
Showtime:

By TerraMGP:

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.”

