
Who you are:

By TerraMGP


After a full morning of failed fun coupled with a long lecture from a well meaning mouse woman, Collin had figured his day couldn’t get much worse. He’d spent the rest of his morning dutifully going to his flute lessons so he could get screamed at by his teacher, coming home to deal with a pile of English homework and generally falling back into the worthless moron of a good son that he had been for nearly two decades.


Now here he was on the couch. All thoughts of any relaxation he may get driven out by the stack of college brochures his mother insisted he go over. Until a few months ago he’d have tossed out any that weren’t out of the whole damn state. Things like UCLA would provide him some distance at least. Ensure that if he fucked up he didn’t have his parents bearing down on him or outlining in excruciating detail every aspect of his clear mistakes that set him up for this latest painful failure.


Now, though? Now it was just hard to say. Now he had to think about other factors. Now it wasn’t just Collin, but Kathoey he had to consider. He closed his eyes trying to put the fresh faced and bright eyed girl wandering around the campuses for the University of Michigan or University of Wisconsin. Minnesota state. Kalamazoo college. He even tried to imagine her in some of the more puritanical schools his mother had added to the list. Collin couldn’t help but snicker as he imagined all of the sheltered prudes drooling over the flat lil sissy rump and big swishy tail of some ‘blue haired liberal freak’. All of them trying to deny how badly they wanted her, boys and girls.


It was a stupid idea. Wasting thousands of dollars and god knew how many hours just to cheese off some people who had objectively done nothing to him. It was a fun one though. The most fun he’d had in a tire fire of a day. More fun than considering the fact that he’d have to find something close to home after all, something that would let him stay near Mistress. Some way to still be with her.


The front door popped open and the small shell of peace built up around the wah came crashing down. He arched his back to see who had won the race to get home and slumped back down noticing it was only Hui. His younger sister kicked off her shoes and walked into the living room with a heavy duffle bag over one shoulder. 


Collin felt a small twitch in his gut. The bug out bag. Something he’d set up a couple weeks back. A hidden duffel bag with his Kathoey accessories and enough stuff to make his way to Mistress if he needed to leave. He’d set it up after some discord conversation drifted somehow into the idea of how to escape bad situations. His situation wasn’t bad. Not really, especially not when compared to what some of the people had talked about in their own past. He still made the bag, just to say he could. To say he had it if he really wanted to.


It wasn’t until Hui sat down on his legs and plopped the bag where he could get a good look that the knot in his gut alleviated. It wasn’t his. It wasn’t nearly full enough. Just another of the half dozen orange camping duffels that his dad had bought and which Hui had chosen to repurpose since dad never got to go out camping anymore.


“You’re home late.” Colin shrugged “No homework today I take it?”

“Actually I was out dealing with homework.” Hui giggled. She began bouncing on his legs until finally Collin pulled them out from under her and sat himself up on the couch.


Colin tossed the pamphlet in his paw on the coffee table and looked over the bag, glancing back up at his sister. “Homework with a duffle bag and going out all night? If I didn’t know better I’d call bull.”

“Oh yeah?  And what ‘better’ do you know?” Hui snickered. She tried to hide her blush, though it didn’t do much as she clearly understood the implication.


“Nevermind.” Collin sighed “You’ll have to forgive me but I’d rather not get into this kind of banter with my own sister. My day already sucks. Sucked pretty much since church got out.” 


“So it sucked all day.” Hui shrugged “Well I wish I’d have known. I’d have invited you to hang out with us while we did the project. With Master busy doing stuff it would have been nice having someone there to crack jokes and hang out.”

He opened his muzzle to chide her only to fall silent. It wasn’t worth it. Hearing her call Justin ‘Master’ was grating. Seeing her so starry-eyed and carefree was grating. Anything he said was just going to make Collin the asshole and he knew it. Instead he made his way into the kitchen to grab a can of coke while Hui started to fiddle on her phone.


“Well I hope you at least realize Becky isn’t the girl I’m interested in, right? Meaning you’ll stop trying to set us up.” He wandered back towards Hui and set a second can of coke in front of her, leaning over to see what was popping up on her phone.


“Nope.” Hui chirped “Even if I know it’s not happening I gotta do right by my friend and help her crush on you. Besides playing matchmaker is fun.” She gave him a grin that made it impossible to tell how much if anything she was saying might be true. Hui blinked and bounced finally finding whatever it was she was looking for and holding the phone up towards Collin. Familiar music beginning to play as a camera swept slowly along a lush open field.


The next four minutes of video were… odd. Collin watched his sister dressed in one of her cosplay outfits, the one of the glasses girl from Dangenronpa, wandering though the field and brushing her fingers over the flowers as she lip-synched along with the music. The words ‘Nightwish: Forever yours’ placed on the opening seconds in some overly elaborate script that simply smacked of pretension. 


It wasn’t a spectacular video. The outfit looked silly on Hui and her synch was off. He noticed all the jerky bumps of the camera and the odd misplaced shots. The whole thing looked like an attempt to copy those random video game based live action videos violinists or others would do in the wilderness though on a much smaller and cheaper scale. 


“Well… that was a thing.” Collin blinked


“I know right?” Hui yelped “And she got it all edited this evening. We finished up at about four and Master came to pick me up. Becky drove right back home and started cutting this all up. Pretty cool, huh? It’s already got over a hundred hits.”

“Wait, you’re on Youtube? For this?” Collin squinted at his sister’s phone as the shot panned out revealing the large scope of the idyllic field she wandered though in time with the somber music.


“Yeah, I guess. Pretty neat, huh? I tried to talk Ma- Justin into driving us out but he had to do something today. So Becky borrowed the car from her mom and we drove up a few exits where all the rich people bought fields to let them grow wild and pretend they are helping the environment. She got all these shots with her drone, too. Can you believe it? No way she doesn’t get into film school with stuff like this.”


“Film school, huh?” Collin scoffed “So she’s already got what she wants figured out?”

“Good film schools are super competitive. Becky said she spent a week straight watching old eighties music videos on you tube trying to figure out what she liked so much about them. I told her I’d ask mom for help going over her applications like she’s doing for us. You don’t think Mama will mind do you Chen? Chen?”

“What the fuck.” Collin growled. His paws curling into fists. His ears folding back. He glanced up to his younger sibling. Fear and confusion bloomed on her face. He drank it in and took a small step forwards.


“When the fuck did you have time to do any of this? When do you get time to sew this stuff? How do you have the time to sit around with your friends and plan this stuff out? And play the video games it ties to? And watch the anime? And go on fucking dates!”

“C-chen… you‘re scaring me.” Hui whimpered. She took a step back and watched as her big brother took a much larger one forwards. His tail bristling and eyes wide.


“No, Hui. I wanna know. I haven‘t gotten to update a proper army for eight edition 40K and already I‘ve seen people claiming ninth might come out next year. My decks still using crap from the last Ravnica block. Not that it matters because I can‘t go to FNM anymore thanks to your idiot boyfriend trying to pick a fight with some college linebacker. It‘s all study and lessons and ‘work your ass off because that‘s what we had to do in the old country and god forbid we realize that maybe the crushing authoritarianism and cultural stagnation of semi-rural China aren‘t exactly the healthiest things in the world.”

“What are you talking about?” Hui finally found her footing and took a half step back towards him. “Since when have our parents ever talked about the old country? I mean apart from Baba getting mad whenever Yeye calls.”

“And that’s another thing.” Collin snapped “If they aren’t so backwards then why do you keep insisting on throwing Chinese in all the time? We both grew up with it.”

“Well first, Hannah is a dumb name.” Hui noted, now leaning in and wagging a finger in her big brothers face “You’re the one who decided to keep up with Baba’s little assimilation phase when they came over here. I don’t think they’d care if you went back to Chen at this point.”

“That’s not the point.  You know that‘s not the point. God damn it Hui why are you always like this? Why can‘t just once you be on my side?” The wah boy almost screamed the words now. Every bit of his minor height advantage used to tower over his younger sister before turning away and lashing his tail roughly at empty air.


“I didn‘t know there were sides in any of this, Collin.” Hui careful to let the word hover as if the use of his preferred name was some sort of deep deliberate dig. “All I know is my big brother started acting really odd this year and won‘t talk about it. Whatever‘s going on it‘s really confusing. I just don‘t know what you‘re doing anymore.”


“I’m doing what I want, sis.” Collin snapped “For once in my damn life. Is that really so hard to understand? Just because our mother is a walking talking ‘Asian mom’ stereotype doesn’t mean I have to spend the rest of my fucking life as her doting little son doing whatever she says does it?” The wah boy barely restrained himself from lashing his hand out and smashing the lamp nearby him. His eyes fixed on his sister with a venom neither knew could be there. His paw trembling.


“What the hell are you talking about, Chen?” Hui chirped “Now you’re just blathering!”

“Oh come on. Mom sends us to music lessons, and tutors, and study sessions. Never mind all the AP classes the school will let us take. Do you really think I care about getting into the best college?”

“Of course you don’t.” Hui growled “And you probably wont’. Chen… Why do you think our parents push us like they do?”

“Because they have some delusion that I’ll get into Harvard?” Collin shrugged.


“Because they want us to get in anywhere. Literally anywhere. Chen, do you really think our parents can afford to send us both to college?”

Some small rubber-band snap of recognition hit Collin’s face, and was then quickly wiped away. He took a step forward, now looming over his younger sister about as much as he could and quirking a brow. “ok, out with it. What are you hiding, Hui.”

“I’m not ‘hiding’ anything, brother.” Hui muttered “I’ve just been paying attention. Both are parents are middle managers. You think they can afford to send us both to a decent college without scholarships? You think Grand Valley is going to offer me anything to make tuition viable with just a 4.0 GPA? With the amount of competition out there?”

“Oh please, our parents are doing fine.” Collin scoffed “and it’s not like we can’t get a loan.”

“A loan. So you want to have half a million or more hanging over your head by the time you get out? You’re getting upset about the pressure now, how bad do you think it’s going to be when you have to pay off a quarter million or more? With interest. Have you actually looked at the school packets mom has been handing out to us?” Hui blinked again and then leaned back, shaking her head and flopping herself on the couch. “No, of course you haven’t. Up until this year you were just letting mom make all the decisions. Now you’re trying to act like that isn’t your fault. You probably figured you’d just write to the places she told you and let her pick the best one.”

“Oh like you haven’t thought the same thing.” Collin snapped moving up in front of the couch. He loomed over his sister, one paw griping the back of the couch as he leaned in. “Just because you’re second born, or a girl, or whatever it is, they cut you some slack. But we both know mom’s going to be making the final decision. This is the life she wants, not me.”

Hui had already gone for a book, but as her brother loomed over her she shrank back into the couch a bit. They’d fought before. She’d seen him get angry. She’d never seen him like this though. A small tremor running though her as the girl tried to put on a brave face. “W-what’s gotten into you, Chen?” She muttered, trying to sound brave.


Collin waved his free paw violently towards the side “Well I don’t’ know. Maybe tell me why it is I’ve had to spend most of each day my whole school life working my ass off while he” The young man flicked his arm in the general direction of Justin’s house “gets to sit inside all day and play video games. Why he gets to make money doing car stuff for his dad. Why I’m the one who has to be responsible all the time and he gets to drag you out on dates when I…”

He stopped the thought short. Collin didn’t know who he was going to finish that sentence. None of the options were good. They weren’t good to mention to Hui, and if truth be told they all raised questions he didn’t want to face now. About himself, about Justin… about Mistress. Her so much more than anything.


The question took Hui a moment to process. She looked over at the blank TV as if expecting something or someone to just show up on the screen. She then cast her eyes up and pushed her glasses back, eyes narrowing a bit. “Chen… Justin isn’t going to college.” she sighed


The young red panda boy was speechless. He pushed himself off of the couch back but still stayed close, looking down at her. His arms crossed, then uncrossed. His feet planting but his whole body looking like a light breeze would knock him over.


“His parents still have bad credit from when they were younger. They can’t get him a loan, and they don’t make enough to cosign anything. Or at least nothing great. His dad lets him take on easy side jobs for money because he feels guilty about it still. I mean, he could probably get into a community college. For a while we both talked about going to Western Michigan since it’s not that far from home. But…”Hui laughed bitterly and sat up. She glanced at her big brother over the rims of her glasses. The statement hung, begging for a question. When none came she slumped once more and shook her head. 


“Twenty grand.” Hui sighed as she let the words slip


“Twenty grand.” Collin murmured back


“Including all of the living expenses and miscellaneous? Yeah. Next semester the price goes up to about seventeen grand each, and it’s going up further than that for sure afterwards. There’s a lot of complicated factors and technically it’d be less if he can figure other stuff out but it’d cost him at least sixty thousand dollars for a Masters not counting living expenses.”

Laughter. It took a while for Collin to realize the sound was coming from his own muzzle. Everything felt numb. The tips of his nails digging into his palms and the bristling fur on his tail. The whole world coming back into focus after a moment of raw blackness. The stunned, shocked, disgusted look on Hui’s face as she gazed up at him. None of it made any sense. It all felt good though.


“What’s so funny, Chen?” Hui growled.


“A Master without a Masters, huh? Heh. Pretty unique ring to it wouldn’t you say?”

“Shut up!” Hui yelped.


“Why? It’s bullshit anyways. You know it as well as I do. He did fine on the SATs. Same as me. Now you want me to feel sorry for him because his folks let him fuck around all day while I have to be some perfect little stereotype to make Mama and Baba happy? He gets a girl, he gets a car, he gets to blow money whenever he wants, and I’m supposed to feel sorry for him?”

“Mom’s making us do that so we can get scholarships.” Apprehension oozed from Hui’s voice as she said the words. Her brother simply starting off to the kitchen without sparing her so much as a glance.


“Oh yeah? He does, huh? Well he can fucking have em. Yeah. He can have em, and the debt, and he can go off and get into whatever school he wants, and get a nice little normal job, and fuck my kid sister in whatever fucked up way the two of you want because you got mommy and daddy to be proud of you. Well sorry Hui but I’m through with all this. I’m through with Collin and I’m through with Chen and I’m through with people telling me what I need to be trying for!”

Hui watched her brother pull a large backpack from the kitchen broom closet. He slung it over his shoulder and started out the back door with a slam. She waited a few moments, transfixed by what she was seeing. Finally she fumbled for her cell phone and flipped nervously though the contacts.


“Mama.” She muttered as the line picked up at the other end. “Something’s wrong.”
--------------------


Tabs hated Karma. She’d spent a good hunk of her morning getting one of her sissy toys to worship between her legs and watching the wall of unnecessary resistance he had erode just a bit more. She’d done her best to play around with him the way she saw in all those hot videos she looked up for ‘education’. It was a good day, so naturally someone had to fucking wake her up by banging on her door when she was winding down and getting ready for bed.


A straight minute of fumbling to find her shirt and three more to get herself going meant Tabs had to listen to the incessant pounding, yet only when she made her way out of the hall did she realize it was coming from the back slider rather than the front.


“God damn it if Abby needs me to fucking give her tools back this late at night I swear to god…” She fumbled her way to the back door and pushed both door and curtains open with one rough motion that threatened to break her latching mechanism.


No sooner did the door open than Collin burst in. The red panda boy fumbled his way to the dining room table and tossed a duffle bag down on the floor, pulling a chair out and plopping his butt down. Arms on table, head on arms, not a word spoken.


She stood there. The wolverine woman in pajama shorts and a ragged tee gazing at the boy with impunity. Thousands of thoughts falling though her mind one after the other no matter how she tried to collect herself.


“Ok, what the fuck are you doing here?”

It wasn’t the most eloquent question she could have asked. Some small part of Tabs wondered if she should be so pissed. The rest of her was shocked at not being pissed enough. She paced up to the boy and grabbed him by the hair, yanking him back and looking into his eyes “I asked a question. Do you know how late it is? The fuck do you think you’re doing here?”

“It’s Ten Thirty, Mistress…” Collin muttered. The pain from her hair pulling not seeming to so much as phase him.


“Right, ten thirty. As in at night. As in my god why is one of my students showing up with a fucking duffle bag when he should probably be in bed.”

“I’m not a kid.” Collin muttered “And I’m not just ‘one of your students’.”

“Oh yes you fucking are a kid. Especially if you think you can show up here for a fucking sleepover.” she snatched up the bag and waved it, feeling the weight in it and letting out a sigh “the hell you have in this thing anyways?”

“It’s a bug out bag.” He protested


“A what?” Tabs blinked


“A bug out bag. You know, when-”

“I know what the fuck a bug out bag is. Why the hell are you using one? Oh Jesus shit did you bring the cops here? What did you do? What the fuck did you do?”

Collin whimpered and ducked down covering his ears and fuzzing his tail at the sudden and unexpected assault “I didn’t do anything.” He whined loudly. Tears began to streak down his face and though his fur as the poor boy looked up meekly at Tabs. She glared at him for a long moment before finally slumping her shoulders and dropping the bag on the floor, causing him to jump again.


“Well if you didn’t do anything then you’d better have a damn good explanation for all of this. Because I’m pretty damn close to just dragging you back home and telling your folks I saw you running down the street… and I get the feeling that’s not too far off from the truth is it?”

The two stayed silent for quite a while. Collin finally spoke, his voice trembling, his tail slumped over the back of the chair as he hugged himself and sighed. “You promise you won’t get mad?” He muttered. The boy looking up at her meekly.


“I don’t promise anything. But I’m not here to fuck you over, kid.” Tabs muttered “If I get mad it’s because you fucked up, but I’m here to try and make it better. So out with it. What did you do?”

“I want to live with you.” Collin bit his lip and looked at the bag, then back to her “I mean, really live with you. Move in, be yours. Be Kathoey all the time. I’m Tired. I’m just so tired of everything.”

Tabs looked at him. She watched him shiver, saw the exhaustion on his face and the meek whimpers from the back of his throat.. She leaned down to cup his cheek and murred a bit as she guided his face up.


“Yeah, no fucking way that’s happening.” She sighed. The look on his face hitting her right where it hurt the most.


“W-why not? Mistress, don’t you like me?” he choked out a sob and shuddered softly.


“This has nothing to do with like or not like. Pet, how old are you?”

“I’m nineteen.” he muttered “I’m old enough to make my own decisions.”

“Oh bullshit. Nineteen year olds don’t know what the fuck they’re doing. Forty-nine year olds don’t know what the fuck they’re doing. Now look, if your parents are beating you, or doing anything really bad, then I can help.”

“But you won’t take me in.” He gritted his teeth. Anger seeping though the sobs “Is that what you’re saying? I’m good enough to be your little fuck dolly sissy girl, but not good enough to live under the same roof as you?”

“The fuck is this coming from?” Tabs blinked


“It’s bad enough I have to spend every day listening to mom and dad decide my life, but when I try to get away from it what do I get? No collar. Nobody taking the lead. Nobody standing up to my parents for me and helping me let them know how sick I am of the constant endless pressure to perform. So what I should just enjoy getting Mistress’ cock while I can and hope to meet some nice traditional girl who’ll end up settling for me so we can get boring jobs and live day to day in another suburb that looks just like this one? I watch Justin claim my fucking sister and I’m not even good enough to be a live in side piece?”

“Claim?” It took a few moments for tabs to process what she was hearing. When she did she grabbed him by the muzzle and tilted it up. The woman did her best to look sympathetic. But she was tired. So god damn tired. “Kid, ten thirty at night is not the time to be having any sort of discussion like this with someone. It sure as hell isn’t the time to decide you can move right on in because you’ve had her dick in your ass. I hate to tell you this but however bad you think you have it, you don’t. You absolutely don’t.”


“And how would you know?” Collin growled.


He didn’t expect the growl he got back from his Mistress. He didn’t expect her to grab his scruff, or to look him in the eyes with those piercing commanding orbs. “Bitch. You don’t have the first clue what bad is.” She snapped Her grip finally loosened. Paw trembling. Breathing slowly steadying. She turned and made her way to the cupboard, tossing him a box of mint chocolate milano cookies. “Here. Go home, read some bad porn, eat these. If you still feel like shit… I’ll take you out with me on errands tomorrow and we can talk then. I don’t know about you but it’s too god damn late and I have too much shit to do in the morning.”

He looked down at the cookies and then stood. The boy bit back on his tears and hoisted his bag up on to his shoulder, pulling the slider open into the cool night air. “I guess you really don‘t care, huh?” he muttered. The boy then slipping out of the door and shutting it before Tabs could say anything else.

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


Collin didn’t head home. Instead taking the round about wood path towards the tree house. He spent half the walk staring angrily at the cookies he’d been given like some kind of two-dollar whore payoff and the second half mowing down about a third of the package. It was horrible to admit it, but it helped.


Hui was there, naturally. Standing there under the tree looking worried as hell. He wanted to be flattered at her behavior. Instead he just bit back on the rage and another cookie.


“Yeah, Mama. He’s here. Yeah I knew he would be. I’m sorry. You don’t have to worry.” Hui nodded her head along to what was probably a frantic precursor to the hell he’d catch later. She then put the phone away and gazed up at him with her hands in her hoodie pockets grinding one foot into the dirt. “She’s kinda pissed.” Hui muttered


“Yeah, well, tell her I’m sleeping up there tonight.” Collin muttered “I need to clear my head.


“I’m not sure she’s going to be happy with that.” Hui sighed.


“Do I look like I give a fuck?” The boy narrowed his eyes. His chest was heaving. Trembling fury and frustration already written on his face and he now realized he probably had tear streaks on top of it all. He slumped his shoulders and walked over to the tree leaning against it. “I’m guessing neither one of them is ‘on their way home to deal with me’ at any rate. Right? Can’t get away from work?”

“She was about to.” Hui noted “I told her to let me check here first. That something was wrong. I think she wants to talk with you tomorrow but yeah nobody else is going to be home until after midnight. I mean if you’re safe they don’t really have an excuse.”

The younger wah looked shaken, and she wasn’t nearly as good at hiding it as their mother. There were about a thousand questions she clearly had. God knew the sudden impact she’d inflicted on him not long ago came with its own laundry list of them.


He didn’t answer them. Not even the obvious ones. Instead he dug the next layer of cookies out of the package and placed it in her paws, jamming the rest into the duffle bag and strapping it over his shoulder again. “Look, try to relax tonight. Ok sis? And don’t let them give you any shit. They have a problem they can take it up with me.”

With that Collin started up the ladder once more dragging himself slowly into the familiar old building. He pulled his phone out of the bag, ignored the dozen voice mails he’d gotten from his parents and sent his mother a text to speak to Hui. Once that was done the wah set his phone down in the corner along with the case to his switch and started to change out of his cloths.


He needed time to rest, and Kathoey needed some time to come out.

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


Getting anything out of her pet had been like pulling teeth for Tabs. Kathoey showed up at her place about noon fully dressed and ready to go. She was tempted to renege and tell her little bitch to head home until the stuff with the folks was sorted. The last thing either of them needed was for this drama to get worse.


She didn’t. Maybe because of how harsh she’d been the night before. Maybe because she was worked up after that fight and still needed a good on-the-drive blowjob while they made their way out to the Menards. Unfortunately even that was hard to enjoy with the stress of it all, and Tabs found herself struggling to perform even at the stop lights where she didn’t have to split her focus.


The blue haired red panda was happy at any rate. Kathoey pressed against her as much as the teen could as they walked in. At once the feeling of having a cute sissy on her arm in public and the power held in the keys around her neck helped to wash away some of the stress she’d been feeling most of the morning. She even spared Kathoey a kiss on the fore head to the amusement of the young hipsters making up the bulk of the staff, and the annoyance of those few old backwards asshats milling around probably looking for an excuse to avoid their loveless marriages.


“So what are we grabbing today, Mistress?” Kathoey chirped. Unlike Collin the docile sissy girl had no shame in public showing off who and what she was. It was a refreshing reversal. Tabs smiled at the idea of the girl going around with a nice collar. Something to help show everyone just who owned the little slut.


The thought drained much of Tabs’ enthusiasm. She gripped the girl’s paw tight and turned her attention to the miscellaneous junk heaped up on shelves near the entrance door.


“Well first of all, this.” Tabs noted. Among the items were bags of maple nut goodies and dried pineapple chunks. The wolverine grabbed a half dozen of each and shoved them into her pets paws, saving one of the bags of pineapple to rip open partially and pop one of the sweet semi-candied fruit bits between the wah’s lips.


“Get used to it, slut. This is apparently the preferred snack for your kind of girl. Was so worked up last night I actually did some reading on it.”

“A-are you sure it’s ok to eat some of this, Mistress?” Kathoey whimpered as she struggled to get the rest into her hoodie pocket if only to ensure she could carry it all.


“I’m gonna pay for it. Last thing I need is more bullshit with the cops over three bucks worth of fruit. Never mind the shit I’d get having you around.” Tabs clutched her shirt where the keys were and sighed before looking back at her pet with a smile. “You know I kinda figured your friend was the only one who needed to hear this, but I may as well tell you too. If there’s one thing I’ve learned in life it’s to keep your fucking nose clean. It may be hard as hell and you’re going to fuck it up at times. But there comes a point where you gotta realize you just won’t get anywhere fighting the world over stupid shit.”

“Oh, uh… okay Mistress..” Kathoey blinked popping a bit more of the fruit in her mouth and leaning nervously on that shoulder once more.


Tabs sighed and put an arm around the girl as they started walking down the confusing labyrinth of home repair items. The sheer staggering array of it all instantly making her regret not just going to the Meijer nearby and seeing what they had in stock there.


“My bathroom sink is leaking. Bad. I need to fix it. My friend Helga does construction and she said I’d be foolish to call a plumber out for a U trap when I can just hook it up myself. So I need to figure out where they keep all the pipes and shit and then get all the stuff she wrote down for me. See, Kathoey, this is the exciting life you get to live when you have ‘freedom’ from your parents. Wasting a whole day doing mundane shit because it will save you money that’s probably going to go back into one of your bikes anyhow.”

“I don’t think I’d really do well with a motorcycle, Mistress.” Kathoey muttered bashfully. The wah looked at her feet and started to fidget at the admission, as if she’d just admitted some dark, horrible secret. “I mean if you wish me to learn I’ll be sure to study up on it for my license when I finally go get it.”

“That raises a good point, girl. Why haven’t you gotten your license anyways?” Tabs blinked


Kathoey shrugged, a few strands of that blue wig hair falling before one of her eyes “Mom said it would probably be pretty pointless. Most of the schools I’m looking at would have on campus living and access to public transit. If I do get a job she wants it to be with the school anyways since that way they’d be more understanding about my studies. If I need to go anywhere they said they’d be happy to take me.”

“Or let your little boyfriend drive.” Tabs added


The girl turned crimson. Her face was bitter though, raw pith and anxiety as she cast her eyes away from her owner. A moment later the teen was latched on to her Mistress with a vice grip Tabs had to wonder if she could pry out of without hurting the poor girl. As such she just allowed it and tussed the wig gently.


“You know I’m just teasing you, right pet?” She sighed.


“Yeah. No. I donno.” Kathoey muttered sheepishly. Her tone still sullen.


“I mean there’d be nothing wrong with you if you liked him. Ok, there’d probably be a few issues what with him digging your sister, and her digging him. I know ‘poly’ is very much a thing but I get how that would complicate shit.” the stammering wolverine sighed softly. “But I’m not really saying you ‘should’ like him either. Or saying you like him and you’re just hiding it. It’s just cute to see you squirm. Honestly I don’t know enough about the girls your age. Boys your age. Whatever… to judge just what it is you might be looking for anyways.”

Kathoey sulked and nodded. She managed to keep her cling on as Tabs looked down a long row of Dermal tools and drill bits going to all manner of power drills. Despite the clear lack of plumbing she still spent a good long minute looking things over to get her bearings. Only once she was sure about what the aisle contained and more importantly didn’t contain did she start moving on to the next one.


“Were your parents ever pushy, Mistress? I mean, my sister says that they’re just trying to get us into good schools.” Kathoey whimpered.


“Well that makes sense.” Tabs snorted.


“It does?” the wah blinked.


“Dear god yes! Do you know how expensive secondary education has gotten? I’d say it’s a fucking joke but nobody is laughing. If you knew what you were doing you could flip a fucking house for the money a Masters costs and probably do it two more times before you would graduate.” Tabs stopped and tilted her little toy’s chin up to admire the stunned confusion. The biker woman leaning in to smooch her nose tip and pat her head once more. “I am a teacher still, you silly slut. You think I don’t get pamphlets or have to read up on policy for anyone in our school who might want to get an athletics scholarship? Don’t even get me started on those monstrosities. Biggest fucking scam since bottled water.”

Kathoey nodded and sighed. Her steps now dragging a bit. The wah finding herself lost in the heady sea of contemplation while fumbling with the still sealed bags filling out her hoodie. “So, I guess you’re saying college was better in your day, right Mistress?” she muttered “And it wouldn’t be the end of the world if I didn’t go?”

“Ok no. Nope. Safe word. All of the safe words. I’m calling it here. Mistress is not the one who gives out advice on entering adulthood. That is absolutely the worst idea and we’re not doing this.” Tabs hurried herself up a few steps. Kathoey kept up, but at least fell silent as they browsed another collection of home repair supplies, this time mostly consisting of fire places and the like.


“But you’re my Mistress. You’re supposed to guide me, right?” Kathoey whimpered finally once she’d gotten close enough behind. “You’re supposed to tell me what’s right.”

“I am.” Tabs sighed “I’m telling my little fag girl bitch that I’m the last person you want to listen to about any of this shit.”

“I… I take it college wasn’t great then, Mistress?” Kathoey whimpered.


The wolverine laughed. She actually laughed. It wasn’t some staged phony show for the bitch. She found herself struggling not to double over. A quick glance at Kathoey made it even worse with the raw sincerity and honesty, the obscene innocence on the sissy boy’s face. 


Tabs straitened up and leaned herself against the corner of the shelving unit in order to get her bearing. She reached into her pocket for a cigarette she’d not had there for most of a decade. Instead her paws simply jammed into thee pockets of her vest as she walked back up to her pet and put an arm around him. “Bitch. Who the hell said I went to college?”

“What? B-but Mistress. You’re a teacher.” Kathoey whined


“University of phoenix online. Kathoey, you really want to know what your Mistress was doing at your age?” She paused. It was mostly for effect, yet some small part of her hoped the poor sissy would be smart enough to say no and move on. Of course she nodded, and Tabs sighed her resigned frustration to the situation. “When I was nineteen… let’s see. I think that’s about the time we got in that shootout with Big Jimmy over out near Sleeping Bear Dunes. Turns out when you start knocking over gas stations right after the FIPs bail you just might end up hitting one with a meth lab in the back.” She actually chuckled at thee stunned fear washing over Kathoey’s face. “Don’t worry, we weren’t doing the cooking. Even before we were officially a thing the pig was one hell of a leader, and she hated that drug shit. Though why isn’t really my place to say. Except, well, let’s just say I have more reason than usual to stay the fuck out of Ohio.”

The girl didn’t say anything. Tabs wasn’t sure if she expected her to. Whatever little part of Tabs’ brain let that whole thing slipped seemed content to blindside the poor sheltered suburban kid with just enough raw truth to leave her stunned and afraid. Or maybe it really was just the stupid, reckless girl Tabs had always been wishing to show off a bit more.


“Mistress…” Kathoey muttered finally “Y-you’re kidding, right? You couldn’t do that at nineteen. I mean, what did your parents say? Did they find out when you got arrested?”

“Parents? I unno.” Tabs shrugged “Not like I imagine they missed having the filthy damn disappointment of a dite around. I mean if the wrong kid died anyways, may as well take the shitty one out of their lives, yeah?” She snorted and shook her head as her paw went from the keys to the dog tags around her neck, squeezing the simple metal needily before letting go. “As for arrest? Never happened. Not for that at least. I mean yeah I got some shit on my record but nothing bad enough to stop me from getting qualified as a teacher once we all decided to un-fuck our lives. Look, Kathoey. I’ve been the beggar, I’ve played the thief and I’ve been the dog that they tried to beat.”

Kathoey stood still looking at her Mistress ready to drink in the wisdom she knew must be coming.


Tabs sighed and shook her head. “Nevermind. You kids know nothing of the classics. Slash would be disappointed.”

“Slash? You mean from Chrono trigger? I know him Mistress, and Ozzy, and Flea!”

“What the… Chrono Trigger? The hell is that? On the other hand that sounds like a really fucking fun collab lineup right there. No I’m talking about Slash. You know, from Guns N Roses. The popular member who isn’t a total asshole. It was a line from a song. Ugh. Nevermind.”


“Guns N roses? Weren’t you a bit young for all that, Mistress?” Kathoey blinked and looked up at her “I mean I know Justin gets into all that stuff after his dad pushed it on him…”

“Heh, I’m about Flannery’s dads age, you know. No idea what got him into it. Me it was just the crowds I ran with back in high school. Your little boyfriend ever play ‘one in a million’ for you?” Tabs took note of how her pet blushed. It was half-intentional. She watched her sissy look away. Let the shame linger for a few moments before glancing back up into the labyrinth of home repair items. “It’s kinda fucked up when you’re a poor kid with a bad family. Even more so when you’re a ‘Dite. You start to buy a lot of stupid, fucked up shit because it makes life easier. Ol’ Axl dropped a ton of shit in that song that’d make me want to punch his lights out if I had ever paid attention. But god damn when you’re out on the run trying to keep from fucking your life away over a stupid mistake I’ll tell you shit like that really hits you right in the soul.”

She paused before an end cap displaying toilets and looked down the aisle. It took the wolverine a good solid minute before she was in fact fully sure for herself that there wasn’t any of the materials she’d need before wandering her way forward once more and slumping.


“are you sure we shouldn’t just ask someone?” Kathoey chimed in.


“Ask who? Not like she’s here to tell me what I need for this ‘simple’ fix. Damn pig’s always too busy these days.” Tabs scoffed and went down a few more aisles, stopping short when she noticed the fact that they were already near the store’s meager food selection.


“Mistress?” The panda girl looked up at her leaning hard on the wolverine’s shoulder. “I mean why don’t we ask one of the people who works here? You basically know what you need, right?”

“Ask what?” Tabs muttered “Tell them a grown ass woman can’t figure out where the damn PVC is supposed to be?” She shoved her hands into her pockets and looked away, then glanced back at her stunned little toy putting a hand on her head “Sorry, pet. It’s not you. But you have to admit it feels kind of stupid asking someone for help like that. It’s just some stupid pipes after all. A grown ass adult should be able to figure out where they are.”

“Justin would know, Mistress. He comes in here to get that stuff sometimes.” Even saying the name felt bitter in the teen’s mouth. Kathoey sighed and pulled away from Mistress, making it past more displays of bathroom fixtures and tiling options before finally glimpsing a large collection of pipes stuffed in the back wall going along it for most of the length they’d walked. The wah looked up to see Mistress already looming over her shoulder and putting on her best fake smile. 


“Good work, girl.” She sighed “now I just gotta figure out if this whole one inch thing is the inside or the outside.”

“Mistress I could ask why you don’t just get your friend to do this.” Kathoey muttered “I mean she gave you the list. She probably knows how to do this kind of thing, right?”

“Yeah she does. But I’m an adult. That’s part of what being an adult means, my little bitch. You gotta learn how to look out for yourself. Just because you have sisters at your back doesn’t mean you can slack when they can’t be. I’d trust Helga with my life. I have.” she nodded proudly “I mean shit neither of us can go back to fucking Ohio. You don’t say that about someone you don’t trust. Unless they fuck you over bad.”

The panda clearly wanted to ask There was curiosity and more than a bit of fear on Kathoey’s face. Tabs sighed and pulled her pet close. She gripped her sissy by the rump and pushed a rough kiss on her, rolling her tongue lewdly into that trembling little mouth while holding her firmly in place. Any small fidget or twitch utterly quashed the longer it went on. When she finally let go her toy almost collapsed under the weight of the affection.


Tabs chuckled and started off towards her destination. “Come on. I have more I want to do today, and if I have to wait for you I’m gonna spank your ass red.”
--------------------


Getting Justin over had been a bit of a struggle. Collin didn’t question when she told him to change back into boy cloths, or when she had him call his fellow sissy up. The fact that Justin got time with Mistress two days in a row was certainly a bit annoying. But after the time he’d spent this morning with her, the wah was at least a bit less jealous. Still terrified of where things were going and of the idea that he was simply a disposable toy for this glorious woman. But at least he didn’t feel like hitting Justin in the face for being there.


For his own part the otter boy was rather miffed as he stood there in the hall. He stood at attention with his caged cock hanging out. Tabs had inspected it to make sure he was secured and hadn’t tampered with the mechanism. That was about all she did, before hauling things in to the bathroom and going back down to the basement while she made the two stand next to other hall and wait.


The two boys both looked nervous as they stood there. They’d seen each other naked a few times, obviously. Almost all of it was with the wigs and various trappings of their ‘other’ selves.


Collin especially blushed as he struggled not to hide his shame. The caged shaft was normal to him now. Comfortable even. No, it was comfortable to Kathoey. That was the real truth of it. All of this was nothing to her. She wouldn’t feel her muzzle run dry. She wouldn’t feel her tongue turn to paper in her mouth. She wouldn’t glance down as Mistress pulled out her keys and leaned down to slowly unlatch the lock from Justin’s interlock.


Collin was less sure if she’d be more impressed or afraid watching the cute pink shaft push its way to full life now removed from its bonds. Much of the discomfort from mere moments ago grew somehow better and far worse all at once. Collin looked away and bit his lip though not sure why. He looked back up to Mistress just as she finished giving his counterpart a few soft strokes to firmness and moved her way over to give the red panda the same treatment.


“Now I don’t know how long this is going to take, so while I try to figure out these instructions Helga gave me you two little cuties can just relax on the couch. No getting up. No running off. No cloths. Just two soft, sweet, very pretty ‘boys’ waiting patiently for Mistress to get done. I trust you two can show at least a little bit of patience and restraint for an hour or so?”

“Yes Mistress” they both muttered at once. Collin could feel the shame washing over him once more as he made his way to the small couch sat in the living room. The couch that had always seemed so cozy and intimate when he’d been able to sneak away and cuddle his Mistress now felt horribly small with the two boys seating themselves firmly in place. Both of them basking in the awkward silence while Tabs stood on looking. The older woman didn’t even attempt to hide her voyeuristic intentions.


“Now now. I think you two an sit a bit closer than that. And hold his hand, Justin. Come on now. I’m sure you have enough practice by now with that kind of thing don’t you?”

The otter gulped and opened his muzzle to protest. No protest came. Instead he lowered his head and reached out nervously until his paw slipped around Collin’s.


Collin felt it. He felt the firm grip. He felt the roughish paw pad on his own smooth scholarly one. He felt Justin fidget and squirm in the small leather sofa seat trying to get comfortable with the erection he now sported. Their shared warmth and scents already filling the air while both boys engaged in something they had never expected and that neither knew how to process properly.


“There we go.” Tabs nodded “now, I don’t want to hear you two talking while I work, it’s distracting. And obviously that means no TV either.” She snatched up the remote and shoved it into her pocket. “Just relax like that. Mistress will be done soon, my good little fag bois.”

“B-but we’re not!” Collin was cut off by a playful growl from their Mistress and a small finger wag. Just like that Tabs vanished from the living room leaving the two alone. A few moments later and he felt the paw also starting to slip from his. Instinctively Collin gripped the hand tight in his own and whined as he glanced side long at Justin. At once Terrified and resolute.


“Mistress said not to.” he whispered softly


“She can’t see us.” Justin growled in protest


“That’s… that’s not the point!” Collin snipped “And we’re not supposed to talk either.”

The otter boy started to say something, but then quickly sighed and glanced back down at the floor. The two sat there trembling. The soft, intimate contact refused to quite settle even as they kept their distance. Every once in a while a shoulder or elbow would touch. Now and then the scent of the other would grow or hit anew in just the right way. Their scrawny bodies both enervated by the dull quiet with only the occasional swearing fit from the Mistress in the other room as she grumbled pointlessly at the U trap.


It was hard to know why Collin leaned in first. He didn’t really have an idea as his shoulder pushed itself against Justin’s. He could feel his heart race in his chest ready to thump through his rib cage. Small whimpers stirring in the back of his throat as Justin squeezed his hand in what felt like it had to be an involuntary spasm, yet was so oddly good it made the whole rest of the nude trim panda boy body all but melt into his counterpart.


He looked up though his headfur nervously and folded his ears back. Those big blue eyes shimmering at him. Not his best friend. Not his fellow sissy bitch. Not anything but another boy, a cute boy. One who was up against him. One who was close. One who was looking at him. One who noticed him. The trembling wah bit his lip and swallowed hard as he tried to silence all of the conflicting voices dancing around in his head. So many funny feelings he couldn’t explain twisting every muscle in his body. His mind balking at the simple joy of it all and yet unable to ignore all of the impulses and shameful thoughts. None of which now carried the protective shell of Kathoey around them.


The kiss came suddenly. There was no way to tell how it started. Soft lips touching and two tongues entwined. The heat of blushing cheeks and half open muzzles panting for air. More bare fur pushing against bare fur until the bristles of each pelt could be felt poking and brushing on the others’ flesh. Collin felt a paw pushing firmly on his cheek. He writhed himself around and tried to slip down under more of the bashful heaving boy that had gotten partially on top of them.


The kiss broke and a small yelp chirped between them as dickflesh finally touched. Justin looked away and bit his lip again with shame and nervous agitation flush on his face. This was all wrong. All so very wrong. Collin knew it more than anyone. He felt more vulnerable than he had with his face by that same dick. Felt more helpless than any other time Mistress had made her dollies ‘play’. In fact only Mistress had made him feel this sort of exposure before. This kind of utter helplessness to a situation. Only now she wasn’t there holding the leash. Justin had some control, had some sway, if only due to his nature. But it wasn’t the same. It wasn’t the same firm hand on a leash. It was better and worse and wrong and oh so good.


Neither of them expected the second kiss. Collin himself was shocked as he pulled his best friend on top of him. The two stiff needy boy cocks ached and throbbed as the frotted against each other. Grinding and rubbing their slicked tips. Instinct and pent up need carried them further while Justin deepened the kiss Collin had absolutely started this time and pushed the other boy back into the couch.


Justin could have fucked him. It would be easy enough. Kathoey had done so much with Mistress’ big, glorious, perfect cock that getting plowed by his friend, his ‘sissy sister’ without her shell, would have been so very easy and Justin clearly knew it.


He didn’t. Nor did Collin push him to do so. He simply wormed and fidgeted under the affections. The odd, clumsy, simple caresses. Paws stroking his cheek or running though his fur. An unexpected critical mass of lust and affection in a small sea of sweet innocent boy musk.


“Well now.” The voice was unmistakable. 


Collin felt Justin pulling off of him. Ropes of drool bowing between their muzzles. Once again the two boys sat still, the hand holding now broken as they both gazed up sheepishly at mistress. An old and rather worn band shirt clearly now relegated to ‘work cloths’ duty tied in a knot showing her ample and now soaked chest. She reached down to cup a finger under Collin’s cheek, tilling it up to meet her gaze. “Is the little princess boy having fun?” She snickered. She cast her eyes on Justin who looked away sheepishly and started to rub his arm. Her gaze then fell back on Collin as she licked his lips and kissed his nose tip. “

“You two silly little fags.” She sighed “What am I going to do with you?”

