
Well That happened:

By TerraMGP


Kathoey had waited long enough. It was just the right time of day for most people to be out, and she knew the path she had to take. 


Mistress wasn‘t calling her. Wasn‘t texting her. Wasn‘t saying a damn thing to her. Even Becky had at least texted back about how cute a few of the pictures were. Along with a couple of other pictures she‘d found. Drawn, naturally. But still ones that made the wah feel a bit giggling and excited.


But Mistress? She‘d been stonewalling, and now it was time to try confronting her again. School was back in session. Collin no longer had gym. Maybe she thought she could avoid her little pet and it would all go away. But Kathoey wasn‘t going to go away. Not without a fight.


She made her way up to the back door and knocked firmly. The blinds were drawn over the slider making it impossible to see in. She knocked again. Then a third time. She was about to knock again when the slider blew open, a hulking pig woman standing there instead, her dark black hair matted with sweat and her eyes bloodshot. 


“The fuck do you want.” She snarled in a low hiss.


“I, uh… I’m here to talk to my Mistress.” Katheoy said. She still tried to sound confident. But next to the raw power and rage that was the towering biker woman, the sissy wah felt unimaginably small and weak.


Helga rolled her eyes and braced herself in the door frame. For a moment Kathoey was sure she could hear the wood of the door handle crack just a touch. “This is absolutely not the time, squirt. I’ve got enough to do keeping her head on straight without adding in drama from… this.” Helga waved her hand up and down in a board gesture towards the wah.


“Now wait a sec.” Katheoy whined “I don’t know who you are but-” There wasn’t more discussion. The slider slammed shut. It was hard enough that the tempered glass actually cracked a touch. 


Kathoey jumped back. She checked herself over, sure the thing had shattered and searching all over for gashes from massive glass shards. It had not shattered. She was safe. Rage boiled up in her. She wanted to hammer on the door. Scream for Mistress. Demand an audience. Get some answers.


But the way that woman looked at her. For the second time in as many attempts Katheoy found herself running from her Mistress’ house and heading back home. Heartbroken and devastated.

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


The first reaction to the proxy rejection was wandering around town a bit. Collin wasn’t even aware he had been doing it. He walked off from Mistress’ doorstep and instead of heading home made his way to the gas station for some fast food. Then the library. Finally culminating in an ambling wander though the Walgreens where he came out with a bag full of cheap candy and most of his allowance gone.


He needed to talk to someone. He needed someone who’d understand. For a split second he thought of Becky. Not that he could. Obviously even mentioning any of this to her was utterly impossible. It was wrong to think about her anyways. It’d be like cheating. He didn’t want to cheat. He should have felt more guilty about that outing than he did.


That was about where Collin’s head was as he made his way up to Justin’s house. 


It was a bit surprising for him to not see Justin’s dad in the garage. The older Otter was usually in there doing something before the sun went down. Then again it was still pretty cold out. Instead the wah had to wait until the man opened the front door to let him in. 


“Hey kid.” Mr. Flannery said cheerfully. The middle-aged otter was decked out in jeans and a muscle shirt, his face caked in engine grease and a backwards baseball cap holding his matted mane of blonde headfur in place.


Even after all of these years Collin felt a bit of shock at how different Mr. Flannery could be compared to his own dad. John Flannery looked like he was a cold beer and a tool belt away from being a caricature of middle America. Not that it was a bad thing. In truth the way he got along with Justin was something Collin envied just a bit.


“Hey, Mr. Flannery. Is Justin home?” Collin asked


The otter man blinked a bit and thudded his rudder on the cheap linoleum “Oh, so you’re not here to collect your sister?”

“Wait, Hui’s here?” He blinked


“Has been for about an hour.” John nodded “That’s why I’m in here. Meredith was worried they might try getting a bit, well” he shook his head “It was just safer if I was inside while she was here.”

Collin nodded a bit and did his best to hide his disappointment, and hid disgust. “Yeah, I guess after the blizzard it makes sense. That really shook mom up, too.”

“Yeah, but if you’re over here then that means I can probably get some work done.” He laughed “Trying to get the Tie rod back on Justin’s car. Between you and me I’m getting kinda sick of driving him around. Even if I think we’ll need to set some extra ground rules before he starts up again.”

Once again Collin felt pangs of envy. The pampered asshole drives off in the start of a snow storm and still gets to drive after that? He considered heading home right then and there just to deny him a bit more time with that particular freedom.


“Don’t worry, Mr. Flannery. I won’t tell em.” Collin chirped dutifully. He was jealous. But he was also lazy, and upset. The last thing he needed was to put up with things at home.


The basement for the Flannery home was nowhere near as nice as his own. Much of it was actually left unfinished. With cheap rugs lining the cement floor towards Justin’s room and the semi-finished living area which made up the bulk of the basement. He made his way into that living space. It was much like his own basement in many ways. Couch, TV, a small TV stand to hold consoles and other such. None of it quite as nice, but it gave the whole place a very bohemian feel. More than once Hui had compared it to Joker’s loft in Persona 5. But then she never could get that game out of her head.


“Awww come on.” Hui muttered as she looked up from where she sat, fiddling with a small set of lego bricks resting on her chest. “I just got here.”

“Justin’s dad said it’s been an hour at least.” Collin muttered “Don’t worry, brat. I’m not taking you home. I was hoping I could hang out with my best friend for once.” Without even asking Collin plopped himself on the open end of the couch, tossing his bag of candy on to the end table beside the couch.


Naturally Hui started to sit up and reach for the bag. The massive pile of cheese-its and Hershey’s products drawing the dorky girl into a sit-up far faster than Collin’s Mistress ever had in gym class.


Or so he imagined. He’d never seen her gym class sessions.


Collin smacked her paw and grumbled as he crossed his arms ruefully. “Hey, get your own, dork.” He muttered


“Jeeze, touchy much?” Justin blinked “What the hell happened to you?”

“You know what happened to me, and you know I don’t’ want to talk about it around her!” Collin snapped.


Hui whimpered and shook her head a bit at that. “I’m sorry, Chen.” She sighed “I didn’t know you were having a bad day.”

“Please tell me you didn’t try to go see ‘her’ again.” Justin sighed.


Collin winced and looked off to one side. “Who, you mean Becky? Look, I’m not thinking about her right now and you know it. Besides how would I walk all the way to her house. Not all of us can drive Mr. Wheelman.”

“Wasn’t talking about Becky. But that is a lil Freudian of ya there, pal.” Justin chuckled, seemingly unparsed by the reminder of his current lack of wheels. “I think I have a good idea of why you’re so agitated. I mean, it’s not like anything has happened on that front since winter break.”

“She’s probably just scared.” Hui nodded “I mean, not that it would be unreasonable considering what went on. Though she didn’t seem afraid when I talked to her. More just scary. Like usual.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” Collin nodded “I mean she probably just can’t see me right now because of how confused things are. What with the… wait. What do you mean you talked with her, Hui?”

“Yeah. Right after the Blizzard.” The younger wah noted


Collin gazed at her for a long moment. His jaw dropping ever so slightly as the gears turned in his head. “After the…” It slowly dawned on him. His eyes flitted between Justin and his sister. Finally landing on the quiet otter boy who sat there on his ratty old couch scratching his head and trying like hell not to make eye contact.


“You told her?” 


“Of course I did.” Justin growled “What was I supposed to do?”

“Well not tell her this. What, and you went to talk to her, Hui? Is that why she won’t talk to me now? Because I swear to god if you threatened her” As expected Justin got in the way again. The ‘hero’ boy slipping in between Collin and his sister as his face turned stony.


Hui pushed herself out from behind Justin and stared her brother down. Her gaze unnervingly similar to one their mother often wore. “What she did was wrong, Chen.” Hui snapped “Very wrong. Master and I talked about it. Everything that had happened. He actually talked me out of just going to the principal about it myself. Even though I probably should have.”

“Phht. Trying to say what she does is wrong and calling him ‘Master’ in the same breath is just more hypocrisy, lil sis.” Collin snapped. “So you can have someone older treat you like a bitch in heat and boss you around. But I can’t?”

“She’s almost as old as his parents!” Hui chirped angrily “We’re to talking about a one or two year age gap here, Chen. Plus she’s your teacher. Do you even know what ‘parasocial relationships’ are? Or about toxic power dynamics?”

“Just because your lil perv brain got hooked on BDSM porn early doesn’t mean all of us have read up on this ‘safe kink’ stuff.” Collin huffed.


“Those aren’t even kink things. That’s basic psychology!” From there the argument sped up and instantly shifted into Mandarin. Both siblings barreling down on each other, with Collin using his minor height advantage to try and press the issue as the pair twisted and turned this way and that around Justin’s body. The otter boy in the middle reduced to little more than another one of the support beams scattered around the basement.


The shouting continues right up until the grabs. Hui gasped and grabbed hold of her Collar. Her eyes wide as it was yanked up and cut off her air for a split second. Collin felt fingers trying to grab where a collar should be. When that didn’t work the paw instead grabbed hold of his shirt. Both siblings were then spun and tossed in one quick motion down on to the couch. Justin towering over the two of them.


“Enough!” the boy finally snapped. “Jesus Christ enough already. Collin. Hui and I talked about it. This is our relationship. It’s real and it’s important to us. I told her that ‘Auntie’ had a lot she could teach me still, and I was kinda trying to figure things out. So we can continue, but with the ground rules Hui and I agreed on. Unless she’s hiding something from me she didn’t say word one about you to her.”

Hui shook her head emphatically at this.


“And Hui.” Justin continued “We really have no room to talk with him. This is his thing to figure out. Plus we both agreed to let this continue until the end of the year anyhow. Much as a whole year of having all this… pent up frustration… is just driving me up the damn wall” He reached down to ‘adjust’ the cage his shaft had rested in over the past year. A source of consternation in countless ways. Not the least of which were fears that it was perhaps more loose than it had been at the start. Though that had to be his imagination. One of the many things making him paranoid of late.


Neither of the siblings said anything. Both looked on at Justin for a long moment before finally nodding their understanding. The unspoken demand for a truce tarnished only by a few agitated glances between the two red pandas.


“Thank Christ.” Justin sighed, slumping down on to the couch between them. “You guys have no idea how bad you get when you start fighting like this. Seriously.”

“And you seem even more pissed than usual.” Collin huffed. He pouted, before smirking playfully and glancing at the blonde boy now sitting there between him and his sister. Squished between the two as he took on the role of unofficial referee.


“What’s so funny?” Justin muttered, glancing at Collin out of the corer of his eye


“Oh, nothing.” Collin snickered “Just wondering what has you so pissed lately.”

Justin rolled his eyes “You mean besides the blackmail, ditching my car, and having to put up with this sibling rivalry crap? Or maybe the injuries that still haven‘t healed yet?”

“Or, and hear me out.” Collin murred “You’re pent up without Auntie’s ‘help’”

This got a hard shove. The wah boy suppressing a small snicker and leaning in just a bit “Oh come on now. You don’t seem to mind that much when she has some fun with her cute lil Justine. Or…” he licked his lips “When she has us have some fun”

The other two teens sat quietly. Realization slowly dawned on Hui’s face. Justin simply blushed.


“That sounds more like a ‘Kathy’ thing to say.” Justin finally muttered though his slightly clenched muzzle.


That comment seemed to shake Collin’s confidence a bit. He looked off to the side as he gripped his hands into his cargo pants and twisted the fabric. “Not like it’s only been her and Justine all this time.” He shot back. His sock feet digging in to the thin rug that separated them from the cold unfinished cement basement floor.


The kiss came suddenly. An assault of warm fur and flesh mixed with cheap tee shirt and the unmistakable scent of ‘boy’.


There was some resistance. Collin barely aware of his own movements as he pushed back at that narrow undefined flat chest. He felt the other boy’s arms moving to grab his paws. Even then the resistance was token as he half let himself be pushed back against the couch arm. Huffing and panting. Squirming and struggling just a bit while his body twisted in the wanted yet unwanted pleasure.


Justin’s voice was far less confident than it should have been given the gesture. Trembling and even cracking slightly. He looked over at Hui. The girl squished up into the opposite corner of the couch. Looking on as her chest heaved. Looking for all the world like her heart had just been overclocked and she was about to overheat.


“You sure you’re ok with this?” Justin asked. 


Hui nodded meekly.


“You remember your safe word.“ He asked. This time at least somewhat more confident.


“Dome Fossil, Master.“ Hui muttered


The unspoken conversation Collin had apparently missed by looking away only now seeming to click while the two gave this little exchange. Some small fragment of him wanted to laugh at the safe word. Instead he felt his own chest heaving. He felt the urge to make some kind of snide comment. But that was what Kathoey did. He wasn’t Kathoey right now. He couldn’t hit that head space for some reason. Somehow it only made him feel that much more exposed.


Justin looked back from Hui. His eyes locked with Collin. The two boys looking at each other for the longest time. Something somehow both arousing and uncomfortable. “Hui, You can play with yourself. You can watch. But you can’t join I. And I want you to keep those legs spread. And pull up your sweater.”

Even though he said this, Justin didn’t look back at her. Collin spared a small glance. His younger sister’s virgin folds on full display within a few moments. Panties from some cartoon he didn’t recognize pulled to the side to show off the puffy pink lips among dark fur and flesh. He quickly looked away and bit back a groan. His cage was always some kind of uncomfortable. His balls ached and his shaft screamed for attention even on the best days. Even when he was able to use his cute bussy to get release.


This was different though. The shame more heady. It was what he might imagine going from pot to hard drugs was like, even if that was apparently not how it really worked. Every nerve ending in Collin’s body screamed for him to stop. Which also meant it screamed in pleasure. Not even the puckish Kathoey there to dull the reality of what he was seeing. The sight of his sister, very clearly feeling something similar, slowly stroking one finger up and down her folds in an awkward twitch. Already wet. Watching the live action Yaoi Manga playing out in front of her.


The otter boy’s hand moved down along Collin’s slender body. It went along his side and traced his thigh. He tugged at the button of the other boy’s fly. Collin whined and writhed and whipped his tail in the air while the pants were open He bit his lip and looked away from his best friend. Moaning softly as the drippy mass of fur and flesh that was his poor package got pulled out into the cold basement air.


“S-stop it. She’s gonna see.” Collin heard the words, and it almost felt like he had said them. Though they somehow sounded distant.


“Stop it ‘Sir’.” Justin corrected “At least while we’re here. And you know the rules.” He sounded a touch more confident. In truth he probably sounded like he was overcompensating. But then Collin was finding it hard to be very critical with the way he was being manhandled and twisted around. He felt the other boy shift and now his caged little dicklette was on full display for Hui. The girl let out a soft shameful gasp as it was presented. Collin didn’t dare look at her. But based on the sounds of her breathing, and some other things he dared to think too hard about, he could tell she was looking.


“Is this why you’re freaking out?” Justin let out an overly-preformative snarl as he squeezed the aching balls. Pre dribbled and oozed from the caged cock tip and over part of his paw. The squeezing continued until Collin finally nodded. A whining little ‘Yes sir’ on his lips while struggling back against the old couch arm. Worn old suede brushed Collin’s back as he felt his shirt being pulled off.


The otter boy stopped pulling at Collin’s clothes long enough to give those balls a little smack. Collin winced and whined and squealed but he didn’t yelp the safe word. All hints of bratty little Kathy poking her head out were lost somewhere deep in the back of the wah’s mind as he drank in the sight of the boy half standing over him with one knee on the couch and the other leg planted firmly on the ground. Collin’s shaft screamed though his brain as a bit of Justin’s thumb fur pushed between the gaps of that cage to rub some soft needy flesh. Aching balls massaged and rubbed while the shirt was peeled off of him. 


Soon enough the red panda boy was stripped, save for his socks and the cargo pants now held around his ankles. He was knelt now on the cheap rug with his eyes forced up. Heaving and shuddering. His paws gripping at his cage while he watched Justin stand and tower over him. He tried to open his mouth to protest. He felt a rush of shame and embarrassment just being in this position. Parts of him wanted to tell the cocky little edge lord how he was going too far. Point out how Justin didn’t compare to Mistress. Could never compare to Mistress.


Maybe he couldn’t. But the needy wah was finding it almost impossible to pull his eyes away. Especially as those worn old blue jeans pushed up against his snoot.


“Go on.” Justin said. The shake in his voice almost covered. “You know what to do. You do it for your Mistress enough. Right?”

Any part of Collin able to resist was shattered by that. His tongue lulled out to touch the little brass zipper tab. His teeth bit down on the metal. His eyes still stuck on those shimmering blue orbs though the sandy blonde hair. He pulled down slowly. That ‘boy’ smell only grew. The scent of unwashed teenager drifting though the thin sheet of Kingdom Hearts boxers that probably hadn’t been washed in a bit. Musk wafting back though the wah’s sinuses while the warm bulge was rubbed along his face.


“Take a nice sniff.” Justin murred “All that silly brat crap, when we both know you just want to smell some nice thick dick.” The words were clumsy. Yet the way those sandy blonde locks fell in front of Justin’s face, the way he looked down at the other boy. Any Collin may have tried to pretend it was Justine bossing him around evaporated as the otter licked his lips and started to hump against that muzzle.


“Master.” Hui moaned softly. By now one paw was wrapped around one of her modest breasts while the other was rolling two fingers into those warm wet folds. The poor girls whole body twitched as she reluctantly pulled her hand away. The goo glistening on the digits while she tried to keep her hand in place.


Collin looked at his sister even as he continued to sniff in that scent. He huffed the boy musk and lapped his tongue against the warm furry orbs, tasting just a bit of bare fur from the small slit in those boxers.


“Listen to that lil goonette there. She’s such a good little porn princess. No cumming until I tell her.” Justin moaned and bit his lip. He shifted his body enough for his balls and the caged shaft to slip free. His pre dripped out while the orbs were bathed by the wah boy’s tongue. His rudder tail thudding on the ground as the boy fought though his clear needy pleasure to try and remain cool and controlled. It was a losing battle, but one he continued on all the same. 


The otter then held up his paw, palm down, showing it to Collin. Small streaks of drying pre on it from the abuse he’d given to the wah only moments ago. “You aren’t the only one who hasn’t had any real ‘relief’ since she went quiet you know. Except we both know you’re a lil dildo riding slut.”

Collin tensed a bit. His eyes wide. He looked up with growing terror as he racked his mind trying to figure out how Justin could have found out about the photo shoot. The fact that his tongue was moving that much faster and harder didn’t quite register. Not as he started to suck on the orbs, more of the pre oozing out over his own face.


“I know Hui said one of her toys was missing, and she’s pretty sure she saw one when getting her stuff back out of your room.” Justin mocked “A lil faggie fuckdoll must really need his ass filled all the time. But what about me? My dick is still all locked up. Do you know how long it’s been since the last time I got off?”

“No S-Mmmph!” The response was quieted by Justin shoving his balls firmly into the unsuspecting muzzle. Collin now sucked and licked while the oozing white fluid ran over his face. The sound of Hui starting to slowly work herself up again with the wet thwipping sound drew Collin’s eyes over to her prone body. Now splayed and bare with skirt and sweater bunched up around her neck and her middle, leaving the orange and black fur fully exposed along her waifish body.


Justin turned Collin’s face up to look at him again. His tongue slowly licked up the palm of his paw in a way that was probably meant to be sexy. Normally it wouldn’t be. But Collin, poor Collin was so worked up, and needy, and exposed. The timid little bitch boy was being used. Not Kathoey. He felt so good just being led, being bossed around and bullied. Justin was now here near his Mistress. For a moment, Collin even wondered if he compared to Becky. But he could also almost see what his sister seemed to in him. The sly boyish confidence. The burgeoning cruelty. Plus the simple reality of how ‘gay’ Colin was being. He whined a throaty whine and tired to push closer while he watched, looking up and mumbling incoherently. A sticky mess starting to roll down his face.


At some point, and it was hard for any teen to tell when, Justin pushed Collin back. He panted and moaned. His chest heaving in a deep sharp breath of chill basement air. “You always get to cum, cock sucking gayboy. It’s your fault I’m stuck like this. I think it’s only fair you take some responsibility.”

Wasn’t that what Collin was doing? The ‘threat’, or statement, or whatever it was, simply didn’t make sense. Not until Justin turned around and allowed his Jeans to fall to the floor. His rudder tail twisting and thumping more, shoving down those boxers to show off the scrawny, androgynous ass Collin had gotten quite familiar with during their play sessions with Mistress.


He didn’t quite know what to do with himself. He certainly didn’t know what had come over him. Yes, Justin grabbed a hand full of headfur. Yes he pushed Collin in. But the wah was already moving. He was already gasping as his tongue started to trace and lap at the tight ring of his sissy sister. No, of Justin. Of his sisters Master. Of his best friend. Of the first boy he’d ever done faggie things with. The utter depraved shame of it all drawing a high squeal as he was kept in place rolling his tongue around and in to the tight tail hole. Utterly debased and degraded by the other locked up boy.


Meanwhile Hui was wining. The girl able to do little more than tug at her pebble-like nipples and twist the rings in them. Her tail curled around both boys. Her tongue lulled out as she muttered things seared in from her hours of self induced porn addiction. She gazed up into her Masters eyes. The loose tee shirt hanging from him. The way he gripped hold of the couch and loomed over her like some primal predator. The way his free hand, a hand only moments ago covered by her big brother’s spunk, gripped her chin in that dominating yet tender way. Index knuckle finding just the right spot under her muzzle as he forced her to look at him. Tenderness amid the sexual chaos.


Both siblings moaned almost in unison. Their voices were nearly the same pitch. Justin’s voice, something hovering between tenor and baritone, seemed to cut in almost perfectly at the off-beats. His caged shaft dripping while he humped his butt against Collin’s face.


“He’s so good at hitting that little button, my love.” Justin cooed in his cheesy DM-esqe Dom voice “Don’t you just wish it was you like that?”

Hui nodded. She felt his thumb moving up and slipping into her maw. The knowledge of where it had been and what had been on it not long ago was another sharp spear of shame, and yet she began sucking. Her amber eyes not quite daring to close. Her tongue lulling over the digit dutifully as she basked in the raw carnal bliss.


Even if Collin couldn’t see any of this, he knew the two love birds were busy in their shared depravity. Somehow that only made it better. He found himself humping on the floor, his balls grinding painfully on the cheap rug while his tongue now started to roll and rub against the ‘button’ deep in the dom otter. Every once in a while he almost reached up to spread those scrawny butt cheeks. Yet each time he just ground himself gripping his tail or hugging himself. He was just a tool right now. He was just being used. His whole body trembling and tremmoring. Kathy wasn’t coming to save him. Not letting him sink into that tough girlish façade. It was weak little Collin rimming the stronger boy. Weak little collin who heard his little sister squealing in sexual pleasure. The girl gooning and edging away, rubbing herself up to the edge again and again. Collin dragged along every time Justin shifted position until it felt like the poor wah boy would fall over on his face if not for the paw gripping his hair.


Hui saw it all, though. She watched. Begging her Master to let her cum amid the gibbering pants and begging moans.


“Mmmm. Fuck.” Justin’s words were heavy and wet. Both siblings knew what would happen next. Collin could swear he felt the twitching on his tongue. Hui watched as that caged cock still spurted and milked out wave after ropey wave. Justin humping the air as he baptized his pet’s fairylike body with thick ropes of his seed, spraying it over her hest, her tummy, her thighs. All while his thumb rested firmly in her muzzle.


There was no way any of the three could tell how long they were like this. Shared need and lust made the minutes melt away. Collin gripped at his balls until they hurt, desperate to cum while knowing he’d just helped this second calls ‘sir’ spunk all over his darling little sister. That he’d facilitated her defilement. Helped please the man who had so utterly conquered her. His digits dipped into his rump while he dwelled on the thought. Yet his position made it almost impossible to do more than tease while he continued his task dutifully. The raw needy lust making him feel like he cold just implode into his own heart.


“T-thank you Master.” Hui chirped as she lay there breathlessly. Still looking up at his face. She huffed in the air to smell him on her. Their mingled fluids almost choking the stagnant basement with their musk.


“That’s how a cum sock should look.” Justin murred.


Hui nodded her agreement with a dopey, nasal moan. Every bi the dorky little porn princess she was, glasses slipping down her muzzle lazily.


Collin wasn’t expecting to get yanked forwards, and for the jerkiness of his motions it didn’t seem Justin was either. The wah boy was on his hands and knees, now able to cast his eyes on the cummy drippy mess that was his sister. He felt ashamed, he felt primal fury, and most of all he felt jealousy. He had been nothing more but a warm little pill vibe to help Justin get off on his pet. Now he was being made to bask in the smell and the sight of it. Warmth radiating of her while he huffed for air after his service to ‘Sir’.


“I think it’s almost dried enough that she’ll smell it later.” Justin growled as he pulled on Collin’s headfur. “Clean it up.”

Both red Panda siblings looked up at him. Their eyes widened. Fear and disbelief and lust all mingled into a big ball of confused teenage lust as the order simply hung there in the air around them.


“Need to use the safe word?” Justin asked. He tried to sound cool, tried to almost make it a dare. But it wasn’t. It was very obvious to both of them that he worried he’d gone way too far.


Collin worried that too, and yet he said nothing. He simply looked into his sister’s eyes. Whimpering and whining while held in place. She’d say it. He knew she’d say it. She’d have to say it.


Hui likewise waited for Collin to utter the words. She didn’t move. Only her toes seemed to respond to her and those curled in until it was painful. Her body braced as Justin let her big brother’s hair go. She watched the expression of cucked shame and blissful defeat on his face while he stuck his tongue out, and started to trace it along her tummy fur.


The sensation was… Hui didn’t know what it was. She didn’t have words for this. Sure she’d experienced other things with her Master. Just because they hadn’t done ‘it’ didn’t mean she was a complete loser virgin. Yet the sensation of Chen slowly tracing his tongue up and down her tummy fur was something else. She could feel her thighs close and open from the mixed signals her brain gave them. She cast her eyes to Justin, not daring to utter the word but pleading for some kind of help. She imagined him holding her arms or pinning her legs. Keeping her in place for this. Taking away her choice. That little bit of consensual rape would have made it so much easier.


Yet somehow this was so much better, and so much worse. She looked between her Master and her brother. The former towering there, licking his lips as he observed the two playing like dolls. The latter still with his eyes fixed on her. This tongue lapping up another boys spunk, slowly nearing the soft curve of her breasts, tracing the tender little divot of her tummy. The movements systematic. A bit like a feral dog, which absolutely didn’t help things. He’d move up to a few inches under her chest, then move down and begin working on her pelvis. Not quite her folds. Nothing had hit that low. But close enough to feel his breath. Close enough that she was sure she’d go over the edge at any moment.


She wanted to, she didn’t want to. It didn’t matter. It wasn’t enough. With her hands unable to move lest they get in Chen’s way and her chest heaving in with the terrified anticipation of brotherly tongue on her nipples and around her soft breasts, it was almost too much to take. If anything could make her cum against her orders it felt like this should be it. Yet it didn’t. It only made things worse. She was only able to drown in the taboo.


Collin could see that lust, he could see that desire and that shame. He felt it too. Probably felt it more than her. It was such a betrayal. The second biggest one he’d made. Only one was worse, and his mind went back to it in spite of his own horrified pleasure. His sister’s fur was soft and downy. Her body trembled and twitched in response to his tongue. If this was Kathoey she could have played with that. SH would have been on one of those little nipples already. Would have reveled in being the top slut. But Collin? Collin thought about how good it would feel to have that otter cock rammed in his ass. He licked the downy fur of Hui’s pelvis with a nervous methodical pace while half hoping Justin would shove his face between those legs and shatter another taboo. He could feel his big fluffy tail seeking out anything to wrap around and jolted whenever it managed to bump into Hui’s. The incidental and innocent contact somehow made so much worse with each depraved lap of the sweet-salty seed of the boy who was so utterly violating their sacred bond.


“He’s a cute lil pillow biter, huh?” Justin whispered into Hui’s ear, loud enough for Collin to hear. Neither one of them could see how scared he was, how off-the-rails this was by now. He simply stood behind Hui at this point. Panting, moaning into her ear, making her watch while Collin got closer. While the boy being used as little more than a rag for a cum sock started to lick carefully along the hard little stones that were his sisters delicately pierced nipples.


Only a kiss from Justin kept Hui quiet enough to avoid the attention of the parents upstairs. Hui melted into it. The fact that he’d tasted some of her brothers spunk not really registering to her a the moment. She kissed and lapped and licked needily while groaning and wriggling and roiling helplessly. Her whole body limp and helpless while her brother was ‘forced’ to almost worshipfully lap up every spot of spunk from her fur and leave the girl shivering and cleaned. Little more than an increasingly horny afterthought amid the two lovers.


“So what do you think of your big brother now?” Justin moaned as he licked at that twitchy wah ear. The boy seeming to know just how his girl ticked


“C-chen is… kinda cute like this.” Hui huffed “He’s kind of like a cute lil… uh, ‘other F word’”

“A what?” Justin moaned. His hand now moving down to rub between her legs, stopping only to push Colin between those knees an let him look, let him sniff, let him feel the heat of the squirming girl


“I, You know. Pleas Master.” Hui whined “It’s embarrassing.


“Go on.” Justin whispered “Say it. I’ sure he really is dying to hear what you think of him.”

“Chen is a cute little fag. He’s a pillow biting little cuck boi and it’s super duper kawaii” Hui shoved her face into both paws in shame and looked away. Her whole body now curling, mercifully, into a little ball that somehow still ensured a clear, if inadvertent, view between her legs.


“What the fuck did we just do.” Collin whined. Even as he did he tried to catch another sniff of his sister. The mere wrongness and shame of it making the blushing boy shudder from neck to the tip of his bushy tail.


“I Think.” Justin muttered “Someone’s still a bit pent up, and agitated.”

Collin gulped hard and gazed up at the otter. He slumped back, biting his lip, watching Justin awkwardly sauntered up to him. The poor wah was too pent up and worked up to really think straight. His body, not Kathoey’s but ‘his’ body, was too elated and electrified even as he kept rolling how wrong it was though his head.


“You want some attention too?” Justin asked plainly


Collin hesitated. He looked away. His cheeks flushed so red it felt like he was getting lightheaded. His chest heaved and his heart felt like it would thump out of his chest. “S-sure.” he muttered meekly.


Justin didn’t say anything. He stood there, expectant. His face once again twisted into a try hard mask of faux confidence.


“Don’t make me say it.” Collin whined.


“You can always say the other thing.” Justin snickered in his DM voice once more.


“Yes, Sir. Please.” Even as the words left his muzzle Collin wondered if he was doing the right thing. He watched Justin as the other boy vanished from view, walking out of his bedroom and walking next door to the boiler room where his family kept the various tubs of random crap. 


He came back in a short while later, a large, smooth plastic cylinder in hand. The thing looked like a sword from a sentai, though the colors and stickers on it were jarringly shaded in eye-bleeding pastels. He extended the plastic thing out fully and smirked while pushing the button which caused the little holes in the hilt to light up with cheap LED light.


Collin was about to comment on how he’d just killed the mood. Right up until Justin walked past him ad grabbed Hui by the throat, pushing the tip of the toy to her lips.


“Let’s make it nice and wet for him, shall we?” Justin practically purred.


Hui’s eyes went wide. She was clearly trying to relax her throat. It didn’t work. She coughed and sputtered as she was deep throated by the toy. The girl kicking her legs and wriggling. A ball of fluff curling and uncurling on the couch as she thrashed. Yet never once did she fight too hard. Every little struggle was an involuntary spasm, and when Justin nervously pulled back now and then for her own safety she was all too quick to shove herself on it again the way she had any number of her own little collected toys. Squealing and squirming and drooling all over her face.


A good brother would have protested. A good brother would have put a stop to this. A good brother would be outraged to see his best friend face-fucking his little sister like a cheap sex doll using some bootleg reject toy from Big Lots. A good brother certainly wouldn’t be trying to rub himself against the rug in the hopes that some of the friction on his balls would let him cum somehow. He certainly wouldn’t be drooling at the sight of the bishonen boy dominating Hui, hoping like hell he’d be next.


Collin was such a bad brother. He just bit his lip as what little assertive confidence he thought he could muster evaporated into a horny moan. Watching the toy removed from her and shuddering with anticipation when the paw grabbed his hair and bent him over the couch.


The slobber on the toy wasn’t much. It wasn’t the proper lube one might expect such an object to have. Collin would have been far more worried if he wasn’t used to fucking his bussy with nothing more than his own spit on things far bigger. He looked up meekly at Justin. Any snark or sass oddly absent from his voice. The needy little bitch boy instead whimpering hopefully and trying to grab hold of the couch cushion. It didn’t matter that it was sewn I place. His whole body knew what was coming and couldn’t possibly relax just yet


It wasn’t gentle. He didn’t expect it to be. Both of them had been trained by Mistress. Both of them had been used far harder than this. But it was that roughness he needed. That feeling of helplessness. Powerlessness. Collin drank up his subjugation. Collin didn’t listen. He barely paid attention as the toy jammed in and out of his ass. The cheap plastic thankfully smooth enough to avoid any cuts or scratches. His rump thankfully prepped enough to ensure there wasn’t anything horrible going on back there. He didn’t really notice Hui shifting around. He didn’t pay attention to the noises around him. Not until he felt something familiar shoved into his maw. The taste of musky unwashed faux-silk filling his muzzle and his senses while the hammering away at his rear became jerky and even more forceful.


He milked out onto the floor. It was nowhere near the near-true spray Justin had managed. Collin was actually taking care of himself after all and it was doubtful the other boy had sunk that low. He reveled in it. He meekly backed that little wah booty into the toy and drooled into Justin’s boxers. He wanted to struggle. He wanted to fight back. He wanted to be pinned down and ‘Taken’. Not a brat to be tamed like Kathoey, but a soft, pliant, obedient little sissy fag doll. A little bit of yaoi fodder for cute girls and boys to play with. Right now it was meek, dweeby loser Collin getting fucked crosseyed. Possibly literally from the way he felt that toy hammer and mash and pound at his prostate. Knowing that made him somehow glad Kathoey couldn’t step in at this moment. This was his time to be conquered.


“You look kinda cute like that.” Justin’s voice caused Collin to jolt up. The otter looked amused. He also looked tired and a bit frazzled. But Collin felt too weak to care. Justin pulled his boxers out of Collin’s muzzle a moment and leaned in. Only then did the sex-addled red panda realize that the pounding was still going while there was no way Justin could have been doing it.


“So.” Justin murred “Tell me. Would you rather that was my cock?” He whispered the words just loud enough for Hui to hear. But it was a question for Collin. Not some depravity for his sister’s future spank bank.


Collin bit down hard on his lip again and tried to look away. “Please.” He muttered.


“Please?” Justin asked as he tilted his head.


“Y-your… I… I mea… I… Your cock” The word was barely whispered. Collin’s voice coming out like paper-thin glass.


His face was turned up again. Ice blue eyes locked on him. A cruel smile from the otter who was clearly enjoying this far too much. He cupped the blushing boy’s face and leaned in almost close enough to kiss. Almost, but not quite. “My what?” Justin murred


“Your Cock, Sir!” Collin yelped “I wish it was your Cock. I wish you were ramming my ass. I wish you were plowing me like you wanna plow my sister! Making me a real little cum rag!” 


Once again Justin kissed him. The heavy fucking continued. The toy moving fast, awkwardly and oh so roughly. It went on for who knew how long. Collin felt himself emptied out on to the carpet. His own spurted stream of milked cum splattering to the floor even as the fucking stopped and Hui collapsed in exhaustion. Justin did so a few moments later, and all three teens were left to stew on the floor in the after math of what they’d just done.

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


“Justin, what have I told you about that Incense crap?”

All three teens jolted as the door. Justin dropping his controller on to Hui who was laying on the couch with her head in his lap. Collin, who was sitting with his legs curled around the top of the couch and his head hanging off of the end, winced and nearly chocked on the bit of chocolate in his mouth. The shock causing him to thud his head on the floor.


The older otter man sighed and looked at the three, sniffing the air a bit and wincing.


“Sorry, Dad.” Justin sighed “I guess I just wasn’t thinking.”

“We’ve been over this. You wanna get a wax melter down here that’s one thing, but incense is gonna start a fire. Plus whatever stuff you got, it reeks kid.”

“Maybe Justin just forgot to shower again.” Collin snickered.


“Nah, I’m accounting for that.” John shrugged. The man looked around the small living space and then reached down to grab some of the candy sitting in the plastic bag on the table by the couch.


“Hey!’ Collin yelped. “That’s mine.” 


“House tax.“ John said even as he popped one of the smaller wrapped candies into his mouth and began to chew almost defiantly.


No sooner had he said that then Hui did a sit-up and slipped her way over him, falling back into Justin’s lap, this time more upright, with a pair of cookies n Cream bars. One for her, and one she slipped to the otter boy.


“Uuuugh, why do I even bother.” Collin groaned.


“You’ll be fine.” John snickered “You kids want pizza?”

“Mom getting Jets?” Justin asked, perking up at the idea


“Prolly” John shrugged “Whatever’s on the way home. You kids try not to get into any trouble down here, ok? And no more incense!”

“Got it dad!” Justin sighed


“Yes Mr. Flannery” both wah siblings said in unison


With that, John made his way back up the stairs, and the three teens slumped back into exhaustion.

