
Truth and Lies:

By TerraMGP


Christmas break was a shitshow. Most teachers. The ‘real’ teachers, used that time to help catch up on work which needed doing. Planning out classes and filling out paperwork. Sometimes prepping for big projects that they’d be doing the following semester. Sure, some of them would do a bit of part time work or the like. But Tabs was probably the odd one out in that regard.


No, she’d spent the bulk of that time working at a bar. Then the rest of it getting drunk. Oddly, neither thing related to the other since she’d made herself stay stone sober at the bar just to avoid her usual ‘self’ slipping out and fucking everything up.


It worked, but it was exhausting. More so thanks to one of her little sissies having gone off the god damn deep end.


She’d told Kathoey they’d have a talk about it. Or rather she told her that when the little cockhole had sent her the pics of some other boy doing… something with a picture of the crazy lil red panda. Then came the link to the porn gallery. She told him to take it down. No idea if he had.


Then came the break in. That… she couldn’t see him after that. Not now. Not until she could get her mind around just what the fuck was going on.


So instead she’d fallen back on her role as the dutiful teacher. Just another hardass gym coach making teenagers work out and avoiding any unneeded conversations with the boys. Or Kathoey’s sister. Or the Parker girl.


That worked for about a week. If she was lucky that might work a bit longer, too. Except she likely wasn’t lucky. Because she was heading in to the front office.


The whole thing always felt wrong to her. Too sterile, almost like the waiting room of a doctors office somehow. It was really just a big wooden front desk and a few cubicles for the admin staff. But it didn’t sit right even when Tabs was coming in for the normal shit a teacher had to do.


This meeting was not normal. That fact made painfully clear as she opened the door to the principals office.


Principal Danvers was hot. There was no other way to put it. She was a MILF. Blonde. White furred. She was built the way many people imagined minks to be built and no amount of modest professionalism seemed able to fully hide that. She sat there beside Miss Dixon, the Vice principal. Objectively the panthress was just as much of a bombshell even if Tabs hated the bitch and everything she stood for.


Or, maybe, Tabs was just starting to see women differently after Christmas.


Both of them being there was bad enough. It was a gut check and one that left her struggling to keep her composure. What set Tabs off was looking to the side of the room. A familiar hog. The man well out of middle age and heavy set. He was not particularly attractive by comparison, but he was absolutely professional looking. As he should be, given his position.


“Ms. Blake.” Danvers said as she gestured to a seat across from the other three.


“Principal Danvers.” Tabs nodded


“I hope you don’t mid. I realize this is all rather sudden but Miss Dixon insisted Super Intendent Vasquez be here with us.”

Tabs simply nodded to the man and then cast her eyes at Dixon. The woman absolutely was not hiding her contempt. Sure she remained quiet. But the bigot was clearly over the moon with herself and it was impossible for the other two furs to not notice it.


“As I recall you wanted to have a meeting during break, about the time the blizzard hit?” The wolverine woman knew how these things could go. She wasn’t interested in wasting time. But she still knew how to be professional. Or at least professional-ish.


It was clear that the mink was taking the lead. She leaned in and gripped one knee as it crossed smartly over the other. The spot behind the desk she’d given up to the superintendent. It was an attempt to be more on ‘her level’, Tabs reckoned. That or some attempt to disarm her by playing ‘good cop’.


As if that tactic ever really worked.


“Miss Dixon has been keeping an eye on your conduct for the past semester, Ms. Blake. I won’t mince words. She has some valid concerns that we need to address here. She also insisted that Mr. Vasquez be present. I just want you to know that you can also ask for your union rep if you wish. Though that will delay this again. However I’d like to keep this meeting informal. After all, I want to hear your side of things before anything else.”

The rule was, always ask for your rep. That’s just how it was. Even if the principal wasn’t out for blood Tabs knew she was walking though no mans land. One wrong step and it was all over. Unfortunately for her she was well past the point of giving a fuck.


“It’s fine.” Tabs said as politely as possible. “I’m pretty sure I know what this is about. I’d rather just get it over and done with now rather than put it off.”

“If you’re sure.” Danvers nodded. The woman’s mane of headfur somehow not falling one strand out of place from the seemingly chiseled bun that held it. The sight somehow made Tabs feel more than a bit self conscious about the scraggly mass of sweat soak straw she called hair.


The principal pulled a binder from her desk and opened it. The Superintendent looked at some papers that Tabs assumed were a printed copy of what the woman held. “It has come to our attention that you have been spending some time around a few students. Most notably, Justin Flannery and Collin Sang. Now, before this intervention it is my understanding that these two were not exactly doing well in your class?”

“They kept skipping” Tabs shrugged. Absolutely a true statement.


“They seem to have done so less in the latter half of the semester. That much is good at least. Though it also seems that you’ve been seen with them outside of school as well. And more to the point, that you’ve been taking a very strong interest in their lives.”

The wolverine nodded patiently. She waited for the mink to finish. Probably waited too long after realizing that she had in fact finished. This whole thing was already going so badly. “Not too often. But after dragging them back to class one too many times, I guess I could see they needed help with some things.”

“Help.” Dixon snorted. Both the principal and superintendent glanced at her, but they also seemed to fixate on Tabs a moment later.


Tabs knew this tactic. Cops did it better. Then again she’d never been this nervous around cops. It was actually a rather fucked up feeling as she admitted to herself how worried she was.

 
“As I explained to Miss Dixon” Tabs struggled to keep herself sounding professional “I had noticed some issues where the boys could use some… help. I donno. I was just gonna make them run laps or something every time they skipped out on things. But that never really seems to work anyways. Y’know?”

“Uh-huh.” Principal Danvers looked at the binder while running a finger over the page “So what problems did you notice, exactly?”

That part did shock Tabs. Her ears perking a bit as she laughed. It was a nervous laugh. It felt like one, at least. Nobody seemed to react as if it was. Or maybe they were just luring her. “Well with Flannery I think it’s obvious enough. Kid’s bright but he has a chip on his shoulder. Sang is… well there’s only so much I can really say about that one.”

“There is?” Ms. Dixon blinked


“It was told to me in confidence.” The wolverine unable to keep the defensive tone from her voice.


“But surely you can elaborate with us.” The principal interjected “After all, so long as he’s not doing anything illegal we all have the best interests of the students at heart.”

The mink meant it. The superintendent was basically a blank slate. The Panthress, though? Tabs could feel her neck fur stand up just looking at the pompous little feline. She couldn’t have been older than Tabs. Hell she might have been younger. But she looked down on the her the way every adult authority figure had when Tabs was a kid. There was no way she viewed students any differently.


“Best interests or not, it’d be a betrayal of trust. Unless I thought it was an emergency I can’t just go around blabbing secrets like that. Like you said, it’s about the student’s best interests.”

“Oh really?” Miss Dixon sorted “His own interests? Miss Blake, I know you are likely not aware of this. But Mr. Sang has been doing quite poorly in his other classes of late. It’s been a very noticeable decline.”

“A decline?” Tabs barked.


“A sharp one.” the principal affirmed. “He hasn’t exactly failed anything. But there has been a considerable decline in the quality of his work. On top of that there have been issues with him simply not turning in homework. A very clear lack of focus in classes. For a period there were also frequent bathroom breaks each period until finally teachers simply told him to go to the nurses office if there was such a serious problem. After that, he simply stopped asking. But the focus problems continued.”

Those were problems. Those were huge problems. They were problems Tabs had never once considered before. It had never even popped into her head that she should ask how he was doing. Hell, the whole thing with chastity was supposed to be an increase of focus, wasn’t it? She tried to think back on any time she might have had to ‘go without’ for a long period as her mind scrambled for comparison to judge her previous assumption. All the while dimly aware of how stupid she must look to the three furs gazing at her in this little farce.


“Well, he hadn’t mentioned anything about that. I could ask why if you want.” Tabs muttered. Even as she did she saw the horrible ‘checkmate’ face made by the panther woman sitting at the principals left hand.


“It only stands to reason, Miss Blake, that whatever it is you’re keeping from us is the cause of his declining behavior. Frankly, I worry it involves drugs.”

“Natalie” The principal chided “We agreed we’d give Miss Blake a fair hearing. I’m sure if this had to do with drugs she’d mention something rather than let it go on this long.”

“Of course I fucking would!” Tabs barked. She then winced as she realized her error and slumped back down. “Sorry. I… I don’t like drugs.”

“Understandable.” Principal Danvers muttered ‘But I’d ask you to keep some decorum, please. It’s a reasonable assumption to make given what is going on. Until recently Mr. Sang was a straight A student even in his AP classes. He has several scholarship prospects and the last thing we want is to see those squandered due to some sort of youthful indiscretion right at the finish line.”

“This is absolutely news to me.” Tabs grunted “I knew he was having some problems he never mentioned anything about trouble with school.”

“Then what on earth would he have problems with that would require him to speak to a teacher?” The venom in Ms. Dixon’s words seemed all the more palpable now. Her hate gleaming in those green eyes. “You must understand how bad this looks, Miss Blake. We’re not seeing any signs of this clearing on its own. If it’s not drugs then I can’t imagine too many other things it could be. The only thing to change is association with you. Now you won’t tell us just what it is that he’s doing wrong.”

“He’s not doing anything ‘wrong’. It’s just something he doesn’t feel comfortable talking to his parents about!” The wolverine snapped “Look, you want me to talk to him about the grades thing then I’ll be happy to do it. Or you can do it.  But me blabbing things to the two of you won’t help him. If anything it’ll only fuck the poor kid up that much more.”

The principal once again shot Tabs a look. The wolverine slumped back from it. “Sorry. I swear I don’t swear around the kids. Well, you know what I mean.”

“If you did I’m sure you’d be in here for that.” The panther sighed “But graduation is coming up and we don’t have much time to fix this problem. I told you I was going to talk to the principal about it after all. Honestly if it were up to me You’d be suspended while we looked into this.”

“Into what?” Tabs growled. She knew what. Dixon didn’t know for sure. But she clearly suspected. Or rather, she presumed. She thought she knew. Because she knew Tabs was herm. Because she thought she had Tabs all figured out.  


“Well, there is the issue of Ms. Sang and Ms. Parker approaching you more during the end of the school year as well. Not to mention people have seen you with both of them and Mr. Flannery at the library. More than once.” The vice principal narrowed her eyes, clearly expecting Tabs to squirm.


“Wait, that? That’s the Shadowrun game.” The laugh was genuine. Honestly she probably should have been more afraid that it was called out. Even if it skirted way too close to the ‘truth’.


“A what game?” the principal blinked. Tabs looked at the old hog behind the desk and even smirked a bit more at the glint of recognition in his eye, even if he stayed silent about it.


“It’s a roleplaying game. You know, like Dungeons and Dragons. Only with computers. And guns. And… ok it still has elves and stuff. I mean I’m not an elf. My character just rides around on a motorcycle. With a big ass mace. And a lance. Lance is just for the bike though. Like jousting.”

“Interesting.” The mink sighed “But all things considered I don’t think games like Dungeons and Dragons are really appropriate for you to be teaching children, are they?”

“Me teach them?” Tabs snorted “They’re teaching me. I always wanted to get into that stuff. It’s only once in a while though. They have their own games going. Well, not sure if they still are right now. They all seem really busy.”

“and the meetings in your office after school?” Dixon jeered


It was so easy to think back to the biker bar. The way Tabs was able to ‘deal’ with the situation. Just pin the bastard down. Get him firmly in place. Even had his girls and the bars regulars back her up when his gang tried to start shit. It was so easy. Muscle and a cool head. This? This was petty shit. This was inane.


“The stuff with Ms. Sang was mostly about Ms. Parker. Girl doesn’t control herself in class. She seems to think I can get her to calm down since I’m the teacher.” That one was a half lie. Some of the meetings had been for that. The last one most definitely not. Not that they needed to know that. “As for Parker herself? Well, since I can’t imagine you’ll do anything harmful knowing this, she has a crush on the boy. Collin, I mean. Or I guess ‘Mr. Sang’. I think she figured since she knows I was trying to help him and Flannery that I might be able to give her some advice to ask him out.”

“And did you?” Danvers’ curiosity was genuine. She was, at least from the looks of it, less of a bitch than Dixon. Or maybe she was just better at playing it up.


Tabs shrugged regardless. “I donno. I told her she knew him longer. I think they tried a date. Haven’t really asked about that. Haven’t had time.”

“Well that might explain some issues with grades.” Danvers nodded “Though the fact that you still refuse to disclose what he’s confiding is rather worrying in and of itself. They aren’t… ‘active’… are they?”

“Active? Tabs blinked


“You know?” The mink set the binder down, held up a finger in a circle, and then rather embarrassedly began moving a finger in and out of it with almost childish meekness.


The whole scene was too much and at that point any composure the gym teacher had shattered like glass. “Parker? With him? Oh god no. No way. That girl is… no. I’m sorry but if that girl has done anything more than kiss the boy I will eat the vollyball net.”

“I noticed you don’t mind sharing your thoughts on the sex life of students, Miss Blake.” Dixon chimed in. “At least when it pertains to those two.”

Tabs rolled her eyes and sighed. Her paws gripped on to the arms of the chair. She could feel her heart thumping out of her chest. Her rage kept rising. She knew her buttons were being pushed. She could feel her hate for this woman slipping. Even as everything in her screamed to keep cool. “I notice you’re not saying as much about Flannery.” Tabs muttered.


Miss Dixon shrugged at the comment. “We went over Mr. Flannery last time, didn’t we?”

“We went over the Sang kid too. Not sure what you think changed in all that time.” Tabs cast her eyes to the principal for a moment, then back to Dixon. It was impossible to keep from fidgeting. Her whole body screamed to deck this bitch. It was wrong to even think. It was horrible. It’d make everything worse. But that smug grin growing only made the desire well inside of her.


The panther leaned back in her chair and flipped through her binder a bit. Not that she was likely looking up anything. But it did help mute her otherwise overt pleasure at having cornered the gym teacher. “While I think that investigating your relation with both boys, and with other students as well, would be beneficial. The fact that you are apparently keeping some sort of ‘secret’ for Mr. Sang seems like something the school board will be far more interested in considering. After all, As far as we can tell none of the actions you’ve taken on behalf of Mr. Flannery have involved keeping anything from his parents.”

“And because you don’t give a fuck.” Tabs spat


“Now Ms. Blake” The principal chimed in. “I realize things are rather heated right now, but I hardly see-”

“He’s on the bomb list. Right?” Tabs muttered the words with barely contained hate. She looked at Danvers, then back to Dixon. 


“How did you know that.” The panthress muttered slowly


“Oh come on, I’m not that old. Columbine was still a big damn deal when I was little. You guys don’t give a shit about Flannery so long as he doesn’t come in and shoot up the school. Even though the kid doesn’t own a gun. His parents don’t own guns. He doesn’t even ‘like’ guns. But he wears a coat all the damn time and he keeps getting into fights. So you think he’s gonna hurt someone if you take your eye off him.” The woman brushed a bit of golden headfur from her eyes ad locked her gaze on Dixon. The matter-of-fact comment quickly turning into a thinly veiled accusation.


“It’s in the best interest of our school that we take steps and keep an eye on anyone who’s behavior is violent. He has been suspended several times for fighting. Something else you should know if you talk to him so much.”

“I know that. I filled out the paperwork for two of those times.” Tabs nearly yelled “I also know it only pops up after weeks or even months of teasing. Some of us tell the kids doing it to knock that shit off. But have either of you done anything about it? Anyone ever get suspended for calling him or his friend some homophobic slur?”

“If I’m to understand it.” Miss Dixon Noted “He also had one incident this year outside of school grounds.”

“From some college kid who called his girlfriend a… He called her the racist C word. You know, cause she’s Asian. I’da fucked someone up for that too.” The chair under Tabs creaked, almost breaking as it strained under her barley restrained rage. “But you guys don’t care about that. He’s trouble and he’s almost out. His grades are good enough that he won’t repeat. After that, who gives a fuck? Meanwhile Sang has a good shot at a scholarship and for all we know he’s got acceptance letters already. So anything some dumb gym teacher is doing with ‘him’ it must be horrible, right? If I’m keeping his secrets he must be doing drugs or something.”

“Is he doing drugs?” Dixon snapped “It would explain a lot.”

“If he was doing drugs I’d tell you. Ya know, assuming he’d tell me something like ‘that’. Just because you think I’m a bad influence, Miss Dixon, doesn’t mean I’m willing to let someone ruin their lives with those things. Seen enough people suffer and die without ever even touching them myself. But hey, if you think I’m lying you can always piss-test him. Though I’m willing to bet that’d look pretty bad.”

The principal chimed in now as she waved a hand towards the other two women. “There’s no need for this to get heated, or to make any sort of outlandish suggestions such as that. You are right. We are more worried about Mr. Sang. Honestly I’m not sure why you’re fixating so much on either of these two. But in truth we are obligated to prioritize Mr. Sang since this dip in behavior is something new. He is an adult so a random drug test would end up looking bad on his record.”

“And leave you open to get sued when nothing is there.” Tabs noted “Which is why I’m here now.”

The mink shook her head and let the comment brush past. “But a teacher keeping secrets for a student really is not the best look. Besides, you are a gym teacher. You’re not the counselor. If you think Mr. Flannery really has some kind of need, or Mr. Sang for that matter, then maybe you should send them over to Mrs. Noland.”

“I can’t do that.” Tabs sighed.


“Why not.” Ms. Dixon’s words sharp and pointed to a razor edge.


“Because she can’t help them. Not Sang. Especially not Flannery.”

“oh ‘Especially not’ Mr. Flannery?” Ms. Dixon spat. “And what makes you think you can, Ms. Blake?”

“Because she doesn‘t know.” Tabs said


“Know what?” Dixon pressed


“She doesn’t get it.” Tabs snapped “What he’s going though. I do.”

“Oh you do, do you?” The feline sniffed contemptuously


“Yeah I do.” Tabs barked.


“You think you can get though to the little psycho?” Dixon sneered


“I know how to help him.” Tabs insisted


“Why?” The panthress jeered


“Because I killed a man!” the wolverine finally spat.


The whole world shook. Tabs could feel the blood draining from her body. Icy chill running up her spine as some unseen fist slammed shut on her stomach. She looked at the assembled authority figures. All of them were stunned. None dared say a word. Perhaps none of them could. She could see fear in the Panther’s eyes especially. On any other day she’d relish that. Instead she slumped back down into her seat as the words which could never be taken back lingered in the air.


“It was a long time ago.” She finally sighed “Self defense. I guess. Didn’t feel like it, even if he was shooting at us. Stopped to stay in some abandoned spot out in Arizona. Tweaker meth-runners were using it apparently. Or thought it was theirs. Something. They… they shot someone close to me.” The lie didn’t feel like a lie. But it felt like it should be. Like it was some kind of insult to inflate the relationship that way. To justify what she did. Not that it seemed to matter as she felt her lips moving numbly.


“Maybe we shouldn’t have been there. I know we shouldn’t have been making the life choices we were making. If I’d have just stayed home and put up with the shit with my parents. Or hell if I’d told her to stay home and not be stupid like me” Tabs bristled a bit as she glanced at the principal and vice principal. Drawing a sucking breath.


“This…. Wasn’t on your background check.” The principal finally muttered.


“Wouldn’t be.” Tabs shrugged. “We ran. They all ended up dead. That’s about the time we all decided to find a place and settle down. We didn’t… I didn’t want that life anymore. That’s why I became a teacher. Stupid as that sounds now.” She sorted bitterly and grabbed her shoulder. One of the spots where a graze existed. Fur covered it totally now. But for some reason, it was starting to hurt. “I actually turned myself in after that. It’s sealed though. Not guilty. I never should have been there, though. None of us should.”

Miss Dixon took a moment before she regained her icy composure. Her tail flicked up. Her cool had been shattered by the words. But she didn’t let it linger for long. Her fur bristling as she looked at the slumped figure of her foe. “Well that’s an issue in and of itself. One we should probably bring up with the school board. But it still doesn’t explain why it is that we are getting reports of you suddenly showing such ‘favoritism’ to a couple of students who until now had been absolutely abysmal in your class.”

“Do ya really not get it? Really?” Tabs spat. It took every ounce of strength she had to avoid hoisting herself to her feet again, and she worried that her rage would snap the simple chair apart. “Not six months ago Flannery was on a fast track to prison. Or worse. It doesn’t matter how smart he is if the little smartass keeps trying to pick fights. Sang… Sang’s got his own thing. But both of them” she shook her head bitterly and bit her lip “I thought I could help them some. I thought maybe this time I could actually be doing something positive. Because I am so god damn sick and tired of just beefing up the kids who are disadvantaged enough to get pressured into the military. I’m not here so all the chattel can be ready to get shipped off to another god damn oil war. Ok?” Tears streamed down her face now as she leaned forwards, glancing at Dixon in particular “Whatever else is wrong with me, and by god there’s a lot, I just want to try and unfucking one thing in my god damn life, and not just be called out once again because of my god damn genitals!”

“Miss Blake, I would ask you to keep your composure.” Tabs looked at the superintendent. The man clearly uncomfortable. His whole body tensed up. The fear in his eyes, a fear of someone terrified that they may have to get into a fight when they don’t know the first thing about it.


Tabs sighed and shook her head. She wiped a few tears from her face and took a few breaths to calm herself. “Look, clearly this isn’t working out. If you want to fire me, be my guest. If not? I’m quitting at the end of the year anyhow. I think we can all agree that’s for the best, right?”


The woman bit her lip and braced herself hard. None of this was her plan. None of this made sense. She didn’t even know what the fuck she was doing at this point. She barely heard it as the other three began speaking. Whatever they had to say, it just wasn’t important anymore.

