
Then a lot worse:

By TerraMGP


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 half way 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 towns 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 girl 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 laughed at by those boys. Mocked, beaten up. The only protection normally offered 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 pasted 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 god damn harassment the other her 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. Familiar enough that Kathoey’s blood ran cold. The dark haired gecko girl looking right at her was 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 exist “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 though 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 far worse consequences involved.


At the moment those consequences involved paying for lunch, lunch that the wah carried to the table where the pregnant woman sat. 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 though. 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 Rubin 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 though 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 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 not 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 started. The words cut off as 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 conductors 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 the 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 clumbsy?”



“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 contented 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 slipping the Styrofoam clamshell shut. “Thanks.” He sighed softly


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 some day. Even if you’re lucky enough for prince charming to take charge, you’ll regret the years you waste until he does.”

