
Looking Forward

By TerraMGP


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 though 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 over-reaction 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 bags 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 brothers bag mere moments ago shorted something out in Hui’s mind. 


Her eyes stayed fixated n 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. Neither one could walk a mile, let alone run it. Neither could lift. Collin at least could do a pull up, surprisingly, but only just 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 minds 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 rage hammering down on her. If it weren’t for that agreement she might have hammered 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 though 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 too 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 ass 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 both still at low for the moment.


Justin seemed shaken bit it, 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 though 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 f people. No way in fuck she was 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 As 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 n 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 make 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 tok everything sh 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 Flanneries 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-cheep-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 tired 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 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 trebling 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 on to 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 an 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 though 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 non-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 glair 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  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 god building up a bit of resolve, a touch f 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 wont’ 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? D 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?”

