
Second Not-Date:

By TerraMGP


Collin wasn’t sure why he was doing this. The wah leaned himself up against the front door of his home, letting one of the small outcroppings from rooms flanking the doorway block out the chilly winds. His ride wasn’t here yet. Not that it mattered. He needed out of the house. He needed away from Hui. The bratty little bitch hadn’t shut up about how he’d hurt Becky’s feelings since the other night.


That was why he agreed to do this. That’s what he kept reminding himself. He was doing this under protest. It wasn’t a date. He made it painfully clear that this wasn’t a date. Not that Hui seemed to care. When weighed in the balance the little brat predictably put the feelings of her little friend ahead of her big brother.


Or sister. She knew about Katheoy after all. Knew enough to insult the name. Sure it was an odd name to pick. It was Thai, and it sounded more like something some racist tourist would pick trying to be cute while doing a sex tour in Thailand. But that was what made it degrading. And hot. Sure it was offensive. It was supposed to be offensive. She of all people should understand how that works.


Of course getting into that had gotten into ‘the’ talk. Questioning if Collin was Trans or not. Asking why their parents hadn’t been told. Why no therapy appointments were made to really examine it. The bottle of titty skittles she’d seen when going back into his room to take her cosplay trunk back.


Such a stupid little brat. Of course he wasn’t trans. Collin was a boy. It was Kathoey who was a girl. Or a sissy, or a fag, or whatever made Mistress hot. Except apparently when Mistress decided what made her hot was some other random girl Collin had never met. A one night stand over Christmas with some tramp. The teen’s imagination railed and roiled around in his skull as he tried to cook up images of what this other ‘Becky’ may look like. It wasn’t the damn badger girl, that was for sure. There was no way that little uptight twerp would put up with taking Mistress’ thick powerful dick up her tight ass. Even if the idea brought a smile to the cream-colored muzzle of the brooding boy.


That was probably the worst part, though. Becky, the one he knew, seemed to have a crush on him. She seemed to know even more about Kathoey than had been wanted. Even before Hui found out about Mistress. Hell, did Becky know about Mistress? ‘Was’ that the same Becky? It wasn’t like Hui to keep her mouth shut. Though Collin reminded himself that Hui keeping her mouth shut was a big part of why he was doing this. Why he was sitting around waiting for a car. Why he was about to put himself out on a second trip he didn’t want to go on. Not a date. But still going ‘out’ with Becky so they could talk.


“Would serve her right, though.” Collin laughed bitterly. “Let the little prude play with Kathoey a while. Teach Mistress a lesson.” He still hadn’t gotten over the fact that his beloved Mistress had driven him out. ‘We’ll talk later’. Said by a half naked woman holding a gun. No attempts to take advantage. No quickie to get her rocks off. She was too worn out from sex to even consider it, to get forceful or creative. She just tossed Kathoey aside after a new toy wore her out. And a gun! Even a pet had a right to some revenge.


He hugged his backpack tight and sighed. Off in the distance he could hear the sound of heavy tires crunching snow and popping it out of the way. Not long after Becky was pulling in down the driveway. The red-head actually getting out of her car and moving around to open the passengers side door. Holding it. Like some fucking gentleman.


Still, he took it. Pulling himself up and following her towards the car.


“Just to be clear.” Collin muttered. “This isn’t a date.”
--------------------


The two arrived at the mall after a quick stop off at the library. It had been a way to let Collin change without any parental questions. The whole thing left Becky wondering just how often he went out like that. Clearly enough that he had a routine down. Enough also that apparently Esme had seen him like that once and just never told anyone. Apparently because she was not quite sure it was really him.


Should she call him ‘him’? That was the question that kept rolling in her head for the whole car ride. Kathy, what Collin called himself like this, was on her phone the whole time. She’d made it clear more than once this was simply an obligation for Hui. A way to make up for not getting ‘her’ younger sister something before Christmas. Plus, Becky imagined, a way to avoid Hui telling their parents about this.


Not that Becky imagined Hui would do something like that to her big brother. She wasn’t the kind of girl to really blackmail someone. But by god had people gone broke under-estimating that little bundle of crazy in the past.


Kathy had said this wasn’t a date, but so far it sure as hell felt like one. Becky driven. She’d also picked the destination. The mall again, naturally. But hey, it was what she knew. Now they were in line at the food court. The place was about as active as it ever seemed to get. Those people who’d gotten gifts from actual physical stores seeking to exchange things if they needed. Plenty of kids by the Gamestop looking to turn in gift cards. Normally Becky would be enthralled by the possible stories in these myriad lives. Instead she was just focused on one life. The bored looking red panda who stood across from her while they waited. The customer in front of them thankfully taking their sweet ass time with the order.


“The Collar was wrong.” Kathy said out of nowhere. Her tail flicking to punctuate the seemingly random exclamation.


Becky jumped a bit and blinked, looking at the boy. Girl. Whoever. “Huh?”

“The collar.” Kathy reiterated. “I, look. I get what you were trying. But that’s not something you just ‘give’ someone. Ok?”

The badger swallowed hard and nodded. She looked around, sure tons of people had heard what was just said. Her stubby tail thrashed from side to side as it sought to burn off the growing sea of nervous energy in her body. “I know, I know.” She muttered “Hui told me. She told me I should have asked her first, too. I guess I just wasn’t doing the research right. Er, something.”

“Research?” Kathy quirked a brow at that. “The hell kind of research were you doing, exactly?”

“Nothing!” Becky felt her voice crack as she all but screamed the word. Her tone then dipped lower as she leaned in. “Look, I just… I didn’t know why you were dressing up like this. Then I saw a, A thing. Ok? It’s a long story. So I did some digging and found one of the comics you liked.”


“Comics… You looked on my phone?” Kathy gasped


“I didn’t… I may have caught a glimpse and kinda just, things happened. Then I worked it out.” She muttered, glossing over so very much of the details. “The one with the prison. I, I kinda started figuring out the kind of stuff you might like based on that.” Becky slumped her shoulders at the admission. She braced, sure that the wah would smack her good any moment now. Or that the force of shame from just admitting that would knock her on her ass now that it was out in the open.


“Excuse me, next?” The woman behind the counter chimed.


Becky looked up, then to Kathy, then back to the cashier. She dragged herself up slowly and looked at the menu in what was mostly an attempt to avoid looking at anyone else.


“Welcome to Olga’s Kitchen.” The cashier chimed. Her tone deadened a bit by the clear tension in the air. “Do you guys need a moment?”

Becky looked at the screens displaying the food. Her brain wasn’t processing any of it. Her fingers dug into her arm until she was sure she’d draw blood. Her breathing was steady, but some small fragment of her brain was sure that she was hyperventilating. Making such a scene. Utterly destroying everyone’s good time. She looked at Kathy, smiling bashfully.


“You know what you want?” Becky laughed nervously, stalling for time.


Kathy leaned in. Her eyes were… different. Cold, hard, playful. Like some fae trickster with a chip on their shoulder. “You got me the gift, right?” She said, her voice full of innocent venom. “You liked the warden? You make the decisions. Put ‘your’ girl in her place.”

There was a split second where Becky was sure her vision had glitches out like the digital video static from one of those you tube cryptids. She was already laughing nervously as she turned her attention back to the poor woman behind the register. “Two veggie wraps, two spanikopita, two of the orange drink. Please.”

“I don’t like that orange drink.” Kathy protested.


“Oh sorry I…” Becky blinked as she looked at the wah’s face. Her eyes narrowing as she gazed at the smug grin behind those blue bangs. She then turned her face back to the cashier and nodded “Two orange drinks. Large, please.”

“We… only have one size.” The woman, a rather ‘normie’ looking lamb, shot Becky the strangest look even as she rung the items up. The badger wondered if this person could even understand what was going on. What she’d tell other people. If they’d get kicked out of the mall. Get the cops called on them.


Even as she wondered these things the badger still shoved her card into the reader and gave a nice big tip. She wasn’t sure how big. She wasn’t paying attention. At this point it was some strange mix of buying the woman’s silence and asserting her ‘dominance’. Even if it did leave her feeling like some stupid simping dork.


Will, uh, that be for here?” the woman asked


“Oh!” Becky blinked. “yeah. Sure. Name is, uh, Becky.”

With that she removed her card and turned to Kathy. The wah was doing nothing but standing there. Not saying a thing. Not budging an inch. Not until Becky caught on and started her way towards one of the booths in the back.


“Ohh, that was quite assertive. ‘Miss Becky’.” Kathy murred the words contemptuously. She then slipped into the booth Becky had chosen before the badger had the chance, and positioned herself right smack dab in the middle, scooting a bit closer when Becky finally joined her ‘not date’.


“You don’t have to tease me.” Becky muttered.


“Who said I was teasing?” Kathy churred “You’re the one reading sissy fic comics. Reading about cute boys being forced into doing kinky, messed up things with other boys. Being subjected to-”

“Shh, will you keep it down?!” Becky yelped


The red panda girl shrugged and leaned in against Becky a bit, savoring the resulting discomfort. “Why? Nobody else is here are they? Or if they are, they don’t know who we are.” 


“They don’t know who ‘you’ are.” Becky snapped. “Nobody knows who you are. Except for me, and your sister, and little Mr. Edgelord. Plus I guess Miss Blake.”

That seemed to get a reaction from The wah. One far more than Becky had expected. The cocky attitude dying down just a touch. Something on her face. Perhaps fear? Whatever it was it was enough for Becky to feel the tension in her chest loosen, just a touch.


“I have other people who know about me, you know.” Kathy muttered.


“I mean I’m sure you have online friends too. Community support and all that.” Becky nodded. “But let’s be real here. The odds that one of em is gonna walk in and recognize you in fuck-nowhere Michigan? If they do then you’d better start getting into gatcha games because that’s some kind of luck.”

There was no response. Kathy crossed her arms and turned towards the table, huffing and pouting like a child. Fitting, considering how she’d been acting up to that point.


The two fell quiet for a while after that. Soon enough Becky’s name was called and she went up to get the food. Something about that short walk had helped her rebuild her resolve. She felt a second wind, even if her paws were still trembling when she gave her ‘not date’ her food.


“This crap was expensive, so no letting it go to waste.” Becky said firmly. She dug in to her own wrap while watching Kathy take a rueful sip of the orange-and-cream concoction.


“You have to be joking.” Kathy muttered.


“Do I sound like I’m joking, Sissy?”

Becky said the words, but they didn’t feel like hers. She blushed furiously. Just like that the iron resolve she’d built up evaporated. She hunched down and bit into the wrap. As usual, they’d put too much hummus. Yet she only barely registered it as she waited for Collin, Kathy, whoever, to just get up and storm off. Maybe make a scene. To shout something to ruin her life by letting the world know what a horrible fucking pervert she was.


Instead, she was simply eating her own meal. Mowing down heavily on the bundle of filo and spinach while avoiding the wrapped veggies and the drink. There were some whimpers. Cute ones at that. But it was more brooding annoyance than the well-deserved retaliation that should have hit.


“You’re not very good at that.” Kathy finally muttered after the spanikopita was gone and half the wrap had been devoured.


“I, I wasn’t trying to” Becky protested.


“You don’t know what being a Mistress means. A real mistress would just use you like some toy to push me around, then show you why she’s on top. And you don’t know about my friends either. You don’t know what I do. You don’t know that much about me in the first place.”

“Oh come on, you can’t say ‘nothing’.” Becky protested “We’ve known each other for years now. Just because we only ever really hang out when Justin wants to do D&D”

“Yeah, I remember that.” Kathy snorted. “The ginger girl who kept whining because her big cousin wouldn’t hang out with her anymore. His mom made him let you join. It was gonna just be me and Hui. Then Esme got to join too. What’s wrong? Missed just having him to yourself to play lego in the basement? Darn it. Now I wish I could remember what that Japanese term was. The one for cousins.”

“That’s for first cousins.” Becky snapped “Which we aren’t. Also stop that. The passive aggressive crap is getting old.”

“Oh wow.” Kathy smirked “That one almost sounded like you meant it. You’re getting pretty good at the pose.”

The wah clearly wasn’t expecting the sudden paw across her face. Hell, Becky wasn’t expecting it. Nor was she expecting to see that face clutched between thumb and forefingers. Looking into those eyes. Her own voice, filled with barely restrained frustration seeping though gritted teeth. “Enough.” She barked.


“Yes, Miss.” This time when the wah said it, much of the sass was gone. Surprise was still there, certainly. One might even say shock.


Becky was shocked too. Shocked enough to remain silent while she ate. 


God damn, this whole thing was getting terrifying. So why was she liking it so much?

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


If Kathoey didn’t have to get something for stupid Hui, she would have demanded to be taken home right then and there. That’s what she told herself at least. She’d slapped her. Miss stick-up-her-ass paladin had slapped her! It made no sense. She’d even called her a sissy! Which was kind of true. But someone like Becky shouldn’t even know what the fuck that meant.


She still needed something for Hui, though. She still needed to be at the mall. The dumb fake-dommie badger was still her ride. Moreover, she still knew what Hui liked.


Not that Kathoey should care. What did she have to prove? Except that Hui had sewn up a cute little something for her to wear. Not a cosplay, but something inspired enough by them that it was clearly meant to just be a generically sexy and unique JRPG style outfit. There was clearly a lot of work put into it. A lot of time, a lot of effort.


She had to show up the little bitch somehow. There was no way she’d pull that off without Becky.


“So where do we start?” Becky asked.


“I donno.” Kathoey shrugged. “You’re the one ‘taking me out’. Right? Didn’t you get the hint with dinner?”

There was a sharp glance from the badger. Katheoy bit her lip hard and winced from a slap that never came. She was also dimly aware of the heat on her cheeks that resulted as she imagined it coming. That was the worst.


“I already got Hui her gift from me. Esme, too. Just because We’re… whatever this is… doesn’t mean I’m going to do all the work when picking your gift on top of it all.”

Becky said it. She probably meant it. But of course, some nice big-eyed pouting from the wah was more than enough to slowly erode her resolve. It wasn’t easy for Kathoey. After that little bit of bossing-around she’d started to figure out just how to wrap Becky around her tail. She was getting used to that, actually. So long as she was able to ignore the way the badger had snapped before.


“Fine.” Becky finally muttered. She grabbed her not-date by the wrist and dragged the two of them into the curio shop. That strange place loaded full of fake swords and faux-tribal artifacts. Something about it always reminded Kathoey of pot smoking even if she never knew anyone who did stuff like that.


“Ok.” Kathoey muttered. “What now?”

“Now? Now you look.” Becky sighed. “This is already more of the work than I should be doing. She’s ‘your’ sister after all!”

Technically true. The worst kind of true. Kathoey hated that kind of true.


She sighed as she began to look over the various items. All of it junk, really. There were small wooden trays with semi-precious stones and shelves with masks that probably thought they were tied to some African culture or other. Rain sticks with feathers strapped to them by leather thongs and all sorts of glass crap that looked like it’d break before you got it home.


Collin would never get any of this crap. Kathoey would take a bat to the place while dressed like that one punk character from that MOBA everyone likes. There was no way anything good could come from this.


But this wasn’t about good, Kathoey reminded herself. This was about Hui.


“So why exactly did you think I’d want to come here?” The wah muttered while looking over a few sets of gnome ceramics.


“Miss Becky.” Becky added


“Oh you have to be joking.” Katheoy sighed.


“You’re the one who started it.” The badger cheekily chuckled.


She had. Katheoy admitted that much to herself. It was supposed to annoy her. Supposed to fluster the little fake dommie. She wasn’t supposed to enjoy it! “Fine, Miss Becky. Can you at least tell me why you think this would be a good place to find a gift?”

“Because this is where she got Justin’s gift.” Becky chimed cheerfully.


“Where she… it’s a dumb wall hanger!” The wah snapped “Why didn’t she just get it off of Amazon?”

“Because shopping in person is more… personal? Would that be the word?” The badger moved around in front of Katheoy and leaned down until she was eye level with the drooping, moping wah. Not that it took much. Short stack that she was.


God but it annoyed Kathoey. Even Becky’s shape and stature seemed like they were a mockery of Mistress. Not as tall, not nearly as strong. But still broad and stout enough that you couldn’t mistake her for some kind of waif. Not that anyone who’d been under Mistress’ foot could ever even consider the non-herm diet-rite version as acceptable in any way.


That didn’t matter, though. Not right now. A gift. Hui’s gift. That’s what mattered. That’s what she had to focus on. That’s all she had to focus on. Katheoy looked over the various objects and items. All the while trying not to look back at what she was sure was a smug badger bitch knowingly watching the struggle with childish jabs at sadistic amusement. 


That distraction, along with her own ambivalence towards her sister, distracted her. Distracted the fuck out of her. So much so that a half-hour had passed before she even realized it.


“Ok, I give up. Ca you please just help?” Kathoey winced as she finally heard the words slipping from her muzzle. She cast her eyes up back from the shelves to see Becky smirking like a madwoman. 


The smug little badger bitch just leaned in and whispered “Okay, But next time you’ll have to beg.”

It came with that annoying little giggle-snort and a smug smile that had obviously been building that whole time.


“Here!” Becky pointed to a statue. A couple of little fairies. Delicate things with glass wings, hovering around a little tree-stump house.


“Oh… fuck me.” Katheoy muttered.


Becky mercifully didn’t take the bait. Instead stepping back and letting Katheoy take in all of the items on the shelves that would fit. Tiny dragons. Tiny Fairies. All sorts of things her sister loved!


Kathoey didn’t say anything after that. Thankfully, neither did her not-date. Which was good considering how much Collin felt like it was creeping up in the back of her head as she selected the most ‘Hui’ of fairy figures and made her way up to the counter.

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


Orange Julius. That was the price Becky had to pay. The two of them sat by the escalators while they sipped their drinks. Across from them was the shoe store and a few clothing shops. Part of her tempted to go in to one of those clothes shops and get Kathy something else instead of the collar for a ‘real’ gift.


But not with the way this not-date was hurting her wallet.


“So you don’t like Orange. But you love Strawberry? Is that it?” Becky muttered as she watched the girl suck on the straw with blissful gusto.


“Strawberry is sweeter.” Kathy retorted.


“They’re both about as sweet.” Becky noted “And Strawberry has more Vitamin C.”

“It does not.” Kathy sneered


“Oh but it does!” Becky beamed “It’s one of the most C packed. So it’s probably more tart.”

“Whatever.” The wah muttered the words while leaning back in the chair.


“I’m guessing you were hoping Esme would be there, right?” Becky chuckled as she leaned back in her seat. “One last embarrassment?”

“No! Yeah.” Kathy muttered.


“Yeah what?” Becky chimed in


“Yes Miss.” The wah muttered the words as she took another small sip. “But I don’t get that chance now do I? Stupid part-time work. Ohhh you can’t work someone a full eight hours if they are still in high school. Not even for winter break.”

It wasn’t a shock. Becky knew Esme wasn’t working today. She assumed that Kathy had a hunch too. With the way the wah was acting she was starting to catch on that this whole thing was about idle threats and simple scares. They were some exhausting head games. But considering what she’d done just a few days ago Becky also figured she owed the wah a few jabs at that.


“So it wasn’t a date. But was this really the worst thing in the world?” Becky finally asked “I mean at the very least it was nice to hang out some. You got free food out of it. Plus it was kind of cute watching you pout. Eve if it seems like it’d get annoying super fast.”

“It’s called being a brat.” Kathy corrected. “And you’d know about it if you did more research than comics about tortured and brainwashed sissies.”

The words caused Becky to sink down into her seat. She was almost sure someone heard Kathy. She was very sure anyone who did might look at her. See the red bloom under her white fur as her whole face lit up like a Christmas light. Fitting, since they hadn’t bothered to take most of the decorations down yet. 


“Do you have to say that so loud? Or be a ‘brat’ for that matter?” Becky snarled.


“Yes, and yes.” Kathy cooed. The wah smiled and leaned in a bit. All but looming over the other teen as her ears perked up “If you want to be a real Mistress, you need to know what you want. Then you need to do what you want, to make your slave what you want. If you really like those comics so much, why are you getting all blushy and embarrassed about it, ‘Miss Becky’? You think I read those things because I wanna be treated nice? Because I wanna be a person? You think it’s all just fantasy for me?”

The last word was all but whispered into her ear. Becky had slumped about as far as the seat could take her and was now moments away from melting onto the floor. 


Kathy soon returned to her drink. Becky on the other hand did not. Her whole body simply struggling with the effort of staying planted in the seat.


“Well, I guess I can’t ask her about this shit.” She muttered to herself.


“Ask who?” Kathy looked over curiously at the badger.


“Miss Blake.” The words slipped out before Becky could stop herself. She felt her gut tense. Her eyes darted up to Kathy. Every swear word she knew and a few she was pretty sure had been made up at that moment slipped though Becky’s head at once. She clumsily clawed herself back up to full sitting and set the drink down on the floor. “Look, I’m sorry. Ok? I admit. I knew you were talking to her about some of your… feelings. You were wiling to open up to her. I swear to god she didn’t give any like private info. I just wanted to know like, like how to approach you! Ok? I looked at her and how tough and strong she is. She seems to be someone you’d open up to. I just kinda figured…”

Becky trailed off when it was clear Kathy wasn’t saying anything. She kept the quiet. Cursing it. Thankful for it. Worried she’d just fucked over a trusting mentorship between student and teacher. Maybe just fucked over poor Kathy’s trust in someone for life!


The wah didn’t say anything. She sat still and silent for a very long time. The wheels were clearly turning and yet she didn’t even seem to twitch. Then there was a spark. Some kind of odd recognition as the girl gazed off into the distance. Becky leaned forwards, trying to catch the red panda’s eye in the periphery.


“Look, Kathy, I’m sorry MMPH!”

The kiss was not expected. Muzzle mashed on muzzle. Frantic, needy even. Tail curling around Becky as she leaned against her in a position that could only be called ‘forcefully submissive’. A mix of odd positioning and the badger’s own need resulted in her curling over the wah in spite of the latter’s height advantage. Grabbing her cheek. Even struggling to resist the urge to grab on to that wig as if it were real headfur.


At some point the kiss broke. Becky didn’t break it, but it almost felt like she did. She was stunned. Still. Her head a bit dazed. She looked at Kathy, who was looking up at something else. When her eyes turned, she saw what it was. Or rather, who it was.


“Ok, what the hell.” The figure stood there. A familiar face, even if the name escaped Becky. “After what we did? Why are you here making out with some random chick, girl?”

The young bull was tall and athletic. He want to their school. Becky could remember seeing him around. He probably played some sport, not that she paid attention to that. 


“Oh, hey there!” Kathy purred “Sorry, I didn’t see ya there. Miss Becky was taking me out on a date!”

“Date my ass.” The boy muttered. “After last time? Really?” He turned and glanced Becky over once, snorting the air. “Don’t you go to my school, girlie?”

“And if I do?” Becky muttered in a measured growl.


“What?” The wah teased. “Don’t boys like seeing girls make out?”

The towering boy put a hand on Kathy’s shoulder. His eyes narrowed to little slits as he started to dig his fingers in. “Look, I don’t know what the fuck is going on. But I think you and me have to have a little taAHH!”

The words cut off. Becky rising from her seat. Her hand gripped firmly on his wrist. Her thumb pushed against the pressure point just below it. She slowly twisted the hand free and pulled it off to one side. Small shifts in pressure forcing the boy to dip down in order to avoid the pain.


“Look, I don’t know what’s going on here. But you don’t put your hand on a lady. Got it, asshole?” Becky snarled and waited for him to nod before shoving his hand away. The bull stood and rubbed his arm as he turned around and began to walk away, swearing to himself as his friends joined up with him.


“What the hell was that about?” Becky muttered as she turned to see a genuinely stunned Kathy. The wah sitting there with her jaw dropped.


The badger sighed and turned to grab her drink. “We should probably go.” she muttered. Only then did she notice the thing had knocked over and spilled. The contents now strewn out on the floor. “Ah, fuck my life.”
--------------------


Neither one of them talked on the way home. Becky couldn’t even bring herself to turn on the radio. They stopped back at the library for Kathy to change but even then neither one seemed willing to say anything.


When they pulled up, Collin grabbed his bag out of the back seat and then turned to his not-date to offer up a small muttered ‘thanks’. He then looked down at his phone a moment, opened the door, and got out.


Becky watched him go back inside. Part of her wanted to walk him to the door. Most of her knew this whole day was fucked. She now had all sorts of questions and not a single god damn answer. Not that she imagined Collin was going to give her any.


Even as she thought this, Becky felt her phone vibrating. She looked down to see a discord message pop up. Collin wasn’t in her friends list, but she knew his tag based on the server they used to discuss stuff when they were going to do D&D or some other game.


In it was a link. Her stomach dropped as she read the name of it. It was for a porn site. There was literally nothing else it could be.


Not wishing to contaminate her phone, Becky put it down and drove herself back home. It wasn’t until she was back in her room behind the safety of a VPN and a locked bedroom door that she dared to hand-type the address into her browser.


The first attempt she fucked up. The second attempt worked. And part of her wished it had not.


“Holy fuck.” The girl muttered. Seeing the pictures of a very lewd boy in girl clothes. In a very familiar room. A boy who was all too easy to recognize, even with the face mask.

