into the equally overlarge pockets and shifted back in her boots. The smile on her face slowly turned to concern the longer she looked at Collin. Hidden, at least partially, by the dark shadows of the party being amplified further by her own costume. Not hidden enough that Collin didn’t see the judgment in her eyes though. His thrift shop sneakers grinding awkwardly into the gym floor.


“So, your sister around? I kinda figured you two would show up together.” Esme sighed “Or that someone would stay outside to meet me at least.”

“I haven’t seen anyone else yet.” the wah shrugged “Wasn’t sure you’d show up honestly. Not like you could possibly be surprised at how all this turned out.”

Esme looked around though narrowed eyes. She was trying to wear a mask of smuggled superiority, failing utterly at the ’Nobody’ look before finally slumping her shoulders and turning back to Collin. “So, Any guess who I’m supposed to be?” She finally snickered.


“An organization 13 member, obviously.” It wasn’t Collin. The source of the voice instead slipping by between the two and taking her place to Collin’s side. Her outfit was a mass of neon and leather along with cheap dye at the tips of her headfur. A pair of cheap mirrored sunglasses sitting precariously on her muzzle.


“Funny, I figured you’d wait until next year before doing a cyberpunk 2077 costume.” Esme snickered as she gazed the badger girl up and down. 


Becky crossed her arms and did her best to look cool in spite of the slight. Her eyes narrowing though the cheap blue fur dye used to emulate woad. “I’m a Shadowrun character.” She snapped “I told you I figured it was easier than bugging Hui to sew me up something on the fly. And who are you supposed to be anyways? Sure don’t look like Larxine.”

“Nxjeimas.” Esme said proudly “With a strong heart like Princess Jasmine you can’t be surprised that she’d leave behind a potent Nobody.”

Collin gripped the teddy bear prop he’d brought with him and swayed from foot to foot while the two girls took playful pot shots at each other. His eyes traced the crowd looking for anyone else. All the while some small part of him aware of just how close Becky was being. Struggling to avoid her gaze as he sought out a bigger figure. The figure he really wanted to see.


That train of thought snapped as Becky reached past him suddenly. No warning given, no words said. A moment later a familiar wah girl in a black school girl uniform was hauled in to the little circle. An otter in a simple suit and bad wig hauled in along with her.


“Holy carp! I didn’t see you guys.” Hui yipped. She rubbed the arm that had been grabbed and took a step back against Justin. The wah girl looked down and started to poke her index fingers together in a gesture quite close to that of the character she was playing. Even though it was a gesture she’d adopted years ago when first beating Dangenronpa. “Isn’t that right, M-m-master Beyakuya?”

Justin rolled his eyes and grunted. He was trying to put on the air of undeserved toughness. Not that it helped too much with the deep blush on his cheek. Everyone else present jumped when he smacked her rear though. Leaning in and whispering into her ear “Did I tell you that you could talk, you pathetic little pet bitch?”

It was Hui’s turn to blush now. Not that it stopped the suddenly ashamed looking Justin. Both of them glanced at their three friends and then away at the floor with only the otter able to stammer while Hui simply whined and hugged herself nervously.


“So, uh, you guys found us I guess. Maybe we shoulda talked about meeting up outside or something. Still, Becky’s got that camera jockey perception roll still, huh?”


“Well I mean it’s not like it’s too hard to spot you guys. Especially with you two rocking the most predictable outfits imaginable.” Becky snickered to herself and shot Collin a small glance. Her eyes tracing up and down the corssplaying wah carefully. “Though now that I think about it, I didn’t call this one. Here I figured you weren’t down for getting teased for the rest of the year.”

Collin glared at her and pouted the worst mock pout he could. “I guess that’s why you were keeping your distance then?” He muttered


“Well that and I had to at least make sure Ginny was ok.”

Collin stared at her blankly. His head racing though the rolodex of people he should know trying and failing to hide his mounting panic and discomfort.


“Ginny.” Becky said again. “you know, Ginny? My cousin? Bug’s lil sister?”

The red panda’s expression went from worried confusion to outright shock. “Cousin?” He blinked “I didn’t know you and Bug were related.”

“Well yeah.” Justin snickered “Their grandma and grandpa are the ones who run the vets office out past the Schroder cherry farm. Remember when I had to dogsit for Ryan and we had to take Tank to the vet? That was them.”

“How do you even know ‘that’?” Collin blinked.


“Well if we’re going to get technical about it, Becky’s grandma married Ryan’s grandpa’s younger brother. So that technically means she and I are cousins too. Like, third I think? Maybe?”


Collin just stood there shocked. His jaw slack as his brain bouncing on a loop as he looked between them. Ears folding back and perking again while words failed to slip past his lips. “Ryan is your cousin?” Collin whimpered “but, he’s a bear.”

“Well yeah.” Justin shrugged “Son’s my gramma, remember?”


“I… that… he… How is everyone in this god damn town related?!” Collin finally snapped.


“Wow.” Hui blinked “Think Baba knows he moved us to Hobbiton?”

Esme smirked and glanced sidelong at Collin from under her hood. “Well don’t worry, Collin. You’ll be able to start making all of those claims about being related to people once Justin and Hui end up tying the knot. Then half the people in town can talk about ‘grumpy cousin Collin who still lives down the road from his folks so he can check on them’. Heck, find the right house and they may even use you to give directions!”

“You know what?” Collin snapped. “I’mma get a refill, and then I‘mma walk around. Screw all you guys.” He didn’t wait for an answer. Instead stamping his way off into the admittedly pathetic crowd of the dance. Small protestations and simpering apologies from his friends falling on rightly deaf ears.


He wandered for a bit. Most of the gym was empty. They’d tried doing this on Halloween proper, and that saw the whole place bare. Still most of those who showed up were simply those with nowhere else to go on devils night. Not that it mattered to him. He’d have probably just stayed home, if not for the figure standing by the locker room entrances.


“Hey.” Collin muttered the words as he walked up to the jumpsuit-clad woman. Familiar green eyes flashing from behind a dented up old hockey mask. He did his best to offer up a confident smile. A sly winking nod. Instead the poor boy was only able to manage a soft blush and a nervous nip at his own lower lip as he offered up a glass of punch to the towering teacher.


Tabs stayed still for a long moment. Her eyes fixed on the drink, then back to the boy who was, for once, openly crossdressing at the one time of year someone could get away with it. The wolverine woman finally took the drink offered and took a long sip of the painfully sweet punch. Twenty years ago she’d have spiked this shit with a big old jar of Everclear. She still would today, if it wouldn’t fuck over her job.


“Not enjoying the party I take it, Mr. Sang?” Tabs snickered. “Here I figured you’d be flaunting that cute outfit all over the place tonight.”

Collin spared his Mistress a few moments to look over the outfit. Part of him had hoped for something a bit more flattering. Something mad-maxish perhaps. Big and brazen showing off far more bare fur and lots of leather. Even a ‘sexy’ Jason would have been fine with him, really. He went to lean in to the bundle of cheap brown cloth all the same. Instead blinking in shock as his cheek thudded on hard brick.


“Tired?” The wolverine muttered. Her tone making plane just how badly her little toy had fucked up.


Collin awkwardly slipped himself against the wall and nodded. He masked the disappointed whine in his throat with a heavy glug of his drink. A dozen words dying on his lips as he gazed down at the familiar gym floor.


“You don’t mind just sitting around here like this?” The wah muttered. “I mean, everyone else is dancing or partying a bit. Isn’t it kinda boring just standing here like this?”

“It’s my job.” Tabs laughed “What, you thought I came to school to hang out on my day off?”

“Y-you didn’t?” Collin bit back the disappointment in his voice. He was slowly aware of the big bushy tail wrapping around his legs.


“Don’t get me wrong. I’m starting to warm up to the ‘dweeby’ kids a bit. But I mean, this is all for you guys. Young, dumb, happy.” Tabs glanced out at the two dozen different costumed figures milling about. The gym teacher pulled her hockey mask up a bit and took a heavy swig of the painfully one note punch. This time leaving the thing up, leaving her melancholic smile a bit too plain for Collin.


It was several songs before the boy was able to glance back at his Mistress again. Those shimmering green eyes were on him. In spite of everything, it made his heart skip a beat. A sea of warmth crashing in over his anxiety and confusion. “Sure you don’t at least want to dance?” Collin asked. His voice cracking ever so slightly as he did and his ears perked up as he tried to offer his cutest, girliest smile.


“Dance?” Tabs blinked. 


The look she gave him silenced any further questions. Not that she needed to say it. The boy knew how stupid it was to ask. Even now he could feel some of the eyes on the two of them. Kids almost as unpopular as he was taking moments from their awkward courtships or the various games set up around for the youth all to try and process why one of the schools least athletic students was cozying up with the gym teacher. The bottom fell out of his gut in that moment. Fear and rage twisting in a hopeless anime clash deep inside the boys brain. He looked up at her pleadingly with those soft brown eyes. So many things he wanted to say. So many things he should say. After all, he was an adult. He knew what he wanted. Who he wanted. He knew he wasn’t going to get another real chance at this. Not outside of prom at any rate.


“Part of me kinda regrets bailing.” Tabs muttered the words though the cheap plastic cup and downed the last of her drink. The wolverine woman tapping her cheap plastic machete nervously on the wall. She never took her eyes off of Collin. He felt them locked on. Strung to him like a leash. He loved it and hated it all at once. Thrashing anxiety swelling in his heart while the boy just swayed in his costume in that limbo. Feeling the longing wash over him, nearly barreling him over.


“You should dance.” Tabs finally muttered.


“You want to?” Collin blinked out of his semi-trance and glanced up at his Mistress. Big wide eyes full of hope. It took everything he had in him to resist pouncing her. Knowing that if he let slip his emotions for even a second he’d probably embarrass them both to no end.


Tabs laughed. Her face contorted into a sarcastic smirk playing his words off as a joke. Collin turned his eyes back to the floor and gripped the hem of his skirt. It took a while to look back up at her. Look into the eyes of the grey furred woman. When he did, he could almost imagine sorrow there. Almost.


“Hey!” Tabs called out “Little miss wrecking ball. C’mere!”

Collin turned his eyes to the crowd. He saw Becky moving slowly, picking her way though the people. A few frosted rice crispy treats sitting on a paper plate that was balanced with all of the care the clumsy badger could muster.


“Look, if this is about the fitness test, I’m sorry.” Becky blurted the words out before she’d even gotten close. “I wasn’t trying to disrespect you bringing a bag of skittles in. I was just really hungry and…”

The older woman rolled her eyes and sighed. Without warning she gripped hold of Becky’s free paw, the other taking Collin’s, and before either of them knew it the two were pressed together.


“I think this young lady would like a dance.” Tabs muttered


“D-dance?” Becky yelped suddenly. A blush taking her cheeks. “Coach, I really wasn’t. I mean I didn’t think, I mean I still got some food left-” No sooner had the words left the badger’s maw than the small plate was snatched away. Tabs smirking and taking an extra big bite of a treat as if to drive her point home.


“I wasn’t talking about you.” She muttered though a mouth full of food “I was talking to you.”

Collin stood in stunned silence, gazing at the red head who now held his paw. He glanced back at Tabs for an eternal moment, seeking something in her eyes. Anything. Trying like hell to plumb answers he knew wouldn’t’ come.


His feet started to move before he knew what was happening. Without word he pulled the girl out on to the dance floor. His own stumbling footfalls threatening to pull them both down as he tried to weave them though the mass of warm bodies. All the while glancing back at his Mistress now and then. His eyes wide and full of confused longing. Hers covered almost entirely by the damn hockey mask. Leaving her looking cold. Leaving him utterly adrift.


Soon the teens were standing face to face. Both swaying awkwardly to some synthetic electronic beat pumped out from whatever collection the AV club president had managed to load from his phone. Collin had no idea how to move, how to act, what to do with his hands. The only thing he knew for sure was that Becky didn’t seem to be doing much better. The normally confident badger girl shuffled awkwardly from foot to foot in something that could generously be called pace with the beat. Her ears were actually pinned back as she kept glancing around at the floor, at others on the floor, at Collin’s costume.


“I’m guessing Hui didn’t sew that for you.” She finally muttered.  “Sorry. Wasn’t really sure what to say. Coach kinda…”

“Yeah.” Collin muttered “I, I really wasn’t expecting her to do that.”

“You weren’t?” Becky’s tone wasn’t what the wah expected at all. Not that he could place it. Not that he could think about much of anything. All he could do was stand there, wondering what to do, wondering what to say. His mind kept coming back to the paws resting in his. The odd sensation of someone holding his hand. A girl. So different from the forced affection between him and Justin. Different even than Mistress. That simple fact made him squeeze her hand tighter, hating how pleasant it was.


Somewhere between the erratic heartbeats the droning cacophony stopped. The whole dance floor shifted. Over-thick fog and colored lights shifting from oranges and greens to soft blues and pinks. A soft guitar solo plucking in. Slowly twisting like a wave over everything.


Collin wasn’t sure why he pulled her in. Why suddenly he was holding Becky. Close. Arms around her middle. His hands seeking out some comfortable middle ground between what he’d seen in shows and what felt ‘right’ in the moment. His cheeks bloomed into a dizzying blush as Becky draped her arms loosely on him in turn. A look of nervousness on her face that simply made the badger girl seem so different in the soft blue light.


Neither of them said anything as their eyes met. Neither of them knowing what to say as the music simply played on.


‘If the sun refused to shine, I would still be loving you.


When mountains crumble to the sea, there would still be you and me-’
--------------------


With two of the other chaperones now in the place, Tabs was finally free to get some air. The stink of teenager and smoldering hot electronics was something she’d once thought was left gratefully in the past. Yet now here she was, another year of keeping an eye on the kids so the ‘real’ teachers could have a night off of babysitting.


The wolverine looked up into the night sky listlessly. It was so easy to miss the stars.. Most of these kids had probably never even looked up at them at night. Most of them had never slept out under them. Never bathed in their strange light away from the dull yellow pollution of their small town. Never mind the eternal day of bigger cities.


She found herself pulling a paw out of her pocket and clutching empty air. Another thing she’d left in the past. Not that you ever quite kicked nicotine. Even now it felt like exactly the right time for a smoke. Instead she leaned back on the building once more and rolled her shoulders. Everything felt so… odd. As if each moment was pulled out into an elastic infinity that she savored, and yet longed to draw out further. Longed to keep it as long as she could. Or maybe she just longed to go back, and have her own.


“Wonder if it woulda cost that much back then, too.” Tabs let her eyes slip shut. Fifty bucks. The creepy little extortionist fuck was worse than some drug dealers she’d kicked the shit out of in her time. It’d been worth it though. Seeing her two boys out there, on the floor. Blushing, smiling, content. Everything as it should be.


“Wonder how much it’d cost for him to play all of Led Zeppelin II. Be better than any of this new shit at least.” Tabs chuckled to herself as she said it. It wasn’t like things were any better in her youth. Lord knew they’d have probably just put on some nu metal or krunk rap. Not that this new stuff sounded any different to her.


One last breath of cool air and Tabs turned herself back to the side door she’d propped open. She paused, her thumb sliding under the small strap holding the two keys on her neck. Tabs gazed at them for a long moment before reluctantly tucking them back under her boiler suit. Allowing the heavy metal door to once again seal away the starlight.

Chapter 27:
Principal’s Office:
By TerraMGP


Getting called to the principal’s office sucked. Kids all dreaded it. Even the seniors found themselves quickly humbled when they had to march their way in front of the school admins. Tabs was used to the apprehension and whining any time anyone got too far out of line. She was used to people venting every shred of rage they had at her right up until the point where she would utter the dreaded words and direct the student out of the large gym double-doors where actual consequences would befall them.


Truth was, teachers hated it too. Not always for the same reason. Usually it was worse. Usually it meant a student had fucked up badly enough and some specific teacher was the only one who could un-fuck it. This, though. Tabs felt a grinding nervousness she couldn’t ignore. She made her way in to the small office looking around for cops. Sure that somehow, some way, someone had figured out just what she was doing. Any of them would act on it. Some, the real bitches in this place, would even enjoy it.


One such bitch was quick to make her presence known. The plump panthress pulled herself from behind the small cube wall where she’d been sitting. She had fifteen years on Tabs and likely had never been in a fight in her life, yet she always had this knack of moving just into the corner of her victim’s peripheral vision. Skulking in like some seasoned hunter before locking eyes with all the cold calculating logic of a TV meth dealer.


Tabs had met plenty of real drug dealers. She’d beaten more than a few down for money, or fun, or survival. She’d take any of them over the woman now gazing up at her with hands on hips. “Miss Blake.” Miss Dixon nodded softly “I’m glad you could make it in a timely fashion.”

“I mean, class is over.” Tabs shrugged. “If this is about those health reports, I got them in. If they went missing just let me know and I’ll print em off again. But I can promise I didn’t forget.”

“I got them.” The panther nodded “But there’s another matter we need to deal with. If it’s ok with you, I think I’d like to discuss it in the office.”

Tabs shrugged her shoulders and shoved her hands into her pockets. If anyone could read past the practiced calm shielding her panic it was Dixon. Cops had nothing on her when it came to ripping apart a BS story and the bitch very clearly knew it.


Once they were seated Tabs did her best to flash a smile and glanced down at lean back casually. Doubling down on the cool exterior and yet nowhere near the ice of the woman sitting across from her with hands enfolded. Grey-green orbs flashing up and down the nonchalant wolverine.


“So, if this isn’t about the reports.” Tabs started softly “What exactly is it that-”

“Mister Sang. And Mister Flanner.” Dixon almost barked the words. 


Tabs was sure her calm had cracked. She could feel her claws digging into her palms. Sure any second she’d feel blood pooling up in her pockets as she struggled to keep the rest of her body still. She nodded, but said nothing. Not wanting to risk it just yet.


“I assume you are familiar with all of the details regarding Mister Flannery’s suspension, first of all. Another one of his little outbursts. Honestly I was ready to expel him this time. After last year I was quite done with it, but his mother persuaded me to give him another chance in light of his actual academics.”

The relieved sigh slipping from Tabs’ lips felt way too obvious. She quirked her head a bit and nodded. God but she hated how hard it was to get a read on this woman. “Yeah I know. I was actually worried about that before. Trying to get the kid to calm down. I’ve seen what a short fuse like that can do ya know. After I heard about him going at it with some college boy I started to worry he was gonna end up, well-”

“Well what?” Dixon almost growled the words.


“Dead.” Tabs muttered bluntly “I know what happens to kids like that. Most of em don’t meet a good end.”

The panther woman leaned in ever so slightly. Even with her icy expression the hints of hate were still clear. Contempt brimming at the edges of her muzzle in small imperceptible twitches. Most would tell Tabs they were imagined. They weren’t, and they killed any ease she’d felt moments ago. “I’m sure in ‘your’ little world that’s absolutely the case.” Dixon said smoothly “However it does raise quite a few questions. After all, the boy may be a hothead, but he’s not exactly a delinquent. A criminal. Is he?”

Tabs did her best to shake off the accusatory tone and leaned forward to meet Dixon’s gaze. She was about to put her paws on the table until remembering the sharp pain still throbbing in pricking points along her palm. “You don’t need to be a criminal to get dead, Miss Dixon. Whatever my past is, the school board and the state of Michigan seem fine to let me teach in spite of it. And it just so happens I can do something besides give these kids pointless health advice that most of em will drop the second they no longer take my class. Or do you think I have any illusions about the importance of what I teach?”

“Physical education and health are important parts of the curriculum, Miss Blake. I would hope that you take it more seriously than that.” Dixon growled softly


Tabs simply shrugged “I take it as seriously as the job says to. I make sure those kids are in as good a shape as I can until they leave. What they do after that is up to them. But Flannery? Well, I figured I could actually help that boy. Make sure he knows how not to get killed if he gets in over his head. Maybe teach him some discipline too. Easier than signing him up for a martial arts class, right?”

“So you admit you were seeing him after school hours.” Dixon asked, quirking a brow.


“Yeah, I asked John first. Not like I’m going to drag the kid off without getting his parents ok. Sure as hell not going to keep up with that now that he’s used what I taught him to get his ass beat on school grounds. But I figured it was worth a shot, right? You‘re not going to tell me that trying to keep students from doing something stupid stops when I go home for the day, are you?”

“Home.” Dixon smirked “And what was he doing over at your home last month, if I may ask?”

The question kicked Tabs off guard. She leaned back again and quirked her brow, finally blinking in a bit of mocking surprise. “oh that! Yeah. Kid fixed my mower. Did… something with the spark plugs. I donno. Freaking tiny one strokes always confused the hell out of me. Always feel so fiddly.”

Dixon nodded. Her expression remained still as stone. She reached for a small folder sitting on top of the stack of paperwork for the principal and flipped it open, looking it over carefully. “He has displayed some mechanical aptitude. Which, I assume, is why you proceeded to set him up with a job. Is that correct?”

“How’d you find that out?” Tabs blinked


“Surprised, Miss Blake?” Miss Dixon finally cracked a bit of a smile as she asked. “You do realize the state requires students or their guardians to inform us if they take on part time work. Correct?”

“Huh. I didn’t know that.” Tabs shrugged. Inside she could feel her heart screaming at her. Ready to burst if she had to go though more of these shocks to the system. She could just barely imagine years of cheap beer and fried food having worn a hole just waiting for this kind of stress to pop it open like an over-ripe tomato. Dixon could see it too. She was sure of it. Even if the gargoyle didn’t let on.


“Look. Jo’s an old friend. She’s also a damn good mechanic. If the kid isn’t going to learn to check his temper from me, she’s honestly the best option he’s got. Plus I can’t imagine working in a bike shop is going to hurt his resume any when he puts in applications for schools.”

“That’s a counselors job to decide, Miss Blake.” Dixon murmured “And considering your past, I can’t imagine your ‘friends’ would be a positive influence on any of our students.”

“Hey!” Tabs snapped “Say what you want about me, but Jo is an upstanding businesswoman. Kid could walk out of there the next Billy Lane. Except hopefully, you know, without the drugs. Drinking. DUIs, losing his shop… you get what I mean. Oh no, Finch. Yeah no Ron Finch would be better. Way more the kids style anyways. I think Finch was from Michigan too.”

“Are you done?” Dixon sighed “Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Though lord knows I’d rather not see any of our students end up with any form of substance abuse problems. Or legal problems for that matter. Hence my worry seeing you gravitating towards them after hours like this. It’s not just Mr. Flannery either. This is the main reason I’ve asked you here.”

It was a cheap print up. A camera photo put out on one of the school printers. But it was clear enough. The public library. The packed table. Justin at the head of it. The rest sitting around. Laptops and snacks scattered about. Tabs leaning back in a chair that she only now realized looked ready to break under her weight and rough abuse. Tabs looked slowly up to Dixon who sat back calmly and folded her hands together, waiting for some sort of reaction. Patiently watching the other woman’s expression.


“Oh, wait. That? Is that what this is about?” Tabs blinked as she looked at the picture.


“Yes.” Dixon growled. “Would you care to explain it?”

“Explain it? Yeah, that’s Shadowrun.”

The contempt on the panther’s face finally melted into a mask of incredulity and confusion. She looked at Tabs for a long awkward eternity trying to fit the odd comment together. Tabs let it hang. Mostly her body waiting for some new wave of wrath to rain down upon her. When it didn’t, she smirked and leaned in a bit more. “Well, It’s kinda like Dungeons and Dragons, but not. The boys figured this might be a bit more my speed than fifth edition D&D I guess. It’s kinda like, well, It’s cyberpunk. You know. Cyberpunk?”

“Like the Keanu Reeves movie…” Dixon muttered the half-question


“Which one?” Tabs snorted to herself. Her smile quickly fading when she saw the wrath returning to the vice principal’s face. “But yeah, no. That’s our normal game. Flannery is the GM. Parker plays some literal hobo with a shotgun. I go way out on a limb as a biker. Sang, well, the Sang sister, she’s doing some odd techno-thingamajig. Like a hacker, but in her mind. Like a magic hacker? I donno I just nod my head and wait for things to hit with my big fuck off club.”

“That’s quite enough!” All the calm was gone in an instant. Dixon snarled, her fur bristled. Her eyes flashed. If this were ten years ago in a bar Tabs would already be reaching for a weapon, and probably already be dead meat before she could get it. “What I want to know is why it is that Mr. Flannery happens to be dressed in… those. Those cloths.” She gestured at the picture. Collin, Kathoey. ‘Kathy’ as she’d been using there in the library and a few other public places. “It’s clear from the face that is Mr. Sang. His sister is sitting right there, and the wig certainly doesn’t hide much. So would you care to enlighten me as to why it is he’s sitting there in girls clothing during your little children’s game?”

“… no.” Tabs said


“I’m sorry, no?” It wasn’t the answer Dixon was expecting. In truth it wasn’t an answer she seemed able to process. She slid back down into the principals seat and put her paw on the picture. Dixon pushed it roughly up to where her subordinate could see it more clearly and narrowed her eyes. Claw tips barely scratching into the cheap paper it was printed on. “I don’t think you understand your situation here, Miss Blake. We have you fraternizing with students, after hours. One of them is doing something clearly untoward. Another student you seem willing to ‘help’ up to the point where you’ve gotten him a job with one of your criminal associates.”

“She’s not a criminal” Tabs snapped.


“And now you expect me to simply let it go when you refuse to tell me why one of our students is wearing… this?”

“I do.” Tabs said calmly. “Because it’s none of your god damn business.”

Tabs stood now. Her full weight resting on her wide frame. Any discrepancy between the two of them and who was on top shattered as she leaned forwards and towered over the sitting woman. “What you have is a student trying to deal with things that aren’t your business, aren’t the schools business. Now I was told something in confidence by this student. If I thought it was something bad, I’d tell the parents. But right now you have someone trying to figure their shit out, and that student already gets enough grief without having this piled on top. So no, Miss Dixon, I’m not going to tell you. You wanna take it to the principal? The super? More than happy to do it. But I don’t plan on making life worse for the poor kid just because you got a problem with some former biker bitch dite being one of your co workers.”

“Now you wait just a moment-” The panther growled. She managed to get part way up before a finger shot right into her face


“No, you wait.” Tabs barked “We both know you have a problem with me. You want me out of here then that’s fine. Find a way to do it that doesn’t screw over some poor kids in the process. What Sang’s going though is his own thing and he doesn’t need you making his last few months at home uncomfortable because you gotta turn anything that doesn’t fit your narrow little world view into something sexual. Now I’ll say it again. You wanna come after me, come after me. I’m sure you have plenty of grounds to do it. But I’m gonna warn you right now if you go after that boy and I’ll make sure you’re up on charges for discrimination. Somehow I doubt the board of education is gonna look favorably on that. Are they, Miss Dixon?”

The panthress cycled though about a dozen different conflicting emotions. Rage and raw venom simmering at the back of her throat as a growl wafted ready to turn into a screaming refrain of hateful retorts.


And then it stopped. The woman took the picture, looked at it, and let out a sigh. Her shoulders slumped as she made her way back around the desk. “You can go, Miss Blake.” the panther muttered “But if I ever, ever find out that you have been doing anything untoward with a student.”

“Yeah I’m sure you will.” Tabs muttered. “Once dropout trash, always dropout trash. Right?” With that the wolverine made her way out of the office and out towards the parking lot. God in heaven, did she need a beer.

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


“Oh come on. What’s the big deal?” A large, stocky badger boy whined the words while leaning against a battered pickup truck.


“I said no, Bug.” Justin retorted from where he stood by his own car. 


“You said we’d talk about it after class.” Bug corrected.


“No.” Justin corrected “’You’ Said that after I told you no for the fifth time.”

“But why not? Come on. You know it’d look badass!” Bug put both heels on the tarnished chrome step that had been bolted under the normal step for the F-150 and balanced on his heels. The heavyset boy spreading his arms out wide and gesturing along the length of the truck “Just think of me like this, but like, two more feet up! It’d rock. Get some nice big fat tires on there. Something that can really go off road.”

“Off road where?” Justin snorted “A fucking corn field? Up a dune? Dude, everything around here is flat or covered in trees. Besides, it’s not safe.”

“But you work on my engine all the time!” Bug whined. “You’re not worried that’s gonna break.”

“Your engine breaks down, worst thing that happens is you gotta pull off on the highway and call your dad. Even then I’d get dad to help me if it was anything serious. What you’re talking about is a lift kit. Two grand worth of cosmetic bullshit”

“It’s not cosmetic, man. Guys on work sites do it all the time.”

“Then wait until you’re on one of those sites and pay someone who knows what they’re doing!” Justin snapped “Dude, you think I wanna spend every waking moment worrying that you’re gonna end up rolling over into a ditch because I fucked up a bolt or something? Besides you’d look like one of those bro country doucehbags.”

“Don’t you go knocking my Florida Georgia line.” Bug growled semi-playfully.


“Fucking… you’re from Michigan, Man.” Justin Muttered, face fully in palm now.


Tabs was unable to suppress her chuckle as she walked out between the two. She leaned against the side of the Truck and looked Bug over. The badger boy, already a veritable refrigerator of a young man, standing there awkwardly in a pose that made the large truck seem almost awkwardly small due to the proportions. “You two boys having fun?” Tabs snickered as she looked between the two. Her words causing the bigger boy to shrink from his perch and smile nervously to the teacher.


“Oh, hey coach.” Bug muttered “Nah just wanted Justin here to hook me up and he’s being stubborn about it. I kinda figured if he could cut me a deal I could afford to jack up the ol bug mobile a bit! I think it’d look pretty badass.”

“Uh huh.” Tabs chuckled “I wasn’t aware ‘poser yuppie rich boy’ was in style these days. Let me guess. You were gonna get some huge rims and some of those huge tractor tires they try to pass off as truck tires?”

Bug’s embarrassment only grew to a fever pitch now. He glanced at Justin and slugged the otter in the arm for an uncontrollable chuckle fit before looking back at the teacher and slumping his shoulders.


“So if you have time to worry about this, I assume that means you’ve already finished those tackle drills I said you should be doing?” Tabs may not have been the football coach officially, but she spent enough time helping the actual coach while he dealt with his English teacher duties. It was easy to tell who was slacking off and when, and Bug was always one of the prime offenders. He laughed nervously and nodded once more before pulling himself up into the cab of his truck and giving Justin a small sidelong glance.


“Yeah sure coach.” Bug nodded “Don’t worry, Nobody’s getting by me the rest of the year. So uh, Justin. I’ll catch you later, man. We’ll talk about… something. Yeah.”

Tabs watched him walking away and then glanced down at Justin. Her eyes narrowed and teeth gritted. “Flannery.” She sighed “We need to talk”
Chapter 28:


Colorado cliffs rose in grey stone sheets as far as the eye could see. Tabs leaned hard on her bike and gazed up along the stones. Her eyes taking in the various strata. Thousands of years of history. Millions. From a time before modern fur, when huge slavering beasts the size of semi trucks stomped around with reckless abandon in a lush primeval otherworld. For the first time in ages the young wolverine could feel herself transfixed by something still and quiet. Thoughts dancing in the back of her head growing so strong that even the cold air and uncomfortable altitude were somewhat easy to ignore.


“Hey!” A small sharp bark and a hard shove pulled Tabs out of her daydream. She glanced up to see Jo. The bitter feline snarled and drove a paw into Tabs’ pocket. When she came up empty her green eyes sharpened to knife points.


“The fuck was that about?” Tabs muttered.


“I was asking you for a smoke.” Jo grumbled “You just kept staring off. It was getting fucking creepy.” The bobcat pulled her empty paw back and shoved it into her pocket Her eyes cast back down on the road leading into town.


It was the broken tooth. Mostly, at least. Tabs knew that. Be nice if they could get it fixed. A lot of things would be nice come to think of it. Like not standing on a narrow highway twenty feet from a falling rocks sign. It was all just another one of those things in life that a girl had to learn to suck up quick if she wanted to stay alive.


“Think they’re coming.” Jo snapped. One ear perking and twitching to the faint sound of motors.


“You said that last time. I keep telling you they’ll get here when they get here.” Tabs sighed and kicked a few rocks towards the edge of the cliff. A split second later her gut tensed at the thought of them going over. Flashes of old cartoons and TV shows conjuring images of some massive landslide scraping down the valley and crushing anything on any roads that may be below. Far too late she jerked up to try and get them. Thankfully the pebbles stopped well before they went over the edge and Tabs slumped back to take in a chilling breath.


When Helga finally showed up, Tabs was sure the woman could see the utter nervous exhaustion on their faces. The new girl bunny rode beside her. The creepy ass girl quick to hop off of her own bike and make her way over offering up a fresh pack of smokes to Jo.


Jo, understandably, hesitated a moment before taking it. Both she and Tabs cast Helga a glance. The pig simply snorted and pulled a small pouch out of her saddle bag, tossing it over to Tabs.


“That’s our anty for tonight. Anyone tries to take it early you know what to do.” Helga stretched and at least half a dozen joints popped. The pain of a hard night’s ride clear on her face now.


“I take it that means this thing’s still going, Hrist?” It felt a bit odd still, using Helga’s honorific. This was all bullshit, really. Things they were making up as they went along. Some kind of fucked up formalization plastered over some girls running from all of their problems. Still felt badass, though. Tabs grinned finally and shoved the envelope into her pocket. Some small sliver of pride welling in her gut knowing that she was the only one who could be trusted to guard the stash.


“I don’t think anyone’s gonna fuck us, if that’s what you mean.” Helga shrugged “Town seems safe. Cops aren’t after us. If they were they’d have hit me up right away.”

“Or me.” Ali chirped with that creepy doll-laugh of hers. “Though I guess if anyone gave a fuck about me they woulda been looking back in Bolder, huh?”

“Still no reason to be stupid about this.” Jo snapped “This isn’t some vacation for us, girlie. Hrist here puts enough of a hurt on these assholes and we get food and gas all the way though Fort Collins and a straight shot to Salt Lake. We lose…”

“And it’s back to hitting up gas stations on the back roads until we get there.” Tabs finished the thought wearily. “But that isn’t happening, is it Hrist?”

“I still want Jo to keep the sawn-off with her incase things turn south.” Helga muttered “Guys I met seemed pretty standup, but not too sure these truckers would lose any sleep shooting up some biker chicks if they lost. Same goes for the guys coming in from Frisco. Don’t want to see anyone getting hurt. But if you gotta do something.”

“She’ll do fine.” Tabs chimed in reassuringly “Don’t worry about it. We’ll be in Utah by this time tomorrow. You just do your thing, oh fearless leader.”
--------------------


“Kid you gave me is a fucking whiner.” Jo grumbled over the sound of revving engines.


“The fuck are you watching?” Tabs blinked and glared at the TV. It was a bit embarrassing, but for some reason it actually looked a bit fuzzy from where she sat at the back of the room.


“That damn car movie Disney put out.” Jo’s voice had some small hint of a bitter laugh at the back of it. “Watched some pixar documentary the other day while doing the shop finances for the month. Made it sound interesting. Figured I’d give it a shot.”

“And?” Tabs blinked, leaning in.


The graying bobcat grinned a toothy grin and shook her head in mock-disgust. “Rat cooking movie was better. Like, a lot better. Actually tried to make some of the stuff they were showing it looked so good better. Kinda sucked though. Ended up thawing out some of the bluegill from last trip out on the lake and frying it up instead. Kitchen ended up a wreck.”

Tabs probably would have punched someone out right there and now if it meant getting a chance to see Jo try her hand at French cooking. She was also smart enough to know bringing it up might be a very bad idea.


“So what was that you were saying about Justine? Er, I mean Justin.” Tabs muttered sheepishly


“He’s a whiner.” She snickered “Those fucking DVDs you gave him got him thinking this would be some high end super creative shop full of high value clients and show bikes or some shit.”

“He’s not slacking off, is he?” Tabs blinked


“Nah, if he was I’d have fired him. Granted the kids only working a couple of days so it’s not like it’s costing me much. Shoulda seen his face when I told him most of our job is fixing up busted engines and tossing together kits from custom vendors. You’da thought I just told him there’s no Santa.”

Tabs shrugged at that. Her shoulders slumped and her neck popping she glanced back down to her beer and gripped the bottle a bit tighter, resisting the urge to pull at the label.


“You ever make a decision?” Jo muttered as she leaned back into her seat.


“About what?” Tabs heard the response she gave, but the words hadn’t come from her. Thumbnail scraping and tracing on the bottle just hovering over the label.


“That double date idea I mentioned. You told me you‘d think about it.” Jo noted “I keep telling you groupons are a thing. Nice night out. Drinks. Maybe make a long weekend of it once you’re off on one of your teacher break things. God knows I could use the break from work.”

Tabs smiled a bit. Coldly. Ruefully. She set the beer down and sighed softly “I’ll think about it.”

“All I ask.” Jo shrugged “just let me know. I could probably set you up.”

The wolverine woman nodded softly and let her straw blonde hair fall before her face. Just keeping the smile plastered firmly in place.

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


The shine had long since scuffed off of biker bars. It was almost fascinating to Tabs in a way. She sat bellied up to the bar slowly dismantling the label on her cheap bottle of beer. Something to deliver alcohol into her system and nothing more. A way to help get her jazzed while the jukebox belched out some stereotypical southern rock song from the seventies.


It wasn’t that she disliked things. Being with her sisters, the only real family she had at this point, made it better. The women she rode with. The women she fought and bled with. Even the new girl. Though that same new girl was the one causing her all the problems.


Milly. The beaver was just a kid. Still young enough she needed a fake ID to get in, not that the owners were likely to care either way. Still starry-eyed enough to find the place impassive rather than seeing it for what it was. Yet another pitstop on an endless troll along the highways. The girl sat with Hrist’s latest bitch and a few other young guns from other gangs. Colors were important, but nothing said a gal couldn’t enjoy herself with strangers. After all, it was part of the reason they all carried on with this whole adventure.


“You doing ok?” The familiar voice caused Tabs to glance up. Helga smiling and slipping down beside her.


“Yeah, fine.” Tabs shrugged


“Not in the mood to celebrate, then?” Helga asked


Tabs slumped back on the stool and glanced to the table where the beaver girl cackled and showed off the scar she’d gotten taking a punch meant for Helga. “Not my party, Hrist. Besides our little guest of honor seems to be having more than enough fun.”

Helga snorted and pushed some hair out of her face, her eyes narrowing to shrewd slits. “You don’t much sound happy about that, though.”

“Why wouldn’t I be happy? Girl passed initiation. She more than proved herself, right? Now she gets to ride along with us as long as she wants.”

The words were pointed. Tabs could tell the second they left her tongue. She cringed and took a deep swig of the bottle in her hand hoping to hell that her dear leader let it slide under her radar. As usual, it was a foolish hope.


Silence finally broke the wolverine. She narrowed her eyes at Helga for the longest time before glancing back down at the bar and slumping her shoulders. “Kid‘s heart isn‘t in it. You know that. She‘s in love with the idea. But she‘s gonna end up bailing in a few months. You know that as well as I do.”

“Do I?” Helga blinked


“Don’t you?” Tabs sighed “Look at her. Give it six months and she‘s gonna get sick of this and head back out to college. We let her in way too easy.”

Helga‘s brow furrowed a bit at this. Her shoulders rolling as the pig woman reached over and pushed the beer bottle away from her friend. She pulled it up and away the more Tabs reached for it until finally the wolverine slumped back and turned her full attention to her leader.


“She did fine, and I don‘t remember you complaining with anyone else.”

“They didn‘t have anywhere to go.” Tabs protested


“And what makes you think Milly does? Come on, you saw her fight. You saw her ride. We‘re not her moms. You can‘t expect any of us to tell her how to live her life.”

Tabs furrowed her brow a bit and glanced off to the side “You will. That‘s the point. That‘s your job. Only I don‘t think she‘s gonna stick with it. I don‘t think she can. I mean look at her.”

The beaver girl was already tanked from the looks of it. Her big broad tail flapped against the floor as she hung off either arm of some boys from a different club. Kissing them in between shots of what Allison swore was the tequila they wanted, in spite of it not being called ‘gold‘ anywhere in the name.


“I don‘t see how it‘s any different from your usual Thursday.” Helga chuckled “I mean outside of picking Tequila over Jager.”

Tabs didn‘t say anything, instead just pushing herself up and turning back towards the pool table. Marching off past the table, pausing only long enough to snag up the bottle of tequila, take a huge swig, and wipe her muzzle on the way out of the bar.

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


“You look really uncomfy.” Kathoey’s voice practically sang as she leaned in to flick at Justine’s ear. As was typical the otter ‘girl’ was all to adept at the sad girl emo persona that Mistress had cooked up for her. Probably because this all still made her so uncomfortable. It was fine, cute even. It gave Kathoey tons of wonderful funny feelings she just loved to ride whenever they were out together.


“What do you expect?” Justine muttered back “I hate it when she makes us go out. Couldn’t tha-, couldn’t Auntie have just taken us to her house or something?” The blushing otter gripped her elbow and glanced down at the ground making little effort to hide her scowl.


“Oh come on, what’s the matter?” Kathoey snickered “Don’t like being out with your bestie? Can’t handle a girls night out?”

“It’s three PM” Justine snapped back “I kinda don’t think the Chinese buffet is much of a ‘girls night out’ either. It’s the same sad shit we do when we can’t decide on what drive thru to hit up after a trip to the game shop.”

“Language!” The rebuke came with a firm swat on Justine’s rump. The wolverine woman smirked and leaned down, crooking a finger under Justine’s chin. “Does Auntie need to take her little niece to the bathroom and milk her? You seem very pent up lately my bad little girl.”

“No… auntie.” Justine muttered sheepishly. She looked away to one side with her uncovered eye and gripped her wrist tight. The wolverine woman leaned in to kiss him, finding only the sweetest touch of token resistance as the poor sissy boy shuddered in place and whined. Bashfully licking at the probing tongue.


“Good girl” Tabs snickered when finally pulling back, a soft little line of drool linking their muzzles.


“W-well it’s not like it’s my fault!” Justine snapped quickly “maybe if Someone would actually spar with me now and then. It’s no fun hitting a fence post with a boffer to refine your forms! They don’t fight back.” Justine was looking at Kathoey as she said this. The deflection was obvious, but the blue haired sissy wah was quick to toss her bestie an exaggerated pout and put her paws to her hips in a feminine movement Tabs would have never even thought to taught her little pets.


“Well it’s not my job to deal with all your silly aggression.” Kathoey chided “If you wanna be a boy so bad and hit stuff with a boffer why don’t you go talk to Ryan. He’s the one who kept beating us up with his when we were little.”

“He was training me!” Justine snapped “And I don’t think mister ‘grown up with a wife and kid on the way’ is gonna want his stupid dork cousin coming around pestering him while he’s busy working all the damn time.”

Kathoey blinked, then smirked wide “oh wow, I didn’t know any of that. Gratz!” the wah girl snickered “But the point still stands. If you wanna get all aggressive go ask Bug or someone. Because unlike you I’m not a silly tomboy!”

Justine rolled her eyes and huffed loudly giving her sissy sister a hard shove “it’s not being a tomboy if you… forget it. So, what’s the catch this time? We all know you’re not just dressing us up to take us out for nothing.” 


“Oh, what? A woman can’t chaperone her niece out on a lil date? Take them out somewhere to make sure nobody gets beyond second base?” Tabs grinned ear to ear and reached down to tuss the purple wig Justine sported “Though if you two wanna sit by each other. Hold hands. Pinky clasp. Make out all hot and sloppy even with everyone there watching.”

Both sissies blushed furiously at this. Naturally there was more. There was always more. On cue the two sissies looked away from each other and started to whimper bashfully. Their pinky fingers flailing nervously until they entwined. If not for the cute little cock cages they both sported everyone present knew that the girls would be tenting their skirts right now.


Tabs gripped Justine by the chin and leaned in close. The poor cross dressed otter getting a playful lick along the brim of her ear. “Then when you’re done in there, I’ll take you two out into the back ally and help fix some of that pent up need you both seem to have. You can consider it a nice little desert for the evening. So don’t fill up on stir fry.”

“Oh, Mistress!” Kathoey chirped, grinning wide as could be and tilting her head “Before I forget I made something for you.” In an instant the blue haired wah had let go of the pinky grip and yanked something from her coat pocket. She bowed and offered a blank CD jewel case. The off-white disc inside scribbled with a very fine looking set of permanent marker scribbles likely meant to look like tribal tattoos. She offered the disc up with a bow, holding the offering out in a manner carefully stolen from J-pop idols at a meet and greet.


The whole spectacle made Justine roll her eyes again, and nearly knocked Tabs back in confused surprise.


“I noticed you still have a CD player in your car, Mistress. And, well. I know nobody has ‘tapes’ anymore so it’s not like I can make a real ‘mix tape’ but…”

“You made me a mix tape?” Tabs took the disc, cracked the case open, even if there wasn’t really anything special to it. She stared for the longest time at the disc.


The gaze of the two sissies eventually pierced the haze. Tabs looked at them, then looked back at her car and pulled the jewel case out once more “Actually, why don’t you two go on in. I should put this in the glove box so it won’t crack. God knows that’s happened to me way more times than I can count. 


Justine looked over at her sissy sister while Tabs walked back to the car. Kathoey looked back, smiled, and instantly wrapped her pinky around the other sissy’s once more. Giggling gently as she tugged the otter girl along towards the cheap restaurant.

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


Nobody spoke. The sounds around the small group were now agonizingly loud in the cool night air. Allison leaned against the heavy log cladding of the old store’s outer wall. Her big bowie knife dripped in blood, the sleeve of her jacket cut half way and tied off around the large gash in her shoulder where she now put pressure on it. Dawn stayed crouched beside her, Helga’s heavy Chiappa Rhino clutched in both hands. The poor sheep trembled as she clutched hold of the massive blued steel and held it up in the air with her forehead pressed into her hands in a wordless prayer.


Jo and Helga both stood over the trembling form of Tabs. The wolverine’s bright blonde hair was caked and matted with blood. Her body shook between sobs as she gripped the lifeless form of a beaver girl to her chest. The biker maiden clenched the tattered jacket of the fallen woman to her chest, her battered bloody knuckles showing bone that moved and twisted with the grip. Agonizing pain ignored for agonizing pain.


“Tabs.” Helga sighed “Tabs we have to go. We have to go now.”



“We can’t go!” Tabs snapped “I’m not going. Not until they get her. Milly needs an ambulance!”

“Tabs” Jo sighed. The bobcat put a paw on Tabs’ shoulder. A near miss from a wild backhand came up a split second later before the sobbing woman doubled over again.


Jo and Helga just looked at each other. They kept their eyes glued down the street. Nothing yet. No cars. No sirens. But there would be. There’d have to be.


“Tabs there’s nothing they can do for her. We have to go. If we don’t get out of here…”

“You go then” Tabs screamed “Get the fuck out of here, Hrist. All of you. There has to be something they can do. We can’t just let Milly die like this. She doesn’t deserve it. Someone call a god damn ambulance!”

The women all cast their eyes at the horror show before them. The mangled bodies were littered about the stone-covered parking lot. Nobody recognized the colors. They were all dead anyways. The closest one laying with a face battered beyond all recognition. Cracked and mangled past the point where anyone could hope to identify it in the first place.


Helga looked from the figure over to the woman who had made him that way. Tabs still clutching the lifeless body of their fallen sister. Wailing and screaming uncontrollably as she tried to hold in cooling lifeblood as if it would somehow buy the lifeless body a few more moments.


“Take them and get out of here.” Helga said, glancing at Jo and gesturing to the bikes.


“Hrist.” Jo began to protest. The feline not looking in much better shape than anyone else. A leg shot tied off by another strip of Allison’s jacket made the mere act of standing look like utter agony. Yet she soldiered on, rushing to the others with a pronounced limp and getting the rest of the gang off of their feet.


Helga waited for them to go. She watched everyone else rush to the bikes and take off. Cursing herself that she didn’t have the guts to let them stay and mourn.


Tabs felt the familiar arms folding around her. She felt the weight of her friend. Felt the powerful woman gripping her tight even as she clung to Milly’s lifeless body. “You wanna stay, we can stay. They’re gonna arrest us. It’s gonna be bad. But I’m not leaving you here, Tabs. I failed Milly. I’m not failing you, too.”

The wolverine tried to pull away. She tried to shrug her leader off. Flailing her head in some half hearted form of attack and screaming into the cold night sky. Her body heaved and convulsed fruitlessly, until finally she found herself worn down to an utter nothing.


“I’m here with you, sister. No matter what.” Helga sighed “I’m not going to let you be alone. And whatever you decide now, I’m going to promise you, we’ll finally get out of this life. Somehow.”
--------------------


It took a while for Tabs to realize she was still sitting in her driveway. The car still reeked of cheap, teenagery perfume and even cheaper Chinese food. She looked at her steering wheel and the faux wood patterned rubber cover over it. Twists and furrows in her knuckle fur. She almost never caught sight of them now. Nobody really noticed. Or maybe they were too polite to say anything. Either way she couldn’t help but stare at them now. Stare at them, and the garage door just over the wheel.


It took considerable effort for Tabs to let her hands drop. A slight tightness in her chest. The heavy anxiety crept though her body, Deep sadness that never seemed kind enough to warn of its coming or give her anything to fight it with.


She reached over to the cheap plastic of her radio console and hit the play button. The laser and motor spinning up. The boys had been far too vocal for her to try the CD properly on the way home. Besides, a CD was a thing you listen to in calm, in quiet. Something you devote yourself to. Especially when it’s the first mix tape you ever get.


Tabs let her eyes slip shut and took a few deep breaths, rolling her window open to let the cold night air waft in towards her. Keyboard building slowly as she felt the window to her pet’s soul starting to open every so slightly.


“Hey little Danny, don’t you cry…”

The woman sat still and silent. Taking in the song.


And she cried.

Chapter 29:
By TerraMGP

Becky paused for a moment at the door. The whole house was familiar, even if she didn’t come over much anymore. It hadn’t been that long, but it felt like ages. Wandering in though the front door, snagging a can of pop out of the crisper drawer, making her way up to the spot where the doors to the basement and the garage met. She cast her eyes down the basement a moment. Grinning somberly to herself. Reveling in childhood memories that already seemed too long ago. She then pulled the door open and stepped into the garage, the scent of motor oil and sheet metal slamming into her nostrils and clinging to the back of her sinuses.

“Hey big cuz.” Becky chirped, pulling the door shut and slumping against it. Justin sat haunched down over some cheap blue camp foam. Leaning between his car and the work table, carefully tracing out lines with mathematical notation Becky wasn’t really clear on, though she assumed it came from some shop class or another.

“Well hey, look who it is.” Justin smirked back, shifting his weight to keep from sitting ass first on the cold cement. “Was wondering who was rummaging around in there.”
“um, shouldn’t you have been worried? Both your parents are gone.” Becky muttered as she looked out into the empty driveway

“What, you think someone’s dumb enough to walk their ass out here and try to steal our food? Come on, Becky. If someone was gonna try stealing from a house around here I’d think… well just about any other house would work better. Most valuable things we have are dads tools and I’m right here with em.”
The irresponsible comment would have had Becky snapping at most people. Justin wasn’t most people. At this point she’d come to expect it from him. After knowing someone long enough, sometimes you just have to accept them as they are. And hell, there were far worse in their family all things considered.

“So what brings you around?” Justin chuckled “I thought you were working on your demo reel or something.”
Becky shrugged her shoulders softly and looked out of the garage door. “I was. Kinda hit a block. Honestly figured I’d take care of a few other things first, wanted to talk I guess. I donno, creative shit is hard.” The badger girl sighed and pushed some frizz from her face trying not to let her anxiety slip out.

Justin shook his head at that and gave her a look she took to possibly be one of understanding. “Hey if you need to hang you’ve come to the right place. Well I mean assuming Hui and Esme are still busy. Which given the play and, well, Hui’s parents…” he trailed off “Ya know if you gimmie a bit I’d be happy to head into the storage room and bust out the legos after I get this buttoned up. You know, for old time sake. Or if you’re not feeling that we could always just play some smash and order pizza.”
“Wait, really?” Becky blinked “Uh, sure. I guess. Kinda broke right now.”
“Oh bullshit. Like I’d make you pay after offering. What do you take me for, a degenerate scumbag? You know damn well I’m as generate as scumbags come!”
“No. You’re not. You’re really not.” Becky sighed “And I hope you know I blame your girlfriend for my now knowing what that word means. Gruntled, too. Did you know that’s a word? Jeezus but Hui likes to info dump…” The badger took a swig of her pop and let the can slump down into a loose grip, taking another breath of the air as her lungs screamed. November hit like a brick to the teeth, and Becky found herself pulling her trusty vest in tight to help protect her midsection.

“I keep telling you people, wear a coat.” Justin tugged proudly at the thick leather that near-perpetually covered his frame. The otters grin growing a bit crooked in something that was probably meant to be slyness.

Becky rolled her eyes and sighed, pulling herself up more on to the cement steps leading from the garage into the house. The warmth seeping though the door wasn’t much, but it was enough for now. “So you hear about Thanksgiving?” She muttered softly.

Justin shrugged casually and lulled his head back with an audible pop. “I unno. Maybe. Mom says a lot of stuff. Usually I don’t pay too much attention.”
“Sounds like a big hunk of the family is doing it together this year. I guess now that Ryan is gonna be a dad, and they have the old house, everyone wants to start doing it there again like when we were little.” Becky could feel how flat her words were. She felt a touch guilty at her own lack of enthusiasm at the prospect. The big old farmhouse had been in the family for over a century, renovated and updated time and again. Yet for her life the badger couldn’t feel much more than just flat passive apathy at the prospect.

Then again, if Justin felt more he wasn’t showing it. The otter slumped back and gnawed the butt of his sharpie between his back teeth while watching the foam as if the force of his will could stop the layers from curling in on each other.

“So, uh. You and Hui use that a lot?” Becky felt herself shocked as the words came from her lips, cursing whatever horrible part of her back-brain had formed them.

Justin glanced up quizzically, then back down at the half made blade of foam and PVC resting at his feet. “Oh come on, you know my fair princess isn’t one to get physical like that. B’sides.” he chuckled “You remember the time I talked her into the batting cages at mini-golf? No way in hell am I going to see her that freaked out again.”
“No not the boffer, you dumbass.” Becky groaned, jabbing a finger at the pen in his muzzle “I mean that!”
The boy blinked in shock. It took him forever to properly trace her finger. Long enough that Becky had to wonder if he was doing it deliberately. Suddenly, finally, realization dawned on him. Justin reached up slowly and pulled the marker from his mouth, His eyes slowly raising up to his cousin.

Becky noticed the blush blooming on his face, and was suddenly just as aware of one rushing up under her own fur. She cast her eyes down on the rough fiber matt at the base of the steps and let her vision become a sea of her own copper red curls. Her mouth opened to say sorry, but nothing came out. Once again her brain and her muzzle betrayed her leaving her hanging in the worst situation possible.

“So, uh, Becky. Are you asking if I..”
“yeah.” Becky nodded sheepishly

“Ok so, uh… this is awkward.” Justin looked down at the marker and bit his lip, when he looked back at Becky she could see the silent screaming in his eyes.

“I thought you were creeped out by all this stuff.” The otter boy muttered. His attempts to snark it away falling flat.

“I am.” Becky affirmed “But I mean, we’re both adults here, basically. And it’s not like you two ever made much of a secret of it. The second she gets away from the house or school that damn collar you got her goes around her neck.”
Justin slipped down to one knee and pulled his box cutter out of his pocket again. He began cutting out the next marked blade segment to sandwich the foam sword in place, though really it was just his way of avoiding eye contact. “Collars are important. It’s special. I mean, I get it if it annoys you and I’m sorry. But it’s kinda like getting an engagement ring. Well, maybe a bit less than that. Or more? I donno it’s kinda subjective. But it’s important. It means something.”
“Means what exactly?” That was her out, and only when Becky had let the words slip past her lips did she realize it. The look Justin gave her didn’t help one bit. That odd mix of confused and smug that made her want to just smack it off of him and yank off that stupid jacket for good measure.

He ignored her at first. The slice of foam cut out, he sprayed it down with spray-glue and affixed it over the other layers, flipping the whole mess once it was secure to ensure things wouldn’t curl up on him. That done, he pulled the glass-and-brass vape out of his pocket and took a small drag. “It means that she has a Master, an owner. That she’s part of a relationship. It’s announcing to the world not only that she’s a submissive, but that she’s ‘someone’s’ submissive. I mean in the end it’s just the normal type of public show to let people know what is what. Make’s sense, right?”
“No.” Becky sighed “All of the no. But most of that is probably just my brain trying to tell me ‘no’ or something.” She smiled awkwardly and pulled herself up, taking a few numb-legged steps towards Justin and leaning up against the frame of the car. “Look, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have asked. I just… don’t get any of this shit, you know? It’s confusing. The way Hui looks at you. The way you two were at the dance…”
“Really?” Justin looked up and smirked at the red-haired badger “I didn’t think we were any different from how we usually are. Other than Hui easing up on her insistence that I stay in character, I mean. God I’m not looking forward to may. Acen’s going to be freaking insane again.”
“You really don‘t ever worry about anything do you?” Becky sighed.

“What do you mean?” Justin looked up and quirked his brow at her.

“I mean what I said. I‘m sitting here trying to bond, trying to get some answers out of you. There you are working on your car and goofing off. I‘m trying to ask you some real questions here. I‘m trying to figure shit out. And yet there you are acting the same way you always have, just not giving a single fuck about anything that isn‘t the next nerdy bullshit you‘re doing. Probably don‘t even know where you‘re going for college, do you?”
“The hell did this come from?” The otter boy stared as he tried to parse the sudden and random outburst.

“What I mean is, you graduate in May. No more high school. You have a part time job basically handed to you because your mom and dad are sick of you starting shit with people who can clearly take you. Your girlfriend is already narrowing down her safety schools, and so am I for that matter, and we‘re a grade behind you.”
Justin slumped and glanced up at her, eyes narrowing. “You got a point to all this, ‘Gramma Lockheart‘, or are you just trying to make me feel bad?”
“Ok, that‘s a low blow. I am not nearly as bad as Great Gramma.” Becky groaned

“Sure you are. That‘s why you‘re her second favorite after Ryan. And considering how much time she spent watching him that‘s saying something.” The otter boy smirked smugly, then the smirk faded. Grew dark. Grew cold. His shoulders slumping as he took another deep, ragged breath. “Look, ok fine. It was a low blow. I get that you‘re not trying to tell me how I should live my life…”
“I‘m not. But I am wondering how the hell you aren‘t worried.” Becky noted. “Jesus. Don‘t you ever stop and wonder what‘s going to happen if Hui finally outgrows you? Don‘t get me wrong. The ‘prince charming‘ shtick has had enough legs to keep you guys going though high school. I‘m impressed. And, I guess, maybe a touch jealous.”
She waited for the verbal beat down. It was all true. She suspected Justin was aware of it, too. The older they got the harder it was to keep her muzzle shut with Justin‘s childish antics. The way he seemed to get off scott free with everything. Being an only child and not having to worry about any responsibility. He was kind of an asshole, but it wasn‘t her place to call him on it. Not any more than it was anyone else‘s. Especially not when she was there asking for help.

A paw rested on her shoulder and Becky all but jumped out of her skin. One ear perked and the other folded as she glanced up nervously at Justin. The insufferable ‘anime protagonist‘ smile plastered on his face almost made her feel sorry for her regret. Almost.

“Look, you wanna talk about me being a waste of life, cuz, you‘re preaching to the choir.” He sighed “Any day now Hui is going to figure out just what a fucking phony I am and find someone better. I get that. I‘m not good enough to justify going to college, and the only real job I ever had was handed to me by someone trying to be my mentor… and before that it was dad handing me off easy side projects for repairs because it builds character.” The otter boy snorted and ran a paw though his thick mop of brown-blonde headfur. “Well dad, here I am. Thinking about making my girlfriend write humiliating and sometimes racially insensitive bullshit on her fur before school so she has to think about hiding it and then painting minis or grinding in Phantasy Star like the loser basement dweller I am. Probably forgetting homework even though I tried like hell to pick every class I could without it. Spoiled fucking loser, just waiting for everyone to realize they don‘t want him around.”
“Justin, I didn’t-” Becky gasped

Justin smiled again and glanced at her sidelong though his glasses and a small rivet of tears forming at his cheeks. “Nah, this ain’t you Becky. You think I don’t realize this shit normally? Hell, Collin only hangs around me now out of… well he has his reasons, but the second we get past high school I already know he’s gonna bail. He’s got his shit figured out. Always has. And me? I’ll prolly just see if the boss lady will take me on full time, or give me a recommendation or something. Maybe see if dad can get me a job. Some good ol boy nepotism for the fake-smart lil edge lord, right?”
The two cousins just slumped back and glanced up at the ceiling. Neither one daring a word for a long time. Justin nearly pulled out his vape a few times, but then thought better of it. Becky fiddling with the snaps on her vest and trying hard not to comment on the tears.

“You know, you need to stop making excuses some day.” She finally muttered

“Excuses?” Justin scoffed “Pretty sure I was pretty open with how much I suck.”
“Yeah, but Hui doesn’t want you to suck. Your parents don’t want you to suck. Hell, Great Gramma Lockheart doesn’t want you to suck, even if she’s kinda set in expressing it oddly. Though it’s not like she’s any different to the rest of us.”
“But I do suck.” Justin snapped

“Then suck less!” Becky snapped back “Fucking figure something out. Grow up. Because this?” She gestured over him “Hui deserves better than this. And she still wants you.”
“Yeah, well, she’s not gonna-” he started

“She does now.” Becky grumbled “She does enough that I clearly think you’re doing something right, otherwise I wouldn’t ask for your god damn stupid advice figuring this stupid shit out!”
“Figuring… what out?” The otter blinked back his own emotions and turned to look Becky over curiously, wheels slowly turning behind his eyes.

Becky suddenly felt a blush starting to grow on her cheeks. Her hands were suddenly starting to feel a bit sweaty in spite of the chill of the room. “Look, ok. I… You gotta promise, not to tell anyone. At all. Like, fucking ever.”
Just like that Justin’s melancholic face turned a slight, mischievous grin. He leaned in and nudged his shoulder against hers, chuckling. “Ok… spill it.”
 

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

If there was one thing consistent about Allison, it was her inconsistency. Even now as she walked down the old gravel path to her friends little home she couldn’t help but see her as the too-young looking bunny girl in the leather jacket and Tutu they picked up back in Colorado. What seemed like a lifetime ago.

Tabs paused and looked down at the motorcycles propped up in the shed, tarped up for winter and yet with bits of chrome plating and paint poking out for anyone to see if they were close enough. Tabs once again admired the diamond pattern and bombshell pinup girl of the DC character Harley Quinn which graced the side of Allison’s tank. The bike beside it showing a rather nice but ultimately uninspired three-tone flame job over the top. Something Tabs had always thought actually spoke a bit to the contrasts between Allison and her mate.

“Come all this way just to stare in my shed?” The familiar voice called out from what could generously be called her porch.

Allison herself was haunched over a small dinner tray jam packed with little odds and ends. Malachite, sterling silver, cheap leather thong and lots of copper. The bunny woman slowly bludgeoned these desperate parts into pendants and bracelets. Beading and stringing each bit while on her tablet came highlights from the game last night.

“Smoking substitute working ok?” Tabs snickered as she pulled up one of the finished necklaces and let the sunlight bounce off of it.

“Not really.” Allison groaned “Tempted to send (Husband) down to get me a pack. Keep telling myself it’d just be one more and I’d be through.” Even as she spoke the words Allison had managed to free the small trinket from Tabs’ grasp and put it back hatefully into the pile. Even when Tabs went for the pendant again Allison managed to swat her hand away just as easily without looking. If there was anything that could be said for the woman, age had not dulled her senses one bit.

“So what you up to other than freezing your ass off when you have a perfectly warm place to stay in, if I may ask?” Tabs tried to reign in her snark. She failed, but she tried. Her grin only growing further when her old friend shot her the look that each of them had given the bunny countless times in the past.

“Can’t smoke in the house, so I got used to the cold when I get the craving. I get into the cold, therapist says it helps kinda reward my brain. One of those Pavlov things I guess. Brain gets some of what it associates with the chems it wants and suddenly it’s all happy and will shut the god damn fuck up and let me relax for the love of fucking, gahh!” Just like that a handful of finished pendants flew out into the yard and thudded against the cold hard ground like a burst of bridshot.

Tabs was unable to keep the smirk off of her face. “Totally normal reaction.” She snickered, much to the bunny woman’s growing rage. “And here I thought you’d settled in to the nice ‘normal’ motherly role.”
“Phht, I‘m motherly as fuck. Grandmotherly even, or I‘m ready for it at least.” Allison muttered “Just don‘t feel like playing it up around you. Not when I‘m having nic fits.

“Right, sure. It’s the nicotine. That mean you were going though withdrawals in Tacoma?” Tabs snickered

“Yeah. Sure let’s call it that. So, whatcha need?” Allison muttered.

It took a while for Tabs to get the smile on her muzzle reigned in. “Well some advice, mainly. Probably something I shoulda brought up before I pissed you off.”
“You got smokes?” Allison grumbled

“you know I don’t.” Tabs replied tursly

“Yeah, I know.. Fine. I’m as pissed off as I’m gonna get right now. So may as well spill it. I mean the worst thing I can do is tell you to come back when the nic fits are over, right?” Just like that Allison’s odd, faye-like smile returned. Melting away the years that already barely seemed to touch her.

Part of Tabs was tempted to just not bother. She thumbed her phone in her pocket and glanced at her smirking friend racing though all the other things she could claim they needed to talk about instead. Just some normalcy. A chance for her to relax with her sister of steel. Something the wolverine was starting to realize more every day she flat out cherished.

That was running, though. She couldn’t run. She knew that all too well. The phone came out of her pocket and slid in front of Allison who snagged it up without a word. If tabs didn’t know better she’d have sworn the reflexive thumb twitch from the bunny was the start of keying in Tabs’ password. Not that she’d ever accuse her friend of anything. Who in their right mind would dare.

“Ohhh. Ok. Some of the hard stuff.” Allison glanced up at Tabs over the top of the phone. Her grin only grew as she flipped though the pages of the PDF. Licking her lips slowly. “God damn it, Tabs. I figured you were into the softcore shit like Helga. These limp lil dildos are really getting it good.”
Tabs fidgeted uncomfortably back and pulled her jacket closer around her shoulders. She watched as Allison flipped from page to page of the comics, doing everything she could not to drool on the phone screen as she did.

“I confess, the whole ‘buy a sissy online’ thing is pretty interesting. This French maid one who lives to get punished? God, I gotta remember this whole setup for the next time me and the lil mister have roleplay night.” Allison began tapping around, clearly looking for more. Her ears had gone loppy. A sure sign that any advice Tabs was going to get would be half hearted at best.

“it’s not mine.” Tabs muttered glibly.

“Really?” Allison snickered “Looks like your phone.”
“It is my phone. And yes technically I bought the comics. Even though they’re probably free somewhere. Look, I didn’t know about this guy until a student brought it up. I don’t think she was meaning to, either. She was just telling me she saw some of this on someone’s phone, and looked it up…”
“And figured her gym teacher was the one to talk to about it…” The bunny muttered “Because I remember high school and I totally told my gym teacher all my fucked up fantasies. I’m sure mom and dad would have loved to know about busting one of my prom dates nuts. Even if the fucker was trying to push himself on me.”
“on you?” Tabs scoffed “What kind of brain dead hunk of meat would try that shit on you of all people?”
“A guy with one nut who never got to see how Night of the- I mean, how Jacob’s Ladder ended.” Allison shook her head and slumped back in her seat flipping though another panel. Her eyes twinkling brightly at the carnage she saw on the screen. “So what’s this guy’s name if I may ask?”
“Huh? Well no, it was a girl student. Like I said. She said she found this stuff on the phone of a boy she likes. Oh, wait, did you mean the boy?” Tabs blushed. She really didn’t wish to answer that if she didn’t have to

“I mean the artist.” Allison sighed “Nevermind. Found it. Sarath. Stored for later, and… ok. So what do you wanna talk about again?”
Tabs snatched the phone back and shoved it into her pocket, making sure to wipe the screen clean on her shirt before hand, lest whatever contaminants Allison left on it might spread. “I was saying, I have a girl who really likes this boy, and she wants to know about how to ask him out. She just found this stuff on his phone, and she’s apparently not turned off. So now I need to figure out how to explain all this D/s stuff to her safely.”
“And you can’t go to Helga?” Allison blinked

“Like you said, she likes things a specific way. Hell, ‘I’ like things more that way. If you’d have asked me I’d have said you’re the only person I know who gets into anything this dark. But, I mean, this shit’s pretty far out there for anyone. Let alone kids. If they’re going to get up to it anyways I’d like to make sure she’s at least being safe about it. Can’t imagine a hospital trip is very romantic.”
“It is not.” Allison affirmed “Docs and nurses all say they don’t judge. They judge. They judge a fucked up brand a whole hell of a lot. As for my advice… well it’d probably be she find someone she can legally learn this shit from without the whole teacher morality issues going on. Followed swiftly by figuring out if this boy likes her that way. You know, ask him out on a date or something. You know, the sane kinds of shit kids should be doing instead of tiptoeing around like one little mistake is going to blow their lives up.”
“Phht, look who’s taking.” Tabs snorted

“Hey, I bailed on Bolder of my own free will. Place was god damn boring. Besides I know how to be romantic. I’m plenty romantic. Fuck I’m the most god damn romantic bunny you ever saw. They need to cancel Easter because bunnies are now valentines day motherfucker!”
Allison’s tirade was stopped by a paw on either shoulder. Tabs snickered, but it was only to hold in the confused horror she felt welling up in her. Partially due to Allison being, well, Allison. But then Allison was also right. Helping Parker too much could cause a ton of problems. And anyone finding out she was with her little Kathoey could also cause problems. Put it together…
“A date. Ok fine. We can start there. I’ll figure out the rest later. So tell me, oh wise guru of all things kinky. How do I set a sissy and a wannabe sadist up on a date…”
Chapter 30:

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.

Chapter 31:

Ling Sang cut a more imposing figure than her stature would have suggested. Collin gazed up at the firm eyes, cold hard wells of darkened amber burrowing down though neat cut black headfur. All grey carefully dyed out and washed away to leave a woman of corporate power and strength who never seemed able to turn it off. She leaned heavily on the couch arm while gazing down at her eldest child. Her expression oozing exhausted disappointment.


It was all an unwanted distraction for Collin. The teen wah kept focusing on the TV screen. His paw holding the controller limply in one hand,  paused and held to the side so that his mother would be appeased that he wasn’t playing and ignoring her. It was an old dance between the two. The boy paying just enough attention to appease while trying hard not to show his contempt.


“Collin, I need you to look at me.” Ling reached down and pushed on his forehead, forcing the boys big brown eyes up at hers. “I put money and coupons on the fridge. It’s enough to cover takeout. So I don’t want anyone calling me trying to get some money put on their cards. I’d like to think my two basically-adult children can manage money well enough for a weekend.”

Collin wrinkled his brow and then nodded a bit. And then again. Nodding stiffly until his mother finally let go of him and jostled his headfur. “Don’t worry, mom. It’s not like we don’t have food here anyways. Besides I’m sure Justin will be taking Hui out on a date or something. Unless you’re expecting me to eat a whole pizza myself.”

“You say that as if you couldn’t. I still don’t think you realize how much food you kids put away. God knows where it all goes.” Ling Sang sighed and slipped herself back on to the arm rest of the couch. Her eyes drafting between the screen and her son. “Chen, I don’t know what’s upsetting you, but I hope you know you can talk to me about anything. I know your father and I aren’t around as much as we’d like. Work is… well that’s not really an excuse. But we both want you and your sister to be happy. That’s all that matters to us. You realize that, don’t you?”

“Of course I do.” Collin grumbled the words a bit. Some small part of him was aware of it. Of his teeth gritting. His tail bristling ever so slightly. He almost wanted to tell himself it was the game. God knew this stupid sea exploration thing was already getting to him. But no. He knew better. He cast a sidelong glance at his mother. She meant what she said, but she was still wrong. She didn’t want what was best for him. She didn’t know. Hell, he didn’t know. How could she? And if he were to even try telling her what that might be… no. No. Collin turned back to his base building and the eternal search for more lithium ore. Watching as his mother turned and made her way out of the room to another long work weekend at another stupid conference.


The house was quiet without her. Without either of them. Sure there was Hui’s sewing machine screaming at him from the bedroom. Plus the grating game BGM that the wah once again realized he hadn’t bothered to turn off. But there was always something with his folks around. Some presence or aura which reminded him they were there. Watching. Aware of him. Like an ice pick at the base of his neck, pushing without yet breaking the skin. A threat that never quite realized itself even when they were still off at their respective offices doing god knew what stupid pointless paperwork so that people above them could make a few more thousand dollars.


He felt guilty for thinking it. But he felt guilty for most things. At some point all he could really do was stop caring.


Not too long ago he probably would have spent the whole time masturbating in his room. No parents around to stop him, his little sister occupied by her own ‘things’. Porn and video games until his body gave out seemed like the logical thing any nineteen year old would do without the burden of ‘people’ around to fuck that up.


True, he could still do it. Collin smiled to himself and gave his now well trained sissyfag ass a small wiggle. He was used to it now. He’d probably had more sex at this point than some of the jocks in their class. Hell, He was betting half the basketball team were still virgins. Big, tough macho boys who’d probably turn into cute needy toys if ‘Kathy’ came around offering them a nice BJ. He felt himself straining against the cage while imagining that big dumb steer who’d been abusing him. Thinking of how meek and pliant he’d be seeing an actual cute girl ready to suck his big, musky dick. Rubbing the bulge though those gym shorts. The pleading as he let the smaller ‘girl’ kiss him. The pure bliss on his face of finally ‘scoring’. The sheer horror as the ‘girl’ bent herself over and showed off that nice little package all caged up and ready to squirt from a good pounding.


Collin stopped, his hand at the band of his pajama pants. It was wrong. He knew it was wrong. He wasn’t so stupid as to forget that those sorts of situations were the kinds of things people got fucking murdered over. But still. It would almost be worth it. Just to know he, know ‘she‘ could be the one calling the shots. The one in control. His paw slipped down finally. Finger tracing his well used pucker. Poking the well trained flesh there. He bit back a girly moan and arched his back. It was ok to think about it. Ok to imagine. Ok to make himself feel good as he just thought about how far Kathie could take things.


It took everything the boy had in limiting himself to a few firm thrusts of his digit. Hammering in while contorting his body at an awkward angle just to make sure he hit his little slut button just right. He hadn‘t been told he couldn‘t cum from fucking that cute rump. But he didn‘t want to. Not yet. The boy reveled in the feeling of his swollen package aching at him. Leaking out around his cage. Daydreaming about being railed like the needy little cockwhore he was and struggling to make his finger act with the aggression Mistress would. The aggression anyone should.


Shamefully, the boy thought about the fact that his little sister was just down the hall. She could walk out and catch him any second. Revealing to her just what a little boywhore he was. Only her distracted focus on sewing or studying kept her from seeing this shameful display.


Or maybe… maybe she was doing the same. Edging. Following some fucked up instructions of her own. Something Justine, Justin, had told her to do. Made her do.


The last thought caught him by surprise. Collin winced. His finger hammering down on his prostate awkwardly. He only barely had the presence of mind to bite down on the arm of the couch and stile his yelp of raw pent up pleasure.


It took quite a few seconds for him to accept what he‘d just thought. What his mind had just spat out at him. Even longer to realize how good it felt. How wrong. How exciting.


He pulled himself up and pulled his finger out. He needed to take this to his room.

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


Collin was scared. Painfully scared. He had been all day. His father was stuck all day with Hui at the doctors. He hadn’t wanted that. He’d told his mother that he’d be fine. Eight year olds stayed home alone all the time. They even watched a movie about it each Christmas. 

She’d said no, naturally. She’d tried to reassure him, tell him he’d be able to hang out with Justin. Collin liked that idea. He liked it less now. They weren’t at Justin’s house. Moreover when they did show up to the small house on the hill just out of town, the otter boy ran into it and down the stairs, leaving Collin to fiddle with his half-tucked shirt and nervously thumb at the Nintendo DS now taking up the bulk of his pocket. The place looked wrong. It smelled funny. At the edge of what he could see from the top of the steps Collin could just barely pick up on darkness with eerie purple light crawling out from its edges while painful guitar music blared itself up the stairs pinning his ears back instinctively.

The boy gripped his tail tight, then spared one paw to the rail so he could slowly lower himself downstairs. Casting one last glance back to see his mother, Justin’s mother and someone he understood was their friend or something going into the other room with one of the big boxes normally seen behind the reception desk at church.


With the lifeline cut, Collin made his way down the steps slowly. Hugging his tail tighter, taking each step slowly and carefully. He made it about a third of the way down, enough hot look down into the next room, before slipping down to sit and hide behind his bundle of fluff.


There were three figures. Justin he recognized right away. His best and frankly only friend had perched himself on a small stool sitting next to a huge board covered with miniature trees and grass and other odd things. Beyond him , sat against the back wall was an arm chair. A frightening looking bear sat in a trench coat with the sleeves cut off. He was a boy, there was no denying that. Yet his ears had rings in them and he wore thick black makeup around his eyes. Bears were rather common around here. Collins mind drifting to the lady at the farmers market who always let him pick the Jawbreakers first when he and Hui were allowed them. Most bears simply weren’t scary.

This guy. He was scary.

Collins eyes drifted from the bear to the third person in the room. A somewhat less intimidating looking ferret in a flat cap and long ponytail. The older boy leaned in with his lithe frame sitting on the edge of a cool looking office chair. He was playing some kind of game, and Justin was clearly splitting his attention between the game and whatever the bear was reading.


It felt like he was sitting there forever. Part of him wanted to pull the shiny red DS out of his pocket. Part of him wanted to run back upstairs and get his mother. The end result found the boy just hovering near the edge of view of the downstairs. Frozen in time while his friend struck out into the scary situation again, heedless of how bad it obviously was.


“C’mon, Collin!” Justin whimpered from the bottom of the stairs.


Collin didn’t move. The shy boy hiding behind his tail. Pulling the thing up to consume his face even as the overly eager otter stomped up the steps and snagged him by the wrist. The wah boy’s head swam at the sudden shift of scenery. At once he found himself whisked into a small alcove of black light and terrifying posters. Being this close, Collin now noticed that the bear boy was leaning on a huge sword that stuck its tip into the carpet. The handle ornate and strange designs carved into the blade. The boy who held it looked up at him for a moment before shifting his view to the other older kid who was guiding around a set of characters in an old looking video game.


“I’m telling you, Lucca is absolutely the better party member.” The bear grumbled to his friend, flipping though the pages of his book once more.


“Hey, this is my adventure, pal. I got this.” The ferret boy leaned back in his seat and pulled something to his muzzle, an odd puffy cloud of tinged smoke leaving his muzzle a moment later.


Collin looked at the display in awe. Transfixed and more than a bit scared. His arms wrapping harder around himself as he slipped back against the wall tucked away next to a rack of games.


“Yo, Rudy. Kids.” The bear muttered, thumbing another page.


Collin watched the tall ferret boy drop something into a pop can and shove it down beside him, fluffing just a bit as he did so.


“Ok mister Blood Spirit. So the girl sits back down at the bar, and she looks pissed. The fact that you’re even here after that fight already has her on edge. The fact that you’re a Clanner really seems to have her pissed off already.”

Collin’s paws went over his ears at the bad word. He slumped back into the wall and whined. He cast his eyes to Justin for help. But the other boy was transfixed. The otter listening intently to the two big teens as they went on. Not even seeming to mind the sensory bombardment that much. Indeed Collin could see his friend asking questions. Though it was hard to hear what those might be between the paws on his ears and the loud discordant music.


All he could really do was look at the room. The odd posters of terrifying scenes lit by strange violet light, much like what they’d see when going to cosmic bowl when the light made everything glow. There were small statues and models of robots and girls in… revealing attire. It made Collin feel more than a bit uncomfy. Yet he found it hard to look away. There were also at least a dozen weapons hanging around. Swords and axes and even a big spear. All of it jagged and dangerous looking. It made him wonder just how violent the bigger kid was, and if he should really be down here like this.


“Hey, Kid.” Collin blinked, feeling himself jostled as he looked at the Ferret boy in the armchair. The boy was offering up the controller to him, a grin on his face that somehow looked implacably sinister.


“Here, you play a bit. I gotta go make a pop run.”

Collin didn’t know what to say. He took the controller in his paw, a big, curvy, uncomfortable mess not at all like his simple little 3DS. He watched the older boy scoot around him, still holding a can in hand as he went.


“You two little dudes want anything?” The ferret asked.


“Come on now, they’re kids. Jameson and Coke is probably fine for em.” The bear teased, tussing Justin’s headfur. “That is unless you think you can handle something harder, short fry.”

“No thank you.” Collin muttered out meekly as he looked on at the game. The ferret smirked wide for a few more moments, then draped himself over the back of the chair. “it’s easy. Just move yourself around in circles like this and hit the X button a few times to attack whatever you’re up against. Do that Until I get back. I need the XP.”

Collin nodded and began doing as he was told. He’d played RPGs before. He knew how they were supposed to go. This still felt utterly otherworldly and intimidating to the cub. Just sitting there in the big, funny smelling chair playing another persons game that he didn’t know in the first place. Justin, his only lifeline, busy talking with the big scary bear man that Collin was sure must have killed at least one person with that big sword at some point.


In the end Collin was stuck in his own little sea of anxiety. Adrift and helpless. All the while praying his mom would come save him from this. Wishing he could throw the controller down and run upstairs. Knowing that would probably upset the two older kids.


So hyper-focused was he on the screen that the wah barely noticed a figure coming in. Looking up nervously and just barely catching sight of a kangaroo rat girl. Much like the others she was decked out in tattered black fishnets, leather and black cloth with a tattered shirt and lots of periwinkle highlights.


He only gazed at her a moment before slipping back down into the chair, hiding from yet another new person.


“What happened to Rudy.” The girl giggled. Collin could feel her eyes on him. “He shrink in the wash or something?”

The bear boy simply grunted and went back to talking about something Collin didn’t understand. Collin turned his attention fully back to the game and just sighed, feeling each agonizing second as he waited for his mother to come rescue him from this prison she’d tossed him into. 

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


AP classes sucked. Consuming countless hours, mental and emotional energy on par with what his parents had to put out all the damn time. Teachers who all expected hours devoted to homework every night. Collin hated it. He hated everything about the abusive bullshit. Gym was now the least horrible class he had to deal with, and that was only because he was able to show off for his Mistress.


It was bullshit. All pointless, hopeless, worthless bullshit. He hated every part of it, as he honestly should. Nobody cared about high school. Nobody was going to care about college. By the time he got out into the ‘real’ world the whole idea of a higher degree was going to be pointless. At best he’d end up stuck like his parents in middle class jobs trying to work his ass off so that kids he didn’t want would end up getting shoved in the same cycle. More likely he’d be working side by side with Justin at some shithole Meijer getting screamed at by racist women upset that they don’t have whatever random item is wanted in the back.


But that was Collin. Chen. Weak, pathetic, mamas boy Collin. The willess extension of a pair of stereotypes hammering at the endless hours of thankless work needed to earn more endless hours of thankless work while he waited around to find someone just like his mom to give him orders in his later years.


Tonight wasn’t Collin’s night. It was the figure looking back at him in the mirror, with nothing on but pokemon panties and a smile. But in a few moments, that would change.


K pop boy bands blasted out of his cheap Bluetooth speakers. Thumping and pumping away with tinny ecstasy. The feminine, boyish figure looking back from the mirror grinned, pouted, winked. All the typical gamer girl moves as that scrawny ass pranced and wiggled about. The long red panda tail fluffing and floofing  while waving side to side.


Collin looked at the shrine of items laid out on his bed. Snagging up a bottle with a firm titted feline girl on the label. The overly simplistic anime  advertisement drew a grin from him. Blue hair. It was a sign. As soon as he’d seen it the teen knew it was the right choice. Worth setting up a PO box to get. Even if it had been one of the most nerve wracking experiences of his life.


The boy popped the bottle open and gulped down two tablets. More than it said, but then ‘she’ had a lot of catching up to do. Especially if Mistress was going to get surprised before the schoolyear ended. Casting one last adoring look at his fresh bottle of titty skittles, Collin looked up into the mirror again and happily grabbed up the familiar blue wig that was next. With a few smooth motions, Collin’s boring brown headfur vanished under the tight elastic constraints sewn into the wig, and within a few moments the blue haired anime girl Kathoey was once again out. Her girlish grin impossible to ignore from anyone who saw her.


She turned and cocked her hips, grinning. That cute little ass. Scrawny with the fluffy tail coming from it, wrapping around her. That girlish butt was the type beta bitch soy boys would drool over. The kind They‘d bend down and kiss if she told them to. The kind tough, hot stud boys and vicious herm mommies would gladly take by force. Pinning her down and hammering her cross-eyed.


Kathoey let a lilting giggle cross her lips. Imagining that upstart steer bitch, Kevin. Little mister basketball star. Watching his massive bull cock get nice and hard for her. Watching him beg to rail her and prove what a big tough man he is. Would she show him the locked up package and leaking clitty before, or after she‘d taken his cherry. Made his first time with a little fag-girl fucktoy.


There were so many inviting possibilities. So many that gave her all the control. Even with those which didn‘t, god the idea of teasing and taunting someone until their nice thick cock could barely take it anymore.


She could hear Hui in the next room. Hammering away with her sewing machine and blaring along off-key to some game opening or another. It was honestly kind of embarrassing. How content she was. How content the silly girl really was. But then, she didn‘t have anything on her big sister. Not really. For all the twisted little fantasies and eternal success Hui got, Kathoey was just waiting to show herself off. Show her full potential. She had a whole weekend to tease the weak little pent up religious dweebs of this town. To have her fun any way she could, and of course to be Mistress‘ own personal little cock holster.


After an inordinate amount of primping and preening Kathoey finally slumped back down on her bed and began getting the rest of her attire situated. The feel of thick, musky dick on her lips already ringing in the back of her sinuses. A small shudder as she imagined what kinds of new perversions she might get up to.


‘Come over at 4 PM. Alone‘

It was all Mistress had texted. It was all Kathoey needed. She was absolutely going to come, and even with her little cock cage, probably come a lot.


The dweeby little sexbomb just giggled to herself. It was going to be a good weekend.

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


It was hot in the car. Even with the window cracked. The wah boy was no longer short enough to lay comfortably in the back seat. His feet now propped up on the small bit of panel on the passengers side door while he let the silly ramblings of the Car Talk guys float into his head.


The eleven year old‘s eyes opened a crack at the sound of a soft knock on the window. He looked up to see his mother looming over him in the window. The normally cold face held just enough concern to leave Collin wondering if something were wrong. Wondering just enough to pull himself up and crack the window down a bit further.


“Are you doing ok?” The thirty-something asked, poking her head into the car.


“Yeah.” Collin muttered.


“Are you sure you don‘t want to come in, Chen?” Lin‘s short, near black headfur fell into her eyes as she awkwardly pushed herself in to the window slit just a bit more.


“Why would I?” Collin scoffed “I‘m not the one who got Straight As all semester, right?” Even the bitter boy knew how it sounded. But he simply smirked at his mother ruefully and looked up at her. His ears twitching and tail thrashing in the foot well of the back seat.


Lin sighed and shook her head. “We‘ll simply have to keep track of your classes better next year. But you know you can come in any time you want. Hui seems to really be enjoying the frog game with the mallet.”

Collin‘s eyes rolled hard enough to hurt. He could imagine she was. He could just see his little sister standing there. Little miss perfect with all of her friends gathered around. Smashing and bashing the heck out of all the little plastic frogs while some poor rat guy with patchy fur dye to make him look grey went around talking up the nasty pizza. Justin was probably in there too, playing one of the games he insisted was retro. All the screaming and laughing and kids with tokens blowing them for cheap plastic crap he totally didn‘t want.


The boy barely noticed the sound as his mother hit the unlock button and pulled the car door open. His head lulling back a bit more to look up at the older wah towering over him.


“Chen, your father and I both agreed it would be unfair if we didn‘t let you go to the party as well. Next time you‘ll get all As, and you can figure out something to do with your friends as well. Just like always.” She smiled and put a reassuring paw on his shoulder.


Collin winced at the condescension. The unrealistic standards. The ringing reminder once more that his sister had more friends than him. The bratty little golden child would. She got to pick the party location. She got to invite all her little friends. Technically she invited all of his friends since Justin was in there. She even got that stupid ‘legend of Korra‘ hoodie she wanted. All because he had to deal with confusing new bullshit math and she didn‘t. All because she could do what she had to and he couldn‘t.


His mothers hollow smile snapped Collin back out of it. The boy looking her in the eye as she tussed his hair. “Chen, why don‘t you come in for a little while at least. Justin saved you some tokens. I‘m sure you can win a few things for yourself, and the pizza here is probably far worse cold.”

It wasn‘t a request. It was never a request. It sounded like one. Looked like one. But his mother knew best. Mama and Baba always knew best. What little resistance the tween had quickly eroded as he pulled himself out of the car and nodded. He watched his mother as she got the key out and turned everything off, following along her invisible apron strings as always.


At least this would make her feel happy.

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


Collin was supposed to be at lessons. Kathoey was here instead. Collin had said he was going to go for a walk after. Kathoey had been quick to slip into her ‘proper’ cloths once out of the house and from possible prying neighbors. Heading Changing in wood trails interspersed though the little array of cul-de-sacs and small streets. Now, Collin was nowhere to be seen, and Kathoey had made her way up to her Mistress’ house. Plugged up tight, a dozen hot, horrible, indecent things written on her fur. Body and mind ready to be used like the living sex doll she was.


All that buildup was utterly wasted after the past hour of the wah sitting there on her Mistress’ couch, trying to explain to her how to assemble wargame minis.


In truth it wasn’t even that. At least that could have come with giving Tabs a blowjob. The freshly blue-painted lips salivated and drooled at the idea. Longing to ram that musky herm dick down her throat until she was ready to pass out. Ready to get fucked like a rag doll and tossed over the arm of the couch limp and spent. Instead Kathoey ‘sat’ with her feet on the wall and shoulder blades tucked between the back and seat of the couch. She looked up to watch the hulking Tabs slowly and carefully trying to glue a tentacle on to some godless abomination with one boob. The already familiar sight of finger fur matted with superglue giving vicarious agitation as Kathoey batted at her own bushy tail now and then and rolled a large gourmet sucker around in one corner of her muzzle.


“Gah, I think I need glasses.” Tabs muttered, all but slamming the mini down again and shaking her head. “You kids really do this all the time?”

“I could do it for you, Mistress.” Kathoey cooed seductively. At least, as seductively as she honestly could. “I might need a better place to sit, though. And I admit when it comes time to paint, it might be a little… hard. I mean, after all, I’m not. So…”

Kathoey looked for signs of arousal from her owner. She got none, and it took very little before she slumped and sighed softly. It wasn’t clear if she was being ignored or if Tabs really was that preoccupied. Honestly the sissy didn’t know which would be worse.


“You know if you keep sucking on that thing you’re gonna choke.” Tabs sighed glancing once again at the stick poking out from the corner of her pets muzzle.


“Oh, my gag reflex has long since vanished, my queen.” Kathoey’s voice strained as she tried to keep her own girlish tone while affecting one of the creepy custodes from that you tube 40K show. The result did have her yanking the candy out of her mouth and falling back on her side, gasping for air and choking on a small bit of saliva.


“Told you.” Tabs sighed, patting the pet on the back and sighing softly. Rubbing a few circles on Kathoey’s back. “You really should listen to me. I know what I’m talking about sometimes.”

Kathoey huffed and pulled herself back up on to the couch, slumping and narrowing her eyes a bit. She quickly pushed herself up against the big, strong woman, pulling her tail up around her and grumbling as she pulled her legs up to her chest. She looked up to her Mistress, tail thudding softly on the couch, trying to push against her and whimpering a bit louder.


If Tabs noticed, she didn’t say anything. Leaning back and looking down at the pouting red panda. An arm slipping around Kathoey, holding her close, petting her hair, or at least the wig, affectionately. The normally rough, demanding, sex crazed demeanor of the Mistress seemingly taking a back seat to a bemused calm as she drank in actually cuddling the girl for what seemed like the longest time.


“Any idea where you’re taking Parker?”

The comment snapped Katheoy out of her distraction. The chill in her blood was visible. She couldn’t hide it even if she had wanted to, and really she knew she didn't want to. “What do you mean?” She finally muttered. Her ears folding back hard.


“You’re taking her out, aren’t you?” Tabs said glancing at the blue haired wah. “I kinda figured you’d be trying to figure out a good date. I mean sure I can’t say I know too much about it. But with ‘normal’ girls I kinda always figured the boy was…”

Kathoey huffed and pushed herself off o the big, strong wolverine woman. She thudded hard on the chair arm, slumping and glaring silently from under her wig. In a split second the sissy girl had gone from a clingy bundle of need to a huffy ball of teenage angst. It wasn’t really the reaction she’d planned on. She had no idea what she had planned. Her eyes just fixed on the woman who she called her Mistress, finding it impossible to keep the scowl off of her face.


“She’s the one who asked me out.” she finally snapped “I didn’t even mean to say yes. Collin’s just way too weak.” The clear confusion on Mistress’ face didn’t stop the wah. She pulled herself up and just gazed at the woman, biting her lip “I don’t see why I should even bother going out with her. I don’t know why my little sisters weird friend figures she wants to get me out on some pity date. Or why you made us dance. In fact that’s probably why she got the idea in the first place.”

That was when she did it. When the wah did something she never figured she would. She walked out. Shouldering her backpack and heading though the back door, not looking back at the stunned wolverine woman.


She was going to get punished later. But that was later. It was a Collin problem. And as far as Kathoey was concerned, Collin could go fuck himself too.

Chapter 32:

Collin had never called an Uber before. Honestly, He’d never had a reason to. True he wasn’t poor, but he also wasn’t given tons of pocket money. Or at least it never felt like it. Fifty bucks now and then seemed like a lot, but the plastic crack of tabletop war gaming was a quick sink for any allowance. Besides, the only place the wah ever wanted to go before now was the game shop, and he could easily bum a ride from his best friend for that.


Well, no. That wasn’t quite true. There were plenty of places that the way would have wanted to go. Go to the mall, go out to eat, just drive around. Any sort of freedom from the routine set by his parents. Any way to just choose not to participate in the endless cycle between school, music lessons, home and occasionally tutors whenever his parents felt he needed to do better in some subject.


Collin was trapped. A boy without freedom. Without purpose beyond that which his mother had planned out for him. A boy trapped in an endless cycle leading inevitably into…

Into what? That was the question. A question Collin had never been able to really ask. A question only Kathoey could ask. And now she was asking. Now she was finally taking charge. She could care less about blowing thirty bucks round trip to go somewhere Justin probably would have taken her for free. Not that she didn’t enjoy it. The idea of maybe having the otter ’girl’ Justine hanging around her. Going out to the mall and geeking out about cloths on Mistress’ orders. It was actually something she probably had to see about doing some time soon. But this wasn’t about him. This wasn’t even about Collin. This was about freedom, about Kathoey. The next step from parading around her own little town. Not to mention a way to avoid getting spotted by someone she knew again. God, the fact that Esme had even seen her formed this delicious little knot of dread deep in her gut.


In her other life, her other ’self’ as it were, Kathoey wasn’t really much of a mall rat. Few people likely were in this day and age. It was something her parents generation did, and even then it sure as hell wasn’t ’her’ parents doing it considering the state of China back then. She was expecting to just draw in the stares of the Midwestern prudes and revel in the freedom of being herself somewhere further from easy detection. Yet as she pranced her way though her first pass of the mall, Kathoey found herself rushing with endorphins. She all but skipped between shops. The cheap knickknack shops selling those cheap glass statues her sister liked. Clothing stores. The only record store she knew of anywhere in a hundred miles.


Very little of it actually interested her. Worse still she didn’t have the money for much. Still she made a mental note on what places to explore beyond the gamestop  even as she pranced her way though to the food court and got herself the biggest pina coolata Julius she could. 


It was freedom. It was addicting. Best of all, she had all day to figure out how to use that freedom. A whole day by herself in a crowd. A chance to find herself outside of her friends, outside of her Mistress, outside of Collin.


She stopped just before stepping on the escalator. Kathoey slipping down to a crouch on the balls of her feet as she gazed down at the figures walking along below her. It took everything she could muster just to keep her tail from swishing happily on the dusty floor and getting trampled by careless mall-goers. 


There he was. Kevin. The loose basketball jersey the brown-haired bull boy usually wore over his whipcord frame had been replaced with one from some team or other. Probably the one in Detroit if Collin had to guess. He stood just outside of a sneaker shop with a couple of boys Kathoey didn’t recognize. Chatting with each other idly and munching on cheese fries. Going on as if they hadn’t a care in the world.


And maybe they didn’t. But that could change.


Kathoey kept her eyes locked on target while doing her best to seem oh so very casual about it. She practically sauntered her way to the escalator and down to the lower floor. Her eyes wandering wildly and head lulling like a manic, carefree pixie. Only the smallest pang of anger showed on her face when it was clear that Kevin wasn’t paying attention. Watching him fiddle with the dumb hunks of leather and rubber. Still she made every effort to give the toned boy a brush of the tail while prancing past him and his friends. Walking into the store and humming to herself. The bushy whipping cudgel of fluff trailing behind her careful to ‘accidentally’ brush him with the force of a feather duster.


She didn’t look back after that. Just waiting. Baiting out the reaction. The hmming and hawing just quiet enough to hear the boys behind her yammering and muttering to each other. Listening carefully as steps slowly began to thud up behind her.


“Hey there. Uh, um. You ok?” Kevin’s voice was painfully clear. It was the same as it always was, yet at the same time drained of the bravado and entitlement he so often displayed in school. Kathoey turned her head to look at him. Glancing though the cover of the beanie, wig and glasses to see if the abusive jock would recognize her face. Just the raw worry filling her was enough to make her gut flip wildly. Then it was joined by bashful recognition. She turned her attention back to the black and white checkered converse sneakers sitting amid the array of display shoes. It was something she assumed was ‘geeky’ enough in a way that a boy like this might not scoff at instantly. Then again, maybe he wouldn’t mind.


“Yeah, You uh, you kinda thwapped me with your tail there a second ago. I didn’t know if I like… did I do something wrong?” He moved himself over to the wall and leaned on it. The ice broken, Kevin was now trying to be smooth. His powerful body intentionally flexed ever so slightly. His eyes growing a tiny touch more confident.


At school he was invulnerable. Girls hung off of him like some Frank Frazetta painting. Everyone showered him with praise. In his element he was a god. But this wasn’t Kevin’s element. Kathoey was starting to realize that they were in hers now. Quickly she began to shift and parrot the moves she remembered from idols and anime. Gripping her hands behind her back, holding her index finger loosely. Knocking her knees just a bit, grinding the sole of her shoe into the commercial grade carpet below it.


The jock boy ate it up. His grin growing bigger, somehow both confident and dopey at once.


Kathoey leaned in. Her eyes meeting his. The wig hair falling loosely over her face as she tilted this way and that. Her mind flashing to half a dozen girls she could be copying. The whole thing made her feel like some motion capture controlled doll. Pre-programmed seduction assaulting the poor dope who didn’t know what was going to hit him.


“Yeah, my tail doesn’t like to do what I tell it.” Kathoey noted. “Besides, I’m really just here to browse. I don’t know much about shoes.”

“I thought girls were all about shoes.” Kevin blinked a bit upon hearing that. His friends snickered, and he shot them a glance. Once again the boy looked more confident as he looked back. The muscles flexing sharply under his jersey. He was showing off now.  Posing like some statue. And really who could blame him? Physically he was an object of radiant worship for those who went that way A brown-bronze Adonis. 


This left the wah wondering which to play. Aphrodite? Persephone? Apollo? 


She sighed to herself and suppressed a giggle. This really wasn’t the time for her brain to wander. Instead the girl simply leaned back and looked him over once more. A curt fiddle with her glasses driving home her disinterest in the whole situation. “So, were you going to ask for an apology or something? I mean, I don’t think I could have hurt you if I tried.” She chuckled


“What? Oh nah. Nothing like that. Accidents happen.” Kevin nodded to his friends and then looked back at her “I was just wondering if everything was ok. I don’t mean to brag.” he lied “But I happen to be something of an expert. Kinda have to if you wanna play B ball.”

Kathoey giggled a bit and leaned in, looking him over with a faux-critical eye. “is that what the shirt is for?” she asked playfully.


“Called a Jersey.” Kevin corrected “And yeah. Play as much as I do and you just get used to it. Still, I’m kinda surprised you’re not in one of the girl shoe stores. I thought you girls all loved that kind of thing.”

“Well some do.” Kathoey shrugged “But you have to know girls aren’t all the same.”

The comment seemed to hit the bull boy right between the eyes. “I know that.” He stammered a bit too quickly “I more mean, ya know. Cute ones.”

The wah snickered at this and stepped in a bit closer. Even with his muscles, his strength, his bravado, she could feel him bending. Feel how plant he was in the face of a ‘real’ woman. A girl who wasn’t going to just be impressed with his body. She saw the blush. Saw the fidgeting. Grinned ever wider before leaning back and giving him some breathing room.


“So you think I’m cute.” Kathoey finally chirped. The boy didn’t answer. But his growing blush made it all too clear. “I guess this was your way of hitting on me, then?”

“I wouldn’t say hitting on ya. More just flirting. I mean come on, is it really a shock?”

Kathoey turned away from him now. Feigning at least a bit of disinterest as she looked though the items on offer. “I don’t know.” She mused “You’re on a sports team. Isn’t that ‘the’ surefire way to get girls?”

This comment was enough to get Kevin a bit of his confidence back. He grinned wide, then felt the grin falter, shaking his head just a bit. “Well I guess so, yeah. I’ve dated a few of em in my high school. But so what? It’s not like girls outside the school can’t be cute. And besides, you’re only like the third red panda I’ve ever met.”

That comment actually drew a surprised snort from the manic pixie wah with the blue wig. It also drew more snickers from the boy’s friends. Kevin turned to stare daggers at his supposed wing men before turning back, blushing furiously at her, trying like hell to undo the thing he’d just said.


“So what, can’t get one of those girls to go out with you, and you got a type? Is that it?” Kathoey asked as she wrinkled her nose. Drawing out just a bit of her own Mistress in her tone. Watching the firmness almost crush the insecure façade.


Kevin shook his head frantically. The boy actually taking a half step back and raising his hands to ward off the accusation. “I mean, I’m not one of those guys who just looks up Asian girls as a fetish or something. But ya know, it’s a bit uncommon. Besides it’s only one girl. Some dweeb from the year below mine dating the school psycho. Besides, you gotta be careful dating nerds like that. Before you know it you end up dressed in some kind of costume and everyone gets on your case. Not saying there’s anything wrong with smart girls. You sure as hell seem smart.”

The wah rolled her eyes and sighed. Offering him a reassuring smile. “Relax. You don’t have to explain yourself to me. God, are all you hunk boys this bad at flirting?”

“What do ya mean bad at flirting?” Kevin blinked “Come on, I’m just trying to be nice here. Why you gotta-”

“Jeeze, I’m teasing you. Relax.” Kathoey snickered. Technically this was true. She was teasing him. Tormenting her abuser by making him flirt with someone he would have thought of as a boy. Watching him make an ass of himself without the mystique of their school sports team. True he could probably beat her to a pulp. But she could do far more than that. And it would be so much fun, too. If she let herself.


The bull boy looked back at his friends again, then cast his eyes on the red panda. His smile only growing wider. That strong farm boy face set with every shred of the confidence he wore the week after a big game. “Well, I’m sorry. But I just think you’re cute and I’m trying to feel ya out. Sure, guys probably ask you out all the time. But I’m sure you wouldn’t mind a guy grabbing you lunch some time. Right? Uh…”

“Kathy.” She sighed. “Seriously, maybe you should ask a girls name before asking her out.”

“Aww come on. I just forgot.” Kevin muttered as he leaned back and scratched the back of his head nervously. “Come on now, don’t break my heart. I’ll have to go home and listen to Drake all night. Nobody wins with that.”

Kathoey rolled her eyes and sighed, her tail flicking once more. She leaned in, looking at him with a cold, firm, judging stare. Bouncing on her heels as if to emphasize her height difference with him. He didn’t notice as she yanked a marker from her pocket. One she’d used earlier that day to write dirty things on her body and hide them under her cloths. She then took his massive hand and began writing a number into it. Not her own cell number, but the burner one she’d gotten to use telegram.


And under it, in her best ‘girly’ handwriting, ‘Kathy’. Complete with a little heart over the Y.


“Here, let me know when you’re feeling a bit braver.” She said. With that Kathoey began to walk off. Smugly smirking to herself as she did so.

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


November was a funny thing in Michigan. On the one hand the leaves turned brown and red the same as anywhere else in the north. A walk down any of the countless trails would offer up dazzling displays and romantic scenes for any couple. But here one could enjoy those scenes in shorts and a light top if they wanted. Or a heavy coat. Sometimes in the same week, and not always in that order.


Kathoey wasn’t quite sure if that was exclusively a Michigan thing. Or if part of it was the result of climate change in some way. The weather had been erratic ever since he could remember. Half the year likely to be a frozen waste broken up by spurs of summertime heat. So it was important to enjoy the few ‘mild’ days while one could. Fortunately she’d managed to pick her day out on one of those mild days.


Admittedly the day had been fucked. It almost seemed to be a theme any time she tried to venture away from Mistress’ side dressed as herself. A walk in sixty five degree weather with a brand new jacket, a proper girly jacket, was almost enough of a balm to make up for her dilemma. 


She felt good as she walked down the sidewalk, watching the trees planted intermittently to help give the more urban environment a connection to nature. The newly bought pink jacket hung off of her shoulders. Worn almost like a cloak as the cooler air bit and nipped at her exposed neck fur and legs. It was a comfy feeling. Akin to keeping a fan on ones face while huddled under a pile of blankets.


Even more than that, though, she felt pretty. She’d bought something for herself. Not to impress anyone. Not to be a sex toy. Not even really to show off. She’d gotten something for ‘her’. Done something for ‘her’. It felt good.


The Wah wondered if this was what some people talked about with girls having ‘credit therapy’ or whatever some people called it. Some small part of the nervous and neurotic Wah worried that this little feeling might be the preamble to a shopping addiction. Not exactly the kind of thing a war gaming fan needed in her life. Then again, the idea of sucking dicks in a truck stop for plastic crack got a bit of a giggle out of her, if nothing else.


Thoughts of money soon drifted to thoughts of food. Specifically the fact that she hadn‘t eaten anything since the drink she‘d downed in the mall. The wah pulled out her phone and turned on the app for the burner money card she‘d gotten. Twenty bucks. Not enough for anything good nearby. Even she knew that. Less if she wanted to make it home without calling in a favor from Justin. She‘d be damned if she did that.


It was enough for something, though. The girls eyes instantly fixated on a coffee shop not far up the sidewalk. And then she got an idea.


Nobody seemed to notice as she stood in line flipping though her phone. She both loved and hated that. She wasn’t a ’boy in a skirt’ as far as they knew. If she was then a few karens might have already attacked her or something for it. But the lack of attention was a bit annoying all the same. So much so that she barely noticed when it was her turn to order. The wah girl quickly looking back at her phone and parroting off the order she’d kept saved for this moment. With that done she watched the girl behind the register roll her eyes, wrote down her name for them to slap on her drink, and went off to sit down. Counting every second anxiously as she waited to hear her name. 


“Kathoey?!”

The name was called out and the wah shivered. It was… odd. Very odd. It was one thing for Mistress or Justine to call her that. But this? The words of the barista caused a shiver that fluffed the wah’s tail from base to tip. She lingered on it, far longer than she should have. She basked in that glow. Long past the point where she could feel the eyes of a dozen other patrons boring holes into her. All furious at the wait she was clearly causing. Standing around with impatient glowers while the odd girl sitting at the small window table swayed to the tune of her own name. Tasting it. Feeling it.


It wasn’t until the fourth time the barista called that Kathoey pulled herself up finally and made her way over to get her drink. The girl behind the counter was already busy handing out the others. Leaving the wah to wait a while longer until the vole was able to finally hand off the drink sitting atop the baked goods display counter.


“Iced white mocha, Vanilla sweet cream cold foam and Strawberry Puree?” The vole girl muttered the words with barely contained contempt. Holding out the cup for the over-excited wah.


Kathoey took it. All but hugging the drink as she took the first sip. The whole world going away. The drink wasn’t even that good. It wasn’t bad. But it was really just sugar and the kind of flavors you would probably get for some limited edition Hudsonville ice cream. No, her elation came from deeper down. The girl basking in the moment of something she could only clumsily describe as absolute kawaii.


The moment lost a touch of its edge when her eyes opened. The red panda looking at the barista girl who was giving her a sharp glare. The punk vole was still handing out drinks at a relatively rapid pace to all of the people who actually had somewhere to be or something to do. Most of whom also gave the red panda standing almost in the way a sharp disapproving look. Though really, it wasn’t like Kathoey gave a fuck.


“Hey, Chad? I’m taking my lunch.” The vole called once everyone had cleared the line. The girl grabbing a small plastic bento from the fridge meant for premade customer food and walking along towards the back where Kathoey had been seated before. She gestured for the wah to follow. Not looking back to see if she did.


Kathoey didn’t know why she did, either. Finding herself following along even before she fully realized what she was doing. She was high on a wave of contentment and not really eager to start thinking critically about anything. At least not if she didn’t have to.


The vole waited for her to sit. Apron draped over the back of the chair. The plastic bento opening to an array of very-not-Japanese food. A slice of four-corner pizza cut into four parts, a dollop of cherry cobbler and in one of the compartments nothing but cheap store brand trail mix up to the brim.


The woman started in on her food, barely keeping her eye on Kathoey until she’d downed the pizza. She had an odd look to her. A look in her eye which unsettled Kathoey ever so slightly. The stranger hanging on the red panda with an unnerving layer of what could only be called contempt. 


“So, Kathoey… Really?” The vole sighed. Finally breaking the ice


“I, uh, yeah. Someone kinda, I mean it’s more like a nickname. Buuut…” the wah then paused a bit. Her brow quirking. The utter oddness, and deja vous, of the situation both hit her like those trucks in the old myth busters clips. “Wait, are you saying you know me or something? Because I’m pretty sure you don’t go to my school.”

“Yeah, you probably don’t know me.” Amethyst finally sighed “But I know about you. Mama talks with her friend about you a lot. You and the other one with the actual ok sounding name.”

“Justine” the red panda chirped “And Mistress helped pick both those names. So they should be just fine.”

“Mistress… Right. Kid, aren’t you still in high school?” the Vole growled, looking Kathoey up and down.


“Yeah? So what? I’m nineteen. I’ve been an adult since junior year. The fuck do I care if the name ends up a bit offensive? You think I care what anyone thinks?” Even as the words left Kathoey’s lips she felt herself becoming all too aware of the eyes on her. Shrinking back into her seat a bit further and slumping her shoulders as she took another sip of her drink.


“Nineteen?” Amethyst blinked at the idea. Her ears folded back into her scraggly mop of dyed headfur. “Then why the fuck are you still in high school if you’re nineteen? And you know it’s fucked up to date a teacher even if you’re an adult, right? Like illegal fucked up?” The vole finally sighed and shook her head “Look I have a dozen things to say and my lunch is only a half hour. I don’t have enough time to cover everything. But when some newbie kinkster shows up in my workplace blurting out something arguably slur-adjacent and getting it put on his coffee mug while in full girl mode I kinda feel obligated to speak up.”

“I wasn’t the one who picked it.” Kathoey sighed “Besides, your Mistress is older than mine, isn’t she?” The wah would quickly find a paw slapped over her muzzle. Amethyst sighing again and staring daggers though the red panda.


“No talk. Just… you. Don’t talk at all, ok? Not here. Not where I work, darn it.” She slumped again and dug her nails into her scalp. “Look, I’m not going to waste my whole break talking to you. Ok?” Amethyst resisted the urge to add ‘kid’. Considering they were way too close in age for that. Even if everything about this wah screamed childishness. “But considering you’re still in high school at this point, maybe it’s not the absolute best idea to be parading around everywhere letting your freak flag fly? This ain’t Fulsom. Trust me. I’ve been. This is the west Michigan bible belt. Smack dab between Notre Dame in the south and DeVos country up north. You can’t take two steps around here without a bible-thumper being fake nice to you or some ‘peanut’ telling you to put down the meat because Noah fucked up somewhere or something.”

Kathoey stopped sipping her drink and narrowed her eyes a bit. Pulling back slowly. “Hey now. I’m Adventist.” The wah muttered under her breath.


Amethyst winced, but didn’t do much more than that. Her shoulders slumping as she leaned in and looked him dead in the eye “Then you know what the fuck I’m talking about. What do you think is going to happen when someone you know pops around here and catches you? I can’t imagine your parents would be cool seeing you like this, would they?”

The wah girl smirked slyly to the vole sitting across from her and leaned in. The straw of the now half empty drink pointing out towards her. “It just so happens I ‘did’ see someone from high school. In fact I talked with him. In faaaact” She let the tip of her straw back into her lips. Sipping in deep and hard. Defiantly drawing out the victory that existed only in her own mind. “He asked me out!” The words finally hit in a drawn out sing-song which probably sounded far better in Kathoey’s head. Not that it mattered. She still won. The shock she drew from the other girl more than enough to drive that home.


“Ask you… Are you effing crazy?” Amethyst Gasped “What do you want kids in your school to find out and beat the shit out of you?”

They already try to. And he’s one of em. Some big tough basketball bully. Literally.” The wah giggle-snorted, then choked on the laugh as she realized how much it sounded like her sister.


Amethyst let her head sink into her hands and stifled a groan. “Krishna on a cracker.” She muttered to herself. Barely able to let her eyes dart out and catch the figure sitting on the other end of those slitted fingers. “Do I even need to tell you how god damn stupid that is? What, are you trying to become a statistic or something?”

“I didn’t say yes.” Kathoey scoffed. Her shoulders rolling a bit. “Didn’t say no, either. But I didn’t say yes. I just kinda… left it hanging there. Took his number. It shouldn’t be my place to decide what dates I go on anyways, now should it? That’s up to Mistress.” She said it loud enough that anyone too close might hear it. Loud enough to send razors of frustration down Amethyst’s spine. Loud enough that the Vole crammed the last of her food in her mouth and stood, eyes narrowing hard as she quasi-towered over the slightly shorter girl.


“Yeah, well, Maybe ‘I’ need to have a talk with Momma about this. Because god damn, kid, you have issues.”

This time she didn’t hide the contempt in her voice or the infantilizing tone. Instead just walking back to the back room with the now empty bento. Kathoey watched the girl go and then hopped up, making her own way out of the store without another word spoken. She’d have to tell Mistress how she won that one. In fact she’d have a lot of updates after this. God, but this was a good day.

Chapter 33:

Becky wished Justin could just drive the car by running on the outside of the window. Bad enough she felt nervous next to the dolled up wah boy next to her, but having her cousin and his, or her, she wasn’t sure what pronouns Collin used when dressed up, as their chauffeur made things a hell of a lot more awkward. The silence between the three filled by whatever station the otter could find since his clunker didn’t have a jack for ipod. 


And if it did, she’d tease him for the ipod.


No, the badger shook her head at the thought. This wasn’t about her cousin’s car, but about his best friend and the boy she had a crush on. Could she even call him, her, a boy at this rate? Collin made an effort to avoid looking like one, what with the blue wig, the blue and white knee socks, the purple skirt, and that matching hoodie. How did he even get things like that? She knew how expensive clothes were, and had glanced at enough warhammer models from Hui’s collection to know that he couldn’t afford both.


Why was she even thinking about this? Becky leaned up against the window, staring out into the Michigan landscape as they drove a bit of a ways away from their town. She wasn’t sure why they were this far out, especially with how much she’d seen Collin parade around town as a girl. At a glance, she didn’t even notice it was him, and probably only realized it because of her crush. One that had gotten all the stronger since she realized how cute he was in a skirt.


Wonder how nice he’d look in heels, she thought, slowly picturing him in ten inch heels, resting on his knees with his arms behind him and mouth filled with… Becky shook her head. No! This was just a normal date. A normal date that she decided to go in with jeans, a vest over her green shirt, and sneakers. She might as well be the butch girl of a lesbian couple.


Oh hell, would they be seen as a lesbian couple? Did she want that? Becky shook her head again. The wah in the window’s reflection opened his mouth to speak, but closed it quickly and turned away. Neither would break the silence between them, their chickenshittness being the main commonality on this mess of a date. 


Maybe she shouldn’t have told him to bring the wig. Just pretend he didn’t crossdress? No, she couldn’t pretend, especially since he knew she knew. They fucking flat out talked about it and all that did was make him look angry at her and grant her dreams of making him cry. The fuck was wrong with her?


“So…” Justin broke the silence, snapping Becky out of her freefall of automatic thoughts. “What movie you two seeing?”

Becky’s ears perked while Collin coughed. “That…that was meant to be a surprise.”

“Oh,” Justin slumped into his seat, “sorry.”

“It’s alright. I-I like movies.” Becky wanted to strangle her vocal cords for saying that. Of course she liked movies, you didn’t need to be an aspiring filmmaker to like movies. The only real downside is that a movie was a terrible first date. Sure you could chat in line while grabbing popcorn if you wanted to pay over inflated prices. But after that, you’re just stuck in silence with the person for over an hour, both watching a screen and politely keeping thoughts to yourself. 


Is that why Collin chose it? To keep quiet? Her mental anguish flooded her mind while silence returned to fill the void once again. It ended when Justin turned in and parked in front of an AMC theater. “So just like, text me when you guys are ready, ok? It’s not a long trip after all.” 


“I will.” Collin, or was it Kathoey? Kathy? The red panda went out first, with Becky quickly following from her own side. She didn’t want her date to think she needed the door to be opened. Sure that was the gentleman thing, but the badger didn’t care that much about the old fashioned gentleman. And would it matter since he was in a skirt? She shook her head again, mentally slapping herself as if it’d hold the pieces together.


It only really clicked when her cousin drove off. She was alone, with her crush, while he was wearing a dress in the open. She looked him over again, noting how well he pulled it off. Sure, Collin was never the most masculine boy, but it took more effort than people realized to look good in girl clothes as a guy. Something she, now that Becky thought about it, found unfair for boys. Girls can wear jeans, or even boy jeans, and they can be seen as tomboys. But if a boy wears a skirt or, heaven forbid, pink, he’s a laughing stock.


“You look nice.” Becky’s throat dried up as she forced it out. The whites of Collin’s cheekfur flushed pink as he looked down at her feet. Fuck what she wouldn’t give to have him at her feet, all so she could hunch over and tell him it was alright after–

“T-Thanks,” Collin’s stutter snapped her back to reality. “You too.” He looked back to the movie theater, “I guess we should get inside. Don’t wanna miss our film.”

“So what are we seeing?”

“Eternals.” He frowned as he said it, “I-If you want to, that is. I know that Marvel films are kind of just amusement park rides rather than art pieces and-”

“They’re fun.” She knew the complaints well enough, and had plenty of her own. “Like, they don’t feel lazy, to me anyway. Besides, it’s not like they’re sucking themselves off trying to franchise something that only had one good movie and is just pandering to nostalgia bait.”

“Are you talking about the new Ghostbusters?”

She rolled her eyes, “No, but that one comes pretty close, doesn’t it? Boomers really love to shove that nostalgia down our throats and we weren’t even born for it.”

“Wouldn’t it be Gen X’ers?” 


She shrugged. “Maybe? I don’t know. All I know is that I’m getting sick of Nostalgia. Did you see Green Knight?”

“No.”

“We should watch it sometime. It’s really cool.” She meant to say he should watch it, but the thought of him and her watching it alone slipped out. They’d be alone in her living room, lights off with only the glare of the film outlining his body as he curled up beside her. She’d run her fingers through his hair and silently assure him that no one could hurt him like she could. 


“Maybe we should.” He turned away, hiding his own blush while scanning the tickets from his phone. Becky curled a finger through her hair and pulled with stress, yanking the loose dirty thoughts from her mind. This was just a date, a regular date with her crush in drag. “So, do you think you can explain a lot of the tricks in the film? Like when they show up I mean.” 


“I wouldn’t want to be too loud. Kind of rude to talk over a film.”
“Oh…right…” The way he hung his face had her convinced she said something wrong. Was he panicking underneath that pretty wig? He must have been, it was a movie date and she liked films. He probably thought she could talk about it for hours, or show off her technical skill. Was Collin ever this thoughtful? Becky couldn’t say, she only knew him through Hui and that was your standard brother/sister relationship. 


Was it hot inside? She pulled out her shirt collar. “Anyway, we should probably get to the showroom.” 


“Don’t you want popcorn?”

“It’s too expensive.” And that expense was just an entirely new rant. 

He looked to the concessions line, then smiled and nodded. “Good thing I came prepared.” The wah tapped his front pocket, letting something rattle against cardboard. On the way over he pulled out two candy boxes: Mike and Ikes, and Skittles. 

Becky grinned and nudged him in the arm. “Since when did the teacher’s pet start breaking rules?” 


Kathoey adjusted their glaces, doing a terrible job of hiding how their body twitched at the comment. “Well, Collin’s a stickler for them. Kathoey is kind of a wildcard.” 


“One might say, a bit of a badass?” 


He laughed. “No. No. I know what badass is. I’m nothing like that.” Whoever he meant by that bounced around in her brain as they found their spot in the third most back row. “Kind of empty. Isn’t this supposed to be a big movie?” Kathoey noted, looking around at the hill of bare seats stretched out before them.


Becky hadn’t noticed, not with the comfy laid back luxury chair she’d sat in. Whoever decided to design lazyboy theater seats was a mad genius. “Maybe we’re early? Trailers haven’t even started yet.” Few arrived as the trailers started, and even fewer during them. Under the darkness she counted maybe seven other moviegoers in the crowd, and all spaced out. 


Darkness, few people, cute boy next to her, Becky’s mind went wild with ideas. “So…you gonna pass some candy over?” She asked. Cardboard tore with the Mike and Ikes being the first victim of the film, each soft pile like candy crushed between their teeth. Fruity flavors of lemon, lime, cherry, and more danced on her tongue. 

What would it be like to kiss him now? Her eyes darted over at the thought, watching the chewing motion in the wah’s jaw. Would it taste the same? Would there be too much sugar? Would he enjoy it? Her claws dug into her seat at the flurry of images, each an outcome of her forward tactic. 


Maybe she should kiss him? Swallowing her fear and the candies with one mighty gulp, the badger leaned in. Her shorter form made it awkward to attempt, but with pursed lips she tried desperately to meet his own. “They’re trying hard to be subtle with the quips this time.” She turned away right as he looked to her, praying in silence that he didn’t notice the failed kiss. 


“Y-Yeah…guess they’re trying to be serious this time.” Why was she holding herself back? This was a date damn it, one that she initiated! “Though I think there’s still plenty. It can’t be a Marvel film without quips nowadays.” 


“Well it’s hard to take superheroes seriously all the time. Even they need to laugh at themselves.” He leaned away just as she leaned in. Becky fumed, unable to tell if it was because of a stretch, or him just avoiding her. “But I guess films are getting too quippy now.”

“Films have art cycles, like most media.” 


“Really?”

“Yeah.” She wasn’t sure what happened next in the film, only that she found herself talking about the history of cinema and how pretty their brown eyes were. One thing led to another, and she ended off saying, “With nostalgia bait being as is though, and how hard they’re pushing franchises, some more successfully than others, we’ll probably have our kids watching Marvel movies, and terrible crap like Terminator 15.” 


“Kids?”

“I didn’t mean like us, specifically,” She backed away, hands up in defense, “I meant like, the next few generations. We’re too young to have kids, or even know if we want them.” 


“I-”

“Can you both shut up?” They turned their head to the lion down in front of them, the glow of his cellphone illuminating the distaste on his face. Becky felt herself sink into her seat, worried that she’d been talking too loud in the theater. But one look at Collin turned that shame into something else. The fear in their eyes set a fire inside her. 


“You’ve both been talking for…wait, do I know you?” The lion stood up, towering over the two from the row below and looking down with his hand resting against his chin. “Yeah, you look familiar. You–” His ringtone buzzed.


“You’re supposed to turn that off.” 


“What?”

Becky stood up between him and Collin. “Your phone, you’re supposed to turn that off.”

He chuckled, “You’re really going to lecture me on my phone when you’ve both been talking nonstop?” 


She held her arms out to the barren theater, “Look around you. Yeah we got too into talking, but you could have found another seat. But if we’re bothering you too much, then I guess we’ll just do one thing better.” She grabbed Collin’s arm and pulled them along, “We’re leaving. Apparently people forgot how theater etiquette works.” 


The lion reached out, grabbing Collin’s hoodie, “Hey, wait and-” 


Becky growled and snapped his hand away from them. “Don’t you dare touch her.” Her rage rippled underneath her fur. “No one touches her without her consent. Ever.” It was only until after they were out of the theater did she realize how tight her grip had become. Not only that, but her outburst and overall attitude drove her face crimson in both fury and embarrassment. Yes, she talked aloud in the theater, but the lion was rude in his insinuation and…Becky sighed, she was becoming her mother.


“I’m so sorry,” she mumbled, “I shouldn’t have made a scene. I didn’t mean to scare you or anything and…” Collin didn't look frightened. Their eyes darted back and forth, but a small smile cracked across their lips, followed by a chuckle. “What’s so funny?” Becky asked, hands on her hips. 


“It’s dumb.”

“What is it?” 


Collin shook their head, “It’s really dumb.”

She stepped closer, mentally wishing she had a stool to stand face to face with the wah. “Don’t make me ask again.”

Biting their lip through the smile, Collin mumbled softly, “Everyone’s probably gonna think you were a Karen. But I thought you were pretty badass. That guy’s probably not used to guys his age standing up to him. But you? You had him stepping back.” 


Was that a compliment? Becky looked long and hard at her date, trying to process that interaction with their words until she smiled and giggled. “You’re right, that is dumb.” She leaned into them, frozen against the wall. “So…should we call Justin? Date’s kind of over early.” 


“It doesn’t need to be.” Her ears perked up at that. “I mean, we could try going for a walk at the mall, right? Maybe grab a pretzel? Do they have Auntie Anne’s?”
She shrugged, “Don’t know.” Taking his hand, the badger smiled, “Let’s find out.”
***


Streaming did not solve the age-old problem of television that Tabitha’s father complained about when he first got a satellite dish on their trailer. So much content and yet nothing to watch. The wolverine lounged against her couch and scrolled through the various options she had, trying to find something she might enjoy that she hadn’t already seen.


Truth be told, she was just killing time for the main event. Distracting herself from the other intrusive thoughts in her mind. Like Collin’s little date tonight. It’d be hypocritical of her to be jealous of Becky, but goddamn it, she was. Collin deserved to date people around his age, and if he knew how to destress he’d probably have had a girlfriend long before she locked that cock of his. 


But Tabitha was hypocritical, and that angered her more than anything else. The wolverine had been a lot of things in her life so far: A teacher, a criminal, a bitch, a brawler, a leader, a follower, a hero and a villain. But never a hypocrite, at least not one so obvious that she noticed it. Was she a good person? No, not with the things she’d done. Her boys were good, if a little misguided. 


A knock on the back porch pulled her out of her introspection. “Bout fucking time.” Behind the sliding door of her kitchen stood an angst driven otter carrying a dufflebag over his shoulder, hands deep black duster jacket. He tried getting in as she opened the door, but Tabitha held him in place and smiled. “What’s the magic word?” She whispered, leaning in the frame.


“Seriously?” Justin muttered underneath his breath. “You’re the one with neighbors that can–”

“They’re on vacation.” She grinned at the shock crossing his face. “Come on, Justine, what’s the magic word?”

If the blush across the otter’s frustrated grimace didn’t give her a chubby, the next words did. “May I come in for my lesson, Auntie?”

Just like that, Tabitha stepped aside to let him through. Once trapped in her domain, she pushed him to the couch and grabbed his bag. “So, did you bring everything as instructed?” She mused aloud, sorting through the contents and smiling at the gothy outfit with the long purple wig. Justin fidgeted at every opportunity, acting as though he hated what would come next. But she knew he liked it, deep down even as a dom he found the mask of Justine appealing in some way. 


“Strip.” Her command was quick and sharp. Justin carefully pulled aside his clothing, setting his jacket aside with his jeans and shirt until nothing but that dainty cage around his cock remained. Oh how it twitched before her, begging for a teasing. 


“Bathroom. I wanna see you apply your makeup.”

Despite the rebellious look in his eyes, he complied and trudged along with his head directed to the floor. Tabitha herself was never big on makeup, learning most of her knowledge from one-night stands with bitchseat riding bikers or femme prostitutes. But it was enough to teach her two bois the basics, and watching Justin purse his lips for the purple lipstick told her he was practicing plenty at home. Just as she instructed. 

Tabitha leaned in, pressing her weight against the otter, “Have a guess on tonight’s lesson?” She asked, reaching down to paw at the cage. She couldn’t feel it straining, thanks to the plastic but her imagination and his huffs did wonders. 


“N-No…”

“No who?” She held his chin and stared at the reflection. “Come on, Justine, we’ve been over this.”

“No, Auntie.” 


She smiled. “Good girl. Today’s about pleasure and who gets it. Now bend over and relax.” A quick shop around down had increased Tabitha’s toy collection from a collar to dildos, hooks, gags, and other sorts of bondage gear. The hook she loved especially, imagining her boys dangling on the balled edges as soon as she saw them. Justine took a steady breath as she pushed the metal inside his ass, moaning as it lodged itself inside and yelping softly at her tug. She couldn’t help but chuckle as she pulled his arms back and cuffed them, then tying the cuffs to the hook.


“Bet you’d like your little Hui like this?” She jested, pulling up at Justine’s purpled haired reflection. “Tied and bound by her ass, every movement digging it deeper inside. Yeah, you’d love that.” Holding his neck closer, Tabitha whispered, “Bet she’d melt seeing you like this. Maybe I should invite her one day, tie the both of you up so you can grind your clitties against one another.”

The shock and anger across Justine’s face betrayed how much he chewed his bottom lip. Tabitha laughed and patted her back, “Relax, bitch. Hui’s too young for me and I know she’s yours. I’m not a monster.”

“Don’t joke about that.” Justine’s voice broke character. “I mean it. Hui is–”

“If you say you’re perverted girlfriend is innocent then I’m gonna have a fucking anueryism,” Tabitha growled, “Trust me, I’ve seen how she looks at you. Kathoey’s been privy to share details of how you lovebirds spend your time together. I may not be a genius, but I’m not blind.”

She pushed him to the bed before the otter could comment. For a moment she watched him fidget on impact, the tiny struggles pushing the toy deeper into him. Was almost adorable to watch him squirm. “Spread your legs open. Let me see my niece’s clitty.” With feigned reluctance, Justine did. Their pretty little cage already leaking. She still had no plans to let him out, only saving those moments for when Kathoey was around to toy with it. 


Fuck, that’d be hot. Tabitha mentally cursed herself for pushing Collin out on a date. He could be here with that blue wig, ready to suck off his best friend upon command while she watched. No, she shook her head. Collin needed to meet with people his age. 


“Something the matter?” Justine asked with uncharacteristic worry and a sweet, if not forced, femme voice.


“Huh?” She blinked, “No, no. Nothing.” Forcing a smile, she added. “Leaking already? I thought you hated being Justine.” Those eyes told her he’d flip her the bird if his hands weren’t bound. Better that he didn’t, else she’d have to punish him. “So yeah, today’s lesson is about pleasure and how you use that on your bitch.” Grabbing a hitachi wand from her drawer, Tabitha climbed onto the bed and pushed the otter down. She pressed the bulbous head of the vibe against his cage, “You’re going to tell me when you’re close. And if you dare cum without permission, you’re getting punished.” The vibe whirred to life before he could reply.


At first, it didn’t do anything except make a constant clicking noise from vibrations alone. Justine, puzzled, looked up to her as if she’d explain herself. Trusting her own research, the wolverine kept the pressure on and waited.


Then came the moans. Subtle at first, mixed with soft and steady breaths. Tiny movements to shift away only for the wolverine to keep her bitch steady. “You feel that?” She teased, pulling him to her chest, “You’re not even hard and it’s building up. Guys and girls are closer than you’d think. All it takes is the right amount of stimulation.” 

The wait was the true key. Tabitha figured Justin was used to quick little sessions of jacking off, never letting pressure build further when he was at his hardest. But now, just like with his ass, Justine had no control over it. 


“C-Close. Close!” She pulled it off and drank in his betrayal. “But I was close.”

“Yeah, you were.” She waited five minutes before pressing it back on, repeating the cycle over and over until he was a mewling mess in her arms. Mascara running down his cheek, voice straining and cooing in that falsetto tone. She whispered of how his girlfriend would feel in his position, stuck at his mercy over and over until Justine’s mind finally broke. 


“Auntie, let me cum! Please, please, let me cum!”

“And why should I?”

“You let Collin,” He growled, breaking out of character, “You fuck him every day like he’s some free prostitute for you. Hell, I’m pretty sure he fucks himself thinking about you. He might even l–”

Her first clenched so hard around that muzzle that Tabitha feared she opened up some stitches. “You’re a fucking talker today, aren’t you?” She said with hidden rage. Tossing the wand aside, the wolverine went back to her drawers to find something more suitable. “Guess a punishment is in order.”

“What did I–” She silenced him with a heavy rubber ballgag she’d bought from the sex shop Helga’s ex ran. Keeping his legs open with a spreader bar, Tabitha pulled out her key and slipped inside his chastity cage. His surprise had her ragging in her pants, but she didn’t take her cock out. Something about tonight had her not in the mood to fuck. At least not fuck the otter.


The otter’s cock rose to full mast in a few seconds, sporting the kind of virality only youth carried. She chuckled and flicked it, delighted to watch him squirm. “You know, back when me and my friends were living on the road, I met a few interesting people,” Tabitha said as she looked through her drawers. Finding a small zipped up pouch, she tossed it aside and continued. “Some of which were just open to a regular lay. But others had a more interesting taste that had me trying out new things. Course, I haven’t done this in a while.” Though she had researched it thoroughly in the past week, hoping to commit it to one blushing wah.


Justin’s eyes went wide when she unzipped the pouch, revealing several thin metal rods that Tabitha quickly sterilized with alcohol wipes, then rubbed the alcohol off. “Now, you’re gonna want to take a real deep breath and relax for this. Cause it’s going to hurt, like a punishment should.” 


Picking the thinnest one, she steadied his cock and dangled it over the tip. Drinking in the dread in his eyes, the wolverine slowly pushed it into his urethra. His head threw back in a shudder, teeth grinding against the gag as she buried deeper. “Does it feel like fire? Like spikes are dragging through your forbidden hole? That’s probably from the leftover alcohol, cause this thing’s smooth.”  


Poor little bitch tried keeping still with heavy breaths, hushed little whimpers echoing behind that gag. How could Justine know that even that hole could be fucked? She sure didn’t when someone tried it on her, back when Tabitha was a dumber bitch who never said no to a dare. Maybe she could teach the badger this? Yeah, Tabitha imagined the lessons as she carefully pumped the rod through Justine’s cock. The badger’s own sadism lighting up in her eyes while Kathoey had tears rolling in hers. 

Justine’s phone rang several times before she snapped back to reality. It wasn’t until after she checked it that Tabitha realized how strained her dick was inside her jeans. She blinked at the time, noticing how two hours had passed since the otter’s arrival. Two failed messages, followed by a string of texts that all said that same basic thing: 

We’re ready to be picked up, dude. Where are you?

“Guess I lost track of time,” she chuckled, pulling the rod out and finding Justine exhausted from the torment. Taking a can of Redbull from her kitchen, she pressed it against the otter’s cock to shrink it down, then tossed it to him when she locked him back up. “Clean up and go pick up your sissy sister and her date.”

She didn’t say much else as he left. What else was there to say? All that stuck on Tabitha’s mind was whether Kathoey had a good time, and how much she’d rather have her here to fuck. “Fuck, I’m too obsessive,” She muttered, ignoring her erection for the night.

***


The park walk with Collin, or Kathoey, should have been their date from the get go. The wah had been more alive during it, trancing around with glee while she followed aside and talked about things. Just things, from movies, to the games they played that Becky hadn’t gotten into, to how they mixed. Like the upcoming D&D movie that was being filmed. 


By the end of the night, after a brief panic of Justin not answering and them considering an Uber, the two were picked up by her cousin and driven home. Kathoey turned back to Collin when they entered town, tossing his wig and spare clothes into a duffle bag. His place was closer, so Justin dropped him off first.


“I had a great time tonight,” She said, walking him over to the door. 


“Y-Yeah, so did I.” Collin curled a finger through his black headfur. The feminine mannerisms of Kathoey becoming more and more common with him. “I wouldn’t mind hanging out more, like that.”

“Maybe next weekend?” She asked, stepping up close to him.


“I’d…I’d have to check my schedule. And–” She didn’t let him finish, pressing her lips quickly against his own. Becky licked her lips when she pulled away, tasting his surprise and desire. 


“Free it up,” She demanded softly, holding his shirt collar tight. “Kathy.” Then, like a giddy school girl, Becky practically sprinted back to the car and buried her face in her lap on the ride home. Justin made no comment, a surprise given his usual barbs. 

“You’re cute together,” He finally said, “In a weird sort of way. Like an orc courting a human.” 


“He’s nowhere near an orc.”

“I never said he was the orc.” Becky wanted to smack that smug smile, but something caught her attention when she saw it. A purple shade of lipstick across his lips. She blinked once, then twice to confirm she wasn’t imagining things. 


“Dude, is that lipstick?”
Chapter 34:

Small towns in Michigan had a way of tricking you. Growing up in such places made a soul familiar with all of the typical main roads or common back roads needed to get into larger towns or slipping to the homes of friends who might live off the beaten path. Because of that it was oddly easy to get lost. A single turn here or wrong road there and the ‘familiar’ tree lines and houses vanished into a sea of sameness. Of green and brown. Barren crop fields dotted with late November snow that could be shuffled around endlessly and nobody would notice.


That’s how Hui felt. The red panda girl sank into the worn old leather of her seat and watched as her boyfriend’s eyes flashed this way and that looking for the old landmarks likely seared into his memories. 


This wasn’t the first time she’d been out this way. She could remember once or twice coming out with Justin and Collin. Driven out by their moms to run around in the field while Meredith and Hui’s own mother did some kind of church stuff in the crafting room. But that was when it had been mostly empty, and before Justin’s cousin Ryan moved in.


“Are you sure we’re going the right way?” Hui half-whimpered. The question was more to break the silence than an actual attempt at conversation. She wasn’t usually this nervous about things. Probably because when it came to most people she didn’t care what they thought.


Justin shot her a look and then shook his head in amusement. He still dressed as he always did. Heavy trench coat hanging over the back of his seat showing off a Tee shirt. This time one that was remarkably clean and devoid of holes or stains. In fact the one thing she could begrudgingly admit about her Master was that he was, in general, very clean. More so than he usually was at school. The scent of honey and almonds denoting some fur shampoo that was actually worth a damn. She wondered if this was an attempt to impress his elder cousin, or the machinations of his mother insisting that her son look nice for a family  get-together.


Either way she both loved and hated it. Her Master was a scruffy ner-do-well after all. But it was nice on occasion seeing him look like a grown up. Something she didn’t really feel either of them qualified for yet.


Those thoughts thankfully carried the wah’s over-active mind until they pulled into one of the long stone-shod driveways along the back road. Justin’s old Corvette thudded and grumbled with cheap shocks struggling to cope against the power of divots and gravel. Out in the vast open field that rested before the house, Hui could see some cubs playing in the front yard. Otters, badgers and bears. Nearly a dozen of various ages. Many she recognized from church or around town. A few of them had sticks or Nerf guns. One bear boy looking suspiciously like Justin did in his younger years as he tried to swing a stick far too big for him the way cloud would twist a buster sword.


The feeling of nostalgia almost hurt, but it was also kind of nice.


The car pulled up to the teardrop gravel turnaround at the end of the drive. It was big enough for at least a half dozen cars, and full up to the point where nobody was getting out easily from it. Justin instead turned on to the grass and parked by a few other cars, late comers like them. The occupants already in the house.


“Master” Hui yelped sharply. Her voice then simmering down a bit as she muttered out “Justin…”

“What’s wrong?” The otter boy blinked and turned to her. Hui felt him brush the back of his hand tenderly on her cheek. A heavy blush hitting her as she glanced up at him over the rims of her glasses.


“N-nothing. I’m just kinda, nervous. I guess. That’s all.”

The boy smiled a bit. He was trying to hide his concern, and doing a rather poor job of it. “No reason to be nervous. Yeah my family is nuts but I’m probably the worst of the bunch. You put up with me just fine. So you should be ok.”

The dark haired girl nodded and then reached up to take his paw in her hands. Her chest heaving in the mix of old fast food bags, artificial new car smell and grease that had saturated the thing. She looked up into those ice blue eyes for the longest time. Clasping his callused paw in both hands. Hui took deep shaky breaths in an attempt to hold back the hyperventilation she knew would come if she were to stop. The Mary Janes she’d chosen to wear for the sake of dressing nice now dug into the melted sludge and dirt caught in the cars floor mat. Scuffing off the shine of her Saturday best and leaving her feeling even more ‘wrong’.


Justin didn’t say anything. Not for a long while. His other paw rested on hers. The injured arm wrapped up in a cast, but his fingers still able to curl around her all the same. “It’s going to be ok.” He nodded “They’re going to love you. Most of them know you already. Even if you probably won’t remember them. Just relax, and try to enjoy yourself. If it gets to be too much, trust me. I get it. I’m the same way sometimes. There are buckets of Legos downstairs and you could go down and do that for a bit if you really need to. I’m sure Becky and some of the twerps wouldn’t mind helping run interference by joining in.”

The comment forced a chuckle from Hui. She wasn’t sure why. She’d gotten Justin to try the ‘talking down to your sub to make her feel childish’ thing before. He wasn’t very good at it. But this… she didn’t feel talked down to. She felt like he meant it. It was a silly plan, a stupid plan. But it was an out. That alone made her feel so much better. At least knowing there would be some escape. That he’d thought of some escape to protect her in case things went too far sideways.


With that Justin pulled himself out of the car, and Hui soon followed. The plaid skirt and cream colored knit sweater she wore both felt at least mildly appropriate for a thanksgiving dinner. Though seeing all of the cubs with Tee shirts and oversized jackets to block out the cold she wondered if maybe she was overdressed.


“Get lost out there, Kiddo?” Justin’s dad called from the front porch. The older otter grinning as he waved to his son.


“Be nice if the GPS knew what the hell things were out here!” Justin called back.


The Flannery’s had made their way out here much earlier. Hui had half expected they’d all be using the same car. In all honesty though she preferred it this way. Something about the two of them driving out here on their own and in their own time just felt so… mature? Adult? Nothing she could think of really felt right. But it was a comforting feeling nonetheless. Absolutely something she hoped to be doing again many times over the years.


“I got some coolers in the truck that your mom needs in the kitchen.” Justin’s father smirked as he approached his son, patting him on the shoulder “Think you can manage hauling em in for us, Caramon?”

“How do you know that name?” Hui blinked. Gazing up at Mr. Flannery in shock.


The older man smiled back proudly. “I’ll have you know I’m the reason he got into D&D.” John said with a sarcastic little grin. “Dragons of the autumn twilight… Yeah, he picked it out from a pile of books that were gonna go from Grandma and Grandpa’s to the library. I figured it would be a good step up from Superfudge.”

It was rare that Hui saw her Master blush. But there, now, hearing his father remenisce about the otter’s childhood, it all came out. Justin’s tail thudding hard on the gravel driveway sending rocks this way and that.


“Ok, I’ll haul the stuff in, dad. Just don’t embarrass me, ok?”

“Ok.” the older man nodded back “I gotta go help your uncle get the trampoline set up before the small frys end up throwing a fit. Last thing we want is that thing collapsing.” John then turned to Hui and tussled her neatly combed headfur. “Why don’t you head inside and sit down. Visit for a while. There should be some Vernors in the fridge out in the garage. You still like that, right?”

Hui was going to correct him. She preferred Canada Dry after all. She also had to imagine anything kept outside right now was going to be near frozen. But that really wasn’t too critical in comparison to everything else. Not when the looming threat of what lay in the house pressed into the back of her brain.


As before she simply kept taking long deep breaths of air while her body moved on autopilot into the house. The smell of a dozen different foods, of old wood and leather, of a roaring fire and feral dog. It all hammered her at once as she walked into and looked around the living room. There were probably a dozen or so furs there. Unlike the younger ones outside she didn’t really recognize as many. Most were bears or otters. A few badgers in the mix. Becky’s father and an otter man who looked a bit like Justin’s mom sat leaned back on the couch while an ornery chocolate lab feral tried to dig at some food that had fallen under the coffee table. A couple of younger bears also sat on the couch, shoving each other for space, though Hui didn’t recognize them.


A recliner flanked either side of the couch, though. Hui recognized those occupants right away. The one further from her was Ryan. Justin’s favorite cousin. The man had been more like a big brother to her Master, and was technically the reason she and Chen were into gaming in the first place. After all, Justin got it from Ryan and passed it on to them. 


But she hadn’t really seen much of him since she was younger, and to see him now felt like looking at some old god GM. A primordial force from a time before any of their characters or homebrew settings even existed. It was an unnerving sense of awe that only made her feel that much sillier.


The other figure inspired an even greater sense. Though there was nothing silly about that feeling. Gramma Lockhart. The notorious matriarch of the family. She was there at church every Sabbath. Same pew. Same two amount put in the collection plate. At least one of her grandchildren or great-grandchildren always there to look after her and help her get around. The old bear’s silver-blue headfur an the graying brown strands along her muzzle were probably the biggest indicators of her age, and she had enough strength in her demeanor to all but shrug those away.


When Gramma Lockhart looked up at her, Hui could feel herself stunned still. If Ryan was an elder thing, this woman was something on a whole other narrative level. From a reality outside of meta-reality. Her gaze shrewd and stern for a long moment before it finally softened and she beckoned Hui closer.


“Well now. You’re the Chen’s girl, right?” She asked. Her voice warbling a bit with the years it wore. Stern, but still rather kind.


“I, uh, yes Ma’am.” Hui nodded as she moved closer. She felt the wrinkled, grizzled paws of the old woman take her own in both hands. Not wholly unlike what Justin had done not long ago. The old bear offered a smile that showed at least a few teeth from partial dentures. Her body shifting slowly as she looked Hui up and down.


“I remember when you were only about this big.” She said, holding her hand up to just above Hui’s hip “Your mother and Meredith would come over here to help prepare the materials for Sabbath School. Justin and your little brother broke one of the upstairs windows, and he still hasn’t paid to fix it.”

The fact that Mrs. Lockhart was joking took way too long for Meredith to really process. She managed to open her mouth, ready to correct that Chen was her big brother. But then stopped herself. It really wasn’t something worth the anxiety of correcting.


Mrs. Lockhart began to stand slowly, her paw snagging up an old walking stick that she used to help pull herself up. Even stooped she was bigger than Hui, and she looked the girl over a few times before smiling again. “So when did you and Justin get married?” She asked “It was three years ago, wasn’t it?”

“They’re not married, Gramma.” one of the bears on the couch corrected. “Justin’s still in high school.”

“No, I’m sure they got married in the spring. A few years back, wasn’t it? Out at that old orchard?” The old woman turned on the cane as she looked back to ask, Hui reaching out for fear that the poor woman would fall.


“That was me, Gramma.” Ryan corrected. “That was last spring. Come on and sit down. You’re gonna make the Lions lose.”

“Nonsense.” The bear woman waved a paw dismissively at Ryan. She used the stick to help pull herself up to full standing height and rub a few of the cricks out of her back. “So many of you kids it’s impossible to keep it all straight anymore. Here, you sit down here dear. I need to go make sure they aren’t butchering my Cobbler.”

Hui’s eyes went wide at the suggestion. She darted to the unfamiliar faces, hoping against hope for some kind of salvation from the shamefully kind offer. Instead the men there all sat and watched with cruel bemusement.


“I could check on it for you if you want.” Hui offered bashfully.


“Now now, It’s my cobbler. I’ll know when it’s done. You sit down and I’ll get you a plate of something while dinner finishes up. Go on. You like Ginger Ale? I think I remember you like Ginger ale.”

The defeated Wah slumped and finally allowed herself to fall back into the seat. She watched helplessly as the family matriarch made her way around the corner and into the kitchen. Every step clearly an effort and only filling Hui with more guilt.


The next half hour passed rather uneventfully. That wasn’t really a good thing for Hui, though. She watched people she didn’t know come and go. From where she sat she could see the dining room table and watched as it was piled with a few different bowls and dishes along with a stack of plates for everyone to eat buffet style. Mrs. Flannery and Becky’s mom Mrs. Parker both seemed to be doing much of the work. Along with them was a very pregnant and very tired looking kangaroo rat with long dark hair and periwinkle highlights. This was Ryans wife. A girl she could remember seeing once or twice in her childhood, and seeing a few times around town. After all, she was certainly distinctive. Gramma Lockhart was also at it. Aggressively talking with the other women while they went about setting things up.


God only knew how long she hovered between watching the women work and trying to figure out what was going on in the game while the men talked about cars and sports and other things she didn’t hope to understand. Not that they couldn’t, obviously. But she wasn’t exactly a tom boy.


At some point this was all broken up by Gramma Lockhart. The old bear having crept up behind Hui, now placing a small paper plate stacked with crackers, cheese slices, pretzels and candied nuts down on her lap, along with a can of Canada Dry in the wah girl’s hand.


“Careful not to let Beast get any of it, dear.” the old woman chuckled before turning back and making her way into the kitchen once more.


Hui was going to question what she meant. Then it was answered for her. The lab from before sniffing up and down her leg and putting his muzzle down hard on her knee. He looked up at her with big brown eyes, clearly eager to get something from the plate of food.


This was Beast, and he was hungry. Hui struggled to push away his big slobbery muzzle from the stack of food while he sniffed and licked at her arm. Obviously attempting to ingratiate himself with her enough that she would offer ups some of the snacks.


The poor girl blushed furiously. In confusion. In shame. Even a little bit from the countless dirty things related to just this kind of situation that the young woman had cooked up in her deep perverse dives. Only now was not the time to think such things. Nor was it the time to make herself look even more stuck up by shoving off the big, pretty and frankly sweet dog as he pulled himself up and slumped his whole front half into her lap like some kind of shi-tsu hit by a growth ray.


When she was sure the dog would stay put, Hui set the plate down. She took a few slices of the hard white cheddar and nibbled them. The taste was far stronger than what one normally got out of the bag. Strong enough that it took her brain a few moments to process if she was disgusted or delighted with it. Quickly she popped the can of pop and took a sip. As expected the cold had borderline frozen the contents. A mushy near-slush meeting her lips as she downed the gingery liquid. Still it wasn’t bad, and it was good to finally have something in her system after all but starving herself this morning in anticipation for this. For what she hoped was the first of many Thanksgivings with her future in-laws.


No sooner had she gotten the sip than Beast quickly pushed himself over and nabbed hold of some cheese and crackers with one bite. The hound then slumping down by her feet and curling up while those present chuckled over the animal’s behavior. Once again, she’d screwed up.


Hui slumped back a bit into the springy plush of the recliner. It felt wrong somehow. Some of the older women running back and forth from the kitchen every once in a while. Any time she saw someone else walking by she found herself biting back a whine as every fiber of her being screamed out to offer up her seat. To Justin’s grandmother, or his mother, his aunts. Especially to the mouse who was apparently now their hostess. The raw guilt gnawing at her gut every time someone who deserved a seat more walked by was almost interminable.


She then turned her attention back to the men who were gathered around the TV. She recognized Justin’s dad naturally. She’d even seen a few of the others at church once or twice. But she didn’t really know most of them well enough to feel comfortable. Each of them loud and boisterous. All talking over each other while the Detroit Lions continued to fail at whatever it was they were doing. Annoying most of the gathered crowd.


She tried glancing out the window, her eyes falling on what was probably set to be a well kept garden some day. Patches of dirt tilled up and the start of planter boxes stretching out to a tree line with a bunch of empty white boxes. Bee hives, though there were no longer bees in them thankfully. God only knew she wouldn’t be setting foot out there if the things had been inhabited.


“You doing ok, honey?” Hui felt a paw on her shoulder and looked up with a start. Justin’s grandmother, a stocky grey-muzzled otter woman in thick glasses, looked down over the clearly nervous wah. She could feel the warmth in ‘Grandma’ Lockheart’s voice. Felt concern in the way the paws gripped her shoulders. Hard, but not hard enough to be uncomfortable in normal conditions. It was a familial touch. Yet all the while Hui’s brain was screaming with discomfort.


“No, ma’am. I mean yes Ma’am. I’m ok.” Hui muttered “I, uh, I guess I just really don’t get this game.”

“Not really a game worth getting.” The older woman scoffed. “Here, you want a pop? Maybe a plate with some crackers and cheese?”

“O-oh no. Really that’s ok. I-”

“nonsense.” Grandma Lockhart protested “here. Just sit right there. I’ll get you something to eat. No sense letting the boys devour everything.”

Before Hui could protest she felt the woman walk off. A voice in the back of her head screamed at her to offer her seat. To insist she could get it herself, or better yet to point out that she really wasn’t hungry. Especially not enough to handle the vast quantities of food it seemed the women were making.


None of them came to her lips. The amber eyed girl instead glancing down at the worn old wooden floor. She traced small lines in the dirt around the arm chair’s foot where someone had clearly failed to clean. 


The only time she looked up was when the door opened. Each time hoping against hope to see Justin making his way in finally. When he finally did she almost found herself bolting out of the seat. Watching as her man strode in. Big doofy smile on his face. The scent of the outside clinging to his coat. Pushing herself up to hug him as he strode into the living room still hauling the cooler with his one uninjured arm.


“Awww sweetie. You don’t have to get up.” Justin chuckled as he pecked her on the cheek “You’re the guest here. Relax. Visit a bit.”

The wah sighed and fluffed her tail a bit. The bottled up frustration had to go somewhere. Unfortunately it only served to make her feel, and probably look, far more helpless and pathetic.


She leaned against her boyfriend, her Master. Feeling the cool air from the outside wafting around him still, slowly sucking up the heat of the room, and off of her. A deep, earthy scent that she thought he wore well.


“You doin’ ok there buddy?” a large bear on the couch asked as he glanced up at the otter.


Justin’s dad snickered and slugged his relative in the arm. “Bah, come on John. My kid’s tougher than that. He’s still got all his fingers so he’s fine to do a little work. Huh kiddo?”

Even as this conversation went on Hui watched as some of the younger cubs ran up the stairway and around the corner into the living room. The heavy thudding steps were so loud and uneven that Hui worried the poor things were going to fall down and hurt themselves. Thankfully none did. They soon all gathered around the recliner where Ryan sat. The bear swarmed by half a dozen of his youngest kin all jumping up and down around his seat.


“Uncle Ryan. Uncle Ryan” one badger called out “Are you gonna spar with us?”

“Yeah!” A bear girl a few years older than the badger snapped “You brought all those boppers over last year to our house, and then I almost beat you!” The look on the girls face made it very clear that she absolutely did not. But then she didn’t have ot know that.


Soon the cubs were talking over themselves in a deafening din. All begging the slumped twenty-something to get out of his very comfortable spot, put down his cold bottle of beer and entertain them outside.


“Uuuugh, I donno kids.” Ry muttered “Ol’ Uncle Ryan’s getting a bit too old to keep up with all of you. May need to give me a few minutes first. At least until half time.”

“Hey now!” Justin called out. Hui felt her heart sank as he slipped off from around her shoulder, moving over to the gaggle of kids and putting his one good hand on his hip. “You kids think you get to go up against Ry just like that? You squirts gotta beat me first. Also, it’s boffer, not bopper.”

The cubs all turned to Justin and at once six pairs of eyes were laser focused on the teen. They gazed with such grim determination..


“Getting a little undertale in here, isn’t it?” Hui muttered. Instantly regretting it. Cursing the fact that nobody would know why she made the joke even if they knew what the game was. Which most probably did not.


Justin simply shrugged as he continued whipping the cubs up into a frenzy of foam fueled fury. Taunting and jeering at them before rushing them out to run off and grab some foam swords from the stockpile in Ryan’s garage. The otter then slipped past Hui and let a paw trail along her shoulders, smiling soflty. “Here honey, you don’t have to get up. I won’t be that long.”

Hui hadn’t even realized that she could go out and watch him. But the idea of asking him to felt wrong now. Wrong as every move she’d made today. Another brick in her monument of foolishness.


Just like that her rock slipped free from her, heading out to entertain his cousins with his one working arm and leaving her to stew in her anxiety.


God only knew how much time passed before Gramma lockheart came back. The woman smiling ear to ear as she slipped a fresh plate of food into Hui’s lap, this time loaded up with some cookies and what looked like home made toffee. The old bear smiled and patted Hui’s hair gently. “There you go, dear. I figured Beast would get to it at some point, so I snuck you some of the good stuff. Just don‘t let any of the wee ones catch wind of it or they‘ll all want cookies before dinner. Do you like Toffee? You should try it. Naqi makes some surprisingly good toffee. I never really liked the stuff before. But I guess that was just the worthers things.”

Hui smiled meekly at the fresh outpouring of kindness. At the very least the dog wasn’t going after her food this time. Though that was a small comfort considering she hadn’t really asked for any food, or to be waited on. At this point the whole room was just a blur of people coming and going. A crush of answers she didn’t realize she was giving to questions she didn’t process. Everyone being so impossibly nice, and the wah herself just not at all prepared for it.


That was until another hand hit her shoulder, and she looked up. The dark haired kangaroo rat from before smiling down at her.


Her hostess didn’t say anything. She simply cast a glance at her husband and then nodded for Hui to follow her. Hui followed Naqi in a daze. But at least now, if nothing else, she was starting to feel like she could breath again.

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


The idea of wandering off even further into a strange house had Hui more than a little nervous. She knew she shouldn’t be. It wasn’t like she was wandering around the Baker plantation with a giant ass VR headset strapped to her face. No way she was going though that again.


The house showed its age. The walls thick enough to mostly dampen out the sound of the noisy furs below them. The stairs all just a bit too narrow and creaking from old cracks in the well worn wood. Nothing Hui would have normally noticed. But her brain was trying to taper down from the overload of information she’d been getting downstairs. And in truth it did bring to mind ideas of how she and Justin may be some day. The idea of her Master finding some nice old house for them and fixing it up bit by bit. Showing off the muscles which only existed in her imagination, along with that sexy back tattoo.


Those thoughts were still rattling around as the mouse woman led the girl into the master bedroom at the far end of the hall. Naqi was silent. Simply grinning to herself as she went though the drawers of an old oak vanity, pulling out boxes and sifting though what sounded like a disaster area of random debris.


While her hostess sorted though the objects, Hui looked out of the window at the land in front of her. She could see Justin leaning against an old tire swing, a massive foam sword in his one good paw. Watching with amusement as a bevy of cubs of various ages set about flailing awkwardly at each other with other, smaller swords. Most were still too big for the ones who held them, making the whole thing look like some silly parody of an anime fight. The only one who looked anywhere near capable was Becky. The badger girl growling and brandishing two swords while she and Justin deflected it and offered a few ‘near miss’ swings whenever one of the cubs tried to attack either of the teens.


“Bit overwhelming, isn’t it?” Naqi finally said. The mouse now apparently done with her sifting and searching. She leaned against the vanity and smirked, looking over the trembling red panda girl with an odd note of familiarity in her face. “Trust me, I get it. It’s a big ass family. Honestly was a bit worried about how all of this could turn out. My Master is actually pretty chill compared to a lot of his relatives. Especially Meredith. God, and people wonder where Justin gets his temper from.”

“I don’t think she’s that bad.” Hui muttered softly. Even as she did she could recall instances of Justin’s mother coming and yelling at school officials or getting aggressive with the old church ladies who criticized how she raised her son. It wasn’t as violent or sporadic, sure. But it was there.


That train of thought cut off as Hui’s mind clicked at what she’d just heard. She glanced up at Naqi even as the older woman pulled the stool from the vanity up close to Naqi and set down a makeup palette with the logo for the Addams family on it.


“Shocked that Hot Topic still carries this kind of stuff. But it’s nice on occasion. Sure I can afford way better now, but sometimes there’s just something about this cheap crap you can’t replicate with the nice stuff.” Naqi didn’t ask anything, she didn’t give any warning. She just dabbed a bit of the foundation pigment on to her brush and started to slowly sweep it into the panda girl’s cheek fur. When Hui moved a bit Naqi grabbed hold of her chin, using the leverage the girls stubby muzzle provided to keep her face firmly in place while the older girl did her work.


“The neck furrow gives it away.” Naqi said as she worked. “You don’t brush your neck fur that much, do you?”

Hui gulped and tried to nod. Naqi instead holding her face firmly.


“Yeah, I get it. Most people don’t usually notice it though. Or they think it’s a scarf thing or something. Actually if you wear a scarf in public you can usually get away with wearing the collar in places where it can’t be passed off as some fasion accessory. Honestly it’s kinda fun. The way all the normies can look right at you and not know.”

Hui couldn’t hide her blush at the words. Between that and being held in place the whole thing felt so surreal. She started to bite her lip only for Naqi to pull the thign down with her thumb and shake her head.


“Come on now, I’m working here.” The mouse girl’s ears twitched a bit. Her nose wrinkling ever so slightly as she suppressed a laugh. “I’m not gonna criticize. So long as you kids are being safe that’s all your business. Just remember SSC”

“Safe, Sane and consensual” Hui quipped as best she could though the grip on her muzzle


“Right.” Naqi nodded proudly “And if you have anything you feel scared about asking someone or can’t ask your folks, you ask me instead. Because the internet is… the internet.” The woman sighed and shook her head softly “And really, let’s be honest. You like that dumb dweeb out there, right? That collar in your pocket isn’t just a phase or something, is it?”

Hui gripped hold of the blankets with either paw. She was sure if Naqi wasn’t there she could see her own blush in the mirror. Shining though both fur and makeup like a damn lighthouse.


“relax.” Naqi sighed “The point I’m trying to make is that you’re family. Or at least close enough to it. I know everyone can be super tough to deal with all at once like that. Honestly this little clan of theirs is a bit much. But they are trying to make you feel welcome, in their own way. Just take your time, and don’t feel too bad about speaking up if you get a bit overwhelmed.”

“I uh… I’m not too good at that.” the wah muttered


“You’ll get better at it. I’m sure.” Naqi nodded “I may be a fairly new addition but I’ve been around these people since grade school. They grow on you. Somewhat.” Naqi just kept working on the confused girl. Moving her muzzle this way and that. Seeming to pay only passing attention to any of the girls nervous shivering or fidgeting.


When she was finally done, Naqi turned away once more and snagged a couple of items from a jewelry box built into one part of the vanity. Before Hui could react, the mouse woman had clipped two something’s to her ear. Only when the older woman stepped aside could Hui see the end result of the handiwork.


It wasn’t that much. Some paleing ting to her already white cheek fur, set with some brush glitter that made it look almost like a snow field. Thick dark lipstick and eye shadow. A pair of sterling silver clip on ear cuffs, both on one ear, both inset with a very basic and somewhat sloppy raven motif.


“There, see?” Naqi snickered “Maybe you can go see if that gets your Master to break away from his ‘glorious battle’ and pay some more attention to you.”

“That’s not really the problem” Hui muttered. The girl was barley able to scoot aside as a very pregnant Naqi shifted herself over on to the corner of the bed and gave the wah a pat on the head. The almost sisterly smile just growing that much wider.


“No. But if I can guess, the real problem is really just fear. You seemed pretty damn scared of speaking up for yourself down there.” Naqi sighed


“It’s not really my place.” Hui muttered back. “I mean, I don’t want to make a bad first impression or anything. Everyone was being so nice, and I made Gramma Lockhart get out of her seat…”

“you didn’t ‘make’ her get out of her seat” Naqi corrected “One does not ‘make’ that woman do anything.” She made sure to punctuate her words with her best attempt at copying Boromir’s pose in the famously memed Lord of the Rings moment. It got a snort out of Naqi. And a smile. A smile she’d lacked since getting out of the car.


“Look, If you need to back off from people for a bit I get it. And if your subby lil butt needs ‘someone’ to give you permission, then ‘Miss’ Naqi is going to do it. You have permission to tell me if you need to bail somewhere more quiet when at family get together. Same as anyone else in the house. Hell, same as I used to when I came to visit sometimes. The Lockharts are a lot. Especially with Parker and Flannery mess mixed in. And those are just the ones you know about! At some point you’ll have to toughen up a bit. But nothing wrong with taking it slow and dipping a toe in for now. Right?”

Hui turned to the mirror again and took a few long, deep breaths. Her smile twisting a bit more. She was happy, and she was anxious, and she was confused. Mostly confused.


“My family are from China.” Hui finally muttered. “We’re pretty American. I mean my brother and I grew up here after all. I was born here. But most of the family isn’t here. In fact I think it’s just one distant cousin out in Nevada. Dad found him on Facebook and they’d never met before that. So for Thanksgiving it was just us. Me and Chen. Our parents. That’s it. And it was fine. I mean we’d get to see our other relatives when we fly over in the summer. Baba gets flown out here once in a while to visit. But this? This feels more like a ‘real’ Thanksgiving. Way more. I just feel like I’m screwing it all up.”

“What is it with men in this family going for socially anxious nerds.” Naqi huffed. “Look, I get it. I do. I’m Yuit. Mom and I bailed down here when I was four. Let’s just say, dad’s not really someone I have in my life and leave it at that. For a long time it was just me and her for Thanksgiving. Sometimes my grandparents would be around. They like to hover around Canada in their RV but sometimes they make their way down here to the mitten. But the shift to a big ol family dog pile can be kind of insane. And that’s before you get into Beast.” The pregnant rodent snorted at her own joke and gave Hui’s shoulder a reassuring squeeze. “Justin looks at you the way my Master, my Husband, looks at me. You’re special to him. You’re precious. He brought you here because he wants you to be part of the family. Odd as this is going to sound, that’s what the rest of us want too.”

“R-really?” Hui blinked as she looked up at Naqi


“Gramma confused my wedding with you and Justin getting married. I’m pretty sure in her mind you’re already part of the family. Which means you’ll just have to sit back and take it any time she wants to get you food or dote on you. None of us get a choice in that.”

With that the Wah girl was ushered to her feet, Naqi nodding in approval at the slightly gothy makeover. “There we go. Now then, let’s head on down and see if the game’s over. Maybe we can sneak on something worth watching before dinner.”

“Ok.” Hui nodded softly, allowing herself ot smile a bit more. “I think I got this. And Miss Naqi? Thanks.”
Chapter 35:

Snow hadn’t hit yet. The other December trappings were all in place. Chill air hovered just below the freezing point after crashing the night before. The rain that had come with it now decorated the bare branches of the trees in a shell of crystalline ice. The morning hovered dark and gloomy without any hint of the coming sun and the people seemed to drive with a kind of fearful recklessness born of the presumption that they and they alone were the only furs in Michigan who remembered how to drive on ice when the time came.


Justin wasn‘t that dumb, at least not yet. Sure his corvette was older than he was. The thing was a bondo-clad ship of Thesius by this point. But it had fresh tires on it and he knew to drive slow as hell before the snow hit. This was the most likely time to hit ice patches, and he wasn‘t going to do so.


All of that gave the young otter man a sense of pride as he leaned himself against his car, watching the large rolling door of the bike shop and waiting for his boss to arrive. He munched smugly on a fast food crescent roll breakfast sandwich and sipped the cup of cheap coffee in paw. It was still bitter and acrid, even with the creamers and sugar he‘d dumped in. But it was the ‘grown up‘ thing to drink on a day like today.


A familiar black F-350 hauled its way into the parking lot. The old feline pulling herself out of the cab looked worn and tired. A steaming thermos in one paw and sleep in her eyes. She shot the otter a dark look as she carefully paced her way over to the normal door at the side of the roller.


Justin wolfed the last half of his sandwich down and started his way into the shop. He could feel his heart sink as the door rolled up, the older woman who employed him hauling at the chain to pull it open. A job normally reserved for him. “I can get that.” he said. He set the cheap coffee down far too eagerly. More than happy for an excuse to escape taking more sips.


Jo stopped and then glared down at him. Her eyes fixed on the wrappings covering his left forearm. The blue fabric wrap covered in all sorts of silly markings from various furs. “What, you looking to get on workman’s comp, kid?”

“Oh come on it‘s not that bad.” Justin muttered sheepishly. “I mean yeah it hurts a bit but it‘s not like the thing hit my eye or anything. I know enough to wear safety goggles.”

“Your old man told me just how bad it was, kid. Said it almost hit the bone. You realize an angle grinder isn‘t a toy, don‘cha?” Jo finished pulling the door open and walked back into her truck, slowly backing it into the shop far enough to get it situated between the two main lifts.


The young otter didn‘t really have a reply. He simply stood silent and watched while the vehicle pulled in. As if to make up for how dumbfounded he was, Justin quickly made his way back behind the truck and pulled down the bed. He grabbed ahold of the parts inside. A few Indian gas tanks wrapped in masking tape and bubble wrap. He managed to deposit two of them on to the appropriate shelf before feeling Jo‘s paw grabbing hold of his shoulder. The graying woman narrowing her eyes ever so slightly. 


“Why did you come in?” Jo sighed.


“I‘m on shift, right?” Justin puzzled. “I mean it is the second Sunday, right? Wait. Is it not Sunday? Ah hell please tell me I didn‘t wake up this early on a game day.”

It was quite the shock when the older woman shoved at the side of his head and grumbled. She took another glance at his arm and then made her way over to one of the work benches. Without a word she yanked open a drawer and began digging though piles of old papers. Eventually a thick book with yellowed pages was withdrawn and slammed firmly on the scratched wood surface. Jo flung it open and yanked one of the work stools over in front of the book.


“Here.” She said firmly.


“Here what?” Justin blinked. It took a while for him to take the hint and make his way on to the bench, looking down at the book for the longest time. “What about work? I thought I was supposed to help out around here.” Even as he said it, the otter slipped down on the bench stool gazing at the book with barely hidden incredulity.


Jo wrinkled her nose and growled a bit “You looking for workman’s comp, kid? Because that’s the last thing I need. Followed closely by some dumb punk bleeding all over my floor when his stitches pop. I heard what happened. You’re lucky you didn’t fuck up your arm for good. You know that?”

“Wasn’t that bad.” Justin muttered defensively. “Thanks to dad I had on some safety goggles at least. No way I was gonna lose an eye. Would suck if the only thing I could cosplay for Hui was Zoro. He’s kinda lame.”

Jo thwapped Justin on the shoulder and grumbled loudly “Focus. You wanna come in and keep this going while your arm is fucked up? You wanna actually learn like you say you do? This is what you do. Sit down, shut up, and figure out how a bike transmission works. It’s a Harley book. Trust me that covers just about everything and anything you’re gonna see in this business.”
The old cat sighed and slumped herself against the work bench, looking down at the otter. Her normally tough face finally seemed to show its age in the flickering florescent light. Or maybe it was just stress hitting her. “Look, I’m not trying to be an asshole. But I was already nervous about doing this. People get fucked up in a shop. I get that. But I’m not looking to teach anyone shit if all they’re going to do is mangle themselves up and be careless.”

Her face finally softened. She pulled herself up and moved to a nearby shelf. Not looking at Justin, but still glancing back at him now and then. “I know you got sold on this because tabs lent you some of her videos. Watching a bunch of guys making cool bikes. All the chopper shit and custom paint jobs. But if you wanna make money at this then most of it is going to come from bolting shit on Harlies for rich people and maybe dragging the tins to a painter so they can feel special about something they never drive. That means you gotta know how the mechanics work. This isn’t an out to studying no matter how much you probably want it to be. It won’t get you famous. It sure as hell won’t get you rich. But it might get you paid, and it will look good on a college app.”

The otter boy didn’t protest. He simply turned his attention back to the book. He was suddenly very aware of Jo’s presence as the shop owner went about her work. Small pangs of guilt tickling at the back of his brain every time a new noise filled the shop.


“Ok then.” He sighed “Transmissions.”
--------------------


Dank basement air hung heavy. The scent of cheap magic shop incense barely cut though the tang of dirt and old cement. The whole room was bathed in lavender and blacklight. A plush, well worn recliner the only respite from unrelenting hard concrete.


The otter girl at the center of this little shrine made no attempt to hide how bored she was. Thick, heavy buckled goth-boots crossed one over the other and ears folded back as she leaned heavily on the recliner like a throne. Her face wreathed in small tendrils of ‘Midnight Raven’ incense. Black streaked purple hair hanging there over one eye while the other cool blue gem glanced down at the… things…  at her feet.


She was in no rush. She Wants Revenge humming away though cheap speakers scattered around the room. The feel of crisp paper at her fingertip as she slowly whiled her way though a thick compilation of Poe. The otter girl spared barely a moments thought as she moved the tip of her boot ever so slightly to the left. Her lips curling into the smallest of Wednesday Addams grins at the near imperceptible feel of a tongue pressing out against the cheap leather and filthy Rubber.


“Hmph”

It was all she offered. Nervous, worshipful, dutiful licks slowly tracing along the leather paused at the noise and soft suede-brown eyes gazed up from the top of some bottom-rimmed glasses. The possum girl in the black eyeliner looked up at Justine. A worshipful supplicant. 


The blue-haired, grey furred possum girl was cute in her own right. Something normally revered by all of the greasy haired twenty-somethings or tweens wandering in to Hot Topic just to catch a look. That thought must have been flashing though her head as she pushed it down between the floor and Justine’s boot. The normally cool girl blushing furiously while  doing her best to keep eye contact.


The otter turned her eye so that she could cast a sidelong glance at the other figure there. A kneeling, yellow-white furred bunny with red hair poking out of a black wig. Makeup, grooming, everything about him was intended to make him feminine, but he made no effort to hide the tent in his skirt or the slight boyish tone when the eye contact from Justine made him groan. The trembling thing up on his knees with hands clasped behind his back, waiting to serve.


Unbidden, the bunny held up a cheap silver-plated lighter, watching as Justine’s fingers pulled a similarly ornate case from the table at her other side. She opened it up and withdrew a slender, smooth white cylinder. The thing reeking of clove even as it was forced to contest with the smoldering mixture of mystery scents that had flooded the room around them.


The otter slipped the cigarette between her black-painted lips. Her eyes twinkling away while the maid boy fumbled with the lighter. The flame kissed the clove cigarette and it sparked to smoke and life. Curling and twisting around her face. She took a deep drag and gripped it firmly between her fingers, leaning in to blow thick plumes of the smoke out over the trembling redhead’s face.


“Your hour’s almost up.” She said. There was only the smallest hint of actual interest in it. Enough to stab at his spine. The threat of being deprived of her for the week looming.


The bunny was quick to reach down and tug at his garter belt on his leg. Out came another small stack of bills. Offered up on cheap faux-lace gloves from flat open palms. His head bowing and cheeks blushing as he waited anxiously for the hopes that more of his money would be taken.


When it finally happened, it came with all the gratitude of a student being given homework. Justine took just enough effort to flick though the stack of hundreds and fifties before slipping it down under her fairy-shaped incense burner. She nodded an affirmation to the boy who looked as if he might reach down and grab his erect shaft. Only the knowledge of what she would do if he did stopping his paw.


When she was sure hew as agitated enough, the otter instead turned her attention to the Possum girl. Her heavy boot slipped under the girls chin and pulled her upwards. The slightly gawky, slightly pixyish girl shuddered as boot tip was replaced by Justine’s paw in her fingerless glove. The otter gave the girl a rough kiss. No love, no romance. Simply demanding need. Smoke curling though her tongue and into the stunned girl’s open mouth. The Possum struggling to get herself in closer, to have herself conquered and violated more by the apathetic goddess.


All too soon the kiss was broken. Justine bringing the clove cigarette to her muzzle again, taking a drag, and blowing it slowly over the poor thing’s face.


The possum instinctively opened her muzzle. She winced, bracing, gasping and gagging as the cinders were tapped off on her tongue. She held the foul taste there for as long as she could. Unable to hide her revulsion. Or the way her maidenhood dripped at the treatment. Finally Justine let go. Leaning back and allowing her to swallow. A careful examination of the blushing thing’s face hidden behind a mask of disinterest.


“That goes for you too, Jinx.” The otter huffed.


“B-but Mistress.” the girl yelped in protest. “I thought the gift I brought, I-I mean I…”

“Fillerbunny?” Justine snorted “You thought you could save some money getting me something on employee discount and I’d give you a little more time?” The otter girl pulled her skirt up. Her own shaft sticking out, throbbing and dripping. Drawing lustful, needy whines from the girl at her feet. “Keep your eyes on this while you shine my shoes, slut. That’s another week without cumming. But maybe if you’re good enough I’ll let you watch me fuck my actual girlfriend while you edge in the corner.”

Both of her worshipers were now in awe. Kneeling, shuddering, looking on as they just basked in the exposed shaft. It wasn’t all that big, or thick. But the mere fact that Mistress allowed them to see it…

“Of course…” Justine grumbled as she went back to her book. “You want to do something like that. It’s gonna cost you.”
----------


Jo’s presence could be felt somewhere behind the otter boy. His boss busying herself with tasks he’d probably be doing now if his stupid arm was ok. He should feel more guilty about that. Instead, his mind was taken up by ‘other’ things.


The way people on the net always talked about it, Justin had figured this stupid chastity cage would be making him more aggressive and irritable. Or, alternatively, just make him a full on swishy femmie femboy ready to drool over any guy or girl with a big cock and features which rendered them at once unattractive conventionally but also powerful and ‘dominant’.


Fortunately none of that seemed to be the case. It was probably just like Ryan kept telling him. Never go to the Chans for advice.


But the worry about blue balls was still there, though. As was the fact that he hadn’t… enjoyed himself… in quite some time. Even longer than usual. To the point where now he was daydreaming any time he got bored. Images of the girl at the Hot Topic and that cute bunny boy from the picture set he’d browsed the other night were still gnawing at the back of his brain and there was very little he could do about it. 


Jo had to suspect something as well. Justin flipped the page of the book he was trying to read, trying like hell to make it seem as if he was paying attention. Then he flipped it back, realizing that it might be a good idea to absorb what he was being told. Only when he actually looked at the diagram did it really sink in how utterly fucking confusing this all was.


“Ok“ Jo said, giving little warning as she strode up behind him. “Pop quiz, school boy. Tell me how one of these Harley transmissions work.”

Justin blinked and looked up at his boss, quirking his brow a bit. “Huh? Uh, okay. Well, you have these two rods. And you have these gears with holes in them. But you also have these other ones with the pointy tabs. So the pointy tabs-”

“The dogs.” Jo corrected.


“Racist.” Justin muttered the word in a perfect mirror of a jokey, meme cartoon. He then grinned up at his boss. His grin quickly fading as he noticed she wasn‘t at all amused.


“Are you going to take this seriously?” The feline asked


“I am.” Justin muttered.


“So can you tell me what those smaller gears are called?”

“I don‘t know.” Justin muttered.


“How about the mechanism to move the gears into place?”

“I don‘t know.” The boy muttered again, his voice a bit more monotone.


“Come on.” Jo sighed “You‘re in school. You‘re gonna graduate. How do you normally study for this stuff? I mean you know enough to pass, right? 


“I don’t know.” Justin winced at the sudden sting moving though his hands. Only then realizing that he’d pounded the table, and that his wounded arm really hurt. “I don’t know how I know these things. Everyone tells me to ‘study’ and I don’t know what that means. You’ve got a gear, and if you got a little gear turning it then the little gear moves faster so the big gear moves faster. But it won’t have as much power because it’s moving faster. I just hang around with dad and watch stuff and read stuff and I… I ‘know’ that. I hover on 1d4chan all day and suddenly I can tell you the backstory of each primarch. I understand the plot to Kingdom Hearts and Danganronpa. I know political things and medical things and history things and I never tried to learn any of them. I don’t know how I know them!”


There were tears in his eyes as he looked up at Jo. Desperation and frustration screaming for a way out. “Japan is in the Northern Hemisphere. Did you know that? I can tell you about the Diet and about cultural norms like any good otaku but I only just found out it’s not in the southern hemisphere. Hell, Korea isn’t directly below the bottom part of China. I should know that. My girlfriend’s family is from there. I’ve known them since I was a kid. They go there every year. But I don’t know Mandarin and if I ever went with them odds are good I’d end up confused on why it’s not tropical or some shit.”

He let his head slump and wrapped his arms around it. A small trail of blood leaving his bandages as he tried to bite back sobs. “I don’t understand why my brain won’t listen to me. I don’t know what’s going on. I never know what’s going on. Mom keeps telling me to ‘think before I act’. But I don’t think. I don’t think I know what ‘thinking’ is! Nobody is explaining this shit and I just, I don’t…” With that, the sobs came. The teenage boy snarling at himself in frustration and grinding his boot heels into the stool.


The shop was quiet for a long moment. Jo shook her head and put a hand on the boys shoulder. The old cat turning him a bit harder than she probably intended. “Kid, you’re done for today. Drive on down to the urgent care and get that looked at.”

Justin didn’t know what she meant. He glanced at his arm, and then winced. “Shit.”

“I don’t need you bleeding all over the shop. Look, you’re not stupid. Trust me, I’ve met stupid guys in my time. I donno what the fuck is stressing you out, but I’m not mad. Just relax and go get yourself fixed up. This shit happens. Ok?” Jo made her point clear by pulling back a bit of her own shirt, showing a mesh of some rather nasty scars where the fur hadn’t grown in properly. It was just a quick momentary thing. It probably hadn’t even been that bad. But it was enough to assure Justin.


The otter boy nodded and wrapped the end of his paw in his shirt to stop the slow trickle of blood from making more of a mess. That done, he made his way outside, cursing himself for fucking things up yet again.

----------


In spite of her normal bravado, the otter girl felt nervous. She stood there in the chill night air of the park without so much as a jacket to keep her warm.


Conversely, the wolverine sitting on the park bench had no such compunctions. The woman was massive, her shaft and balls hanging freely out of fully opened leather pants. Her chest bare under a biker jacket. Dirty blonde hair falling in front of her face as she gazed at the gothy girl.


Normally Justine would have found it all too easy to stay disaffected in the face of even the harshest authority. But this wasn’t just some ‘authority’. A fact that Tabs reminded her of with each bill she flicked between her paws.


“Have fun toying around with some weak little dorks?” Tabs snickered as she flicked though another set of fifties.


“I guess.” Justine muttered. The otter girl let out a humph and looked down at the cement below her.


“You guess?” Tabs growled. A paw grabbed hold of the otter’s face and twisted it roughly up.


The cold, cruel amusement Justine felt made her weak in the knees. She felt so weak. Felt like nothing more than some pale imitation. Something trying to parrot the severity and confidence she saw in those eyes.  It was about the only thing to make her truly feel weak. To make her lose that spark of cold superiority and feel utterly unsure.


She gripped her arm and ground her foot into the cold cement paving slab sitting in the midst of the park. Only the open wooden pavilion offering any shelter from anyone who might stride by. True it was late. Late enough that nobody should come. But Tabs was making no effort to hide either of them. Certainly no effort to hide herself. Slipping though the last of the bills before selecting a few of them and stuffing them into the too-loose top and loose training bra Justine wore.


“That’s not why I came here.” The otter muttered in something near-defiant, but still painfully sheepish.


“Oh it’s not?” Tabs growled. Her heavy paw instantly wrapped around the otter’s muzzle and forcing it towards her. “Coulda fooled me. What, is someone a bit upset she hasn’t gotten enough attention?”

“That’s not it.” Justine muttered half heartedly. Her scowl only grew when the older woman pulled her into a kiss. Grabbing the heavy, solid cage around Justine’s shaft. Mashing it. Crushing at her balls. Wringing uncomfortable pleasure from the poor girls denied body while Justine failed to fight back a moan.


“You really shouldn’t be ashamed of what you want. Auntie’s here to give it to you, bitch.” Tabs kissed the girl firmly. She began licking in that muzzle, slowly and carefully rolling her tongue around while dragging the girl towards her and letting her feel the bigger, thicker, and utterly free cock the wolverine was allowing free. Tabs rubbing and grinding herself against the shivering otter sissy while both dicks began to well up with thick beads of pre.


“Fine, F-fuck me!” Justine finally spat. Squealing and pushing her hips forwards.


Tabs growled and pulled back. Her shaft leaving that needy little caged clit. Her eyes grazing over the shivering otter. “You think you’re gonna get that just if you ask nice, girl? Come on now, ask your dear Auntie to give you what you need.”

The otter opened her mouth to say something. It never happened. A moment later she was pushed against the picnic table. Her chest heaving into the cold worn wood with only a thin shirt to protect her. Rump pushing into the air while the gothy girl balled her fists into the table while the heat from her ‘auntie’ loomed and spread over her body.


“Admit it. You need this, you want this, don’t you little one?” Tabs snarled. “Why not admit it? That you like this. You need it. You don’t just need to cum…” The thick wolverine dick began pushing between the scrawny otter’s rump cheeks. The intention all but stated as she slowly started to grind herself down against the soft fur and warm flesh.


Justine let out a shockingly cute squeal and curled against the table. Her whole body bracing. She nodded. Small, barely able to get herself to fully do so. Her rump pushed up as she whined needily and expectantly.


“God, you’re pathetic.” Tabs cooed. Her shaft started sinking into the warm flesh. The head finding the clenched hole. Pushing, grinding, shoving in slowly but surely. Drawing out loud whines from the shuddering otter.


Justine looked up, the wig of purple hair half obscuring her vision hanging over one eye. All around her it felt as if she could see eyes. Phantom figures hovering around. People, people she couldn’t quite place, all hanging there in space around her. All gazing at her, at them, as her ‘Auntie’, her dominant, railed her. All the pride and haughty self assurance melting away with each thrust as the eyes seemed to slowly close in around them. Inching ever nearer to them. The pair on full display in the cool blue-black night air.


Justin’s eyes shot open with a start. His body curling. He winced, a wet spot on his sheets as he looked around his room. The phantom sensation of being watched, of being seen, still hovering in his mind.


“Ah… fuck.”
----------


The house was ever so slightly too warm as Justin emerged from his basement cave. The dream from last night still rolling in his groggy head  after ravishing his pent up subconscious. He could already hear his mother banging and clanging things around in the kitchen. One of her rare attempts at cooking with what little free time the woman really had. Justin stood in the doorway at the top of the stairs, gazing at her for the longest time. 


It felt a bit like those dinosaur movies. One little movement would snap her eyes on him and sear though his soul. He actually considered slipping out to the garage and just driving out to get himself some food. The door was right there beside him. But he couldn’t. The boy instead made his way up to the small kitchen island turned dining room table the family shared and sat himself down. A quick glance at his arm assured him he wasn’t bleeding all over things yet again. Another one out of the dining room window showed that they’d apparently gotten dumped on by about a foot of snow.


“Winter has come, John Snow.” The otter matron half barked. She set a plate of eggs and hash browns down in front of him along with a glass of milk. Her tail thumped on the cheap linoleum while she watched her only child take a tentative bite of the food. Then another. All the while mother and son gazed at each other.


There were a few small flashes in Justin’s head. He was scared, and relieved. He was also at least a touch grateful that he’d had the dream he did last night, if only because there was some small seed in his head that probably would have had some impure thoughts about his own mother at that moment. Good god did he not need that.


“I thought you’d be pissed.” Justin finally muttered. He dug his browns into a nice big pool of ketchup and took an overly large bite. One big enough to ensure he wouldn’t have to elaborate too much or draw out the inevitable conversation longer than it needed to be.


“Why? Because I got a call from the urgent care? What, you think just because I’m a nurse I’m gonna want to fix every stitch you get or something?


“I popped three of them.” Justin sighed “I bled all over Miss Jo’s workbench. Plus that’s gotta fuck with your premiums, right?”

“Language!” Meredith snapped. “And since when did you care about our insurance costs?”

Justin shrugged apathetically at the question.  “Since I realized a dumb kid was costing you both a ton of money in medical care. So, a while? I guess?”

The woman sat down, her blonde hair already showing signs of grey and thinning at the ends. Years of stress marked on her face, just like her husband. Though he seemed to always wear it a bit better. “Do we need to send you to see Dr. Hodges again?” It wasn’t a threat, or an accusation. She spoke plainly and simply. Reaching out to put a hand on her sons bandaged arm.


“I don’t need a ton of pills to make me not-me, mom. And I don’t want everyone wasting their time on me like that anyways.” Justin snapped


“If it helps you feel better it’s not a waste of time. And meds don’t make you any less ‘you’. I don’t know where you get that idea from. Your father and I sure as hell didn’t teach you that.” She gripped his hand tightly. Mother and son spending a long moment of silence. Her looking for the right thing to say, Justin just silently shoveling food into his mouth.


“Look, Maybe it’s not meds. Maybe it’s something else. I don’t know. There’s a reason I work ICU. If I wanted to spend all day dealing with people’s mental health I would have taken that job at Pine Rest ages ago.”

“Come on, mom.” Justin scoffed “Even if we moved all the way up there, you’d burn out in a month. I remember back when you guys almost sent me there.” He sniffed contemptuously. He shouldn’t have. He knew better. The facility was there to help people with mental issues get a proper diagnosis and deal with those who may be a bit more violent and aggressive. But it was also hell. Any one of the ‘not-normal’ kids around town knew it. Most had been there, and the really fucked up ones wore it as a badge of honor.


He then realized he’d have probably done so too, had the doctor not treated him like some animal to be ‘broken’ in front of his mom.


“We’re not sending you there, son. Yeah you got a suspension again. But between you and me, I’m proud of you. I mean you shouldn’t hit people, obviously. But that little brat starts throwing around those sorts of slurs at people? I’d have probably punched him too in your position.”

“That’s the Lockhart in us, isn’t it.” Justin scoffed.


“Yeah it is.” Meredith nodded “I’m still waiting for the day when Becky snaps and just whacks someone in the head with her camera bag because they look at her funny.”

“So I’m not… bad? For feeling this way?” Justin muttered.


“Feelings and actions aren’t the same thing, sweetie.” Meredith replied gently. “We all feel that way sometimes. It’s like we keep telling you, though. You have to think before you act.”

A dry laugh left Justin’s lips. He fell quiet again, this time downing the milk in his glass to stem off any conversation. He gulped it down overly-aggressively and then gasped, choking hard as a bit of it went down the wrong pipe. He wheezed for air and winced. His mother beating on his back with the training and response only a medical professional could bring. The milk shot back into his mouth, and he took a few long moments before daring to swallow again. Looking back up at his mother with a small nod of thanks.


“Son, if it’s really this hard for you to talk about with us, then the doctor may be a better bet. But I really do wish you’d tell us what’s wrong. I’m not going to be mad. I promise. I know I get frustrated sometimes. Ok a lot. But if you really want to help with that then all you have to do is let us know how we can help you.”

“I don’t know!” he barked. Or did he sob the words. Once again Justin was only dimly aware of what he was doing. Feeling more a passenger in his own body. “I’d love to tell you but I don’t know what’s wrong with me! You tell me to think and I can’t. I don’t know how. I don’t know why I’m not like everyone else and I don’t know how to fix it. Hui’s gonna realize I’m a loser and dump me. I’m going to end up in some shitty minimum wage job. I know you guys wanted me to get a scholarship but I’m just not that smart. Even if I got into college it’d just be a waste of money.”

“What the hell makes you say any of that?” Meredith gasped. Her own dander beginning to rise a bit.


“You know it’s true. Hui’s going to go off to college and meet someone, and I’ll drop out the first semester because I don’t know what I’m doing. I was kinda hoping I could just figure something out at this bike shop because that’s the one thing I’m good at. But now I’m making Miss Jo play babysitter and the one time I try to learn something it isn’t working. All I’ve ever done is coast and the second things move past me I’m done. I’m a fake and I’m screwed and you know it as well as I do.”

“Honey, you’re not-” Meredith blinked in shock as Justin pulled himself up and made his way to the garage door, pausing only to toss his coat on. “Justin, where do you think you’re going?”

“The mall.” He muttered “I need to go for a walk, and the woods probably look like freaking Mount Hylia right now.”

Without another word the boy was out the door and soon pulling out into the barely plowed driveway.


It was doubtful he’d get too far. His mother knew that. She also knew she couldn’t stop him right now. Just watch the little old corvette pulling itself out and trundling its way down the fresh snow atop the newly plowed road.

Chapter 36:

Ling shouldn’t have been laughing. Frankly she should have been mad. She looked out of her kitchen window once more, watching her Husband’s jacked up Land Rover slowly trying to yank the white corvette out of a snow filled drainage ditch.


For Feng it had probably been like Christmas when Justin took the turn into their drive too sharply and found out that the whole ditch had been smoothed over with wind and rendered indistinguishable from the driveway. He stood out there wrapped in a full suite of rarely-used Patagonia cold-weather clothes and watched as the winch on the front of his beloved truck slowly hauled the light weight old thing out from the snow.


Her dear husband hadn’t been able to go out camping in ages. Certainly not since the kids were old enough to turn him down. He kept insisting that he’d get a nice big trailer once Chen was set up in a comfy job and the two of them could go all the time. Ling rather doubted that. Or rather, she hoped it wouldn’t come to that.


Grabbing up a small tray, the wah woman made her way down the stairs and into the nicely appointed finished basement. She looked on at Justin and Hui as the two sat on the couch. Justin nursing his arm while trying not to show how much it hurt. Hui doing her best not to dote, but failing miserably. Ling approached them quietly and set the tray down. Two cups of cocoa with marshmallows and a neatly arranged set of windmill almond cookies.


“I’m really sorry.” The otter boy blurted it out before she’d even finished letting go of the tray. “I mean, I should really go out and help Mr. Sang with all of this.”

“No, you don’t need to go spoiling his fun.” Ling snickered “Besides, I think you’ve had enough trouble for today. I’d rather not have Feng try to drive you to the hospital just to show off how nice his truck is.”

She saw the boy offer a placating smile. Hui meanwhile was still looking at her boyfriend’s arm.  “I’m guessing since you didn’t call, though, that you weren’t planning on stopping by for a visit?”

The scolding edge to Ling’s tone caused the boy to shrink back a bit. He shook his head emphatically and reached out to touch the mug. A few cursory taps telling him it was too hot to take at this point. “I was going to drive to the mall. I… I needed to get out of the hose. I always feel kinda awkward about turning around in some stranger’s driveway though. So I just kept going until I got to yours”

“And then you fell in.” Ling affirmed. “Well for now you can stay for a while if you really need out of the house. But you two still know the rules.”

Both her daughter and the otter boy nodded their affirmation. They’d both been relatively good about keeping it to themselves. It was enough that she wasn’t too worried about any grandkids before Hui got though college. So long as she came in and checked occasionally, of course.


It was almost funny, thinking back. Ling could remember when she and her husband first talked about moving away from China. The idea of escaping to religious freedom and how the culture would better fit how they wished to raise their children. She’d had a picture of America. One she only realized later was heavily shaped by movies and TV shows. Lots of deserts. Lots of warm if not hot wooded areas. Massive seas of redwoods spreading over the land for miles. Admittedly all of that was there. They’d taken trips to the Grand Canyon and to one of those national parks in Washington state at different times.


But somehow they didn’t tell you about the snow.


Michigan had its own charms. The forests were indeed lovely. Feng had never been able to complain about the camping and the Great Lakes. Well, even after so many years around them, calling such massive vista’s of water ’lakes’ still made her question her grasp of English.


Lake effect was the problem here, though. The roads had barely been plowed a few hours ago and already Justin had gone off of them. He was at least a careful driver, and it was probably smart trying to turn around. The actual roads didn’t look that bad to the novice, but the snow was thick and heavy. The pavement under the fresh sheet was probably saturated, and that meant there’d be a thin layer of slush just under the surface. Bad when doing twenty on a little back road. Lethal on the highway.


The woman made her way up the stairs once more, her body whining in protest. She peered out though the kitchen window and saw the fat flakes had actually grown worse. Feng had yanked the Corvette out of the ditch and drove it into their driveway. Now he was fussing his way back into his own vehicle, not helped by the layers of expensive cold weather clothes.


She and Feng had gone though something of a row right before Justin had come for his unexpected visit. He’d already informed her that he planned to go in today even though the half-hour commute was bound to be perilous and even the schools were closed. It was something that Ling had ultimately hoped he’d reconsider after enduring the cold and difficult task of unsticking a whole car from their drainage ditch. But as she watched him pull off she knew this wasn’t the case.


“Stubborn man.” She sighed. 


Thankfully the car had a tracking app. In part to cut down on insurance costs, but it also meant she could be sure he got there safely. That and a bit of prayer would have to suffice for any sort of assurance. By now she’d gotten used to Feng’s antics. That same little willful streak she’d frankly fallen for back in their youth.


That done the woman checked the weather forecast on her phone. It was going to get worse. Maybe. The whole day and possibly even tomorrow were likely to see heavy storms hammer them with lake effect snow. That rapid weather shift was just another quirk of her adopted home. She swiped to her messenger app. She’d let Meredith know that Justin was ok as soon as he showed up. She also gave her friend a chance to calm down after the shock of her boy driving off into a storm.


Ling had no desire to punish the boy. Nothing she could do would be half as bad as what his mother was sure to inflict on him anyways. Though Meredith had mentioned one other thing that seemed like a rather good idea considering how things were starting to develop.


Making her way back down, the wah did her best to ignore the slight pain tingling at her knees, reminding her of her age. She looked at the poor stunned boy and her daughter rubbing his hand to console him. Her hand moving to rest on her daughter’s head.


“Apparently we’re going to get hit with more snow.” Ling said with a bit too much calm in her voice “I’m going to be working remotely today, but I think it’d be a good idea if I head out first and get some groceries in case things get too bad out there.” The wah matron grinned a bit and leaned in, tilting her head just a touch. “I assume if I get Chen down here, you two can behave yourselves without me for a while?”

Both teens blinked in shock. Ling chided herself for almost thinking of them as cubs. Somehow that time had long since passed. Her precious little angel and the scrappy, dirt-strewn boy who always seemed to hang around in her driveway had somehow become young adults. Adults who would all too soon enter the real world and leave the nest for good. Maybe even start their own family. Though she would be damned if she’d see that last part happen before they were though with their educations and at least a bit stable. As much as Ling wanted to be a grandmother, she absolutely had her priorities in order.

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


The Sang family basement was much nicer than what Justin was used to with his own room. It was the same basic layout. A large main room that had been furnished and finished to something as cozy as upstairs, along with a couple of smaller rooms off to the side, one holding much of the family’s miscellaneous things in storage tubs, while the other served as a simple guest room. It was the same floor plan as Justin’s home, more or less. But whoever had owned it before had spent a bit more to make things nice, warm, and far more homey feeling than it was for his own room in the family basement.


The pair sat squished up on one side of the long L shaped leather couch. Hui curled and cozy in some fuzzy pink pajama pants and an overly-long shirt. It was how she dressed around the house much of the time.


It would take a keen eye, or at least more keen than hers, to notice the very particular way the two sat. The way her pajamas rose just a bit more than the bunched up fuzzy fabric should suggest. The way her too-big shirt hid her collar. The way she fidgeted and squirmed from the awkward but enjoyably forceful touches of the otter boy now wrapped around her.


They’d done this for quite a while. Not long after they started dating in fact. There was a thrill in the risk of being caught. It was a stupid idea to be sure. Especially since they could easily go and do far more if they really wanted. What was a minor violation of parental trust to a couple of horny teenagers, after all? No witnesses, no trespass.


Yet the simple, almost casual act. The way Justin cuddled her so tenderly while his fingers played with her wet, aching folds. Her struggle to hold the controller while her in-game avatar marched around the Galar region. Stomping along the hillsides with a bag full of poke balls.


She wasn’t allowed to cum. Even now. If she had been, she’d have rubbed herself off on his paw at least a dozen times to make up for lost time, and to ensure she was spent by the time her mom got back. No this was just more torment. Another way for her Master to fuck with her mind and play with her will. Another reminder that he could use her as a sex object any time he wished, and there was nothing she could do about it.


“Got a reason you’re still using screech?” Justin muttered. His voice punctuated by hot breath on her ear, and a small twist to her vulnerable little nub.


Hui curled helplessly on him and bit back a loud screech of her own. Or at least a squeal.


“I thought it would… help” She muttered softly. She gazed at the matchup between her Nidorina and a pitifully under leveled silicobra.


“Don’t lie to me, slave.” Justin growled. His nose pushing into her cheek “You aren’t being focused, are you? Thinking about other things? Things that don’t belong to you. Things that aren’t your concern” he nipped her ear tip and snarled, his tail thudding in the couch groove and bapping at her a bit while he gave her tenderness another firm pinch.


“What it is, losers.” A girly voice sing-songed down the stairs.


Justin’s paw shot away from its place just as the heavy thudding footfalls hit the basement steps. He glanced over instinctively. His eyes darting u and down the gap in the stairwell wall. It took a few moments to process the loose black pajama pants as not being something Mr. or Mrs. Sang would wear around the house. A few more before he realized Collin was supposed to be coming down at some point.


Except it wasn’t Collin. The blue wig was on. Her face was done up. An overly large Blackpink tee shirt hung off of the wah’s slender frame the way a girl might wear her boyfriend’s old tee shirt.


Kathoey was there, provocative in the way only the alter ego wah could be. Carefully calculating a stretching yawn as she made her way  over to the couch and flopped down at the far end of it.


Justin could feel Hui staring at her sibling. Even knowing some of the reasoning behind the whole thing, the confusion and discomfort was clear. He could feel her watching the femme boi prance and display the sleek body oh so ‘casually’. Writhing in a manner far more sensual in its tone than Hui had ever even attempted. Not that Justin cared. But he could feel the red panda girl seethe and roil as she pushed up against his arm. Her nails digging into his wrist a bit, even if she herself seemed unaware of the visceral response.


“What are you doing here?” Hui muttered “And why do you look like… that?”

Collin… Kathoey… shrugged and slipped herself down into the far side of the couch. She curled her legs up to her chest and under her shirt while wrapping her tail around herself. “Look like what? I’m just trying to be comfy, lil sis.” The elder sibling cooed in a soft girly voice. “Mom is waiting for the snow to clear up some before she tries to get back here and she told dad not to try anything with his truck. He’s stuck at work. So someone had to come and make sure you two aren’t doing anything too naughty.”

“Chen!” Hui snapped the word before slinking back into her own corner of the couch. She then slipped back and crossed her arms making little attempt to hide the clear frustration at her elder sibling’s intrusion.


“Don’t blame me” the femmy boy shrugged “A mother stuck out of the house. A strong, virile young man and her eager daughter all alone… so many chances to take advantage. To enjoy themselves. It’s really convenient don’t ya think?”

A pillow silenced the comment and left the wah boy attempting to paw away the residual feeling of the impact. Hui’s aim had nailed the throw pillow right at the center of her sibling’s nose tip. A fact that drew a twisted little grin from her face while she leaned in to Justin, as if his mere presence would deflect any sort of retribution.


“You know nothing’s gonna happen.” Justin muttered “We’re just looking for a Ponita to do some breeding.”

“Oh is that what you call it now?” A girly giggle from Collin as he whipped his tail at them.


There was little Hui could do to hide her bashful rage. She simply glowered at her brother and leaned back harder on Justin, kissing him roughly and without warning. The girl actually grabbed her Master by the paw and pulled it up to her tummy. She made an awkward attempt to get him to rub and grope at her. Her own shame now doubled-down. The gawky bundle of red-brown fur doing her best to put on a sensual, sexy display. A lack of actual experience became all too clear as she wriggled and writhed against the bashful and clearly confused otter.


In fact the only one who seemed to be indifferent to the display was Collin. No, that wasn’t true. Small traces of amusement curled in his Loki-like grin. “Ohhh, hawt.” He mocked. A silent purr running though him while Hui gazed at her brother in shocked annoyance.


Hui reached down and tugged her shirt more as if it would somehow show off her collar more. She glared at her brother, waiting impatiently for some sign, any sign of annoyance. When it didn’t come she pulled herself off of Justin and let out a huff.


The girl paced a few steps over the immaculate Berber, stopped and turned to her brother. Eyes narrowed into slits. “I’m gonna go order” She cut herself off, remembering the blizzard they were in. “I mean, I’m gonna go see if… I mean, door dash should… FOOD!” She yipped the word and stormed her way up the stairs into the kitchen before the blue-wigged boy could say anything more.


Justin waited for Hui to be well away from the stars before scooting over, shoving the elder wah firmly and glowering at him. “Collin, dude, the fuck are you doing?” he snapped in a not-so-quiet whisper. 


“Mom said to make sure you two don’t fuck.” The blue haired thing shrugged


“You!” Justin snapped before lowering his voice. “You know that won’t happen. You know why, too. And you didn’t have to haul your ass down here like… that… just to keep an eye on us.”

The faux-innocent grin turned sour as the wah shifted in place. Kathoey’s muzzle wrinkling at the assertion. “So what, now I don’t even get to be comfortable in my own home when my parents are out?”

The otter boy growled and slumped back firmly into his seat. His body tensed. His tail thudding against the warm spot on the couch where Hui had sat. He looked over his best friend, now resplendent as the Kathoey e-girl ‘persona’ and mimicking some twisted little purr as ‘she’, or he, scooted in closer and plopped firmly against Justin.


“Knock it off.” Justin muttered as he pushed back against his best friend. “I’m not in the mood.”

“Yeah you are.” Kathoey snickered “I know you haven’t been getting enough ‘relief’. We both know you’re super pent up. Especially with my sexy lil sister right there just…” The words lingered as the Wah moved a paw down between Justin’s legs. Kathoey kept pushing against Justin’s chest while pulling the zipper on his jeans down bit by bit. A soft teasing murr slipping from her lips as the fluffy, fuzzy femme thing squeezed those over-swollen balls and licked up against Justin’s cheek. 


“Come on, where is she? Where’s Auntie’s dark little raven, hmm? That cold snide bitch who likes to rail my cute lil rump with her fake cock.”

The skilled paws worked wonders on those swollen orbs. A sudden assault getting a tongue slipped though the suddenly shocked otter muzzle.


There was a long hazy moment enveloping them. A hot writhing wah body pushing against the other boy. Caged shafts clinking. Thick needy ooze smearing against their cages while they twisted and roiled in yet another makeout session.


Only a sharp scream broke the kiss. Justin’s impotent attempts to push the other off finally allowing him to be free. Kathoey flopping down on the couch and grinning sheepishly.


“What the hell?” Hui gasped as she stood there, gazing on in abject horror.

Chapter 37:

It was amazing, in its way, how winter could transform some places. All around the county the fresh blanket of deep snow was a threat. A signal of danger to any who tried to venture forth. An unwanted interruption from daily life. Yet when looking out from the large bay window of a simple little house set just in the woods, it was a vast sea of pure white. Something out of a painting. The kind of thing which forced one to stop and consider the world for just how vast and deep it was.


Meredith felt a bit guilty for letting herself focus on that.  She looked out of the window with a cup of cocoa in her hand and thought back to her son. Safe and sound, thank god. But the worry from earlier today had jarred her to no end. He’d tried to go out in this, and thankfully had the good sense to turn back fast. But if he hadn’t…


Meredith looked back from the window into the house itself. She could see her mother sewing in the next room. Taking care of what she always did regardless of the weather and enjoying her craft while one of the cats, Mittens she thought, continually bumped her nose into the old woman’s leg and begged for attention. Meredith had grown up with feral cats. Most of them probably ten pounds or more thanks to her mother’s refusal to monitor what the little fuzz balls ate. She’d vowed never to have one herself, but lately she was beginning to wonder. Justin would be out of the house soon. Probably for good. Sure he was still a teenager. Sure he had just blown up at her with some huge random outburst this morning. But he was an adult. He was a man now. And the nest would very soon be empty.


Ling very clearly wasn’t worried about that. Meredith’s best friend was now laying on the living rooms cheap floral-print couch. Her eyes were transfixed on the TV. DVD episodes of ‘News Radio’ playing. Not that the wah woman was paying attention. How could she? Her children were trapped as well, and with every passing hour there was a chance that Justin and Hui could make the kind of decision that would irreparably change their lives. No matter how responsible they were, they were also teenagers. They were also driven by urges. Nothing was stopping them when it came right down to it, save for Collin. Even then, Collin might not prove more than a nuisance if the two really got that focused.


“I have a few other shows here if you want.” Meredith offered “Mom’s never really been one for cable, but every once in a while I get some DVDs for them. Or bring over some of the ones we had at home in a box somewhere.” The nervous rambling finally tapered off. It wasn’t working. Meredith knew it wouldn’t work. She’d known Ling long enough to know that. The fact that her friend’s face turned more dour only caused the otter to shrink back into her seat and curl her legs under her.


“You know I went to Halloween as Dave Foley once.” she chirped right to of high school. First ‘couples’ costume. John loves ‘kids in the hall’. Got Justin hooked on it for a while too. He went as Scott Thompson. Literally nobody got it.”

“I don’t really get it either.” Ling muttered. She went quiet for a very long moment. Long enough for Meredith’s anxiety to grow. Long enough for that knot in her stomach to feel as if it would just snap.


“Does Justin have a condom?”

The knot snapped. Or, maybe it did. God only knew what Meredith felt. She heard the laugh. Knew it came from her. But god damn if it didn’t feel distant. She looked up to make sure her mother wasn’t paying attention. If she was, she didn’t make any real indication of it. She looked back down at her cocoa and took a deep breath.


“John gave him one. Back when he and Hui started dating. I wasn’t happy about it. Considered taking him to  talk to the pastor over it. Though that was back when we had Pastor Tim and god knows that’d have been a nightmare.” She shook her head softly and sighed. “He hasn’t used it. Keeps it in his wallet. Every once in a while John gives him a new one. I… kinda check when I do the laundry. The boy can’t remember to take his wallet out. I make sure it’s still there, and if it’s expired I replace it. We made it clear to him we don’t want him doing ‘that’. So far I trust that he’s been good enough and smart enough to listen. “

“I just wish this damn snow would clear up.” Ling snapped the words as she cast her eyes outside.


Meredith nodded and sighed softly. Powerlessness. That’s what this was really about. Truth be told she’d probably be feeling that too if she wasn’t so relieved. The  two had met up at the Meijer getting groceries for when things got really bad. It was Meredith’s idea to load it all in her own car since it was four wheel drive, and her own idea to stop at her parent’s house when the roads were just too bad. Twenty miles out, and yet enough of those backroads were twisted turns and frozen bridges to make it potentially lethal.


Justin could have been on those roads. She He wasn’t. He was safe in a warm house with other people and presumably enough food for a couple of days. Plus whatever was in their own home if he had to brave his way back on foot or in the car to get it.


They were adults now. The little scamps who used to run around in the woods behind the house, climbing around in their tree fort or trying to play pretend in the front yard making John go nuts as he tried to shoo them off and get some side work done. They’d grown up, and they could take care of themselves. Hell, they had to. In a few months now they’d be leaving the nest. Going off to start their own lives.


Quickly she shot her attention back up to the TV. This wasn’t something Meredith needed to focus on right now. It was bad enough Ling was stewing this way. Meredith should be worried about all of her co-workers and all of the patients stuck in the hospital while this was going on. Worried about her husband who was stuck in a hotel out near his current job site. The poor man likely having to subsist on whatever he can scrounge up in the mini-bar or any nearby gas stations. Hell, if she was being realistic she should be worried about her parents. Sure they were both fine, but should anything happen it would be a nightmare getting them to the hospital.


No. Justin was fine. Hui and Collin were fine. The ids were probably in the least danger out of any of them. But Jesus did it feel horrible being this powerless.


“Here.” Meredith finally sighed as she pulled Ling’s phone from the charger and tossed it to her. “Maybe give them a call. Then I’ll see if we have any of John’s old ‘Kids in the Hall’ tapes boxed up in the basement.”
--------------------


Was this what an anxiety attack felt like? Justin, in spite of himself, really had to wonder. He was trembling. His palms hurt. His limbs trembled. Was this a stroke? Was part of his face drooping? He didn’t know. He couldn’t think about it. The moments after throwing Collin, Kathoey, whoever, off of him and running upstairs were all a blur. He grabbed her shoulders and spun her around, looking down at the girl he loved. At her tears. At her confusion.


“Look, I… Let me explain, please.”


It wasn’t what should have come out of his muzzle first. He felt her clinging. He felt her sink into his chest. He also felt her fists beat into it. A few choked sobs. A few growls of supreme frustration. They stayed like that for what felt like hours, even though it couldn’t have been more than a few moments. His head unnerved at how aware he was of anything else. Of the fake grout lines in the linoleum as he pushed his toes into it. Of the texture of the fridge against his tailfur as the rudder thumped awkwardly to the side. He caught himself looking up at the cabinets, unable to bring himself to look at his weeping love in his arms. It all made him feel guilty and wrong. As if he was ignoring her. Yet he found he was barely in control of himself, and he felt her flood of emotion pouring out over him in a wave.


He tried to grip her chin as he always did once she stopped crying as hard. She pushed his hand away, then turned and started down the hall, gesturing for him to follow.


Justin followed Hui into the living room. For the first time in a long time he was sure he could pick up on signs of her anxiety. Clenching her fists, her feet half-stomping their way along the floor rather than her usual soft shuffle. She walked to the far end of the sectional sofa and sat. The normally chipper and goofy red panda girl stern and dour while she waited for him to find a seat.


The otter sat across from his girlfriend and leaned forwards until his elbows were on his knees. He resisted the urge to shove his forehead into his hands, and for once in his life made a true effort to make and keep eye contact with someone. Each breath was slow. Each breath was measured. Each breath felt like it was coming though tattered rags and leaving him weaker in the knees.


The living room was quiet for ages. Two sets of slow and labored breathing. Neither one quite synching up with the other.


“Ok, so, start.” Hui was the one who finally spoke. Her voice shaking and her hands trembling. She looked up at Justin. A face that wanted to show hate, but was simply a mask of raw confusion and hurt.


Justin looked at her for a long moment. His right leg bounced up and down on the ball of his foot. His tail thumped and paddled against the side of the chair hard enough that some dimly aware part of his brain had to wonder if he’d break it. Not that he cared. Not right now. Not with all of this.


“Ok, so. First thing’s first. This is my fault. Collin has his own thing, but whatever happens I-”

“Stop.” Hui snapped. “Just, stop it. Stop trying to cover for everyone. Stop trying to play the hero. Just… stop. Please.” She bit her lip and choked back a sob. Her eyes burned, pleading for some kind of answer to make sense of it all.


The otter boy relented. His head dipping a bit. “So a while ago, Miss Blake found porn in Collin’s locker.”

“Miss Blake? Is that why she’s been taking an interest in you guys?” The possibilities stirring in her mind “I… wait, has she been, has she done something?”

Justin held up a finger. The boy only realizing after a few moments how much it was shaking. “It’ll make more sense if I go over it all at once. So she found it in his gym locker. Except it wasn’t his porn. You remember a couple years ago? When you bought me a hentai manga for my birthday? And you were all proud and cool”

“And you didn’t have the heart to tell me they don’t card you at FYE…” Hui laughed bitterly. A somber smile crossing her lips. That smile soon turning to horrified understanding. “Wait, why did Collin have it?”

“He asked if he could borrow a Manga, and I forgot I put it on the shelf with the others. He told me later and it just, I told him to return it when he could. It was a mess. I figured it would creep him out if he new you got it for me. But then Miss Blake found it and, well, Collin couldn’t stand the idea of getting into more trouble. I can’t afford to get in more trouble. Especially not for having that kind of stuff in school. My parents figure I look it up by this point, but I’m pretty sure bringing porn into a high school would be all kind of felonies.”

Hui said nothing to this. The silence wasn’t at all comforting. She pulled her legs up to her chest and put her head on her knees as she gazed nervously at him waiting for the story to go on.


There was a blush on the otter boys cheeks. One he felt only dimly aware of, even as he began to speak again. “So she said she wouldn’t tell on us. But only if we did what she said. We drove to a hotel room and…” He paused a moment. “It wasn’t, it wasn’t quite what you would think. At least not then. I admit, I had my knife in my coat pocket in case she tried something really bad. Me being stupid again I guess. But the short and less embarrassing version is that she dressed us up, made us go around as girls, and this” He said as he bit his lip and poked at his crotch. “Was also a result.


Hui had seen something. She knew what it was, even if she didn’t want to admit it. She leaned in as if she’d be able to see it again though his jeans, but then the awkward position forced her to slump back down on to rump and look Justin in the eyes once more. “Is that why you haven’t been letting me ‘please’ you?” She asked nervously.


Justin blushed harder and nodded a touch. “I, uh, I confess. If it wasn’t for this we probably would have been doing more stuff.”

“And is it why sometimes you tell me I can’t, well, finish? When I touch myself?”

Both furs looked away now. Blushing oh so hard. Neither one able to make eye contact for a long time now. Hui curling further in on herself while Justin tried like hell to get comfy where he sat. He shook his head, then nodded, then looked at her and nodded again. “So after a while things got more intense.” the otter finally continued. “And I guess Miss Blake felt guilty. She kinda, sorta, a little bit promised to teach me how to be a proper Dom. Because I’m not.” He saw her lean forwards to speak once more and cut it off with a look. A quick, stern moment quickly melting back into guilt. “Please, let me get though this.”

“Okay” Hui nodded softly


“I’m still a virgin. By the most important definitions. I’ve done things. Things with her, and with… with Collin.” He swallowed hard and shook his head. “Nothing I haven’t done with you really. At least not with the locked up part. I still wanted, I wanted you to be my first. That hasn’t changed. But for the longest time I felt trapped. I felt like if I didn’t do what she said then we’d all get in trouble. And I want to finally actually feel like a Dom. Wanted, I guess. I was tired of waiting around for you to eventually get sick of me and realize you could do better. I’m not smart enough to keep up with you academically. Not once we get out of high school and people realize what kind of fucking fraud I am. But I figured if I could finally actually deserve to be called a Master.”

He wasn’t expecting the slap. It wasn’t hard. It didn’t even really budge his glasses. Justin looked up at the borderline sobbing girl standing over him. Hs stomach somehow found room to sink lower down. He gazed into those eyes longingly. Everything suddenly hit with a deep chill. One he knew right away had nothing to do with the storm raging outside.


“Stop it!” Hui snapped. “Just stop. Does this really mean nothing to you?” She reached to her neck and tugged at her collar. Eyes narrowing while she leaned down “I love you. You’re my Master. Do you not want that?”

“Of course I want that!” Justin snapped


“Then stop trying to earn it!” Hui barked back though a cracking sob.


“You don’t have to ‘earn’ that. I’m not some fucking achievement to unlock. You’re my Master. I am your slave. That’s my decision. Mine as much as yours. You’re not stupid, and you’re not bad. And I’m with you because ‘I’ want to be with you. Not because obligation or because you tricked me. I’m not stupid.”

“I never said you were stupid” Justin felt the fear growing as he said it, looking up into her eyes.


“Then don’t treat me like I’m stupid!” The wah sobbed out. “Don’t treat me like you tricked me and you have to keep some con going just to keep me. I know who you are. I know what you are. This” she waved her hand towards the basement door where the whole affair had gone down “that doesn’t change what we have. Not unless one of us decides to end it, and I’m not. But I do want you to be honest with me. To tell me. Please. Master.” 


She fell to her knees. Not in some worshipful gesture. Not the way she would when they had a ‘session’ in the old treehouse. Fatigue simply overcame her. She coughed and gagged, trying not to cry, trying not to throw up. The sounds of gagging clear in her throat as she fought back the physical sorrow consuming her at that moment.


Justin reached down, tentatively at first, then firmly. He pulled her close. Held her. Tears falling down his own face as the two pulled together. Locked in a tight, trembling embrace.

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


Something was going on out there. Even with the music pumped way up, Kathoey could hear it. Or should she have been Collin at that point? It was hard to tel. Really it was even harder to care. She new Mistress’ hooks were in Justine deeply by now. Too deep to get free unless she let go.


And if she did let go, that wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world either. After all, Justin didn’t seem very grateful even though he’d gotten so many gifts and advantages from Mistress. So much ‘help’ to unfuck that sad loser nerd life and yet here he was still fighting it all. It’d only be right for Mistress to drop the otter like a bag of hot rocks.


But clearly Mistress enjoyed having two pets, and it was Kathoey’s job to please her Mistress. Nothing more.


The question, the real question, was how the blue haired lil pixie could milk some more fun out of this. Retreating to her room to let the bombs fall was fine, but she wanted to play in the fallout. It wasn’t like Hui would tell. She was in this as much as them if only because she’s the one who bought the book that started it all. Plus she still had that stupid childish crush on her ‘Master’. As if Justin was a real dominant.


Not that Justine wasn’t fun to ride when she was being taught how to top. The wah girl wiggled her hips and licked her lips as excitement welled up in her from thoughts of the fn they’d had last time. A nice stiff strapon railing her almost as hard as Mistress. 


Kathoey pondered making use of those hips should the blizzard go too long. Surely they had a strapon here somewhere. Hui probably had one. The younger red panda was Bi, and made no secret of it to her brother and her friends. Always rambling on about getting ‘another toy for her Master’ and how she’d still be the top slave and other things that frankly shouldn’t be discussed between siblings or friends. Not that Hui ever seemed to realize how uncomfortable she made everyone with this sort of things.


But until then, Kathoey still had options. She flopped on her bed and snagged up her phone. A half-dozen telegram messages sat there. Dick pics. Or most of them were at least. A lanky young bull doing his best to show off his goods in the only way he knew how. Sure that a cute girl had taken interest in him. Which she had, but not in the way he likely expected.


She’d offered ass pics. Sure the wah’s rump was small and scrawny. But it was cute, and if she was good she might even be able to offer an unnoticed hint of that swollen coinpurse. Enough to leave the waiting bully bull noticing on some subconscious level that he was drooling over a ‘boy’. Or what would be considered a boy in his bigoted lil mind.


But no. the basketball boy had instead asked for feet. Socks, preferably.


That wasn’t really something Kathoey had ever considered before. She certainly didn’t mind. A quick change from bare feet into some blue plaid stockings and it was nothing to shoot over a half dozen pics of poses the wah figured would be cute and enticing. Often with feet together. Tail curling around or behind them. Even one of feet up near face, as if to give a few ideas.


It wouldn’t be bad though. The idea running though her head of leaning back. The silly little jock boy with his arms tied behind him. Gagged. Sweaty. A nice ring around that cock. Humping between those stocking feet and into the wah girl’s open muzzle. Her own personal fuck machine. A living dildo at her beck and call, and the idea that he might be turned off by the truth of her full body? Well, it certainly didn’t dissuade her the way it probably should.


She finished sending the last picture, and along with it a simple message


‘I want a cum tribute in return. <3’

It was impulse, the same as everything Kathoey liked to do. 


The next response took a while. Long enough that Kathoey was pretty sure she’d scared the boy off. Not that she really cared. Sooner or later she’d break the thing, she was sure. Besides, what more did she have to do with herself? Justine sure as hell wasn’t coming out to play right now. Not when the boring otter boy was so focused on Kathoey’s dorky little sister. God but she just wanted to scream at them for being the most insufferable couple.


Another text finally came in. Kathoey nearly fell out of her bed as she rolled to grab the phone. It was a picture of her picture. Splayed out on a tablet. The one with her face and her feet, and on it was a rather large pool of cum. Enough so that she was a bit worried, in spite of herself, that it might fuck up the expensive device.


‘I had to look up what one of those was, but, I hope you like it.’ the message came with it. The blue haired girl blushed furiously and squirmed oh so hard. This could be so much fun.


God but she couldn’t wait to show Mistress.

Chapter 38:

“Yes, Mama. No, Mama. Yes. yes we’re fine.” Hui ran her paw over the bag of potato skin chips she’d taken to of the kitchen. She’d been eager for the snack when her mother called. Still was, to a point. But it was quickly waning. The stress eating impulse vanished into a deeper level of anxiety while she listened to her mother ramble on and fret.


She knew what it was about. Even if her mother didn’t dare voice it. The elder wah would never float the idea of Hui and Justin having sex. If for no other reason than she may jinx things. As a result the woman’s call had gone on for at least half an hour and Hui had probably only spoken a few dozen different words. All of which she was sure the woman ignored.


“Haiyaa. Mama! Bu Yao zeh yang!” Hui Snapped. The thoughts came in English, But the words were absolutely Mandarin. Worse, they came with her mothers usual inflection. A near carbon copy of the woman on the other end of the phone. The one who usually took the tone when Hui and Collin got too out of hand.


“Look. I promise, I’m not doing anything like that with Justin. If you worry that much about it, call him at random. I need some time to myself, to think. Just quiet time. Not you, or him, or Chen, or anyone.”

Ling’s voice was thick with concern now. The annoyance giving way to something bordering on fear. “If he did anything…”

“He didn’t. Mama if he had I’d have called you about it right away! This has nothing to do with anything like ‘that’ and I don’t want to talk about what it is about. Please. Just let me deal with this. Please?”

Hui could hear the frustration in her mothers voice. A heavy sigh of resignation. The young woman could easily stop this without asking. All she had to do was turn the phone off and that would be that. Hell, there was no assurance Justin or Chen would even answer her if she called too incessantly. Hui was certain that neither would give her any ‘answers’ at any rate and would only frustrate the older red panda more.


“Fine, we’ll call Justin. But we will be calling him. I trust you, Hui. But I am still your mother.”

“I know you are.” Hui sighed “Please, I just need to relax for a while.”

“Aright.” Ling sighed “I love you.”

“I love you too.” Hui heard her mother hang up, then waited a few seconds. There was always that chance that she’d call back Anxiety and motherly fervor overriding the reality of the situation and causing her to scold her daughter for being so stubborn and speaking out of turn. If they weren’t separated by a heavy blanket of snow there was probably no real way Hui would have gotten away with this.


But they were, and now she was going to enjoy some time to herself.


First step was to lock the door. Only two people I the house could come in. Only one of them she‘d normally mind. But it was always better to be safe about these things than sorry. Once it was locked the wah began stripping down her pajama pants and the overly large shirt she used as a top. The thigh-high socks stayed on. Something about them always felt sexy in a way she couldn‘t quite put her finger on. The chosen mismatch of the day consisting of one plaid and one striped, both purple and black.


Besides, it was still a bit cold thanks to all the god damn snow.


She snagged up her chips and the snacks she’d gotten when retreating to her room. The laptop and chip bag in one hand, a can of pop in the other. As usual what should have probably been two trips became one big, awkward one as she made her way to her computer desk and half-set, half slumped everything down into place. This was also part of the little ritual, in its way. Not that she always dared bring food in her room. That was how you get ants, after all. But next came the headphones. Always in the last drawer she checked. Her second favorite dildo, a nice big feral canine one, was the last item she really needed. For something like this there were probably better tools. But getting her hands on this one was already tough enough. Never mind the nice big otter one she saved for the most special occasions.


“Gosh, I needed this.” she sighed. The girls headphones slipped on. She dug her way though the files on the laptop until hitting her ‘special folder’. The first item in it. The one she made the most use of. Her own little bit of custom made relaxation aid. The girl slipped the tip of her toy against her folds. Took a few deep breaths and opened the video.


Lights hit first. A familiar oscillating black and white image rapidly streaking into itself. Collapsing bit by bit. Her ears filled with tones. A droning oscillating whine. Deep low notes scaling up and down. All set to some beat or off-beat that seemed to skim against the pace of the patterns flashing in front of her face.


The girl leaned back in her chair. Her breathing slowed. Her eyes widened. She felt the growing nervous anticipation that always came. She shouldn’t, rationally at least. She knew what was coming. Heck, she’d made the darn thing. Yet it grabbed her right away. The familiar flashes of hentai pictures laced with flashing subliminals. Looping drones with bleeps and bloops chosen from hypno fetish boards. Knots of tension began melting down her spine like melting butter and her stocking feet stuck out rigid under her desk.


‘Hentai is Education’


The phrase was all too familiar. Hui felt her hands slump to her sides. She felt her mouth moving almost on its own. Stress bled from her fingertips and though her feet, draining into the floor. Draining away from her. Those words, that truth, ringing between her ears. Causing her to feel aroused. Relaxed and comfortable.


It was a phrase she kept hearing. One of many. A cacophony of different voices. Some taken from porn or hentai clips. Some from armature videos based on the sound quality. Most of it using vocaloids. More than a few using the site that let you get phrases said by different cartoon and video game characters.


“You don’t get to have limits.” The voice of Willow from Owl House said semi-cheerfully


“Just a rape puppet for Master” Futaba Sakura from Persona five moaned


“Be a good little goonette and ruin yourself with porn!” Toko Fukawa from Danganronpa this time


There were other things, naturally. Hui recognized pages from manga, single hentai and cartoon porn pictures. Small gifs or clips from animated porn movies. She let the images sink into her head again. Following the voice’s commands to sink deeper. Somehow dimly aware of her paw slipping between her legs. Finger tracing her folds. Barely contacting the tip of her clit.


“You don’t get any rights.” another voice, this one she didn’t recognize, cooed into her left ear


“Be porn for your betters” a separate voice growled into her right


“Be a goonette” Came another


“Watch sicker porn. Get more fucked up”

“Porn is education”

“Hentai is worship”

“You wanna do these things”

“You don’t wanna do these things”

“You want to be made to do these things.”

There was more. So much more. Words danced around with moans from cartoon porn. Images of a girl licking and kissing a mans feet, of a cute girl with braids and glasses not unlike her own bouncing on a mans cock while moaning in orgasm. There were panels of manga with bestiality, feral dogs humping and raping cute girls and boys in full and lovingly drawn spreads. Scenes of girls getting choked. Not to mention some… darker drawings.


Each new image brought a fresh tingle down Hui’s spine. Each one made her fuzzy body feel further out of her control. She felt like a machine. Like a toy. Lie a ‘thing’. A weak willed little rape dolly, only able to follow along as she slowly became addicted to her programming.


Yes, Addicted. That was the word. One of the countless ones she tried to pick out as she half listened. Her body’s wonderful shameful self-molestation picking up speed and aggression. She eagerly drank up everything put in front of her eyes or into her ears even if she could only understand parts. This felt so right. It felt so horrible, and wonderful. The heat between her legs continued to grow as she mouthed along with words she didn’t even process anymore. Her brain put her into the roles she was being forced to watch. Sometimes as the Dominant. Usually as the submissive. Always her hand slowing as her numbly hot body reached near to a point of actual gratification. That wasn’t what she needed. It wasn’t what she was allowed. It wasn’t for a toy like her.


At some point the video had stared over again. Naturally it would. The whole thing was only a half hour. Far too short, far too little of it. Barely enough to fit it into her brain that horny and horrified were one and the same. That she should crave to be porn, crave to be kink. That she was never broken enough.


I would be easy to just sink into this forever. All of the stress and storming emotions melted into a glop at the back of her mind while she swam in mechanical pleasure. The hotness of having her very mind violated adding a sharp spice to the whole thing that really did feel like it would end up addicting her to this.


She mouthed and moaned the words. Some dim part of her was aware of what her hands were doing. One paw groped at the scrawny lump of flesh she called a breast, while the other rolled lazy circles up and down her nether lips. All the while the toy she‘d selected rested just at the cusp of them. Something that could be jammed in at any moment if her body was told to. Only if it was told to, though. She was still helpless. A marionette. A puppet on strings. unable to even give herself true pleasure without the will of another to let it happen.


Hui bit her lower lip as she was happily forced to revel in that image. A silly little Hui-puppet with her Master hovering above. A giant dominating figure with one of those stick things in hand. What were they called? And how did they really work? Wasn‘t it hard to raise both hands or both feet if one string was on each limb?


The girl whimpered and shook her head as she used that little bit of self awareness to plunge her finger into her folds. She didn‘t need to think. She was a dolly, a toy. She was porn. She just needed to be used.

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


The basement reeked of sex. Moans and whimpers bounced from the immaculate walls and drop ceiling. 


The otter boy at the center of it all sat with his legs spread, leaning down on the couch. His eyes slipping between the game he was playing and the source of the noises. A knowing smirk on his face as he watched the two muzzles at work.


They could have been twins. Even more than usual. The two sexy girls moaning and panting as their muzzles lapped along those heavy churning balls. Both of them naked save for socks. Both of them wriggling those sexy asses. From most vantage points it’d be impossible to tell that there was any difference between one having black hair and the other blue. Still they kissed frantically all the same. Asses wiggling and bumping against each other. The black haired girl reaching up to grab the other by her headfur and pull her face up a bit more.


“Come on now, big brother. Look at him. You can see him. A big, strong, powerful hunk of Otter. Makes you feel all weak and small, right?” Hui giggled and let out a low growl as she pushed the other wah’s face right into those balls. A loud squeal and the sound of a huffing moan filling the room


“S-sis, knock it off.” Chen squealed as he curled his tail around himself protectively


“What’s wrong Chen? Is it embarrassing tasting that thick musky thing? You’re both boys. You’re not supposed to kiss another boy. You’re not supposed to feel like a little cuckold when you smell another boy. What kind of silly sissy cock addict are you?”

Hui pushed her face up and huffed in that musky familiar scent. Her tail curling and twisting like jewelry wire around that of her brother. The blue haired boy copying her in turn while both looked up to lock eyes with the clearly superior dominant


Every once in a while their tongues would touch as they licked along the warm fuzzy balls and up against the spot where the otter dick protruded from its musky sheath. Now and then one of the not-twins would almost intentionally lap at the others tongue, until soon they were both kissing and licking at each other. Breaking away from their duty now and then while Hui curled her tongue around Chen’s. She felt the dorky big brother she loved to torment melt and moan against her. Weak, soft, somehow even more girly than her. Somehow accepting the tongue of his bossy, goody two shoes little sister so deep into his maw while they gasped and squealed for the amusement of their Master.


The kiss broke as the little sister pulled away and gripped Chen by his muzzle. She moved back and pushed his face up against that dick. A sinister giggle-snort slipping from her maw. “I wonder what’s worse, huh brother? Is it being a slut with your little sis? Or is it feeling all guilty being gay for Master’s big, thick otter dick?”

“S-stop it.” Chen muttered. His cheek fur now showing a ting of pink from the flesh under it


“Nuh uh. I mean, let’s face it. What kid of fag gets all hot and bothered over a dick? A nice, big, strong, manly dick like this. A real dick. Not what you have tied up between your legs.” The younger wah reached back and gripped at the plug in her brothers ass, wiggling it as she wiggled her own rear. Her hand moving down to rub and caress those balls next, feeling how full they were. How they throbbed and ached just from the cock worship he’d been allowed so far.


Hui giggled and nibbled his ear. Her chest heaving in the scent of the boy “You smell super girly you know. I mean it’s ok. It’s not gay if Master does it. Not for him anyways. Look at him. He can’t be gay can he? But you? You don’t wanna be a lil sissy boy do you Chen? You’re such a loser. That would just be the icing on the cake. And you know if you suck that dick. That big, strong, perfect dick…” She rolled his balls around in her paw. Panting and gasping as they both writhed together. Moaning while she kept him half-pinned. Forcing him to take breath after breath of their owners scent. “That’s right. You’ll be nothing but his cock hole. Another little trophy for his collection. A hopeless lil fag boy who’s dick will never see a pussy. A cute, swishy, girly failure.”

The giggle-snorting continued as Hui guided her brother’s face up. The two worked in almost perfect unison to kiss and lick at either side of that shaft. Justin barely bothered to set the controller down as he grabbed either one by the back of the head. Looking down into their eyes. But enough that Hui could keep close eye contact just on him.


“If he fucks your face, big brother, then that’s it. No going back. You’ll be his little sex toy. Do you really want it that bad? Do you really need it that bad? Are you really such a horny little freak? I mean I am. I can’t wait until Master can just hold me down and rape my cute little body full of his thick, hot otter spunk. He could even make you watch. Maybe even make you clean up. Do you wanna lick your sisters pussy? Or is that just an excuse. So you can pretend it’s not gay when you…” 


She moaned rather than finishing the thought. Not that it mattered. Hui guided the other wah’s face up. Not that took much coaxing. Soon his lips were at the tip of that shaft. The cock tapping against his muzzle. His eyes wide. Fear? Anticipation? It didn’t matter. The poor thing was drooling, and he was fucked.


“Sis, please, I… I…” Chen didn’t finish. The sissy bitch instead opening his muzzle and face fucking himself. Awkward gagging and choking. Eyes wide with need and lust. He barely gave Hui any room to move in and nuzzle the base of that cock. The two wah doing their best to service their owner, their man, their reason to be.


Eventually Hui pushed him off and the two began to kiss hard. A few moments of swapping spit and whatever cum Collin hadn’t swallowed before Justin pushed Hui down on that cock to take her brother’s place.


Just the feeling of being used like that. The mere idea of being nothing more than a twinned set of sex dolls for Master. It was enough that Hui could feel herself dripping down her legs. She could feel her whole body tense. Screaming as it moved towards an orgasm even without a paw on her folds.


She was Master’s fuckpuppet, and she was his favorite.

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


It was almost a pattern at this point. An hour or more of her fantasy. The video going on its own. Then, she’d come to. She’d somehow wind up on the bed, writhing and edging. Then the computer would hit sleep mode. Then she’d pass out properly at some point soon after.


It didn’t do anything for how needy and on-edge she was. At least not anything to make that situation more livable. It was all harmless, naturally. Risk to her sleep schedule aside, Hui had done her research and she knew that this wasn’t like those old cartoons where a person cold have their will just taken from them. Not that the idea was without its own sex appeal. But you really couldn’t ‘make’ anyone do anything. Especially not with some bundle of dirty talk and flashing lights set up by a basement dwelling porn enthusiast who probably just hoped it would get them a relationship.


So then why did she watch  it, Hui wondered. 


It wasn’t for Justin. She’d never shown any of this to him. Even if she had, she doubted he’d know what to say about it. She knew he had some sick fantasies of his own. Hell, more than just fantasies as she knew now. But would he know what to do with her cramming all of this crap into her brain? Would he be able to handle it? Would it actually turn him off?


It felt like a silly thing to worry about. Especially now knowing he’d done the kinds of things he had with her brother. A brother who was acting more and more like a sister.


The wah winced as she realized her finger had drifted back to that little bean again. Images of the two kissing floated into her head. Images soon joined by all of the other filthy things she imagined they’d done. Things they’d done under the watchful gaze of their bitch of a gym teacher, no less. 


Yaoi was hot. That much was true. Incest was hot too, even this odd kind of pseudo incest. Hui bit her lip hard and curled to one side, hugging her pillow hard. Justin had always been wary as a Dom. Indeed she sometimes worried she pushed him too hard at it. That perhaps this lack of confidence and this whole thing with Chen and Ms. Blake was her fault. Yet the idea that he might kiss her brother. Fondle him. Fuck him, in front of her. Cuck her with him while she was forced to sit there, to watch, to edge, to beg to participate. The absolute shame as she was ordered, forced, to kiss her own brother. Tongues entwining. Bodies heaving. Raw discomfort welling up into…

God, what was wrong with her? The poor girl found herself biting on her pillow. Hips hunched in a familiar position she normally reserved for the fantasy about Justin making her kiss and get fucked by the Husky feral the neighbors down the street owned. It occurred to her that this might end up being something she couldn’t shake. One more twisted fantasy stacked on the pile like chord wood. Something she knew she’d never really act on. But the kind of thing that tempted her so deeply into breaking her chastity and just cumming her brains out to all of these sick desires.


So why didn’t she?


This wasn’t a question she was used to. Hell it wasn’t a question she really ever expected to face.  It was a simple pattern. Ruin herself with horrific porn and hours of edging. Pass out. Wake up feeling turned on and pervy, but also relaxed and able to focus on other things. Even before Master had pushed the gooning part into her life, she’d usually just quietly cum her brains out while biting on some of her used panties then pass out in bed to a nice deep sleep. Really, she could do that part again now. Do it as many times as she wanted. Justin wasn’t in any position to wag his finger at her. Plus now she had a whole new fucked up taboo to shatter and grind under her foot as she turned herself into even more of a porn doll. Cumming would probably help cement all that in her head that much faster.


“But I don’t want to.” She was shocked at the answer she gave herself. But it was also the simplest one. She didn’t want to. Why would she? Master had given her an order. She was going to follow that order. She was going to follow it for the same reason she followed every order. Because she wanted to.


When she had told Justin that she wasn’t some ‘thing’ to be won, it was a shock. After all, Hui spent tons of time trying to be just that. A ‘thing’. A sex object. Whatever twisted and perverse non-person idea that made her lower lips drool at that given moment. 


The teen pulled herself up and hugged at her pillow. It was her choice, in the end. It always had been. That might have been why it felt so wrong. The idea of being a ‘rape doll’, of being forced to do unspeakable things simply for her Masters amusement. To be nothing more than a little toy for him to wind up and let loose, to worship him no matter what he did. It was a fun fantasy. A thrilling fantasy. One she hoped to feel consume her every day as she spent her life with the man she loved. But… it wasn’t reality.


She was Hui Sang. That was the reality. She had other hopes, and dreams, and fears. As hot and as relaxing as it could be to lose herself in these fucked up personas, it all suddenly felt wrong if it felt as if Justin was treating her like another set of tasks. Another set of checkmarks to be notched off so he could get the ’good ending’. That… that was a type of objectification she couldn’t live with. The idea that he didn’t see her as ’her’. Love her for ’her’. Because he did love her. But…

She rolled over to the edge of her bed and fished around with one paw until she felt something touch her fingertips. Her panties from before, now utterly too wet to reasonably wear out. She tossed the item into the laundry basket and yanked herself reluctantly to of bed, pulling an oversized Tee shirt and the first pair of panties she could find.

The shirt, a botch job from a Nagi cosplay, floofed around her and enfolded her body, billowing a bit as she began fighting with it to get the Kingdom Hearts panties on. With that all done the disheveled wah nabbed her laptop and shoved it into her bag along with the charger, dragging herself out and towards the basement once more.


Justin was there, naturally. Part of her had worried he’d be dumb and try to just go back to his house on foot or something. The dark haired red panda moved down the stairs quietly, gripping the banister while watching him thumb though her mother’s old copy of ‘A Wrinkle in Time’. He always looked so different in these moments. Serene. Thoughtful. Much as she loved her Master, as much as she admired his desire to protect her. These were the moments when he looked his strongest. These were the moments that always sent shivers down her spine.


She padded up to him quietly so as not to disturb him. His face stern and focused even as she slowly slipped her laptop bag down against the couch. Then she knelt. It was one of those Gorean poses she’d read up on every now and then. Knees spread, arms crossed behind her, head bowed. Hui had no idea what it was called. They weren’t Gorean. It was hard enough keeping up with being Adventist some times, there was no way she was going to give some hack fantasy or scifi or whatever writer the same time and study she had to give God.


Eventually she felt those cool blue eyes tear from the book and fall on her. Hui laying her head down against her Master’s lap. She could feel the warmth of his thighs. Feel his muscles, such as they were, tensing and relaxing at the contact. Her glasses skewing on her face and nearly falling off as one ear twitched and folded almost impossibly. Hui smiled up at her man and his confused face. A bright yet timid smile still streaked over her muzzle.


“… I’m still upset, Master.” Hui finally muttered even though the smile


“I’m sorry.” Justin muttered again.


“I know” She nodded. She waited a few more moments before pulling herself up on top of him. She rested against his chest while looping her fingers around the shoulder strap of the laptop bag. There were long moments of cuddling and confusion. More than a few awkward twists. But finally she managed to roll herself over to be mostly laying with her back against his chest and tail tucked against his where it lay in the crook of the couch.


Justin shifted and shuffled around until he found a spot where they could both be mostly comfortable. One arm wrapped around her while the other held his place in the book. He put his muzzle against her cheek and kissed softly. The small grunts indicating some pain from the still tender injury that was healing. Something her Master, her Prince, had gotten defending her honor. 


“I still need some time, Sir” She muttered gently


“Ok.” Justin nodded “What you working on?”

“Toko X Byakuya X Komaru fic again.” Hui muttered


Justin nodded and kissed her forehead, cuddling her a bit more as the two settled in for the rest of a long winter’s day.

Chapter 39:

Hui hadn’t noticed. It wouldn’t have mattered too much if she had. This wasn’t about her. Sure the tubs belonged to her. Their contents did as well. But so what? Collin, ‘Katohey’, didn’t need to concern himself with his silly little bitch of a sister. She cold fawn over Justine playing pretend all she wanted. Be the romantic, starry eyed little submissive. At the end of the day she was just the geeky little sister playing dressup.


And there was no way she could keep up with her ‘big sister’.


Kathoey stood before her mirror. Glancing over herself. Nude, save for the nice tight cock cage holding her little sissyfag clit and the cute mop of a blue wig. She gave that scrawny rump a wiggle. Throwing up peace signs and flashing a few idol smiles for the mirror. Something about this whole situation had been an inspiration. Maybe it was the way that fucking jock drooled and spurted for her. Maybe it was the rush of being free of her parents so long. Or maybe it was just the chance to show her little sis that her man was really a subbie fag girl like Kathoey and was much cuter kissing someone who knew how to be a real door mat.


Whatever it was, this creativity couldn’t be left to waste. Kathoey dug herself in to the fifty gallon doom-tub full of scattered cosplay items. Her rump wiggling happily in the air as she sifted around and sniffed at all the nice fresh showy fabrics. 


There was the Bridget outfit. Then again that one was probably too recognizable after Halloween. Also too obvious. Nobody wanted a ‘trap’ to be that obvious. Soon enough she’d selected  a few things. A random ass hoodie vest that looked like it was probably from some JRPG. A cutoff top that may have been intended for a Tifa cosplay Hui absolutely couldn’t pull off. The whole thing nice and baggy on Kathoey without the boxes of tissue probably meant to stuff it. Along with it she grabbed a schoolgirl skirt and a pair of Hui’s panties that Kathoey had snuck into the box. They were simple white cotton ones. Plain in the extreme. But that was ok. That would just make the whole thing more fun.


The final touch was something the wah had picked up herself. A face mask. Just a simple square of cloth with  enough elastic to hold it over her muzzle by going over her ears. It was a pain in the ass, something she’d wear out sometimes when on her Mistress’ arm. But it fit here. Especially for this.


As one last touch, Kathoey took one of the few toys she’d bought over the past month out of her drawer. A ice, simple purple suction cup dildo. One that just so happened to be almost as long and as thick as her Mistress.


She pushed the back of the toy against the face mask before lulling her muzzle open and forcing the thing in. There was gagging. Choking. Tears. Eveerything she loved about it when her owner decided to borderline skull-fuck the little dweeby twink girl. She bounced the toy up and down to get herself primed up. Letting the makeup run and pool ever so slightly along her cheek fur. Then, when she was sure she could breath, the wah looped the mask over her ears and murred at the bulge in her throat. With that she was ready to have some fun.


It had been hard to rig the whole thing up. Kathoey felt nervous as she stood in the middle of her room with the laptop camera pointing towards the most bare wall she could muster. The wah girl offering a pair of peace sighs ad a happy smile under the mask as she hit the button on the presentation mouse tucked neatly in her paw. A few moments later the laptop camera made a click sound. And the first step was done.


Already her heart was racing. Kathoey moaned ad felt her clitty twitch against her cage. She leaned in for a kissy-face idol pose, Showing off the makeup she’d spent all morning working into her fur. The fake blue wig looking almost real as it fluttered down over her eyes. She put her hands on her knees and gave her rump a wiggle. Not that anyone could see it. Not yet. But a cute close-up of her face needed the right mindset, didn’t it?


The next picture had her on her knees, hugging one of the plushies she’d dug out of the basement. A big purple dragon about the size of her torso. She nestled up to it cutely, Tail curling up around herself and the toy as she managed to click the third shot. She then let it drop and sat with her legs bent and knees apart. She leaned back on her hands, letting the top and hoodie hang to help suggest how flat her chest was. Letting the skirt pool at the empty space between her knees. Another click, and the innocent little slut pose was seared into the hard drive.


From there Kathoey began to build up a rhythm. The next picture was of her in the same pose, but the skirt held in her muzzle. The positioning was actually rather awkward as she had to get the thing to stay under her mask while biting it between the dildo and her lower lip. It fell almost right away, but gave a nice little panty shot that someone observant may notice had something of a bulge in it.


She then moved closer, pushing at the sides of the mask to show that something was under it besides just her face. Leaning forwards while close enough to give a sight of her flat chest. Still she tried to puff it out. Make it look like she was just some flat-as-a-board teen. Or at least might pass as one. Letting whoever might see the picture grow ever more enticed as they wondered what secrets that may hide under the cute outfit.


With that picture taken, Kathoey took the dildo out of her mouth. It was about ready to serve its purpose, and she really didn’t want to try fiddling with the skirt too much again. Instead she simply put the skirt in her mouth, used her thumbs to pull her panties down, and I one quick snap finally gave everyone a good sight of the locked up little wrong bits between her legs. Along with a few bits of body writing. ‘Fag girl’, ‘hit here’ pointing to her balls and a few lewd little sayings in Mandarin running up one leg. A treat for anyone who might decide to try and decipher it.


With the reveal made the rest of the shoot was almost too easy. She turned around to show more writing along with her tight little nerd hole. Tail raised and panties down to show off the tight little pink button with the words ‘weak spot’ written right above it in frankly horrible handwriting. Though what could one expect from a do-it-yourself.


She gave the camera a full fruit basket before moving over to the plush and setting the purple dildo on its crotch. Naturally there was no way to stick it on. She had to hold it there herself. But that was ok. The feeling of something this close to Mistress’ own girth was always the best. Even bigger toys couldn’t compare. The way the rubber forced her open with only her own gagging spittle to pry it. The feeling of some soft innocent bit of her childhood being violated as she let the dragon toy ‘fuck’ her. Bouncing up and down. Slow, but not gentle. Her first few bounces getting her almost to the base and probably causing some bruising on the way. It ached. It mashed at her little button and the plushie got a bit of a mess on it because of that.


Kathoey didn’t care. Her hips humped and her chest heaved. She drew in each breath though the mask wishing it was cheaper. Wishing it would make her struggle for air, as if she was being choked while her innocence raped her, and she raped it.


“Mmmm show me what a bad little bitch I am, Mister dragon” Kathoey whined in her girl voice. The pain and pleasure were almost unbearable. She threw her head back while trying to picture boys from the gameshop all jerking off around her. Ready to drench the little replicable cum receptacle. A silly little sex doll and yet the center of everything all at the same time. Mistress standing there watching, pleased at how her toy was showing how little it valued its own dignity.


Kathoey wasn’t sure just how many pictures she’d taken, or how many she’d forgotten to take. She slipped at some point. The plush was a poor base to use for fucking. As such she ended up thumping her rump on the floor and really stinging her insides. It made her moan, and it made her finally spurt a sissygasm on to the hard wood of her bedroom. Some of it getting on the dragon’s crotch. But not most.


Kathoey was quick to move around and get into a better position. One where she could see the camera view on her computer. One where she could give them a good few pictures as she slowly bent over the dragon toy like some lover. Her mask pulled up so as to ensure it still obscured her face. Leaning in and slowly licking her mess up from its pelvis while waving her hips side to side


She didn’t swallow. Not yet. Kathoey instead made her way up to the camera. With the mask still covering enough of her features so as to obscure her identity, she opened her bottom jaw and lulled out her tongue. The creamy white mess was on full display, showing everyone in the world just what a cum junkie she really was.


That done, she swallowed and slumped back. Forgetting for a moment that she’d moved the chair to do this shoot and falling flat on her rump.


“Ah, fuck.” The poor girl muttered.


Just then a knock came to her bedroom door. An all too familiar voice jolting down though her like daggers of ice.


“Chen, you ok in there?”

Her dad. Quickly the wah cleared her throat and groaned. Panic gripped her as she realized how much her throat hurt, how odd it felt to speak. Her chest heaving as she tried to get up and lock the door “Yeah, I just sat on the chair wrong.” The words were raspy and wrong. She felt like she was going to choke if she tried to speak more normally. Already she was worried she’d done that in her girl voice, and she’d be fucked. In the bad way.


“Ah, ok. Well I made it home. Mama said she’ll be home a bit later. I told her the rover good idea.”

Collin let out a sigh of relief at this and nodded. A stupid gesture considering the older red panda couldn’t see a god damn thing from the other side of the door. “Yeah, you sure did.” he laughed. “I think Hui and Justin are still downstairs. Last time I saw them they were asleep on the couch.”

He waited a few moments until his father had left. Hopefully the two were doing something lewd and he could go yell at them for a bit. Long enough maybe for Collin to return the cosplay stuff.


She then looked up at the computer. A small smile spreading over her face. “Well then.” the wah snickered “Time for my début…”
---


“Oh come on. How the fuck is this supposed to work?!”

Blizzards were never fun. Tabs hated winter to begin with. There was no way to ride in a Michigan winter. Even when the roads were clear enough to avoid getting stuck in up to the chain the wind was cold enough to rip fur and flesh off of your face. Or was it frozen off? The wolverine woman didn’t know and honestly didn’t much care. It was probably a big part of the reason she and the girls had spent so much of their time in the southwest. Big open highways and once you got south of Colorado it never got too terribly cold.


Or maybe that was just the Ohio girl in her talking. Not like they were much warmer down there. Plus the Ahmish.


Last time everyone got hammered with this much snow Tabs had spent the whole time drunk. It was preferable to three days of cabin fever at the very least. Just wake up every morning, check the school closures and down a few slugs of whatever was closest on her little makeshift drink stand in the living room before tapering down with beer for the rest of the day.


She was still drinking. Only now she wasn’t firing it up with whatever was left in her Johnny walker bottle and a shot of Jameson for good measure. Instead, Tabs found herself tucked up to the desk in her bedroom, her work-issued out of date laptop shoved to one side as she futzed around on her personal cheap as hell laptop. This one straining and struggling as it showed off shiny effects of cards doing fun flashy things on the screen.


“Jesus fuck, come on. How the fuck can you kill this Vorinclex guy? He’s got like, twenty health. Or whatever it is. Guy’s a huge fuck off Phy, Pire, er, Phyrax. He’s a big scary monster dude. Come the fuck on!” The computer was shoved aside once more as the animation played out and her opponent once again claimed the victory.


She thought that it might help if she were to find more of those kinds of monsters. But then the very un-nerdy gym teacher didn’t exactly know how all this monster shit worked yet. The tutorial was a real mess and she was way too buzzed to go messing around with anything. She didn’t need a repeat of her online poker phase.


Naturally, even as Tabs thought this she fond herself already hitting the button to just buy a bunch of card packs for the most recent set. Because fuck it. What the hell did she have to save up for?


The laptop was shoved aside so that she could enjoy each pack opening on its own. In the meantime she pulled open one of her desk drawers and started to remove a small plastic caddy full of paints ad brushes. Under it was some coupon papers from the local supermarket that she haphazardly began to lay out. Followed by the caddy, and then the figures.


Syll’Esske. A name hard to pronounce even when she was sober. Tabs could recall Justine and Kathoey telling her about this one. Apparently some demon who fell in love with a buff tiger dude and they were so in love that the crazy ass lust goddess made them one being with two bodies. It was romantic, ad the guy had a fuck off axe. Except he wasn’t a dude anymore. Justine had managed to put boobs and a different head on the figure, making it look more like, well, her. It looked silly. Even by the standards of this game. It was also grey and green thanks to a clear lack of paint. The other figure Kathoey had tweaked so now it looked more like a femboy and even had a tail that could probably be painted to look like a really bad red panda tail instead of the feline one it came with.


The idea of painting them scared her, even this sloshed. So she put them aside for now.


What she wasn’t quite as afraid of were the other models. Mainly because she didn’t give too much of a shit. It was an odd assortment. There were a couple of guys who looked like what would happen if the guy from Halo ended up getting possessed by The Thing. Some guys with guitars, which Tabs had been instructed to order rather than buying from the shop because apparently the main company didn’t make them. Though she didn’t mind since they looked fucking metal. Some big muscley freaky guys with guns poking out of everywhere, and the Daemonettes. Tabs liked the Daemonettes. 


Fucky, freaky looking demon girls with head and tail attachments that let you pull off probably a half dozen different species. None of them very well. They were dressed like extras in some bad 80s Conan knockoff and had god damn lobster claws and mantis scythes for hands in half the cases. The ‘girls’ had helped her out with the first few in the shop. Showing her how to assemble them even as she surreptitiously groped their rumps ad played with the cheap pill vibes shoved up their sweet little holes. It was so cute listening to them stammer and watching them bite back on moans while trying to explain this shit to her. Nice enough that Tabs allowed herself a moment to yank her nice, thick cock out of her pajama bottoms and give it a few strokes.


Why the fuck not? Nobody was here to judge her after all.


It felt good. Honestly an ideal way to spend the time. Her mind wandered though the haze of drink, imagining the fun of just bending that gothy little otter over the game shop table and ramming her hot little ass while Kathoey whined and eagerly waited her turn. Watching all the dorks gathering around in stunned lust as she showed them how you put a girl in her place. A yummy little dead-fish wiggle as her shaft swelled up and the pain from her rough not-rape caused a nice little sissygasm that would be eagerly lapped up by her far more dutiful little toy.


It was way too far. But god did she want to go way too far. It was a constant struggle any time she was sober not just acting out every filthy fantasy she had. But hey, she was drunk, and she was at home, and so there was no way she could fuck any of that up. Right?


Instead she just split her time between those fantasies and a few rough attempts at painting. Never mind the jizz stains on both her Pjs and the paper she’d laid down for paints. Never mind that her cunt was already soaking into the seat again and she should probably get up and get a towel. Not that it mattered. It was her fucking office seat and it was old as hell anyways.


No, Tabs just let herself enjoy it while slowly slopping bright neon pink paint onto the demon girls and doing her best to even it out onto their fur. Her mind flipped between scenes of violating her little toys and trying to picture whatever the fuck Booker T was talking about on the old Wrestlemania she was up to. 


Thank god for the WWE network doing streaming.


At some point in the haze of this, Tabs heard a little ding on her phone. It was an unknown number, but the first word was ‘spruce’. It was something Kathoey had started doing. Naturally a teacher couldn’t really have a student texting her personal phone. And the boy still seemed to think it was ok to send her shit like they were just normal friends. Assuming normal friends tried that sexting shit with each other.


The message had a link. Imagefap. A porn site. Tabs knew even without looking.


“Great. So she’s sending me porn now.” The wolverine muttered. But she was horny, and it wasn’t like she hadn’t considered closing the game after opening the rest of her magic packs anyways. A task she seemed to keep forgetting she was supposed to be doing. So she hit the link. The gallery opened and Tabs suddenly felt the buzz drain from her. Blood running cold down her spine.


“Oh… Jesus fuck me.”
Chapter 40:

One lone fae stood solemnly atop a desolate crag. Dark, desolate blue-grey rocks sitting atop a sandy plane, breaking on either side with a massive gouge running in to a dry rocky outcrop with greenery springing up along the edges of a small river at the middle.


Tiss Sprigbind stood at the edge looking down along the narrow cliff path which led to the bottom. The massive walls leading to the valley below felt like some dark unassailable fortress warding off those foolish enough to seek their doom inside. Maybe that’s what it was. Certainly it was the kind of place some vile creatures would gladly call home. Through her heavily patched, though once fashionable silver-rimmed glasses the young Fairy was sure she could make out a small clutch of young stone drakes fighting over a fresh kill somewhere far up the river near where the waterfall fed it. She should be thankful her path didn’t take her that way. But realistically speaking, that might have been easier.


“Aright, Tiss. You can do this. You have to.” The red panda muttered to herself. She looked up to see a big black pair of bird eyes staring at her. Winnow. Lord Blackerose’s mount. Or at least, normally she was. The shiny orbs shon with some animal understanding amid the onyx black feathers that lined her face. The massive Chocobo clicked her beak a few times and let out a soft wark sound.


Tiss smiled a touch. “It’s ok, girl. It’s ok. We’re here to fix your Master. Don’t you worry.” It was a hollow reassurance. One that Tiss absolutely didn’t feel in her heart of hearts. Not that the bird was likely to understand anyways. Lord Blackrose, Alistair, just had to go and get himself cursed by some twisted cheiftess. Stupid, handsome, noble fool that he was. Really it was all Pim’s fault. Though the other fairy among them was not someone Tiss felt she’d pine for if his foolishness finally caught up with him.


She stopped herself at that thought. It was foolish, yes. But then it was probably foolish of her to make the trek alone. Valaria and Faiza could have come. Either of them, or both if they could leave the two cursed men aboard Faiza’s airship. But the captain of the ‘Lucky Dinar’ would have probably insisted on trying to sneak her way in and stealing the totem in some grand display of skill. As for Valaria? The dragon born would have probably stuck to her paladin’s oath and tried talking the beast to death before doing what needs to be done.


“No, girl. It has to be me. Just me.” Tiss finally sighed. Her hand idly brushing the shockingly soft plums of the bird that had bore her this far. True she could probably ride Winnow the rest of the way down. Maybe even get some help from the warmount. But no. It had to be her and it had to be her way.


The fairy girl took a moment more to check herself over. The black and white finery of her Silverquill uniform shone about as well as it would after her usual mending spell. It felt like a lifetime since she’d been torn from Strixhaven, and somehow the uniform almost felt a bit small in the wispy fae. She had her spell-top in her bag, the strap only slightly bumping against the base of her black-and-jade wings. She also had her Smartphone. The spell app loaded up just in case she needed something for a fast getaway. She  froze for a moment upon patting the familiar pouch sewn into her garments. Nutty wasn’t there. It took her a moment to remember she’d left the little mechanical familiar back on the ship. No sense in it, or Winnow, being put at risk for this.


“Aright Tiss. You can do this.” She said again, only to wince as she realized she’d already said that. With as much confidence as she could muster the little wizard began fluttering her way down towards the mouth of the cave, where the Ogre-mage dwelled.

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


It took everything Hui had to keep herself from running. She’d walked around in front of the door long enough that it was a shock it hadn’t opened all on its own. It hadn’t. The room’s sole occupant likely busy with actual work. Hui paused for a moment as the wah began wondering if that might be a good excuse. Maybe she could use that as a way out. Or maybe she should just run.


That split second of wondering was enough to end any thoughts of escape, though. The office door swung open and Miss Blake stood there. Towering over the red panda girl with her brick wall of a body. Hui was never one to ‘read’ faces. But she could tell there was at least a bit of annoyance in the wolverine’s eyes. One heavy grey-brown furred paw gripping at the door frame as Miss Blake leaned in and tilted her head quizzically.


“You need something, Miss Sang?” The intimidating growl of a voice was more calm than usual. It was entirely possible that the wah had grown accustomed to the woman and her ‘motivational’ screaming to the point where a normal voice just felt off. Either way it somehow unnerved her all the more. As did those sharp blue eyes cutting right though her.


“Miss Blake. I, I need to you.” Hui said with a confidence she absolutely didn’t feel. Paws clenched into fists as she arched herself up on her tiptoes.


The wolverine didn’t seem to notice. She might have looked uncomfortable. Or annoyed. Honestly the strain of trying to read the expression on her face was almost too much for Hui to take. It was a few moments before the girl realized she was staring, and a few moments more before she was aware that the teacher was staring back. Blank annoyance now added to whatever else was going on with her expression. A look that sent fear though the schoolgirl’s heart.


“… I mean talk to you, talk to you. Ma’am. In your office. I-if that’s ok.” Hui doubled down


“Look, kid.” The woman took a big grey-furred paw from the door frame and shoved it into her pocket. “If you’re looking to complain about the volleyball teams, don’t. Ok? I’m not trying to single you or Parker out for being short. Honestly you’re the only one who’ll willingly do anything with her after we tried basketball. I don’t…” She trailed off when the words got no real reaction from Hui. The broad stone block of a woman stepping aside and ushering the student into the green and beige hell of her office without another word.


It was just as much a shock to Hui as she walked in and sat herself down in one of the uncomfortable metal chairs. The paltry excuse for foam padding had likely worn away before Ms Blake even got the job here and the small gap in the seat made Hui worry her big bushy tail was going to get caught and need tools to extradite her. 


“I‘m sorry, Miss Blake. I know you probably want to go home. I promise this wont‘ take too long. I just, well. Ok it‘s kind of complicated. Well not kinda complicated. It ‘is‘ complicated. See. Justin ended up stranded at my house during the blizzard. His mom didn‘t want him trying to walk home even though it‘s not far because I guess she worried he‘d fall and get stuck or something. I mean it was really bad. Plus my parents were out so that ‘really‘ freaked them out. Even though we‘re both responsible and we both know not to have sex. I mean it‘s tempting. Like, really tempting. But we need to be more established in life before we think about kids. A-anyways“ 


Hui paused as she realized she‘d been keeping her eyes fixed on Ms. Blake‘s desk the whole time. She was suddenly aware of her tail having fluffed up behind her. The blush on her cheek. She could feel the wolverine gazing at her though those blonde tresses. Her sharp green eyes boring a hole into Hui. The same sinister look she seemed to get every time she fucked up at gym. Which meant every day at gym. Finally she just bit her lip and leaned in, doing her best to meet her teacher‘s gaze.


“I know.” Hui finally spat it out. 


She sat there watching the teacher intently. The wolverine’s face going from stern annoyance, to realization, and finally to barely hidden concern. Miss Blake took a considerably long moment to collect herself before leaning on to the desk. Her elbows seemed like they’d snap the cheap wood atop the heavy metal frame at any moment. She looked at Hui for what seemed like forever, before finally speaking in a mostly calm voice.


“So then, is there a reason I’m talking to you and not ‘other people’?” She said about as calmly as she could


“Other people?” The wah took a moment to process that. Her eyes finally lighting up with realization as she sat up a bit straighter in the chair. Her body trying and failing to show some sort of authority she flat out didn’t have in her day to day life. “No. I haven’t told anyone else. Yet.” She was quick to add the last word. The fact that she actually had something akin to leverage in all of this allowing her a small jolt of assurance. “I mean, I admit I thought it was weird when you started showing up at the games and helping out my Ma- my boyfriend. And my brother.”

“Yeah.” The wolverine muttered “You know your boyfriend is kind of a lunkhead, right? If he keeps picking fights like that he’s gonna get his ass beat.”

“He has.” Hui grumbled “I mean you know about that already. Like with the- HEY! That’s not what we’re talking about!” The red panda girl slammed her palms on the table and leaned up as far as she dared. Growling, then backing down almost instantly. “That’s not why I’m here. I’m here because, well, I mean, I’m here to make some ground rules!”

“Ground rules?” Ms. Blake blinked. “So, what. You gonna blackmail me, kid?”

Hui slumped her head and winced at the word. “Y-you don’t have to put it like that, Miss Blake.”

“Why not?” The teacher shrugged. “It’s what I did. We both know how fucked this situation is. You ‘should’ be telling the principal. Or Someone else. Anyone else. Your parents, maybe.”

“I should.” Hui nodded. “And I will, unless-”

“And that, kid, is blackmail.” The woman nodded.


Hui was sure she could see some panic in her gym teacher’s face. Not that she dared to really let herself think the terrifying Miss Blake was capable of any such feelings. The teen took a few hard breaths to steady herself. Somehow the fact that she was being told all of this by the monster she’d come here to ‘slay’ was only making her feel less confident and far less sure of herself.


“First.” Hui said as calmly as she could. “I need to know that when this semester is over, this is all done.”

“After the semester?” The teacher seemed off guard now, quirking her brow as she gazed at the girl.


“You have tried to help Justin. I donno if it’s to make him behave or what. B-but it’s helping. The job helps. A-and he’s stopped trying to fight as much. Well for now at least. That’s not enough for me to think any of this is ok. Because it’s not. It’s really not!”

“Kid, you’ve got the power here. It ends whenever you say it ends.” The woman sighed. “What I’m wondering is why let it go on for the few more months in the first place. Yeah Flannery is doing a bit better but he can do that regardless.”

“Because you’re teaching him.” The wah finally confessed. A deep blush hitting her cheeks. “Most of what we know about any of this is from books. He wants to be safe. ‘We’ want to be safe. The whole thing makes me feel really… confused. And funny. I don’t know. I don’t think I like it. But I mean, he never really considered even touching another boy before. And now he is. That’s kinda, well it’s kinda hot. And he’s learning a lot. Plus that tattoo is ‘really’ sexy.” The wah giggle-snorted as she said it. Looking away bashfully and hugging her tail up to her face.


“You realize that’s kinda fucked up, right?” Tabs muttered. “’You helped my boyfriend realize he might be bi’ isn’t exactly the most wholesome of motives there, Miss Sang.”

“I’m not a wholesome girl.” Hui chirped back. She then blinked and put a paw to her lips “S-sorry, Miss Blake.”

The older woman let out an exasperated sigh. Her eyes flickering a moment as she looked the girl over once more. “So I keep doing this until the school year ends, and you hold off on telling anyone until then?” the teacher muttered the words carefully. Her tone what Hui imagined one would hear from someone contemplating a wish spell with a djinn. An idea she quickly stored away for later.


It took a while before the red panda girl finally collected herself enough to stand and look  the teacher in the eye. It wasn’t something Hui was used to doing. She never did it, really. Well, she did with her Master but that was about it. She swallowed back all of the discomfort and shook her head firmly “If you do, Then I won’t say anything. Master thinks this training is helping him. He thinks it’s good for him. Like an apprenticeship. We agreed not to make things worse.”

“And Collin?” the wolverine muttered.


“Chen…won’t talk to me.” Hui sighed. That’s between you and him. But he’s still my brother. If you do anything to hurt him. Or Justin, I-”

“I already told you, Miss Sang. You have all the power here. This isn’t some ‘negotiation’ bullshit. You say stop, I stop. You call the cops, I got no way out. Still not sure why either of you are ok with this still.” She sighed. “But fine. You want to do it this way, we do it this way.”

“I… uh… was not expecting that.” Hui muttered “I admit, I don‘t really know how to react.”

The teacher simply sat silently. Hui could feel that gaze on her. She didn‘t dare look. She was sure if she did, she‘d be crushed by some giant club or burned to a crisp by a fireball. Well, not really, obviously. Not that her stomach knew the difference as it leaped around and churned in nervous anticipation. “S-so everything you‘re doing… it‘s teaching. Right? That‘s what we agree on. He‘s learning from an experienced dommie. That‘s just SSC, right?”

“Right.” The wolverine finally replied.


Hui nodded and stood. She then gave a small bow, once again surprising herself with the gesture. “O-okay. Just… just remember. If things go too far.” She sighed and shook her head before turning to leave. Pausing only long enough to look back nervously and chirp out “Ok Miss Blake, thank you!”

With that Hui dashed off towards the main hallway to get to her locker. She needed to get her things and go home. After all of this, she needed about a week of sleep. Thank goodness winter break was coming.

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


Tabs could still feel herself shivering as she made it outside. She’d managed to keep it together from her desk out into the parking lot behind the gym. Her legs were threatening to give out even from that short distance.


It still didn’t seem real. The wolverine woman tried to let her mind catch up with her body while she inhaled heavy gulps of fresh air. The cold of it stung her lungs, and naturally she’d forgotten her jacket like an idiot. But she was far more concerned with the agony in her stomach. A gnawing, twisting knot that had taken root at some point in her conversation with the Sang girl.


She wanted a drink. Something to fix the chill of terror running down her spine or the heat radiating from her chest. Of course she didn’t have any booze on hand. She’d have to be a pretty shitty teacher to keep that at school. Her mind kept running over the conversation. How calm she’d been. How unnatural it all felt. Like a dream. Her thoughts had been clear but in the back of her head some part of her had been screaming. Even if she knew this shit was coming, she hadn’t expected it like this. Not from Justine’s little girlfriend. Especially not seeing her actually attempt to wrangle the situation instead of stopping it and getting the principal.


That whole scene just kept looping around in her head while the woman paced. Her chest heaving in the icy air and blowing out gouts of steam. Thoughts raced more quickly than she could keep them.  At some point the walking stopped and a pain began to bloom in her paw. A moment later told her why. The fist was planted firmly into the wall. Knuckles throbbing where they landed right between two of the bricks. The paw shot under her armpit a split second later as Tabs slammed her boot against the icy sidewalk and bit back a growl of pain.


“Fuck! Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck!” She smashed the heel of her boot back into the wall and rammed her shoulder into it as if the impotent blows would somehow dull the pain. 


“Uh, you ok, Miss Blake?”

Tabs tensed up at the voice. She twisted around and nearly fell as her boot hit the icy ground wrong. She steadied herself just time to see a familiar form gazing up at her.


“Oh, Parker. What are you doing here?” She muttered giving her hand another shake.


“I, uh, well, Hui said she saw you coming out here.” the student muttered. She leaned to one side trying to get a better look at the hand now compressed under Tabs’ arm. “You hurt your hand?”

“It’s nothing.” Tabs muttered. “What are you doing out here?”

“I’m parked out here.” The badger girl said as she gestured out to the small collection of mostly student cars. “Plus I wanted to ask you something. I ran into Hui on the way out. She talk to you about the volleyball thing again?”

The lack of malice on Parker’s face was a bit of comfort for the teacher. She’d done some sessions of Shadowrun with both her and Sang by now. It would be wrong to say Sang was dumb by any stretch. But the red panda was more, innocent? That probably wasn’t the right word considering what she knew the girl got up to. But Tabs couldn’t for the life of her think of a better way to describe it.


Parker was not, and if she knew more Tabs was pretty sure she’d be saying something now. Even as the two stood there out in the cold she imagined the little perception rolls going on in the badger’s brain. It was just enough for Tabs to sigh and offer the most placating smirk she could under the circumstances. “I’m just kinda stressed out. It’s nothing. Probably gonna go home and relax with some video poker. Maybe finish up my Daemonettes.”

Becky stifled a laugh at this. “What’s so funny?” The wolverine muttered. Even as she asked she could feel the blush on her cheeks hitting the cold. Her fur trapping the heat and cutting the cold like a knife.


“Oh come on, coach.” Becky chuckled “You have to admit it’s kinda funny.”

“So you kids can play those kind of games but I can’t, is that it?” Tabs muttered.


“What? No. First of all I don’t play that game. Mom never wanted me to hang out that much at Ryan’s house anyways.”

“Who?” Tabs tilted her head.


“Our big cousin. He’s the one who taught Justin all this stuff. Mom didn’t like me being around though because his friend was always smoking pot. Besides editing software and camera equipment are all expensive. I can’t afford the plastic crack habit.”

The older woman simply nodded and leaned back against the wall, soaking up what heat she could though the bricks. “Yeah, well, at least one of you knows how to be responsible. So what do you need? Probably gonna go finish up my paperwork and head home in a minute.” Tabs’ eyes narrowed “And yes, gym teachers still have paperwork. We do more than just eat up an hour of your day, you know.”

“I didn’t say anything.” Becky shook her head. “I just, well I need some help with something and I don’t really have anyone else I can ask. Literally. See, It’s about Collin. I want to do something special for him. For Christmas. But not for ‘him’ him. I mean, well” she sighed “I want to do something to show I really do like him. and think he’s cute. Even as an Otokonoko.”

Finally the cold was too much for Tabs to take. She walked around the badger girl and hauled open one of the big metal doors, standing half way in the blessed warmth of her gym while still gazing at the badger girl. “One of these days you kids are going to drive me nuts with your nerd speak.” Tabs muttered


“Weren’t you just talking about Daemonettes, coach?” Becky smirked.


The wolverine winced again and gave her paw one final shake to ensure it was moving properly and she hadn’t broken anything. “Just come out with it.”

“I mean, ok, he likes to crossdress. Maybe more. And it’s, it’s cute. It’s ‘really’ cute. And I think I really like him. I really want to do something special for him but I don’t know what. I want to ask Hui but she… well… she likes things with Justin that I’m not sure about. I think he likes them too. But I don’t know. And even if he does” The girl was blushing by now. Her tail thudded from side to side as it smacked the side of the door and brushed the mound of snow piled up beside it. “I think he likes girls more like you.” She finally said “And I can’t ask anyone else because I won’t out him to people and make the teasing worse or make his parents mad. So, I need to ask you. If you were me and you met a boy like Collin, what would you get for him? Or do?”

For the second time that day Tabs felt a gut punch. It was as if the whole world had focused down onto a single point and smashed her in the stomach. Some small part of her mid even went back to the pain of being shot. Once again she could feel herself stumbling into the gym on a bit of auto pilot. Her paw pushed the door open further, shoving the packed snow aside with remarkable ease.


“Ok kid.” She sighed “Come on in, let’s have a talk.”
Chapter 41:

Something about the mall was soothing for Becky. She didn’t mind solitude. God only knew she spent enough time editing her small films into something half way watchable to the point where she’d gotten used to it by now. But the mall? That was different. Even now with the half-assed decorations and endless loop of Christmas tunes blaring she enjoyed the big open spectacle. She enjoyed the rows of shops and the bustling of strangers. There was something about being alone in a crowd that just felt cathartic to the young woman. Perhaps the odd pleasure of walking past countless furs and knowing each one held their own story. They were all ongoing narratives who’s lives intersected and branched out as fully as her own. All with hopes and dreams. 


Some small part of the badger wished she could just break off from everything and randomly follow them like a camera. Vanishing away as she saw the shape each little self contained world took. The joy, the misery, the growth. It made a girl feel amazingly small and unimportant. And yet there was a thrill in such a feeling she couldn’t possibly put her finger on.


But that wasn’t why she was here today. No, Becky had only one job. But it was a big one. Something she couldn’t undertake on her own. ‘You know him better than I do. Just get him something you think he’d like.‘ That’s what Ms. Blake had said. Except… she didn’t. Not really. Becky kinda knew what Collin liked. And she knew she should know about those things. But she didn’t.


Which was where her first stop came in. 


With paws shoved into the massive pockets of her puffer coat, Becky strolled her way up to the Orange Julius stand. She leaned heavily on it and slapped a five down hard on the counter. The fast paced southwestern Michigan accent struggling to slow into some cowboy drawl.


“Barkeep. One strawberry Julius.” She grunted.


The girl behind the counter sighed and slumped her shoulders. A lanky black-haired gecko with a gawdy orange polo shirt and baseball hat. The pure white Hijab she’d chosen to wear under the hat seemed almost evocative of the ‘orange and cream’ flavor profile the store was known for.


It had been a cleaver bit of marketing think back when the girl first started her job. Now, the look of utter contempt o her face was enough to show how done she was with the job.


“I still have twenty minutes left, Becky.” Esme sighed. She dragged herself over to the blender and began to assemble the drink. Her log tail thudding ad trailing along the holes in the rubber walk mat.


“That’s ok.” Becky shrugged “I’m kinda a bit worried about doing this myself.”

Esme shot a sidelong glance at her friend while the blender whirred to life. The buzz holding an anger that seemed to radiate from the teen operating it. “I don’t know why you need me to pick something out. Or why we aren’t at the game shop for that matter. You know most of the shit he’s gonna want will be there. And god damn expensive.”

“I want something more special than that.” the badger retorted “Besides. I want to spend some time with my best friend. I can’t really trust most people’s opinion on this anyways.”

“What about Hui.” Esme muttered.


“Oh like she can keep her mouth shut.” Becky grumbled “Plus you’re always busy with that play thing lately. And work. This fixes both.”

The gecko set the drink down and shoved the five aggressively into the drawer. “Shit.” She hissed with a sibilant S that sounded far too much like the reptile’s mother. She then hit the buttons to open the drawer once more and began rifling though it, pulling out a quarter and shoving it towards Becky.


“I don’t need my change.” The badger said. She then sighed and took the quarter rather than making Esme’s clear consternation any worse. She watched as Esme then began mixing up another drink. This one getting shoved into the fridge under the counter and the blender carafe being dunked into a waiting pool of wash water in the sink.


The next few minutes were a sea of awkward tension. Loud, angry rattling of industrial cooking equipment and a few not-so-quiet swear words while Esme worked to get the place in order before her shift ended. Becky, for her part, simply stood there drinking her drink and fiddling with her glasses. A squint here, a tug on the long metal arms there. Unlike many styles the things were the type that reach up and wrap around ones ears. Something that always made her feel like a simple twitch would send them flying off.


Eventually the noise stopped and Esme was out. She paused long enough to take her drink from the man who replaced her behind the counter and then slipped up beside Becky. A soft sky blue coat pulled up over her body and zipped to her neck.


“Aren’t you warm in that?” Becky snickered.


“Don’t you feel weird in those?” Esme retorted as she pointed to the glasses


“Eh, Contacts were bugging me.” Becky shrugged and started off into the crowd. As usual she could feel her friend falling into pace right beside her. The two wandering their way past the book store next to the Julius stand.


“Just so you know.” Esme chimed in. “I can’t stay for too long. I still have rehearsal later tonight. Abba said he’d be out I front to give me a ride. Though if we finish up early and I could hitch a ride with you I’m sure he wouldn’t mid it.”

“Nah, I mean maybe.” Becky shrugged “I don’t know. I don’t wanna keep you from practice. You’ve got the big role in the play, right? I mean I think it’s big. Was Desdemona considered big or is that just my movie brain assuming she’s the leading lady?”

The two passed more stores as Becky led them along the long tiled walkway. They passed the hot topic. The Spencer’s. That one shop that always seemed to sell fake wall hanger swords and statues which somehow attracted pot heads without having pot.


“So uh, are we going to stop somewhere?” Esme muttered.


“I kinda figured we should start at the back.” Becky chimed “That way if we find something just right we don’t have to waste too much time.”

“I don’t’ have that much time to begin with.” Esme corrected “And Kohl’s? Are you sure you’ll find something for him there?”

“Well the other direction was Penny’s. I donno that one feels more like a ‘where my mom shops’ kinda place. Or uh, am I fucking up with that one?”

Esme shrugged and hugged her coat tighter around herself “how should I know? I still don’t know what you’re even dragging me along for.”

The badger didn’t seem to pick up on the hint. Becky simple striding along on her own slightly short legs until the two of them had made their way deep into the massive clothing store built to end cap the narrow mall area.


The mens section was closest to the entrance, but Becky seemed to ignore that entirely. The two girls making their way into the women’s section and Becky making a Bee line for the bras.


“What… are we doing here?” Esme asked nervously.


“I donno. I thought a training bra might be a good way to, you know, show support.” Becky shrugged


This revelation caused Esme to recoil a bit. She looked off to the side while Becky looked over the bras. The badger not seeming to register her friend’s discomfort for even a moment.


“Come on, Esme. This is why I asked for your help.” Becky sighed “I don’t know what counts as really cute and girly and stuff.”

“You are a girl, though.” Esme muttered


“Well yeah.” Becky nodded. Pausing for a moment as she looked at the frilly things before her “Do you… think this is too much? Oh, maybe I should start with just an outfit? Here, come on.”

The two girls went on to look at skirts, at tops, at perfume. Becky barraging her friend wit hall manner of questions while Esme simply did her best to give short, curt answers. This pattern continued as the badger dragged them out of Kohl’s and over to the Gap, then across to a jewelry store.


An hour after the two set out, Esme finally stopped and yanked her hand free of her friend, growling angrily. “Ok. Enough. We haven’t even gotten half way back to where we started and there is a whole other floor under us.” The gecko snapped.


Becky blinked at the sudden outburst and shook her head ‘Come on, a lot of these stores we’re skipping anyways, Esme. It won’t take that much longer. I just really need a girls opinion.”

“You are a girl.” Esme snapped “And he is not. And even so, I never agreed to get dragged around all night. I don’t have time for this.”

“But you said you’d help me.” Becky sighed “Come on Es. I need you. If I can just find something to show Collin…” She cut herself short watching the expression on her friends face change. Becky shrinking back just a tiny bit. “I uh, are you… mad, Esme?


“What do you think.” Esme seethed


“You look… yeah. You look kinda pissed.” Becky nodded. The gecko giving no response. “Why are you pissed?” Becky hazarded cautiously



“Why am I pissed?” Esme sighed “You really want to know why I am pissed?”

“Yeah, I would.” Becky nodded eagerly. “Come on Esme, I’m your friend.”

“Are you?” The gecko grumbled. “You know this is our last dress rehearsal tonight, yes? Our last one before the play. Do you remember that?”

The badger shook her head and pulled out her phone. “I mean I guess the date sounds right. I donno. Why? You said your dad would pick you up, right?”

A small string of swears in Arabic slammed though the air as the lanky girl threw up her hands. “Ah. Right there. You see? This is the problem. ‘you’ said that you would film a dress rehearsal. That you would help me get it for my reel. Something I can show off to schools next year without having to worry about all the chaos of the crowd. Yet here we are. In the mall. Looking around for a gift that ‘you’ can buy. Because for some reason that I cannot grasp for the grace of Allah ‘you’ have decided that ‘you’ need to make the first move on him. That you like him. Right when he’s decided to get even weirder than normal!”

“H-he’s not that weird.” Becky muttered.


“He’s coming to game sessions dressed like a girl! That is not normal!” the gecko interjected “I realize that you and Hui spend half your time watching bad anime where that happens, but that doesn’t make it normal. Even if it was, he hasn’t shown a shred of interest in you!” 


Esme gripped at her face and turned as if to leave, taking a few steps before turning back and wagging her finger. “He doesn’t like you, Becky. It’s just like Hui’s crush on your stupid cousin all over again. Except when she did it we just had to listen to her pine and whine and carry on for hours on end every time we tried to do something. The second she told him her feelings they at least turned a bit more bearable. You? You drag me around to find him outfits, or makeup, or all the other things you as a girl should know more about than him. You don’t care that I’m uncomfortable. You don’t care that I don’t particularly like either of those boys. You certainly don’t’ care that you forgot your promise and this is the last chance you have to fulfill it! Oh but you’re happy to drag me from my shift after work and make me spend energy on your problem before I go off to rehearse. My… freaking life is failing the god damn Bechtel test and I am sick of my only friends ignoring me!”

The gecko bit back a scream as she turned away from her friend and grabbed hold of the nearby trash can. She shoved it. It didn’t budge. She shoved again, and again. Only after about a dozen attempts did she look down and realize it was bolted to the floor, at which point Esme simply kicked one of the bolt points and slumped against the wall.


“Esme, I-”

“I am going to go wait for Abba.” Esme cut Becky off. “Good luck finding your gift. Maybe you’ll get senpai to notice you finally.” The young woman didn’t wait for a response. She simply marched past Becky and to to the parking lot.


Becky sighed and slumped back against the wall. Her eyes cast up against the ceiling. She stayed there for what felt like ages, grinding her foot into the wall and rolling the fallout of that blow-up around in her mind.


It hurt. She’d be lying to say otherwise. But then if Esme really felt that way maybe she deserved it to hurt. Maybe Becky had it all coming to her. “Stupid, self absorbed shithead.” She muttered to herself. For once feeing just about as dumb as Justin. A new low, if ever there was one.


Becky pulled herself up from the wall and sighed. There was only one thing left to do about it.

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


The costume didn’t fit. Why would it? Esme had done theater long enough to know that wasn’t how costumes worked.


It was a lanky white dress in… she wanted to say Elizabethan? Victorian? None of those eras made any sense to her. Everyone seemed to wear a fabric store on them at all times. Frankly it was just as likely that the home ec teacher had picked out whatever pattern she thought looked ‘old timey’ enough and had the kids sew it up one year.


They’d let her keep her Hijab, which was only natural considering the school couldn’t afford to do something like pick a fight over it for a stupid play. But if Esme were honest with herself she’d almost have preferred if they let her keep the Tee shirt and wrap skirt she’d been wearing instead. What with the way her outfit’s sleeves bunched up on her lanky arms and her long legs had to crouch for the dress to hit the ground enough and not show off her ankles.


She’d asked the director to let Hui change it. But then it’d probably be too big for whatever fur used it next.


So she had to make do with a few pins used to pull the thing in on her slender frame and walking the stage I sandals because even the most flat footed boots she owned still made the dress lift too high for the small bit of dysgenics the production had.


Just as well. Hui would probably confuse Desdemona and Portia. Then she’d end up reading about Portia being from Belmont and Esme would end up dressed up as a Castlevenia character. Besides, she had no right. After blowing up at Becky, Esme had no right to ask either girl for favors. They both had their own thing going now. Hui had spent most of high school drooling over her man it felt like. Now Becky would do the same until Collin moved off. Assuming Collin reciprocated, that was. Or maybe not. The guy was honestly kind of a little troll and Esme had no idea what Becky saw in him. Both of the boys were just the most insufferable creatures she could imagine. Even for boys.


“Come on, Desdemona. Breath.” Esme muttered. She once again began to take deep breaths and work on her exercises. Silly phrases and noises intended to help with the proper Shakespearean diction and with projecting to the back rows. It didn’t matter if she was tired or distracted. Esme planned to be a professional about this every time she stepped out on that stage. Any feelings she had could wait, unless they could help inform the character at that moment.


“Hey, Director lady!”

Esme looked up to the voice that bellowed from the back of the auditorium. A familiar badger girl hauling in a tripod and a camera complete with one of those absurdly long lenses Becky seemed to like.


“Where do you want me to set this up?”

Esme smiled a bit in spite of herself, watching Becky as she worked to set up the tripod. Even as the Drama teacher started to march her way up the steps towards the back of the auditorium, likely to chew her out over the interruption.


“Well.” Esme sighed “It’s a start at least.”
Chapter 42:

Half an hour of driving wasn’t much, but it added up when you weren’t used to it. Tabs had gotten used to easy commutes with the school only minutes away from her house. It also probably helped that she never cooked. The blizzard had used up stored food she didn’t even know she had, but most of the time it was just taco bell from the gas station or going to one of the three or four spots in town. Usually Thursdays when the one place had all a special on bluegill.


In fact the only times she ever drove that far seemed to be when going out to the next town over for shopping, or when going to a bar.


Like the one she’d parked in front of.


That fact may have been more depressing than she wanted to admit.


Regardless the wolverine pulled herself out of her nice warm car and into the cold winter air. December was no longer the most bitter month. Not like it had been when she was little, or at least that was how she’d always remembered it. Still it was cold. The bar’s gravel driveway littered with snow but thankfully devoid of ice. Tabs made her way up to the doors as quickly as she dared knowing that ice could be resting just under the soft white snow. her body screaming from the cold as she made her way in to the small, dingy space.


It was familiar. Cement floors with cheap rubber padding. Old booths that looked to be a century out of date and poorly kept. A long, old oak bar with stools lined up along it. It was every biker bar she’d seen the nation over. If not in form and shape then at least in spirit. It was also one of the many she’d seen fit to frequent back during the early days of the Frel Valkyries. Back when they were just starting out. Hell, when it was just her and Helga for part of it. Before there even was a proper MC.


Granted the same could be said for several others up and down 94. Hell, the same could probably be said for hundreds of bikers in the area. But for some reason she still felt it was a special feeling


Tabs took a few deep breaths. Partially for the sake of nostalgia. Mostly to get the damn frost out of her lungs. It was almost enough to make her wish she could stand going back to the southwest. Almost.


“Yo, we don’t allow fucking dites in here. Beat it.” The gruff German Sheppard behind the bar barked the words as he hobbled his way up to the counter. He was old enough to be Tabs’ dad, and years of hard living only made it worse. He trundled up to her with all the grace of someone who’s pelvis was made of silly putty. Staring up at her with a small growl.


“Oh get fucked, old man.” Tabs put her hand on his shoulder. She barely stopped herself from shoving him. Yet the pressure alone seemed to be enough to knock him over. Tabs rushed to catch the old man before he fell.


“Oh Jesus Fuck, Ace. Sorry.”

The old dog found himself gripping her leather. He just barely managed to pull himself back up and dust off without collapsing once more on his ass. “Thought you were gonna be here sooner.” The old man muttered bitterly.


“And I thought you would have customers.” Tabs huffed.


The man moved himself up to the end of the bar. He was trying to hide it, but there was a mournful look on his face. Ears pinned back, tail twitching anxiously as it rest between his legs. “Nobody’s out at times like this.” He grumbled “Nobody but damn yuppie kids on snowmobiles tooling around. Stuck some fence post down deep in my front yard cause the damn kids keep driving over it while they go bar hopping.”

“Uh, that’s… super illegal.” Tabs gasped


The old dog snorted loudly and shook his head. His body slumped as he made his way out from behind the bar. The old dog looked Tabs up and down a few times and then snorted. “Honest life ain’t done you too bad, huh?”

“Gotta do something once you plant roots, right?” Tabs shrugged “Besides, not like I got a job that lets me sit around all day.”

“Teacher, right?” the man sighed. “Jesus, what’s this world coming to.”

“Gym teacher.” Tabs corrected “So, You said you wanted me up here for something?”

The dog slipped into a seat and grabbed a bottle of whiskey off of the bar back. he took a nice hard swig and leaned back against the bar “Look, I got this thing I gotta take care of. Medical. Probably gonna be out of commission for a week.”

The blonde wolverine woman made her way over and took a grab at the booze. The shaggy old canine quickly yanking his paw away. “Nuh uh you don’t. This here’s the blue label. You want a nip you’re gonna pay for it, missy.”

“Ugh. Some things never change.” Tabs sighed. “Seriously though. Why’d you call me up here to tell me that? Can’t someone from your club drive you around for the medical shit?”

“I don’t need a nursemaid, girl. I mean I want you to watch the bar.” The old man pushed some graying headfur aside and tucked it under his flag bandana. His old eyes twinkling with a touch of playful anger.


“That makes even less sense.” Tabs sighed “Don’t you have employees who can handle that?”

“Sure I do. So long as someone’s here to watch em.” Ace muttered.


“So again, why not someone from your club?” Tabs reiterated


“Cause they’re all busy. That’s why. Jesus Christ missy were you always this fussy and I just never noticed?”

The comment did draw a small smile from the wolverine. Tabs leaning in and trying once again to snag the bottle from the man. Once again she failed, though this time she made no real effort to do more than annoy him. She then leaned back on her stool and sighed heavily. as her arms splayed on the bar. “Well it’s not like I have anything else to do I guess. But I don’t know the first thing about how to run a bar.”

“I’ll show ya what you need to do. it’s easy.” Ace nodded “You just gotta do all the boring shit. I leave it up to these kids running the place and they’ll probably just drink me dry while I lay there watching god damn Maury or some shit.”

“Phht. You watch Maury.” Tabs snickered


“I take that as a ‘yes’, then?” the man muttered


Tabs shrugged softly. “I guess so. Not like I have anything better to do. I just don’t know why it would be me of all people.”

“Well for one thing you’re a teacher. So you’re the only one I know who gets this time a year off. Everyone else’s got shit to do.”

“Well that’s a ringing endorsement.” The wolverine muttered childishly.


“Is what it is. Besides. I know you’ll run this place right. Last thing I need is to come back and see my bar taken over by a bunch of flannel wearing hipster jackasses. I need someone who knows to give difference to riders. Someone who’s gonna respect the wrong kind of people. Ya feel me missy?”

Her head nodded. The affirmation caught Tabs a bit by surprise. None of this made much sense to her. All it did was raise more questions. But from the looks of it the old man didn’t really have much more discussion in him. 


Instead he polished off the Blue Label and reached for a small pack of gum tucked into the folded sleeve of his shirt. He withdrew a single square and popped it in his muzzle, glancing down at the floor. “Fuck this habit is hard to quit.” He muttered. Finally Ace pulled himself up and started towards the back room. “Come on kid. Let’s see if that big teacher brain of yours can figure out how to keep the books.”
--------------------


It was past noon when the wolverine managed to pull up to the bar. Tabs could feel her body screaming at her from the sudden shift in sleep schedule. Being a teacher meant waking up early, even if it was just gym. Especially if it was just gym, actually. Considering that she still had to keep herself in shape. On breaks like this she got a chance to sleep in, but that only made it worse as her body had barely adjusted to waking up in the afternoon and now it was grumbling at her again for the sudden shift to ten in the morning.


The woman laughed for a moment as she realized the salty ass fast food breakfast she’d choked down was probably part of it, too.


She took a few more minutes to polish off the last of her hash browns and then hauled herself out of the car, stopping only to pull a massive metal keg from her back seat and sling it over her shoulder In what she hoped would be a dramatic fashion.


This failed, and a few moments later she found herself struggling to keep the keg from impacting the gravel of the bar’s parking lot.


Dragging the thing inside, the woman paused for just a moment while pushing open the tinted glass doors. Two furs sat on the stools nearest the door. The first, a rat woman with frazzled hair and a denim vest over her crop-top, was laying there sleeping with her head on the bar. The other was a tabby about Tabs’ age. The man’s face and neck a patchwork of scars from brawls and accidents. He had a beer close at hand while he nursed a mug of black coffee, going slowly between the two.


It was the man who looked at Tabs first. She noticed his jacket, the same colors worn by Ace. She also noticed the sharp yellow eyes. One of which was hidden under the mass of scar tissue which slipped over his left one. After hanging around those damn kids so long, it took every ounce of willpower the wolverine had not to make an ‘anime character’ joke. Instead she hauled the keg up to the side of the bar and slumped her arms down on it, putting one knee on the metal barrel and taking the weight off of her sore feet.


“Bout time you showed up.” The tabby growled. He shoved the rat awake and then leaned back on the stool while the other employee stirred herself.


Tabs watched the two for a long moment. Her face twisting a bit as she sniffed the air “Any coffee left in the pot?” she muttered


“Brought it from home.” The tabby shrugged. Possibly a lie. But it was too early to start shit. He leaned forwards and took a heavy sip of his drink. His eyes slipping over Tabs. Sizing her up. The sharp eyes of someone used to seeing anyone an everyone as a threat.


They’d been Tabs’ eyes too, not that long ago. In another lifetime, sure. But a lifetime she still remembered way too clearly.


“Mind if I ask why you dragged us out here? And what the keg is for?” The man muttered again.


“I was going to wait for the other guy to show up too. Lefty, right?” Tabs asked


“He ain’t showing up.” The girl finally groaned as she pushed some of the sleep from her eyes “He said if you wanna play manager you can go right ahead. But he knows how to do his job.”

“I only showed up ‘cause Ace made me promise.” The tabby man grunted ‘But if you’re buyin us beer I won’t say no.”

“Keg’s not for you” Tabs corrected quickly “Though you guys want to get some later I’d be fine buying a round or two. I know getting p this early sucks. Look, I don’t know Ace that well. I mean I did. Once upon a time. Still not sure why he asked me to do this ‘cept that he knows I got fuck all to do with myself until the winter break ends. But…” she sighed “Well, I don’t tell you two how bad he’s doing. And I figured since he’s finally getting some kind of treatment for what’s wrong with him it might be nice if we fixed a few things up for him while we were at it.”

Both bartenders tensed at this. For a moment Tabs had to wonder if she was going to have a fight on her hands. She watched them carefully until she was sure that neither was about to pounce on her, all the while feeling the old tension of past fights screaming in the back of her brain.


When she was sure she would not be attacked, Tabs grabbed hold of the keg and dragged it over a bit. The bright, well cared for metal putting the Bells brewing company logo on full display. “Look, I’m not talking about making this some kind of fucked up yuppie trap or anything. I get it, the old man would probably rather burn this place down than see it catering to families or shit like that. But I figured I gotta do something more than just stand around babysitting a few grown adults who probably don’t need it. Right?”

“Right.” The rat girl said as she pulled herself up “we don’t need it. So what? You just called us in here to show us you’re gonna have us sell some high end beer while the boss is gone?”

“Oberon’s not that high end. Shit it’s what I drink half the time.” Tabs snorted


The tabby rolled his eyes and reached into his jacket for a pack of cigarettes. He tapped one out into his paw and slipped it into his muzzle, eyes locking on to Tabs as he patted his jacket down for a lighter. “Fuck, either you fucked the old mans brains out, lady. Or Ace is going real soft. Your old man give you those colors or something?”

Tabs paced herself over slowly to the man. His tall, lanky frame almost matched her standing height even hunched in the bar stool. Still she put a paw on the bar and leaned in, tilting her head a bit “Listen. We gonna have a problem? Simba?” She glanced at the mans name patch as she read it. The shove that followed was near immediate. The feline standing at full height with the unlit cigarette hanging from his lips. “Name’s Ben to you, lady. Don’t you fucking forget it. You call me that shit again and I’ll”

The word was crushed in his throat. The wolverine’s massive paw around his neck. Squeezing. Her arm took a few hard blows, then an actual slash from the mans claws. She bled. She smiled. She didn’t flinch. When the lack of air and savage exertion had calmed him down Tabs just pulled him in close, forcing his head to look down at her own leathers. “You run your mouth like that all the time, Simba?” She asked as she forced him to look at the spot where she’d put her patches. A 1% with a line crudely sewn though it to indicate it was no longer current. A red and white Maltese cross and a skull with crossed axes.


“You want me gone, talk to Ace. You don’t’ wanna deal with me while I’m here? Fuck off for a week. I’ll do your job and make sure you get your pay. But if I’m gonna be here I’m not putting up with any shit. You got that?” She shoved him back into the bar. She stood there, still braced for a fight. Her arm bleeding slowly on to the worn old wooden floor.


Benny stood there for a long moment. He took in the few other patches on her. Only now seeming to actually pay them any mind. A flash of recognition finally hitting his face, the tabby sat back down. He wiped the blood off on his jeans and then resumed fishing for his lighter, sniffing at the air just a bit. “You one of those chicks who were tearing 94 up for a while?” he grunted.


“Was, yeah.” Tabs nodded “I’m just trying to repay the old man a bit, that’s all. Not like I’m his first choice anyhow. Like I said, you wanna fuck off then go for it. I ain’t in your club. No reason for you to give a shit. But all I’m saying is that the poor guy’s barely breaking even. I figured maybe if we add something local instead of the mass market shit people can get anywhere, and maybe see about adding a drink or two, we can get some people to come in once in a while. I mean fuck, this place is out in the middle of god damn nowhere. We gotta do something.”

The rat now perked up a bit more as she glared at Tabs “wait a minute, you saw his books?”

“I mean just a quick peek” Tabs shrugged “he was showing me how to do all the paperwork bullshit but… it’s not good. Especially not for a guy who needs to deal with emphysema.”

“Empha- wait, I thought it was like an infection or something.” The girl yelped “How do you-”

“It’s Emphysema, Dusty.” Benny confirmed dourly. “A lot of the old timers get it if they don’t quit smoking. ‘Specially any of em who used to hit meth pretty hard. You kinda pick up on the signs after a while.”

At least some of the hate was gone from Benny’s eyes now. He took a deep drag on his cig even as he said the words, turning back to his coffee and taking a big gulp to silence any further questions.”

Tabs sighed and nodded. She then made her way to the keg she’d brought in. “Mind getting me something to wrap this arm up?” She asked, glancing at Dusty, the rat girl. “I’mma see if I can figure out how to hook this up. Anything it should replace?”

“Cooers.” Benny muttered “Nobody around here buys that shit anyways.”

Tabs nodded and began to haul the keg back as if nothing had happened.

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


Dusty and Tabs stood behind the bar. The grey furred rat hovered over the speedwell next to Tabs, her short crop of dust-colored headfur pulled back in a bun so as to keep any hair out of her face. She stood watching while Tabs pulled bottle after bottle of booze from Meijer bags. A snicker barely contained on the rodents face.


“You know usually we get this from a wholesaler.” The younger fur noted while she looked at the odd assortment. “And most of this is just shit the guys here will want to drink straight, anyways.”

“Yeah probably.” Tabs nodded. Her own blonde locks pulled back into a simple ponytail with a few rubber bands from the office. It hurt like hell, and she was wondering if she’d perhaps put on too many. Yet another in a long line of fuckups she was sure she’d be making during this little stint. She turned to Dusty and smiled with the most confident smile she could muster, cocking her hip to one side as she tried like hell to look as confident as Hrist always had. “I was trying to do some research and figure out just how we could get a bit more money into this place. Most people will probably just do shots and beer. But a few mixed drinks never hurt. Besides, a few guys get stuff in here, right? Like ’drink’ drinks?”

“A couple.” Dusty nodded “I mean the last place I worked just about all I did was mix drinks. But people here don’t really seem like they want to try anything new.”

“Well we can see about selling em a few things” Even as Tabs said it she took one of the shakers up and set it down, looking around for ice “I actually tried making a couple drinks myself during that big blizzard. Had to do something to occupy my time when the Oberon ran out” 


With a considerable degree of difficulty, Tabs managed to get the cap off of a bottle of Goldschlager. Spinning it free and pouring a rather sloppy quarter shot of it into the jigger before tossing it in to the mixing glass. She then repeated the process with the same amount of Jameson Honey whiskey. She then paused and looked at Dusty while picking up a can of Coke.


“Ok, so. Last time I tried this at home with my crappy little shaker I was desperate. I put the pop in, and it kinda exploded. Is that gonna happen if I do that with this?”

Dusty bit back a snicker and nodded. “yeah, yeah it will. Here, let me.” The rat interacted and soon had ice in the tin, shaking the two ingredients before dumping the contents into the highball glass Tabs had chosen. Finally she finished it off by shooting Coke from the pop gun into the glass, instinctively filling it near the top.


“Ok, that it?” Dusty looked up at Tabs, tilting her head


“I think so.” Tabs nodded “I’d gotten some Vanilla coke in before the blizzard hit because J- because one of my friends kinda likes it. So I had to use that. And I used regular Jameson. But this is a bit closer to what I think the original recipe was. I just kinda had to improvise.”

Dusty picked the glass up and took a sip. Then another, quirking her brow a little as she looked up at Tabs. “It needs ice before we top it.” she said finally “And might be missing a bit of something else. But… it’s ok. Not too sure about the Goldschlager. You said you made this?”

Tabs nodded proudly “Yep! Well, I was looking at stuff I might be able to make with what was left in the house. I ended up watching a lot of videos from this guy who goes around in a flannel shirt making drinks on Youtube. Then I started reading some websites. This one. I had Jameson. I had the Goldschlager.  Didn’t have any Vernors in the house but, well, I figured I’d give it a try.”

Dusty nodded and took another sip. A small smile spreading over her face. “So you want us to sell this?”

“Sure. Just as a special. I mean if you think it’s good enough. By all means tweak it. You’re the bartender. But from what I understand this shit makes more money than just shots and cheap beer.” Tabs took the drink from Dusty and gave it a sip, nodding once more “yeah, it’s warm. Plus it doesn’t have that. whatever you call it. You know the thing? When some Coke melts in with some ice and it tastes better?”

The rat shook her head in amusement and turned herself back to the cards, looking them over with a studious eye that didn’t fit her tough, worn-in features. “I’ll see what I can do, boss lady.” Dusty chuckled “I know a few regulars who might be up for trying this before they get to the beer. We’ll see if we get any takers. I can offer a few ‘real’ drinks too if you want.”

“Whatever you think is best.” Tabs affirmed “I’m not trying to take over. I just wanna try to help the old man out a bit.”

“This drink got a name, though?” the rat quizzed as she took it back and downed a healthy gulp.


Tabs froze up and folded her ears back. The silence deafened the room as she shifted from foot to foot, finally muttering the words under her breath. “The Black Chocobo”

“The what?” Dusty blinked in confusion.


“The Black Chocobo.” Tabs repeated loudly “Look, it’s a long story. That’s the name though, and I’m sticking with it. Just, try not to laugh too much when you say it, ok?” With that the wolverine stormed into the back room with a rack of dirty glasses, eager to escape the embarrassing questions she’d forgotten she’d have to answer when bringing this idea up.

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


Bar work was not easy. A fur could spend their whole life in a bar and not realize just how much hard work was going on around them. This was a realization hitting Tabs now as she looked around the bar for what had to be the hundredth time that night.


Fortunately she was in shape. An obligation of her day job. Compared to chasing a bunch of Monster-fueled teenagers around a track with a whistle the running around she went though now felt like a light workout. Mentally though, it was overstimulating in the extreme.


Dim lights and smoke hazed the main bar area while the sounds of a dozen different conversations all struggled to raise up past the din of bad southern rock. Every step she took had to be carefully and quickly calculated so as to avoid ramming into a table or knocking someone over. It didn’t help that most of those present in the bar were bikers. Members of Ace’s club mainly. But several others as well. Behind the bar Dusty and ‘Simba’ were busy mixing drinks and putting out beer. The action so fast it reminded the wolverine of that video game her dad used to play on the family’s outdated computer back when she was a kid. Except here if you fucked up when sliding a drink down the bar it’d probably end horribly. Dusty herself had told Tabs that they flat out didn’t do that shit here and it was a good way for someone to get injured.


“Hey, boss lady, we’re running low on the keg you brought.” Benny called from behind the bar even as he poured out two more mugs.


Tabs huffed her way back with a big tray of dirty mugs and stopped herself just short of the bar’s edge. She looked over and examined the tap they’d hooked the Bells beer to. Only after a few moments did she realize there was no possible way she could tell if it was full or not simply from looking.


“People liked it that much?” Tabs asked


“Blame Dusty. She’s been hawkin’ your stuff all night. Probably just got some assholes in from up in Kzoo who’re used to the stuff.”

The word ‘tsundere’ popped into Tabs’ brain for a moment. God she was turning in to such a nerd. “I’ll grab two of em tomorrow then. Sorry about all that work I’m making for ya, Benny.”

The feline shrugged his shoulders and surprised a grin that somehow painted his sun-yellow cheeks in an almost childish light.. if not for the scars. “So long as the tips aren’t shit I’m not complaining.” He said plainly.


Tabs nodded and made her way back into the small ‘kitchen’ area such as it was. Really little more than a three bucket sink next to the keg fridge. She instinctively sucked herself in close to the big metal appliance as Dusty slipped back from behind the bar and reached around for a fresh bottle of something.


“I think he hates me a bit less.” Tabs chuckled as she started the near mechanical process of dunking and hand-washing the mugs in the first sink bucket.


“Fact that you’re doing this is probably why.” Dusty giggled. “I think he was figurin’ you’d just sit on your ass and give orders.”

“The fuck would I do that?” Tabs blinked “I don’t know shit about making drinks. I’m usually hammered off my ass by the time it’s this late. Worse if I’m in a bar.”

The rodent chuckled at that. It brought a bit of a smile to Tabs’ face. Something she sorely needed right about now. “Look you guys need anything else up there? Still seems like it’s pretty packed.”

“It’s actually thinning out.” Dusty said happily “Though I really don’t think we were prepped for everything. A lot of the boys from Ace’s club are out there too. I get the feeling he asked them to come in. Usually they don’t all come at the same time.”

“Oh great.” Tabs muttered “Didn’t realize I was gonna have an audience.”

“Relax. Probably just wanted to make sure they knew everything was gonna be fine until he got back. Everyone’s really worried about the old dog.”

“I am too.” Tabs nodded “Hope they can get him all patched up. Gonna suck that he can’t try any of the new drinks for a while. But hopefully he’s smart enough to put his health first.”

There was a noticeable pause from the Rat. Tabs turned around slowly, once again worried she’d said something to upset someone in this clusterfuck of errors she’d created. That was when she heard it. The wolverine leaned out past where Dusty was, the rat glancing around the corner of the door.


“Come on, kid!” A tattered looking ram man in the typical leathers and chaps barked the words drunkenly as he hammered his mug into the bar. “I said I want another.”

“I ain’t overserving you, pops. I got enough shit on my record without you ramming your bike into someone tonight.”

“Fuck you!” the man slurred. he slammed the mug on the bar again. This time the glass shattering into shards. Some of them falling into the ice well, some on the floor. Many splattering around the bar.


Benny reached for the Blue Curacao, only for his paw to be nabbed by the older man who then tried to wrench the bottle free from it. “Gimmie that” He grumbled gruffly. Only the clear drunkeness keeping the ram from nabbing hold of his target.


“Ok, that’s enough.” With a speed she didn’t really expect, Tabs slipped though the stunned crowd and grabbed hold of the ram’s wrist. She yanked hard and slipped her other arm up under his armpit in a sort of improvised half nelson. “He already told you no, pal. You know the drill by now.”

“Fuck your drill” the ram slurred. “I still got money. I want another drink you fucking dyke bitch.”

The ram’s now free hand swung wildly in the air as he tried to elbow Tabs in the ribs. The shots failed to connect, yet his powerful build was easily able to haul the woman up and twist her into the crowd. It took everything Tabs had to hold him in place. Many of the patrons backing off and giving them space after the initial drunken shuffle. A few cheering wildly from further back in the bar.


“Dusty, call a cab.” Tabs shouted over the din.


“We don’t got cabs!” Dusty called back


“Then call an uber. Gah!” The sea of furs in the bar shifted this way and that as Tabs worked to wrangle the man. Drunk as he was she seemed unable to figure out when and how to grab hold of his free arm. Each attempt allowed him to muscle her around more and caused her grip on his other arm to loosen. About a minute into this dance the man seemed to gain a second wind. His weight shifted and the wolverine felt herself hoisted off of the ground. Familiar pain bloomed in her body, this time in her back. Except this time without the warm numb of booze to offset it. A split second in the air and she was down on her back on the floor. A cheap bar table smashed under her weight and collapsed from its one pedestal leg. the table surface itself miraculously still in tact but utterly ripped from the base by the screws.


“I told you, I want a fucking drink.” The man slurred. “I don’t give a fuck what any of you have to say about it. Give me a drink. Right now!”

The smashed table groaned while the fallen woman began to hoist herself up. What had been in tact a moment ago now snapped as she instinctively placed one foot on the up-tilted part of the surface and the cheap board snapped as a result. For a split second, sharp claws flashed in the faint light of the bar. Tabs could feel her fingers tensing. Blood pumping though her temples, her arms burning as the veins screamed with adrenaline infused icor. Her arms shot around the offending biker’s midsection. They locked around him like a vice, claws digging into her own arms until a faint hint of crimson pooled in her fur. The grip of each paw around the opposing wrist trembled as if she would shatter her own bones from the tight grip.


Her leg slid back. Years of instinct. The palpable rage plastered on her face. People were quick to move away from her while the woman hoisted the man up. Everyone sure she was about to smash him squarely into the ground.


Instead she pushed forwards. Tabs took the brunt of the fall herself as she smashed shoulder first into the cold and poorly padded floor. She used the leverage to quickly pin the man with her knee on his back and then worked the other on top of his elbow in a poor imitation of a restraint she herself had felt far too many times in her life.


The older biker thrashed and heaved as he slurred obscenities out into the smoky room. Both of the wolverine’s paws pushed down on his one free shoulder while she struggled to keep her weight distributed evenly along him and keep the drunk from hurting anyone, or himself.


“Want me to call the cops?” Dusty cried out from her spot next to the wall phone.


“Don’t you call nobody!” A dark voice growled from the crowd.


A half-dozen men in similar leathers to the pinned ram all pulled themselves out from amid the crowd of people. A wild-eyed raccoon stood at their fore, looking down at the display. “Ol’ Joe ain’t going to jail tonight, lady. So I suggest you let him up and get him a drink. Let him know how sorry you are.”

The men loomed over her. Tabs could feel her body straining as she struggled not to dig her knee into the ram’s spine in retaliation for the threat. If she’d had even one beer in her right now, this would be some big trouble. For once she was clear headed enough to see that. Even then, she pulled one of her paws from his shoulder and tensed it into a fist.


She only barely noticed the sound of someone coming up behind her. Looking back, she expected to see more of the men. Instead she saw Benny. A few of his club brothers soon flocking around him.


“This ain’t your bar, fellas.” The feline said “The lady says you go, you go. No more drinks, for any of you.”

The ram’s brothers started to pace forwards. Tabs braced herself to leap up. ready to go after the raccoon if it came down to it. More footsteps behind her caught her attention. She glanced up out of the corner of her eye to see far more familiar forms. A bunny and bobcat flanking either side of a black haired pig.


“You fucking with our president there, boys?” Helga snorted. The pig wearing her old colors, complete with the ‘founder’ rank emblazoned on full display.


Outnumbered, the aggressors began to back off. Tabs pulled herself off of the ram, keeping one paw on his shoulder for a moment. “You good?” she asked, slowly helping the drunk man up. At one point the tried to take a swing and nearly fell over for his troubles. Still swearing as Tabs got him to his feet and handed him off to the raccoon. “May wanna take him down the road to dry out. Nice little motel down there.”

“Yeah, we’re already staying there.” The man muttered, his eyes narrowed at the implicit threat.


“Don’t worry about leaving his bike here. We’ll make sure it’s safe. No need for the cops to get involved here, right? Just a little misunderstanding.”

Tabs dusted herself off as the men walked out. She watched them carefully as they left. The other patrons slowly shuffling back to seats or moving up to clear their tabs with Dusty at the bar.


“Thanks.” Tabs finally sighed as she glanced over at Benny and his brother bikers. The half-dozen men laughing a bit as they ribbed the feline and mockingly ordered him back behind the bar. Something he reluctantly complied with while giving Tabs a small nod.


“You doing ok?” Helga’s voice chimed in. 


Tabs turned to her best friend and beamed ear to ear. “Holy fuck, I didn’t know you guys were coming tonight.”

“Like we’d miss it.” Jo snickered “I mean we’re not that old yet.”

Allison nodded, her bunny ears lopping a bit as she put on an innocent pouty face. “I bet she just didn’t want us here cramping her big night. Right, miss bar manager?”

“Uuuugh.” Tabs growled. “Hey, Dusty. Get my girls some drinks. On me. You know the one.”

“You gonna sit and have em with us?” Helga chimed in as she threw a shoulder around her road sister.


“Later.” Tabs nodded “I still got a few hours before last call.”
--------------------


The bar was dim and dark, even I the throws of mid morning. Cheap tinted film on the door only allowed in small gashes of light from where it had chipped and peeled away. One middle-aged canine stood somberly behind his bar checking on everything he’d need for the night when he heard the door open. Three furs trudging in.


Two were cops. The third some punk kid in a leather jacket. Arms cuffed behind her as she was hustled in before them.


“I told you two I didn’t fucking do anything.” The wolverine barked the words and stamped her foot.


“Hey, you.” one of the officers called out to Ace. “you work here last night?”

“Work here about every night.” The dog said, setting down the bottle he’d been examining.


“This girl. She look familiar to you?” The officer asked


“I already told you” The wolverine winced as the other officer holding her cuffed hands behind her back gave a tug.


“Quiet” the officer barked “So, you recognize her?”

The man behind the bar squinted a moment, growled, then nodded “Oh her. Fuck, little miss ‘skip out on the tab, huh? How’d you boys hear about that?” he asked as he glanced up at them


“Tab? So she was here last night? You know what time?”

“yeah she was here.” The canine scoffed “not long enough though. Told her if she can’t pay for some mozzarella sticks she can work it off. Probably lucky she didn’t try to order any booze either. Willing to bet she’s got a fake ID. I know the type.”

“So she was here around, say, ten last night?” The officer holding the girls restraints asked.


“Snuck out when I hit the can. Still got two more hours lil missy. Should make it three for trying to pull a fast one. You officers plan on taking her I over that? Cause I’ll testify.”

“I see, and her friends?” the first officer asked


“I wasn’t paying too much attention to them. I think they were trying to do that dine n dash shit, this girl just ended up being last.” The old man shrugged “She wants to bring them along and help I won’t say no.”

The man holding the cuffs sighed and pulled out his key, undoing them and hooking them back on his belt. “Fuck it. Looks like whoever was hitting those car stereos got away.”

“Hey” the dog barked “what about charges?”

“Over what, a few mozzarella sticks? hate to say it old man but you’re probably better off just getting the work out of her and calling her folks. Shit’s enough to piss off even small claims judges. God knows I don’t need the paperwork.” With that the two officers left. neither one looking back to see the wolverine girl trying to surreptitiously flip the bird.


The girl waited until they were well away before looking at the canine, her eyes wide “Why… what was that for?” She blinked


The old dog said nothing. Instead grabbing a dish towel from off of the bar and tossing it to her. He then produced a spray bottle from under the bar and set it down firmly “I don’t want a single stain, you got that squirt?” He muttered.


“Hey, I’m eighteen.” Tabs barked, then quickly shrank back from the man. “Well, ok seventeen.”

“I didn’t ask your age. The bar, then the dishes. Then you should be good.”

The girls voice lowered as she leaned in. Dirty blonde locks falling in front of her face. “Why did you tell them that?” She asked in a low whisper.


“First, because fuck cops.” The man shrugged “Second? Tell em what? You was here last night you and your…”

“Two” the girl said quietly


“Two friends. Right. I’m sure some of my brothers saw you guys too. Now get to work, and if you do a good job there’s a basket of motz sticks in it for ya.”
Chapter 43:
The Spencer’s Gifts at Becky’s local mall had a surprisingly lax set of guidelines when it came to who could walk into the store. Sure, it wasn’t a full blown sex shop. It, like any pop culture store that in every mall, medium sized and up, was chalked to the brim with, well, pop culture crap. T-shirts of internet memes or references from cartoons, pokemon themed stuff from bags to baby clothes, retro lava lamps for the hipsters that the badger could never understand the appeal for unless it had something to do with drugs. 

From what she knew of the 1970’s, it had everything to do with that.

But none of that is what shocked the highschooler. No, what had the badger walking on eggshells with her chest tingling like a circuit breaker was the wall of sex toys on display in the back corner. Not even a separate room filled with dildos, floggers, and leather gear. A single wall in the back right, with her short self hidden only by several hangers of clothes between her and the entrance. 

Biting her lip, Becky pulled at the strap of her shoulder rung purse as if to fling herself away, but her feet refused to budge. What started as a simple hunt for costume ideas, turned into a slippery slope of ideas and flashes. Eyes darting about, they first fell upon the leather flogger hanging upside down. Her left wrist rotated in her coat pocket, mirroring how she believed one struck a flogger from the porn she had…researched. 

It started with comics, looking at terrified sissies tormented behind prison walls under the heel of a sadistic warden. She kept digging, finding videos that, while not as extreme, had her craving the whimpering cries of the boys underneath the whip. Every crack of the paddle against their bum sent a shiver down her spine. Would Collin sound like that? Or would it be Kathy? Becky tasted copper on her lip as she imagined the cute red panda bent over before her, his blue wig sticking like glue while his ass went red with mark after mark of…No!

Becky exhaled and relaxed. This was ridiculous. She looked over the wall of toys and gear again, almost laughing at how big some of the dildos were. Obviously they were built for the bigger furs in mind, not like Collin could take anything so…”Damn it,” The badger swore underneath her breath. She’d been only staring at the wall for ten minutes, and her dirty thoughts had taken over.

It’s just…he’d look so good with black. Or her. Becky mentally slapped her head in confusion. The wah hadn’t really come out as trans, had he? She? She clutched her head in agony and looked back at the items on the wall, losing herself in what she could get her crush as a gift. 

A collar caught her eye. Black leather with a simple D-ring, but small and thin. Almost like a necklace. For a moment, a single flash before her eyes robbed with a blink, Becky imagined it locked around Collin’s throat. He’d look up to her from his knees, the white fur of his cheek pink with blush and the smile…oh gods the smile. 

Budget be damned, she needed to see the price. 

She reached for it without hesitation, stopping as her hand collided with another. “Oops, sorry,” A new voice said. Becky turned, a vice of fear gripping her heart with the thought of some random person seeing her perversions. Blue eyes looked down a canine snout at her, followed with an anxious smile and a forced laugh from the gray furred pitbull. She pulled her hand back, scratching her red hair while Becky held her’s at her chest. “I guess we both liked the collar.” 

“Sorry,” Becky said, feeling the red rushing through her face. “Y-You can have it.” 

“What?” The dog girl blinked, “No, no, you can have it.” She directed both hands to it like a butler enticing a guest, “I insist.”
“I, uh, I just needed to see the price, that’s it.” Not exactly a lie on her part. 

“Same. Though to be honest, I’m just window shopping.” The pitbull smiled awkwardly, “Really, I don’t know if these are worth buying. I was figuring to get something to try out, but these all seem a little…cheap?” 

Becky nodded without realizing, not having much to compare cheap leather to. The price tag told her otherwise. “It’s fifty bucks.” Her tone did not hide the shock.

“What?” The pitbull shared her sentiment. “Fifty bucks? No way.” Biting her lip, she pulled it off the rack to inspect closer, “This is way worse than what the Leather Den sells, and at the same price too. Hmm…hey, can you do me a favor? Wait, is that weird to ask?”
“Depends on the favor,” Becky said, rather than hightailing it out of the store like her anxiety told her to do. 

“Well, I was looking for a day collar and after seeing this price, I’m not so sure. But…well.” A blush crossed her face, “Mind telling me how it looks when I put it on? I don’t see a mirror here, probably why this costs so much.”
Becky thought she blinked, but her eyes started to hurt from staring when the reflex was in her head. “S-Sure…” She said, internal screaming be damned. Relieved, the pitbull unclipped the collar and looped it around her neck. The thin leather hung loose from her, exactly like a necklace.

“How do I look?” The pitbull asked, though Rebecca didn’t hear her over the sound of her own heartbeat. Lipreading from silent movie studies helped her out there. 

“Fine…fine,” Becky said, “What are you going for? A tough girl kind of look?”
“Well I was gonna look at a piercing studio next.” The pitbull chuckled, putting the collar back, “Though if we’re being realistic, piercings are a bad thing to make you look tough. In a fight, they’re super easy to grab and pull. And…” Those blue eyes wandered, looking down Becky’s chest, “Oh, do you watch Dead Meat?” 

“What?” 

The pitbull pointed to her shirt, “Dead Meat, the Youtube show with James? I love watching it.” 

Becky looked down, forgetting she’d worn the shirt detailing the Kill Count. “Oh, yeah. He gives me ideas on what horror movies to watch, and I love the details they find about practical effects and cinematography.”
“Oh, what’s your favorite?” The pitbull’s eyes lit up, “Mine’s probably all the Friday the 13th episodes. I have a soft spot for the slasher horror, and I enjoyed that the reboot pushed Jason away from his zombie elements and made him sprint. When I first saw that, I screamed.” 

“I think it works better over the Nightmare on Elm street reboots. Trying to make Freddy sympathetic and then reveal he was a pedophile was…a choice. I just don’t really get why they made that choice. Maybe it got changed midway through or in reshoots?” Given the horrors of the filmmaking process herself, Becky figured that was most likely. Too many films started without a complete script anyhow.

“Right?” The pitbull nodded, “Like, I’m fine with trying to make the monster sympathetic. That’s what makes the original leatherface and, to some extent, Jason so scary. They are broken people pushed to do horrible things and in the end that’s all they know. But Freddy isn’t meant to be sympathetic. At least, not to me. He’s a true blue monster, like Micheal Myers.”
“Didn’t the reboot try to make Micheal more sympathetic?” 

“Which reboot?” 

Both girls laughed, more than Becky expected. Nor had she expected to hold a long conversation about any movie trivia that wasn’t one sided. Yet here she was, talking with a stranger while casually looking for fake leather to use as a dumb costume prop. “So, do you need this?” The girl asked, running her finger across the collar around her neck. Becky gulped and shook her head. She found herself both lost for words and tight in her chest. “Ok, well it’s way out of my budget. I can find way better stuff than this.” With the fauxleather collar hanging back on its hook, the pitbull asked, “Hey, sorry if this is a little forward, but do you want to, like, continue chatting? I was planning on checking some other places out, and it’s been way too long since I could talk about horror movies with anyone.”
“Sure,” Becky shot the words out before processing. “Becky. My name, that is.” She raised her hand to shake, “Yours?”
Grinning ear to ear, the pitbull took her hand tight and shook fervently, “Rebecca. What are the odds?” 

“It’s not that uncommon of a name, right?” Not that Becky knew, she hadn’t met any other Rebecca’s in this town. Nor had she seen her at school before. “I don’t think I’ve seen you around before.”
“No, I guess not. Me and my dad moved here about…I think a year ago?” Rebecca paused, losing herself in thought while the two girls left Spencer’s Gifts. “And even then, I was pretty busy. It’s hard to socialize when you live in a gym practically twenty-four-seven.” 

That explained why she never saw the pitbull, Becky’s only gym experience was the mandatory classes back at school. Rebecca wasn’t keen on discussing it further, quickly delving back into horror movies both obscure and popular. From the strange ‘New Year's Evil’, to the inane ‘Killer Clowns from Outer Space’. The pitbull shared no love for heavy CGI films, preferring practical effects in her gore.

“What about when mixed?” Becky asked, now deep within a piercing/tattoo parlor across the mall’s backlot. 

“I’d say, ‘ok if done well’ but that’s kind of a nonanswer.” Rebecca’s gaze wandered over the types of piercings laid out underneath a glass counter, “Think I could pull off a nose ring?”
The question hit her with the dulling force of a slap, so much that Becky just stared at the pitbull for several seconds before responding with, “What?” 

“A nose ring.” Rebecca pinched the flesh bridge between her nostrils, the alas apex if Becky remembered from her health classes. “Think I could pull it off?” 

“I don’t…what kind of look are you going for?” 

The pitbull pondered on it, leaning against the counter as she stared at the piercings, “Don’t know, if I’m being honest. When I was training, I never thought about getting a piercing. Fighters don’t get them on account of them being easy targets to pull.”
“Wouldn’t that be illegal in a regular match?” At least, Becky assumed Rebecca fought in regular matches. She damned well hoped the pitbull’s smile confirmed it, because the doubt continued to linger. 

“Accidents can happen, and if you’re doing a full contact sport you want to limit the amount of accidents where possible. But now…” Her finger idly tapped the glass, “Now I’m not fighting. I don’t have to worry if someone's gonna rip a piercing out of me. So I can get one, and…” A soft pink flushed across her cheeks. “N-Nevermind, it’s dumb,” she muttered, biting her bottom lip.

Something about her fluster pulled Becky in. The badger leaned her elbow against the glass and cradled her head against her palm, “What is?” She asked, giving a snide smile, “Come on, out with it.” 

Nervous energy flowed with her breath as Rebecca exhaled. “Oh, wow…jeez. It’s just…” Becky watched the pitbull puff up her cheeks like a balloon and it gave the badger a most peculiar thought; If she popped the living balloon, would she sputter and fall to the floor or run in the expulsion of air. A steady warmth grew in her chest at the image, her sadism leaking out. “I just think a nose ring would be hot to be led by.”
The sudden sadism took a step back behind the shock. “What?” Becky asked, eyes wide and frozen. 

“You think it’s weird.” The pitbull groaned.

“That doesn’t mean don’t tell me.” She implored, “What do you mean?”
“I just…find it hot.” Rebecca winced, smiling with giddy energy, “Like, with a collar you can still fight or pull back. It’s a bad idea, but with a strong enough neck you can force a few tugs. But your nose? It’s too sensitive. Even a thin string looped around a nose ring would be enough to get someone to follow. And that’s…well…fuck, I think I’ve said too much.”
Becky saw the pitbull with a nose ring. She saw her on her knees, naked and mewling up to her. She saw her hand holding a small strap of rope, tied to the nose ring and pulling it just taut enough to keep that pretty little face staring up at her. 

She blinked, and the pitbull was staring back at her, still clothed and now concerned at her silence. “I-I think you could pull it off.” The badger said, suddenly finding her throat dry as she avoided eye contact. “Maybe you should get one?”
“Maybe I should.” Rebecca’s smile evaporated the moment she saw the price tag. “Ok, maybe I’ll hold off on it until later.” Becky considered asking why, but she peeked down at the tag and confirmed it with her own eyes instead. Ninety dollars may have been too expensive to sink into a nose ring just now. 

The pitbull’s phone pinged as soon as they left the shop. “Well, looks like my ride's here.” With a smile, she added, “Hey, we should hang out again some time.” Becky nodded, not sure what else to say. “Maybe you can come by where I’m staying? I got Shudder. Bet you haven’t seen the films there, unless you’re a dirty pirate.” She giggled.

“Can’t say I have.” She’d heard it advertised, but never found a reason to convince her mother to buy a streaming service good for only one kind of genre. “Maybe you can tell me?” 

“Sure!” They exchanged numbers. As Becky watched her leave, she felt a strange longing in her chest. Not so much that she’d made a friend, but something new and confusing. 

Later that evening, Becky found herself wandering the vast desert of Writer’s Block. Her throat was parched of ideas, and her eyes stared at the flickering black line against her word document while her fingers hovered over it. With a groan, she hung her head and closed her eyes for some kind of sign. 

“Why is this so difficult?” She muttered to herself. “I can do filming just fine, why are scripts hard now?” The badger rolled off her chair and slumped against her bed. She flicked open her phone, looking over texts and then noticed the new number she’d picked up. Something about the pitbull had her on edge, but not in a bad way. 

“Fuck it.” The badger sighed. She closed her eyes and thought of footsteps. Her high heeled boots clicked against a concrete floor as the badger waded through a drab holding facility. In her mind’s eye, she imagined cells holding various furs in need of…correction.

But only one cell held two. She imagined the cold iron bars in her paws grip, holding them tight as she pulled them aside to the wide open space. Chains rattled as she stepped inside, followed by hushed gagged moans of her two prisoners. To her right, a feminine wah with blue hair kneeled facing the wall. The prison had no uniforms, because the inmates were not people. Just things that needed to be corrected, and the wah needed some…correction. “How’s my favorite sissy doing?” She whispered, curling a finger around the wah’s blue headfur. “Why don’t you stand to face me. Come on, stand up.” 

Try as her prisoner might, she could not stand. Of course, Becky knew why. The humbler around the wah’s sack made even kneeling a pain. “Up, up, come on.” The badger teased, “Unless you really want to feel the sting of my whip today.” She even pulled by her hair, earning nothing but a gagged whine from the pathetic sissy. “Tsk, tsk, I can’t have lazy bitches in my prison.” She reached for a tool on the wall, but stopped upon hearing another chain jingle. 

Becky turned, finding her second prisoner’s back facing her. A blue furred pitbull, forced to stand else the nose ring hooked to the wall would be ripped away. She smiled, “Perhaps I’ll remind you later. I need to welcome your new roommate.” Becky took her time across the room, her leather boots echoing against the chamber walls. The new prisoner was a fine specimen, with tight back muscles and a firm butt. She’d made sure to have the pitbull’s arms bound in front of her with a special straightjacket, one that exposed everything else.

“How long has it been, six hours?” Becky asked the prisoner as she leaned to the wall. The pitbull couldn’t turn her head, and the blindfold robbed her of any chance to shift her gaze. The gag in her maw forced a small puddle of drool at her feet. “Your legs must be tired. Go ahead, drop down. You deserve a rest.”
She did not move. The badger grinned, tapping her claw hard enough for the paddles and canes across the wall to click and rattle against it. Seeing those cropped ears shiver brought such delight to Becky. “Do you not think so?” She asked, “Do you think you need to be punished for your horrible crimes? Well, I can help with that. Only…which tool for the job?” 

Becky already knew what tool she wanted. A nice thin bamboo cane she’d picked up from her colleagues in the east. But watching the pitbull huff, grunt, and tense into her bindings as the Badger’s fingers ran through the walls was too good to pass up. “You’ll want to stay still for me,” She whispered, “Otherwise, I might hit something I shouldn’t. And we don’t want that, now do we?” 

Muscles quivered underneath her touch. Such a powerful body. Becky, the real Becky, hated to admit she was jealous. Her own body was stocky, even by badger standards. People assumed she’d go to the gym or something, but she didn’t care to. Maybe she should, to see more ass like this? The badger tapped her cane against the shaking bum, laughing at her whines. “Shh…you knew this would happen. You didn’t sit down when I told you to.” 

The cane screeched as she sliced through the air. A red line snapped across the prisoner’s backside, followed by another and another. Becky gave her no window to relax, throwing strike after strike like her ass was a drum, and her gagged voice was the chorus to their symphony. 

The real Becky flicked her bean at the onslaught. Her chest tightened, and lips curled as the imagined prisoner cried out into her gag. What sweet respite the warden gave was met with merciless pulling and twisting of the pitbull’s tight nipples. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were enjoying this.” She checked between the prisoner’s legs and, sure enough, she was. Hearing her other prisoner’s shackles, Becky sighed and wiped her drenched fingers against the pitbull’s snout. “I’ll be a minute, mutt. The sissy craves attention.”
And did she ever. Her sweet sissy crumbled at the sight of her. She unhooked her from the wall and, with her foot, pushed the wah against her back. The humbler forced her legs up, leaving her adorable sack exposed like a bullseye. 

“Can you be any more of an attention whore?” Becky grabbed a leather loop from the wall and tapped it against the wah’s scrotum. “I mean, you’ve got a new roommate but you just need to make a big deal out of it.” She cracked it down, the wah’s high pitched squeal sung sweetly into her eyes. “I mean, honestly, Kathy. I have other things to drive my attention. I don’t think about you every waking moment like you do me.” She kept snapping the leather across her bitch’s balls, and the wah’s attempts to flee were met with laughs. Thanks to the humbler, the wah kept pulling their sack with each painful struggle. A perfectly sadistic feedback loop. 

When she grew bored, she held the pulsing sack in her palm. It’d be so easy to just crush it. Not like Kathy needed them. The badger slowly closed her palm, squeezing the orbs as Kathy cried and shook her head over and over. She stopped. “You’re lucky I like these so much. Otherwise why else would a pathetic sissy need a sack? Better to have a target.”
A whine from the pitbull rudely interrupted her flow. The warden sighed, shaking her head in disappointment. “I just can’t have any fun with either of you, less the other whines about it.” She tapped her chin in thought, “Just how can I make use of both of you tonight? Make it nice and fair?” 

A wicked smile grew across her face. “Lightbulb.” Taking an extra long spanish horse, she had her two prisoners sit up upon it. They feigned unwillingness, or at least, they thought they were. But Kathy was too much of a pathetic sissy bitch to say no as she sat against her nuts, and the pitbull could be swayed by tugging her nose ring. They face one another, hands bound and legs locked so their feet were exposed.

“We’re going to play a little game.” Becky pinched the pitbull’s tight nipple. Her prisoner huffed and winced into her gag. A soft whimper came when the metal nipple clamps latched on. “Let's call it, Tug of Submission.” She pulled a matching clamp over to Kathy’s tits. Unlike the blindfolded hound, the wah’s eyes were anxiously wide. “Whoever's clamps falls out first, loses. The winner gets a reward, and the loser…well…” Becky licked her lips, “I wouldn’t want to lose if I were you.”
She took a moment to admire her work. Two of her favorite inmates, their own weight pushing against themselves against the bondage horses. She flicked the shared chains, and they both bit into their gags. Who would be her champion tonight? Kathy had been reigning unopposed, but this new girl might have a shot. 

Sadly, neither moved. “It seems you need some motivation.” Cane in hand, the stocky badger mistress paced around her special inmates, swishing the cane through the air just loud enough for the blindfolded dog to hear. Seeing their toes curl, the badger smiled and struck at the pitbull’s paws.

The girl cried into her gag. Her feet failed to close from Becky’s next swing. She pulled backward, turning the chain taut against her nipples. Kathy squealed and pulled back. Becky rewarded and motivated the wah with several snaps across those bare paws. 

She continued to motivate whenever one slacked. The feet, their ass, really the only place safe from her cane were their chests. After all, Becky didn’t want to give Kathy more of an upper hand. The badger knew her sissy’s bitches nips weren’t as sensitive as the pitbull’s. Though not for lack of trying. 

So it came as a surprise when, with one final gagged scream, the pitbull yanked off her opponent’s chains with a heavy pull. Becky blinked, watching the twin chains hang from her prisoner. “Bravo, new girl.” She clapped, “Bravo. I must say, I’m going to enjoy your future here.” 

Before a reward could be handed out, the punishment had to be set. Becky strained at her thoughts, pausing her fingers briefly until an idea came. Strapping several clothespins across Kathy’s chest, the badger loaded an airsoft pistol and twirled it in her hands. “I’m so disappointed, Kathy. I suppose you’ll just need to be a target.”
Already a poor shot, Becky was distracted by the blue eyes of the pitbull between her legs. They were lost in a haze of pain, obedience, and a lustful blush. In her free hand, Becky pulled her by the nose ring toward her exposed cunt. “Enjoy your reward, bitch. No air until you’re done.”
Becky, the real Becky, had no experience to compare tongue to. She tried to lose herself in the thought of a warm muscle between her folds. She raised her legs in reality, furiously fingering her wet folds as the torments played in her mind.

“Fuck!” Becky muffled her cry with the sudden surge through her body. She continued through it, pushing her finger through two or three more orgasms before finally collapsing onto the bed. The badger stared up at the ceiling, eyes wide at the realization of her fantasy.

“Fuck.” She said, mystified. “Fuck!” She repeated in denial. The badger shot up, whispered one final, “Fuck.” And fell back down to her bed. Lost in thought, she remembered the toy shop that Rebecca mentioned. The Leather Den. 

She closed her eyes and made a vow to try there next. Her computer stayed on the rest of the evening.

Chapter 44:

The blonde otter boy grumbled as he watched his dad driving off towards the main road, leaving him standing there in the snow. He hated this. The young man muttered obscenities to himself as he walked though the unshoveled snow caking the walkway up to the old farmhouse porch. Small bits of snow slipping in to his heavy leather boots and packing tight so that melt water leaked into his socks.


Justin had been saving up for a gift to get Hui for Christmas. Then he hit a ditch. It had given them a few days alone. Well, mostly alone. It had also cleared the air on quite a few important things. It had also snapped a rod in his steering and sent it right though the front right tire. Not only did his dad demand the Christmas money to fix it, but he was holding Justin’s car hostage by refusing to put the part on or let Justin use any tools until he was comfortable that the boy had learned his lesson.


Worst of all, he knew there was no way to earn back the money for a really good gift before Christmas hit. Nobody was going to spend on him doing simple repairs when they had gifts to buy. Not that his dad was going to allow that anyways. This was punishment. He had to learn a real lesson about not doing stupid shit with his car. At least that’s what his dad had said. 


At least Ryan was nice enough to let him come over and help with something in order to get gift money. Justin trudged his way up the porch and rang the doorbell as he kicked away small furrows in the snow.


The door opening was startling enough to nearly knock the boy on his ass. He looked up at his elder cousin. The bear looked tired and grumpy. He had a grim, solemn look on his face. Something far more ‘adult’ than he was used to. True, Ryan had always been this impossibly cool figure. But this was different. It was a look of power. Of Dominance, for lack of a better term. The bear narrowing his eyes a moment as he loomed over the otter.


“Finally showed up?” Ryan almost growled.


“Y-yeah” Justin nodded “Sorry. I didn’t wake you guys up did I?”

“Heard about the fuck-up with your car, kid. Wasn’t very disciplined of you.” His paw moved over Justin’s shoulder and gripped tight. Almost painfully so. The man growling as he tilted his head a bit. “I think we need to have a little talk. Just the two of us.”
--------------------


“Alright. Go on. Hit it.” Ryan growled the words to Justin without looking back.


Chains clanged. Wood groaned and creaked. The air filled with tension as the tension grew thicker and thicker by the moment.


“Ok stop.” Ryan sighed. “God damn this thing is stubborn.”

“I don’t think it’s that bad. Maybe we just aren’t trying hard enough.” Justin muttered the words as he hopped off of the riding mower. The boy blowing into his hands to regain some warmth. Once again cursing himself for not heeding his cousin on the gloves.


“Nah, I need to get my truck out here. It’s gonna screw the yard up some, but if this tree falls I don’t want it falling on the workshop. Never mind the chance of it falling on the house.”

The younger man nodded to his cousin and strode up to the dead old ash tree. It was hardly anything important or sentimental to anyone in the family. Really not anything any of them thought about. But after the blizzard had hit it with snow it seemed Naqi had gotten worried it’d topple over. The otter could see the source of her worries as he got close and looked up. A thick streak of obvious rot exposed from the massive weight resting on top.


“You’re not worried about it falling on the truck?” Justin muttered. The boy quite a bit more aware of vehicular danger after his own admittedly fortuitous trip into a ditch a week ago.


Ryan shook his head as he started to undo the chain from the riding mower’s rear hitch. The bear snickering to himself as he did so. “Not really. We’re just gonna get it taught and then I’ll spike the chain down. That I can saw it down without the risk of it falling anywhere. It’s just gonna suck because I’ll probably have to get someone to haul it off. And someone to fix all the soil damage this spring.”

“Goddamn.” Justin sighed “Having a yard sounds fucking exhausting.”

The words got the boy a quick thwap to the back of the head. “Hey now, watch the swearing, kid.” Ryan growled in faux anger. He then tussed the dusty blonde mop of headfur and hauled himself up on to the frigid seat of the riding mower. “I swear to god it’s like you kids just suddenly decided to grow up one day and none of you ever consulted me or anything. Who am I supposed to boss around and impart all my eldritch lore upon?”

“I get the feeling your status as wizened sage is secure.” Justin laughed “At least until you can teach me to run a RIFTs game.”

“Oh, just go around setting impossible tasks why don’tcha.” Ryan muttered. 


“Meh, won’t you have a lil mini bounce-mouse around the house soon? You’ll have someone to teach all over again!“ Justin beamed. The boy grinning wider when he saw how bashful the impending fatherhood made the normally ‘cool nerd’ Ryan.


The bear gestured for his younger cousin to stand on one of the small machine’s foot rests as he drove it back through the small path they’d cleared in the snow and back to the garage. 


Even while wearing a fleece and his coat, Justin was thankful for the warmth. It hadn’t snowed since the blizzard hit, but the bitter winds really hadn’t let up. Michigan weather was erratic. According to his dad there was a time when it would just be knee deep snow and everything stayed just fine. For Justin, most of his winters had been a mix of brutal January flurries going into frozen Februaries. But December could end up being warmer than the moths that came before half the time.


Lake effect, or so he presumed. The science of it still eluded the young man. Either way the wind sucked and he was tempted to ask Ryan why they didn’t just start with the truck to begin with.


Ryan moved up beside Justin and handed him a pair of too-big gloves. He looked down at the young man with a strange glare in his eye. Something that felt somehow off. Something knowing and uncomfortable.


Justin looked back as he put the gloves on. His hands still felt frigid even after a few squeezes. But at the very least it was some protection before they were allowed inside.


“So kid, Naqi had a talk with Hui back during Thanksgiving.” Ryan leaned on the front of the truck. His demeanor had shifted. Somber now. The jovial big brother aura now all but drained from his face.


The smaller cousin swallowed as he looked up at the man. He’d seen Ryan be serious and somber before. Never like this. Never this… intense. Forceful. Like the mere gaze could smash him into the garage floor. His mind began to race as Ryan’s paw moved over to grip Justin on the shoulder. It wasn’t a hard grip, but it trapped the boy all the same.


“I already know you and your dad had ’the talk’. I also know there are some things he won’t know to cover. So I’m gonna talk, and you’re gonna listen. Got it?”

Justin nodded dumbly.


“Good.” With that, Ryan  pulled open the door to the truck and ushered Justin inside. The bear then went over and got into the drivers seat, Buckling and turning on the car to warm it up before looking over at the otter.


“First thing’s first. Consent. If you two are gonna be like this, then consent is even more important than usual.”

“I know-” Justin started


“I talk. You Listen.” Ryan’s words were cold and firm. No room for discussion among them. “You use a safe word. You talk to her. You talk to any partner you have. I don’t fucking care if it kills the mood. You have doubts you ask. You worry too much you stop. You don’t know if you should be worried too much, you stop.”

The whole thing felt surreal. Justin watched them pulling out and driving the short ways over, around the gravel circle that let people come and go from the house more easily and served as the end to the long driveway. All the while his eyes were fixed somewhere between the dash and the moving road while his brain processed the words.


Not that Ryan seemed to notice. His eyes locked straight ahead, seeming sure that Justin would listen.


“You’re going to read. A lot. Not just kinky shit. I’ll write down some books for you. You’re also taking first aid once you hit college. Don’t try any serious shit until you do. Better if you just avoid the really hard physical stuff anyways. Don’t let anyone jump in unless you and Hui know them as friends first. Even then don’t do shit if it makes things awkward. A threesome isn’t worth fucking up a friendship. If you are doing it with someone new, make sure all of you get tested before hand. I don’t care how mundane and manageable it seems now. AIDS is still a thing, and plenty of other shit gets passed around too. VD is serious. Don’t get it.”

The truck stopped near the tree and Ryan backed it up until they were fairly close. He then hauled a ladder out of the truck bed and began to rummage around the tools. The familiar clatter and clang of shifting metal almost drowning out Justin’s stunned and stalled out thoughts.


“You know about collars?” Ryan asked.


Justin nodded. Not even realizing he couldn’t be seen. “Y-yeah” he finally stammered. His voice about as small as it had felt all those years ago when being told to ‘roll four D6 in order’.


“Yeah, Naqi said Hui has one. But do you ‘really’ know? That shit means something. What you’ve got her now? Think of it as an engagement ring. Don’t you even think of collaring someone unless you’re ready to spend the rest of your life with them. I don’t want to hear about some ’contract’ bullshit or trying to start a harem like some god damn anime. Poly-am is one thing. But this isn’t some game.”

“Uh, Ryan. Dude. This is kinda, well, I mean.” Justin muttered the words sheepishly “This feels kinda awkward, ya know?”

Ryan stopped. He moved up to the boy and looked down at him. If he had been imposing before, his form felt almost menacing now. Barrel body and limbs taught from physical labor with enough fat and fur to make it easy to forget just how powerful they were. He narrowed his eyes a moment. The same sharp blue of Justin’s.


Justin was, he would admit, terrified. But much like with his father, it was a terror not of harm. It was the terror of thinking he had disappointed Ryan in some way.


“I don’t care how awkward it is. I’m not going to see you turn into some fucked up sex offender rapist because nobody bothered to have a talk with you about this shit. You’re a good kid, Justin. I know you don’t buy that. I don’t care. I trust you not to fuck things up so long as you know what you’re doing. So I’m gonna tell you the basics. Got it?”

Justin nodded meekly. “Got it”

“Good.” Ryan nodded “Now come over here and hold the ladder. I think I can get this thing secured with a nice big spike.”

The lecture continued with Justin simply standing there at the ladder base, passively absorbing everything he was told. Ryan did indeed have a massive spike of a nail that he hammered into the tree before wrapping the chain around it. Each time putting a link over the giant nail until there was barely any loose chain left. With that done the bear looped the last bit of chain in between the tree and the loops and then limped his way back down the ladder.


“Hey, Kid.” Ryan smirked as he tussed Justin’s hair. “I know this is all really fucked. But I just want what’s best for you, ok? I know if you fuck something up you’d never be able to forgive yourself. So if you don’t want to talk about it that’s cool. But if you ever have any questions. I mean really have any questions.”

Justin nodded. Then he was hugged. His big cousin wrapping his arms around the boy in a tight hug and giving him a firm pat on the back.


“Ok.” Ryan nodded “now we just gotta run this chain out and I can cut this down. Naqi said she was gonna surprise us with some Christmas cookies. So uh, yeah. Just try to get though a couple and I’ll hook ya up with some fast food on the way home.” 

Chapter 45:


Coming in to the game shop always made Tabs feel a bit nervous. Her little pets were regulars there. They were well known. That meant her showing up with them in ‘girl mode’ was always a bigger risk than she should be taking.


It had taken quite a bit of prodding from the two of them to get her in as a result. Actually, mostly prodding from Justine. Her little Kathoey had gone just a tiny bit off the rails. So much so that she hadn’t really bothered to have any fun time or ‘training’ with them. The training bit something she told herself was important. Because that was probably the only way Kathoey’s little sister was going to keep her mouth shut.


Still, she kept a brave face as she made her way to the back of the game shop. Her freshly painted army in hand. A cocky smile doing its best to hide Tabs’ utter nervous anxiety at the situation while she walked into the back room, looking on at the wide array of armies laid out on a few different tables.



“Ok fine, I’m here. Why am I here?” Tabs looked in on the shop. It was mostly empty. Her two little toys and Justine’s bitch the only ones she really recognized. Along with them were three others. A teenage mouse with red hair and glasses whom Tabs had seen working in this shop from time to time. Along with a bear and another rodent. Neither of which Tabs had seen before.


“Did you bring your army?” Kathoey, or rather ‘Collin’, beamed up at the woman. The red panda didn’t seem to take the hint until she jiggled the milk crate held in front of her. The bits of chopped up foam she’d been told to use shuffling around in it.


The gesture seemed to horrify him. It horrified everyone present, really. The red headed mouse moved up and took hold of the makeshift carrier for her. She gave Tabs the most diplomatic ‘customer service’ smile one could imagine. “I’ll help you pick out a carrier after the games. I’m sure you don’t wanna just go around with this, right?”

There were about a dozen protests Tabs wanted to make with all of this. She thought better of uttering any of them. This whole, whatever it is, was apparently for her benefit after all. She looked at her two pets and the girl who was technically blackmailing her. After Kathoey’s little ‘unsolicited pics’ ended up on her phone she’d tried to avoid the girl a bit to let the horny die down. Something she was just now realizing probably hadn’t been helped with the keys she held for the two. But ‘Collin’ was seeming to act normal enough around everyone. So she’d give it a pass and try to enjoy herself.


“So what’s with these other two?” Tabs asked as she gestured to the bear and the jerboa. The former decked out in tattered jeans. He also had a painfully smug look on his face. The mouse wore a sleeveless pink hoodie that matched the highlights in her otherwise black hair. She was also quite visibly and quite heavily pregnant. That was something Tabs really wanted to comment on. But then pregnant women doing anything but laying in a nice comfy chair always worried her. She never understood exactly how that was supposed to impact ones body. Really the only thing stopping her from getting her tubes tied had been the simple fact that dicks rarely went into her. Not that the rodent woman seemed upset.


Justin smirked as he seemed to notice her distraction. “Well, we didn’t quite have enough people willing to help with this whole thing around the shop. Ryan here is my cousin. He’s a cool guy who does construction and doesn’t afraid of anything.”

“I feel like you’re referencing something and I don’t know what it is.” Tabs grumbled.


“I didn’t know your cousin was married.” Kathoey said as he gave the rodent woman a look. The woman giving her a rather odd one back as she giggled a bit.


The bear shrugged and smirked a bit “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you here either, kid. Hell, haven’t seen you in ages. You’re the squirt’s lil friend. Right?”

“He doesn’t wanna come to any of the really late tournaments.” Justin teased.


Tabs sighed and rolled her eyes at the whole assembled throng. “Ok fine, so tell me. What am I doing here, exactly?” She muttered “You said it was a surprise?”

“Well.” The bear grunted as he pulled himself up, casting a glance at the red haired rodent currently holding the thing Tabs would struggle to defend as an army case. “We’ve got a bit of a tradition around here for the strategy games. Most of the regulars go though it. Especially the ‘real’ ones. The people who get taken seriously.”

The man’s wife stepped up. Again, Tabs winced as she felt like she should be getting the poor woman a chair and a bottle of water or something. “Think of it like getting ‘Jumped in’ when you join a renfair troupe. Assuming you’ve tried that before.”

It took every shred of self control Tabs could possibly muster just to keep her reaction to a simple smirk and a small chuckle. Sometimes it was easy to forget how naïve these poor dweebs could be. It was cute though.


“Alright.” The wolverine woman smirked. “I think I can handle that. Let’s give this a shot.”
-------------------


The Daemon prince Bellatrix screamed her triumph from the thunderclouds. Below her the former Emperors Children marine could see her hoard of gleeful Daemonettes dancing their way though the baying mobs of civilians. Mortal furs and maiden world Eldar, both ripe for the taking for the one who had gifted her this new body and a new reason to be.


“Let Fulgrim sing our praises!” The beast screamed out as her wings unfurled from the tainted ruin of the power armor she’d worn as ‘Brother Belerathon’. The shimmering gem-halberd known as Rapture shimmered away in her grasp as she leapt free from the back of her Heldrake companion.


She could see him. The leader of this charge. The chapter master of the Ravenguard himself had chosen to meet her forces in this battle. Such an esteemed cousin was quite the compliment. She’d be sure to honor him in kind. She’d burn the moment of his death into her senses and take his head as a prized trophy. Her Slaaneshi-enhanced senses drinking in the world around her as it all burned into her memory.


“Victorus Aut Mortis”

The hushed whisper was almost nothing, even to the razor senses of a Daemon prince. A split-second later they were joined by a loud whine of an accelerating projectile. Both axe and Daemon prince shattering into a discorporating spray of warp dust as a bolter round struck home.

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


“What in the, who the fuck is that?” Tabs blinked. She looked at the spot where three black-armored figures in cloaks with sniper rifles sat. Justin stood with a tape measure between them and the Daemon prince model she’d been moving.


“Overwatch.” The cocky otter snickered. She made a mental note to really wreck his rump for that later. “Shrike made himself a diversion. You went in for him and ended up in range of some snipers.”

“Well that’s some bullshit.” Tabs grunted “Why don’t I get snipers?”

“I uh, I don’t think that would have helped.” Collin muttered softly as he leaned up trying to whisper it into her ear. “You didn’t seem like you wanted to stealth anyways. Plus stealth is kinda cheap”

“Yeah, it is cheap.” Tabs grunted “But now that means I get to take out your snipers, right? Because I know what annoying little shits they are.”

“Your possessed are still in range if you want.” Justin snickered, gesturing to the figures on the board.


Tabs wrung her paws as she reached down to move the little figures. She then stopped, grabbed the tape measure, and measured it out. The figures moving just as Justin murred rather ominously


“Annnd look at that.” he almost cackled “Another Eliminator squad gets to overwatch cover the first one!”
--------------------


Tiny metal machines. Faint soul-sparks. The thrashing obsidian Heldrake screamed its rage and pain at the utter lack of nourishment offered up from this battle.


Unlike other beings of the warp the daemon engine was held tight to the mortal realm. The being which was once its awareness clawing and scratching at the back of its animalistic awareness. The beast needed souls. It needed to feed, needed to gorge itself. An endless needy vortex deep within the warped metal talons of the beast clung to the half-ruined skyscraper of the colony. Gouts of bale flame soaring into the air while the monster looked down to see the faint warp-flickers locked in their giant metal tins. Such hard work for such a poultry meal.


Yet below, there was something more. Not much. Not enough to sate the beast. The more rational bits of true Daemon in the draconic metal shell felt fear that even the meager bounty of the civilians under the streets would be further cut by all the others seeking those souls. But that didn’t matter. There would be a feast only when the defenders were slain. Only when the giant metal men had fallen.


The daemonic machine lit off from the perch it had carved for itself and soared over the defenders, Its gouts of otherworldly fire. Glimmering flickers in conflagration giving hints to the beasts nature as a thing partially given to the prince of pleasure.


So consumed it was in burning away these meaningless little drones that the beast did not at first notice the bipedal metal monster standing far down the end of the street. The boxy missile pods and massive plasma weapon all pointed down range as the mech’s digitigrades feet anchored themselves firmly into the roadway.


“For the greater good!” came a scream over loud speakers. An obvious distraction which nonetheless drew the beast’s attention up from the pile of scrap that had been a crisis battle suit and up to the looming figure of the planted stormsurge.


The beast flew up, seeking to escape the path of the attack. Even as it did, missiles branched out in a seemingly endless spread of smoke fingers. Twisting and winding in their dozens if not hundreds. The sky suddenly filled with powerful explosives which battered and beat the beast with endless cuts and explosions.


It spiraled back towards the ground. A bright blue lance of plasma fire striking out at it before it landed. The daemonic husk thudding hard into the ground crushing land vehicles in its wake. The beast within it basined back to the warp fro whence it had come.

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


“The hell is that thing?” Tabs barked


“Macross Missile spam.” Hui said with a cheesy grin. The wah then looking down and grabbing her arm nervously “Sorry, Miss Blake. I didn’t mean to… I mea…” she shook her head and then looked off to the side “we can redo it if you want.”

“Redo? No, I mean it’s bullshit. What’s Macross anyways? Is that the guys you’re playing?”

“She’s playing Tau.” Justin chimed in “Macross is an anime. It’s famous for jets that shoot a ton of missiles all over the place.”

Tabs stroked her chin and tilted her head a bit. “So would that be like that Robotech cartoon I used to see on Toonami when I was a kid?” The bear in the corner laughed. Tabs winced and shot him a glance, but said nothing. She’d probably just made an ass of herself. Again.


“Ok fine.” She sighed “Let’s get this over with. Three more games, right?”
----------


It was a good day. The Throng of the Broken Heart cackled with glee. Sixty Six Daemonettes serving their prince. All gathered and ready to lash out at the feast of Aeldari souls coming towards them.


They were the dark kin. Those who reveled in the Mistress’ gifts of agony and sadism while refusing to submit themselves to her fully. Their souls dark and ripe with hate and lust. Each of the Daemonettes gathered looked on at the approaching Duthraki raiders. Dozens of souls ripe for devouring.


At their head was a Venom skimmer. A pair of Succubi hanging on to either wing. They were sisters. Twins. All but indistinguishable save for one sporting blue hair while the other’s was pink. They did carry different armaments, though which held which arms seemed to change during each battle.


Not that it mattered. She who thirsts wished for these souls the most. Had such grand designs for them. A blissful agony beyond anything they’d felt before. Their sisters and brothers of the cult would simply provide a bonus of pleasure for the princess of all pleasures.


None of them seemed to notice as a black spear tip darkened the sky above them. The streaking Voidraven soaring over the oncoming wytches as it sent out its payload towards the slavering charge of Daemonettes.


Its missile detonated at head height. A shockwave ripping through the warp flesh of the beings. In one strike, nearly the whole of the Throng of the Broken Heart was reduced to warpstuff and ash.


The deed done, those few who survived watched as the now overwhelming Wytch cult leapt from reavers. Each transport opening fire on the warp beasts while their twin-sister succubi began to lewdly kiss each other in celebration of a victory

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


“Do I even want to know?” Tabs sighed. Her eyes narrowing at the jet which had apparently decimated her forces.


“Ok, that one’s on Collin.” Justin muttered “That jet is pure god damn cheese.”

“Oh like your Stormraven is any better.” Collin snorted “Just because I have an actual jet instead of a VTOL Toaster.”

“Jesus Christ I get it!” Tabs sighed. “Ok fine, My warlord doohickey is going to use their psychic powers then. Let’s see, what does that…

“You don’t do that until the psychic phase.” Hui noted dutifully


“Yeah, and even then I wouldn’t.” Justin muttered “Turns out the Deldar have a cheesy relic for that too. And guess who put it on one of his succubi.”
--------------------


Syll’Essek had been called. One of the Prince’s champions standing on a hill as the thrumming music of marine musicians perpetuating the ritual which bound them to this world.


The Daemon of the twin-souled duo stood atop her lover’s shoulders as she so often did. She was their eyes. Their senses. She was the one who guided her blinded lover though the battlefield in all worlds, all realms, all times and all possible realities.


It was this duty Syll Lewdtongue fulfilled as she perched on Esske’s shoulder. Looking over the battlefield at the sea of advancing Skitarii. Rabid mortals on strange robot dogs. Bird-like walkers hosting snipers. Large robots decimating Daemonettes with gouts of phosphor and hovercraft roaring along carrying payloads of troops.


Off in the distance the Daemonette could see more. Three towering figures. Smaller than what would be called ‘titans’ by the mortals. But still large enough that their whole upper bodies could be seen cresting the horizon long before the legs had even appeared.


“What do you see, love?” Essek grumbled. The blind warrior of their union grinding heavy paw into the haft of a massive daemonic axe.


Syll simply slipped back down to her lover’s side. The violet-furred creature running a hand though her mane of flowing black headfur.


“Gods damn it.” She muttered “We’re fucked.”
Chapter 46:


“This is so much bullshit.” Collin muttered. They want him to go get things to help with dinner. Yet his parents refused to get him a car, or even teach him to drive. It was always some stupid excuse about how bad the roads were around here or that he didn’t need to be tooling around when he had school work to do. Endless ways to tell him they wanted him trapped there and helpless.


He’d considered going out as Kathoey to do it. At the very least have some fun. But after that little ‘encounter’ in the mall it felt like he needed to be a bit more careful on that front. Sure, he was just trying to tease the boy. And Becky. Have a little bit of fun. But that probably wasn’t how the jock asshole saw it.


The wah paused as he trudged into the snow-caked parking lot. There weren’t many people there. It was still a little while before most people got off of work after all. There was, however, one familiar face. Or rather, the familiar pink hoodie of the Jerboa woman he’d met up with here months ago. The woman he now knew to be Justin’s cousin-in-law. Or just cousin? Was that a thing? His cousin’s wife at any rate.


Collin made his way up to the woman while she fussed and struggled over a cart. Without warning he grabbed hold of the stuck cart stack and gave a quick yank. The opposing forces worked to yank the one she was pulling free of whatever had bound it up. Quite a surprise. One that almost left the woman flat on her ass.


“Thanks. Hey, I know you.” The Jerboa nodded.


“Yeah, Collin.” He nodded


“That what we’re going with today?” Naqi teased. She pulled the cart up beside her car and then pulled the back door open. Much to Collin’s shock, she produced a baby carrier and set it down so that the latches went over the cart seat, securing the infant in place.


“Holy crap you had a baby!” Collin blinked. He looked down at her tummy. He stared a bit longer than he probably should have as if trying to process the frankly simple concept.


“Yeah, that’s generally what happens when you carry a pregnancy for nine months.” Naqi sighed


“Are you sure you should be, like, moving around?” Collin tilted his head a bit as his face turned to the bundled up rodent who hadn’t even been born even a month ago.

Naqi gave him a sour look and shook her head bitterly. “Don’t you dare start, kid. My Master’s the same way. He won’t let me do the shopping. He won’t let me lift anything heavy. I keep telling him I have to get used to doing this stuff again. We can’t just have him take time off of work and do everything for me until Tootie stops being Miss wobbly neck.”

The teen was only half listening. Possibly not even that. He instead stared transfixed at the new life gnawing away at her pacifier and trying to shove around her baby blanket. The poor thing looked so fragile and helpless. Like she’d break if he somehow sneezed on her wrong. The whole thing gave him the willies.


“You wanna hold-”

“No. I don’t want to hold her. Thank you.” Collin yipped.


Naqi chuckled. She then groaned and grabbed hold of the cart twisting and turning her back until it gave a few loud pops. “I am so not used too this.” She sighed.


“Why didn’t you just let your husband do it, then?” Collin asked innocently.


“Because” Naqi said “it’s a slaves duty to dote on her owner no matter what. To be nothing more than a means of ensuring his life is easy and enjoyable. She is nothing more than a doll to be used at his pleasure no matter what or how he desires”

The poor boy stood transfixed for far longer than he felt he should have, just trying to suss the comment out for what it was. He’d almost built up the courage to ask if she was serious when a playful smirk hit her face. The woman giving the cart a shove as she made her way towards the grocery store entrance.


“Fact is, kid, I was going stir crazy. You don’t get consistent sleep when you’re a new parent. Plus, as I said, Sir really won’t just let me ‘do’ anything. I thought that’d all end once the pregnancy was over with. But he’ll work all day by himself then decide to just sit there in Tootie’s room on the switch because he knows if I hear her crying I’ll get up and take care of her. Even if I was asleep before.”

There was anger in her voice. There was also contentment. It was an odd mix. Collin, for the life of him, really couldn’t wrap his head around all of it.


He fond himself following along as she spoke. Paws shoved in his coat pockets as he stayed just a few steps behind her. The blessed warmth of the store radiating over them as they made their way in.


“So uh, I… I’m sorry.” Collin muttered softly.


“Sorry for what?” Naqi turned to look back at him


“Well, my sister for one. She’s the one who came up with the nickname. Right?”

“It’s cute.” Naqi laughed “Not like we were coming up with any good nicknames for her first name. Plus the middle name we picked was my gramma’s name. So I admit I kinda like that she’s got the focus on that.”

“Not sure everyone’s gonna find it cute.” Collin caught himself only moments after the words slipped free. He winced and cast his eyes towards his feet quickly to avoid catching Naqi’s gaze. “Er, what I mean is…”

“She’s gonna get picked on” Naqi nodded


“Well, probably. Yeah. Name like that and all. Sheo-bahn? Is that how you say it?”

“Shi-van” Naqi noted “Mind throwing a couple of those rutabagas in the cart?”

The red panda complied without so much as a second thought. The vegetables tossed in from the nearby rack while the woman leaned heavily on the push arm. “Look I don’t mean to be ‘that guy’. You two are parents. But yeah that’s exactly the worry. With a name like that, she’s going to get picked on.”

“She’s going to get picked. No matter what. That’s what I was saying. That’s how it works. We name her Jane? Plane Jane. We name her Sarah and they ask why she ‘care-about’ things. We call her Tina, well… that one probably nothing. But Master’s sure they’ll just turn it into Tifa and with our last name that’s a nightmare waiting to happen right there. You know, assuming kids ten years from now know who the hell Tifa is.”

Collin winkled his muzzle at the silly teasing ideas. His own name hadn’t helped with that one bit. Second grade biology saw to that. Could it be called biology in second grade? Was it just science?


“Let’s see. Next are some parsnips. Two of em will do. Right there.”

The wah, lost in thought, grabbed two of the bigger root veggies from the small basket and shoved them into a plastic bag. He looked back at Naqi and leaned on the other end of the cart. “So you figure it’s hopeless? But shouldn’t you at least try to out-think the bullies?”

Naqi snorted at the suggestion even as she looked over the various baskets of mushrooms on display. “I think ‘Tina’ to ‘Tifa’ is already more effort than any grade schooler is gonna put into something like that.” The woman sighed as she tossed a packet into the cart. “They never have chanterelles. I don’t know why I even bother.”

“But then how are you going to stop the other kids at school from teasing her?” Collin whined.


“Go grab me a big pack of Swiss chard.” The mouse said in something between a command and a request. Her eyes currently transfixed on other produce. Squinting though her glasses as she looked over the contents of a sickly mesh netting full of oranges.


Once again Collin complied. It was only when he returned that the boy stopped and looked at the veggies in his hand. “Wait a sec, why am I the one getting this again?” he muttered


“Because I said to get some Chard.” Naqi replied absently


Collin winced “I know. But I mean… I was just… I… you know what I mean.” The grumbles fell impotently to the aether as the boy tossed the bundle of leaves into the cart. He took his place leaning on the far end again, waiting patiently for the woman even as he asked himself why.


“So you think the kids at school are just going to pick on her, and she’ll… what? Tough it out?” Collin sighed. His mind finally wrangling back the original line of thought.


Naqi shrugged and tossed a few more veggies into the cart before giving it a small push to pry the boy off of it. “Well we’re thinking she’ll get home schooling anyways. Lord knows we have the time for it. But with the playground or the park? Yeah, probably.” she shrugged


“So why not pick a safer name?” Collin protested. “What if she doesn’t like it?”

“Then she can change it.” Naqi shrugged.


Collin paused for a moment. Long enough that it actually took a few hurried strides to catch up. Yet another thing drawing an amused chuckle from the woman he was following.


“Ok, now the over reactions are just getting silly.” The woman snickered and pushed her way up along the dairy section. Her tail thwapping happily into the cold glass of the displays. “Look, obviously I don’t want my kid to get picked on. Nobody does. But she’s got nerd parents in the middle of bumfuck nowhere Michigan. All we can do is yell at other parents after the fact. If kids want to treat her poorly then there’s only so much we can do to stop them.”

“Yeah, well, if Justin is anything to go by, she might just turn around and start going all crazy on people.” The attack felt wrong. Yet it also felt fitting. Collin’s ‘best friend’. Kathoey’s little sissy sister. It was hard to picture the little bundle of fuzz in the baby carrier turning into that kind of raving idiot. But then again Justin hadn’t seemed that bad when they were little.


The woman stopped at the end of the aisle and nodded towards the milk. “We need some two percent.” She said


Without even really knowing why anymore, Collin made his way up to the rack of milk.


“One from the back” Naqi added


The boy grumbled a bit as he dug his arm in and tried to pull the thing free around all of the bars and wires meant to partition these things out and keep them in place. When he finally returned the kangaroo mouse checked the expiration date quickly before setting it down with the rest of her groceries and shifting to the other end of the cart.


“So I’m guessing you’ve had a few bad experiences with your name if this has you so upset?” Naqi chimed. “Care to share?”

“What’s to share?” Collin shrugged.


“Well for one thing Hui is your little sister, as I recall. Plus, from what I understand, you were born in China. So, they have a lot of Collins in China?”

“Chen.” Collin sighed “the name on my birth certificate is Chen. When we moved here my parents tried to ‘Americanize’ or whatever you’d call it. Stuck with it a few years. Gave up about the time Hui was old enough to latch on to her name.”

“So you stuck with the English name, and she went back to the other one?” Naqi actually seemed a bit surprised by that. Though at this point Collin had to wonder if it was all just performance on her part. The way she moved. The way she talked. There was something annoyingly familiar about it. Something he absolutely couldn’t put his finger on.


“It’s what my parents picked. I don’t really think of myself as ‘Chen’. So I don’t use it. They saddled me with it so that’s what I use.”

“And what about ‘her’ name?” Naqi practically purred.


Collin snorted contemptuously “What, Hui? I unno. Probably gets picked on for her name too. Was really bad when the Wii U was a thing.”

The frustrated rodent actually face palmed and bit back a sigh of utter exasperation. “No, I don’t mean your sister. I mean ‘her’. As I recall you had a very peculiar name for her. Didn’t you?”

“Oh. Ohh. OHHH!” Just like that the wah realized what she was saying. His cheeks went dark as the wonderful shame rushed though his veins. “I, yeah no it’s… it’s Kathoey.” He sighed “But I try and use Kathy for people who don’t know better.”

“Kathy is a pretty safe name.” Naqi nodded. “Even if the root name sounds kinda like a certain Thai word.”

The blush on the boy’s cheeks felt almost painful now. He nodded shamefully and did his best to suppress the nervous giggle fits bubbling up inside of him. “I, uh. Well that kinda is where she got it from. Mi-, I mean, I have a friend. A really close one. She gave it to me.”

“and you like it?” Naqi asked


“I, guess?” Collin shrugged “I never really thought about it. I mean it was picked out. It was kinda, well, kinda pushed on me. But I liked that. I think.”

“I see.” The woman nodded somberly and then began pushing her cart once more, her tail swaying as she hummed what was clearly trying to be some song from a Kingdom Hearts game.


“H-hey wait.” Collin yelped as he began to follow along. “What do you mean ‘I see’.”

“Well if you like it then what more is there to say?” Naqi shrugged. “Plus this friend. Your Mistress, I assume?” She snickered “giving her that kind of power maybe does something for you?”

Collin shook his head at the insinuation and paced back into an aisle wall. “no, I mean. well kinda. I mean. Yeah she’s my… my ‘M word’. I mean. I think. Kinda.” The boy slumped as he heard his own words. The lack of conviction in them. A small whimper building in his throat. “it’s complicated. A lot of things are complicated.”

“Life’s way too complicated.” Naqi nodded in agreement.


“Yeah? Well, how do you uncomplicated it? I just want her to be clear. Instead she’s avoiding me. Avoiding everything really. Then there’s this other girl. And for a while I was kinda… ok I didn’t like this boy but I was teasing him some I guess. Having some fun. I know it was probably bad.”

“Very bad.” Naqi agreed “Especially if you’re getting all butt-hurt because you don’t know where you stand with someone.”

“Those aren’t the same things.” Collin was all too quick to protest. His tail flicking in anger. “Having a bit of casual fun with some jerk and mis-, and this girl just borderline ghosting me all though Christmas break. I even came over to surprise her!”

The jerboa stopped in her tracks at that and shot a glance back to Collin. “Please tell me you didn’t do something like toss rocks at her window.” She sighed. “Kid, girls don’t like that. Nobody likes that. Parents especially don’t like that shit. Maybe you don’t realize it but we’re way more ‘in the boonies’ than you seem to think. There are probably some dads still crazy enough to get a gun and take pot-shots at someone like that.”

“A gun might have been involved.” Collin sighed sheepishly. “That part was kinda fucked up.”

“Jesus.” The mouse muttered breathlessly “You really are lucky. Though, the fucked up is going to a girls house unannounced and thinking it’s cute. No girl wants John Cusack standing outside their window. ‘Kathy’ probably wouldn’t have fared better either. I don’t think it’d be more acceptable if it were Joan instead.”

“I don’t know who those people are.” Collin muttered


“God I’m old.” Naqi sighed. 


Collin winced in spite of himself and muttered a small “sorry”. He was quiet as the woman began making her way down one aisle and up the next. Every once in a while glancing at her phone and checking a list. That alone blew Collin’s mind just a bit. The idea of  actually going out and planning what to get. For some reason he’d never considered it before. Certainly not with his mother who always just seemed to nab whatever was on sale. It was such an ‘adult’ thing to do. A thought he realized was stupid to have towards a woman who was married and who had a literal child.


“So, uh, can I ask something?” Collin chimed after the two had gone though two aisles and the jerboa had secured her baby supplies and bread.


“It’s what you’ve been doing, right?” Naqi giggled.


“yeah.” The boy laughed awkwardly “I uh, I was wondering. You’re wearing a ‘day collar’, right? And like… you called your husband ‘Master’ and ‘Sir’ in front of me.”

“Well, he is.” Naqi nodded “and that is what a day collar is for.”

Collin bit his lip hard. The store was borderline empty. There was really nobody around. Yet he felt as if eyes and ears rested everywhere. The fear of asking only raising in his gut as he looked up at her “So like, I… I mean you… I mean… Isn’t that… scary?”

“No.”

The response from Naqi was not what he expected. It was so simple. So blunt. Once again the awkward silence returned and Naqi hummed to herself as she continued her task. Every now and then having Collin get something she couldn’t reach well from the top shelf or asking him to entertain the baby and keep her from crying while checking something on the nutrition labels of items.


“We are what we are.” Naqi finally said. “I’m not going to go around blabbing it in places that will make people uncomfortable. But you know enough about this that I’m not going to hide it. I’m not ashamed of it. It’s nothing wrong. It’s how we choose to live or lives and share our love.”

“Really? Even when you two started dating?” Collin blinked


“Oh we were into it right from the start of that.” She nodded. A blush actually blooming under her fur.


“So how did you know then? I mean, you know, know he was ‘the one’.”

She paused, then turned and slid so she was sitting on the floor. One knee crooked up to her chest. Back leaning against bags of rice and lentils. She looked up at the ceiling listlessly and flicked her tail up and down a bit. “When ‘I’ knew? Probably back in high school. He wanted to start doing Vampire LARP in town. We got yelled at. On the way home it started to rain. He used to wear this big, dumb, goofy goth coat all the time” She bit back a small laugh at the idea. “Suddenly I feel this huge, heavy weight on me. Twenty pounds of leather and superfluous metal just thumped on my head. It kept me mostly dry until we got back to his house. He was so sopping wet by that point his mom literally told him to go take a shower”

She brushed a tear away from the corner of her eye with the back of her paw and then pulled her glasses down to start cleaning them with the hem of her shirt.


“So, uh, so you two have been dating since high school?” Collin asked “You never dated anyone else?”

“Oh no.” Naqi snickered “We were both young and stupid. Lots of silly ideas kept us apart until pretty recently actually. But I knew I liked him even back then. Thing is, I don’t think either of us were the person we needed to be back then. It would never have worked. Sometimes… well sometimes life is complicated.”

“It’s always too complicated.” Collin barked. He then winced as the baby started to cry. Only then did the wah realize he’d snagged her pacifier strap and yanked the thing free of her little maw. “Oh crap!” he yelped, quickly shhing at the poor thing and gently trying to slip the object back into place.


It took a while for the girl to calm down. Naqi looked utterly unphased by the outburst. Meanwhile Collin was still trying to get his heart to stop thudding. He was sure he’d somehow hurt the poor baby. Why else would she scream and cry like that? Rationally he knew better. Babies cry after all. It was still no less jarring.


“Like you said.” Collin sighed “Complicated. Sorry about that.”

“Oh it’s fine.” Naqi shrugged “I kinda don’t want her sleeping until we get home anyways. Not that I really have much control over that.”

Collin walked away awkwardly for a moment and pulled his phone out. He flicked it on, only to wince as he saw the three text messages sitting there. His heart fluttered as he hoped it was from his Mistress.


Then sank. All three were from his mom. Asking where he was.


The phone rang even as he stood there trying to process what he was reading. Collin whimpered and whined while fumbling the thing on, looking over at Naqi nervously. “Hi Mom. Yeah I’m here. Yeah. No I’m not on my way back yet.”

“Ohh is that your mom?” Naqi giggled.


The boy nodded and waved his hand frantically. Naqi ignored these gestures as she reached her free hand out and hit the speakerphone button. “Hey there Mrs. Sang!” She chirped.


“Who is that?” The angry voice rolled though the tinny phone speaker


“It’s me. Naqi. The girl who was with Mrs. Lockhart’s grandson. We were there when the church did that birthday party for her.”

“You’re the pregnant girl?” Ling’s tone shifting to surprised shock.


“Well I was.” Naqi snickered.


“Yes yes, Hui told us. She made the baby a toy. Did you get it?”

“Yeah we did. Tootie loves it. Well, I like to think she likes it. Right now she just likes drooling on things.” Without warning the rodent had taken the phone from Collin and was talking to his mother, on speakerphone, while walking the baby and bouncing gently. It was a whole new level of embarrassment. 


Collin watching in stunned silence as the device crammed full of porn and his own dirty pics was now being hoisted around by a stranger. Casually talking to his mother. The mere idea that one wrong button click could send horrible shit to her and end up ruining everything ended up quashing his ability to pay any real attention. Instead he followed Naqi around like some feral puppy begging for food. His paw meekly reaching out now and then in a small token gesture to try and take the phone back.


“Oh, Chen. You’re such a good boy.” Ling cooed “You help a new mother like that. So proud. I can’t wait to tell your father.”

“You can do better than that.” Naqi snickered “here” She wrapped the arm with the phone around Collin and pulled him close, then hit the photo button. Collin was simply forced to watch in shock as she thumb-only manipulated the phone. A bevy of his most shameful pictures now on full display in public for all of the zero people around them. One wholesome snapshot of Naqi and the baby in her arm resting there on the end, so utterly out of place.


Naqi finished sending the picture, then finished the conversation while Collin just stood there stunned. He was barely able to catch the phone as she tossed it back. Even then the act of putting it up to his head was nerve wracking as he worried about sending more pics. “Yeah Mama. I’m here. I’ll be home as soon as I finish helping out. I think she’s almost done anyways.”

He didn’t listen to his mother’s reply. He was only barely sure that he hadn’t hung up on her. As soon as it was done he checked back though the texts to make sure nothing untoward had been sent. Blushing, shivering, trembling while gazing at the small sliver of plastic and glass.


“W-why did you do that?” Collin barked meekly


“Better question. Why are you keeping that shit on your phone?” Naqi snickered. She set the baby back into the car seat and buckled her in as if the whole thing was totally normal and casual. Her grin growing that much bigger.


“This isn’t a game. I… I was just trying some things out. Things I can’t really do well at home. I’m trying to figure some things out too. And there was… there’s someone I wanted to show it to. Maybe see if she likes it.”

There was a little laugh as Naqi worked her way around behind the boy and patted him on the head, grabbing a big bag of lentils. “Someone. But not your Mistress?” she quipped


“No, I mean maybe. You don’t know that.”

“These look ok to you?” Naqi asked as she held up one of the bags. “Thinking of trying out something new. Alton Brown mentioned these Puy lentils and I kinda wanna see if there’s anything to the fuss about them.”

“I hate lentils.” he muttered “W-wait. Becky isn’t my Mistress.” The boys tone rose shapely, his voice even cracking a touch before he caught himself and clapped paws over his muzzle. “I, I’ve been on a couple dates with her, ok? Mistress kinda made me. Well the first one. I don’t know. But I wanted to show her some stuff. It’s complicated.”

This seemed to catch Naqi’s attention. She tossed the bag of little black legumes into the cart and turned to him. “Becky? As in Becky Becky?”

The boy nodded sheepishly.


“Tch, what is it with this family. Everyone’s a freaking Dom.” The woman let out a bemused sigh and gave Collin a pat on the head. “Still I can see it. Something to be said for the Tsun harass types.”

“Why am I following you around again?” Collin muttered


“Because deep down you’re a good person. Even if your teenageryness makes you resent the notion.” Naqi more said than asked.


The boy rolled his eyes and wrinkled his muzzle badly enough to twist the lines on his cheek fur ever so slightly. “Kathoey wouldn’t put up with this.” He grumbled.


The cart moved again as Naqi moved towards the back of the store on the slow and methodical trip down the aisles. “Isn’t that just you?” She asked.


“Kinda? I guess.” Collin shrugged. Even after everything he’d said he still followed along. “I just feel different. It’s like an alt mode with her. Like something clicks. Think it’s DID or something?”

“No.” The mouse snapped “It’s not.”

“But-”

“That’s not how DID works.” Naqi said firmly “But I’m not going to give psych advice. That’s for a doctor. I am not a doctor. I paint minis for absurdly low rates and keep telling myself I’ll get back to doing real art on canvas some day. That is as far from a PHD as you get.”

Collin whined and stepped up beside the woman. The fact that he had to look down a bit to meet her gaze instead of up felt… wrong somehow. Considering the way she spoke to him. Something he’d noticed with Becky as well. “I don’t do therapy. I don’t really need it. I’m not like Justin”

The laugh that left Naqi’s muzzle was painfully dismissive. Enough so that Collin almost stormed off then and there. He also opened his mouth to say something more. Then her eyes met his. He stopped. Any choler he may have had vanished in an instant. 


“Look, kid. You want me to get serious with you?” Naqi asked


“Be a nice change of pace.” Collin groaned.


“You wanna know why I came out here today? Because I was going to go bonkers in that house. Much as I love my Sir, he has gotten way too over protective. He went on web MD, and I told him it was a bad idea, and now he’s terrified of all of these post-partum complications even though I’m out of the woods for just about all of them. If I keep letting him do all the work he’s going to burn himself out and spend whatever energy he can trying to keep me from going out. Then where will we be? Uber eats? Because I refuse to be a ‘fast food’ mom until Tootie is at least four. Jesus Christ that’s how it starts you know. Next thing you know Master’s dropping five Gs on a used bass boat and going out bluegill fishing all the damn time. I’ll end up listening to country music and reading tabloids. We’ll start pronouncing Mario like Mary with an O at the end. Once a month we’ll take some money we set aside and go up to Gun Lake. Drop the whole damn thing and get excited if we’re a hundred ahead some nights. I‘ll just be sitting there. Pumping quarter after quarter into a slot machine.  I‘ll take up smoking again. Not even good cigarettes. Like that cheap Marlboro bullshit.” By this point Naqi was leaning over Collin, her finger wagging and waving emphatically. “Is that what you want? Let me tell you something pal, I ain’t going out that way. Not me!”

A quick sigh, a ruffling of the hoodie and Naqi had regained her composure. She grabbed hold of the cart once more and gave the boy a nod. “Anyways. Like I was saying. There’s one thing you really need to learn in life. Especially if you’re going to be in the Lifestyle. Ok, two things.“ She held up her finger again, this time calmly. Though it still caused Collin to flinch. “First. Short of tying you up and dragging you off to some dark basement, nobody can change who you are but you. Unless…”

“unless?” Collin blinked


The woman held up her second finger. “unless you let them. You’ve got three names. Four, technically. Depends on if you want to count Kathy as a nickname. Near as I can tell, you didn’t pick any of em.”

That said, Naqi turned and began to walk away. The stunned wah remaining standing there. Jaw slack. Watching her walk along until finally the woman vanished into the cereal aisle.


“Wait.” Collin yelped “What the heck does that mean?!”
Chapter 47:

Kathoey had waited long enough. It was just the right time of day for most people to be out, and she knew the path she had to take. 


Mistress wasn‘t calling her. Wasn‘t texting her. Wasn‘t saying a damn thing to her. Even Becky had at least texted back about how cute a few of the pictures were. Along with a couple of other pictures she‘d found. Drawn, naturally. But still ones that made the wah feel a bit giggling and excited.


But Mistress? She‘d been stonewalling, and now it was time to try confronting her again. School was back in session. Collin no longer had gym. Maybe she thought she could avoid her little pet and it would all go away. But Kathoey wasn‘t going to go away. Not without a fight.


She made her way up to the back door and knocked firmly. The blinds were drawn over the slider making it impossible to see in. She knocked again. Then a third time. She was about to knock again when the slider blew open, a hulking pig woman standing there instead, her dark black hair matted with sweat and her eyes bloodshot. 


“The fuck do you want.” She snarled in a low hiss.


“I, uh… I’m here to talk to my Mistress.” Katheoy said. She still tried to sound confident. But next to the raw power and rage that was the towering biker woman, the sissy wah felt unimaginably small and weak.


Helga rolled her eyes and braced herself in the door frame. For a moment Kathoey was sure she could hear the wood of the door handle crack just a touch. “This is absolutely not the time, squirt. I’ve got enough to do keeping her head on straight without adding in drama from… this.” Helga waved her hand up and down in a board gesture towards the wah.


“Now wait a sec.” Katheoy whined “I don’t know who you are but-” There wasn’t more discussion. The slider slammed shut. It was hard enough that the tempered glass actually cracked a touch. 


Kathoey jumped back. She checked herself over, sure the thing had shattered and searching all over for gashes from massive glass shards. It had not shattered. She was safe. Rage boiled up in her. She wanted to hammer on the door. Scream for Mistress. Demand an audience. Get some answers.


But the way that woman looked at her. For the second time in as many attempts Katheoy found herself running from her Mistress’ house and heading back home. Heartbroken and devastated.

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


The first reaction to the proxy rejection was wandering around town a bit. Collin wasn’t even aware he had been doing it. He walked off from Mistress’ doorstep and instead of heading home made his way to the gas station for some fast food. Then the library. Finally culminating in an ambling wander though the Walgreens where he came out with a bag full of cheap candy and most of his allowance gone.


He needed to talk to someone. He needed someone who’d understand. For a split second he thought of Becky. Not that he could. Obviously even mentioning any of this to her was utterly impossible. It was wrong to think about her anyways. It’d be like cheating. He didn’t want to cheat. He should have felt more guilty about that outing than he did.


That was about where Collin’s head was as he made his way up to Justin’s house. 


It was a bit surprising for him to not see Justin’s dad in the garage. The older Otter was usually in there doing something before the sun went down. Then again it was still pretty cold out. Instead the wah had to wait until the man opened the front door to let him in. 


“Hey kid.” Mr. Flannery said cheerfully. The middle-aged otter was decked out in jeans and a muscle shirt, his face caked in engine grease and a backwards baseball cap holding his matted mane of blonde headfur in place.


Even after all of these years Collin felt a bit of shock at how different Mr. Flannery could be compared to his own dad. John Flannery looked like he was a cold beer and a tool belt away from being a caricature of middle America. Not that it was a bad thing. In truth the way he got along with Justin was something Collin envied just a bit.


“Hey, Mr. Flannery. Is Justin home?” Collin asked


The otter man blinked a bit and thudded his rudder on the cheap linoleum “Oh, so you’re not here to collect your sister?”

“Wait, Hui’s here?” He blinked


“Has been for about an hour.” John nodded “That’s why I’m in here. Meredith was worried they might try getting a bit, well” he shook his head “It was just safer if I was inside while she was here.”

Collin nodded a bit and did his best to hide his disappointment, and hid disgust. “Yeah, I guess after the blizzard it makes sense. That really shook mom up, too.”

“Yeah, but if you’re over here then that means I can probably get some work done.” He laughed “Trying to get the Tie rod back on Justin’s car. Between you and me I’m getting kinda sick of driving him around. Even if I think we’ll need to set some extra ground rules before he starts up again.”

Once again Collin felt pangs of envy. The pampered asshole drives off in the start of a snow storm and still gets to drive after that? He considered heading home right then and there just to deny him a bit more time with that particular freedom.


“Don’t worry, Mr. Flannery. I won’t tell em.” Collin chirped dutifully. He was jealous. But he was also lazy, and upset. The last thing he needed was to put up with things at home.


The basement for the Flannery home was nowhere near as nice as his own. Much of it was actually left unfinished. With cheap rugs lining the cement floor towards Justin’s room and the semi-finished living area which made up the bulk of the basement. He made his way into that living space. It was much like his own basement in many ways. Couch, TV, a small TV stand to hold consoles and other such. None of it quite as nice, but it gave the whole place a very bohemian feel. More than once Hui had compared it to Joker’s loft in Persona 5. But then she never could get that game out of her head.


“Awww come on.” Hui muttered as she looked up from where she sat, fiddling with a small set of lego bricks resting on her chest. “I just got here.”

“Justin’s dad said it’s been an hour at least.” Collin muttered “Don’t worry, brat. I’m not taking you home. I was hoping I could hang out with my best friend for once.” Without even asking Collin plopped himself on the open end of the couch, tossing his bag of candy on to the end table beside the couch.


Naturally Hui started to sit up and reach for the bag. The massive pile of cheese-its and Hershey’s products drawing the dorky girl into a sit-up far faster than Collin’s Mistress ever had in gym class.


Or so he imagined. He’d never seen her gym class sessions.


Collin smacked her paw and grumbled as he crossed his arms ruefully. “Hey, get your own, dork.” He muttered


“Jeeze, touchy much?” Justin blinked “What the hell happened to you?”

“You know what happened to me, and you know I don’t’ want to talk about it around her!” Collin snapped.


Hui whimpered and shook her head a bit at that. “I’m sorry, Chen.” She sighed “I didn’t know you were having a bad day.”

“Please tell me you didn’t try to go see ‘her’ again.” Justin sighed.


Collin winced and looked off to one side. “Who, you mean Becky? Look, I’m not thinking about her right now and you know it. Besides how would I walk all the way to her house. Not all of us can drive Mr. Wheelman.”

“Wasn’t talking about Becky. But that is a lil Freudian of ya there, pal.” Justin chuckled, seemingly unparsed by the reminder of his current lack of wheels. “I think I have a good idea of why you’re so agitated. I mean, it’s not like anything has happened on that front since winter break.”

“She’s probably just scared.” Hui nodded “I mean, not that it would be unreasonable considering what went on. Though she didn’t seem afraid when I talked to her. More just scary. Like usual.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” Collin nodded “I mean she probably just can’t see me right now because of how confused things are. What with the… wait. What do you mean you talked with her, Hui?”

“Yeah. Right after the Blizzard.” The younger wah noted


Collin gazed at her for a long moment. His jaw dropping ever so slightly as the gears turned in his head. “After the…” It slowly dawned on him. His eyes flitted between Justin and his sister. Finally landing on the quiet otter boy who sat there on his ratty old couch scratching his head and trying like hell not to make eye contact.


“You told her?” 


“Of course I did.” Justin growled “What was I supposed to do?”

“Well not tell her this. What, and you went to talk to her, Hui? Is that why she won’t talk to me now? Because I swear to god if you threatened her” As expected Justin got in the way again. The ‘hero’ boy slipping in between Collin and his sister as his face turned stony.


Hui pushed herself out from behind Justin and stared her brother down. Her gaze unnervingly similar to one their mother often wore. “What she did was wrong, Chen.” Hui snapped “Very wrong. Master and I talked about it. Everything that had happened. He actually talked me out of just going to the principal about it myself. Even though I probably should have.”

“Phht. Trying to say what she does is wrong and calling him ‘Master’ in the same breath is just more hypocrisy, lil sis.” Collin snapped. “So you can have someone older treat you like a bitch in heat and boss you around. But I can’t?”

“She’s almost as old as his parents!” Hui chirped angrily “We’re to talking about a one or two year age gap here, Chen. Plus she’s your teacher. Do you even know what ‘parasocial relationships’ are? Or about toxic power dynamics?”

“Just because your lil perv brain got hooked on BDSM porn early doesn’t mean all of us have read up on this ‘safe kink’ stuff.” Collin huffed.


“Those aren’t even kink things. That’s basic psychology!” From there the argument sped up and instantly shifted into Mandarin. Both siblings barreling down on each other, with Collin using his minor height advantage to try and press the issue as the pair twisted and turned this way and that around Justin’s body. The otter boy in the middle reduced to little more than another one of the support beams scattered around the basement.


The shouting continues right up until the grabs. Hui gasped and grabbed hold of her Collar. Her eyes wide as it was yanked up and cut off her air for a split second. Collin felt fingers trying to grab where a collar should be. When that didn’t work the paw instead grabbed hold of his shirt. Both siblings were then spun and tossed in one quick motion down on to the couch. Justin towering over the two of them.


“Enough!” the boy finally snapped. “Jesus Christ enough already. Collin. Hui and I talked about it. This is our relationship. It’s real and it’s important to us. I told her that ‘Auntie’ had a lot she could teach me still, and I was kinda trying to figure things out. So we can continue, but with the ground rules Hui and I agreed on. Unless she’s hiding something from me she didn’t say word one about you to her.”

Hui shook her head emphatically at this.


“And Hui.” Justin continued “We really have no room to talk with him. This is his thing to figure out. Plus we both agreed to let this continue until the end of the year anyhow. Much as a whole year of having all this… pent up frustration… is just driving me up the damn wall” He reached down to ‘adjust’ the cage his shaft had rested in over the past year. A source of consternation in countless ways. Not the least of which were fears that it was perhaps more loose than it had been at the start. Though that had to be his imagination. One of the many things making him paranoid of late.


Neither of the siblings said anything. Both looked on at Justin for a long moment before finally nodding their understanding. The unspoken demand for a truce tarnished only by a few agitated glances between the two red pandas.


“Thank Christ.” Justin sighed, slumping down on to the couch between them. “You guys have no idea how bad you get when you start fighting like this. Seriously.”

“And you seem even more pissed than usual.” Collin huffed. He pouted, before smirking playfully and glancing at the blonde boy now sitting there between him and his sister. Squished between the two as he took on the role of unofficial referee.


“What’s so funny?” Justin muttered, glancing at Collin out of the corer of his eye


“Oh, nothing.” Collin snickered “Just wondering what has you so pissed lately.”

Justin rolled his eyes “You mean besides the blackmail, ditching my car, and having to put up with this sibling rivalry crap? Or maybe the injuries that still haven‘t healed yet?”

“Or, and hear me out.” Collin murred “You’re pent up without Auntie’s ‘help’”

This got a hard shove. The wah boy suppressing a small snicker and leaning in just a bit “Oh come on now. You don’t seem to mind that much when she has some fun with her cute lil Justine. Or…” he licked his lips “When she has us have some fun”

The other two teens sat quietly. Realization slowly dawned on Hui’s face. Justin simply blushed.


“That sounds more like a ‘Kathy’ thing to say.” Justin finally muttered though his slightly clenched muzzle.


That comment seemed to shake Collin’s confidence a bit. He looked off to the side as he gripped his hands into his cargo pants and twisted the fabric. “Not like it’s only been her and Justine all this time.” He shot back. His sock feet digging in to the thin rug that separated them from the cold unfinished cement basement floor.


The kiss came suddenly. An assault of warm fur and flesh mixed with cheap tee shirt and the unmistakable scent of ‘boy’.


There was some resistance. Collin barely aware of his own movements as he pushed back at that narrow undefined flat chest. He felt the other boy’s arms moving to grab his paws. Even then the resistance was token as he half let himself be pushed back against the couch arm. Huffing and panting. Squirming and struggling just a bit while his body twisted in the wanted yet unwanted pleasure.


Justin’s voice was far less confident than it should have been given the gesture. Trembling and even cracking slightly. He looked over at Hui. The girl squished up into the opposite corner of the couch. Looking on as her chest heaved. Looking for all the world like her heart had just been overclocked and she was about to overheat.


“You sure you’re ok with this?” Justin asked. 


Hui nodded meekly.


“You remember your safe word.“ He asked. This time at least somewhat more confident.


“Dome Fossil, Master.“ Hui muttered


The unspoken conversation Collin had apparently missed by looking away only now seeming to click while the two gave this little exchange. Some small fragment of him wanted to laugh at the safe word. Instead he felt his own chest heaving. He felt the urge to make some kind of snide comment. But that was what Kathoey did. He wasn’t Kathoey right now. He couldn’t hit that head space for some reason. Somehow it only made him feel that much more exposed.


Justin looked back from Hui. His eyes locked with Collin. The two boys looking at each other for the longest time. Something somehow both arousing and uncomfortable. “Hui, You can play with yourself. You can watch. But you can’t join I. And I want you to keep those legs spread. And pull up your sweater.”

Even though he said this, Justin didn’t look back at her. Collin spared a small glance. His younger sister’s virgin folds on full display within a few moments. Panties from some cartoon he didn’t recognize pulled to the side to show off the puffy pink lips among dark fur and flesh. He quickly looked away and bit back a groan. His cage was always some kind of uncomfortable. His balls ached and his shaft screamed for attention even on the best days. Even when he was able to use his cute bussy to get release.


This was different though. The shame more heady. It was what he might imagine going from pot to hard drugs was like, even if that was apparently not how it really worked. Every nerve ending in Collin’s body screamed for him to stop. Which also meant it screamed in pleasure. Not even the puckish Kathoey there to dull the reality of what he was seeing. The sight of his sister, very clearly feeling something similar, slowly stroking one finger up and down her folds in an awkward twitch. Already wet. Watching the live action Yaoi Manga playing out in front of her.


The otter boy’s hand moved down along Collin’s slender body. It went along his side and traced his thigh. He tugged at the button of the other boy’s fly. Collin whined and writhed and whipped his tail in the air while the pants were open He bit his lip and looked away from his best friend. Moaning softly as the drippy mass of fur and flesh that was his poor package got pulled out into the cold basement air.


“S-stop it. She’s gonna see.” Collin heard the words, and it almost felt like he had said them. Though they somehow sounded distant.


“Stop it ‘Sir’.” Justin corrected “At least while we’re here. And you know the rules.” He sounded a touch more confident. In truth he probably sounded like he was overcompensating. But then Collin was finding it hard to be very critical with the way he was being manhandled and twisted around. He felt the other boy shift and now his caged little dicklette was on full display for Hui. The girl let out a soft shameful gasp as it was presented. Collin didn’t dare look at her. But based on the sounds of her breathing, and some other things he dared to think too hard about, he could tell she was looking.


“Is this why you’re freaking out?” Justin let out an overly-preformative snarl as he squeezed the aching balls. Pre dribbled and oozed from the caged cock tip and over part of his paw. The squeezing continued until Collin finally nodded. A whining little ‘Yes sir’ on his lips while struggling back against the old couch arm. Worn old suede brushed Collin’s back as he felt his shirt being pulled off.


The otter boy stopped pulling at Collin’s clothes long enough to give those balls a little smack. Collin winced and whined and squealed but he didn’t yelp the safe word. All hints of bratty little Kathy poking her head out were lost somewhere deep in the back of the wah’s mind as he drank in the sight of the boy half standing over him with one knee on the couch and the other leg planted firmly on the ground. Collin’s shaft screamed though his brain as a bit of Justin’s thumb fur pushed between the gaps of that cage to rub some soft needy flesh. Aching balls massaged and rubbed while the shirt was peeled off of him. 


Soon enough the red panda boy was stripped, save for his socks and the cargo pants now held around his ankles. He was knelt now on the cheap rug with his eyes forced up. Heaving and shuddering. His paws gripping at his cage while he watched Justin stand and tower over him. He tried to open his mouth to protest. He felt a rush of shame and embarrassment just being in this position. Parts of him wanted to tell the cocky little edge lord how he was going too far. Point out how Justin didn’t compare to Mistress. Could never compare to Mistress.


Maybe he couldn’t. But the needy wah was finding it almost impossible to pull his eyes away. Especially as those worn old blue jeans pushed up against his snoot.


“Go on.” Justin said. The shake in his voice almost covered. “You know what to do. You do it for your Mistress enough. Right?”

Any part of Collin able to resist was shattered by that. His tongue lulled out to touch the little brass zipper tab. His teeth bit down on the metal. His eyes still stuck on those shimmering blue orbs though the sandy blonde hair. He pulled down slowly. That ‘boy’ smell only grew. The scent of unwashed teenager drifting though the thin sheet of Kingdom Hearts boxers that probably hadn’t been washed in a bit. Musk wafting back though the wah’s sinuses while the warm bulge was rubbed along his face.


“Take a nice sniff.” Justin murred “All that silly brat crap, when we both know you just want to smell some nice thick dick.” The words were clumsy. Yet the way those sandy blonde locks fell in front of Justin’s face, the way he looked down at the other boy. Any Collin may have tried to pretend it was Justine bossing him around evaporated as the otter licked his lips and started to hump against that muzzle.


“Master.” Hui moaned softly. By now one paw was wrapped around one of her modest breasts while the other was rolling two fingers into those warm wet folds. The poor girls whole body twitched as she reluctantly pulled her hand away. The goo glistening on the digits while she tried to keep her hand in place.


Collin looked at his sister even as he continued to sniff in that scent. He huffed the boy musk and lapped his tongue against the warm furry orbs, tasting just a bit of bare fur from the small slit in those boxers.


“Listen to that lil goonette there. She’s such a good little porn princess. No cumming until I tell her.” Justin moaned and bit his lip. He shifted his body enough for his balls and the caged shaft to slip free. His pre dripped out while the orbs were bathed by the wah boy’s tongue. His rudder tail thudding on the ground as the boy fought though his clear needy pleasure to try and remain cool and controlled. It was a losing battle, but one he continued on all the same. 


The otter then held up his paw, palm down, showing it to Collin. Small streaks of drying pre on it from the abuse he’d given to the wah only moments ago. “You aren’t the only one who hasn’t had any real ‘relief’ since she went quiet you know. Except we both know you’re a lil dildo riding slut.”

Collin tensed a bit. His eyes wide. He looked up with growing terror as he racked his mind trying to figure out how Justin could have found out about the photo shoot. The fact that his tongue was moving that much faster and harder didn’t quite register. Not as he started to suck on the orbs, more of the pre oozing out over his own face.


“I know Hui said one of her toys was missing, and she’s pretty sure she saw one when getting her stuff back out of your room.” Justin mocked “A lil faggie fuckdoll must really need his ass filled all the time. But what about me? My dick is still all locked up. Do you know how long it’s been since the last time I got off?”

“No S-Mmmph!” The response was quieted by Justin shoving his balls firmly into the unsuspecting muzzle. Collin now sucked and licked while the oozing white fluid ran over his face. The sound of Hui starting to slowly work herself up again with the wet thwipping sound drew Collin’s eyes over to her prone body. Now splayed and bare with skirt and sweater bunched up around her neck and her middle, leaving the orange and black fur fully exposed along her waifish body.


Justin turned Collin’s face up to look at him again. His tongue slowly licked up the palm of his paw in a way that was probably meant to be sexy. Normally it wouldn’t be. But Collin, poor Collin was so worked up, and needy, and exposed. The timid little bitch boy was being used. Not Kathoey. He felt so good just being led, being bossed around and bullied. Justin was now here near his Mistress. For a moment, Collin even wondered if he compared to Becky. But he could also almost see what his sister seemed to in him. The sly boyish confidence. The burgeoning cruelty. Plus the simple reality of how ‘gay’ Colin was being. He whined a throaty whine and tired to push closer while he watched, looking up and mumbling incoherently. A sticky mess starting to roll down his face.


At some point, and it was hard for any teen to tell when, Justin pushed Collin back. He panted and moaned. His chest heaving in a deep sharp breath of chill basement air. “You always get to cum, cock sucking gayboy. It’s your fault I’m stuck like this. I think it’s only fair you take some responsibility.”

Wasn’t that what Collin was doing? The ‘threat’, or statement, or whatever it was, simply didn’t make sense. Not until Justin turned around and allowed his Jeans to fall to the floor. His rudder tail twisting and thumping more, shoving down those boxers to show off the scrawny, androgynous ass Collin had gotten quite familiar with during their play sessions with Mistress.


He didn’t quite know what to do with himself. He certainly didn’t know what had come over him. Yes, Justin grabbed a hand full of headfur. Yes he pushed Collin in. But the wah was already moving. He was already gasping as his tongue started to trace and lap at the tight ring of his sissy sister. No, of Justin. Of his sisters Master. Of his best friend. Of the first boy he’d ever done faggie things with. The utter depraved shame of it all drawing a high squeal as he was kept in place rolling his tongue around and in to the tight tail hole. Utterly debased and degraded by the other locked up boy.


Meanwhile Hui was wining. The girl able to do little more than tug at her pebble-like nipples and twist the rings in them. Her tail curled around both boys. Her tongue lulled out as she muttered things seared in from her hours of self induced porn addiction. She gazed up into her Masters eyes. The loose tee shirt hanging from him. The way he gripped hold of the couch and loomed over her like some primal predator. The way his free hand, a hand only moments ago covered by her big brother’s spunk, gripped her chin in that dominating yet tender way. Index knuckle finding just the right spot under her muzzle as he forced her to look at him. Tenderness amid the sexual chaos.


Both siblings moaned almost in unison. Their voices were nearly the same pitch. Justin’s voice, something hovering between tenor and baritone, seemed to cut in almost perfectly at the off-beats. His caged shaft dripping while he humped his butt against Collin’s face.


“He’s so good at hitting that little button, my love.” Justin cooed in his cheesy DM-esqe Dom voice “Don’t you just wish it was you like that?”

Hui nodded. She felt his thumb moving up and slipping into her maw. The knowledge of where it had been and what had been on it not long ago was another sharp spear of shame, and yet she began sucking. Her amber eyes not quite daring to close. Her tongue lulling over the digit dutifully as she basked in the raw carnal bliss.


Even if Collin couldn’t see any of this, he knew the two love birds were busy in their shared depravity. Somehow that only made it better. He found himself humping on the floor, his balls grinding painfully on the cheap rug while his tongue now started to roll and rub against the ‘button’ deep in the dom otter. Every once in a while he almost reached up to spread those scrawny butt cheeks. Yet each time he just ground himself gripping his tail or hugging himself. He was just a tool right now. He was just being used. His whole body trembling and tremmoring. Kathy wasn’t coming to save him. Not letting him sink into that tough girlish façade. It was weak little Collin rimming the stronger boy. Weak little collin who heard his little sister squealing in sexual pleasure. The girl gooning and edging away, rubbing herself up to the edge again and again. Collin dragged along every time Justin shifted position until it felt like the poor wah boy would fall over on his face if not for the paw gripping his hair.


Hui saw it all, though. She watched. Begging her Master to let her cum amid the gibbering pants and begging moans.


“Mmmm. Fuck.” Justin’s words were heavy and wet. Both siblings knew what would happen next. Collin could swear he felt the twitching on his tongue. Hui watched as that caged cock still spurted and milked out wave after ropey wave. Justin humping the air as he baptized his pet’s fairylike body with thick ropes of his seed, spraying it over her hest, her tummy, her thighs. All while his thumb rested firmly in her muzzle.


There was no way any of the three could tell how long they were like this. Shared need and lust made the minutes melt away. Collin gripped at his balls until they hurt, desperate to cum while knowing he’d just helped this second calls ‘sir’ spunk all over his darling little sister. That he’d facilitated her defilement. Helped please the man who had so utterly conquered her. His digits dipped into his rump while he dwelled on the thought. Yet his position made it almost impossible to do more than tease while he continued his task dutifully. The raw needy lust making him feel like he cold just implode into his own heart.


“T-thank you Master.” Hui chirped as she lay there breathlessly. Still looking up at his face. She huffed in the air to smell him on her. Their mingled fluids almost choking the stagnant basement with their musk.


“That’s how a cum sock should look.” Justin murred.


Hui nodded her agreement with a dopey, nasal moan. Every bi the dorky little porn princess she was, glasses slipping down her muzzle lazily.


Collin wasn’t expecting to get yanked forwards, and for the jerkiness of his motions it didn’t seem Justin was either. The wah boy was on his hands and knees, now able to cast his eyes on the cummy drippy mess that was his sister. He felt ashamed, he felt primal fury, and most of all he felt jealousy. He had been nothing more but a warm little pill vibe to help Justin get off on his pet. Now he was being made to bask in the smell and the sight of it. Warmth radiating of her while he huffed for air after his service to ‘Sir’.


“I think it’s almost dried enough that she’ll smell it later.” Justin growled as he pulled on Collin’s headfur. “Clean it up.”

Both red Panda siblings looked up at him. Their eyes widened. Fear and disbelief and lust all mingled into a big ball of confused teenage lust as the order simply hung there in the air around them.


“Need to use the safe word?” Justin asked. He tried to sound cool, tried to almost make it a dare. But it wasn’t. It was very obvious to both of them that he worried he’d gone way too far.


Collin worried that too, and yet he said nothing. He simply looked into his sister’s eyes. Whimpering and whining while held in place. She’d say it. He knew she’d say it. She’d have to say it.


Hui likewise waited for Collin to utter the words. She didn’t move. Only her toes seemed to respond to her and those curled in until it was painful. Her body braced as Justin let her big brother’s hair go. She watched the expression of cucked shame and blissful defeat on his face while he stuck his tongue out, and started to trace it along her tummy fur.


The sensation was… Hui didn’t know what it was. She didn’t have words for this. Sure she’d experienced other things with her Master. Just because they hadn’t done ‘it’ didn’t mean she was a complete loser virgin. Yet the sensation of Chen slowly tracing his tongue up and down her tummy fur was something else. She could feel her thighs close and open from the mixed signals her brain gave them. She cast her eyes to Justin, not daring to utter the word but pleading for some kind of help. She imagined him holding her arms or pinning her legs. Keeping her in place for this. Taking away her choice. That little bit of consensual rape would have made it so much easier.


Yet somehow this was so much better, and so much worse. She looked between her Master and her brother. The former towering there, licking his lips as he observed the two playing like dolls. The latter still with his eyes fixed on her. This tongue lapping up another boys spunk, slowly nearing the soft curve of her breasts, tracing the tender little divot of her tummy. The movements systematic. A bit like a feral dog, which absolutely didn’t help things. He’d move up to a few inches under her chest, then move down and begin working on her pelvis. Not quite her folds. Nothing had hit that low. But close enough to feel his breath. Close enough that she was sure she’d go over the edge at any moment.


She wanted to, she didn’t want to. It didn’t matter. It wasn’t enough. With her hands unable to move lest they get in Chen’s way and her chest heaving in with the terrified anticipation of brotherly tongue on her nipples and around her soft breasts, it was almost too much to take. If anything could make her cum against her orders it felt like this should be it. Yet it didn’t. It only made things worse. She was only able to drown in the taboo.


Collin could see that lust, he could see that desire and that shame. He felt it too. Probably felt it more than her. It was such a betrayal. The second biggest one he’d made. Only one was worse, and his mind went back to it in spite of his own horrified pleasure. His sister’s fur was soft and downy. Her body trembled and twitched in response to his tongue. If this was Kathoey she could have played with that. SH would have been on one of those little nipples already. Would have reveled in being the top slut. But Collin? Collin thought about how good it would feel to have that otter cock rammed in his ass. He licked the downy fur of Hui’s pelvis with a nervous methodical pace while half hoping Justin would shove his face between those legs and shatter another taboo. He could feel his big fluffy tail seeking out anything to wrap around and jolted whenever it managed to bump into Hui’s. The incidental and innocent contact somehow made so much worse with each depraved lap of the sweet-salty seed of the boy who was so utterly violating their sacred bond.


“He’s a cute lil pillow biter, huh?” Justin whispered into Hui’s ear, loud enough for Collin to hear. Neither one of them could see how scared he was, how off-the-rails this was by now. He simply stood behind Hui at this point. Panting, moaning into her ear, making her watch while Collin got closer. While the boy being used as little more than a rag for a cum sock started to lick carefully along the hard little stones that were his sisters delicately pierced nipples.


Only a kiss from Justin kept Hui quiet enough to avoid the attention of the parents upstairs. Hui melted into it. The fact that he’d tasted some of her brothers spunk not really registering to her a the moment. She kissed and lapped and licked needily while groaning and wriggling and roiling helplessly. Her whole body limp and helpless while her brother was ‘forced’ to almost worshipfully lap up every spot of spunk from her fur and leave the girl shivering and cleaned. Little more than an increasingly horny afterthought amid the two lovers.


“So what do you think of your big brother now?” Justin moaned as he licked at that twitchy wah ear. The boy seeming to know just how his girl ticked


“C-chen is… kinda cute like this.” Hui huffed “He’s kind of like a cute lil… uh, ‘other F word’”

“A what?” Justin moaned. His hand now moving down to rub between her legs, stopping only to push Colin between those knees an let him look, let him sniff, let him feel the heat of the squirming girl


“I, You know. Pleas Master.” Hui whined “It’s embarrassing.


“Go on.” Justin whispered “Say it. I’ sure he really is dying to hear what you think of him.”

“Chen is a cute little fag. He’s a pillow biting little cuck boi and it’s super duper kawaii” Hui shoved her face into both paws in shame and looked away. Her whole body now curling, mercifully, into a little ball that somehow still ensured a clear, if inadvertent, view between her legs.


“What the fuck did we just do.” Collin whined. Even as he did he tried to catch another sniff of his sister. The mere wrongness and shame of it making the blushing boy shudder from neck to the tip of his bushy tail.


“I Think.” Justin muttered “Someone’s still a bit pent up, and agitated.”

Collin gulped hard and gazed up at the otter. He slumped back, biting his lip, watching Justin awkwardly sauntered up to him. The poor wah was too pent up and worked up to really think straight. His body, not Kathoey’s but ‘his’ body, was too elated and electrified even as he kept rolling how wrong it was though his head.


“You want some attention too?” Justin asked plainly


Collin hesitated. He looked away. His cheeks flushed so red it felt like he was getting lightheaded. His chest heaved and his heart felt like it would thump out of his chest. “S-sure.” he muttered meekly.


Justin didn’t say anything. He stood there, expectant. His face once again twisted into a try hard mask of faux confidence.


“Don’t make me say it.” Collin whined.


“You can always say the other thing.” Justin snickered in his DM voice once more.


“Yes, Sir. Please.” Even as the words left his muzzle Collin wondered if he was doing the right thing. He watched Justin as the other boy vanished from view, walking out of his bedroom and walking next door to the boiler room where his family kept the various tubs of random crap. 


He came back in a short while later, a large, smooth plastic cylinder in hand. The thing looked like a sword from a sentai, though the colors and stickers on it were jarringly shaded in eye-bleeding pastels. He extended the plastic thing out fully and smirked while pushing the button which caused the little holes in the hilt to light up with cheap LED light.


Collin was about to comment on how he’d just killed the mood. Right up until Justin walked past him ad grabbed Hui by the throat, pushing the tip of the toy to her lips.


“Let’s make it nice and wet for him, shall we?” Justin practically purred.


Hui’s eyes went wide. She was clearly trying to relax her throat. It didn’t work. She coughed and sputtered as she was deep throated by the toy. The girl kicking her legs and wriggling. A ball of fluff curling and uncurling on the couch as she thrashed. Yet never once did she fight too hard. Every little struggle was an involuntary spasm, and when Justin nervously pulled back now and then for her own safety she was all too quick to shove herself on it again the way she had any number of her own little collected toys. Squealing and squirming and drooling all over her face.


A good brother would have protested. A good brother would have put a stop to this. A good brother would be outraged to see his best friend face-fucking his little sister like a cheap sex doll using some bootleg reject toy from Big Lots. A good brother certainly wouldn’t be trying to rub himself against the rug in the hopes that some of the friction on his balls would let him cum somehow. He certainly wouldn’t be drooling at the sight of the bishonen boy dominating Hui, hoping like hell he’d be next.


Collin was such a bad brother. He just bit his lip as what little assertive confidence he thought he could muster evaporated into a horny moan. Watching the toy removed from her and shuddering with anticipation when the paw grabbed his hair and bent him over the couch.


The slobber on the toy wasn’t much. It wasn’t the proper lube one might expect such an object to have. Collin would have been far more worried if he wasn’t used to fucking his bussy with nothing more than his own spit on things far bigger. He looked up meekly at Justin. Any snark or sass oddly absent from his voice. The needy little bitch boy instead whimpering hopefully and trying to grab hold of the couch cushion. It didn’t matter that it was sewn I place. His whole body knew what was coming and couldn’t possibly relax just yet


It wasn’t gentle. He didn’t expect it to be. Both of them had been trained by Mistress. Both of them had been used far harder than this. But it was that roughness he needed. That feeling of helplessness. Powerlessness. Collin drank up his subjugation. Collin didn’t listen. He barely paid attention as the toy jammed in and out of his ass. The cheap plastic thankfully smooth enough to avoid any cuts or scratches. His rump thankfully prepped enough to ensure there wasn’t anything horrible going on back there. He didn’t really notice Hui shifting around. He didn’t pay attention to the noises around him. Not until he felt something familiar shoved into his maw. The taste of musky unwashed faux-silk filling his muzzle and his senses while the hammering away at his rear became jerky and even more forceful.


He milked out onto the floor. It was nowhere near the near-true spray Justin had managed. Collin was actually taking care of himself after all and it was doubtful the other boy had sunk that low. He reveled in it. He meekly backed that little wah booty into the toy and drooled into Justin’s boxers. He wanted to struggle. He wanted to fight back. He wanted to be pinned down and ‘Taken’. Not a brat to be tamed like Kathoey, but a soft, pliant, obedient little sissy fag doll. A little bit of yaoi fodder for cute girls and boys to play with. Right now it was meek, dweeby loser Collin getting fucked crosseyed. Possibly literally from the way he felt that toy hammer and mash and pound at his prostate. Knowing that made him somehow glad Kathoey couldn’t step in at this moment. This was his time to be conquered.


“You look kinda cute like that.” Justin’s voice caused Collin to jolt up. The otter looked amused. He also looked tired and a bit frazzled. But Collin felt too weak to care. Justin pulled his boxers out of Collin’s muzzle a moment and leaned in. Only then did the sex-addled red panda realize that the pounding was still going while there was no way Justin could have been doing it.


“So.” Justin murred “Tell me. Would you rather that was my cock?” He whispered the words just loud enough for Hui to hear. But it was a question for Collin. Not some depravity for his sister’s future spank bank.


Collin bit down hard on his lip again and tried to look away. “Please.” He muttered.


“Please?” Justin asked as he tilted his head.


“Y-your… I… I mea… I… Your cock” The word was barely whispered. Collin’s voice coming out like paper-thin glass.


His face was turned up again. Ice blue eyes locked on him. A cruel smile from the otter who was clearly enjoying this far too much. He cupped the blushing boy’s face and leaned in almost close enough to kiss. Almost, but not quite. “My what?” Justin murred


“Your Cock, Sir!” Collin yelped “I wish it was your Cock. I wish you were ramming my ass. I wish you were plowing me like you wanna plow my sister! Making me a real little cum rag!” 


Once again Justin kissed him. The heavy fucking continued. The toy moving fast, awkwardly and oh so roughly. It went on for who knew how long. Collin felt himself emptied out on to the carpet. His own spurted stream of milked cum splattering to the floor even as the fucking stopped and Hui collapsed in exhaustion. Justin did so a few moments later, and all three teens were left to stew on the floor in the after math of what they’d just done.

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


“Justin, what have I told you about that Incense crap?”

All three teens jolted as the door. Justin dropping his controller on to Hui who was laying on the couch with her head in his lap. Collin, who was sitting with his legs curled around the top of the couch and his head hanging off of the end, winced and nearly chocked on the bit of chocolate in his mouth. The shock causing him to thud his head on the floor.


The older otter man sighed and looked at the three, sniffing the air a bit and wincing.


“Sorry, Dad.” Justin sighed “I guess I just wasn’t thinking.”

“We’ve been over this. You wanna get a wax melter down here that’s one thing, but incense is gonna start a fire. Plus whatever stuff you got, it reeks kid.”

“Maybe Justin just forgot to shower again.” Collin snickered.


“Nah, I’m accounting for that.” John shrugged. The man looked around the small living space and then reached down to grab some of the candy sitting in the plastic bag on the table by the couch.


“Hey!’ Collin yelped. “That’s mine.” 


“House tax.“ John said even as he popped one of the smaller wrapped candies into his mouth and began to chew almost defiantly.


No sooner had he said that then Hui did a sit-up and slipped her way over him, falling back into Justin’s lap, this time more upright, with a pair of cookies n Cream bars. One for her, and one she slipped to the otter boy.


“Uuuugh, why do I even bother.” Collin groaned.


“You’ll be fine.” John snickered “You kids want pizza?”

“Mom getting Jets?” Justin asked, perking up at the idea


“Prolly” John shrugged “Whatever’s on the way home. You kids try not to get into any trouble down here, ok? And no more incense!”

“Got it dad!” Justin sighed


“Yes Mr. Flannery” both wah siblings said in unison


With that, John made his way back up the stairs, and the three teens slumped back into exhaustion.
Chapter 48:

There should have been a grandfather clock in the house. Tabs didn’t know why she was thinking that. She also didn’t know why she never thought it before. She sat there on the couch. Too anxious to turn on the TV. Too anxious to sleep. She looked over at the chair where the green haired vole was perched. Reclined, yet not at all relaxed. Her eyes scanning over a tablet with a burning focus.


“Shouldn’t you be doing homework?” Tabs asked


“Hmm?” Amy blinked, not really bothering to look up


“Homework. You’re in college, right?”

“Yeah” Amethyst nodded her head slowly. The girl looking up over the rim of the tablet.


“I mean back when I was in college they gave us a ton of books. Tons of homework every god damn day, too. Like people don’t have to work or something.” Tabs sighed almost wistfully as she slumped into the divot her body had forged into the couch.  “It was seriously worse than high school. I’m pretty sure at least some of that shit was still in the back of my old car for years until I traded it in.”

Amy said nothing. Instead simply giving her tablet a little wave in the air.


Tabs blinked. “Oh, right.” she nodded. Naturally all the books were digital now. Why wouldn’t they be? Not that some dumb ass gym teacher would really know that.


Again things fell quiet. Tabs shifting and shuffling every now and then as she tried to get comfortable and maybe sleep again. Every once in a while her eyes went to her phone. Kathoey had texted her far too many times. It was beyond worrying at this point. A small sliver of her wondered if she should text back. Not that she should. Not that it was good for the poor sissy. She was already wasting other people’s time at Helga’s behest. Her whole life had been a waste of time and resources from others. But the way the wah was acting? The way the poor thing had fawned over his ‘Mistress’ and was now breaking down trying to scream for her attention? 


“The fuck did I do?” Tabs muttered to herself. She set the phone back down and started to grab around for her remote. 


Amethyst snorted the air but said nothing. She continued to go over the tablet. Only barely hiding her growing resentment the longer things went on. Tabs turned to the TV and tried to find something that would help distract her. Each show only seemed to make the vole more agitated. The scrawny punk girl didn’t say anything. But each time Tabs clicked she could see the consternation building on the girls face.


Part of the wolverine wondered if she should stop. The other part, the one she was apparently listening to, took a small bit of sadistic pleasure in the annoyance she forced on the vole.


That elation ended as Amethyst looked to her again. A hateful, rueful glare though narrowed eyes. “I don’t want to be here.” She said firmly. “Mistress needs sleep, and I’m calling in a huge favor from my boss. Normally if you try to call in this quick they can your ass.”

Tabs deflated. The submissive girl having somehow bitch-slapped the sadism out of the wolverine. Though Tabs had no idea if it was sadism or just pettiness. “Sorry.” She found herself slightly shocked that she meant it as she said those words. The wolverine woman turned off the TV and shifted herself back on the couch taking a few deep, sullen breaths.


“Don’t you have something to do?” Amy half barked


“Not really.” Tabs sighed “If I try going anywhere Helga will freak out. Not that I wanna do anything anyways. Honestly if there were booze in the house I’d probably just drink again. I’m guessing you’re not gonna be down for going to a bar?”

“I don‘t go to bars.” Amy snapped bluntly “School and life were hard enough before I was old enough for it. I don’t see why I’d spend my last stretch of college fucking it all up by drinking when I got a good thing going finally.”

Tabs nodded. She’d forgotten. Or maybe she didn’t know? Had she asked? She knew how old Kathoey was. And Justine. Those two couldn’t have been more than a few years younger than this vole. Something about that set Helga’s teeth on edge. The injustice of it all. The unfairness of Helga getting to have her cute little toys while Tabs was a monster for it. How much difference could one see in a few years?


“A lot.” She muttered to herself, laughing bitterly.


Amethyst looked up from her tablet and tilted her head. One ear cocking from under her asymmetrical cut of green head fur.


Tabs’ grin grew and she glanced over at the girl. “Just thinking. How old are you anyways?”

“Twenty.” Amy made little effort to hide her annoyance as she replied.


“Twenty.” Tabs scoffed. “ya know, when I was your age, your Mistress and I. I think that was about the time we used to run unmarked gun parts between this guy in Colorado and these crazies in Montana. Hrist wasn’t all too keen on it at first. They paid well, though. Plus it wasn’t like they were actually using that shit. Allison’s the one who saved our ass back then with all that. She recognized something was up with the guys shop when we went to nab a load. We tore ass out of there. Checked it up later, he got busted. Apparently sold out the whoever-they-were to save his ass. Guys actually folded without firing a shot when the ATF showed according to the paper.”

“Why… are you telling me this?” Amethyst wanted to be annoyed. She was also scared. The seemingly random story unnerving her to no end.


Tabs smiled as she realized what she’d done, and she hated herself for it. “Nah it’s nothing. Just thinking out loud I guess. Your age. That time of your life. It’s different for everyone. It’s like someone just takes life and stomps on the accelerator. Fuck, by the time I was in your shoes I was old enough to be a mom and not have it be weird. Not that I am, mind you. At least not that I know of. But I coulda been. Instead of sitting there with a bunch of kids outta high school learning how to write a basic syllabus.”

The girl didn’t seem to care what Tabs had to say. Or if she did, she didn’t want to give the older woman the satisfaction of showing her. That was disappointing. But Tabs knew she was horrible for being disappointed at that. This poor girl was having her day fucked up because of the wolverine.


So instead Tabs slumped down and turned the TV on to something quiet and low key. Some inane droning bunch of home repair fluff. It didn’t fix the fact that nothing she did was making her feel genuinely happy. But at the very least it would hopefully make the poor vole feel like she was accomplishing something as a damn babysitter.

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


Tabs was frustrated. She watched Jo carefully as the two stood there in the seldom-used kitchen. The feline who currently served as unwanted company was busy quickly moving a barely-used chef knife though half of an onion. Chopping it up before tossing it into the waiting slow cooker.


“I thought we were gonna work on my bike.” Tabs sighed


“After we get dinner started.” Jo chided. A bundle of various herbs moved up in front of her as she Began to chop them far aster than Tabs could even keep up. By the time she got to butchering the meat, Tabs was already leaned back against the counter and watching. If she was supposed to be paying attention, Jo was going to be disappointed.


“Normally I just order a pizza or a sandwich or something. Well ok, ‘normally’ I go out and get it because delivery fees suck.” Tabs scoffed


“Exactly.” Jo muttered “Your diet is shit. You drink all the time. I’m guessing you aren’t taking any supplements. There’s an order to these things for a reason, Tabs. First you eat a balanced meal, then you clean up the kitchen. Finish one task, then move on to the next.” 


The not on cleaning held a bit of a barb for Tabs as she looked around at the dusty and grody yet shockingly unused hunk of linoleum and Formica she called a kitchen.


“That sounds like way more work.” Tabs sighed.


“Being an adult takes work.” Jo corrected “If you want to be happy you need to take the details seriously. Eat right. Exercise. Cut back on the bad shit. Measure out your time and your money. Have a plan.” Soon the various bits of meat and vegetation the bobcat had cut up were all tossed into a slow cooker she’d found unused in the top of Tabs’ pantry. Probably a house warming gift or something. The wolverine had forgotten it was even there.


“So now while this cooks, we can start cleaning up your kitchen. Then head out and see about tuning up that engine of yours.” Jo clapped her hands and started to fill the sink with hot water. She moved down to the cupboards below the sink, then winced as she opened them. “Where do you keep your cleaning stuff?”

Tabs reached over her and grabbed the dish soap, holding up the bottle of unnaturally blue liquid.


The feline rolled her eyes, took the bottle and dumped a healthy squirt into the hot water. She then grabbed a roll of paper towel and wetted a wad made of several strips before passing it off to Tabs.


“Here. Get wiping. I’m not going to do all this for you.”

Tabs winced at the command and shook her head. She began, though with a bitter reluctance she made no effort to hide. “Aren’t you supposed to be like, watching over me or something?” Tabs grumbled “You know, so Hrist doesn’t have to spend all day every day freaking out about me?”

“You’re in a rut.” Jo corrected “It’s easier if we just fix that. Get you in a healthy routine and a good headspace. It’s high time you got it all down.”

“Dawn and Debbie just wanted to play Risk.” Tabs sighed while she continued to wipe the oddly sticky grit off of the cabinets.


“I donno what that has to do wit me.” Jo shrugged. The woman already having gone over the cupboards and work surface to the left of the oven, and working on the oven itself now.


The two women worked in near silence for what felt like hours to tabs. It wasn’t. Hell she imagined it was only fifteen minutes. But then Tabs had been on the giving end of ‘making people do shit so it feels like it takes forever’ long enough now. She knew how the brain played that little trick.


“Kids doing fine, by the way.” Jo noted


“Who, Just-er Justin?” Tabs winced as she found herself having to correct the implicit use of the sissy name for the little bitch boy.


“Yeah. Apparently decided he wants to try and do college. Honestly kinda shocked he wasn’t doing that in the first place. But I told him I was proud of him. Also busting his ass harder on the days he works.”

Tabs snorted and bit back a small laugh fit. “You can work someone harder? I thought you always pushed people to the brink. Hard ass business owner like you gotta squeeze em for every penny.”

“You work people too hard then they break.” Jo corrected “I push people hard as I do because it’s the only way to stay afloat. But if this kid is gonna try for an Engineering degree then I want to be able to send him off with a letter to see if they’ll take that as some work experience and knock off some of the credits he needs.”

“You could do that without working him harder.” Tabs noted


Jo cocked her eye and shook her head “We both know I can’t. I’m not gonna lie. All the shit we did. I’m not going to make any more ‘little compromises’ in life.”

Compromises. The word felt funny when Tabs actually stopped to think about it. Such a small thing. Was that all she was really doing? Making compromises? Suddenly the woman wondered if her friend hated her deep down. If Jo was doing this because it was what Tabs deserved.


No. That was a stupid thought, Tabs realized. A stupid thought from a stupid woman who was lucky as hell to have friends like this. She redoubled her cleaning efforts, if only to avoid disappointing yet another person she didn’t deserve.


“You have a serious lack of Tupperware here.” Jo sighed while digging in the cabinets “We really gotta fix that for you.”

“I told you I don’t cook.” Tabs corrected.


“Yea.” Jo noted “But you’re gonna.”
--------------------


Rebecca was the one Tabs had been dreading. She half expected the pup to come in and demand a dommie session or sexy times. Things Tabs absolutely wasn‘t in the mood to provide right now. A part of her also wondered if the girl would be pissed at how she‘d treated the lil punk Vole the day before. Not that Tabs didn‘t deserve it.


Instead the wolverine woman found herself dragged almost literally into her home gym. A possibility she had not prepared for. One that made her feel even more anxious than the others she‘d considered.


“I don‘t really think I‘m in the mood to exercise.” Tabs sighed


“Oh come on. The stuff you have here is actually ‘nice‘! It‘s better than some of the gyms that I’ve been in.” Rebecca murred happily. It may have been a performance. If it was then it was a good one. Then again Tabs was just now realizing she hadn‘t spent enough time around Rebecca to know for sure either way.


“So what‘s your routine?” The pity squealed as she stood there in the midst of things. The girl sporting a tight green workout top and some simple shorts.


Tabs shrugged. She wasn‘t dressed for this. She was hardly dressed at all. A tee shirt and jeans, along with a sports bra, which was usually what she wore instead when she worked out. That ‘When‘ becoming less frequent of late.


“I don‘t really plan anything. I just… do stuff.” Tabs shrugged “Whatever I‘m feeling like I wanna do at that moment. Sometimes it‘s the shit I made the kids do in gym that day. Usually when teaching weight training. Heh, scrawny as he is Flannery does pretty good on the leg press. Then we got Mills and his whole obsessive shit with situps.” She winced and shook her head. The last thing Tabs needed to do was think about the boys in her class. That had caused enough trouble already.


Rebecca stood in stunned silence for a moment. Her nose wrinkling as she processed the idea. “So you just, work whatever? What about this?” She moved up to the heavy bag and gave it a tap


“What about it?” Tabs shrugged


The bag was worn down. It wasn‘t that old and Tabs was the only one who used it. But she used it enough that it already had tape wrap in a few spots.


The most recent ‘guest‘ took the liberty of throwing a few precise jabs at the thing. Her smile growing, then fading as she shook her head and slumped “I don‘t really like doing this stuff. But like, you clearly use the heavy bag a lot. You don‘t have a speed bag though. So what‘s your usual routine with it?”

“I get mad.” Tabs said plainly “Then I hit it.”

“T-that‘s it?” Rebecca blinked


“Is there more too it?” Tabs shrugged


Feeling a small tingle of annoyance, Tabs pulled herself over to the bag and channeled that anger into a punch. Her arm twisted far faster than her size and build should have suggested. No ready stance was taken. The mechanics of her body a horrible mess of loping and twisting that somehow still kept her on balance and put enough force into the bag to knock it back a good way.


“You’re gonna hurt yourself doing that!” Rebecca yelped


“Prolly.” Tabs shrugged. She threw another punch. Then another. Her fist hammered roughly where someone‘s gut may be. Then the face. Then a series of blows to what might be someone‘s shoulder. The reluctance melted away bit by bit and soon the wolverine was hammering herself down with hard canvas-sheering thuds. The bag rattled and tugged on its chains with each hit as the woman pushed it back though sheer unrestrained brutality.


Rebecca could see the imagined foe Tabs was fighting. She could see someone with their shoulder now hammered into swollen uselessness. Ribs cracked. Blows that would have rung a bell or three smashing the head so hard that there would have been a concussion even if it didn‘t get near the ‘button‘. The point at the end of someone‘s muzzle that all but assured a very dangerous but effective knockout.


“Ok ok, stop. Stop it.” Rebecca yelped as she pulled hard on Tabs‘ shoulder. Only her own quick reflexes ensured the girl was able to dodge a purely reflexive elbow shot back at her head. The pitty got Tabs away from the bag, looking up in awestruck confusion at the older woman.


Tabs herself only barely registered this as she struggled to catch her breath.


“I don‘t know what you were doing just there, but you‘re gonna break your fists.” The girl chided. “You didn‘t warm up. You didn‘t stretch. Your form is just, all over the place. You’re losing so much power. So so much power. You don‘t even have basic gloves to avoid breaking your fingers” The rant was cut off by a finger pushing to Rebecca’s lips. Tabs’ face having grown dark and grim.


“Helga would fucking wreck you in a real fight.”

“What?” Rebecca blinked “I don’t-”

“What you used to do isn’t fighting, kid. In a real fight you’re looking to make sure a fucker can’t get back up again. It’s not about points or a ’knock out’. You hurt someone. Bad as you can. Sometimes it goes too far.” The wolverine looked down at her hands. It was so easy to imagine the blood on them. Her mind found it so very easy to draw up the feeling of grit and sand under her knees. The leather and bare fur of something that had been alive only moments ago. The smell of gunpowder and cold desert air in the dead of night.


To once again see the blood on the back of her knuckles.


Tabs wasn’t sure when she’d moved to sit on the weight bench. Something told her Rebecca had helped, but she’d simply have to take the word of her instincts for that.


“Sorry.” She muttered, staring at the floor. Each breath feeling as if it would pound its way out of her head as she tried to will her heart into something she could stand feeling. 


“No, I’m sorry.” Rebecca muttered. The panic in her voice clear, if kept in some kind of check.


“Why… why don’t you warm yourself up and start with the leg press.” The words were Ms. Blake the Gym teacher. Not Tabs. But they were what came out as she just found herself staring at the floor. Rebecca may have done that.  She may have been calling Helga again. She didn‘t really know. At this point she didn‘t really care.

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


“Prow.. Brrrrow. Rrrrraaagh. Stomp stomp stomp. Oh no! Look out, it’s the big metal dragon monster!”

“It’s called a Heldrake” Tabs sighed as she watched Allison continuing to move the minis around. Wiggling them back and forth as she had the deamonettes fleeing from the rampaging dragon-thing. Moving them around the way one might with toy soldiers. Which, as Tabs was loathe to admit, they kinda were.


“Really?” Allison snickered “Looks like someone drew a turkey in a Heavy Metal comic.”

“Yeah, well, be careful with it. Thing cost me eighty bucks.” Tabs muttered


“Eighty bucks?” The bunny blinked and looked the mini over again, her nose scrunching almost as if she was sniffing it to see if it were spoiled. “Man, you’d think for that much they would have done a better job painting it.”

“’I’ painted it!” Tabs almost bellowed now. Her body shuddering and creaking as she forced herself to sit up on the couch.


Allison grinned in faux fear and leaned back, throwing her hands up. She was still holding the pose even as Helga walked into the room.


“Do I even want to know?” The pig muttered


“She’s not sharing her toys. You’re the babysitter. Ground her” Allison whined the words in a childish sing-song. The two other women rolling their eyes almost in unison.


Helga helped the bunny woman stand and sighed, patting her on the back “Ok, Time to tag out. Thanks for doing this again.”

“Sure you don’t need me?” Allison’s tone was still playful, but earnest now. The desire to help and shades of worry clear on her face.


Helga’s own scowl softened a bit at that. She gripped her friend’s shoulder and simply nodded. The two women giving each other a quick hug before Allison made her way out, waving to the nonplused Tabs tucked down in her couch still.


Only when the bunny had left did Helga push Tabs’ legs off of the couch and thwump herself down beside her, grabbing the remote and turning on the TV.


“So can I at least have some booze back?” Tabs muttered “If you guys want to do an intervention you probably should have all come at once or something.”

“This isn’t that kind of intervention.” Helga grunted


“I didn’t know there were different kinds.” Tabs scoffed


Helga turned to her friend and scowled a bit. The urge to reach out and grab the wolverine was clearly there. Her arms were crossed, and when Tabs looked over finally she could see the pigs digits nearly digging bloody little nicks into the tattooed flesh of the opposite arm. 


The founder of the Valkyries wasn’t like Tabs. She was calm. She was collected. She was slow to anger. But that anger scared Tabs to no end. When it came, nothing stopped it.


“This isn’t an intervention.” Helga muttered “We’re here to make sure you don’t kill yourself.”

“And how do you know when I’m ‘safe’ then?” Tabs balked back. “I mean we’ve been at this basically all weekend. Plus I think you used up all of my sick days. Not that I give that much of a shit but I’m sure the bitch cat is going to use that as another reason I should just be fired.”

“I can’t know.” Helga finally grunted “We both know that. I won’t let you die. Not if I can help it. I’m a selfish bitch and I’m not losing you. Especially not like this. But I can’t fix you either.”

Tabs could feel her resentment draining from her. The fight that had stirred in the back of her head was already fading. The fear of a fight with Helga replaced with a far worse fear. Her heart aching at the deep disappointment in her road sister’s voice.


“I Don’t want to die. Not really. I just want it to stop.” Tabs slumped as she let the words out. Words that shocked even her. “I fucked those boys over in a moment of horny weakness. I was thinking with my dick… no, that’s not all of it either. I just, I guess I was jealous.”

“Jealous?” Helga blinked 


Tabs snorted ruefully and nodded “I wish I could go back and do it all over again. Wish my parents weren’t such assholes. Wish my Brother had never gone off to war. Wish I could have been some book-clutching geek girl who gets excited about playing Magic at lunch and crushes on some bishonen boy in my D&D game or the cute goth girl at gamestop.” The intended sarcasm I her voice was thin and weak. The tears in Tabs’ eyes started to shimmer as she looked up at Helga. “I wouldn’t trade knowing you for anything. Not you, not the girls. What you have all done for me now was way more than I ever deserve. But sometimes. Sometimes I just wish I could have been someone else. Still with you guys, but somehow someone better. Someone happier. Something. I donno.”

“And you thought you’d get that by fucking a couple of your students?” Helga blinked


The comment caused Tabs to wince and slump lower. “No. Honestly I think at first I was just looking for an excuse to burn myself out. Drinking wasn’t making anything feel better anymore. Neither were the fights. You girls all seemed so happy. You grew up. Found people, found passions. Just in general ufucked yourself.”

Helga scooted closer to Tabs. Her strong arms embracing her best friend. The pig hunched as if to shelter Tabs from the weight of the world that was crashing in. Her heart hurt knowing she simply couldn’t.


“I think you need to talk to someone.” Helga finally sighed “Someone professional.”

“What good will that do?” Tabs laughed bitterly


“You said yourself, you still have dreams about that night. Or maybe just dreams about our time on the road. I donno. I probably should have pushed you on that one.”

“So do you?” Tabs shrugged


Helga shook her head “Not like you. Not like this. A lot of your behaviors… look I’m no doctor. But you at least need to check yourself out for something bad. I mean, what if it’s PTSD?”

“It’s not PTSD.” Tabs growled


“You don’t know that.” Helga corrected “It’s not some one size fits all thing. I was reading up about it after you mentioned that and-”

“It’s not PTSD!” Tabs barked. The rage returning as she twisted herself free of Helga’s embrace. When she finally looked up at the pig it was with bloodshot eyes and a face richtus in rage “Jamie died in a fucking sandbox half a world away for the sake of some oil baron assholes. People who were out there like him have the right to have PTSD. I don’t. All I’ve ever done is fuck my own life up. That’s not mental illness. That’s just being stupid.”

Tabs felt the world becoming clear around her. Only then did she notice her fist in the air. Helga clutching her wrist. Only then did she realize how close she’d come to striking her best friend. Striking one of the few people who inexplicably gave a shit about her worthless life.


Tabs slumped back on the couch and pulled her hand away gently once Helga let it go. She rubbed the sore flesh of her wrist and brushed the furrows out of her fur. “Ok, fine. You guys want me to see a shrink? I will. But I don’t know what it’s going to help.”
Chapter 49:

“Chen! Hui! Hurry up!” Ling’s voice cut though the quiet of the Sang home. The words punctuated by a few quick finger snaps to indicate her own rushed pace.


Both Collin and Hui were not quite as quick to make their way out of their rooms. Both siblings seeming to be waiting for the other. Each one poking their head out of their room, the whole thing turning into a confusing little impromptu game of chicken between them.


Another set of snaps from their mother ended that game. They knew better than to let things get to a third set of snaps. Neither red panda made eye contact with the other as they made for the kitchen. A few nervous sideways glances spared in either direction.


“There you are.” Ling sighed “I don’t have time to wait. I got the vegetables prepped there, and the Wonton there.” The wah woman took a moment from fussing with her heavy wool winter coat and gestured a paw over the assembly station she’d set up.


“Mom.” Collin whined “I have homework.”

“You have all weekend for homework.” Ling corrected quickly “Church is tomorrow. If both of you work properly it shouldn’t even take an hour. I already did prep for you.”


Neither Collin nor Hui bothered to argue further. They’d seen their mother like this enough to know better. While their father may have dealt with a work crisis by sitting up at three AM on his laptop trying to troubleshoot server issues in the living room, Ling Sang was far too hands on a manager for that approach. 


Each teen got a kiss on the forehead and then Ling was out the door and on her way back in. Collin and Hui both stood there, the two siblings in nothing more than Tee shirts and pajama pants. Neither one quite able to meet the other’s gaze for more than an awkward split-second.


“I’ll do the filling.” Collin finally muttered “You can do the pinching.”

Normally this would result in a fight. Some loud irrational shouting match about how it would bet quicker if each of them did both. Anger. Probably some shoving. Instead Hui simply took her place near the stack of steamer baskets with a small glass of water and the wonton wrappers in front of her. All the while the poor girl trying like hell to avoid showing the blush on her cheeks.


It was a blush Collin shared. One both of them tried like hell not to look at or recognize. The kitchen was still as a morgue save for the occasional tapping of utensils. Only the pungent mix of scallions, garlic and ginger offered any real stimulation outside of the duo’s own racing and awkward thoughts.


“You’re filling the too full.” It was Hui who finally broke the silence. Her voice a deadpan whisper.


“I’m using the spoon.” Collin retorted. His own normally combative tone was just as muted. His fingers didn’t stop while he argued. Laying out the wrappers resting between them. Tapping a dollop of filling in. pushing the small sheet of parchment paper laid out over to Hui who did the wrapping and put it in the basket.


“You can overfill with the spoon.” Hui’s voice a bit more agitated this time.


“Not enough that it should matter.” Collin shot back.


The work continued. Neither sibling slowing. If anything it got a bit faster. Almost too fast. The wonton’s filled a bit too much, at least in Hui’s mind. The crimping too quick and sloppy, at least to Collin.


“Will you stop doing that?” Hui snapped as she yanked the paper in close once more


“Doing what?” Collin muttered


“Trying to take the paper before I finish. You know what you’re doing.”

“Well maybe if you were doing your job right I wouldn’t have to worry.” The elder sibling snarled the words as he pulled the parchment paper directly in front of him. He put down a wonton and tapped an overflowing spoonful into the waiting vessel. Angrily shoving it back at Hui with enough force to crumple it up against the steamer baskets.


Hui grabbed the paper at both ends and pushed it back into place in front of her, tail twisting to thwap at her big brother. “What are you trying to do, knock the dumplings over?” The girl squealed in frustration. 


“How the hell would I do that?” Collin spat back at her


“I donno.” She shrugged “But you’re acting real weird. All you have to do is put the filling on the wrapper. It’s the easy part. You always pick the easy part.”

“I’m not the one who was just laying there!”

They both stopped. Each sibling could see the look in the other’s eye. The blush on their face. The fight ended just as quickly as it had begun. Both of them looking away in shame and instead focusing on their respective work station. Neither one doing any actual work.


“H-have you two done anything that ‘far’ before?” Hui finally muttered.


“Kinda. Yeah” Collin nodded.


“But you were both dressed up. And, and ‘she’ was there. Right?” There were notes in Hui’s voice to indicate she wanted there to be anger in it. Contempt. Resentment. Something other than the slightly aroused curiosity.


Collin simply nodded, offering no attempt to chastise her. The boy biting his lip hard as he did so. “Usually it’s Kathoey though. And Justine. Most of the time. That kinda makes it different.”

“How is it different? It’s still just you two, right? Just ya know, kinda dressed up. And cute.” The poor girl yelped even as the words left her lips. She quickly capped her hands over her muzzle and shook her head frantically. “Sorry, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to”

“I don’t know.” Collin said bluntly “It’s different when it’s her. Kathoey, I mean I don’t know how to explain it. We’ve only really done stuff without those ‘other’ selves of ours once or twice. It… it feels a lot different. ‘I’ feel a lot different.”

Hui nodded softly and swallowed hard. “Is it a bad different?” She murmured


“I donno.” Collin sighed.


“A-and the name? You still like going with that?” Hui’s voice rising a bit as a small shred of confidence returned to it.


“I don’t know.” Collin finally snapped “I… There’s a lot I don’t know. Look, I’m sorry. Justin never should have-”

“We didn’t use the safe word.” Hui interjected. 


Collin rolled his eyes and turned to the filling once more. “Well yeah you’d defend him.” He balked


“I’m not defending him.” Hui insisted “We’re all responsible. That’s the point. I… I donno. It was weird. We haven’t talked about it at all. It’s been a whole week and we really haven’t even talked to each other about other stuff!”

“Then talk.” The older sibling shrugged “Not sure what good you think it will do.”

“I didn’t hate it.” Hui snapped. She then fell silent for a moment. She, too, returning to the work. “It felt weird, and awkward. I… I don’t think you and I were in really the same head space. But I didn’t hate it. You were… cute. A-and I kinda liked how wrong it was.”

Collin snorted, then coughed as the hammer of aromatics hit his nose again. “Jeeze, maybe you should tell me how you really feel.” he groaned sarcastically


There was a small grunt of anger from Hui. Her feet planted firmly on the linoleum. She glanced up at Collin and narrowed her eyes over the rim of her glasses. “I’m being serious. You’re still my big brother. I still love you. Yeah it was awkward but… we’re both kinda fucked up. So is aster. So are a lot of people. But we all agreed to do it.” She looked back at the table and shook her head ruefully “We have to talk about it some time. I’m not going to cut you out of my life because one time we pushed on a taboo and it turns out we didn’t mind it.”

“Who says I didn’t mind it?” Collin grumbled


“Did you?” There was actual shock in Hui’s voice as she asked. The confident barreling ramble she’d been on stopped dead in its tracks. “I mean, Master mentioned the safe word, so I guess, I mean I kinda just assumed… Sorry. Nevermind.” She sighed.


Collin didn’t want to admit to the blush he still felt on his cheeks. He sure as hell didn’t want to admit to the fact that part of him was happy to hear Hui say what she’d said. That kind of wrongness was something Kathoey could deal with. Hell she’d probably have already started making out with her lil sis by now. But Collin? He thought back to that night. To the way it felt with Justin pushing him around. Calling him ‘Sir’. The feeling of his trembling sister being little more than a defiled little sex toy. The utter shameful pleasure he felt seeing it, helping with it, participating in it.


The terrible reality that he had nothing else to blame it on. Part of him kinda liked that.


“You’re overfilling again.” Hui noted


“Look, you wanna switch stations?” Collin grumbled.


“You know how I want to do things, Chen.” Hui chided in her most ‘Lisa Simpson’ tone


Collin rolled his eyes “Yeah, yeah. Just keep crimping, runt.”

“And I still think ‘she’ needs a better name.” Hui early giggling that last little dig as she resumed the process of crimping the dumplings and putting them in the steamer basket


“I know you do.” Collin grumbled. No way he’d tell her he was thinking about it.

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


It wasn’t exactly normal for Justin and Collin to be sat upstairs when at Justin’s house. Just the mere reality of Teenageryness made the prospect of spending time with anyone’s parents akin to a root canal. Both boys sat a bit more straight up. Neither one seemed to be able to fully relax.


At least that’s what they both told themselves it was.


“Still not sure why we can’t just do this downstairs.” Collin muttered while he typed away on his laptop.


“Mom doesn’t want the OLED switch down there. I have mine and I can beat it up as much as I want. But this one is her baby.” Justin leaned in as he quickly tried to move Mario though the path of purple coins.


“But they don’t really use it off the stand.” The comment coming just as Collin looked up, watching his friend plummeting into the void below. “Good god you suck at this.”

“You wanna do it?” Justin snapped


“Do I get the money?” Collin murred cheekily.


Justin shook his head and sighed as he returned to the game. His shoulders slumping hard and his heels curling into the bottom of the couch. “Fixing the car wiped me out, man. I still gotta pay back dad for covering insurance this month.” The otter boy once again tried to make the little plumber on the screen do a proper jump up from his odd spinning hat sidekick, then failed and slammed back into the ground where a woodpecker thing hit him. A fresh grunt of frustration seething though his teeth.


“At least you get a car.” Collin shrugged “Your fault for trying to drive in a blizzard anyways.”

“Oh come the heck on!” The otter barked “how am I supposed to get this stupid star. Moon. Banana. Whatever?” He tossed the controller down and slumped back on the couch running his fingers though his hair and grabbing thick handfuls of the sandy blonde mess.


“You cut me in for half and I’ll do it.” Collin chimed in again


Justin shook his head and narrowed his eyes a bit. His gaze falling from his friend to the laptop screen.


“Sherman’s march wasn’t tactically unsound.” Justin noted


“What?” Collin gasped as he turned the laptop away “yes it was!”

“He cut off confederate supply lines. It was a sound strategic decision.” Justin shifted up on one knee to better look Collin in the eye.


“The Confederacy was already supply starved clown show before he even tried that!” Collin shot back “The whole bullshit thing with trying to get both state and federal programs in for arms and supplies basically killed their efficacy before things even got into full swing!”

“They still had supply lines from Georgia” Justin spat “Just because they were going to lose didn’t mean that it was bad.”

“They had the industrial infrastructure of a potato!” Collin growled “All Sherman did was Dan Hibiki his way through the war like some super-taunting asshole.”

“Wouldn’t Teabagging Ness make more sense?” Justin countered


“Same dif! There was no real tactical or strategic reason to burn places down. Freeing slaves, yeah sure. But you can’t just mow down infrastructure needlessly in a war.”

“What? So the confederates would come and take it after?” Justin groaned


“With what added troops?” Collin by now was standing, one knee on the couch, laptop pushed to the side “Just because you like to be all sneaky beaky on the table doesn’t mean that kind of psychological warfare has a point in a real military campaign.”

“Are you high?” Justin’ sapped, his voice nearly cracking now. The otter quasi-looming at his friend in spite of their nearly identical height “Breaking morale is warfare 101! The man secured the biggest surrender in the war. Fuck, this is like the Magna Carta shit all over again.”

Collin narrowed his eyes getting in closer, almost nose tip to nose tip “A treaty signed under that kind of duress is only going to last until the duress goes away. If King John hadn’t died he’d have fucked them over the second he got the chance.”

“Oh, so what? We just ignoring every war in the history of ever now?” Justin snapped


“Most wars end when one side has far better leverage long term. You really think anyone could have kept John to his word?” Collin snapped back


“Henry did” Justin grumbled, giving the wah a small shove


“He was nine!” Collin snapped back, shoving back even harder.


A few blows fell. At some point Justin managed to get a headlock around Collin, while Collin had his arms in a heavy grab around Justin’s middle and was trying to get a better grip with the outside of one foot on the leg of the coffee table, trying to pull him down. The two twisted, struggling and fidgeting. Hammering into each other with soft but angry blows. The fight slowed for a moment as Justin used his rudder to clumsily push the vulnerable laptop closed and nudge it gently on to the floor. Then the two resumed in earnest. The scuffle reaching harder and heavier blows until finally Collin twisted and tripped, ending up on his back on the couch ,with Justin on top of him.


The whole thing lingered far longer than it should have. Both boys looking at each other, blushing furiously. Hot breath breaking over each others muzzles. Eyes locked. Chests heaving against each other.


Frantic scrambling finally broke the awkward position as the two boys sat up once more. Both panting furiously as they shoved themselves into either side of the couch and looked away.


“Heck is going on out here?” A familiar voice chimed in. Justin and Collin both looking up to see Meredith standing in the end of the hallway where it met the little mud area for shoes and coats by the front door.


“Magna Carta.” Justin muttered


“Sherman’s March” Collin said in near unison.


“Ugh.” The otter woman glanced between the two with faux contempt all over her face “This is like Co2 car class all over again.”

Meredith took a moment to dig out her wallet and held out a pair of twenties towards Justin. “Here. You can take Hui out tonight and gas the car up, but I want that board cleared up some time this week. That’s your allowance too, so don’t blow it all in one go.”

“I got ya mom.” Justin paused the game and pulled himself up, grabbing the money and kissing his mother on the cheek.


“And don’t break anything. You two end up needing to fight over fairies or Trig or something, take it downstairs. I don’t need any of my stuff broken.”

The two boys simply nodded. They barely looked up as Justin’s mom left the house. Either one looked at each other for a long time. They simply watched the screen as Justin resumed his quest to get power moons. The cold silence falling uncomfortably on the friends.


“We need to talk about it.” Collin finally sighed.


“What, Magna Carta?” Justin blinked


“No you idiot! We… what happened.” The wah boy winced and pulled his legs up on the couch. His eyes still fixated on the little digital plumber running around. Not daring to look at anything else at that moment.


Justin rolled his eyes and slumped back into the couch. His whole body giving one heavy shuddering heave. “You guys didn’t use the safe word.” It was the first thing out of Justin’s mouth. Defensive, brittle.


“And where did you come up with doing any of that in the first place?” Collin reached over and grabbed the controller out of Justin’s hands. Justin making little real effort to stop him. “It’d be one thing if it were just one of us. Heck, even if you just made her watch that might be something.”

“Did you hate it?” The question seemed like it should have some venom. Justin seemed like he should be trying to retaliate. Instead, his tone was flat. Just the smallest hint of worry in it.


“It doesn’t matter.” Collin growled “You just went off half-cocked like that. Took charge like you’re the boss or something. We didn’t even have wigs on. Do you have any idea how that felt?”

Justin blushed a bit and nodded. “Obviously. But that kinda seems like it should be low on the list of problems.”

“It is low on the list of problems.” Collin corrected “But it’s still, weird. The whole thing was weird. Now things are weird with Hui. Just because your parents let you get away with anything you want doesn’t mean you can do the same with me. O-or with Hui.”

Justin’s ear twitched at the accusation. He’d been paying more attention t the screen. Watching the little plumber flung around at what felt like precarious angles by Collin. All the while the other boy seemed able to keep things in control. At the dig, Justin broke his attention away and just glared at his friend “What do you mean ‘let me get away with’ shit? Have you not been paying attention?”

“You’re mom just gave you forty bucks.” Collin spat.


“And most of that is going in my tank and into taking Hui out tonight. It’s the first time I’ve gotten to drive my car since it broke. Plus now I’ve got all these new rules so they can make sure I’m not doing something stupid and putting myself in danger. You don’t know how much it sucks being cooped up like that for so long.”

“Don’t I?” Collin scoffed


“Oh come on man, it’s different. I mean, you’re the one who gets take o dates, not the other way around. You don’t need to work a job and take side gigs just to afford things like gas or insurance or repair parts.”

“Oh poor you.” Collin snapped “What, don’t have enough homework to keep you busy so you gotta drive around town doing nothing?”

The otter did his best to look dispassionate as he shrugged. He failed, but it was still an effort. “Dude, I got my homework done yesterday. Wasn’t that hard.”

“Well yeah, a lack of AP classes will do that.” The two fell silent again All the while Collin’s face contorted in anger. “There. Power moon. Plus the purple coins. Bam. Take that.” Collin tossed the controller back and Justin and then hauled his laptop back into his lap. He made no real effort to hide the smug grin on his face.


“Says the guy trying to claim the north should have split their forces holding all those plantations>“ Justin scoffed as he picked up the controller.


“Well, teachers seem to agree with me on that one.” The wah snickered


Justin blinked at that “And what’s that supposed to mean?”

“I think you know what it means.” Collin said


“Spell it out for me.” Justin growled now


Collin’s smirk only grew, and he made a very poor attempt to pretend he was hiding it. “Like I said” He shrugged “One of us has AP classes to deal with.”

The bomb was dropped, and Collin pushed his laptop into his bag “Have fun with Hui tonight.” The boy’s voice trying to be smarmy, but far too polluted with vengeance. His bushy tail waving away as he made he left the hose and left his friend in stunned silence.

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


Date night was as much for their parents as it was for Justin and Hui. Possibly more so. Both teens knew that. It was a way for nerdy shut-ins to actually go out in the world when otherwise they’d be doing the same thing they did before Justin got a car. Sitting in their rooms or maybe in the same room playing Phatasy Star online 2, watching Youtube videos and eating all the junk food in the house.


They hadn’t gotten to do that much since Justin wrecked his car. Not only did Justin have to re-earn this parents trust in the month since then but that of Hui’s parents as well. It felt like an eternity to go without wheels. It was easy to take that kind of freedom for granted, the burden of gas and upkeep wearing thin on the simple joy of not being shacked to the house.


But the dent to a teen boy’s meager savings still hurt all the same.


“Sorry about today.” Justin muttered as he glanced to the bag of fast food sitting between them. Just a pair of whoppers and a single small fry, along with cups he’d brought from home and filled up at the gas station.


Hui was currently sipping on one of those large mugs. She was displaying her Collar, something she hadn’t been able to do much since her Master got grounded. She made a point of toying with the cheap D ring while looking out of the windshield at the field sitting behind the strip mall where they’d stopped to finish their meal. Her eyes simply scanned the deep expanse of pure white and dead dried grasses poking though it. A single lone tree sitting there, and other trees much further afeild.


The girls amber eyes took a considerable time to glance up in recognition of her Master’s words. She smiled wistfully and nodded before turning her attention back out to the field, Leaning awkwardly from her seat in the busted up old Corvette and putting her head on his shoulder.


“Uh, you ok?” Justin slipped his arm around her and looked out at the field as well. He wasn’t sure what she was looking at. The absence of anything only making him grow more anxious even as he held the precious girl so close.


Hui nodded. It was quite clear she wasn’t paying attention. Her hand listlessly fishing around in the bag for the fries while the soft faced wah kicked her stocking feet against the dry parts of her boots and used them to wedge her toes up against the full-blast foot heater where it poked down on the floor well.


Lingering dusk with a small mask of dark sky loomed over the two. Lights from the nearby street lamps and strip-mall businesses. The two gazed up at it for the longest time. Watching as the last fingers of sunlight died from the world for that day. Tinny renditions of Justin’s usual metal ballads and the blaring whirr of the heater providing a simple ambiance as the two dwelled in the moment, stretching it out for what seemed like forever.


“I’m thinking about how to get into college.” Justin finally said. He hugged the girl tight to his shoulder and looked down at her.


Hui gazed up at him with a rather confused expression. Her brain booting up fro the distracted calm as she tried to suss out the reason for the nonsequitor.


“Blowing off the SATs the way I did hasn’t helped. Not that I’d have much of a shot at something like a scholarship anyways. I talked to my parents. I know they can’t afford to shoulder a huge loan. Especially not if I fuck everything up again. But there are some programs I’m looking into. I think there could be a few ways I could do all of this.”

“Don’t.” Hui said firmly “I mean, I already told you that you don’t need to win me over or anything.”

“I’m not.” The boy gazed down at his pet and her strong reaction. Only a moment later did he realize how possessively tight he was holding her. Justin loosened his grip and ran his free paw though his hair, gripping his forehead as he leaned back in the battered old leather of the car seat. “It’s actually something I’ve been thinking about for a while. I won’t lie, what you said did have an impact. But more than that I was just kinda, well, I donno. Dad said that if worse comes to worse I could always go to work with him. And Jo has told me in no uncertain terms that I could probably get a job in most shops around here if I lose the attitude and stop trying to do shit before I know what I’m doing.”

“See?” Hui nodded “And you’d still be my Master. Even if you were just doing that. Even if you just worked at a Meijer. I don’t need you to prove how wonderful you are.”

Justin rolled his eyes at the compliment. “Well I still think I suck. Maybe that’s why I feel that way. I feel like I need to try this. Even if I fuck it up. Probably sounds stupid. Mom got her RN while still being a mom to me. Dad never got the chance. We’re doing ok. Especially now. I won’t put that at risk for them by getting a loan without a scholarship. I still don’t plan to be a burden on them if I can help it. They don’t need my debt from me flaking out over a year of trying some big fancy university.”

“And if I told you that you could pull it of easy because you’re smart and you know it?” Hui chided playfully.


“Be easier if I wasn’t.” Justin scoffed ‘Not that I’m really all that smart. Still feels more like I’m faking it. Low effort As and Bs. No AP classes. Shop stuff is the only shit that’s even interesting enough to do. It’s one thing to fail and fuck up and not know what’s going on at any given moment now. Nobody is paying any money for that. Be different if I screwed mom and dad out of a retirement because I had a momentary lapse of good sense and decided to actually try for once.”

“But you want to try for you, Right Master?” Hui whimpered


“I guess so. I think so. I can’t think of who else it would be. It feels gross doing it ‘for me’. I do enough shit that’s for me already. Fucking parasite. But if I can figure out some way to do it without screwing mom and dad over, like I said.” He fell silent and leaned back, instead pulling his sandwich out of the bag and deftly peeling it half open with his thumb. The boy sinking his muzzle around the cheap fast food and chawing thoughtfully in the quiet box of warmth that shielded them from the chill night.


“So you really don’t think I’m dumb?” Justin muttered though the maw full of BK. The faupas quickly corrected with a heavy sip from his drink as he swallowed and took a deep breath to assure he hadn’t choked himself from the hasty eating.


“If I thought you were dumb, I wouldn’t be able to stand you.” Hui giggled “You know how I feel about dumb people. Bimbo is my only blacklist.” She gave his cheek a playful kiss. Her face then turned a bit less chipper as she pushed in a bit closer. “Is there a reason you’re worrying about it so much?”

“I always worry about it” He scoffed. Justin leaned in and kissed the girls forehead “Collin pointed out that I’m not really in any higher end classes or anything like that. Hell I’m late in the game to figure out a degree. I know you told me to stop worrying. But my brain just won’t shut up I guess.”

“We need to talk to him.” Hui sighed ‘About everything. Especially what happened last week.


Justin blushed furiously and looked down at her “You sure? I kinda get the impression he’d be happier forgetting it. I pushed way too hard. Though it was kinda cute seeing him work you over like that.”

It took a while for Hui to get over her own blushing flusteredness. The girl’s face burying itself just under his arm. Her glasses tilting as they snagged on Justin’s glasses, the girl looking up with her eyes crossing in just a bit without the corrective help of the lenses fully working their magic.


“I didn’t mean like that.” She said, softly pounding her fist on his chest “T-though I’m not opposed to that either. But we can’t just pretend it didn’t happen. Even if he doesn’t ever want to do ‘that’ again. It did happen.”

“Yeah.” Justin nodded “I know. I just hope he can forgive me.”
--------------------


Not many people came to the library. It was more than one would expect. The very old and very young especially. The young ones usually coming in for an hour or two of uninterrupted online games without their parents being able to take away phones or getting their hands on all of the ‘gritty’ graphic novels people in a small puritanical town would freak out over if they knew about them in the first place. For older people it was often simply a matter of practicality. No internet access meant that one had to get creative in the increasingly online world, and for many the moderately modern building was still a conceptual bastion of ‘better days’.


Then you had the nerds. Ubiquitous enough to be almost invisible. True there weren’t that many nerds in the school district. Not all of them showed up to the library on a regular basis, if at all. Plus the simple reality that people tended to stop going habitually once they had car access. 


That was, perhaps, why there was a slight air of nostalgia for the trio of teens sitting in cheap chairs pulled from around one of the library’s back corners and arranged so they could talk properly.


Kathoey was there under protest. She didn’t come as ‘Collin’. Why should she? Showing up in the first place was already giving her sister and ‘Justine’ way more than she wanted. That was to say, anything at all.


The blue-wigged wah flipped though her phone, her face a mask of utter disaffection. She looked up at Justin for a moment, making note of how uncomfortable the otter looked. That gave her a slight bit of a smile. But it quickly faded.


“So why are we doing this out in the open?” Kathoey muttered “And you should make it quick. I have some things to do today.”

“Things? Like what?” Justin grumbled. Hui’s paw pushed on his arm and he calmed down. Leaning back and crossing his arms


Hui took a deep breath and pushed her palms in front of her as if to steady herself and focus. A painfully exaggerated pose that still seemed to work. Somewhat. “What he means to say is that we need to talk about what happened. All three of us. We can’t just let it loom over us like this. It’s driving us all nuts”

“Not driving me nuts.” Kathoey shrugged “Your gayboi Master just decided he digs twincest. You liked to see your limp wrist brother get bullied. What’s there to get mad about?”

“This shit again” Justin grumbled as he leaned forwards “If you’re mad then just say you’re mad. We can’t fix this if you’re not willing to at least talk about it.”

“I told you there’s nothing to fix.” Kathoey huffed “Not my fault if you two are a couple of prudes.” She flipped her thumb over the phone screen again and suppressed a small giggle. Her ears twitching though her knit cap while she slumped further into her chair.


“What are you laughing about?” Justin growled. A shhh fro the librarian causing him to shrink back and nod apologetically.


The three waited until the woman was gone, only then did Kathoey bother to cast a sidelong glance at the two. “Look, I have a life outside of you two. Lots of people know a sexy lil cock socket like me when they see her. If you two are so hung up that you need to focus on me then maybe you should ask yourselves why.”

Justin once again had to be restrained by Hui. His face twisting into a mask of incredulous annoyance. When he was finally sitting again he took a few breaths and slumped back into the seat “You slept with your sister” he whispered “You can’t just try to hide away and pretend it didn’t happen.”

“I’m not.” Kathoey giggled “And It’s kinda clear to me you both liked it.”

Justin blushed, Hui blushed. Both of the glanced at each other. 


Kathoey lowered the phone a touch and looked between the two. “Like I said, I don’t have time to worry about you two being upset. I only came here because I knew you’d pester me. Because you’re not ready to face what it looks like to be a real degenerate.”

It was Hui who had to be held back now. The girl actually flailing as a stunned Justin barely managed to put his hand over her sternum and keep her from darting at the crossdressing wah, The intent to slap or worse clear on her face. “She’s just trying to get to you.” He said in an unintentional parroting of her rational tone a few moments ago. 


The otter turned to his fickle friend as a smile slowly spread on his own muzzle. “I’m not going to say we didn’t enjoy it. Because we all know we did.” He said finally. Watching Kathoey’s ear twitch slightly as she restrained what had to be more than a bit of frustration. “Or at least, we know Collin did. He liked me being in control. He doesn’t have any real ‘brat’ in him. He just needed someone to bully him a bit and make him feel like he was forced to be gay for a while.”

“It’s what he really likes.” Kathoey muttered. She tried to sound more detached and unimpressed. Unintentionally copying some of the flat, gothy affect Justin would try as ‘Justine’. Realizing she had, she only winced harder


“But he still has to live with his little sister, and he’s still my best friend. And.” Justin continued “And honestly, I don’t have any desire to collar him. Assuming that’s what he was thinking.”

Kathoey was blushing now. The poor girl wrinkled her nose and snuffed the air “Like you’d have the right. I’m Mistress’ property until she says otherwise.”

“I never said you weren’t. But” Justin looked to his own pet, then back at Kathoey. He leaned in, the already near whisper now painfully silent. Forcing her to actually read his lips, to watch his muzzle. “Collin’s still trying to figure things out, I think. We wanted to talk to ‘him’. Because we wanted to make sure he knows it’s ok. And to set a few ground rules.”

“Ground rules?” Kathoey gulped, her voice slipping back into Collin’s for a moment.


“In case he wants it to happen again. He’d have to ask, naturally. And like I said I’m not looking to collar him. But it felt kinda good being his ‘Sir’ for a little bit. Even if I think we know he’s got other feelings he’s figuring out.”

“Yeah” The slack awed wah nodded a bit. Kathoey biting her lip hard and trying like hell to relax while she kept flipping though the phone, now too fast for her to even be looking at or reading anything


Whatever had clicked in Justin’s mind it seemed to have bled the bulk of the stress from him. The dorky otter resting in his chair with as much faux-imperious cool and calm as he could muster. He grinned at Kathoey who was clearly shaken, then looked over to Hui. His own beloved looking very much like her ‘big sister’ at the moment. Complete with similar lip bite and small whimpers.


“That’s all, really. I just want Collin to know he’s still my best friend. Nothing is gonna change that. At least not on my end. He ever needs to talk, I’ll be here to talk, and if he ever needs ‘other stuff’.”

“I got it.” Kathoey yipped. Another shhh coming form the librarian “Sorry” Kathoey muttered.


“Oh, by the way.” Justin chimed “I don’t know who would care between the two of you, but I think I saw Becky getting an oil change out by the gas station. I can tell her to wait up for you, if one of you wants to talk with her.”

Kathoey blinked a bit, but nodded. Wordlessly slumping back into her seat as the two started to walk off.


She waited a short while for Justin and Hui to be gone. The last thing she needed was for them to see how shaken up she was. How confused ad conflicted Collin was. She closed the pages of comments from her first personal porn shoot and pushed herself p, only to be stopped by a pair of thick books thudding into her lap. She looked up to see Hui standing over her, then back down at the books in her lap.


‘The Gunslinger’ and ‘The Drawing of the Three’

“What’s this?” Kathoey sighed


“Something Collin should read. Those are the first two. But keep up with it. Odetta Walker. Try to keep an eye on her.”

With that rather cryptic statement Hui left, leaving Kathoey to examine the two thick tomes now in her possession.

Chapter 48:

Collin hadn’t quite been sure what to expect when he was called in to the principals office. It wasn’t’ done as an announcement, like so often happened for Justin. No, instead the vice principal, Ms. Dixon, had come to him personally in video media class.


Even six months ago that class would have seemed absurd for him to take. It was his last semester, and Collin could pick anything he wanted for that one last class to help him relax amid AP history and trig and everything else he had to put up with. Truth be told there were not that many options though. Most of the electives that would have fit included shop classes or techie things he didn’t want to do. Messing with digital media seemed way more like something Becky would want to take. But after his little ‘experiment’ for lack of a better term, there was admittedly a small sliver of curiosity if it might be useful. Plus, well, art credit not tied to stupid music.


He was snapped from his thoughts when he realized where they were. Mrs. Garcia’s office. The school therapist. It was a small room away from many of the other faculty facilities. Nice enough, but likely used for something ages ago before the school had to have a therapist, he figured. Ms. Dixon led him in and nodded to the plump, cheerful Coati woman. Her reddish-brown headfur tied up in a neat bun and her light blue dress far more casual than the severe, angular suit Ms. Dixon wore.


If being called on by the faculty was worrying before, this was alarming. Collin froze for a moment as he looked at the woman. She seemed cheerful enough. But she was someone who usually talked to kids like Justin, or any of the other school fuck ups. Sure, Collin had stopped caring about how he looked to these people, or so he kept telling himself. But he had to wonder if he’d fucked up this badly.


“Hello, Collin. Is it ok if I call you Collin?” The plump woman asked. Her ring tail thudding on the floor a bit as she pulled herself up and offered a handshake.


Collin took the paw and reciprocated nervously. He was slow to sit down. His whole body fidgeting as he looked up to Ms. Dixon.


“Your parents had been talking to me recently about some behavioral changes you’ve been going though, Collin.” Ms. Dixon’s voice sounded almost artificial as she tried for the more casual and familiar tone. It was clear she was a woman who didn’t do this with students much. “I have to confess some of your teachers had noticed it as well. I wanted to ask you some questions, if that’s ok.”

“Ok” Collin winced a bit. He’d agreed on instinct, as always. Not that he had a choice. “Though, uh, why are we doing it here?”

Mrs. Garcia sat back down in her chair and wrinkled her muzzle, the white tip seeming to take the bulk of the scrunching. “Well in part because we want you to know you aren’t in trouble, and if there is any need to offer you help I’d like to be the one to see about it myself.” It was at the very least a more genuine feeling statement than Ms. Dixon’s. Not a reassuring one, though.


“Well, I know my grades have dropped a bit.” Collin muttered “But I didn’t think I was worrying anyone. That happens a lot with senior year, right?”

“It can.” Ms. Dixon nodded “But we’ve noticed other changes as well. Both the faculty and your parents. It’s not just our job to get you to have good grades, Collin. We need to make sure that you are happy and productive. So you can keep up that momentum for your higher education and eventually the rest of your future, too.”

“Everyone has problems.” Mrs. Garcia added “The thing is, not everyone is willing to address those problems. Many are. You’d probably be surprised by the number of students who come in here of their own volition. Though I know there’s still a stigma attached to therapy.”

“Something like that.” The wah sighed “So, ma’am, can I ask what has everyone so worried? I mean, sorry. I’m not trying to be rude.” He slumped a bit more. The whole ‘submissiveness’ thing didn’t feel right anymore when it was like this. Just feeling boxed in by authority. But it was a hard habit to break.


Ms. Dixon moved beside the therapist’s chair and leaned a hand on it, her face still a flat plastic mask of concern. “That’s sort of the problem. We aren’t sure. We know some of this might have something to do with Ms. Blake. The extracurricular interest she’s shown with you and Mr. Flannery seems to coincide with the changes in behavior. I’d asked her about it, but she claims it’s something you don’t really feel comfortable discussing with you parents for some reason.”

There it was. The other shoe dropped and it landed right on his face. The small, meek Collin went rigid upon hearing that. His face set in stone. His eyes darted between the two women while only barely hiding the ruthless thoughts shimmering behind them.


The panther smiled her biggest, most concerned smile. The thing saccharin, fake, something Collin could see though easily. He looked to Mrs. Garcia. She too was wearing a placating smile. But it was at least more genuine. The smile of someone who was mentally prepping to help. Of someone who smiled because they didn’t know what else to do without scaring him off.


Collin could deal with that kind of smile.


“I want to talk to her.” Collin said “Alone. Please.”

Miss Dixon didn’t like that. She made only a passing effort to hide her displeasure. “Mr. Sang, Collin, I realize that this might  be a bit overwhelming but-”

“Now now, this is progress.” Mrs. Garcia said “Didn’t you say that Ms. Blake’s concern was that Collin here thought I couldn’t really help? This should clear things right up, at least enough to give an idea of what’s going on.”

“I still think I should be here.” The panther said it, but it was clear she was floundering for an actual reason why.


The Coati woman shook her head and smiled “It’s fine. If it is actually something serious we will address it. A lot of the time these things are far more simple than that though, Ms. Dixon. It may be that Collin just needs someone else to vent to or another perspective on something.”

The mask of civility slipped for a moment. Collin could see it. He watched it return just as quickly, but it cemented in his mind just why so many of the other students didn’t like their VP.


Collin waited for the panthress to leave. He did what he could to hide the scorn I his wimpy and timid gaze. His hands clutched tight together and squeezed between his knees as he felt the woman’s gaze on him. He waited a while after she left before looking up at the other woman.


“Listen. I want to make sure of one thing before I am willing to say anything. What I tell you here, stays here. Right?” Collin muttered


“It does” Mrs. Garcia nodded


“No, I mean it. What I say, You can’t tell them. I want to know you can’t tell them. Otherwise I’m not going to say anything.”

The woman sighed and nodded solemnly. “If it’s something that I feel could lead you to harm yourself or others, I have to tell someone. Same if it’s something illegal. Beyond that, you’re technically an adult. Even if you were not, the law protects you in this case. So if you are worried about my telling other people, I can assure you it would get me investigated and probably lose me my whole career.”

The wah drew a deep breath and let it out. Only when he did so was it clear how much he was shaking. He nodded and took another, then looked up to meet the woman’s gaze.


“I think I’m Trans. O-or something. Maybe not. I don’t know. I have feelings. They’re odd. I’m still trying to figure it out.”

The therapist sat stunned for a long moment. Indeed the silence between them became uncomfortable as the wheels slowly turned in her head. She looked the boy over carefully and jotted down a few notes on her tablet before plastering on that ‘I’m here to help’ smile once more.


“And what does that have to do with Miss Blake?” She asked in the most calm and rational tone she could muster.


“A lot of things. I don’t know. She ‘gets’ me. She, she’s not trying to hammer me into a box like all of you. Make me fit somewhere I don’t want to go.”

“I’m not trying to hammer you into a box Coati Assured him calmly.


“Oh no? The wah’s ears perked up a bit “Ma’am, I’m Asian. With a capitol ‘A’. I know I probably don’t sound it, but I have dual citizenship. I could technically go off to China right now and live there if I wanted. I was born there. I have family there.”

“I see.” The woman nodded. Her placating tone like nails on chalkboards to the red panda boy.


“No, you don’t.” Collin sighed. “You can’t. Maybe you want to, but it’s different. ‘They’ are different. I always have to get good grades, so I always have to do homework. I can’t get a job because I need to focus on my studies. I can’t get a car because we can’t afford it. Justin can afford it. His family got him one. He got an internship, too. But I have to go to music lessons because it looks good on college applications.”

“Is there somewhere specific you were looking to work?” The woman asked


“I don’t want to work.” Collin snapped “I just want them to let me, something. I don’t know.” The boy gripped the back of his head as he tried to form the words and force them out. His foot started tapping on the floor. His chest heaving as he drew in each breath. “My best friend gets a car. His parents are proud of him, even though he’s kind of an idiot. Like, a huge idiot. He even screwed his car up and they let him drive again after it got fixed. If I did something like that my parents would use it to point out why they don’t let me drive. And then we have Hui.”

Mrs. Garcia nodded and flipped though her notes “She’s your sister, yes?”

“Little brat.” Collin growled “She gets away with everything.”

“So she doesn’t have to keep up those same grades? Or do the same activates?” The woman’s voice was not judgmental or condescending. Part of Collin knew that. The rest of him simply didn’t care.


“She’s the favorite. Yeah she has to do music and homework too. But she gets to date. And they don’t have any trouble talking to her.” He scoffed and cast his eyes around the room to avoid the woman’s gaze. His Hazel-brown eyes falling on a small dish of generic looking candies sitting on the table by his chair.


“Go on.” Mrs. Garcia nodded “You can have some”

He nabbed up a little wrapped log of what looked like it was orange and fried. The wah unwrapping it and tossing the candy into his mouth. Chawing on it angrily, trying to use the impotent rage and frustration as some sort of challenge to the woman who had so graciously offered the treat. It felt stupid instantly. He didn’t stop.


The woman took a few more notes before setting her things aside and leaning forwards. That big bright smile had become a bit more genuine. “There’s a lot for us to unpack here. If you’d be willing to I’d like to see you more about that some time. Or I can refer you to someone if you want.”

“No.” Collin snapped “I don’t want.”

“Fair enough.” She nodded “You mentioned that you have… questions, let’s say, about your gender? Is there a reason you feel worried about bringing those up with your parents?”

Collin snorted derisively at the question and picked up another of the candies, popping it in his mouth. He then looked at the wrapper and quirked his brow. “Wait, do these have chicken in them?”

“Not that I know of” Mrs. Garcia snickered


He rolled his eyes at the laugh, but then continued to chew all the same. “My parents are super Asian, like I said. They’re also super Adventist. I mean I know most people around here are puritanical in some way or another. Even asking questions isn’t something safe. But my folks? You don’t know them. They find out I even wonder about it and I’d probably get shipped off to one of those stupid ‘straight camps’. You know, the torture places you hear about?”

The boy didn’t even realize that he’d curled his tail around himself as a means of childish comfort. His leg still tapping up and down anxiously while he looked between the woman he was forced to talk to and the floor. “You still can’t tell anyone about this stuff, right?”

“Well let me ask you.” The woman said calmly “Do you have any thoughts of self harm? Of doing anything to hurt yourself? Or worse?”

“What? No!” Collin snapped


“Then no. Legally I can’t, and I wouldn’t even if I could. The point of this sort of thing is to give you a safe space to talk about these things. Though we do have to at least bring up Miss Dixon’s concerns about you and Miss Blake.”

“What about me and Ms. Blake?” Collin could hear the fear in his voice as it cracked. He wondered if the woman could hear it too. He kept his eyes on her face, frantically searching for some sign. Wondering if she knew. If she suspected. The boy hugging his tail harder now and just dimly aware he was doing so.


“Well on the one hand, one can understand the notion that she has taken more of an interest in students who were not doing well in her class. As I understand it you and your friend Justin would slack off, and you would often skip?”

“That one was Justin’s fault.” Collin corrected


Once again she nodded. Once again Collin wondered if she was taking anything he said seriously.


“Be that as it may, you’ve been doing noticeably worse in your other classes. So naturally we are concerned. So are your parents. I’m sure they have talked to you about it. As you said they take your education very seriously.”

“It shouldn’t be enough of a drop to hurt my scholarship chances.” Collin scoffed “Mom tells me I have to work harder. She asked if I need a tutor again. I don’t. Don’t need some idiot telling me how to do stupid schoolwork. Been doing it my whole life.”

“But they are still concerned. It would help if you gave me something I could tell Miss Dixon at least? A question on why you feel you can go to Miss Blake about all of this instead of-”

“Instead of you?” Collin snapped “Because I still don’t know if you’ll tell them.” He slumped back in his chair. His fur was on end. The wah grinding his foot into the floor now as he glared burning holes though the kindly Coati. When his composure had started to rebuild itself the boy sighed and leaned forwards. “You know Miss Blake is a, well, Herm. Right?” he asked. His words more calm. They should be. He’d practiced this in the mirror god knew how many times.


“I am aware.” The woman nodded.


“She knows what it’s like to not fit in with just the ‘normal’ set gender binary. She’s the first person to kind of ‘get’ it. It’s why I can talk to her. Justin, well, Justin’s a rage fueled idiot. She’s a biker. Well, used to be, I guess. I don’t know how that works. She helps him with that because she kinda knows how he was going. She helps me because…”

He had more to say. He couldn’t. Even now, even with the scripted lie he had to wonder why she helped him. Why she let him be ‘hers’. If she really was just using him as a sex toy and now she was done with him since it was causing her trouble. It’d be easy to get back at her if that was the case. Astoundingly easy. Just a few chosen words could ruin her life and absolve the wah of any guilt in the eyes of his parents or the school. Three little words and he’d be able to go back to the way things were without people breathing down his neck as much.


He couldn’t do that. Not to her. Especially not to himself. He wasn’t going back. Kathoey wasn’t going away. He’d never let that happen.


“Well” The woman sighed “That’s something I can tell Miss Dixon at least.”

“It is?” he tensed up


“Oh, don’t worry.” Mrs. Garcia assured him “I don’t have to go into any of the details. But it does explain things fairly well to me. Enough that I can confidently assuage her fears. I would like it if you’d come see me again, Collin. But I understand if you are not comfortable with that. I could also make some recommendations if you feel you’re comfortable talking to your therapists about seeing a specialist. I don’t even have to tell them what it’s about. But since you don’t have a car I’d assume you’d still need them for a ride.”

“That’s how it goes when you’re trapped.” Collin sighed “I’ll think about it. Ok?”

“All I ask” She nodded “And please stop by any time. My door is always open.”
--------------------


Tabs hated doctors offices. Even a psychiatrist. Psychologist? She was pretty sure it was the one who can give you meds. Not that she wanted any, or needed any. Whatever was wrong with her, it was less than what she deserved for all the shit she put people though.


The room was mostly empty. Off to one side a couple kids played with toys that were probably as old as Tabs while their mother played the stupid song from that magic family movie on a tablet. Another man was there reading a fishing magazine. A rather gothy kid sat away from everyone on their phone. She presumed girl, but found it almost cute that she couldn’t quite tell.


People had come and gone in the half hour she’d been there. She tried to tell herself this was just how doctors offices work. But it was also why she rarely went to them.


Eventually, and mercifully, one of the receptionists came out of the small door leading to the offices and called her name. Tabs was quickly led though a nice if simple hallway towards a room near the back of the building. The door opening to a clean and sparsely decorated office done up in blues and greys. Something almost custom tailored to be as middle of the road as possible.


“Miss Blake.” The clean cut 30 something feline nodded to her, gesturing to one of the comfortable looking leather seats sitting across from him.


Tabs sighed. She didn’t feel comfortable with ay of this. She was about to tell the man she was doing this under protest. But then that was probably the kind of thing that would get her arrested. Or committed. Or whatever it was called.


“Doctor Shelby, right?” Tabs asked “Sorry, I suck with names sometimes.”

“You can call me Winston, if you’re more comfortable with that.” The calico snickered


“how about just Doc?” Tabs offered a wry smile. The smile fading quickly as she took in a nice deep breath and sighed.


The man nodded and leaned forwards in his chair. Fresh pressed blue shirt and suit pants. A matching suit jacket hung up by the door. No tie. It was this odd hip semi-casual thing that still clearly looked to be professional yet approachable.


Somehow that just unnerved Tabs all the more.


“So I’m going to ask you a few questions.” The doctor’s tone even and calm. “Just relax, answer as truthfully and as completely as you can. But don’t worry too much about all of the details. Just give me what comes to mind. Ok?” He waited for Tabs to nod before continuing. “First question. Tell me about the most traumatic or frightening experience. It’s ok if you need time. I know this one is usually hard to talk about. But we do need to get it out of the way first.”

Tabs scoffed and scratched her arm. Her finger grazing the spot under her fur where the bullet wound in her shoulder rested. The scar long since healed, yet somehow even now it felt almost painful to touch. “I was, am, in an MC. Motorcycle club. I… ok you can’t talk to anyone about this, right? So I know for sure?”

“Unless you’re presenting a danger to someone or yourself, no.” He assured her


“Ok. Because I want you to know I did end up going though the system for this. Got a not guilty verdict. But you never know. People find this shit out and they look at ya different.” She took another deep breath and let it out slowly. Then another. Each time telling herself she’d speak. Each time not quite managing it. “We were a gang. A small one. Only chapter of ours to exist. Not well known or some major badasses or anything. Just sisters who found life on the road easier than the shit we left behind.” Her voice was already getting a bit choked up, and her mouth already feeling a bit cottony as she continued. “There was this one night. A long time ago now. Down in Arizona. We stopped at an abandoned motel for the night. Another gang had apparently claimed it. We didn’t see the signs. Or maybe they didn’t bother to put any up. The gun fire… they didn’t give us any warning. If they’d been sober we’d probably all be dead.”

The words caught in her throat. Tabs could feel tears starting to sting her eyes. Her muscles tensing as she bit back the memories as best she could. Trying to be as matter of fact as she could. To drive things out and get though this without thinking about it.


“It’s ok, Miss Blake. Take your time.” Dr. Shelby assured her


“A lot of us got shot. Nothing too life threatening. Jo actually had a gunshot kit to patch us up and was able to get most of the girls ok after the fact. We had this girl. She was new. I was… I guess I was a bit sweet on her. She was just a kid though, even more than the rest of us. Barely an adult. Wanted away from her life. Wanted adventure. She got it though the head. Opening Salvo. I don’t know if we all even noticed right away. We shot back. Had to defend ourselves. Well, we keep saying that. ’I’ keep saying that.”

She sighed and looked to the man to say something. Watched to see his disgust, or even just fear. Some shift in demeanor. There was something. But it wasn’t as hateful or fearful as she expected. Somehow that was even more unnerving. She took another breath. The feeling of her heart threatening to hammer out of her chest almost overwhelming. “I don’t remember if I was out of ammo. I think I was. I don’t know if I shot someone before. I don’t think so. I don’t remember most of it really. Lots of shouting. Lots of loud bangs. The wall popping around us. I remember jumping though the broken window. I remember a burning feeling. Maybe more than one. The guy… he went down so easily. I tackled him over like he was a store mannequin. Then I just… I don’t know. I don’t know what I was doing. He was there. He was down. I must have been hitting him in the head. I had him pinned. At some point the girls were pulling me off of him and I just… My hands were all bloody. He was bloody. He looked… he looked normal. But he didn’t.”

“Do you need some water?” 


It was the Doctor’s voice. Tabs only barely registered it. She looked down at her paws again. She tensed them. She could almost feel the screaming tension. A memory of another life. She was dimly aware that she had nodded. Barely aware of the water cup being put in her hands. The cold of it sparked her brain enough to look back up at him and helped her to finish the rest in a large gulp.


When she was calmed, the doctor took the cup and made his way back to his seat, setting it to the side “I think we can both agree that it does affect you quite deeply. Is that a typical reaction?”

“I try not to think about it that much.” Tabs muttered


The man nodded as he began taking some notes. The room falling quiet save for the scratching of his pen. “So the next set of questions, I want you to answer as thoroughly as you’re comfortable with. More information will help. But I don’t want you to push yourself. Ok?”

Tabs nodded dumbly.


“How often do you think about that event? Or perhaps others similar to it?”

The wolverine shrugged “I try not to. More recently. I was doing good keeping it out of my head for a good while there.”

“Are the thoughts ever intrusive? As in, do you think about it when you don’t want to? Perhaps at random?”

“You think I’d focus on this by choice, doc?” Tabs scoffed.


“Some people do.” The man shrugged “What about nightmares?”

The word itself made her wince. Her eyes slipped shut as she tried to figure out if she was going to laugh or cry. “All the time.” Tabs sighed softly


“Flashbacks?” Dr. Shelby continued “It’d be something akin to a hallucination, or a waking dream”

“A little bit recently.” She sighed “It’s hard to explain. Until a few months ago I felt like I was doing ok. I still don’t feel like this is PTSD or anything serious like that. It’s just me being fucked up.”

The calico shook his head bitterly at that comment and leaned in a bit more. “Miss Blake, that’s never what it is. People are not just ‘fucked up’ as you put it. Trust me. I’ve seen people who have done far worse than you and who are far less affected by it. In the end there’s always some root cause of it. It’s just a question of getting to the roots of the problem.”

“That kinda sounds like a BS line.” Tabs scoffed “Something to tell people to make them feel better.”

“You can think what you want.” The doctor smirked “But the fact that you are here at least suggests you buy it to some degree. That you at least ‘want’ to get better. That’s a good step.”

“But it’s still not something I ‘deserve’.” Tabs grumbled “Trying to fix this. I mean.”

“You don’t think so?” Dr. Shelby asked.


The woman had to bite back a laugh as she glanced at the clean-trimmed and professional looking man across from her. So well groomed. Not a fur out of place. His markings looked as if they’d been set in with a marker by some talented artist, the result of someone who probably paid to have someone trim his furs that way at a spa or something. She expected him to be snooty. She expected Frasier Crane at the very least. She was still waiting for the other shoe to drop. But she could play along.


“I think that might be something we have to talk about more later.” The doctor noted “Let’s put a pin in that. I want to ask you how that trauma makes you feel. I know it can be a bit hard to be objective about that. It’s a big question. But what I mean is if your general feelings changed drastically at some point after the incident.”

“Changed how?” Tabs blinked


“Well, for example, has anything about it changed the way you feel when around your family or your friends? Or just people you interact with in general. More irritable? More possessive? Maybe just ‘not’ feeling things as much?” Dr. Shelby Asked


Tabs felt a dry smile crossing her muzzle. It was bitter, and it hurt. “It happened a long time ago, doc. Another life. A real shitty one. I don’t know if-. No. That’s a lie” She sighed. She didn’t mean to. Not really. She was trying to be honest. But her brain was still trying to reject how she’d just treated her friends. Tabs looked up at the man and took a shuddering breath. “I was always a fuck-up, doc. My parents knew it. They let me know it too. I know my friends were always carrying me in the end. I was just the dumb thug they cared for like some stray feral dog. I always knew it. I never said anything to them about it. But I know they know.”

She watched the doctor scribbling away some notes and laughed bitterly. “That a usual cliché you hear? Or I give you a new one?”

“You’d be surprised.” The doctor said with that same smile on his face “A lot of people feel the way you do. They usually turn out to be quite wrong.”

“Yeah?” Tabs scoffed “Trust me, I’m not. After that went down we all went and settled somewhere quiet. Settled about where we’d started. I went out and got my degree. Spent a few years renting until I could show the bank I was a stable teacher and then they tossed me a mortgage. Did all the same kind of boring shit my friends did. Enough of it to keep them from worrying too much, anyways. That was the goal.” Her paws slipped into her headfur and curled against her scalp. It took quite a few slow breaths to get her composure back, and Tabs was sure the doctor was growing impatient with each one.


“I kinda fell into a rut. Drink, do my job, hang out with the girls. Lots of riding when I got the chance. It kept them from worrying about me too much. I wasn’t sad. I wasn’t happy either. I guess you could call that ‘numb’ maybe. Would you?”

The doctor nodded solemnly ad put his note pad aside “At the risk of compromising the integrity of all this? Absolutely. I’d say that’s the kind of example of it you’d put in the DSM.”

“The what?” Tabs blinked


“Medical book” Dr. Shelby said as he shook his head “Nothing you have to worry about. That is unless you like reading extremely dry reference texts.”

The woman’s blue eyes flickered with a hint of amusement. “You know until the last few months I’d probably give your typical reaction. Just shake my head and act all disgusted and horrified at the idea of reading that kinda stuff unless it was for work or something. Lately, I don’t know. Things changed I guess.”

“Do you know what changed, exactly?” Dr. Shelby asked


A lot of things had changed. Tabs wasn’t quite sure where she should start with that. Obviously she couldn’t start at the very beginning. She leaned forwards, rolling it all around in her head. The doctor didn’t seem to be rushing her. She was aware of the time, and how hypocritical it was that she was probably wasting his time when that was the one worry she had. “I think I started to do better.” Tabs finally muttered. Only half aware that she’d even said it at first. “I donno. I was just kind of comfortable with how things were. Then some things changed, and I started to try, I guess. Which, because it’s me, meant I was always going to fuck it all up.”

“Try, as in, try to be happy?” The doctor leaned forwards, his curiosity seeming to swell up at that.


“I guess so.” Tabs nodded “That’s one way to put it. I wasn’t just hanging around anymore. So then when things inevitably went south I just kinda” she sighed “I should know to just stay in my little corner in life. You’d think I’d know better by now.” She smiled bitterly and shook her head “If I try anything else I’m just gonna drag everyone else down with me, and apparently my brain is so messed up that I’ll make my friends worry on top of it.”

“Miss Blake.” The doctor sighed. It wasn’t a frustrated or condescending one. It was more simple worry. But it was heavy all the same. “I want to ask you right now, and please be frank. Do you have any feelings of hurting yourself? If I let you go home today, are you going to hurt yourself?”

That was the question. Tabs felt her stomach drop. Her whole body tensed. She’d practiced this a dozen times. The last thing she needed was to be committed and chained up in some room no matter what. She had a whole speech ready. More trickery. More of the bullshit half truths she’d fed to Dixon and her little attempted show trial of a meeting.


“No.” The answer was honest. It was simple. It shocked Tabs. She looked up at the man and sighed “I Don’t think I want to die, doc. It’s just… it’s so hard. I hurt everyone I get near, and I fuck things up, and I’m tired. I’m so, so tired.”

He nodded and turned to get a pad of paper, writing a few things down on it “Ideally I’d ask if you’d be willing to stay for observation. But honestly I’m worried that will only make things worse if I do. I’m going to give you a couple of numbers, and I’d like us to set up regular meetings if that’s ok. If you’re able, two times a week would be ideal.”

“Isn’t that a lot?” Tabs blinked


“It is, but I think we have a lot of ground work to cover.” The man noted “Honestly, Ms. Blake, if I had the time open in my schedule I’d want to get your first session out of the way now. At the very least I’d like to ask that you stay with some friends for a few days if you are able, and avoid drinking or any other substance abuse. I know you said you only drink but sometimes people try to self medicate after their first session and that would be the worst thing for you.”

Tabs took the slip of paper from him and looked it over. “Wait, I can actually read your hand writing.”

“Not all doctors are borderline dystrophic.” Dr. Shelby chuckled “Odds are good that we’ll be looking at some prescriptions and helping you create some tools to help you deal with all of this as the weeks go on. But for now I want to leave you with those. The first one is the suicide prevention line. I admit I don’t think you’re at as high a risk right now. I’m still concerned but honestly I think holding you for observation would just make it worse. If you really have an issue that second number is to my office, and I will keep an eye on the voicemail for it. As I said, though. For the next few days at least I want you to stick close to those friends. They sound like good people. I think they’ll be able to offer more help in the short term than I can.”

“So what?” Tabs scoffed “No pills?”

“The wrong medication will only make things worse. First we need to figure out what’s wrong. Then we can fix it. No sense in making things worse by just fiddling around.”

Tabs, to her shock, actually bit back a laugh at that. The doctor quirked his brow at her reaction. “I say something wrong?” He sighed “Don’t tell me I stumbled into another one of those meme joke things.”

“Nah” Tabs shrugged “Just sound like the kid who fixed my riding mower. Kinda made me feel like my brain is broken the way my bike would be.”

“Well I’m sorry about that.” Dr. Shelby was quick to offer “I didn’t mean to-”

“Nah, doc.” Tabs smiled “That’s the thing. Almost made me think for a sec my brain could get fixed too.”
Chapter 50:

There was always a sense of dread for Collin when he heard his parents speaking Mandarin. Normally they worked to rely more on English for the sake of work and simple social interactions. It wasn’t that English as the main tongue was forced upon them. But growing up the family had used that more often than not.


There were only two exceptions to this rule. Fights, and talks.


Collin wondered which it would be as he made his way up the stairs. He almost hoped for a fight. Getting yelled at wasn’t common but it was almost always in Mandarin. Probably because of his mom and dad not bothering to filter everything they said. Too caught up in emotions. At that point it was usually fine since he could half-listen or even tune them out entirely just by failing to pay attention. It was a ‘skill’ he credited to the fact that he thought in English, that and some odd things he half-remembered about linguistics originating from China or Chinese cultures hitting closer to the part of the brain used by people when singing. That part was probably all bullshit. But it was poetic bullshit.


Talks were done for the opposite reason. It was when his mom and dad wanted to be precise. When they wanted to choose their words with surgical precision. That was worse, because then he had to listen. He had to think about everything very carefully. It forced his English-first brain to pay attention. Collin was not happy about that.


It was worse when he got to the living room and saw that they had put the arm chair in front of the couch. He sighed and sat down in it. The dread already palpable. His whole body already tense. The boy pulled his stocking legs up against his chest and slumped back into the seat, looking at his mother and father. The two slightly graying red pandas with their simple sharp middle management haircuts and neatly trimmed fur. There was a touch of guilty resentment as he looked at them. Cold, when compared to Justin’s parents. Or Mistress. Far more in line with the bible thumpers and snooty semi-wealthy people who’d often look down their nose at the girl mode of the wah.


But then Kathoey could turn around and flip them off right back. Overtly, in her case. No doublespeak and backhanded compliments for her. Collin was just soft and shy. Resentful and oh so tired.


“Chen” his father started. There were subtle inflections in his tone which made very clear that this conversation was indeed going to be in Mandarin. “Your mom and I had a conversation with your vice principal today.”

It always took a moment for him to filter the words. Not long, not after so many years of doing it. But it was a frustrating little hiccup in his thought processes Collin wished to hell wasn’t there. He looked to his mother, then back to his father. Two sets of deep brown eyes just staring at him. His mind not quite able to place what emotions the felt, though they had to be frustration. Especially with the damn cat being mentioned.


“She had me talk to the school therapist.” Collin nodded The words coming out in Mandarin but forming in English.


“Yes. We asked her if she would.” His mother nodded “We’ve noticed things were off with you for a while now. We had hoped that you were just nervous about school. Whenever your dad or I tried to talk to you about it, you just haven’t seemed that interested.”

“There’s nothing to talk about.” Collin huffed


His father shook his head “Clearly there is. Miss Dixon said she talked to Mrs. Garcia. From the sounds of it, there is something you find wrong, but you don’t feel comfortable telling us about it. Is that correct, son?”

“I thought she said she couldn’t say anything.” Collin winced.


“She didn’t. Only that Miss Dixon didn’t have to worry about things and that she’d let you know the door was open if you wished to talk.


Collin watched his mother reach out to grab his knee, her frame scooting forwards on the couch. Years at a computer had left her just a bit slumped and her frantic work schedule had put some bags in her eyes that shone though the typical face markings. She gripped bare knee fur and at once Colin was glad he wasn’t in girl mode. Kathoey’s socks would be hard to explain.


“Well even if there is anything wrong, and I’m not saying there is.” Collin scoffed “I’m not a little kid anymore. I can figure it out.”

“Chen, where did you get that tone?” His mother sapped. Somehow her words in Mandarin made it sound even sharper. There was actual pain in her voice, as if she had the right to feel pain about this.


His father sighed and put his arm around her with a claming, comforting hug. “Ling, I’m sure he doesn’t mean it. You do need to watch your tone, Chen. But at the same time I remember what it was like being your age. Your grandfather and I never saw eye to eye. Still don’t. I do not want that for us. You know what I’m talking about, don’t you?”

It was funny, in a way. Hearing his dad talk about that. It was one of the biggest taboos every time they went to visit with the family during the summer. Everyone tried to be friendly and get along. Cousins would often berate them to hear about how things were in the US and both of the grandmothers were pleasant. But Grandpa. Their father’s father. That was a hard man. Cold. Distant. Stubborn. Not just aloof like his father. Chen had a hard time thinking of the mans face without it being twisted into a scowl. Collin didn’t know if his father really meant what he said, or if it was some kind of petty dig at grandpa from half a planet away. 


Either way he nodded dumbly to his father, then looked down at the floor.


“We are your parents, Chen.” His mother continued “We love you, and we don’t want to see you doing poorly.”

“I’m still getting pretty good grades.” Collin grumbled


“It’s not about good grades.” His father corrected “It’s about living up to your potential. If you were only getting Bs, but that was what you got when you worked hard, we’d be proud of that. The real point is the effort. We know how smart you are. We just want to see you strive with ambition. We want a bright future for our son.”

If only they knew. They were lying, naturally. He’d get screamed at if he brought home Bs and Cs when he had to work for it. He was sure of that. He looked over those stress worn faces again and sighed. It really didn’t make sense. The way the two toiled ad fought and struggled. Long hours and being on call at any time. No real breaks. Soul crushing jobs. And for what? An old camper to hitch up to dads SUV when he and Hui were finally out of the house? Promotions that would simply get them more work and less free time? Unspoken respect and jealousy from people who were about as Christian as… as… Jesus as something not very Christian.


“You need to do better, Chen.” His mother said firmly “Not just getting As. Putting yourself into your work. It’s not just about what you know, it’s about discipline. That’s the real key to things..


Collin tried to roll his eyes at the cliché, but the goodie two shoes welded deep in his soul forced him to nod instead. “Ok.” he nearly whispered


His father smiled a little and scooted forward on his seat “We will always be here to listen to you, son. But if you don’t feel comfortable talking to us we hope you’ll at least talk to a therapist. Mrs. Garcia said she’d talk to you whenever you want.”

“If you want to look at getting a regular appointment with a doctor, we can do that too.” His mother chimed in. “Though we both thought that, unless you really needed it, we should wait until you decide on a school. That way you can stay with one doctor for a while no matter where you go.”

Until ‘you’ decide on a school. That was the only thought in Collin’s head. It wasn’t going to be him who decided. He knew his mother would pick. She’d already pushed him on which ones to apply for. His acceptance letters would narrow it down but in the end he had no say in things. He never had, maybe he never would.


“Anything else?” He muttered. Both parents shook their heads no. Collin sighed softly. “I’ll think about it, I guess. If I don’t feel better soon.”

His father pulled himself up, nodded and walked over to the boy, kissing him on the top of the head and patting him on the shoulder. “I love you, son.” This time it was said in English. 


Collin smiled at the words, but they didn’t help all that much. Even if there were shreds of him which simply felt wrong somehow.


“I need to take you and your sister to Kohl’s” His mother added, the Mandarin officially banished from both parents now. “There’s a sale on winter clothes. Your sister seems to be getting lots of socks too. Girl really likes socks. Probably better for both of you to get things while the sale is going.”

Collin winced. Those weren’t all Hui’s socks. Once again he could do little more than nod dumbly as he began to wonder what other stupid mistakes he’d made.

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


Getting rides from Justin had been a bit hard lately. Partially it was because the otter had his little almost’ job. Plus fucking up his car had seen his parents ask him where he was going and when he’d be back every time he went out. Even if it was earlier in the day. On top of it, though, was the little worry that the dumb otter boy might decide to ask for ask for something in return for the service. Not gas money. That was usually a given just to avoid any parental yelling. But without Mistress to keep Justine around and in check, well, Kathoey always had that tense little worry in the back of her mind that she might be ‘played with’ by the horny little would-be sadist Otter.


The fact that she blushed at the idea when it crossed her mind had nothing to do with it.


This time he’d been a gentleman, though. He dropped her off at the mall, didn’t even look back when she changed in his back seat. She just had to give him a text when she was ready to go. Presumably he had his own plans there. 


It was for the best, Kathoey remembered the last time Hui thought the two were on a ‘date’. Not something the wah wished to feel again.


Collin had already been shopping. More boring button up polo-shirts and khakis and whatever else his mother found on sale that she thought looked good on him. True Hui had much the same, but then at least she could sew and alter stuff without worry.


Kathoey didn’t have that kind of luxury. Everything Collin owned was pure ‘boy’ and dorky in a way that could not possibly be turned sexy. Not unless you could somehow toss him into a locker room with a bunch of horny, out of control sports ball players. No, The wah girl was going to have to pick out her own clothes. That’s what she told herself as she started to walk past the various stores which still stood in the wake of ever growing online shopping. In truth it was probably something Kathoey should be doing anyways. After all, she still hadn’t quite figured out her own style yet. Up until now the wah girl had just gone with whatever she could snag from her sister or the goodwill. Hoarding up a hidden little stash and hoping like hell her mom wouldn’t find it.


That last part was admittedly a bit of a risk, but one she would figure out later. For now the girl simply walked her way past the various clothing shops broken up by things like a record store or curio shop here and there. Each time trying to put herself into some of the things she saw. Each time feeling a nagging little bit of worry behind the elation. Worry that she’d be found out. Recognized. Some growing dread that someone would get wise and somehow make things worse for her.


“That’s dumb Collin talking.” she muttered to herself “Why should I give a fuck what he thinks.”

The issue was, she did. At least in that she knew she couldn’t afford to deal with her parents’ bullshit if they found out about this. Not until her Mistress got over whatever was going on with her and Kathoey had a place to stay. She may be a slut, but she knew damn well that being out on the streets would not be fun. No matter how nice some of her comics made it sound.


That little running line of thought was kept to one small part of her brain, though. The rest was too busy going over the various outfits she could see from shop windows. Strutting along while she assessed the various outfits looking for something cute. Trying to give each shop a fair shake before she started her actual shopping. After all, she didn’t have that much. Two weeks allowance. Ten of which was set aside for Justin’s ‘fee’ to drive her up here. Just because she was going to splurge on herself, didn’t mean she had to break the bank.


“Well hey there.”

The familiar voice put Kathoey’s back straight as a metal rod. She went on tiptoe a moment, then turned to the side, glancing at Becky. The badger girl’s big blue eyes shimmering under that mop of fiery copper hair.


Kathoey turned to look at her, quickly noticing the tall, slender green frame of Esme beside her. The slender gecko with a soft blue Hijab and tightly wound scarf making her look almost comically top-heavy.


“I thought that was you.” Becky snickered


“I don’t know how she could tell.” Esme sighed as she looked the wah over.


Becky smirked a bit at her friend and then turned back to Kathoey. A small bit of smugness in her grin. “So what are you doing here? Looking for something cute, I take it?”

“Yeah.” Kathoey’s voice a bit meek. Her brain still processing the rush of Becky actually being here. It wasn’t Mistress. But after last time with the badger girl, Kathoey had to admit being here in the all with Becky was making her feel at least a bit of the squirminess she’d longed for. “What about you guys?”

“Same.” Becky nodded “Just started, really. Esme keeps telling me I need to try and dress a bit better.”

“I think you‘re fine.” Collin looked the badger over. Her own scarf and knit had had been shoved into her puffer coat pocket. Under it was a tee shirt with some Kevin Smith movie or something Kathoey didn‘t really know. She only recognized the director, and even then just barely.


Becky beamed a bit and put a paw on Kathoey‘s shoulder, her grin growing even wider as she looked the wah up and down. “Say, why don‘t we all hang out? I mean, three girls is better than two, right? That way we can figure out just what‘s really cute on you.


She looked at Becky, then at Esme. The eager badger girl was enough that it should have swayed her all on her own. Yet there was something about Esme. The way she looked at Kathoey. The way she only barely managed to hide her own grimacing scowl. “I donno.” the wah muttered “I mean, you two seem busy. , I can just keep going around.” Kathoey chirped “I mean I was planning to go around by myself anyways.”

Esme pushed two long, slender fingers into her forehead and ground the tips in right between her eyes. Stress all but radiating from the gecko as she thudded her tail on the cold tiles. “No, it’s fine.” She sighed. “You’re here anyways. Plus it’s not like you’re looking to butt in.”

“Esme can really help out, too.” Becky nodded “She’s the one here who knows what looks good!”

That little comment drew daggers of rage from the tall gecko. Not that Becky seemed to notice. If she had, the daggers stared into her back probably would have knocked her on the floor. When Becky turned around Esme had already managed to switch her scowl to a very chipper smile. One that the badger likely wouldn’t be able to tell was purely fake.


Kathoey was actually rather amused by that. It was an impressive feat of acting. Though the girl ‘was’ an actress so it’s not like it should be that big of a shock. “So uh, where were you guys going?” The wah felt a bit of that confidence ebb away as Becky seemed to take charge. Not the same eager difference she felt with Mistress. But still the badger girl had shown just how strong she could be towards the little loser sissy slut.


“I guess if he, ‘she’, doesn’t mind a bit of creative input.” The gecko sighed. “Do you know what size you are? Usually that’s a good place to start when you’re trying to figure out how to do some serious clothes shopping. I tend to find that some places do better with different sizes than others.”

“I unno.” Kathoey shrugged “Usually I just kinda ‘borrow’ stuff from Hui. I think we’re about the same size? Maybe?”

That comment drew a frustrated groan from Esme. The simmering distaste she had managed to bite back now clear annoyed disgust.


“Was that… not the right answer?” Kathoey blinked.


“It’s not your fault.” Becky snickered “It’s just the curse of the tall girl.”

“that clears up a lot of your options.” Esme muttered “Because everyone just loves to cater to the god damn short girls. You break six foot and suddenly you’re a freak who has to check around for every little thing and spend hours of your life in the fitting room. Especially if you are ‘skinny but tall’. Because I guess they think anyone tall is going to be some model who can just go out and afford whatever she wants.”

“Breathe, Esme, breathe” Becky snickered as she grabbed the girls arm, giving her shoulder a reassuring pat.


“Sorry.” Esme sighed. “Let’s go this way. I think I know where we need to start.”
--------------------


It was Becky’s turn in the changing room. In theory there should have been enough for all three girls to have one. On a slower day that may have been the case. Instead Esme sat along side Kathoey while they waited for Becky to come out in whatever she’d picked next. Stuck listening to the badger grumble while in one stall a mother angrily shouted with her young girl, and in the other there seemed to be a woman who was quiet, save for tripping and thudding occasionally against one of the walls.


“We should have done Forever 21 first.” Esme sighed. The gecko girl’s eyes glancing sidelong at ‘Kathy’. The red panda sitting there disturbingly calm. Knees pulled up with shoe heels on the cheap chair while shuffling though the clothing already in the couple of bags they had gotten back at Kohl’s and JC penny.


“Eh, It’s ok. I told Justin I’ll hook him up with some BK for the extra wait.” The girly thing beside Esme shrugged.


It was a bit disturbing in a way. The voice was so close to Hui’s. Perhaps a bit more refined. Less nasal and with a bit of the Michigander overrun filed off. A fact Esme only really noticed thanks to her own practice with non-regional diction made her painfully aware of saying ‘melk’ instead of milk all the time. More than that though… Collin looked almost like Hui. The outfits were perhaps a bit less overly saccharine and geeky. No mismatched socks or attempts to blend in cosplay with everyday clothing. Just a 1up mushroom on a cut-off shirt that showed some bellybutton and a simple pleated skirt with some knee socks. Normal, by comparison. A bit more mature. Almost like an older sister.


The idea being a bit uncomfortable, since this was Hui’s older ‘Brother’.


“So Justin knows about this little… everything?” Esme muttered softly


“Oh yeah.” the panda nodded, blushing a bit at mention of it. “He’s way cheaper than an Uber. I don’t know why Hui doesn’t take advantage of him driving more often. I guess sis just feels guilty about that.”

A small tug pulled on the corner of Esme’s maw. The almost smile faded quickly, her shoulders slumping. She continued to watch the figure beside her. It was almost a bit jarring how selfish ‘Kathy’ sounded. Not that Esme really cared all that much about the feelings of Hui’s unhinged object of affection. Until this newest revelation she’d have painted Collin as the more reasonable of the two boys. Which was probably why she didn’t spend much time around them.


‘Kathy’, for her part, was oblivious. She flipped though her phone while sipping on an Orange Julius and humming some inane pop song to herself. The lack of recognition for the young woman’s grinding frustration felt like some kind of insult. Even more so when those soft brown eyes looked up towards her


“You ok?” The wah chirped


“When’d you get that drink?” Esme muttered. The first thing to hit her head which wasn’t an insult


Kathy looked down at it, then shrugged and back up at Esme “I went to grab it while you were doing your last change. I still think that shirt looked good on you, by the way.”

“Uh, Thanks.” The compliment didn’t seem the least bit backhanded and it caught Esme by surprise. She looked down to the pink and blue strapped top she’d tried. Really not something to wear in winter. Especially not for her. It had also felt a bit too short. She wondered for a moment if she was just being too timid about what she wore.


But then, she was talking to a boy. A pervert at that. She had to remind herself of that fact no matter how nice it was for someone to actually give her honest feedback on how she looked.


“So what about me?” Kathy perked an ear up, glancing up at Esme


“What about you?” She sighed back. Wincing as a few loose strands fell out of the tight wrap of her hijab, dangling annoyingly in her field of vision.


“Anything you think would look good on me?” The earnestness of the question was the most off-putting part. The sincerity of the look on ‘her’ face almost grinding glass into Esme’s soul. An amount of concern neither of her actual friends had ever really shown. Some small, dark part of Esme had to wonder if Hui’s stupid brother was actually trying to insult her.


Still, she looked the wah over. Her eyes flickering a bit and her foot tapping a heavy snow boot on the hard tile floor. She licked her sticky tongue along her lips while giving an actual moment’s thought to the whole affair, then shook her head and sniffed the air a bit. “Depends on what you’re going for I guess. You sure don’t look like Hui.”

“Hui’s too much of a dork.” The red panda replied


“You do the same hobbies she does.” Esme chided


‘Kathy’ Laughed and narrowed her eyes a bit. “Like you aren’t at the D&D sessions, miss air pirate.”

Esme blinked, balked and sank back into her seat, arms folded hard over her chest. “not nearly as much anymore.” She muttered bitterly, not even fully realizing she did so.


“Huh?” ‘Kathy’ blinked “Sorry I didn’t hear you.”

The gecko was about to lash back at the sarcasm. Except it wasn’t sarcasm. Once again her frustration and borderline anger were curbed by the lack of legitimate opening for them. She sighed, pushing her hair back into place and leaning back in the uncomfortable fabric-covered seat. “Well, as for what you can do. Like I said, it depends on what you want. I mean, you could always get a few piercings. I know that’s one thing Hui would never do.”

The wah bit back a snicker mid sip. Esme looked down and narrowed her eyes a bit .the red of her Iris’ flickering in the florescent store light.


“I say something funny?” She balked


“No, nothing it’s just” Kathy shook her head “Yeah I might try that, but not until I move out. No way. Not doing anything the folks could see that I can’t hide. I’m not dumb like Justin.”

“What about Justin?” The voice wasn’t Esme’s. Indeed both she and ‘Kathy’ glanced over at Becky to see the badger coming out wearing a rather ill fitting off black turtleneck that absolutely did not flatter the boxy girl. She stomped her way over to the wah and looked down at the drink, quirking her brow a bit. “What flavor?” She asked


‘Kathy’ looked down at the ground, actually blushing. The oddly forceful tone of Becky’s innocuous question had struck some kind of chord. Hard enough, it seemed, that the feminine red panda wrapped that tail around ‘her’ own body in a reflexive display of childish meekness. “Orange, Miss”

The last part was whispered. Probably not for Esme to hear. It made her uncomfortable. Felt way too much like how Hui talked to Justin. She just looked away readying herself to tune out if these two started acting odd. She groaned in frustration The two looked at her. That frustration turned to sheepish annoyance as she looked down at the floor. “Sorry. Working there kinda ruins the place for you, I guess.” She muttered.


“So what’s this about Justin?” Becky’s tone returned to normal with unnerving ease. Esme, in spite of herself, couldn’t help but lean in.


“I was just saying I can’t get like, ear rings or anything until I move out.” Kathy shrugged


“Justin doesn’t have anything pierced, though” Becky blinked “I mean, we’d see a hole or two if he did.”

“Oh, no.” Kathy noted “I wasn’t talking about that. I meant his Tattoo.”

“What?” Both Becky and Esme yelped the words in unison. Some woman standing nearby shushing them. Becky slumped into the free chair beside the wah and leaned in eagerly “Justin has a tattoo? I… how? Meredith would never-”

“He didn’t ask her.” Collin nodded “He didn’t really have to. I mean he’s old enough.”

“So, like, where is it?” Esme whimpered as she asked the question. It was unnervingly voyeuristic to do so. She was actually still trying to figure out how the other boy would even know about something like that. The question raising way too many more in her mind.


Kathy blushed a bit more and smirked a knowing, impish smirk. The kind of thing Esme had to imagine the puckish little ‘Pim’ from their D&D games wore every second of the day. “It’s on his back.” The wah proclaimed in a not-so-hushed whisper “Got it a few months ago. It’s these ravenish angel wings wrapped in chains. Pretty big, too. If he didn’t wear that coat all the time I bet his mom and dad would have seen by now.”

“Damn.” Becky snickered “Now I gotta see it. I bet Hui squeed herself cross-eyed when he dropped that bombshell.” Becky winced and bit her lip, remembering that without the glasses Hui would be. “er, you know what I mean”

“We can probably get him to show it off next session if you both want.” the wah giggled back “I bet he’d actually be pretty proud of it. Just so long as his folks don’t find out.”

“Next session, huh?” Esme scoffed. “Whatever that may be.”

Both Becky and ‘Kathy’ looked at her, quirking their brows a bit. The gecko girl tensed up. She wasn’t at all expecting the attention on her. It took a moment to even realize she’d let that slip out. When she did, she slumped her shoulders a bit and hardened her resolve casting her eyes to the side.


“Something wrong?” Becky whimpered


“Nothing, it’s just, Kinda sick of the fact that you guys cut our sessions down to include that other game.” she muttered


“Really?” Becky blinked “I thought you said you were too busy with rehearsal.”

“I wasn’t ‘that’ busy.” The taller girl scoffed “Never mind. Forget it.”

“No, come on. If this is upsetting you we should talk.” Becky stood and moved over to stand in front of her friend. “What’s wrong? Come on.”

Esme knew what was wrong. That was the problem. Becky should know too. She should ‘know’ why her best friend was upset. She should be able to tell this without having to ask. Allah, but it was so damn simple she imagined that even Collin sitting there in girl clothes could have picked up on the issue better. Though she’d be damned if she let the creep have any sort of satisfaction figuring it out.


“Never mind.” Esme finally sighed as she stood, snagging up her bags and the clothing she’d decided on already.


“If it’s any comfort.” Kathy chimed in “Justin said we can resume our old schedule starting next weekend if you want. I think he was going to have Hui call you guys but-”

“I’ll be there.” Esme barked. The bitterness was still in her voice and she made no attempt to hide it. Instead she simply started marching her way towards the check out, not really bothering to see if the other two were behind her.

Chapter 51:

The Sang kitchen was a wreck. Normally the space sat unused, with the family ordering in due to the hectic schedule of both parents. Hui and Collin had both noticed their mother trying to do more home cooking of late, though with her ordered and efficient demeanor the businesswoman ended up leaving things as clean as they were when she started on those nights.


Neither of the teens had such a temperament. Nor did they have much cooking experience.


Hui was at the center of this storm. Two pots sat on the stove with a third sat waiting on the counter. Plastic bags from Joann fabrics and the Meijer sat on the small kitchen island, along with a laptop opened to a half dozen cooking-related tabs. The trash bin had been pulled out from under the sink and was now half full of discarded experiments.


Collin looked down into that basket and sighed. His foot tapping hard on the floor. “Wouldn’t it be cheaper to just buy something?” The boy muttered.


“I did.” Hui said as she gestured to the various silicon molds and sticks behind her.


“I mean something already made.” He grumbled


Hui’s tail whipped a bit as she watched the candy thermometer rise. She carefully stirred the thick brown mixture in the pot, sniffing carefully to ensure she didn’t catch a whiff of burn this time. “That’s not very romantic” she chided “Besides, I’ve wanted to try this for a while.”

Even as she made the comments Hui was carefully moving one of the pots off of the heat. She took the big round sucker molds she’d bought and began using a ladle to fill one half of each silicon hemisphere. She watched as the hard toffee made its way up to the edge on each one. Her paw trembling as she tried to get it up to the edge without going over. Some succeeded. Some were underfilled. Most were a bit overfilled and she ended up frantically brushing the excess away with a bench scraper she’d found in the same drawer as the ladle.


“Shouldn’t you test some of that first?” Collin tried to keep his tone disinterested even as he watched his sister filling up the molds. Stunned that the janky and improvised process was apparently working.


“We don’t have any more butter.” Hui whimpered “I tried using a spoon and cold water to cool some and see how it tasted, I think it’s ok.” She finished moving the molten sugar into place and then looked over what was left. She darted down and pulled out a sheet pan from under the oven, setting it down and pouring the rest of the Toffee out into it


“Why are you doing that?” Collin blinked


“They’re only half toffee” Hui giggled “That’s what the other pot is for. Not enough to fill the other half of the molds anyways.”

“And the other half?” Collin sniffed at the air around the stove, It was all too much for him. The steam and the hot sugar and all the discarded burned bits in the trash, which was probably why Hui only had enough to do things this way. Though she’d probably claim this was her plan all along.


“Chocolate.” Hui squeeked “It’s like his favorite candy, but all hard candy, so he can enjoy it as much as he want. When I get this recipe down I can try to make more for him later, too.”

Collin rolled his eyes and leaned forward with his arms on the back of the chair, sitting in it backwards and gazing at his little sister “How many bags of sugar did you screw up trying to get this right?” He scoffed


“Two” she sighed “And more butter than I wanted to. I even splurged on the good stuff. You know the Irish sounding stuff. I mean, I figured he’d appreciate that too. But like I said, once I know how to make it I can make a lot more!”

She was always like this. Collin hated it. Every once in a while Hui would get a new bug to try something. When he and Justin started doing 40K, she had to join in because painting the minis looked fun. She took home-ec in middle school and now it was all cosplay all the time. Now it seemed that some combination of food videos on Youtube and her tenth Persona 5 play though had gotten it into her head to try making fancy candies for valentines day.


But only for Justin, naturally.


“So why suckers? I mean just regular chocolate is traditional, right?” Collin took another look around at the hellspace Hui had made of the kitchen. All for what was going to be ten suckers in total.


“That’s why I got a bag of melts as a backup plan.” Hui giggled while nodding to one of the Joann bags remaining on the kitchen counter. Collin reached over and snagged the bag, opening it to see a little packet of small chocolate discs, along with a pair of chocolate molds. One that looked like it had a few fairies, one that was a dragon.


“Why am I not surprised.” He muttered


“Besides” Hui paused as she looked around, making absolutely sure that their parents were not anywhere within earshot “I figured maybe this way, I can help him quit vaping.”

There was a slight pause as the elder sibling tried not to laugh. He failed, biting down on the chuckle and then surrendering to it as he started to simply laugh his ass off.


“What’s so funny?” Hui whined “That stuff is bad for you.”

“You are!” Collin leaned up and grinned a condescending little smirk at her. “Come on, sis. Is there anything you do that isn’t rooted in your loser boyfriend?”

“He’s your friend.” Hui huffed angrily “And besides there’s plenty. This is for valentines day! You’re Supposed to think about your partner!” Even as she said it the girl was already ladling out the other half of the suckers. She then paused, her eyes going wide. “Oh, oh no. Oh no no no. This is bad.” She whimpered loudly.


The small shreds of curiosity Collin felt were enough for him to pull up and look over at the little project more closely. There wasn’t quite enough to fill all of the molds. Hui now starting to panic as she shuffled around, looking frantically as if it would magically put more of the stuff in the molds.


“Maybe you should have tried a few test batches with just sugar.” Collin shrugged “You still have plenty of that.” He picked up the tin of cocoa powder she’d used to make the chocolate candies and gave it a tap. A whole thing of milk chocolate mix down the tubes as all the failed batches were now probably in the trash bin.


Still anxious and a bit frantic Hui snagged up a spoon and began to slowly move some of the still molten mix from the full molds to empty ones. The process eventually resulting in each one being about three quarters of the way full.


“What are you doing?” Collin blinked


Hui didn’t answer at first. Instead she darted her way into the cupboards and started to look though all of the various objects they had on hand. Finally she pulled out a small bottle, popped its lid, gave it a sniff and nodded. “Got it, and I think it’s ok!”


Collin was tempted to ask what she’d gotten. He was tempted to ask a lot of things. He sat for a while and simply watched his sister at work. She quickly set to work cleaning out one of the pots she’d just used by hosing it down with hot water. It took quite a while after the candy crystallized and then slowly eroded. When she’d fished Hui moved the pot back on to a burner, turned it back on and began to fill it with the same sugar and water mix she’d had before, along with what she’d found up in the cupboards.


“Dare I ask?” Collin sighed.


“Almond extract.” Hui’s tone reeked of some mad alchemist. Her grin turning somehow sinister as she started to work the pot back up to a new batch of hard candy.


“So toffee, chocolate and… almond?” Collin blinked


“See? Now it’s even more like a toffee bar! Happy accident!”

There were no happy accidents. Collin knew that. The insufferable little gremlin was probably just watching one of those Bob Ross streams again.


“Still haven’t answered me.” Collin muttered while watching his sister once again carefully babysit the pot of boiling sugar.


“I didn’t?” Hui blinked “Bout what?”

“I asked if there’s anything you do that’s not somehow focused on Justin.”

“Phhht. Well duh. After this I… ok after this I have to clean the kitchen before mom blows every gasket she has. But after ‘that’ I was gonna go work on one of my fanfics again.”

“Aren’t those all just based on the guys you make Justin dress up as?” Condescension dripped from Collin as he leaned back in his chair wand watched for some sign of distress from his sister.


Instead the girl offered a wry little grin. “I have husbandos. I have a boyfriend. I can sew. I should get to indulge a bit! Not all of them are based on him, though. I got the owl house one and the Stephen Universe one I’m doing right now. Much as I love him my Ma-, my Justin probably isn’t going to really work as ‘corrupting conqueror Pink Diamond Stephen’. I’d make a pretty bad pearlified Connie, too.”

Collin waved his hand dismissively at Hui and pulled himself up out of the chair “I don’t know what any of that means and I don’t care.” It was a bit of a lie. He knew the characters. He’d actually stuck around and watched a full episode with Justin once when they went to some sub shop after a Magic tourney at the game shop. It was exactly the type of stupid Hui would love. “But you could try writing original stuff you know. Or sewing original stuff. Especially with that ‘other’ hobby.”

Hui blushed furiously at that. She glanced over at her brother and then hid her face behind her shoulder, squirming even as the big wooden spoon turned and twisted in the thickening mix. She glanced up over her shoulder and muttered in a barely audible whisper “Want something to impress ‘Sir’?” She shot back


Collin blushed about as hard as Hui had. The timidness that hit him a near mirror of what had hit her a moment ago. “Shut up.” He whined as he buried his face in his arms.


Finally Hui finished the mix. She filled the molds with plastic sucker sticks and then slowly filled each mostly full chocolate one with enough of the almond candy to top it off. That done, she quickly put the molds in place and pushed down hard. Sealing the candies and allowing them to ‘glue’ as the last layer melted and then hardened.


Everything left in the last pot she poured out over the toffee she’d laid out before, Only once that was done did Hui start to tackle the nightmare she’d left in the kitchen.


“Wait a sec.” Collin blinked “You’re not gonna do the chocolate stuff you got?”

“Not this time.” Hui shrugged “Like I said, it was plan B. Plan A worked. Well, barely. I’ll definitely have to make more at some point for him if he ends up liking them.”

Cleaning continued without so much as a pause. Hui humming some song to herself while Collin just sat there occasionally getting up to shift himself around or look at something before Hui put it into the sink and began scrubbing. He watched her pick up the baking tray she’d used to put the extra candy in, then winced as she whammed it on to the counter, shattering the whole thing into massive, jagged shards of clear and dark layered sugar.


It was only as she prepared to put the last pot away that Collin got up and moved over to her. “Wait” he yelped, putting a paw on her arm


“Uh, yeah?” Hui blinked, a bit confused at the sudden action.


Collin was quite for a long moment, hmming and hawing before finally loosening his grip. “I, er, well. I was wondering. You’re not gonna use the chocolate today. Mind, uh, mind if I try that?”

“You wanna eat some?” She quirked her brow


“No! No I mean, like, with the molds and stuff.”

“Do you know how?” Hui looked at the pot where his eyes rested, then back at him. Collin’s grin only growing more sheepish as he shook his head.


Hui sighed. She reached over to the baking tray and snagged one of the long thin shards of mixed candy. She offered it to Collin with a warm smile. “Ok.” She nodded softly. “Let’s make her some candy.”
--------------------


The Flanneries had gone out to eat. It was something of a shock for Hui. It made sense to a point, she supposed. They let her and Justin go out driving. Plus there was the blizzard. They’d had time alone without parental intervention before, and nothing happened. They probably trusted them enough to not go out of hand. At least while the two parents were out on their own valentines day date.


They probably didn’t know about the chastity cage. No real reason they’d see that. If they had, god only knew what they’d say. It was an assurance that she wasn’t going to have to ‘worry’ about her first time today. Though for the young red panda she was a bit nervous waiting there at all. Sitting on the basement couch waiting for her Master.


“S-so you really like the suckers?” Hui called out as she squirmed on the couch, only barely noticing a few stains near her ‘usual’ spot on the couch. Reminders of that last experience. She squirmed a bit and slumped further into the plush old cushions. Her tail curling hard around her body protectively.


She heard a ‘yeah’. It was muffled. Justin was getting something. Doing something. God only knew what. She’d told him she didn’t want him doing anything for Valentines day. White Day was a thing. It was a really cool thing. All she needed to do was get all the normies to see how cool it was in anime and before long the trend would solidify all over the US. There just needed to be enough of a push for it.


“Ok, ready?” the voice muffled again. Hui nodding nervously as she looked towards Justin’s door. It was quite a while before she realized she couldn’t’ be seen. “Oh, uh. Yeah. Ready.” She whimpered. “But, uh, I said I didn’t want you doing anything this time, Master.”

“you did.” The voice was odd. It took a moment for Hui to place how or why. Her mind instead stunned into silence as she watched a semi-familiar figure stride into view.


Knee length platform boots studded with buckles. Knee socks which almost reached the thighs. A plaid skirt half covered by a baggy ‘Bullet for my Valentine’ Tee. Long, flowing and utterly fake purple hair  parted to cover one eye while the other looked out wearing deep smokey masquara. The figure walked towards Hui with a disaffected look o her black-painted lips. One of the suckers hanging out from between those lips the way a cigarette might.


Each step forwards on the hard cement floor shook the suddenly nervous girl to her very core. She found herself unable to speak. No words finding purchase in her head. Everything coming out of her muzzle little more than a soft whimpered grunt noise. She watched as the ‘girl’ reached out and cupped her chin. Grabbing it. Tilting the stunned nerd girl’s head up and a bit to one side as the one visible blue eye scanned over her slowly.


“You said you didn’t want your Master doing anything today, little one. Didn’t say shit about me.” There was just enough playful malice in that ‘Wednesday Addams’ delivery to curl Hui’s spine. It was shockingly girly. Unnervingly confident.


There was a kiss. Hui could only really barely call herself a participant in it. A hand gripped one of her braids. The tongue she’d learned so intimately darted into her mouth. It was different somehow. Some of it the taste of toffee bar candy with too much almond flooding her senses. But more than that. Crushing, controlling, but in a different way. Even compared to the outburst on the couch last time.


The girl lulled her tongue back obediently. Her breath heaved in the dank basement air. She felt herself pulled forwards a bit and her paws shot out seeking the end of the couch. They gripped it and left her practically straining to stay on the couch. Her whole body arched up into the kiss. Her position shifting as she shivered.


Finally the kiss broke and Hui looked back p at that pretty femmy face. Her heart thudding out of her chest and her body wriggling. Every thought in her head shattered into fragments of lust that probably would have overwhelmed her even if she was permitted regular orgasms.


“Wha, what was that?” The wah girl muttered while reaching up to fuss with her glasses.


In answer, the paw still holding her braid yanked hard and pulled her down on to the floor. Pain shot though Hui’s palms. The grip on her braid was probably the only thing that kept her face from hitting the floor. Not that there was any true danger. Not even much in the way of pain. But it was far more heartless than what she expected from her Master. Her glasses thudded on the thin carpet below while she looked at the blurry outline of them, of the shoes. The foot or so of distance between her and the ground somehow feeling like the view from the top of a skyscraper.


“Well, Loser?” The girly voice. The ‘Justine’ voice, mocked her as the gothy ‘girl’ pushed Hui’s dark button nose down against the cheap leather boot. The scent of it flooding Hui’s senses as she tried to look up from her forced groveling position, eyes straining to uncross with the blush spreading under her fur.


“I thought little dorks like you knew how this worked.” Justin muttered “When a ‘real’ girl decides to pay you attention, you show some appreciation.”

It took a moment for the poor girl to catch on. Hui whined and lowered herself down even more than she had been. Her soft amber eyes looking up at her temporary ‘Mistress’ as she began to meekly kiss and lick against the bitter leather.

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


Becky wasn’t quite sure ‘who’ she’d see after school that day. Granted if it had been them right out of the door that’d be one thing. It had actually been her plan to surprise Collin right away.


But like a doofus she’d left the stupid thing at home. So now she had to drive all the way back, and was only now pulling in to Collin’s driveway.


When Collin answered the door, Becky felt a small pang of disappointment that she wasn’t sure how to deal with. It was Collin, and not ‘her’. A small shard of the badger girl was actually disappointed to see that. Not that the badger girl knew why. This whole thing had been confusing. Ever since seeing that stupid comic and doing her ‘research’. 


“Hey Becky.” Collin muttered “So I’m guessing you’re not here to see Hui?”

“Not today. We’re going over to Esme’s tomorrow. She’s busy with Justin today.” The girl rolled her eyes and sighed.


Collin snickered bitterly “And water is wet.” He added. The boy’s rueful smirk quickly faded as he glanced down at his feet. The blush on his cheeks was obvious, even if he tried to hide it. He glanced at the badger girl, somehow managing to shrink in her presence a bit, even though she was shorter than him by several inches.


The box of chocolates swung out from Becky’s back before she even realized she was doing it. She looked up at the wah, the boy gazing at the box with a considerable bit of shock. He took the box in one paw and looked it over, glancing at the blue eyed girl sheepishly as he did so.


“I, uh… I’m not getting confused or anything and assuming, r-right?” Collin bit his lip as he looked the box over. He’d seen sample boxes like this before. Mostly when Justin’s Gramma would babysit them during parts of the summer. It hit the same odd spot in the back of his brain as wheat thins, postum and diet-rite. It should have been unappealing. Yet he couldn’t help but smile a tiny touch as he took in just what it meant.


“Uh, h-hold on, hold one sec.” Collin dashed into the house and whimpered. His tail actually getting caught in the screen door, forcing him to open the heavy glass and metal thing to free himself. He returned moments later holding a cheap cellophane bag wrapped with an absolutely awful ribbon knot. The wah whimpered as he offered it up, looking nervously at Becky who slowly pulled the thing in close and started to look it over.


“I, uh, I’m not sure how good they are.”

Dragons and fairies. Some were milk chocolate, some dark, some white. A few looked more like peanut butter or butter scotch or something. She carefully undid the ribbon and pulled one of the mysteriously orange-brown candies out of the bag and bit down on it. Her trepidation turning to excitement at the realization.


“You remembered I like butterscotch?” Becky blinked


“I, uh, well. We had a lot of different melts.” Collin confessed “I did know you liked Dragons though, so I kinda tried to pick out more of those from the ones that worked.”

Becky nodded as she went for one that looked like it was butterscotch and dark chocolate. A wing snapped off in her jaws, and she murred at the combination of her two absolute favorites. Her stubby grey tail thwapping and thudding as she practically swayed at the combination.


“Look, Collin.” Becky bit her lip hard and glanced off to the side once more “I, this is gonna sound stupid. But I didn’t actually plan on doing anything today. I know you didn’t either. But like, maybe, if you wanna come hang out a bit? Maybe we could try to find something to eat?”

“On valentines day?” Collin blinked


“Sure!” The badger nodded back “I mean, I get it if you don’t wanna. That seems like a lot. But-”

“I’ll, uh, get my coat.” Collin was still blushing as he slipped back away from the door and into his room, leaving Becky to stand there and wonder where the hell they could possibly go on this short notice.

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


He wasn’t going to knock this time. Logically he shouldn’t have come at all. He knew better. True, the fence ensured people probably wouldn’t look in. So did the treeline between houses. It was also late at night, as usual. So if anyone was alerted it’d be the one person he wanted to talk to anyways. Even if she’d probably pull a gun again.


The boy didn’t let Kathoey come out this time. He wasn’t going to use her. This was something he had to do. The boy made his way up to the porch over the frosted grass that had replaced the snow after that freakish string of warm days last week. He trudged up on to the porch and pulled a tied off Joann bag out from under his coat. Inside was a simple box with some candies and a note. He placed it down on the back and then ran off, pausing only long enough to gaze back and feel his heart ache.


Collin, Kathoey, would get Mistress back. Somehow.

Chapter 52:

You can’t shoot without a script. No matter what that spoiled yuppie shithead in Rent said. An actual movie starts on the page before it ever reaches the point of filming. Even purely factual documentaries had a script. An outline of what to shoot and who to talk to.


Becky didn’t have that, She didn’t even have an idea.


She should have had ideas. She had a lead actress. She always had that. Even if it felt like she was using her friend a bit. Or maybe Esme was using her. Or maybe both? Were they all just one big ass bundle of sociopaths looking to get something from each other and making excuses after? Did actual sociopathy work that way?


She didn’t know. It was just her brain trying to distract from things. It was Becky just not wanting to think about the things she really needed to think about.


The Parkers were more well off than Becky wanted to admit. She tried to pretend she didn’t know. It wasn’t like she wore anything flashy or frequently bought designer stuff. Even her vehicle was exceedingly utilitarian. But their house was nice, and somewhat big. Over 3000 square feet just for the four of them. A pond out back. Loads of thick woods all around. And then, the squash court.


It wasn’t clear when or how her father had gotten the idea into his head. He’d never used it. Hell, Becky didn’t even know what squash was until she was old enough to really wonder and look it up for herself. Still, there it was. A windowless stand alone building with heavy cement floor and cheap cladding that somewhat resembled the dark stained wood on their house. The building also had a small gym full of old equipment off to one side. But the squash court was different. It was this big, empty white room with wood floors. It was void. Safe from interruptions. Safe from distractions. The place the young woman went when she wanted to be alone with her thoughts. And boy, did she have thoughts.


XxCathay_SissyxX. At least that’s what Collin was calling himself. Herself? Was it Kathy? It was all so confusing. Worse were the pictures being put up. A mask was always used to hide the face, but every other part of that slender girlish boy’s body was exposed. A tight, cute package with a locked up dick. A perky lil rump. That big soft bushy tail playing off of scrawny thighs. She’d dress up. She’d write the most degrading things on herself. Like the homophobic F word, or things about how she was open use for anyone who wanted her. People made a lot of homophobic cracks. Racist ones, too. More than a few times Collin seemed to respond to them. It was always flirty. Even with guys. Almost especially with guys, though that was probably due to how guys were more likely to be making posts on porn sites.


By this point she’d even seen the wah do a few ‘requests’. Like dressing up as a schoolgirl or doing poses which implied autoerotic chocking. At least she really hoped that part was implicit. Even a total novice like Becky knew that shit wasn’t what you played around with. That’s how D’angelo died in The Wire.


That was why she came in here, though. Because nobody did. Ever. Nobody but her. Not in years. It gave her a quiet place to think. Other things, too. The badger blushed as she contemplated once again indulging in those other things. This was the place she’d chosen for such activities of late. All under the pretense of considering it as her own little sound stage. 


Yet it always came back down to those pictures. She’d taken Collin out for valentines day. That was a big thing. That is a big thing. They were… something? The collar had apparently been a huge Faux pas and Hui had made sure to drill that into her head even if Becky understood none of the reasons behind it. So many references to anime Becky didn’t know and books she hadn’t read. High concept shit that sounded annoying to the badger girl when she tried sitting though that David Lynch documentary. Except at least then she could rationalize it all with ‘the man is crazy but it makes for visually stunning work’.


Collin wasn’t the only one that Becky had looked at on the site. After all, once that door was open it was impossible to hold off of her curiosity. She’d tried looking things up related to what the boy was doing. Girls, and boys, dominating ‘sissies’ as they were called. Nothing as extreme as the comics she’d now put on her laptop and took looks at from time to time. But it was real. That made a hell of a difference.


Sometimes though, sometimes the things she saw had no boys. Sometimes it was just girls. Becky kept going back to those as well. Not as much as the others. There was certainly enough fascination with boys being bullied around by girls or being ‘forced’ to be gay with another boy. All of it was bad and wrong regardless. But the lesbian stuff. Somehow she felt extra guilty when seeing it. As if the lack of a penis took away any excuse to look at it. A taboo somehow stronger than the others even if it was the pairing society seemed most ok with. Not that her parents would ever be ok with something like that.


“God damn it.” Becky’s stocky shoulders slammed into the sturdy walls of the squash room and rolled roughly as if she could work this all out like a simple stress knot. She let the thoughts, the feelings, the ideas all simmer in the back of her head. She didn’t have time for this. There wasn’t enough time in her life to worry about being some filthy, degenerate pervert. Sure it was ok for Justin. He gave up ages ago, and besides now it seemed like he was trying to give a fuck again. But Becky? Outside of stupid schoolgirl crushes on Collin or the occasional drool over some celeb in passing she didn’t think about dating. She didn’t think about sex. She sure as heck didn’t think about girls!


Except she did. And she had. And it was making her feel all kinds of uncomfortable.


Becky pulled her phone up again and swapped over to her address book. One thing did come to mind when she thought about girls like that. One thing that was still stuck in a rightfully darkened corner of her stupid brain. Becky needed some answers, and she figured there might be a good way to get them.

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


Friday night at a TGIF. Or was it Applebees? Or some other place? In truth Becky couldn’t really tell. There were only two kinds of chain restaurants in her esteem. The ‘normal’ kind and Tex-Mex. The latter often being a bit better since they’d at least try to serve and specialize something with an admittedly broad genre. Meanwhile the rest all seemed to just throw up whatever the hecky they wanted and call it good. But the former was what Becky had chosen. Or rather it was the place that came to mind since she knew the general location near the mall, and had affirmed it before this little social gathering to make sure there was no confusion.


The girl sat in stark silence while she watched people around her. There was something almost ‘grown up’ about meeting people out like this. It was a surreal little dopamine hit. Something that absolutely should have intimidated her more than it did.


 Admittedly the venue was crass itself. Every time her parents dragged her and her sister out to these kinds of places Becky had to hold in her desire to scream at the dead eyed upper middle class Jimmy Buffet-ites she was left with when people watching. People trying for poverty cosplay while talking about boats and trips and all sorts of things that she knew to be out of reach for the ‘real’ working class. It hurt a bit to remind herself that her parents were probably more in that category of people than she liked. Hurt more to remember that she was paying for this little trip out with their money, with a car they got her. That she was just as much a poser as any of them. Maybe that’s why it always made her so uncomfortable.


But no, Becky told herself it was just that they were all bro-country chodes. Easily ignored when more interesting people came along.


Eventually more interesting figures did come along. Becky smiled a bi seeing the grey furred pitty strolling in, decked out in a worn old athletic jacket and what looked like three or four layers under it. Even more interesting was the fact that she wasn’t alone. A green haired vole grumbling not so quietly while strolling in at the canine’s side.


It was a date. Or something like it. Becky could tell. The way Rebecca looked at her. The way the two acted. All those little nonverbal ticks and twists that showed a deep and abiding familiarity. A joy of togetherness which penetrated even though the vole’s exaggerated scowl.


The vole sat first, ushered in to the seat by Rebecca. The two women cozying up on their side of the table. The punky vole fussing with an over-large puffer coat covering her sleeveless black top. The headfur covering one eye while the other glared angrily at the table and the woman began fussing with the menu, not saying a single word.


“Heya.” Rebecca smirked. The red haired girl far more chipper and grinning like an idiot. “Sorry we’re a bit late. ‘someone’ almost got in a fight with her boss.”

“look. I told them when I got started. School comes first. If I say ‘no’ when asked to switch shifts it’s not me being a bitch. It’s because my class schedule is important and I have god damn tests.” The vole shoved her nose into the back of her forearm to scratch it, rubbing the snoot back and forth before finally biting back a sneeze. She then slumped back in her seat and shook her head angrily. “Should be grateful I’m the one who actually checks things out. Now I gotta deal with dust allergies all day because Nobody thinks to clean behind any of the machines.”

“Becky.” Rebecca chuckled “This is Mis-”

“Girlfriend.” Amethyst corrected as she gestured at the room around them


“Girlfriend, Amethyst.” The red headed canine snickered to herself as she said it.


Becky could feel the other Rebecca thudding her leg excitedly under the table. Meanwhile the vole looked like she was about to pass out where she sat. The mention of college classes gave the badger an idea of why. The poor woman looked frazzled. Like she hadn’t had a good nights sleep in weeks.


“Uh, hi. My name is Becky. Uh, nice to meet you. Amethyst?” she offered up a paw. The Vole simply stared at it for a long while. Her ears twitched. Her eyes bored against the offered appendage until Becky retracted it. The whole thing drew a small sicker from Rebecca.


“You’ll have to forgive her. Normally she’s the one who gets to play brat. But apparently one of her teachers handed out big ol at-home projects which you can’t pass without doing well on.”

Amethyst nodded to that and slumped down on the table, head resting in her arms as she sighed. “It’s a dumb project on its face. This is why I put off my poli-sci credits. ‘Outline your ideal social structure. Give reasons. Sight sources and historical examples’. Bitch, I’m an Anarchist. I mean, have they see me?”

“Are you sure-” Becky winced and shut her muzzle quickly “No, nothing, sorry.”

“No what?” Amethyst asked as she narrowed her eyes and glared up at the younger girl.


“No no, that was… I just kinda pulled a ‘Justin’ there.”

“A what?” Amy grumbled again “Am I really at the audio hallucination point of exhaustion already?”

Becky sighed and slumped back against the stiff booth padding. “He’s my cousin. Says a lot of stupid know-it-all shit. Can’t shut up. I’m unusually a lot better about that.”

Amethyst pulled herself up and gripped at her menu. She reluctantly pulled it open, but her eyes flicked sideways towards Rebecca. “Please tell me you didn’t drag me here so you could have someone else verify the ‘my punk-ness is a pose’ crack”

“Look, I’m really sorry.” Becky whimpered “I guess I’m just anxious. I didn’t know that anyone else was gonna be here. I… I can keep my mouth shut.” The poor girl slumped and sighed.


Amy shook her head and sighed. “No. You’re fine.” She muttered “I’m just burned out. I admit, it’s kind of odd having some random girl ask your girlfriend out. Even if Applebees isn’t exactly the kind of spot to make me worry about losing her.”

“What? No. Really, no. That wasn’t why I asked her here at all.” the badger blushed profusely and waved both hands “I just had some things I needed to ask her. I mean, it’s complicated, and it’s a long story but”

“I’m getting these crunchy shrimp.” The vole muttered while gazing at the menu, paying no attention to the badger’s protests


“Are you really?” Rebecca scolded softly


“I’m a grown ass woman. I can get them if I want.” Amy’s tone turning preformatively standoffish. “You’re not the Mistress of me.”

“Nope. But she’ll be mad to hear about it. You know how fried foods get you.”

“That’s only because you two health nuts can’t let yourself make decent junk food!”

Neither Rebecca nor Amethyst seemed to notice the bunny girl standing there by their table. The gold furred figure smiling bashfully with all the patience being a server would grant. “Hey there. You three ready to order yet? Maybe just the drinks?”

“I’ll have a coke.” Rebecca nodded


“Two.” Becky affirmed


“Iced tea.” Amethyst muttered


“Oh, and can we get some Motz sticks?” Becky chimed in. The server nodding cheerily as she took the order and left


“Don’t worry. They’re my treat.” Becky sighed. “I just need something to make sure I don’t say anything else stupid.”

Amy rolled her eyes and glanced at Rebecca, then to the girl simmering in her own nerves before them. “I said you were fine. Honestly I’m the one who should say sorry. I’m snippy with everyone these days. Plus I’m reaching the point where pretty soon I’ll have to start actually figuring out what to do with my degree once I get it. Not exactly like I can justify stocking shelves at the Meijer or doing Uber gigs. Sure as hell not taking them up on the ‘assistant manager’ thing where I work now.”

“Awww but Mistress looks so cute with her green apron.” Rebecca whined.


The vole sighed and leaned in to smooch Rebecca on the cheek. The gesture made Becky feel a bit envious, though god only knew just why.


“Ok, jokes aside time. Based on the ‘need to talk’ part Rebecca gave me, I’m pretty sure this isn’t a pure social call. Right? Not that I mind. But for just going out to meet someone and hang out you seem super nervous.”

Becky nodded and took a few deep breaths. A rueful smile tugged at the corner of her muzzle. The girl wrinkling her nose as she tried not to laugh bitterly at the observation. “I wasn’t expecting to meet anyone new today. It’s kind of scary, I have to admit. Like I’m in over my head already. Honestly I was mainly just hoping to ask for some advice on something. But it felt like something kinda big. So like, I thought some food would be a good way to say sorry in advance?”

“You mean a bribe.” Amethyst noted “Not that I’m complaining. But it does make me worry you did have eyes on my girl. My poor pet doesn’t always pick up on those kinds of signals.”

“Like you do?” Rebecca huffed, only to be silenced by a swift kick in the shin. Not hard, but it drew enough of a preformative whimper to make Becky wince.


The two women began arguing again, and Becky simply slumped her head down while she waited for the food to show up. A big basket of Mozzarella sticks along with the drinks. The sunny bunny girl who delivered them offering up the usual big smiles and pleasantries.


“Hey, Coppertop.” Rebecca chuckled, snapping her fingers at the distracted badger girl. “Decide on what you want yet?”

Once again shame ran though the girl down to her toes. Becky looked down at the menu a moment longer and then back up at the poor put upon waitress. She was sure the woman could see how flustered she was. Dumb as it was, Becky returned the patient painted-on smile with one of her own and offered up the menu in her paws. “I’ll go with the Bacon mushroom swiss burger.” She nodded “Sorry about that.”

“It’s fine. I’ll get that out to you in a bit.” The woman walked off without so much as a second glance at the table. Some small fragment of Becky told her that she was overdrinking. They were just another in the endless line of annoying customers the poor woman probably dealt with on a daily basis. Annoying because of her specifically, no less. But that oh so rational realization didn’t stop her from feeling awkward and jittery.


Amethyst took two of the motz sticks and jammed them into her muzzle, biting down and chawing loudly while keeping one eye fixed on Becky. She swallowed with one big gulp and then chased it with some of her tea. All the while the vole struggling to look more aloof than she probably was. “Your friend always this jumpy?” She half muttered to Rebecca.


“I unno. Probably.” Rebecca shrugged “We only met once before. I seem to remember some pretty good convos about good cinema. Then some questions about what to get a, boy was it? Or a girl maybe?” Rebecca’s grin grew as she licked at her chops. Eyes twinkling with raw undiluted mischief


“It’s, complicated.” Becky winced even as she admitted that. Sure these two were a coupe, so they were at least ok with two girls. Unless there was something profoundly fucked up going on that she flat out didn’t understand.


“She got someone a collar.” Rebecca’s reply was dry. The pitbull taking one of the fried cheese sticks for her own.


“Wait, at her age?” This comment seemed to snap Amethyst out of her aloof haze. The punky vole gazed at Becky again. Slowly sizing her up and down. Becky could almost feel the hundreds of calculations going on behind those eyes. That gut-twisting feeling of being judged by another person. Especially someone she didn’t even know.


“I thought it would be romantic.” She offered up. The words already feeling hollow.


“Look, no offense. But I’m barely on the cusp of ‘old enough to consider a collar and be responsible’. Rebecca here, well, she’s just a doofus. She’ll always be a doofus. If we waited for her to be less doofus she’d end up an old maid.”

“Hey! I resemble that remark.” Rebecca grumbled, a bit of the stereotypical New Yorker slipping in to her tone.


“Point still stands. What are you, Kid? Eighteen?”

“Soon.” Becky muttered


“Soon.” Amethyst sighed “What, you figure you date a boy for a few months in high school and you’re ready to jump in to something like that? What collars mean is the first thing they should be teaching you at… whatever site you’ve been illegally going to.”

It was almost enough to drive Becky out of her seat and off to the bathroom. Normally she didn’t mind confronting people on these social things or standing up for herself. She was used to pushing back when people did her wrong. One of the few uncomfortable similarities she and many of her family members shared. But this? The vole was absolutely right to call her out. Literally everything Becky had done since the day after Christmas had been an absolute tire fire. 


“Ok first thing’s first.” Amethyst sighed, glancing at Becky “I gotta ask how you two met, because I need to know if Rebecca needs a paddling for this later or an actual, stern talk as to why you don’t randomly force this shit on strangers.”

“Like I said, she was helping me figure out a gift. I was in hot topic” Becky blinked as Amethyst reflexively winced at the store name. She paused a moment, ensuring it was ok before continuing “I was in there and she came in looking for something. I think she was considering a nose ring? Ike the ones that go in though the middle of the bridge?”

“A septum ring?” Amethyst half growled


“Uh, I think so.” Becky nodded


“Oh, so what. Trying to steal my shtick now? Is that it? Don’t need the naggy ball and chain around if you can be the cute punk in the mirror telling yourself off?”

“Why do you do that?” Rebecca retorted nonchalantly while grabbing another mozzarella stick


“Do what?” Amethyst snarled


“Say mirror funny.” Rebecca mused


Becky blinked a bit “How does she say Mirror funny?”

“There! You did it too.” Rebecca chimed as she pointed the half eaten stick at Becky “It’s like you guys don’t say the O. Like it’s just a bunch of Rs and one of them in the middle is lilting a bit.”

“What the hell are you blathering about?” Amy snapped


“Don’t get mad at me.” Rebecca chided calmly “I’m not the one who says words funny around here.”

“Stop that.” Amy growled


“Stop what?” Rebecca’s voice still deadpan.


“The brat shtick. That’s my job. Mama can’t handle two brats under her collar. You’re gonna drive her up the wall.”

Small memories crept up in the back of Becky’s mind as she watched the two bicker. Memories of sitting on the couch at Gramma’s or in the basement doing Lego with Justin. Memories of Ryan being around, and the big tough bear boy having to cover his ears and walk out of the room when things got too tense or dramatic in a TV show or on whatever CD Justin’s mom had brought for them to listen to. Usually one of those religious audio dramas she always had him listening to. For the first time a part of her understood that ‘leave the room to avoid the drama’ impulse. Some small knot in her gut twisting and rolling over itself the more the conflict grew.


And yet it also seemed offset by something else. Longing. Envy. The ease and natural comfort of the relationship. Becky tried to drive it out of her head. She cast her eyes down. Poking and prodding her straw at the ice. Trying to filter out the banter between the two women. Trying to tell herself she’d made a mistake. That she should simply make small talk and go without burdening them. That this whole thing with Collin or Kathy or whoever was a mistake from a hormonal teenage girl getting in too deep with shit she really should not.


“I don’t know what I’m doing.” Becky finally blurted out. Both women stopped. They glanced at her. Whatever banter had been between them now shattered by the sudden statement. The badger sighed and took a long sip o f her drink, looking between the two. “We aren’t dating. Collin is… He’s my friend’s older brother. I kinda liked him for a while. Then I found out some things. Things he liked. ‘She’ liked. I don’t know what is going on there. If Collin is trans or one of those other things I don’t understand. Or if he’s just a Ko, ko… something. Something Hui mentioned. A Japanese term for ‘Boy who is cute and dresses like a girl but is still a boy in the end’.”

Becky took a deep breath and looked at the pitbull across from her. She offered a bitter smile and shrugged her shoulders in defeat. “I thought a collar would send the right message. It seems like that’s important. I guess I didn’t realize it’s like an engagement ring or something. Not something you give before a second date. I tried asking our gym teacher about it. He opens up to her. I think because she’s, well, she’s a herm. Probably not something I should just go spreading out there, but it’s not like you know who she is so it’s not that huge a breach of privacy.” Becky cast her eyes on the canine across from her and offered a pleading grin “You seemed to know your stuff though. I can’t ask Miss Blake this kind of thing. Mainly because I can’t imagine she knows anything about it. But Rebecca seems to know and I was, well, desperate.”

Both women fell silent for the longest time. They looked at each other. Becky could see them talking when she looked up, but she was doing her best not to listen. It felt like eavesdropping somehow. Not to mention the fact that she’d already let out way too much. She barely even noticed when the waitress brought the food. The badger able to do little more than offer up a mumbled bit of gratitude before the woman went off to wait on her more ‘normal’ customers.


“Ok, that sounds profoundly dumb.” Amethyst finally shattered the silence. Punctuating it by popping one of her shrimp into her maw. “Yeah, you don’t just go collaring someone on the second date. Let alone before the second date. And it’s really weird to go around asking someone you barely met to give you kink advice.”

Becky nodded and hung her head in shame. “Sorry” she muttered


“But” Amy continued “It’s still a hell of a lot better that you recognized how out of your depth you were. I hate to say it but my girl here and I are still learning. I don’t know how comfortable I’d be trying to teach you. I mean I know some people who could help, and we could probably ask them some things. Our Mistress first and foremost.”

The statement caused Becky to pause as she looked at Rebecca. “Wait, but I thought-”

“Poly-am is a thing.” Rebecca shrugged


“Point is it’d be irresponsible to just leave you hanging.” Amethyst continued “Plus, you seem like a nice enough girl.”

“Plus you’re buying us dinner.” Rebecca snorted.


“She’s not.” Amy interjected


“Oh no, I don’t mind at all.” Becky chirped as she reached for the small wallet she kept on her with the credit card her parents used in place of a proper allowance.


Amy shook her head and held up her paw. “Nope. We’re not taking money from some kid. You wanna pay for the motz sticks we can call it good. But look, there are some things we should go over before anything else. Mainly because I don’t know if anyone I know will want to talk to a kid, or how much advice they can reasonably give beyond ‘ignore fifty shades‘. Which hopefully You are doing.”

“Oh, I never picked that book up, don’t worry.” Becky laughed nervously as she said it, wondering what they’d think if they knew what had gotten its hooks into her instead


“Right.” Amy nodded “Well, Still worth it to get to know ya. May as well since you hit it off with my pet. Though I am curious. What did you say your teacher’s name was again?”
Chapter 53:


Sick leave. Two days of therapy a week. The constant threat now looming over her of being institutionalized. Tabs probably should have been a nervous wreck. Probably, but she wasn’t.


In truth a lot of that came down to exhaustion. Sure, she could moralize or start chucking around blame. It would be easy as hell to blame Dixon for everything wrong in Tabs’ life right now. She was the one leading the little witch hunt. She was the one who pegged Tabs as some kind of sex offender just based on what was in her pants. She was the one who made it so Tabs had to worry every waking moment about the cops busting in and dragging her off.


But no. Tabs deserved it. If she had the balls, she’d turn herself in and be done with it. If she hated herself as much as she should, she’d have done the right thing months ago after her stupid horny brain decided to take advantage of a situation she absolutely shouldn’t have.


She was a coward. No matter what excuse she might make to herself or her friends in the moment that was what it boiled down to. She was terrified of facing consequences. Otherwise she would have told about all the other shit she’d done. All the shit she’d gotten away with. She’d actually take the punishment she deserves instead of… of what? What was she even doing anymore?


The phone blinked. Tabs pushed a grey-furred paw out and grabbed hold of the battered little device. It took longer than she liked for her eyes to adjust. A few flicks of the screen bringing up the messenger. Helga telling her to come into the living room.


“Fuck.” Tabs sighed. “I thought she was done with this.”

The soon-to-be-former teacher hauled herself out of bed with a considerable degree of difficulty. Annoying, especially considering that she could not even blame a hangover this time. Stone cold sober and able to fully see the hole she’d dug for herself. It was a special kind of shitty feeling.


“You look like shit.”

They were the first words out of Helga’s mouth. True, but also grating as hell. Tabs hadn’t bothered to shower. Her hair was a matted mess. She wore little more than the same tee shirt she’d kept on for the past several days and a ratty pair of pajama pants which probably needed to be thrown out. It looked like shit, and she didn’t care. Helga might care, though. But fuck it.


“Gonna try to make me go outside again?” Tabs muttered as she dragged herself from her hallway and leaned on the frame between it and the living room proper. “If you wanna take me out to get some real food or some shit, I already made plans for tonight. Got my pizza coupons and everything.” It was meant to be a joke. It didn’t end up that way. Tabs sighed bitterly at her own stupid brain for letting that past any filters. 


The wolverine made it about a half dozen steps into her living room, and then froze. Rebecca was there. The cute little pit bull perched on the edge of the couch. She looked concerned in the way only someone with a good heart and no clue about another persons sins really could. Beside her was the vole. The little fake punk girl. She at least seemed properly pissed off. It made sense. Tabs had been quite a bitch to her last time. She’d let slip more than a few things she was sure Helga wanted to keep secret.


That wasn’t what had her scared, though. Tabs’ eyes fell on the fourth figure to invade her home. A familiar red-haired badger girl slumped in Helga’s recliner. Her eyes searing holes of blinding blue-green flame into the damned gym teacher. She knew.


“What the fuck is she doing here?” Tabs barked as she twisted herself towards Helga


“She has a right to be here for this.” Helga muttered


“Like hell she does. You wanna get yourself and your girls arrested too or something?”

Helga lifted a hand to calm her friend down. The dark haired biker loosed a small boar-like grunt. Not loud, not even particularly menacing. But it hit just the right frequency to shut Tabs up.


“Nobody is going anywhere.” Helga’s tone stern and factual “But at this point we can’t let this shit stand anymore. Not without addressing it. We’re here for an intervention.”

Tabs was barely able to stumble her way into the room. She slumped down in the love seat next to the couch. The cheap old thing creaking and screaming under the strain. “Ya already got me into therapy.” She sighed “Isn’t that enough? If you wanted me to turn myself in you shoulda just let me do it at the start. Or, you know.”

“Do I have to drag your ass in to the doc for the self harm shit?” Helga sighed. She wasn’t being flippant. But she was tired. Very tired. It showed. She glanced at her little vole pet and Helga’s eyes turned to gaze at the two college-age girls sitting there. The hate clear on Amethysts face. Raw, oozing, bitter contempt.


“So I should start then?” Amethyst sighed and leaned back, glaring at Tabs as she tried to steady her breath. “I met your ‘pet’ before. Or one of them. Mama filled me in on some things. Honestly I was a bit pissed she didn’t tell me sooner. But I guess none of us were looking to put the pieces together before now.” Amy leaned in, her fists balled up in her lap. The little punk vole scowling as she twitched one of her pierced ears. “I don’t have a fuck ton to say about it because I’m not that much older. But some little red panda comes waltzing in to my work out of nowhere and takes up my whole break trying to chat like we know each other because we’re ‘cousin slaves’ or something. Didn’t know when to shut up. For all I know almost got me fired. I knew he, she, they, were yours. That much was made clear. But unless I blanked on it, pretty sure the fact that you were this poor kids teacher never came up.”

“Yeah.” Tabs sighed “I don’t know why it would. I don’t know why the lil runt would go around spouting off about that in the first place. She never really seemed to see it as the fucked up blackmail it was.”

“You just come out and admit it like that?” The voice was the only one tabs really dreaded hearing. Becky Parker pulled herself up, only for Helga’s pit bull girl to push her back gently into her seat. If the others saw her with contempt, then Becky was looking at her teacher with pure undiluted rage. A hate the wolverine felt even more deeply than her own self loathing.


“Is that why you were trying to push us together? Were you making some kinda weird play for me, too? Are you the one who showed Collin all those fucked up, those weird comics?” Becky winced and shook her head. There was a bit of a blush as she said that last part. The badger digging her fingers into the recliner until it left furrows. “I’ve known Collin most of my life. He’s never been the strongest, or the toughest, or the most confident. But at the very least I figured people would see that and nobody would take advantage.”

“Yeah, well. That’s life kid.” Tabs sighed. “People are shit.”

“Damn right you’re shit!” The teen barked “So what was it? Take some naked photos of him and use em to make him do worse things? Oh, or maybe you threatened to make up some story, like him spying in the girls room. Knowing how scared he is of his parents you could probably use that to get him to do anything.”

“He brought porn to school.” Tabs noted


“Bullshit.” Becky barked “He’s not dumb enough to do that. I don’t think he even looked at porn before all this crazy kinky stuff happened!”

“Ok, calm down.” Helga cut in, raising a hand “I said you could come if you kept your cool. We need to figure all this out, not just lay into the woman.”

Whatever they’d planned, assuming the four of them had planned anything, it was clear Becky had jumped the gun. Tabs could have told them that’d happen. For as laid back and aloof as she tried to play it, the kid was hands down the most volatile student that the wolverine could recall having. Probably would have caused some injuries if she gave a fuck about sports.


The thing about Helga was always her control. She was the leader for a reason, and even now the gathered girls took her words to heart. Admittedly the only wild card there was Parker. Everyone else head learned long ago to heed the pig’s words. 


“Ok. So. Here’s how this will go down.” Helga sighed “To start with, I’m going to ask some questions. We’re going to figure out just how fucked you really are. I think it’s time we got this all out in the open.”

 “So.” The wolverine sighed as she looked over the small collection of furs now all laser focused on her. “I guess I should start by telling everyone just what happened then? Make sure you’re all on the same page?”

“Wouldn’t hurt.” Becky snarled. Her anger quickly checked by a stern glance from Helga.


The tone somehow made this all sting that much more for Tabs. She leaned back in her chair and ran a hand though the twisted birds nest of hair on her head. Her fingers almost instantly caught knots, and she winced in pain as her stupid brain continued to push long after it was clear she wasn’t fixing this without a visit to the hair salon.


“To start.” the wolverine muttered “I wasn’t lying about the porn. Caught Ka- Caught Collin with it. Apparently he’d borrowed it from Justin.” The clunky start felt somehow small when compared to what she was outlining. She took a breath and let the words flow out mechanically. “It was really fucked up. A Doujin I think they’re called. The porn manga books? Anyways, I should have just told the staff. But I didn’t want to, no. I wasn’t being responsible. Yeah I knew this would fuck them up. Plus I was pissed off that the two lil dorks were skipping my class all the damn time. I want to say I was just looking to scare them. Have some fun, fuck shit up. Maybe if someone made them do something humiliating they’d knock that shit off.”

“So my cousin, on top of my… on top of Collin.” Becky didn’t let it slip, but Tabs knew what she was going to say. ‘Boyfriend’. Or maybe girlfriend.


Tabs nodded. Even if the implication put a dagger though her heart. It was at least a dagger she deserved to feel. Something somehow justified. The first bit of penance for the hell she’d caused that actually stuck. She hated it. But she needed it.


“Yeah. I want to say I was just playing with them. At first I kinda was. But I was horny. Lonely. Tired. I haven’t tried anything in a long ass time. I mean, I went to strip clubs now and then. Even called a hooker once or twice. Expensive and boring. Couldn’t have given less of a shit about any of it. Felt like when the waitress is nice to you because that’s how she gets her tips, except the only thing you get is your rocks off and I could do that at home myself for free. And I mean, I had em over a barrel. I could do what I wanted. It felt fucking great.”

Becky’s ire only grew. So did that of the two college girls. Tabs didn’t even dare look at Helga. She’d gone over parts of this before with the pig. To say that her road-sister didn’t approve would be putting it lightly. Why hadn’t Helga just beat the shit out of Tabs and told her to knock it off before now? Only now when she was utterly fucked did her big sister come in to beat her ass and make her do the right thing. Just thinking about it had Tabs feeling dizzy. 


“So you turned them into a couple of sissies whenever you got horny. Because you knew if they tried to fight you it would fuck them up with their parents and maybe get Justin kicked out of school.” Becky sighed


“That’s pretty fucked up.” Amethyst added “Couldn’t you just go after someone your own age?”

“Couldn’t you?” Tabs hated herself even as she said it, wincing and lowering her head “Sorry.”

Helga snarled and shifted. It likely took all she had to keep from belting the wolverine at this point. Tabs cast her eyes towards the pig nervously and then back down at the floor. “I don’t know why I’m like this.” Tabs finally sighed.


Amethyst glowered, then looked at Rebecca for a moment “So at some point you moved on to having sex with those two, from what I understand. That’s certainly what the panda boy was implying. But apparently a hooker isn’t good enough because it’s not ‘emotional’. Which I guess lends the question. How did you end up fucking my girl?”

“Mistress, please.” Rebecca whimpered. The pitbull had been quiet up to this point. Even now her voice was nervous and cracking. For such a strong girl, and a former fighter, it was odd how quickly she tried to shrink away from that little encounter.


“Nah, she’s got a point.” Tabs smiled bitterly at the girl. “Honestly it was a big shock to me, too. First time I’ve been with a girl in ages. Ever since we left the road I just mainly stuck to boys. Cute boys, mind you. But the one or two times I tried dating it was with a boy.”

“But with Rebecca it was different?” Amy gripped the canine’s paw possessively “What, you think you’re actually getting feelings for my girlfriend? One of my girlfriends?” Amethyst quickly corrected herself.


The question actually drew Tabs’ eyes to Helga. The pig sat there like some bad barbarian queen pastiche from an 80s movie. Her sour face and looming posture made it feel like she’d spring out and belt Tabs in the face if she said the wrong thing at any point. Part of that was imagined, naturally. But only part. “You know why it’s hard for me, right?” She asked before casting her eyes towards Amethyst. “The thing is… she’s family. Kinda. She’s not just someone there doing some kind of job. I can, I don’t know. She’s more of a ‘person in my life’ if that makes a damn bit of sense. Even if she’s not mine. She’s more ‘real’. I mean, I know every one of those hookers and strip club boys had a real life. But that’s kinda it. It was an act. They were putting on a show to get paid. It just never did shit for me. I’m not trying to steal Rebecca from ya. I couldn’t. We all know that. But she’s way more ‘real’ to me even if I only barely know you two at this point. You’re still ‘in my life’ even if it’s just on the border of it. Fuck, this doesn’t make a damn bit of sense, does it?”

“No.” Amy snapped “It doesn’t. But honestly I don’t think I’d mind so much if I didn’t know you were a rapist.”

There it was. Just flopped out there for the whole world to see. Naked and shivering in the light. Someone else finally said it. No psycho mumbo jumbo. No stepping around it to avoid jail. No… whatever the fuck Helga had started doing ever since Tabs’ breakdown. She nodded somberly to the vole and bit her lip, letting the twenty-something lay into her.


She didn’t. They all fell quiet for a long while instead. A horrible, empty silence that only made the room feel that much more hostile. 


It was Becky who finally spoke up. The badger pulling herself to standing and walking over to the teacher. It wasn’t physically intimidating, not that she imagined that was what the girl was actively going for. But there was something deep and righteously hateful in the way her student looked at her. Something that shook Tabs to her core.


“So why did you start coming to our game sessions?” Becky shrugged it off when Helga tried to reach over and pull her back a bit. The defiant little short stack stood there. Her hair hanging like flames around her face. “You said you haven’t fucked a girl besides Rebecca. So that means you’ve kept your hands off Hui. So was I next then? Is that why you kept trying to push me and Collin?”

“That’s not it at all” Tabs snapped “I was trying to get him off of me.”

“What?” Becky blinked. “Why?”

“Because I know this shit is wrong, ok?” the wolverine pulled herself up, looking Becky square in the eye. Even towering over her as she did, the wolverine felt pathetically small. “Look, it’s stupid. My new therapist keeps giving me shit about how I missed out on a childhood and all the abuse I went though and how I’m looking for some way to get that feeling again and get a ‘do over’ and all this shit that’s clearly supposed to make me feel better. But you know what? I’m horrible. I’m a fucking monster. It took me a few times enjoying myself to realize it, and a few more times to realize a big ol part of me didn’t care. I tried to tell myself I could teach Justin how to Dom, but I don’t know jack shit about that so I’ve been asking people I know like Helga for advice. I tried to push Kathoey off on you because you’re his age and you’re better for him. Which you clearly are because you’re here now giving me shit. But every time I’m with him I feel… I feel almost ok.” SHe sobbed.  


Becky nearly stumbled back upon hearing that. The poor girl almost falling over, stopped only by Rebecca quickly leaning in to steady her. “So what? You feel bad because your childhood was fucked up. So it’s ok to try and take theirs from them? And then… what? The job you got Justin? Trying to get him to stop beating everyone up if they piss him off. Was that just, like, your way of trying to fix it?” Becky snapped. “Or do you think that helping push your sloppy seconds on to me is ok because that just means now you’ve played matchmaker and so all is forgiven? My god. If Hui knew what you were doing”

“She knows.” Tabs sighed.


Becky stopped dead in her tracks. Yet another revelation stunning her into silence.


“Yeah.” Tabs sighed Justin told her during the blizzard. She made me promise a bunch of things. I was supposed to ‘keep teaching Justin’ if I was going to do anything and, well honestly she was really bad at it. It was more her letting me know that if I fucked around too much she’d go to the school staff. By then though, well, I’d already figured out this shit was bad. Right after Christmas, actually. Poor lil Kathoey kinda lost it and broke into my house. I swear if I’d been a lil bit more loaded or tired I might have shot her.”

There was a slap. Then another. Blows rained down, slaps turning quickly to punches. Soon Amethyst and Rebecca were pulling the girl back. Becky screaming and growling though clenched teeth. Her eyes wide with flickering fury.


Tabs watched helplessly as the girl was pulled down and sat on the couch. Somewhere the wolverine was dimly aware of her ears ringing and the painful start of a swell in her muzzle. A distant pain which she was utterly detached from. The woman smiled in spite of herself. Tears already streaming down her face.


“You can’t have him.” Becky snapped. “He’s mine. You don’t deserve him.”

“You’re right.” Tabs nodded “I don’t”

There was a long pause. Everyone gathered simply looked at Tabs, and Tabs kept her eyes on the floor. She didn’t dare to really meet anyone’s gaze. Especially not Becky’s. Not like this.


“So, kid. Gonna turn me in?” The wolverine finally sighed.


Becky had calmed down by that point. She glared for a long moment, then shook her head. “I should. I want to. You deserve it. But… but that’d just fuck Collin up more. You’ve left me a broken boy and I have to help him, her, figure this shit out. If you go away, he’ll blame himself. You’ve already hurt him enough.”

It was like the girl had ripped the thoughts right out of Tabatha’s brain. The disheveled teacher smiled wearily and gave a small nod


“My friends and I are going back to doing our normal game night. You can’t come. If Collin wants to talk to you that’s one thing. I can’t stop him. But if you try to hurt him again, I’ll pull the god damn trigger.” Becky barely blurted the statement out before pulling herself up, dashing off out of the room. Rebecca pulled herself up quickly and went along behind her, leaving Amethyst and Helga with Tabs.


“How are you so god damn lucky?” Amy spat as she glared at Tabs.


Tabs herself just slumped and shook her head. She didn’t know. It felt wrong to even call it lucky. It felt more like her heart was ripped out. It was what she’d wanted. Well, no. It was what she knew needed to happen. But god damn it she couldn’t take this pain. She just wanted to have one of those attacks like on TV where the whole world went wonky and she passed out. The sullen woman cast her eyes at Helga as she always did. Hoping against hope that her only real family could somehow make it ok.


The haunted look on the pig’s face didn’t fill her with much hope.


“She’s got every right to be mad.” Helga muttered “I don’t know how you’re going to get out of this one.”

“I’m not.” Tabs muttered “Just get though it. I guess. God damn it. How am I going to explain all of this in therapy?”
Chapter 54:

Two figures stood at the edge of the clearing. One, a near white-furred otter with stark black tresses. His dark leather tunic offset a grey-blue cloak and a largely soot-tarnished breastplate with flecks of its shining silver livery still breaking though the hazed smoke stains. The man cut a sharp figure as he stood with his hand on the pommel of an ornate and well-loved long sword. His blue-and-violet mismatched eyes gazing off towards the nearby fortress.


“I tried calling for a parlay.” Alistair Blackrose muttered. The young noble held little confidence in his voice. “I knew they wouldn’t go for it. But I think they’d be more suspect if I hadn’t.”

The blue-scaled skink who stood beside him rolled her eyes in frustration. She cut a far less grim figure. Much of her body exposed save for a light set of Mithral plates serving to protect her more vital points. Even that shining silver only served to access the bright blue and red vest covering her top, and the baggy white pants with a bright red sash. Like the noble the woman had dark black hair. Though hers was tied back, showing off a small but pronounced pair of horns peeking though a red bandana. It was the wings which really sold it though. Features unmistakable, and making clear note of the teifling’s heritage.


“We still need to know what we’re getting into in there.” Faiza Mehr narrowed her eyes as she looked over the large hunk of grey stone off in the midst of the field. Trees cut down for at least half a mile in all directions. The barest hint of ballista’s and other heavy weapons sitting on the towers, threatening any airship that dared get too close. Even if the captain of the ‘Lucky Dinar’ was willing to put her ship at risk for this little operation, it’d only serve to get them into the very fight they were avoiding.


“You got a suggestion then?” Alistair asked. The dour otter offering a bit of a smile, clearly recognizing the look on her face.


“Maybe.” Faiza nodded “We’ll all have to come back at night. I think I can get us a way in.”
--------------------


“Esme?” Justin piped up


“Hmm?” The gecko girl looked up from her phone. Her body half slumped into the chair.


“Your roll.” The otter looked over the laptop lid which served as his DM Screen.


“Oh, right. What do I roll again?” The gecko mumbled


“Uh, Stealth.” The otter feeling a bit foolish to even say it.


Esme huffed in frustration and tossed her D20. “Fifteen.” She muttered as the die clattered to a stop.


“You forgot to add your bonuses.” Hui whimpered


“It’s ok.” Justin sighed “She beat the DC.”

“Are you doing ok, Esme?” Becky whimpered. The red haired badger was sat next to her friend, looking up at the distracted gecko with no small amount of concern.


Esme scowled at the question. She gave the girl a noncommittal nod and slumped back into her seat phone once again going up as she scrolled though her various social media feeds.


“Maybe it’s just that we’re doing it here again.“ Hui whined from across the table. Becky’s parents had decided to let the friends use their house for games again, provided they promised not to make a mess to the point they had last time. It was a far more lavish basement to deal with than Justin’s little half finished cave. Painted walls with wood wainscoting going up part way. Lots of nice if underused furniture, including the old dining room table the teens had adopted as the gaming table for the night. There was even food, something they had to be a bit careful of in the library.


Esme was the only one who seemed to be less comfortable than usual. Sat on her phone and barely paying attention. An unopened bag of sun chips resting on top of her character sheet.


Collin, seeming quite content with himself even if he was not able to be in ‘girl mode’ at this time, ran a finger over his spell list then glanced back at Esme. “Would it be a bad idea to chuck invisibility on her?” He asked


“If you don’t think you’ll need it later.” Justin shrugged “I mean it can’t hurt, even if she’s doing ok so far with the sneaking. You ok with that, Esme?”

The girl nodded bitterly and set her phone down. “Yeah, sure, whatever. I’ll take my invisible butt and play scout. Let’s do this.”
--------------------


It was easy to spot an airship at night. There was little chance of hiding some huge mass of hot gasses and cogwork as it loudly blustered overhead. It was all but assured to blot out any moon or starlight, making even the most blunt observer painfully aware of its presence.


Less obvious would be those who could fly under their own power. One had to either be born with such a power, or learn a very particular form of magic to pull it off.


That a rabble of adventurers seemed to have all come with the power of flight at their disposal was almost contrived in how fortunate it was. Not that all of them could really fly for any serious distance without trouble. But five figures flitting though the night on updrafts made for a far better point of entry than a giant ship roaring its way though the still night air.


Alistair landed first. The supposed leader drifting in on raven-black angel wings as the aasimar let himself drop down on to the cold stones of a parapet. Guards turned to see him. Both of them shaken from a dull stupor. They never even got a chance to loose a cry before a bolt hit the first one in the neck. Faiza not missing a beat as she swooped down from where she had been hovering and ran her rapier though the other guard. A soft tink of metal on stone as the blade went though the mans neck being the only sound to crack the night.


“That a good enough distraction?” Alistair snorted. Much to the ire of the airship pirate.


“You didn’t have to do that.” Valaria hissed. The purple-scaled dragon born was far less quiet about her landing. Her armor was the heaviest of them all, and indeed her build far heavier than the other four. 


“We did, Dame Pendragon. You know it as well as I do.” As always the exiled Lord Blackrose was nothing but cordial to his fellow Noble. That the white-armored paladin met the young man’s words with utter contempt was likewise to be expected of them. Even as she withdrew the ornate black and gold maul tied to her hip and readied her kite shield.


“I still wish you’d have let me talk to them.” The woman sighed. “You may be disgraced, Lord Blackrose. But my family still has some pull out here.”

“When I snuck in earlier, I wasn’t able to get that far into the castle. Even with Pim’s spell.” Faiza laughed bitterly as she looked down at her hand, thankful as could be that it wasn’t just some hazy clear outline flickering in and out of her vision.


“How was I supposed to know they had Owlbears?”  The voice belonged to Pim. The once innocent and capricious fairy still adorned in what was once his bright and cheerful carnival worker outfit. Though now the dyed leather had stained itself with soot and blood. It gave him an almost demented look, not helped by the now half-vampire’s twisted childlike behavior. He flitted down and sat on the paladin’s shoulder, shrunk to a size where he could easily remain without adding any real weight to her.


Another near insect-like figure followed. This one adorned in a heavily sewn and resewn uniform of some distant school. Talk of ‘Strixhaven’ and ‘Silverquill’. Both terms that meant little to the others. The more respectable looking fairy mirrored the other by landing on Lord Blackrose’s shoulder. Her own shrinking spell having apparently been cast earlier due to how utterly exhausted she seemed to be.


“So what’s the plan?” Tiss asked. “If they have the noble ladies hostage then we can’t just dash in there. They may hurt them.”

“That’s why we couldn’t let Valaria try her diplomacy. They’d deny everything then move the captives as quickly as they could. They probably have secret tunnels out of here too.”

“You think the rumors are true?” Valaria sighed.


“Positive.” Pim nodded “The good captain here saw the proof, even if she couldn’t get close enough to talk to those girls. There aren’t really that many good reasons to have girls in fine dresses locked up in a cage in your basement.”

“Maybe not where ‘you’ come from.” Tiss snarked. The fairy then falling silent as her jade-colored wings flapped despondently. Four sets of angry eyes gazing at her. “What. I say something wrong?”

“Let’s just do this.” Alistair muttered “Quick and quiet as we can. Remember, everyone here probably knows about what’s going on. Don’t hesitate. They won’t. Once the captives are safe, then Valaria can worry about diplomacy or demanding surrender.”

With that the aasimar man held out his hand. Dark black flames erupting into the space before his hand. The long, broad black-blued form of the great sword ‘Ravenchild’ springing into being between his hands. The dark blade offering him comfort as he sent a beam-slash though the heavy oak door leading in to the stairway, and into the keep.

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


“Annnd that’s pizza” Justin looked down at his phone. The Jets driver having apparently arrived. The otter pulled himself out of the DM seat at the head of the table and pushed his back until every joint popped. 



“Took em long enough.” Becky grumbled.


“You live out in the woods.” Justin snickered “You really think the poor drivers get a decent GPS read out here?”

The two cousins snapped at each other as they made their way upstairs. Hui giggling a bit as she poked at her brother. “Those two are way more alike than they want to admit, huh?” She snickered


“I guess.” Collin muttered “Becky seems… real different lately.”

“You mean since you two started dating?” Esme muttered


Collin blinked and glanced up at the gecko. The boy’s dark hair shifting in waves as he shook his head frantically. “It’s not dating. Not really. I mean ok maybe it is but, it’s to like a ‘date’ date.”

“Why not?” by now Esme had put her phone down and was leaning in, looking Collin square in the eye “Let’s face it. You like her. Especially now that she’s acting all bossy and weird. You’re kinda acting like Hui used to around Justin before she did the bullshit anime ‘confess your feelings’ thing.”

Collin actually blushed at that and turned away. His nose wrinkling bitterly, his ears folding down and his whole body tensing. He grabbed up Esme’s chip bag and popped it open, stuffing a few defiantly in his mouth as if that would somehow grant a measure of revenge for the comment. Never mid that she’d gotten it from the Parker family pantry along with most of the other snacks they’d pilfered.


“Well I think it’s cute.” Hui huffed “And kind of romantic, too.”

“You would.” Esme grumbled. “If it’s in an anime you eat it up. I swear you are just the biggest weeb.”

“That’s not fair.” Hui snapped ‘I like other things too.”

“Yeah, like Cal-arts.” Collin snickered, earning him a light but rather loud punch on the arm.


Esme simply rolled her eyes and slumped herself down on the table. A few loose strands of hair falling from her hijab and bobbing between her eyes. She tried to twist and blow at the hair to get it out of place, but didn’t bother taking the time to actually reach up and fix it. Instead simply resigning herself to another minor annoyance.


“Well, so long as you two don’t get in to any of the really horrible tropes I guess it’s not that bad. I swear though, the second you two start having some kind of ‘onii-chan’ complex, I’m out.”

Both siblings blushed furiously at mention of that. They glanced awkwardly at each other almost in unison, shaking their heads frantically before quickly turning away. Collin going to his phone while Hui picked up her character sheet as if she needed to study it for something.


“Lah, lah… lah lah lah” Esme stammered dumbly. Her eyes went wide as she gazed at the two siblings. There were only a few reasons for this level of discomfort, and at that moment Esme realized she didn’t want to know any of them.


Instead she just shoved her head into the crooks of her arms and waited to hear the other two return. That way she could space out for the rest of the session and go home.

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

 

The guards and Owlbears were expected. The Chain Devil was not. The party had already bloodied itself hammering its way down into the depths of the keep. Stealth had been the watchword early on. But all of that fell apart once Pim had tried and failed to get the guard captain to lead his men out of the front door and away from the mess hall stairs. Stairs that should take them down to the dungeon.


Now the mess hall was a bloodbath, and troops were rallying up from both sides. Tiss had used the narrow stairs down to her advantage, casting a resilient magical sphere of biting poetry and scathing insult. The flickering letters of black and white swirled around this orb and blocked any passage or missile in or out. It was a temporary solution, though, and it meant that she would be unable to aid in the fight as much as she should have.


“Right now the only thing keeping them out is the arch being too small.” Tiss shouted out. Her hands already trembling as she concentrated on the long and twisting string of poetry which kept the spell intact.


“I doubt you’ll make it that long.” Lady Devidia hissed. The lady of this keep had shattered all pretense now. Looking at the gathered throng I mild amusement. She held a small crystal, the thing she’d used to unleash the chain devil on them. All while the silk clad mink leaned against the cell wall where, though the bars, the captive noble girls could be seen cowering in the back corner.


“I promised my friend here a good time, should he ensure the safety of my little bargaining chips. Honestly I suppose I should have expected the house of Pendragon to interfere. But to be united with a Blackrose? My, what court intrigue is this?”

“You think politics would stand in the way of what’s right?” Valaria spat


“That you think there is a clear cut ‘right’ and ‘wrong’ shows just how naïve you are, child.” the mink’s voluptuous form twisted and writhed against the bars as she held up a hand, the tips of her fingers glowing. Small beams of twisted backlight shot from them, dashing themselves on the Dragonborn’s shield.


“Oh boy, you did it now, lady.” Pim giggled as he flitted off of the purple dragon kin’s shoulder. The fairy flitting behind the armored figure.


Alistair’s blade crackled with the dark energy of the Raven Queen while Faiza flicked and twisted her shining rapier in her hand. All three front line fighters bracing as the devilish monster of chains and stringy muscle waved his hands sending out hooked and barbed lengths of metal to strike at his foes.

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


“Roll initiative.” Justin cackled. 


The gathered teens all groaned in frustration. All except Esme, her head currently down on the table.


“Come on.” Collin snapped “how is that fair?”

The otter behind the improvised DM screen shrugged and made a token attempt to hide his gleeful smirk “I don’t remember saying anything about fair.” He murred “If you’re looking to get though this without just being murder hobos then you either need to sneak or be diplomatic. First two have been failing pretty hard this session. So now its stabby time.”

“It’s not our fault the stealth thing doesn’t work.” Collin protested “I cast invisibility on our sneaky character. To get thrown into the meat grinder?”

“Oh, so it’s my fault?” Esme huffed


Collin snarled a bit and leaned in, nodding defiantly. “You are the one who’s usually good at this whole subterfuge thing. Instead you’re sleepwalking this whole session.”

“I’m still trying to catch back up.” Esme’s reply was noncommittal to say the least. She looked around the table and then let a cruel smile cross her own lips. “Maybe you should just hide behind the paladin. I mean that way you get to cozy up to Bekcy some more. Right?”

“Jeeze.” Hui whimpered “What’s gotten into you today, Esme?”

“What’s gotten in to me?” The gecko girl pulled herself up to her full height. Towering over the short red panda as she loomed against the table. “What do you think has gotten in to me. You. All of you. Every damn day. We finally start doing this again and the whole session is just you fawning over your ‘Master’ and your bother cozying up to Becky and probably wishing he was back in drag.”

“Now wait a second.” Becky snapped “that’s not”

“What?” Esme gestured towards Becky. “Fair? Reasonable? Oh, you always have to be the reasonable one, huh? Always have to be calm and collected and act like you’re not just another crazy fucking creep. Little miss responsible. Unless it comes down to doing the things you say you’ll do. Or is it just with me? Because I’m not a boy dressed up like a girl.”

“Now wait a second.” Justin pulled himself up and glared at the out-of-control reptile “That’s way over a ton of lines. The hell did any of us do to you?”

“I… you… that… Lah Allah you don’t even know do you?” For a moment Esme could feel herself tensing up. She was only dimly aware that she was trying to flip the table. It didn’t budge. Stupid old oak antiques. Instead she backhanded whatever was on the table in front of her, mostly her own things. Dice and paper scattering everywhere, along with the bag of chips all but exploding all over the floor. 


“Screw this, and screw all of you!” The girl shouted.


Esme stomped her way into the guest room, slamming the door shut behind her. The heavy thud of hard wood on hard wood shot a reverberating clang though the whole basement. A vibration which shook her to her tailtip.


She could feel the tears forming even as she hammered her fingers against the door knob struggling to get the simple latch to close. Locking herself in even as the knocking started.


Everything grew rather fuzzy after that. The gecko collapsed face first on to the bed. Her hair falling to one side and nearly pulling her hijab undone. She didn’t care enough to fix it. She didn’t care enough to deal with any of this. She simply sobbed softly into the unnervingly clean blanket in the hopes of somehow wringing all of these feelings out of her chest.


Outside she could still hear the commotion. Arguing. Fighting. Concern. At one point one of the dumb boys insisted he could pick the lock. That turned into another fight. After a while Esme found herself crawling further into the guest bed so that she could pull the pillow over her head Only her snoot poking out, the pillow itself used to help drown out the sounds while her body lay there in trembling emotional agony.


Eventually the commotion died down. Deep slow breaths killed her quiet sobbing, and Esme could hear the others walking away from the door. It wasn’t clear how long it was. She’d forgotten her phone out there, and the cheap old alarm clock sitting by the guest bed kept blinking twelve. After a while she heard a small metallic tink from the knob. The door opened slowly and a figure loomed in. Esme dared to turn herself enough to see. Hui stood there, crouched in the doorway, carefully trying to slip a plate with pizza in without opening the door too wide.


“Ope, Sorry.” Hui whimpered as she started to pull out


“No, I…” Esme sighed. “You guys saved me some?”

“Yeah. There’s more, too. In case you’re still hungry after this.” The red panda girl set a can of sprite down by the plate. She started to pull back, only to stop and linger. The obvious desire to come in clear on her face.


Esme sighed bitterly and shifted around in the bed, gesturing for her friend to come in. Slowly she twisted herself around to lean against the headboard, gripping one of the pillows tight to her chest.


“Y-you wanna talk about what happened?” Hui whimpered fearfully. She walked towards the bed like someone seeking to pull a wounded animal out of a trap. As if her friend would rip her hand off with the wrong gesture.


If Esme was honest with herself, that’s about how it felt at the moment. Ashamed of it as she was.


“I don’t think I really can.” The gekco girl muttered. She pushed her face into the pillow and bit back a fresh sob. Her long toes cured in on themselves as she tried to compress her body down into a ball and drive away all of the bad feelings.


“I mea, you’re clearly mad. I don’t know why, but even I can tell that.” Hui whimpered softly “If I said something wrong I’m really sorry about it.”

“You didn’t say something wrong.” Esme’s voice was a thin sheet of glass. Her breaths still coming snail-slow.


“Was it Chen? I mean I know he can be kind of-”

“It wasn’t him.” Esme snapped. She instantly regretted it, shrinking back once more. “it wasn’t him, or you, or Becky. It wasn’t even Justin. It was… It was all of you guys, ok?” The bitterness felt good. Some small part of Esme hoping it hurt. A thought she detested. A thought she knew was wrong. Something that almost gave her a bit of vengeful satisfaction seeing how much it did in fact seem to wound her friend. Yet even then the feelings quickly began to fade.


“It was bad enough when you started hanging out with that dork.” She finally muttered. The gecko pulling her long bundle of hair around to one side as it once again tugged uncomfortably at her hijab. “I know you liked him. I mean, I could do without knowing all the creepy sex stuff you guys talk about. But like, I figured it was a phase you had to go though. I figured you’d still have time for me. Then you invited me to do a D&D thing and I thought great. You said it was just like ‘Stranger things’. I figured it’d be fun. We’d all still get to hang out.”

“You don’t like the game?” Hui whined.


Esme snorted and shook her head “That’s not it. I mean it’s stupid, and it’s corny. But playing the game itself is kind of a nice way to keep brushed up on my acting chops when I don’t have a play to focus on. Plus it was time with you and Becky. Something I really missed since you kept spending all your free time with ‘him’. So it was usually just me and Becky hanging out all the time while you were off doing… whatever it is you guys do.”

‘Whatever they did’ was a subject Esme knew too much about, frankly. Sex on its own often made her feel confused and uncomfortable. But the kinds of things her friend did. Friends, she should say. She looked at the partially opened door and the food laying on the floor. Her body shifting ever so slightly as if she could simply lean over and see the other three teens out there. “I’m tired of it, Hui. I really am. For most of the year Becky’s been flaking on me, too. Now I find out that she’s got a thing for your brother. Except he doesn’t want to be your brother. Which is even more confusing, and scary, and just… “ She whimpered and bit her lip “I’m not homophobic, ok? I know that’s the stereotype. I know I’m supposed to be repulsed because that’s what my religion says even though it says the same thing in Christianity and most people don’t bat an eye when a Christian accepts gay people.”

Even as she said it Esme paused, laughing bitterly to herself. Technically that was true in bigger areas. More built up ones. But out here she knew deep down that there were plenty of Christians who felt that way. It wasn’t her, though. That’s what she kept telling herself. Even if it all just felt so wrong. So bad.


Hui scooted a bit closer and shifted to look her friend in the eyes as best she could. It wasn’t easy. The poor girl almost looked like she was breaking her spine just to twist at the right angle. It would have been even worse without the height difference.


“I know Chen’s change is… new. And it’s confusing. I don’t think he really realizes not everyone around us is comfy with Kathy.”

“There is no ‘Kathy’!” Esme snapped “That’s the problem. It’s just Collin in a dress. And yet he seems to care about it way more than you or Becky!”

There was a long pause between the two. The confused wah just gazing up at her taller friend. A bit of actual pain showing on her face now. Esme looked into those amber eyes and sighed. Her whole body collapsing against the headboard.


“When Collin, Kathy’, butted in for our shopping trip, it was really annoying. But it was also the first time I felt like I was out with other, you know, girls. It’s always been the three of us. You, me and Becky. We’ve always been close. We’ve always been the nerdy kids in class, too. Except you guys never learned when to stop. Becky is just an obsessive tomboy who couldn’t be asked to fix her hair or put on a skirt to save her life. You’re a bit better, but it’s always some fucking costume. This and this character from some video game or anime or comic book. Its never enough to just fid something cute and put it on. Or to put on makeup because it makes you feel pretty. The first time I felt like I was with a normal girl in my whole damn life and it was your idiot brother in drag.”

That may have been offensive. It may have hurt. Esme should care. She didn’t. She cold feel the pillow squished to near uselessness against her. The poor girl dimly aware of her arms trembling. Esme just barely licked her lips and realized how parched she was. She gazed at the pop can for a long moment, and then turned her attention to Hui. The unnerved look on her friends face telling Esme just how much damage this was all doing.


“She asked him to prom, you know.” Esme sighed. “Becky, I mean. She told me when it happened. I think she expects me to feel happy for her. We already know Justin is taking you. Meanwhile I don’t think I’ll even get to go to our senior prom when we have it. I’ll just get to sit at home, probably listening to my Abba try to cheer me up. Talk to me about how silly it is to romanticize one party when you’re still in high school. Except it’s not one party. It’s every party. I don’t get to go to parties. I don’t get to be a ‘girl’. I get to come over here, or go to Justin’s house, or the Library. I get to sit there and play pretend and eat pizza while the four of you try to hide your little pervert games. And the worst part is that I ‘missed’ it. When you started replacing some of the games with the Shadowrun one. All so you could let some teacher join in. Because, what? Because she helped Justin get a job and doesn’t have any friends her own age?”

The quiet only grew. The two girls looked at each other for a long time. Finally Esme couldn’t take it any more, casting her eyes aside and growling “Well? Aren’t you going to say something? Aren’t you going to get mad? Are you really just that much of a doormat?!”

A hug. It was the one thing Esme didn’t imagine would happen. She hated it. She bristled at the genuine affection as Hui wrapped her arms around the gecko girl and pushed against her back. She cursed herself for actually drinking in the sensation of care from another person and let the feeling soak into her touch-starved brain.


The two were there for god only knew how long. Esme didn‘t move to return the hug. She didn‘t move at all. Her whole body just shook as she tried to calm down and get her feelings in check. A big part of Esme hoped that the months of stress would finally be lifted. That she‘d at least feel better if nothing else after putting that all out in the open. It didn’t, and she didn‘t know why.


“I guess I should go out there.” Esme finally sighed “I‘m keeping the game up.”

“You can wait if you want. We started up some Munhckin. We didn‘t want to go on without you.”

Esme opened her mouth to say something snide, then sighed and slumped once more. “I actually don‘t think I‘d mind a bit of Munchkin.” She muttered “Come on, let‘s go.”
Chapter 55:

Collin leaned against the wall by the bathroom and hammered his foot down with frantic tapping. The boy listened for the shower. He could almost see in his minds eye the path traced from the shower itself over to the sink, Trying like hell to plot out the seconds it would take for his little sister to get dried off  “Come on, hurry up already.” The older red panda muttered. “It’s been half an hour already!”

“I’m still working on it.” Hui grumbled from behind the thin door. 


“How is this taking so looooong.” Collin groaned


“I gotta look good for my date!” Hui sighed, her voice muted heavily by the door. “It’s White Day. Justin is taking me out somewhere special.”

The boy hammered his back against the door frame and fidgeted impatiently. “This isn’t Japan, Hui. It’s not even Asia. We’re in Michigan. Nobody does White Day in Michigan.”

“Weren’t you going to hang out with Becky tonight?” Hui teased.


“Yeah but not for White Day.” The frustration in Collin’s voice growing. “Look, just let me in. I don’t have the time to argue!”

“If you gotta pee why don’t you go do it in our parents’ bathroom?” Hui still grumbling from behind the door.


“I don’t have to pee. I have to shower. Ok now I also have to pee.” Collin sighed “Can’t you just dry off and do the rest in your room?”

A long pause. Then the door lock popped as Hui pulled it open. The dripping-wet girl standing there wrapped in an overly large towel tucked against her modest chest. She scowled up at her brother. The trademark braids she usually wore were one solid sheet of shiny wet headfur draping down her back while what passed for her bangs hung down low right in her eyeline, almost covering both amber orbs.


“There. See?” Hui grumbled “Still getting cleaned up. Happy now? I‘m not dry, so I can’t go out. Which means you can‘t come in.”

The older sibling pushed past her without so much as a word. Collin’s tail batting at the mop of hair as he passed by. “That looks better on ya, sis. Can’t see your face as much.” He instantly yanked his shirt off and pulled the shower curtain over to make sure water wouldn’t splash everywhere. All noises of protests were utterly ignored as he shoved a paw under the water and waited to see if it would remain hot.


“What are you doing?” Hui yelped


“Like I said, you should head into your room.” Collin scoffed. “You got a mirror in there, right?”

“I’m still wet.” Hui huffed


Collin shrugged as he started to undo his cargo pants, stripping down to his underwear and scowling back defiantly at her.


Hui picked up on the unspoken challenge at once. Instead turning to the mirror and beginning to work some fur conditioner into her face fur with a fine metal comb. Slowly scraping shed out and tossing the bits of wet fur out into the trash.


“Do you even know what you’re doing? I can show you how to put on your makeup right if you really want.” Collin muttered, sitting down on the lid of the toilet.


“I thought you were gonna take a shower” Hui sassed at her brother.


Collin shrugged and leaned back a bit. “I think you used up the hot water.” He muttered. A lie, though given a few moments it may not be. Hui had been in there far too long already. “Plus I have to pee like I said.”

“And like I said” Hui growled “Our parents have a free bathroom and aren’t home. I don’t think they’ll mind you showering in there.


“I’m going to shower in here.” Collin muttered defiantly “And I’m going to pee in here, too.”

“Then do it.” Hui huffed again as she looked at her array of makeup. A bit of it more gothy, things she’d gotten from places like hot topic or special occasion sets ordered from Japan and based on some of her favorite games and anime. Some of it… well much of it she didn’t know where she’d gotten it. Bits and bobs of last minute cosplay stuff or things for one of Becky’s little home movies. She pulled the cap off of a soft lavender lipstick to get the feel of it just as she heard a familiar thunk. The girl nervously cast her eyes towards the toilet, and then looked back at the mirror bristling hard. “What are you doing?” She yelped.


“I told you I gotta pee.” Collin muttered. A small hint of triumph in his voice.


Hui tried like hell not to look. She hummed louder to drown out the sound. Collin laughed awkwardly. The older Sang was trying far too hard to present himself as cool and collected. It did not come across. The boy instead shifting and shuffling where he sat.


Both were mostly quiet, even as Collin flushed


“Why did you do that?” Hui finally barked softly once all of the noises had died down and she dared herself to give her brother a glance


“Why did I… oh crap. The water.” Collin reached out to put his paw I  the shower stream and test it. A split second later he pulled it back out and yelped, thrusting the thing under his arm and dancing around.


The sight was more than Hui could ignore at that point. She giggled and wrinkled her nose, squeaking a bit as Collin flashed his rump inadvertently while trying to shake the pain out of his hand. Paws clapped over her face, but she still managed to spread her fingers and gaze down at the ugly old mosaic of tile to see the slender legs and her brothers cutely-round lil butt bouncing from side to side.


“Are you… plugged?” The girl finally managed to get out


Collin stopped, turned to look at her and then quickly sat back down. It may have been the lack of glasses and her crossed eyes playing tricks but Hui could swear he showed no real discomfort at the act.


She shot her eyes back to the mirror and blushed hard. Collin whimpering as he gazed at the now steaming shower. Neither one seeming uncomfortable enough to give ground. Even as Collin would steal glances at his sisters uncovered legs or watch her tail poke and lift at the towel while she tried to fiddle with the makeup sans glasses. Even with Hui occasionally watching her sissy brother fidget and squirm rubbing that soft girly body.


The two were quiet for quite a while. Every once in a while catching each others glances and looking away. But each time glancing back again. Growing that much more uncomfortable in ways they both did and did not wish to fully mention.


“I read some of those books you threw at me.” Collin muttered.


“Don’t you mean threw at Kathy?” the sharpness in her tone surprising the young woman


Collin wrinkled his nose and balked. The wah boy pulling his knees up to his chest. The whole act making him look even more girly. “You know what I mean.” He muttered. It’s not like it’s DID or something. It’s not like Odetta and Detta. I know she’s there. She’s just different.”

“Well I didn’t think it was an actual one-to-one analogy.” Hui huffed “For one thing you aren’t trying to bash Justin’s head in when you’re ‘her’. Pretty sure if ‘Kathoey’ hated euro-furs she’d go crazy in a town like this.”

“Could be worse.” Collin shrugged “Go far enough up 94 and everyone’s be Dutch. God damn, Freaky deaky dutch.”

“Was that… was that a Goldmember reference?” Hui yipped


“It caught it streaming last night.” Collin sighed “Look I’m trying to be serious here. I thin I’m getting what you’re trying to tell me. I think it’s all kinda trite. But I get it.”

“How far in are you?” She asked cautiously.


“Just finished Drawing of the Tree.” Collin nodded


“Song of Susannah.” Hui sighed “There’s a lot more before the whole point will be clear.”

Collin rolled his eyes but gave her a noncommittal nod. His fidgeting only got worse as time went on, and the glances only grew a bit longer. The poor boy fiddled with his caged member now and then. Huffing and whimpering while he waited for the shower to cool down. Not that he seemed too keen on dipping his poor paw back into that hellscape again.


“Are you checking me out?” Hui finally muttered. Her squirming under her big brother’s gaze now reaching critical mass.


“No. I, kinda. I told you I wasn’t going to get out. You could do that in your room if you want.” The older teen huffed. “B-besides. I’m just, I kinda have a lot going on in my mind. Ok?”

“No reason to make it weird.” Hui muttered


“I think we both know who made it weird in the first place.” Collin snapped “And you’re going out with him tonight.”

Even mentioning that one rather unexpected afternoon drew a near identical whine from both siblings. Neither one seemed particularly keen on pushing the button further. Yet by now they simply couldn’t keep their eyes off of each other. The idea was thick in the air. Choking in its omnipresence.


Only after another long pause did Hui realize part of that was simply steam, and she quickly flicked on the exhaust fan.


“I didn’t hate it.” Hui admitted finally. “I mean it was… odd. But you were kinda cute being played with. And it was, I mean…”

“You’re a perv.” Collin scoffed


“You were doing it too!” Hui snapped back


Collin’s blush only grew as he pulled himself further into the little ball of fluff. His chest heaving in gasps of air now as he tried to keep himself from showing the same nervous agitation as his sister. “Look, sis. You’re the one who was with the perv first. I mean, you talk about me being like Detta and joke about the Euro-fur thing. I hear the kind of dirty talk you and he get up to sometimes you know. Some of that stuff is pretty racist, among other things.”

“I-” The girl’s blush grew harder. The streaks in her otherwise white cheek fur standing out like raw black pars against the pink undercoat of her flesh. She stamped the floor defiantly and gazed at him, eyes narrowed “It’s just something I like for degradation, ok? It’s not like I actually buy any of that crap. Or predplay. Or any of the other stuff we talk about.”

“But you don’t mind it if he makes us fuck, right?” the words slipping out before Collin could process them. The boy quickly slapping both paws over his muzzle as he looked up at her in horror.


The younger sibling shook her head a bit. For as flustered as she had been to this point it seemed that comment had gotten her resolve up a bit. “I, we all consented. We all can consent. It probably wasn’t the best idea, no. It was kinda fucked up but, but it was hot. So who cares? It was hot and nobody was hurt. That’s all that matters. You just have to be aware of all that. I mean, you never said the safe word.”

“It was two words.” Collin sneered pedantically “A-and you didn’t either.”

“I didn’t want it to stop.”

There it was. Out in the open. Collin gazed up at the girl standing there. Gazed at his little brat of a sister for the longest time. They’d both been playing chicken. He knew that. Or thought he did. But now?


The boy slumped his face into his knees and sighed. Every barb and verbal weapon he had lay scattered about on the floor. Driven to defeat in a way he never had been by any of the taunting attacks he’d gotten in his long years of being an older brother. 


“You realize how fucked up this all is, right Hui?” Collin sighed.


“A lot of things are, Chen.” She nodded “But if you’re really that uncomfortable next time someone suggests something, you should use a safe word. That’s why they are there. I know he wasn’t looking to make you sad. It just kinda, happened. I mean it’s probably been a while for both of you since…” She fell silent. The raw pain suddenly gouged into his face by the comment killed wherever the words had been leading them. Collin quickly pushed himself into the far end of the shower. The fragile boy doing his best to bite back on the pain of the still-too-hot water as he pulled the curtain shut.


Hui gathered her things and made her way out of the bathroom. She could get ready for her date in her own room.

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


The one thing that Justin loved about dating a nerdy lil Otaku Weeb, aside form everything else, was how easy it was to plan a romance. Sure he could flail around with his own stupid little ideas. Spend hour upon hour trying to find something he knew she’d like and then trying to figure out if she already owned it. All to end up doing something stupid at the goal line because he wasn’t smart enough to know when to stop.


Or he could just rewatch the White Day scene from Persona 5 and broadly copy that.


Was it lazy and scummy? Maybe. But it was also utterly foolproof. That meant he was at least half sure he wouldn’t fuck it up too badly.


It was a simple template to boot. The two sat in a small corner booth of some bistro. A nice enough place that it needed reservations. Justin wore a button-up shirt and a Celtic knot pendant. His hair combed into something presentable. His dad had gone though it with product to make sure it looked nice. Not that he could tell, but some of it stuck up and presumably that helped. He was clean. Hosed down with halfway decent scent that again his parents had picked out. 


“It all felt oddly good. Damn good, in fact. Not the least because of Hui. 


Sure, Justin looked like he was actually capable of bathing and grooming himself properly for once. By contrast, his beloved looked absolutely gorgeous. The girl’s normally braided hair held back behind her in a simple silver clasp that kept the flowing locks at their full length. Slender frame held in a deep purple sleeveless top, pleated skirt and stripy knee socks going down to big chunky boots. Even the makeup, something she never really did, seemed to stand out a bit. The purple of her lipstick in particular seeming to match her dress and strike quite the image.


“Sorry I didn’t have anything more exciting planned.” Justin sighed


“Like what?” Hui giggled. The girl’s nose wrinkling in amusement as she scooted a bit closer to him. Her head resting on his shoulder. Those amber eyes gazing up at him over the rims of her glasses.


“I donno.” the boy shrugged. “I just always feel like I could do better for ya I guess. Not that this place seems bad. Food looks good too.”

“Master getting some plate envy looking at the other tables?” Hui teased as she scooted herself in a bit closer. Her warmth radiating into him.


If he could have, Justin would have soaked up every ounce of that warmth. Drank in her presence forever. Basked in being with her as much as anyone ever could. They were stupid thoughts. Cheesy, corny, pathetic. But it was the truth, and he let himself smile in spite of his cringe inner self.


“I do ok with the flowers?” Justin half cooed as he reached up and ran a hand along her cheek. The otter was rewarded with a lip bite and dopey ‘mmhmm’ from his girlfriend. His rudder twitching awkwardly in the seat groove as he tried to contain his absolute elation at her mere touch.


“Why are you always so worried, Master? I told you. You don’t have to ‘win’ me. I’m yours.” There was a bit of sternness in Hui’s playful chiding. The girl leaned her head in a bit more to show off her collar. A silent affirmation of their connection.


Justin looked at the cheap leather strap and sighed to himself. He kissed the side of her head and slipped an arm around her middle. The boy twitching just a touch. “I just want this to be special. You deserve it after all. I still feel lucky to have you, Hui. I get to feel that, you know. I’m allowed.”

“I still don’t get why, Master” she cooed, kissing his cheek “But that part I don’t mind. I mean you did go to the trouble of taking me out for White Day after all.”

“It’s how you wanted to play this.” He shrugged “Plus it’s cute. You have all the quirks. Like, more than twenty. So much quirky.” The boy rolled his eyes at his own joke and flipped the menu open. Both of them able to read off of a single one thanks to being cuddled tight. 


The evening passed in a slow haze of joy. Justin was unable to hide the flowers he’d gotten for Hui in his small car, but he was still able to keep his other gift in his jacket pocket until he was ready to spring it on her. Hui, for her part, spent a few moments admiring the object she’d been given. An Alexandrite ring. Her birth stone. Set in a silver band with some elaborate looking Celtic knot work on its upper half. It wasn’t particularly big or expensive, but it was hers all the same.


“Master” she half whispered as the two stacked their plates to the side of the table. The remaining dinner placed in to-go containers and the desert still having yet to arrive. “You know I love you, right?”

Justin stiffened a moment. He looked down at her face, horrified at the words but relaxing when he noticed her more placid expression. “This isn’t a breakup thing, right?” he half muttered


“Of course not!” she whined “I just, well, I know we’ve talked about a lot of things we might do some day. Being poly or semi-open. We’ve talked about a lot of other things too. We’ve ‘done’ a lot of things. I mean, your training and such. And that thing with, well” she blushed and looked away “the thing in your basement.”

Justin blushed hard at that and glanced off to the side as well. To say he hadn’t thought about it would be a lie. Though it felt quite odd bringing it up at the moment.


“I just wanted to say.” Hui sighed “I wanted to say that I hope you know I love you. Like really love you. I know we’re young and it probably sounds stupid. I worry a lot that I just sound like I’m using you to live out all my dumb anime fan girl dreams. Even the really messed up ones. But… I love you. And I love you even when we aren’t doing all the kinky things. Or being super geeky. I love you when we’re just able to be us. I love you.”

The otter felt a few tears running down his cheek, though god only knew why. He looked down at his little love and noticed the same. Gently he moved the back of his paw to brush them away as he smiled down at her. “I know that. I mean I have to remind myself all the time because it still feels like a dream. But I do ‘know’ it” he nodded


The wah kissed his knuckle and nuzzled against it gently. “I just want to say it. I know things won’t always be perfect. I don’t know how everything is going to work out for us. But I pray. I pray every night. I thank God I have you, and I” She bit back a sob “I want you to know just what things like this mean to me. What ‘you’ mean to me.”

A soft hand guided her face up. The couple locked in a tender kiss. Justin enfolding himself around Hui as the two simply basked in the love they shared and let the whole world fade around them.

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


Being without guns was a fresh kind of awkward. As a teacher Tabs had heard both sides of the argument talked to death at her. From parents who seemingly wanted her to open-carry her Beretta to class to those pointing at statistics on how a gun in the home made injury far more likely and did nothing to dissuade thieves.


Factually, the latter were correct. Pragmatically, she’d spent too much time living a life which did need a gun and she felt naked without it.


So it was that when she heard a noise in her living room, Tabs had to scramble in order to find something that would work as a weapon. Unfortunately her knives had been taken as well, and she doubted the blister pack of meds her doctor had given her to try would help much if she had to ram them down some assailant’s throat.


The lights flicked on, and Tabs winced. Her paw trembling as she looked down at the figure laying reclined on her couch. A freshly pampered and cute looking wah boy, splayed out in one of her dirty Tee shirts and she hoped something on under it. Laying in what the geeky teen probably thought was a ‘seductive’ pose. Looking up at her while showing off his rump  and the mound it made in the fabric.


“Hello, Mistress” He purred seductively


“Oh Jesus Christ, this again.” Tabs narrowed her eyes and stomped over to the boy. Her eyes narrowed to shimmering little pinpricks of frustration. A paw moving to the wah’s shoulder, slowly pulling him up to a sitting position as she glared down at those soft brown eyes.


“You don’t sound happy to see me.” He giggled “Here I thought I was going to be a fun surprise.”

“Do I look like I’m in the mood for a ‘surprise’? Tabs snarled


“Well, you don’t have a gun on me this time.” Collin smiled sheepishly and whimpered. Looking up at his Mistress with a beaming smile.


“Are you hearing yourself talk?” the wolverine sighed “No, no you are. Of course you are. God damn kid. That should have had you scared shitless.”

“Is that why you haven’t had me back over, Mistress?” Collin cooed “Because I forgive you for all of that. It was me being dumb.”

“Forgi- I don’t forgive me. But it wasn’t just you ‘being dumb’. You broke into my house because I left you on read. Unread. Whatever the fuck you kids say. You’re smart. Smarter than me. I know you understand why that is beyond fucked up. Never mind the idea of just breaking in here again.”

Collin shrugged and giggled his girlest giggle. “Back door was open. Besides. I knew you weren’t going to listen to me any other way.”

“That is psychotic.” Tabs growled


“So is cheating.” Collin huffed, the boy shifting his weight around on the couch. “But you’re the Mistress. I shouldn’t get to criticize you for that, right? After all it’s only cheating when I do it.”

“It wasn’t cheating.” Tabs clarified “Even with what we had it wasn’t cheating, but then you started to go all ‘Single Mink Female’ on me like you’re doing now.” She watched his face and winced at the realization that the reference went right over his head. She did though. She finally had to do it. They finally had to talk.


Tabs dragged herself to her recliner and let the full weight of her body hammer down on it. Some of the wood clearly cracking under the weight, not that she seemed to pay it any mind. She waited for Collin to sit down on the couch. Not the stern playfulness of a Mistress. Her gaze simply dark and tired.


In spite of the excitement and determination before that point, Collin felt fear growing in his gut as he sat down. One leg crossed and hands folded in front of him. The very image of a docile and studious young man. The growing fear on his face almost made him look innocent.


“I was hoping you’d figure it out.” Tabs muttered.


“I got that you don’t want me.” Collin’s tone surprisingly level and matter-of-fact “I don’t know what I did that was so wrong. But I’m not going to give up without a fight.”

“You don’t know what you did wrong?” The recliner creaked as the woman hauled herself forwards and leaned in. She gazed in disbelief for the longest time. She was sure there had to be some flicker of malice there. That the little bitch was being sarcastic. Her ire almost grew the longer she searched, finding herself coming up dry. “Kid. Do you even realize how many lines you’re crossing?”

“I don’t care.” His tone was flat. Shockingly matter of fact. 


Tabs shook her head bitterly and it back a snarl. “You’re fucking with some stranger online and making him send you dick pics. Then sending them to me. Hell, you’re making actual porn. But you don’t care?”

“He’s not a stranger.” Collin shrugged “Just that asshole, Kevin.”

The name and the implication shot cold fear though Tabs. Her mind scrambled to place the name with people she knew. People they’d both know. It was a student. It had to be. She quickly came up with the one who’d fit the bill, and Tabs tried like hell to remember the young bulls grade and age.


“Oh fuck. Ok. He’s eighteen.” Tabs sighed. “So you’re not getting us both sent to fucking prison. Maybe.”

“They’d have to catch us, first.” The words still unnervingly even. The boy’s face still a mask of patient innocence. The faintest smile cracking it as he flicked his tail against the couch cushions casually.


“Kid, I don’t think you realize how bad you’re fucking your life up right now. Let’s put aside the fact that the kid could still cause all kinds of shit for you if he figures out you’re leading him on. There are revenge porn laws, and you might have broken them. You’re an adult legally, so if you were fucking around with him and then sent me photos of it we’d both be fucked.”

“Justin and Hui have been doing stuff for-”

“Age of fucking consent!” Tabs snapped “Jesus Christ it’s like you want to go to prison or something. Two teenagers a grade apart fooling around isn’t gonna get the cops involved. Getting someone to make you god damn porn and then spreading it around? Did you even know what grade that kid is in?”

“Age of consent.” Collin shrugged as he parroted the words back. “Besides. You already ran off once, right? That’s how you became a biker? Nothing is stopping you from-”

Tabs didn’t remember standing. She didn’t know how she ended up stood over the boy. The smack had knocked him hard into the couch. It was probably going to leave a bruise. What little rational sense she had left told her she should be terrified of that. That small part of her brain was firmly shut the fuck up by the rest of it.


“Listen you little brat.” Tabs spat “That life is fucking hell. Do you understand me? It’s not fun. It’s not glamorous. We had to literally fight to eat. People probably died from the shit we did, and that’s putting aside the people who actually died because we were stupid fuck-ups who kept making things worse. It took some poor innocent girl your age getting her brains blown in for all of us to realize we couldn’t do it anymore, and I will be fucked if I see you end up the same way. Do you understand me? Do you understand me?!”

Bawling. There was no other word for it. Collin lay there sobbing into the cloth and foam. His whole body curled up on itself. Tabs shifted to see if she’ actually injured him. She didn’t dare move his arms though. It all felt so strange. The bratty teen now curled up like a child. Which he basically was compared to her.


Tabs gazed in horror at her own hands. The reality of what she’d done only just starting to sink in. The world spun around her. Everything in her screamed silently to wake up from this nightmare. She dropped to her knees and pt a hand on his shoulder. Tabs didn’t talk. She didn’t say a word. She waited for him to push her away. She could see the fear in the trembling boy’s form. But he didn’t. All he did was cry, and she hated herself for it.


“I’m trying to help you.” She finally muttered. “I’m trying to keep you from fucking your life up.”

That caused Collin to pull away. Tabs didn’t fight it. She let him cry. She let him lay there. 


“Why do you like her more than me.” The question came though a snotty huff of choked sobs. Collin still trembling where he lay


“Like? Who?” Tabs blinked


“Justine! Justin. What’s wrong with me? Why do you keep shoving me away? Why did you do so much for him.” The words came though choked near-vomit sobs. The boy barely had the strength to push himself up. His whole body heaving.


“Why the hell do you think I like him more than you?” Tabs blinked


“You got him a job. You taught him stuff. You even got him a tattoo. You didn’t. I mean you wouldn’t. I…”

“He was going to get himself killed” Tabs sighed softly as she put a paw on the boys back. “That or he’d end up killing someone else and going to jail. You’re ok. Well, were ok. I apparently fucked you right up. What the hell are you thinking spreading porn of yourself like that?”

“I was happy!” Collin choked. “I was finally happy. I finally felt ok! Why can’t I be ok? Why can’t I be happy damn it? I love you! Why don’t you love me?!”

“I raped you.” Tabs sobbed softly. I raped you. I raped your friend. I broke you. I took the last days of your childhood from you because mine was so god damn fucked up. I’m not a good person. You shouldn’t love me. You shouldn’t want to be with me.” She scoffed softly and shook her head “God damn, kid. I’m old enough to be your mom. Or dad. Admittedly in some fucked up scenarios. But still counts.”

“You didn’t rape me! I wanted it. I wanted you!“ Collin flailed towards her and wrapped his arms around her. “I love you. I love you Mistress. I love you. Just take me. Just love me!”

Tabs sobbed as she hugged the boy, then stopped herself, pushing him away and slumping. “What aren’t you getting? I’m a god damn monster! I’m not a good person, Collin!” She snapped the words and bit her lip hard. “I just wanted to feel normal… or maybe I wanted to ruin my own life like I deserve. I don’t know. You were a stable kid before I came along. You’d end up married. End up happy. End up with a good degree. Instead I got you all turned around. Ready to, what? Run off with me? Spend the rest of your life on my bitch seat sucking cock for a burger in truck stops? Just waiting until one of us gets shot?”

The embrace only got tighter. The poor wah only hugged her more. His whole body shivering. Refusing to let go. Tabs could feel his heart breaking. She started to finally break down and cry, in spite of herself. Unable to push him away. Unable to do the right thing even if she knew what it was. “I have to fix myself.” The words finally slipping free, even if they felt as if they weren’t her own. “I have to fix myself or…” She knew the ‘or’. The ‘or’ was what everyone was trying to stop her from. The or was liquor and a bullet. Or driving her bike off an embankment. Any number of things that had come to mind again over the past months since after Christmas. Ways to stop herself and keep the boys safe once and for all. Or maybe ways to just finally escape herself.


She didn’t have the heart to put that in the boy’s head though. She didn’t dare. She couldn’t hurt him more.


“Then fix yourself!” Collin barked The red panda hugging her more “Be ok. Do what you have to do. I’m going to graduate. Nobody can stop us.”

Tabs swallowed hard and choked back a sob. She shook her head and pulled back, cupping his cheek. Her finger curling under his muzzle as she looked into those pretty brown eyes. “You know it’s not that simple. And if you’re not happy, you need to fix yourself too.” It all felt hollow. It felt like someone else was saying it. The words sounded to her ears like they were coming out of an old tin can phone. Just sounds spoken from some distant thing that she barely recognized as herself.


It really would be so easy. Barely any time at all. She knew she could move him in. They could move somewhere else. Start a real life. Images of taking her pet and running off into the night made Tabs happy in ways she never had felt before. And yet each one was punctured just as quickly. Shattered by the memories. All those fucked up texts. All the things ‘Kathoey’ had done. The split second before she’d shot the first person she’d felt this way about in ages.


“You need to fix yourself too.” Tabs sighed. “We both need to be ok.”

“A-and… and then you’ll keep me?” Collin choked on the hopeful sob.


Tabs looked to the side and winced. She shuddered. She wanted to say yes. She knew she should say no. Neither one came. Instead Tabs reached up to grab the thin strand around her neck. She undid it and pulled it free, taking one of the keys from it and pressing it into the boy’s paw. “Use it. Or give it to Parker. Or just keep it.”

“No.” Collin winced.


“You need to fix yourself.” Tabs started


“No no no!” Collin spat “I won’t do it. I won’t. You’re mine! My Mistress. I’m not going to! I’m not. I’m not!”

“Enough!” Tabs roared, gripping that chin tighter, kissing the boy. Her body unable to hold itself back as she pressed her lips against his. Pressed her tongue into his mouth, felt him sob and shudder. Tears streaming down her face as she shook her head and pulled back, grabbing her shoulder and swearing silently. “You need to try and live your own life. You need to find yourself. I’m not going to let you end up with my regrets when you’re in your thirties. I’m not going to ruin you.”

“But Mistress, I”

“Enough. No.” Tabs said firmly “This isn’t a discussion.”

There was a wrong little part of Tabs that looked in on this. Some segment of self almost feeling detached, thinking of the boy from ‘old yeller’ trying to drive his pet off. The old trope of hurting someone or something to help. It was the right thing. It was the good thing to do. The last thing he needed was her. The last thing he needed was the door open, even a crack.


But Tabs was a monster. She couldn’t make herself do it. All she could do was hold him, and cry.

Chapter 56:

May had come the way it always did to Michigan. An increasingly random patchwork of warm and cold days carried over from April with only a handful of cooler ones leading up to the hell that was July.


Justin reveled in the near-seventy temps. His usual jacket pulled off and sleeves rolled up over his shoulders. The blonde otter boy reveled in the warm sun coming though the open garage door while he hauled and sorted parts on to shelves. It was almost tragic in a way. He was finally getting used to all of this. Hell, he almost felt badass showing off his near non-existent guns while doing some physical labor in the sunshine. Apparently trusted enough by Jo to have him continue on while she took care of office paperwork


But it wasn’t enough, and he knew it. Maybe some day he’d come back and help her out once he had his degree in hand. Or once he fucked up for good and washed out. Either way the small figments of nostalgia he was building for the bike shop made the prospect of leaving after graduation that much more tragic.


“Slackin’ off, kid?”

Justin’s body tensed at the familiar voice. He glanced up slowly and narrowed his eyes a bit. The figure standing in the door was all too familiar. Tabs. Ms. Blake. ‘Auntie’. The boy paused, letting a gas tank thud loudly on to a metal shelf as he dropped it. His blue eyes flickering behind a few tresses of blonde hair while he looked the woman over.


“Jeeze.” The wolverine sighed “Don’t get too mushy there, kid. It hasn’t been that long.”

The sarcasm rolled right off of Justin. He grunted and turned back to his task, barely giving a glance to the former gym teacher as he once again began working to put a swing arm on the bottom shelf.


Tabs sighed again and made her way over to the shelf, leaning against it, then stopping when she realized it wasn’t really bolted down as well as it probably should be. “Look, kid. I’m not here to start trouble. I just want to give you something and I’ll be out of your hair.”

“You don’t need to give me anything.” Justin muttered “You did plenty already.”

“Ok, I deserve that.” Tabs laughed softly, scratching the back of her head and shifting from foot to foot. “Look, I know I fucked up. I admit I fucked up, and I know nothing I say is going to make it right. I did a lot of fucking shit to you and it’s not ok. Not any of it. But I just got one last thing I have to do and then I’ll be out of your life for good. Ok?”

Justin paused and narrowed his eyes, pulling himself up and leaning on the shelving unit “That’s not what I meant.” He muttered.”

Tabs blinked a bit at that and took a step back. All the preparations for this meeting failing her now that she was confronting one of the boys she’d wronged.


Justin took a step forwards, the innate intimidation he always felt around her now gone. Vanished. Not even the try hard little sneer of the young otter trying to play hero. Just a stone faced determination. “That’s not what I meant.” He said matter-of-factly “You helped me. You got me a job. You gave me some ‘training’. I don’t ‘need’ anything else from you.”

“You uh, you sure don’t sound happy about any of that.” Tabs laughed nervously.


“You know why.” He spat. “You know what you did to Collin. You know how much you hurt him.” He slowly paced forwards, glaring at Tabs as he did so. The otter boy soon stood before her, his fists clenched. His whole body a tense bundle of wire ready to spring out in all directions at the slightest provocation.


Neither fur was under any delusions as to who would win in a fight if it came down to it. But it wasn’t. There was no hint of violence in Justin’s movements, nor did he need any. The dagger had already been slammed right into Tab’s chest and he was just twisting it. The boy’s cold rage ripping away the few thin emotional bandages that the now-former teacher had allowed herself to be bound in.


The grey furred woman could feel her mouth run dry. She tried to quip something, to make some kind of joke or offer some sort of apology. There was none. Nothing that Justin would buy. But more importantly, nothing she could possibly justify in her own mind.


“I know” Tabs finally sighed. She reached into her pocket and pulled something out, grabbing Justin’s paw with one hand and shoving the object into it with the other.


The boy looked down and opened his hand, revealing a small silver key. An oh so familiar one.


“I know you’ve probably gotten out of that thing by now. Hell, maybe even got horny enough to drill out the lock.” Tabs scoffed.


“Picked the lock, actually.” Justin shrugged


“You can do that?” The woman blinked


Justin offered a bit of a smile, then wiped it quickly from his face. Even the act of being familiar with Tabs was too much for the young man. “Watched a guy on you tube, Made a few improvised tools. Apparently I just needed a wavy bit of metal”

“I guess that’s safer than a drill.” Tabs snickered “But you know, I probably should have gotten this to you sooner, just in case. Still feel stupid doing it. But I… I donno. Symbolism and all that. Right.”

The boy nodded and shoved the key into his pocket. He turned from her and started back towards the shelves. Then he paused, one hand resting on the shelving unit “I didn’t take it off yet. I mean, except to clean up.”

“You didn’t?” Tabs snorted.


Justin shook his head and smiled a touch. “I was doing this to learn how to be a real Dom. I told myself that if I didn’t get the key back by graduation I’d take it off that way. But until then” he shook his head “I’m not as weak as everyone thinks.” He muttered bitterly.


“I never said you were.” Tabs shrugged. “Just hotheaded. But we both know by now I got no room to judge you on anything.”

“You don’t.” Justin growled.


The two fell silent for a long moment. Neither fur looking each other in the eye. Neither daring to speak. It was Tabs who finally took a step forwards. Her voice shaking even as she spoke. “I know I can’t fix things.” She muttered “I know I can’t make it right with Ka- with Collin. I realize that.”

“That’s right. You can’t.” Justin’s ears twitched, picking up the genuine repentance in those words. The need for absolution, for forgiveness. A release from the only person the former teacher likely felt she could get one from at this point. Justin Flannery had no intention of giving that to her. Instead falling silent as he returned to his work.

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


Collin felt a bit nervous standing in the kitchen of his family home. There were many reasons for it. It was a big night after all. Prom night. Until recently he’d figured that he’d never see prom. It was one of the many high school things he’d just write off as ‘not for him’. Something which required a date. Which required someone else to like you.


He had a date. It felt a touch awkward knowing she was the one who was going to pick him up rather than the other way around. But it also felt kind of good. Part of him almost felt bad that it wasn’t Kathoey going out for this. But she had her chances to have fun. She had a whole lifetime to be the fun part of the wah. This was his night. He was going to let himself enjoy it.


What he enjoyed less were the occasional comments from the two women seated at the dining room table. His own mother and Justin’s mom were both there. The latter tapping her finger on her phone and tracing the embossed Yoshi egg on the back of her phone case.


“So you manage your tux all on your own, Collin?” Meredith snickered a bit. The otter woman glancing to Collin’s mother before nodding back towards the red panda boy in his prim and pressed satin black tuxedo.


Collin blushed hard and looked off to the side, nodding just a bit “W-well yeah. It’s not that complicated. You just have to read some directions.” he muttered.


“Best not let Justin hear that.” Ling snickered.


Meredith cased another glance over Collin and nodded her approval. “It’s not like my dear husband was any better when we got married. His dad had to help him with the tie too. It’s kind of odd thinking my little boy is the same age now.” There was a bit of a crack in the woman’s voice as she flipped her phone over again. She was trying to avoid showing her tears. The light brown of her fur streaked with dark spots while she glanced at her phone screen. Ling scooted closer and hugged her friend, giving her a small pat on the back for reassurance.


The idea hit Collin as well. He stood there leaning against the kitchen island while watching the two women, not daring to speak up. It was one of those things that seemed so obvious, yet only now was it hitting him. They’d been this age. Justin’s parents. His parents. Granted his folks were a bit older. But he was creeping up on that age pretty quick, and Justin was already on the way by the time his mom and dad were this age.


He didn’t feel it. The whole thing was impossible. He was still just a kid after all. The soft black tuxedo they’d secured from the rental shop was as much cosplay as anything his sister ever made. When did they suddenly grow up? How did everything suddenly change? The boy looked to his mother. She wore a big smile for her friend, but it was clear Ling Sang was feeling the same pangs of pain.


Collin moved close to his mother and put his arms around her, hugging as tight as he could from behind.


“What was that for, Chen?” Ling gasped. Her paw reaching up to grab his arm.


“Nothing.” The lie felt thin. Not that Collin minded too much. His whole body simply slumping against his mom.


There was a snapping noise. The wah looked up to see Meredith with her phone up, having just caught a picture of the two. A nice big grin returning to her muzzle. The soft, graying platinum-blonde of her hair hanging just in front of her face and hiding a few of the tear streaks.


“Sorry, I couldn’t resist.” She snickered. “Here, why don’t you stand against the wall there. Let me get a good shot of you.”

The request was a bit sudden, but Collin complied. He moved over to the most bare spot on the wall he could find and donned an awkward smile. “Is it really normal to get a picture without my date here?” He muttered 


Both women soon snapped a few photos. Ling smirking as she looked over her son carefully. “You’re so handsome, though. You remind me of your father. Besides. We should get to enjoy this day too. You get plenty of fun tonight.”

It was only a few moments of frankly tame humiliation. Far less than what Collin was used to just for fun. Collin still blushed and fidgeted as the two women captured a few snapshots. At one point his father came home with the pizza. Something for all four parents to enjoy as they spent the night playing pinochle. 


Eventually there was a knock on the door. Collin watched as his father got up from the table and opened it. A small part of the wah, part he was quite ashamed of, felt his heart tense up a bit at the hope it would be Becky. Instead a blue-clad otter stood there. Doofy mullet-ish blonde hair styled back with more product than was likely to be fully safe. The dark blue fabric of his own prom tux was, admittedly, a bit striking on the boy. He looked almost halfway decent. Much as Collin hated himself for even thinking such a thing.


“Look at you.” Feng Sang stepped back from the door to get a good look at the boy in the door. The patriarch of the Sang family never seemed able to tone down his jovial nature, but tonight it seemed dialed up to eleven.


Collin could see the look of excitement on his fathers face, and the embarrassment on Justin’s. The poor teen at the door held up the small box with the corsage he’d gotten as if seeking some approval from the older red panda. As if anything the otter boy did could draw true disapproval at this point.


“Hui! Your date is here!” The words were practically bellowed down the hall. Everyone, even Collin, looked on as the young woman responded to the call. Hui stepped out of her room in her flowing prom dress. Thin straps holding the bundles of soft lacey purple which hung down the slender girls body and moved to a darker near-black at a gradient. Small glittery specks in the fabric made it look almost as if she’d donned a strip of the night sky itself.


All eyes fixed on her in that moment. The two mothers once again taking pictures or video with their phones. Her proud father looking on. Justin in particular stood speechless. His eyes fixed wide as he drank in the sight of his beloved all but floating towards him. Never mind her stumbling strides on unfamiliar high heels. Never mind her own slender and uncurvy body which failed to fill out such a dress the way one would normally think it ‘should’. For one shining moment the awkward dweeb from Michigan was the center of the universe, and even Collin had to smile at that.


“You look… wow.” Justin bit his lip as the words slipped free.


“Thanks.” The blushing girl didn’t do much better for herself, casting her eyes away at the cold tile and taking a small step closer to her date. 


The whole family was soon gathered around. Both mothers crowding themselves near the doorway as they snapped a few more pictures and complimented the happy couple. The duo dictating small changes this way and tat in order to get the best pictures all while heaping praise on the two.


Collin should have felt jealous from all of this. He should have felt upset that once again the brat was getting the attention. He didn’t. He felt… happy? Scared? It was like someone had just taken a syringe full of the cheapest and most illegal energy drink to ever be slipped past the coast guard and jammed it into his heart. He barely even noticed his father slipping up beside him and pressing a small plastic box into his hands.


“You forgot this on the counter.” Feng said, tussing the boy’s hair.


“Thanks, dad.” Collin sighed as he looked up to him. The big bright smile on the man’s face somehow managing to cut though the chaos in the poor boy’s soul.


Feng leaned his hand down to rub his son’s shoulder. He had this look on his face. One Collin had seen so many times over the years. It was a look of contentment. A look Collin hated. This thing that had for so long felt like nothing more than aloof detachment from a man who only wanted to enjoy an overly simple life and drag his kids on stupid camping adventures when he wasn’t breaking himself at work. All his life, or at least as long as he could recall, Collin had viewed it as some kind of wimple, willful aloofness. A disregard for him or for anything that came along. Only now? Now he wasn’t so sure. Something about the reality of what this night meant for him brought all of that into question.


“Was honestly wondering who’d get here first.” Feng laughed, mostly to himself. “That boy’s very lucky most jobs let you be casual. I don’t think he could dress himself in a suit.” The man pulled his son a bit closer and sighed. His eyes fell to the boxed corsage in Colin’s hands.


Collin looked at it, then turned his attention to Justin and Hui. The poor otter boy still biting his lip oh so hard as he slowly slipped the band of the item around Hui’s wrist. Hui giggled softly in return and gave Justin a kiss on the cheek. Watched as the couple gazed into each others eyes. 


Meredith bit back a sob as she gazed at the two. “My little boy’s all grown up.” She sighed.


They all were, Collin thought to himself. Somehow it had just happened. He still didn’t know how to feel about that.


Eventually the happy couple were out the door once the photos had all been taken and the fawning had been given. It gave the wah time alone with his thoughts. Nothing but odd feelings and the background noise of the two parental sets, Justin’s dad apparently having slipped in when he wasn’t paying attention.


A knock snapped him back to reality. Collin could feel his chest tighten as he stood. Somewhere in the back of his mind he was aware of the adults standing up from the table. It wasn’t really his concern, though. He simply let his body walk him to the door, pulling it open to see the blushing badger on the other side. Her normally wild red mane had been semi-tamed into lovely curls, complete with a single braid down the front and a bit of simple beaded thong wrapped around it like some fantasy Celtic warrior. She wore a green strapless dress that crossed over her chest and yet remained open at the back. Shorter and less over-designed than Hui’s. Yet the way the sheer satiny fabric fell still ended an air of elegance and regalness to the normally tomboyish badger.


Becky gripped her purse in both paws and shifted from foot to foot in the somewhat high heels. Somehow seeing her in the ‘boy’ position of picking up the date looked fitting on her. Yet Collin couldn’t really remember ever seeing her look so much like a, well, girl.


“I, uh, I got this for you.” the boy felt his blush grow as he muttered the dopy words and held up the little plastic box. Already the sound of camera phones going off filled his ear as he pulled the box open and gently pulled the small bit of elastic, silk and orange flower free. He slipped the band over her waiting wrist and gazed into her eyes a long moment. 

And he smiled.

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


The school gym wasn’t anything fancy. Anyone expecting some bizarre sitcom-esque theme or masterful stagecraft likely would have been disappointed by the simple combination of cheap dollar store streamers, rented fog machines and flashing strobes.


Much of it felt more like the Halloween dance to Becky, just with different types of costumes. Most of the kids were out on the dance floor, moving to some stupid song she presumed to be hip-hop but was probably something else. It was whatever happened to be popular on that stupid tiktok thing. That was all she needed to know to stay away. 


Hui and Justin seemed to be the ones standing out most among the quartet. Most of that was down to Hui. The red panda girl had sewn both of their dresses, and Becky was grateful for that. God only knew that renting or even buying one would have felt like such a waste. Not when she could spend the money on more practical things. But the dress Becky had picked out for her friend to sew apparently wasn’t as ‘interesting’. The presumably popular girls all flocked to the horribly shy wah while ignoring the red-haired badger standing not too far off.


Hui, for her part, was mostly hiding behind Justin and muttering quiet thanks to people heaping the unexpected compliments on her. Becky could tell her idiot cousin wasn’t doing much better with the attention. Hui may be used to being ignored, but Justin was clearly used to being feared. Feared for being crazy, granted.


But hell, he cleaned up ok.


“Parker?” A somewhat familiar voice scoffed behind her.


Becky spun around and nearly fell as her heels tripped her. She slammed her paws onto her knees in order to stay standing and instead looked up to see the young bull from the mall towering over her. His lanky frame was clad in a rather typical black tux and in his hand were two cups of punch.


“Kevin?” It was a bit familiar. In truth she didn’t know his last name. She’d people-watched enough classmates to know he was the only ‘Kevin’ anyone gave a fuck about in school. She also remembered their little encounter at the mall.


As such it was a bit surprising that he lacked any real outward signs of aggression. 


Kevin looked her over once and snorted. He took a hard swig of his punch and snorted the air. “Kinda surprised to see you here.” The words sounded forced more than aggressive. Tough guy posturing from obligation, almost playful in tone.


Becky wrinkled her nose and snorted a touch. “Oh yeah? Didn’t think I could get a date?” She scoffed


Kevin seemed to sober a touch at that. His mood too a dip before the painted on smile returned. “Nah, I remember that part. Just never thought you nerds really went in for stuff like this. Halloween, sure. That’s basically your Christmas.”

There was a temptation for Becky to correct him. To note that it was more ‘LGBT’ Christmas. Recently though, could she really say she wasn’t a part of that? Her blue-green eye darted around frantically until landing on the untouched drink in Kevin’s other hand. She glanced back up at the bull and smirked a touch. “How about you? Who’d you  end up with?”

“Keisha Jones.” he said as he gestured towards a table where a bored looking hyena sat gazing down at her phone. She looked pretty enough. The typical preppy girl with shock red lipstick and her naturally curly hair tied back with a ribbon which matched the orange dress she sported.


Becky offered a small nod towards the girl and then smirked back up at him. “Well, I’m glad to see you’re doing ok at least. No hard feelings, hmm?”

Before Kevin could respond, Collin made his way back up to Becky and offered up a glass of punch. His paw trembled a bit as he did so. His tail curled and brushed against his suit, leaving a few fine hairs even after the meticulous effort taken to brush them. “Here you go” Collin mumbled. A nervous whimper escaping his lips as he muttered a small ‘Miss’.


Kevin looked the pair over. Becky watched him, she could see the wheels turning slowly in his head. They refused to actually turn over for the longest time. A horrified blush came over Kevin’s face as realization hit him. The bovine boy tensed up, as did Becky. Her gut dropping as he forced himself to put two and two together.


There was no fight, though. No scene. Just a few long moments of Kevin gazing at Collin before he took his drinks and started to wordlessly walk away.


Even without the initial signs of violence, Becky was sure to keep an eye on him for a good while. She took a sip of the punch, then sniffed it. Her nose wrinkling before sipping again. “I almost forgot to make sure they didn’t spike it.” She muttered.


Her date gazed at the boy he’d teased a few months ago, then back at Becky. “you ok?” Collin whimpered.


“Yeah.” Becky nodded “You don’t need to worry about it.”

Even though her date nodded, Becky couldn’t help but notice the discomfort on Collin’s face. He actually took hold of her arm and gently walked them away from the spot where the bull and the hyena sat. The pair soon reaching their own table again with Justin and Hui already there enjoying themselves.


None of them were really paying attention to what was going on. In truth none of them really even knew what they should do at the event. Well, except for the dancing. Both couples had tried that before, but none of the songs really seemed to gel with them outside of a BTS song that got Collin out of his seat for a short bit. The four nerds hardly even noticed when the crowd died down. Hui watched half-interested as the prom king and queen were called up. But that wasn’t going to be any of them. They knew that already. Even as a prank, none of the kids assembled there would bother wasting their night on any of the assembled nobodies. Even if they did, there were probably more vulnerable examples to target.


Everyone cheered for those who had been chosen. The vice principal’s niece and some guy from the football team. Even Becky and the ever-polite Hui managed a token clap to cheer them on. That lasted right up until the end of the speech. The DJ started up another song and Justin’s ears started to twitch. The fact that it was a guitar riff already seemed to bode ill. Yet before Becky could ask her idiot cousin what was up, he’d grabbed Hui and pulled her up. Everyone at the table and even a few of the others gathered around all watched the bitter edge lord moving them out on to the floor with remarkable speed. His paws clasping around her in a loose embrace. Something that looked like all the slow dances you’d see in the movies.


“If the sun refused to shine. I would still be loving you. If mountains crumbled to the sea, there would still be you and me.”

Becky watched Justin mouth the opening words to the song as he and Hui’s eyes stayed locked. The two lovers swayed softly to the music. His hand reaching up to caress Hui’s cheek.


The view transfixed Becky so much that she only barely noticed the paw slipping in to hers. She felt Collin holding her hand. Felt him squeeze it firmly. He didn’t look her in the eye. He just glanced sidelong at her and scooted his chair up a bit closer.


The two had spent some time building things up over the past months. What they were building, Becky had no idea. Sometimes he was closer and more affectionate. Sometimes he was cold. Most of the time the boy looked downright sad. Not that Becky really wanted to ask why. 


At some point as the song died down, Colin rose and yanked Becky along with him. She barely had time to grab her purse as the two made their way out to the side of the gym. They slipped free of the crowd and out of earshot. The pair settled a bit past the door with Collin leaning against the cold bricks and huffing in the cool spring air.


“You doing ok?” Becky winced. That was the first question to come out of her mouth. It was probably the dumbest thing she could ask, and killed any shred of romance that may have been in the air. 


Collin didn’t seem to mind. He took a few more breaths and gazed down into her eyes once more. It was so easy to forget how much ‘he’ could change into ‘she’. How many horrible, wonderful things Becky knew were swimming behind those pretty brown eyes. How many more she feared to find. Yet out here, in this moment, they were nothing more than a simple, normal couple. Even if only for a moment.


The boy offered her a smile nod. His hands darted into the tux pockets. His foot ground itself nervously into the cement. Small rocks popped this way and that under the strain. It took Becky reaching up and cupping his cheek to calm the boy down. Her hand firmly pushing his eyes towards hers.


Silence still reigned a short while more. Collin continued to fidget and wriggle. He also nestled his face into her paw just a bit. “I’m… not ok.” He started. “I mean in general. I haven’t been for a while. I think you know a lot of why. Probably not all of it. I’m not sure you want to know all of it. Though I may have to tell you some day.”

Becky nodded. She could feel a bit of his anxiety seeping into her. She had about a dozen things she wanted to say and instead stayed silent. Only daring to run her thumb up and down his cheek fur.


“I’m going to be away come the fall. Maybe sooner. I still don’t quite understand when we move me in. Mom’s pretty sure she wants me to just go to a school in Kalamazoo. But if something really great pops up further out I can’t ignore that.”

There was a small nod from the badger girl. It was something she’d tried to put out of her mind in the short time they’d been pseudo-dating.


Collin tried to reassure her with a smile. It lacked any real confidence to do so. Then again that was part of what Becky found charming. “I don’t want to nail us down yet. I’m not sure how to put this. I’m not a good ‘me’ to be with anyone like that right now. I mean I thought I was. I want to be. But I just have so many things to figure out.”

“You did kinda get hit with a lot this senior year, huh?” Becky snorted


Collin nodded back “Yeah. Wherever I end up my folks are going to help me get some help. They don’t quite know for what. But they know I need it. I don’t really know if I know what I need either. But I, well, I don’t want this ‘thing’ to just flat out end when I move. I’m not saying I want to nail you down or anything. I think we both have a lot to figure out. I have to get my head around who I am and… well… I guess you mainly have to decide if that’s someone you can stand. Whoever that turns out to be.”

“Collin, I” a finger hit her lips, and Becky fell quiet. She looked up at her date. She could see the tears in his eyes. There was a strain in his voice as he fought back the need to hyperventilate. 


“I can’t get hurt again, Becky. Not like that. But I don’t want you to feel like I’m just tossing you away. I want you to know the door is still wide open and” He cut himself off and turned to kick the wall. The cheap rental shoe provided no real protection and the poor boy yelped in pain from unprepared toes bending against hardened stone.


In a shot Becky was under him and helping to support Collin off of the now hurt foot. He shook his head and muttered a few swear words before testing himself slowly back on to both feet.


“Fuck.” he muttered “I was trying not to look stupid when I did this.”

“Did what?” Becky blinked.


He grabbed her wrist and pushed something into her paw before Becky could react. She clasped on to it instinctively and only dared to open her hand and look after the shock of the action had worn off.


There were two items. One, a ring of metal with what looked like a flat metal disc full of holes joined to it. Becky’s mind reeled in shock for the agonizing moments it took before she finally registered the items identity. The other? A padlock, with a simple key.


“What….” Becky blinked


Collin sighed softly and tilted her head back up to look him in the eye. “I just, I want you to hang on to this, and think about it. Let us spend some time thinking about it. Trying to figure things out. If we both end up, ya know, on the same page or something? Then I want you to tell me. And to use that.”

The girl looked at the item for longer than she probably should have. The simple metal contraption simply sitting there. So utterly innocuous on its own. As if it were the most normal thing in the world.


“Oh shit.” Becky winced and shoved the items into her purse. It wasn’t the most normal thing in the world. It was something that could get them in some serious trouble. She gave her date a quick shove and then instantly scrambled to keep him from falling over. As usual, the wah was managing to slip under her ever lowering bar of physical expectations for him.


Inside the gym another song came on. A much louder and more up tempo one. Collin twitched his ears in recognition and then cast his eyes back down to Becky. “Sorry. If you just want to head home I can-”

“No.” she snapped “No. I get it. This isn’t something we can rush into, right? We’re not like ‘them’.” She gestured a thumb towards the gym. Her cousin and best friend already inside and still probably mooning over each other. “So for now we just think about it, and we get closer. Then if things work out that way, we can talk about it.”

“No.” Collin shook his head and snapped back “Not talk. If the time is right. If ‘you’ know it’s right. You just take it. Eventually.”

Both teens fell silent for a long time. It was a confusing demand. This whole thing was confusing. ‘life’ was confusing. But Becky wasn’t upset by it. She simply clutched her purse to her chest and grabbed hold of Collin’s arm once more. “Come on.” She said as she tugged at him a bit. “Let’s go back inside.”
--------------------


At first Hui hadn’t been happy when the car stopped. The woods which bordered the back yards of so many of the houses had other entrances few people noticed. Small dirt trails one would never catch if they didn’t look. The kids who grew up in the little slice of semi-suburbia knew every single one. Even shut-ins like her.


She was worried about her dress. Anxiously holding on to it as she stepped from the car and on to one of those trails. Only when she got to the edge where the dirt path sloped steeply down did Hui see what her love had been planning.


The path was clear cut. Careful and neat. The kind of work that would take quite a while with a machete to get right. It had been brushed flat as one reasonably could and cleared up of all debris. Justin flicked something hanging from a branch, and instantly the forest path was aglow with the faint twinkling of cheap LED light strings. Little glowing twinkles of what looked on close examination to be nothing more than old Christmas lights wired up to some batteries. But in that cool may night air, they looked for all the world like a gathering of dancing fairies.


The teen stood in awe at the flickering blues, whites and violets as they danced amid the soft wind of the maples, oaks, ashes and basswood. She paced herself slowly though the dusty path. Hui was positive that her heart had stopped at some point. A dream she never wished to wake up from. Her handsome suitor stood there in the dark-blue tux, about as graceful as one could expect with his paw out for her. She took it and pulled herself to his side as they walked their way though the display. Silent save for the occasional bit of laughter as the pair made their way down the trail.


The trail branched off this way and that, but the lights were strung on either side of the path they were taking. Eventually those lights ended, thinned out for a want of more strands. But it was enough to reveal the destination. Their old tree fort stood there in its little clearing. The dirt around it likewise swept. Cheap LED candles studded the frame and the ground around it adding to the aetherial otherworldly glow. 


“This is amazing” Hui gasped. She took a couple of shaky steps forwards on her awkward high-heels. Justin was there to steady her, the otter smiling wide and brushing a finger over her hair, pulling some of the dark strands out of her face. As their eyes locked.


“I just want things to be special.” The boy murred. He held her hand up to the ladder and helped her up into the actual fort. The familiar ladder. 


The space was familiar, and yet so very different. It was clean, for one. Hui’s mind conjured images of that power washer game, then realized Justin must have used one his dad or one of his dads co-workers had to get the place looking nicer. More cheap LED candles were strewn about, along with flower petals. Sakura blossoms, myrtle and white rose petals all strewn over a wide picnic quilt that took up most of the worn wooden floor.


Bluetooth speakers, ones Hui recognized from his dad’s truck and used on the job site, sat in either window. Soft, sweet music played from them. No doubt something he’d prepped for when his phone was close enough, and had triggered while she was looking at everything else. Not that the girl minded too much.


She practically floated over to the middle of the blanket and sat, knees curled under her with the dress enveloping them. Justin pulled his shoes off as he walked on to the carpet and knelt down, opening a small cooler sat against the far wall of the tree house.


First came a small container of raspberries. This was soon followed by a pair of pink and blue ceramic sake cups with a thin bit of copper rimming the lid, along with a single small bottle of pinkish-clear liquid.


“Wait, is that what I think it is?” Hui gasped


Justin nodded confidently and set one of the cups down before her, carefully pouring an amount from the bottle into her cup, then doing the same for himself.


“But, I mean, how’d you get ahold of something like that?” The wah looked at the forbidden drink now sitting in her cup. Fear, trepidation, excitement. She already knew why she was here. They both did. Yet it all still felt like a dream. Something she’d imagined in some boring daydream between classes. Like this couldn’t possibly be what was finally happening. She looked at the bottle. Sparkling Sakura Sake. She didn’t recognize the brand. Why would she? She didn’t drink. But something about it all felt scary and exciting at the same time.


“I know people.” Justin said in his best approximation of coyness. The boy pausing before he slumped and laughed. “Bug. I know Bug. He and some of his friends hooked me up.”

The girl giggled at that and once again gazed into those cool blue eyes. Hui’s body tensed as she felt her heart hammering in her chest. Her head spun as their lips moved closer. His hand once again cupping her muzzle as she tilted into the soft, familiar embrace of her lover’s lips. 


Cool spring air and twisted around the couple though the open windows. Soft breezes bringing in the fresh scents of the forest. 


The hand that had held her cheek moved down to slowly push one of the straps from Hui’s shoulders. She felt the bundle of cloth that she’d so painstakingly worked on slump partially away. Her modest chest exposed. The flesh of her nipple growing erect in the cool air. Or maybe it was anticipation.


“Are you going to claim me, Master?” Hui whispered softly. She watched him slowly undoing his shirt. The boy in no rush to undress himself. It gave Hui a good look at that handsome, beautiful otter physique


“Shhh, no ‘Master’ tonight, love. No ‘slave’. Just you. And me.” Justin leaned down and kissed her softly once more. He half-knelt bare chested over her. The boy she loved tenderly helping her wriggle free from the dress. His paw running slowly down her side as it was exposed. He gently held the back of her head and guided Hui down until she lay on the plush quilt. The rest of her dress pulled away along with her panties as Justin tenderly helped her bare herself for him.


“I love you, Justin.” Hui’s voice cracked a bit at that. Tears in her eyes. Everything in her tensed like metal wire. Fear, trepidation, love. Soon their bodies were both bared to each other. Hui moaned bashfully while Justin looked her over. He’d seen her like this before, naturally. Countless times. But never quite like this. Her body knew this was something oh so special.


Hui winced and squealed feeling the familiar sensation of her love’s shaft as it traced slowly against the downy fur and credit card slit of her folds. She placed her paws on his shoulders to brace herself. The heat and yearning between her legs rose and welled into her gut, across her already tingling chest. She felt herself grow even more damp with each slow stroke. She pushed her hips up the little she dared to feel that warm, strong musky thing melting her maidenhood before even the tip had touched it.


She was used to ‘playing’. She’d even gotten rough a few times. But she was always careful. Always aware of how far she could go. It was a stupid idea really. ‘preserving’ herself this way. But it was important to her. It was everything to her. And now the trembling wah felt herself brace as Justin braced his arms on either side of her and leaned in to steal a firm kiss


There was pain. She knew there would be. Hui tried both to brace for it and let herself accept it in full. The sensation of her beloved as he claimed her. Not as a ‘slave’. Not as a concubine. As his beloved. As his girl. As his future wife. Justin’s shaft twitched and throbbed in her. The poor red panda could feel her whole body quiver as it tensed up around him. She’d never quite felt something so intense. As if her whole body would mold around the invading boy and seal him in. Never allowing him to be away from her again.


Each thrust after that was rough but loving. His weight slowly lowered on to her. His lips and muzzle kissing and nipping at her neck. Hui gasped and groaned as Justin pushed himself in more and more with each thrust. He rolled himself against  her. His body rubbing against her nipples and pressing down on her breasts. It rolled in and out of her in slow circles. Each one a bit faster. Each one a bit rougher. Never brutal. Never too painful. Each one met by her own little yips and her awkward twitches up and down against him.


The girl gazed up at those shimmering eyes and those soft blonde tresses as they danced in the space moonlight. 


“Justin.” Hui squeaked out “I… I’m going to cum.”

Ever since she’d discovered porn, Hui had hated that little trope. Stupidly announcing something so obvious like that. It made her feel foolish. Yet she couldn’t help herself in that moment. The fire in her blushing cheeks and the sparks dancing along her body were only growing every moment. She was struggling and straining to keep herself back. Wanting to be with him when he came. Long ago they’d agreed that, just for their first time, they wouldn’t’ use protection. She wanted that. She wanted to feel it in her. Feel him in her. She wanted them to complete each other more than she even wanted to breath. 


“I love you, Hui” The boy whispered into her ear. The two soon devolved into a single ball of twitching bodies hammering at off tempo against each other. Their lips locked in a deep kiss. Their bodies pressed into each other as if their very souls could be joined with enough closeness.


Words simply failed as Justin finally stopped. His whole body tensed around her. A wonderful iron-clad embrace. She could feel him. Feel the fruits of their love pouring into her. Feel her tender body surrender itself completely in a way it never had before. Feel the heart of the man she love hammer against hers as her whole body wriggled and convulsed against him in turn.


The two lay against each other for ages. Spent. Basking in starlight and leaf shadow. The otter finally and reluctantly let himself roll off of her. His breath coming in ragged gasps as he ran a finger down her cheek.


“I love you.” He said again. The blushing boy gazing into her eyes.


“I love you too, Justin.” She sighed.


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


Becky’s kiss still lingered on Collin’s lips. She’d been the one to kiss him when she walked him to the front door. It wasn’t the first time they’d kissed. It was hardly his first kiss by this point. But it still left him rather worked up. There was a small hole in his heart. She’d manage to bandage it while they were together. Now she was heading home. The night was over. The wound was open again.


He was too worked up to go inside. It would be lame to be the first one home anyways. Instead Collin began to walk down the street with his paws in his pockets. The bowtie he’d worked all morning to get right now hung open and loose around his neck. His shirt undone a bit. The smell of flowers and forest blew in every now and then, cutting across his nose and leaving him trembling in a puddle of thoughts he couldn’t quite grasp.


This darkness hovered around the boy as he walked along though the sparse suburban roadways. Every once in a while he’d stop to kick some rock into the drainage ditch or pause to make sure he knew how to get back home.


It was a stupid worry. He knew where he was going. Even if he couldn’t possibly admit it to himself.


The black-clad boy found himself at his destination eventually. Leaning against a tree, gazing across the street at ‘her’ home. Ms. Blake. ‘Mistress’. His first love. He’d tried to go over there so many times. His heart still hurt. He still wanted to fight. ‘She’ still wanted to fight. Kathoey. The girl he felt ever more reluctant to let out, knowing she’d throw everything away and do anything it took to get that woman back. Even if it meant ruining both of their lives. Even if it meant making Mistress hate him forever.


Every once in a while a car would roar by. Mostly drunk kids driving too fast if he had to guess. They didn’t notice the lone boy standing there like the worlds most pathetic non-orange-clad ninja. Still, Collin tried to drown them out. He didn’t want anyone intruding on his heartache.


“Hey”

The word was all but screamed. Collin looked up from the dark house and glanced at the one speaking the words. He nearly fell over, gazing at the powerful figure of a grey-furred wolverine sitting astride her bike. Helmet in hand and her face a scowl.


“Why aren’t you at prom?” Tabs snapped. Kicked the stand of her chopper down and began pacing towards Collin. Soon the blonde was towering over him. Gazing into his eyes with something between rage and exhaustion.


“I wasn’t trying to go inside” Collin snapped the words in a quick chirp. “I wasn’t going to bug you!”

Tabs looked him over slowly. Her whole body suddenly seemed to get much heavier. As if the whole world had been hefted back on to her shoulders. “Why do you have to do this, Collin.” she sighed. “Didn’t it hurt enough last time?”

He nodded dumbly and looked down at the small patches of dirt and thin greenery beneath his feet. Tears were forming in Collin’s eyes and he as too scared to even bother wiping them. Whatever weight his Mist, former Mistress was feeling it seemed as if it was slumping off on to him.


“I just needed to think.” He muttered.


“And you had to do it here?” Tabs muttered.


The boy nodded back at her. Yes it had to be here. Where else would it be? Why should it be anywhere else for that matter? She’d already taken everything from him. Already shut the door as far as either of them could on all of this. So what if it was for the best? He still hurt. He still ached. He still loved her.


The tears flowed down his cheek and splattered on his tux. Some dimly aware part of Collin looked up into those green eyes he longed for so deeply. At that strong face. The woman who could crush and claim him while holding him in heaven. “I know I can’t have you. I know I ruined everything. I know this isn’t right. But I still hurt. I’m allowed to hurt. I’m allowed to. I’m allowed…”

There was a kiss. It wasn’t Kathoey who initiated it. It wasn’t Mistress. It was Collin. His body rushed forwards to press against her. He felt her lips on his. He pushed his tongue against hers. He felt those strong arms wrap around her. Hugging him. Drinking him in the way he did with her. Everything around faded. He barely noticed the woman getting them on the bike. The feeling of coasting in to her garage. Even if she’d tried to pull him off he’d never let go, and she wasn’t doing that.


Soon the boy was sitting on the bed. Panting, Gazing up at her. His slender fingers fumbling with his shirt and jacket to strip them off. He watched as she pulled off his pants with a remarkable degree of skill. With no cage to shield him, Collin felt his shaft twitching in the air and leaking the pre he’d tried so hard to keep in check. He reached out for her own chap-clad denim jeans, trying to pull the shaft out. She instead grabbed his chin and forced his eyes upwards.


“No.” Tabs said firmly “Not tonight.”

He watched as she pulled off her vest and her top. The erstwhile sadist taking no pains to be commanding or controlling with him beyond that one simple order. No teasing. No harsh words. She simply stripped down and stood before him, sliding her way beside him on the bed. “I’m not Mistress tonight.” tabs said the words with a remarkable tenderness “If we only have tonight, then it’s not going to be like that. No Kathoey. No Mistress. Just us.”

The blond woman slowly fell back into her bed. The matted blonde hair pooled about her. Course grey-brown fur shone in what little moonlight could find its way though her blinds. The mature goddess of a woman beckoned Collin closer with a curling finger. Her paw reaching up as she slowly rubbed his bare shoulder.

Her shaft stood erect. Collin instinctively moved his hand to touch it. Tabs instead moved his hand down. Under the shaft, under the balls. His digits tracing against her warm, wet folds. Bristly furs breaking at the lips and leaving the trembling teen to touch moist flesh with the guidance of the smiling woman.


“Good boy.” She nodded “Tonight is special. Has to be. Just relax. It’s just us.”

He nodded his affirmation and slowly began to move forwards. Even after so many times being fucked, Collin didn’t know what he was doing in any of this. One finger dipped between those lips while he leaned forwards and began to scoot his body up. He strained himself to keep his digits against her and felt around trying to notice anything that his poor brain would pick up on as ‘pleasure’. A task so much easier when it was simply a matter of letting that herm shaft ravage him. His fingers sped and slowed. The boy pushed in up to the knuckle and then stopped, gazing at his partner nervously for some sign that he could continue.


She smiled. He returned it. Collin’s body leaned forwards more as he began to kiss up her tummy. He ran his muzzle against it, kissing his way up towards her breasts. The big, soft orbs tenderly kissed and licked from the bottom up. All the while his arm twisted painfully in order to keep up the budding rhythm he was building.


Tabs was tender, for her part. Her paw rubbing along his rear and against the base of his tail. She made no effort to push in a digit as she so often had. No smacks or tail tugs. The other paw brushed a few of his dark locks aside so that she could look into his eyes as the young man began to kiss and lick at her left nipple.


It was awkward. On its own it wasn’t likely to be at all arousing. But the his cute little yips and the raw eagerness to please sent shivers up the woman’s spine.


Collin could feel those shivers. He didn’t know what they meant. He did know they were good. Soon his body was shifting and rocking back and forth between trying to kiss those breasts and seeking to continue caressing her folds. He never took his eyes off of hers. He drank her in while his body scooted ever closer between her legs. He could sell the soft feminine scent of her as he kissed those breasts. He lay his head between them for a moment and felt her heart thudding, wondering if his might be doing the same. 


Strong fingers laced themselves against Collin’s paw while he continued to seek Tab’s pleasure. She rubbed and traced the digits. At first guiding him and showing him where she felt best. Then reaching her own slicked fingers up to take hold of his shaft. A gentle grip pulled him along the ragged cloth sheets until the tip of his eager little shaft was pressed up against her womanhood.


The reclining blonde reached both her paws up to cup his cheeks. She didn’t guide him further. She didn’t order him. For all of her harshness and rough edges, Tabatha simply lay there and allowed the boy to take control.


It wasn’t something Collin had expected. At any other time he’d have been too frightened of this. Instead he kissed the woman’s palm and braced himself. He felt her parting for him. He felt himself enveloped and enfolded. Every muscle in his body alight with fire from the brand new sensation.


Collin slumped against her body and struggled to hug the woman with the weight of her body and the unyielding firmness of the hard mattress. His hips paid little heed to any romanticism. They pushed in, yearning and eager. Sinking in, almost melting as his shaft embedded itself into her. His chest heaving while he nestled and nuzzled the woman’s perfect breasts.


The thrusts were quick and clumsy to be sure. Only discipline won from hard training allowed the boy to hold back from simply hammering himself dry into Tabs right away. She allowed herself to guide him a bit. One hand moving to caress his rear while the other held his face and kept their eyes locked. 


Little mutters of ‘I love you’ slipped out though the cute little red panda yips while Collin slowly rolled his hips eagerly. Soft silky fur rubbed against her bristles. Groans of pleasure welled up from the trembling boy as he struggled to slow down any time his twitching body got out of hand. His body soon glistened with sweat in his fur and he traced his tongue against her sternum in long slow licks that tried to match the pace he struggled to set for himself.


Just when it felt as if his whole body would give out, Collin felt Tabs pulling him up into a firm kiss. He felt himself go limp. Everything filled with electricity as the roiling sea of love and devotion he’d held back for so long finally flowed into her. He could feel her own body spasm and her legs wrap around him. The woman he still loved taking in all that Collin was as he sank into the blissful abyss that was her embrace.


The two soon collapsed. Panting and spent. Kissing hard. The sunrise would end this. They both knew that. But just for tonight, they could let themselves have this heaven.


