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Introduction

Sometimes working with Patrons on various projects opens me up to new writing experiences. In the case of Percy, that began with this book’s prologue, which took my Faylana character from My Cheating Elf Girlfriend and featured her getting it on with a bunch of rabbit men. That encounter ended up creating my first bunny boy (or half bunny boy) protagonist of one of my stories.

I had a great deal of fun imagining Percy’s naïve adventure outside the rabbik warren and his natural bunny boy instincts guiding him from one horny encounter to another. Percy is a very “light” protagonist who makes for silly storylines and a fun change of pace from some of the darker erotic fare I write.

It was also fun to see Faylana reflected in Percy. She isn’t dumb at all, not really, but coming from the elf enclave, her extreme naivete to the cultures she encounters, and her beauty attracts a lot of lusty attention. Percy inverts that dynamic for a male protagonist. He attracts lots of interest from very horny women and Percy, who is fresh out of the rabbit hole, doesn’t really understand what to do with all that attention.

Of course, Percy falls in love, but does he truly find the love he is looking for? I won’t spoil the story for you! I hope you have as much fun with Percy’s story as Percy had on (most of) his adventures!

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2024


Prologue

The Choice for Making a New Generation

Faylana the elf felt the old farmer tense and his fingers tightened in her silky blonde hair. A moment later, he let out a deep groan that vibrated through his cock and against Faylana’s tongue as she bobbed her mouth on his straining length. A hot spurt of Farmer Nuthanger’s seed washed across the back of Faylana’s tongue and splattered her tonsils. She swallowed without hesitation.

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” she moaned, sucking harder and hollowing her cheeks around him as she nursed out every thick, salty drop of the old farmer’s big load. She looked up at him, slowing the motion of her head and reaching up to stroke the root of his cock. Her other hand was firmly stuffed down the front of her panties. Her fingers pumped into her fluttering pussy as she sucked the old farmer off.

She kept him in her mouth as she came against her fingers, panting and moaning around him before he finally stepped back and stuffed his wilting cock back into his trousers.

“Two hundred eggs for your bakery,” grinned the old farmer. “I’ll get ‘em boxed up for ya, Faylana. Maybe next week you’ll want three and I can finally try out that sweet little elf cunny of yours.”

“That would be fun,” agreed Faylana, flushed and still slightly breathless after her orgasm. She rose to her feet and watched the farmer cross the barn to retrieve the wooden crate of eggs. She had the money to pay the old man, but she was saving up to buy Caldric a nice new frock coat and leather belt. It was just more economical and convenient to satisfy the famer’s lust each week.

While the old man was gathering the eggs, Faylana wandered out of the open door of the barn and looked out across the rolling green of the farmer’s property. His various crops were planted close to the barn with narrow roads between each field for a harvest cart pulled by a mule. Beyond the fields of crops was a small orchard. Beyond that, just visible through the apple and pear trees, was a field of various brightly colored wildflowers. The colorful beauty of the flowers called out to Faylana. She wanted to walk among the flowers and breathe their scent.

“Here ya be,” said the farmer, hefting the crate of eggs onto the back of Faylana’s wagon.

“Mr. Nuthanger,” said Faylana.

“Please, call me Izek,” said the old man, stroking a hand down Faylana’s back and giving her shapely bottom a squeeze.

“Izek,” she corrected. “I was wondering if I could go pick some wildflowers before I return to the city. They are so bright and beautiful that it reminds me of my time in the Golden Meadow before I came to the human world. I would like to walk among them and maybe pick some to take back to my husband.”

Izek chuckled. “Your husband? Ah, you really are a shameless girl.” He rubbed the scruff on his chin as he considered her request. “Well, alright, Faylana. That’d be fine. But be sure you come back before dark. There are bunny holes all over that meadow and ya might miss ‘em after sundown.”

“Oh, thank you, Izek!” she planted a big smooch on his lips that almost developed into something more. “I promise I won’t fall down any rabbit holes.”

“Good,” said the old man. “Cuz the rabbits get big around here.”

The old farmer watched Faylana from the barn door as she set off down one of the paths through his crops and towards the distant field of wildflowers just visible through the forest. She lost sight of him as she passed into the cool shade of the forest.

By the time she emerged in the field, she had practically forgotten all about Izek. The sweet air of the flowers was intoxicating. Herbal and floral smells overlapped. Bees buzzed softly among the colorful petals. The fading warmth of late afternoon relaxed Faylana as her pace slowed and she took in her beautiful surroundings.

She lost all track of time wandering among the wildflowers and the sun began to set as she was still bending over to examine various blooms. She realized the sun was setting and looked around her. She was on the far side of the meadow! Far away from the barn and her shipment of eggs. In fact, she could already see the distant glow of lanterns.

She kept her focus on that glow as she walked across the meadow. It was an unfortunate distraction from where she was placing her feet and she stepped directly on one of the rabbit holes hidden in the dense growth of flowers.

These were not ordinary rabbit holes. These were as big as a sewer opening in Zeegendorf, only there was no lid to cover the hole. Faylana stepped on nothing and plunged into the darkness of the rabbit warren.

She fell hard and tumbled deeper into the cool darkness of the rabbit tunnel.

“Ohhhh!” she cried out, banging her head hard enough against the compacted dirt to knock her senseless. She pushed herself up against the side of the tunnel and held her aching head in her hands.

The Bunnies Need a Mate

“Without new does, our colony will die,” rasped Old Flop Ears, looking around the chamber at his three strongest scouts. “All of them left with Bubbles to start their own colony.”

“But there aren’t any bunnygirls,” said Wicken, tallest and strongest of the rabbiks. “We’ve scouted all the way to the farmer’s land and there are none to be found.”

“It’s true,” agreed Hazel, cleverest of the scouts and with unusual white fur. “Maybe if we look for humans.”

“Humans are no good,” grumped Old Flop Ears. “They like you young bucks, but it’s a dead end. The babies won’t make more bunnies. If only we could find ourselves an elf. They’re the perfect match for—”

Old Flops Ears was interrupted by a thump and a feminine cry of pain from somewhere not far away.

Thumper, despite his large size, was first on his feet.

“Go! Be sure it’s not goblins again!” growled Flop Ears.

The three scouts set off at a run through the warren. The rabbiks were descended from an ancient race of superintelligent rabbits. They had humanlike bodies covered in fuzzy fur, their ears were large like those of hares, and their legs were powerful and able to leap long distances in the open meadow. They reached the interloper in no time. Not a goblin or a human but a gorgeous blonde elf with her large breasts barely contained by her blouse and her skirt ripped to expose most of her thick thighs.

“Who are you?” she moaned, holding the side of her head.

Thumper’s nose twitched. He smelled it first. The distinct scent of sex was radiating from this elf beauty. Wicken’s whiskers flicked as he caught the smell too. This elf was warm and sweet and eager for cock. Hazel pushed past his brothers and approached the elf.

“I’m Hazel. You seem to be lost, elf. What is your name?”

“Faylana,” she said, accepting the fur-tufted hand that Hazel offered her.

He couldn’t resist. He pulled her close as he stood her up and planted a kiss on her soft lips. She was so ample and eager that she barely even resisted. His delicate bunny tongue and bifurcated lips collided with her soft elf mouth and with barely a word between them they began to make out.

Not wanting to miss out, Wicken and Thumper joined their brother and pressed close. The elf was overwhelmed by their rabbit pheromones. Her eyes were heavy with lust as she turned from one scout to the next, offering her lips without complaint and tasting tongue-to-tongue with the bull bunnies. Thumper was the one who grabbed for the laces of her bodice.

“Mmmmm!” cried Faylana against Wicken’s lips as Thumper tugged her blouse open and freed the soft, creamy orbs of her breasts. Hazel grabbed one and Thumper the other and between them they began to fondle and kiss Faylana’s breasts. Thumper sucked at her stiff nipple while Hazel licked around Faylana’s pink bud.

“Hey, now wait a second,” gasped Faylana, not resisting them but wanting to slow down a little. “What are you doing to me?”

“You’re an elf,” noted Thumper before going back to sucking at her breast. Hot elf milk gushed into his mouth and the horny bunny boy couldn’t get enough. Hazel was similarly addicted to her cream, sucking it eagerly as Wicken planted another kiss on Faylana’s lips. This time, Faylana did resist him and pushed at his furry chest.

“Tell me what you want,” she gasped, her lips already growing chapped from making out with the bunny’s fuzzy mouth.

“Oh, well, our warren is in danger of dying out,” explained Wicken. “All of the bunny girls have gone off with some other jack.”

“Mmmmmmph. Bubbles took ‘em,” said Thumper, milk running down his fuzzy chin as he looked up from Faylana’s breast. He went right back to slurping her cream.

Hazel, however, finally pulled free of her breast and stood up beside Wicken.

“We got no does,” said Hazel. “Without any does, we’re not going to have any more babies. Even humans can’t give us good babies. Only an elf can do that. And you’re an elf.”

“Hazel is the smartest,” agreed WIcken. “We have to breed with you, Faylana. Right now. We’ve got to breed and have as many babies as you can.”

“Oh, but I’m married,” said Faylana.

“Sure, right,” grinned Hazel. “You can stay married. We only need you to stay around with us for a few seasons. And you can even go back to your husband once in a while. You know, visit him while you’re pregnant. We don’t want to get in the way of all that.”

“Oh, well, I suppose,” said Faylana. She smiled sweetly. “I do like to be helpful. If I can help you save your den, then I’m all for it.”

“Great!” Wicken put an arm around her back. “Come on back to our nest! We’ll have all sorts of fun!”

The three rabbit scouts brought Faylana back to their comfy, cottony nesting chamber within the warren. They helped her out of her boots and trousers and were just peeling off her panties when Old Flop Ears came thumping into the chamber.

“What’s this?” he demanded. “You’ve found an elf and you didn’t tell me!”

“You said we need a doe, sir,” replied Wicken.

“We got a good elfy one,” added Thumper, gesturing to Faylana who was covering herself with her hands in the face of the big, floppy eared chief.

“We were just about to breed her, sir,” said Hazel. “She agreed and everything.”

“Is that so?” Old Flop Ears drew himself up to his fullest height. “Well then, we should get on with the breeding. But, my jacks, a bunny can only have one father. We must draw lots to see who gets the right to breed her first.”

“What about the rest?” asked Hazel, cocking an ear.

“Well, they can amuse themselves, sure,” grumped Old Flop Ears. “Perhaps your elf will even help them out. Would you be so kind? A bit of a suck? Your lovely elf rump perhaps?”

“Oh, sure,” said Faylana. “I’d be happy to take care of everybody.”

“Good, good.” Old Flop Ears patted the vest he wore and produced four slender orange carrots. “Now then, I will bite one of these in half and put them all in my hand. Then let you pick. Whoever ends up with the short carrot gets to breed her first.”

Old Flop Ears turned his back on his scouts and crunched into one of the carrots. He turned back around and offered the four carrots in his fist. The scouts reached forward one-by-one and picked a carrot. By the third, it was clear they all had the same size carrots.

“Well, jacks,” said Old Flop Ears, carefully tucking the remaining carrot back into his vest. “It seems I’ve won the bet. Now then, this elf… what was your name?”

“Faylana,” she said.

“Ah, Faylana!” Old Flop Ears ambled up to her and his red rabbit cock began to jut from his patchy white fur. “If you would be so kind, please spread those legs so that I might breed you properly.”

“Y-yes, alright,” said Falyana. She did not seem overly happy to have her foursome with the scouts turned into a one-on-one with the scraggly old chief of the bunnies. But Faylana was game for just about anything and spread her creamy thighs wide to reveal her blonde-tufted cunt to the big old rabbik.

The pinkish-red rabbik cock was not very long, but it was wide and had an odd shape to it so that it almost resembled a giant clitoris. Old Flop Ears, having been deprived of a good doe for many years, was practically frantic once he got between Faylana’s lovely legs.

He planted a kiss on her lips and drove his rabbit cock as deep as it would go into her quim. Faylana cried out, her feet in the air as the old rabbit began to hump as furiously as his aged body would permit. His cock, often troubling him in his later years, did not flag or tire in the silky warm purse of Faylana’s cunt.

“Mmmmm! Ohhhhhh! Incredible!” rasped the old rabbit. “So good! I can’t… can’t hold back!”

“Don’t hold back,” moaned Faylana.

“Yeah, hurry up,” muttered Tumbler, watching alongside the other scouts as Old Flop Ears had his turn.

It wasn’t long before the rutting rabbit chief let out a long low whine of pleasure and began to shake with his release. Hot streams of his spunk poured into Faylana’s depths, where the potent rabbit seed found unique purchase in the fertile womb of an elf. He drove in and out, spurting again and again, until Faylana’s tight cunt was positively drenched in spunk.

With a last, shuddering thrust, he hilted inside her and drew back again. His cock slipped free, and he hopped to his feet and retreated.

The scouts practically jumped across the nest to get to her. They turned her onto her hands and knees and Thumper grabbed her hips and began rubbing his cock against her asshole. Hazel and Wicken offered up their cocks to her face and Faylana obliged them with both hands and her eager mouth. She moaned around Wicken’s pink carrot as she wanked Hazel’s. Her moans growing louder as Thumper crammed his cock into her rear and began to vigorously pound in and out of her plush bottom.

“This is exactly what the warren needs,” moaned Hazel, stroking Faylana’s head.

“Maybe she could stay a few days this time,” gasped Wicken as Faylana popped her lips free of Wicken and moved over to Hazel with her mouth.

“That’s a good idea,” grunted Thumper. “We can make sure she’s all knocked up properly. AAAAHHHH!”

The furious humping of the biggest of the scouts unleashed a torrent of spunk deep into Faylana’s ass. The biggest bunny drew his cock out of her tight clench and watched as milky white cum drooled out and joined the flow from her creamy pussy.

Hazel let out a squeak and shot his spunk straight down Faylana’s throat. She nursed out every drop, eager to gulp the bunny goo. Poor Wicken didn’t even make it into her mouth again. He yipped with pleasure and his spunk shot in glistening, milky streams all over Faylana’s shoulder and arm. She was still sucking off Hazel but made sure to gently squeeze out every drop of Wicken’s cum with her fingers.

“I suppose I can stay a day or two,” she said, looking over at Old Flop Ears. “If you want to be sure I’m pregnant. And I’ll be back after that to help you repopulate.”

“I’ll be very sure you’re pregnant,” said Old Flop Ears, trundling over with his old prick already growing hard again.

It was going to be a lot of work for the next couple of days, but Faylana was happy to help the rabbiks and their den survive.


1

Humans Are Very Strange

Percy Cottontail was, like most of the rabbitfolk of Downington Dale, descended from the much-beloved elf girl Faylana. Over a hundred bunny boys and girls had been birthed by the beautiful blonde elf before she went back to her life in the city. Growing quickly, most of her offspring had reached maturity already. Her one-woman breeding program had been so successful that the warren had become overcrowded, and the newly adult males were being kicked out.

It was Percy’s turn to bid his sisters, younger brothers, and the old males of the warren farewell. They left him a bindle of carrots and a few human coins and wished him luck.

Percy had not seen much of the world, just the acres around the colony, and the old farmhouse where a human couple had just moved in. His kin had warned him to be wary of humans. Old Hazel had told him that humans are very strange. Percy believed they were dangerous, but he was also very friendly and trusting. He wanted to meet the humans.

He’d have to meet them eventually. The surface world belonged mostly to humans.

So he went to the closest humans he knew about to ask their advice. His body was lean and muscular and dusted with fuzzy white fur. His ears were long and floppy, marking him as a son of Old Flop Ears, may he rest in peace. The old leader of the warren had died happy, with many sons and daughters, his heart giving out as he was breeding one last time with the great elf mother.

Percy had inherited the blond hair atop his head from his blonde mother. Unbeknownst to the young bunny man, he had also inherited the rare trait of hyper-virility created sometimes when an elf female and a rabbik male produced offspring.

Percy bounded up the path to the old farmhouse, his rabbik legs giving him great jumping power and each motion making his floppy ears bounce and flap atop his head. He arrived at the farm’s front door, knocked gently, and called out, “Hello! Is anyone there? My name is Percy! I could use some help!”

“Help?” A woman’s voice answered him from inside the house.

The door opened and Percy was greeted by a woman with sparkling green eyes and lustrous red hair that fell in wavy curls down past her shoulders. She was dressed in a peasant bodice and a long brown skirt and yet her curves could not be hidden by such modest clothing. Her more than ample breasts seemed to spill over her top in a great creamy bulge and her shapely hips decided the hang of her skirt. Her smile was sweet and friendly and her eyes widened when she saw Percy.

“Oh, my, you’re not human,” said the woman, her eyes widening as she bit her lower lip.

“No, miss,” said Percy, feeling warmth in his cheeks as he tried not to stare at the woman’s lovely bust. “I come from Downington Dale. I’m looking for work and food and a place to stay. Is there… there any way you could help me?”

“Well, I don’t know,” gasped the woman. She leaned against the door frame, squeezing her breasts against the wood. “I can think of a few things to do with you. But… I should ask Kavid, my husband, first. He should be back from the fields soon. You could ask him. Would you like to… come inside?”

“Oh, yes, that would be wonderful,” beamed Percy.

The woman stepped back from the door and brought Percy into her kitchen where she had been preparing some sort of stew. The meat did not interest Percy, but she had several yellow and white carrots set out for chopping.

“I didn’t catch your name, miss,” said Percy.

“Oh, I’m Fiona,” she said. “Fiona Dursden. My husband’s name. Would you like a carrot?”

“Oh, yes, that would be most kind of you,” said Percy. She held out the carrot to him and he leaned forward and caught it in his slightly big front teeth. She giggled as he took it from her in this odd way. She watched, fascinated, as he ate it with the rapid chewing and worried glances of a rabbit dining on a stolen carrot.

“You’re adorable,” laughed Fiona. “Are you fuzzy like that all over?”

“Most places,” admitted Percy. “Except where the fur would get in the way. You know.”

“Oh!” Fiona blushed deeply. She seemed to be considering inquiring about the fur further, but the door opened, and heavy boots came thumping in.

“Fiona! My love, I saw odd tracks through the field just now and—”

The burly, brown-haired man entered the room and stopped short, dropping a heavy sack of potatoes at his feet. He looked at Percy with surprise. Then at his wife, who was leaned on her elbows on the counter, her breasts straining the front of her bodice.

“Fiona? Who is this?”

“Percy, sir,” said Percy, tucking the last of the carrot into his mouth and offering the farmer his hand.

The farmer shook it, but looked over at his wife as he did.

“Fiona, what are you doing with this rabbit boy in my house?”

“What do you want me to be doing with this rabbit boy?” asked Fiona, an odd note in her voice.

Kavid shifted uncomfortably. He doffed his cap and scratched at his balding head. By Percy’s judgment, the burly farmer was too old and too ugly to be with a woman as beautiful as Fiona. But Percy didn’t know much of the ways of humans, so he kept that to himself.

“I was just looking for work,” said Percy.

“He wants a job,” said Fiona, eyeing her husband mysteriously and teasing the carrot in her hand with the tip of her tongue.

“We talked about the miller’s son,” muttered Kavid. “Not this… this bunny boy.”

“He’s cute,” said Fiona, stroking her husband’s arm. “You can watch, Kavid. I know that’s what you want to do. You don’t mind if he watches, do you, Percy?”

“Um, no, of course not,” said Percy, smiling obliviously. “Wait. What are we talking about, Miss Fiona? Watches what?”

Fiona approached Percy with a mysterious smile on her face. The bunny boy was bewildered by the lovely human walking towards him. He took a step back and found himself pressed against the door. She was getting so very close! He glanced fearfully at her big husband and saw the man was watching intently with his jaw clenched and his hat twisted in his hands.

“What… what is this?” asked Percy.

“Shhhhhhh,” purred Fiona, putting a finger to Percy’s hint of a harelip. “I’ll show you what Kavid is talking about. Don’t you want to get to know me a little better Percy?”

She pressed so closely that her softness squeezed against him. Her sweet, floral scent caused his bunny nose and whiskers to twitch and his ears to stand up straight. And that wasn’t the only part of him that was standing up straight as Fiona reached down Percy’s fuzzy abdomen to the ragged, hand-me-down trousers he wore on his hips.

“Um, I guess, I would like to… get to… ohhhhh dear!” He quivered as Fiona reached into his trousers and took his smooth, pink rabbik cock in her callused farm wife hands. She grasped him tightly and began to tug his cock and stroke it with her fingers.

“Oooooh, that’s different,” she moaned, looking down at the hybrid pink cock in her hands. Part elf, part bunny boy, long and pink and wider at the root. Almost like a smooth, glistening pink carrot.

“What are you doing to me?” cried Percy. “It feels weeeeiirrd! Like I’m going to… going to burst all over!”

“Don’t make a mess, love,” rumble Kavid, watching his buxom wife pumping her hand on Percy’s prick.

“Oh, don’t you like to see me all messy?” asked Fiona, tossing her hair, and looking back at her husband.

Percy was afraid of them both, but he couldn’t deny the pleasure he was feeling. He watched Fiona’s creamy breasts jiggling in her bodice as she wanked his cock. He had heard from his brothers that girls sometimes did this before mating. Did that mean that this human wanted to mate with him?

His confusion only grew as Fiona got down on her knees before Percy. She looked at his cock and pulled open her bodice to free her huge, soft tits and reveal her thick, womanly nipples. Percy groaned at the sight, suddenly wanting very much to squeeze and suck at those lovely breasts. He could not explain the urge as they were so smooth and unlike the fuzzy, smaller breasts of bunny girls.

But then Fiona did something that made Percy forget all about the relatively small differences between bunny girls and human women. Something that even made him forget about Fiona’s husband standing just a few feet away.

She opened her mouth revealing her wet, pink tongue and her many white teeth. She lunged forward suddenly and attacked Percy. All the warnings of the elders flew through his mind in an instant. Warnings about the devious nature of humans and their brutality towards bunny folk.

“Nooo!” he cried as her mouth engulfed his cock. “Don’t eat me! Let go! Let go! AHhhhhhhh… ahhhh… oooohh?”

He stopped shouting with fear and looked down. Fiona wasn’t trying to eat him at all. Her teeth barely even grazed his sensitive cock. Instead, her soft lips tightened around his throbbing, sensitive flesh and she slid her mouth up and down. So warm and wet that he thought for a moment she was trying to melt him like a sweet in her mouth. Then she popped her lips free, giggling as she tasted his tip with her tongue.

“What’s wrong, Percy? Are you afraid I’ll suck you inside out?”

“You’ll… no… I just was not ready for that,” said Percy. Then he smiled, reached down to her head, and drew her closer. “But you can have another taste if you’d like.”

“Mmmmmmm,” agreed Fiona, slurping his cock back into her mouth.

It was heaven. All of those fears about humans disappeared once more. He cradled Fiona’s head as it bobbed steadily on his increasingly sensitive cock. He seemed to swell in her mouth and he fixed his gaze on her loveliness to try to forget that her husband was watching it all. Kavid even seemed to be doing something with his hand and Percy decided he very much did not want to watch. So he stared down at those luscious lips sucking him. That beautiful face and those deep, green eyes staring up at him.

“Ohhhhhhh, Miss Fiona,” gasped Percy. “Something… something is definitely happening. I think I am going to… AAAHHHHHH!”

Her fingers held the root of his cock. Her mouth engulfed him completely. He felt a hand on his fuzzy bollocks, stroking him as something surged within him. He thrust forward, against her fingers, deeper into her mouth. Pleasure like nothing he had ever felt before rushed through him and in a foot-thumping series of spasms, his cock seemed to explode. Ecstasy pumped again and again. He could feel something leaving his body with each spurt. Was it his soul? Was she a succubus?

She sucked and sucked until suddenly it hurt Percy to feel her lips on his cock. He whimpered and she let go of him. She leaned back, turned her head to the side, and opened her mouth wide to show her husband the creamy white liquid that covered her tongue.

“Ohhhh, fuck, Fiona,” moaned Kavid, stroking himself. “That’s so hot.”

She swallowed hard and then smiled up at Percy. Her fingers gently teased his cock.

“Yes, and yummy,” she said, and planted a kiss on Percy’s cock. “And he’s still hard. Ready to go back to the bedroom and give it to me, Percy?”

“You mean… do more?” He couldn’t keep the grin off his face. “Shucks! I’d be happy to!”

Fiona undressed as she led him through the farmhouse, up the stairs, and to a pleasant bedroom with a well-used four-poster bed festooned with silk scarves. She fell to her knees, her big, creamy human ass raised and her bearded cunt glistening and pink. His nose twitched and Percy could fairly smell her fertility and the faint musk of sweat and desire.

His instincts overtook any lingering fears he had of humans in general or Fiona and her husband in particular. He approached the bed as the beautiful farm wife watched him over her shoulder. She wiggled her hips and her big, soft ass wobbled from side to side.

“Come on, bunny boy,” she cooed. “Plant that pink carrot deep in my field! I know you’ll do it so much better than Kavid!”

“Oh, yes, Miss Fiona!” cried Percy, leaping upon her from behind and grabbing the creamy softness of her hips. His cock rubbed at her thighs as he thrust between her legs. He felt her silky hair and her warm folds and then he drew back his hips, thrust forward, and plunged his cock into the heavenly, slick warmth of a human cunt for the very first time.

Fiona seemed so big compared to his scrawny body, but he felt in charge as he began to thrust himself in and out of her. It was incredible. So slippery and so tight and yet soft all around his cock. His fuzzy hips pat-pat-patted against her plush bottom. Her cunt squeezed and rippled around him and she moaned with pleasure, her fingers clawing at the quilt atop the bed.

Kavid crowded in close, wanking his red human cock and moving beside the bed as he watched Percy fucking Fiona.

“Do you like that, Kavid?” laughed Fiona. “Had to go to the burrows to find a real man to fuck me! And he isn’t even human! Stroke that pitiful cock while Percy shows you how it’s done.”

“Ohhh, yesssss,” moaned Kavid, lost in his submissive pleasure.

Percy wondered if humans always mated this way. He didn’t like Kavid being there, but he found it easy to ignore the burly human.

Percy focused all his attention on Fiona. On her pleasure and on his own pleasure. He thrust furiously into her, letting his instincts for rabbik rutting guide his vigorous thrusting. He also understood better the sensations of pleasure he was experiencing and knew to slow down just as he seemed on the brink of exploding. In this way, Percy drew out Fiona’s pleasure. The human woman howled with ecstasy, pushing her big ass back against Percy’s hips and skewering her twitching twat on his hot, pink carrot.

“Ooooooh, you’re going to make me cum,” cried Fiona. “Hard now, bunny boy! Don’t hold back! Give me that coooooock!”

She tossed her head and threw her ass back against him hard. Percy let loose with his lust, hammering into her, and feeling her nectar spilling down his balls and his trembling thighs. He grabbed her big hips tightly, plundering her plush pink pussy. Feeling the hot rise of pleasure gripping him as he stopped fighting his urges and unleashed the warm, pulsating ecstasy of his orgasm. His cum spurted again and again into her fertile human cove.

Unbeknownst to Percy and Fiona, the rabbit’s hyper-virile seed easily took hold in Fiona’s womb. A litter of hybrid rabbit folk pumping into her pussy and changing her destiny.

Kavid, similarly unaware, hollered with pleasure and spurted his cum onto his wife’s arm and shoulder. She ignored him completely, lost in her ecstasy, squeezing out every drop from the hot, twitching carrot inside her.

Percy finally unsheathed his cock from her creamy cunt and staggered back from the bed. He smiled at the raunchy sight and twitched his fluffy little tail.

“Is this the sort of work you had in mind for me?” he asked.

“Ooooooh, yesssss,” moaned Fiona, reaching a hand between her thick thighs to stroke her dripping cunt. “This and a lot more like it. I’ll cook you supper and pay you ten coppers a day if you can help around the farm… and in the bedroom.”

“Oh, I think I can help you so very much, Miss Fiona,” said Percy, excited beyond measure at the prospect of his new employment.

He failed to notice the jealous gleam in Kavid’s eyes as the burly farmer retreated to the washroom.
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Percy’s Chores Around the Farm

The barn echoed with the soft slap of flesh and the hoarse moan of Fiona Dursden. Her luscious body was half undressed, her big tits hanging free and swinging with the rhythmic motion as she rocked forward, hands braced against a stack of hay bales. Her skirt was flipped up from her thick thighs and plush bottom and Percy held tightly to her hips.

The bunny boy had his tongue tucked into the corner of his mouth and his brow furrowed with concentration as he thrust rapidly into her, his glistening cock disappearing and reappearing from the lush folds of her cunt with the speed of a steam piston. He watched her creamy bottom jiggle after each impact against her soft buttocks. He loved the way it sent those big breasts swinging beneath her ribcage. He marveled at the way her wet human cunt gripped his cock as if it did not want to let him go.

The young bunny boy loved to help around the Dursden farm and Fiona needed his help just about everywhere. At all hours. Seven or eight times a day.

“Ohhhhhhhh ffffffuuuuuck,” moaned Fiona, tossing her lustrous red hair to look back at Percy over her shoulder, her face deeply flushed. “Harder, Percy! By the goddddssss! You fuck like a brigand!”

“I’m not sure if that is good or bad, Miss Fiona,” said Percy, fighting against the pleasure swelling in his red bunny boy cock.

“It’s ssooooo good,” gasped Fiona, pushing back against his hammering cock. “So much better than Kavid’s pathetic cock. Ohhhhh gods, I never want him to touch me again with that thing. Your cock… the way you fuck… ohhhh Percy. Yes. I’m going to cummmmm! OOOOO!”

“Can I cum, Miss Fiona?” asked Percy, his nose and whiskers twitching with excitement.

“Yesssss! Burry your cock inside me and shoot your bunny loaaaaaad!” cried Fiona, thrusting her big bottom back against Percy’s fuzzy hips.

The bunny boy hammered into her frantically, practically climbing onto the plush cushion of her ass as his bulging pink cock plundered her pussy. He marveled at the incredible warm suction of her cunt. It felt almost as if her mouth was sucking him. As if she wanted to swallow his bunny cock whole.

He bit his lower lip with his bunny buckteeth and drove deep into the incredible heat of her cunt. The pulsating warmth of her slick walls sent him over the edge and for the third time that morning Percy Cottontail let loose a huge, spurting load of bunny spunk. His cock twitched rapidly, firing his seed again and again into Fiona fluttering fuckhole.

Percy was certain that letting loose his seed inside the human would never cause a pregnancy. It was nearly impossible for a rabbik to knock up a human woman and Percy had no reason to believe he was any different. He didn’t even consider that his elven blood might make him unusually potent or more compatible with humans. He happily emptied his load into the creamy cunt of Fiona Dursden believing there would be no consequences.

“You like that, Kavid?” laughed Fiona, rolling her hips back against Percy and squeezing out every drop of Percy’s load with her inner muscles. “You like jerking off up in the hayloft while this real man with the big ears and the good dick fucks your wife full of cum?”

“Noooo,” moaned Kavid pitifully as he stroked his cock and dribbled his dwindling cum onto the hay bales. The poor farmer could not keep up with his wife and Percy, both of whom were having sex several times a day. “Please, Fiona. After last night… after you slept with him in our bed. I can’t take much more of this.”

Percy’s face flushed and his ears twitched nervously at the way Fiona was talking to her husband. He was not sure he understood their relationship. They were married and yet Fiona was very mean to him. He had heard that humans were monogamous, but Fiona seemed very happy to flaunt her non-monogamy in her husband’s face.

“Oh, be quiet,” laughed Fiona, easing forward and letting Percy’s still-stiff bunny cock slip from her creamy cunt. “You love it. The more painful, the more you crave it.”

“No, I—”

It was hard for Percy to pay attention to what Kavid was saying as he watched his cum dripping out of Fiona’s blushing pussy.

“Shut up, Kavid,” said Fiona. “You want a little treat? Hmmm? You get over here and lick me clean. I’ll let you have a taste while Percy gets back to work.”

“Noooo,” moaned Kavid, but he was already climbing down from the hayloft. Fiona had a cruel look in her eye as she turned around and sat on the hay bale. She spread her legs wide and parted her creamy folds with her fingers. More cum oozed out past her digits.

She locked eyes with Percy and smiled.

“Isn’t he pathetic? Cleaning up after you?”

“Um, yes, Miss Fiona,” said Percy. “Should I go get some water from the well?”

“Yes, that’s good,” she said. “I’ll make lunch after Kavid has had his. Then we can go down to the brook together and have a swim.” Kavid reached Fiona and knelt between her legs. She laced her fingers into his thinning hair and pulled his face against her dripping cunt. “Lick, you piggy. That’s it. Ooooooh.”

Percy wasn’t sure how seeing Fiona be so mean to her husband made him feel. He still wanted to have more sex with her. That was most important, he supposed. And he liked working under the sun. It had taken some getting used to, but he enjoyed it now. Five long days of helping the farmer and his wife had been good for him.

He picked up a bucket and hopped off to fetch some water from the well. His excellent hearing meant that all the way to the well he could hear Fiona laughing and saying mean things to her husband and Kavid slurping and letting out muffled moans from the barn. Percy shook his head.

“Humans sure are different than bunnies,” said Percy as he began to work the handle of the well pump.

He brought the water bucket back to the barn, but Kavid and Fiona were still busy inside. Percy went to work doing various other small chores given to him by Fiona, then went in the house to wait for his lunch. She returned flushed and smiling from the barn and made him a vegetable stew and several carrots and planks of fresh cheese with a warm, toasty bread.

“For my good bunny boy,” giggled Fiona, feeding him a carrot and leaning the weight of her breasts against his shoulder. He crunched into the carrot and beamed happily. Outside, Kavid worked on tilling the potato patch, glancing in every so often to glower at Percy.

“He sure seems cross with me,” said Percy. “I just want to help, Miss Fiona.”

“Oh, Percy, you are helping ever so much. Kavid is just a bit jealous because you help me so much better than he ever has.” She stroked Percy’s long fuzzy ears and kissed the top of his head. “Don’t worry about him. He’ll get over it, or I will kick him out on his butt, and you can be my husband.”

“Mmmm?” Percy nearly choked on his carrot. “Miss Fiona, I am very flattered, but I am not looking to marry. I am only here for a few—MMPHH!”

She silenced him with the warm, smothering squeeze of her cleavage against his face. He breathed her flowery scent and the hint of sweat that clung to her heaving breasts and he forgot all that he had meant to say to her.

“Shhhhhhh,” she said, stroking him and holding his face against her cleavage. “Don’t think, Percy. We’ll go to the brook after you’re finished eating and have a nice, refreshing swim.”

A Refreshing Dip

The sound was hypnotic. The soft rush of the stream and wind-stirred leaves met the rising and falling churr of the summer insects. Percy sprawled with his back in the grass and his legs dangled in the cool waters of the brook. Sun played across his fuzzy tummy and his cock glistened wetly in the golden afternoon light.

“Mmmmmm, so perfect,” moaned Fiona, slurping Percy’s cock back into her eager mouth. The voluptuous, redheaded human lay between Percy’s legs, her body floating slightly in the water as one hand held fast to his cock. Her head bobbed steadily over his hardness and Percy felt like he might simply melt inside her mouth.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s good,” groaned Percy. “Thank you, Miss Fiona. I think I am almost ready to… do the thing that happens.”

“Mmmmm?” She popped her lips free of his cock. “Not yet, Percy. I said I wanted something special. I do. Something I’ve never let Kavid do before.”

“What’s that?” asked Percy, lifting his head from the grass and smiling at her, one ear flopped to the side.

Fiona stood up from the water, her naked, pale body dripping with the stream’s cool water. She seemed like a giantess to Percy and the sun was at her back. She ran her hands over the heavy hanging mounds of her tits, squeezing them and pressing them together like she was trying to wring them out. She smiled at Percy, backlit by the sun, turning slowly with a swing of her generous hips.

Percy sat up fully and faced the luscious round onion of Fiona’s bottom. As creamy white as her tits with the faint dimpling of a life of plenty. She arched her back and reached down with a hand to spread her soft cheeks.

“Right here, Percy,” she moaned, exposing the pink knot of her clenching anus. “I want your cock in my ass. I want you to fuck me where Kavid has never been before.”

Percy wasn’t so sure. Miss Fiona was very beautiful, and he loved to look at her pretty milky white ass. He even liked the strange sight of her folds and red hair and that little divot between her cheeks. But he was certain that a man was not supposed to put his penis there.

“Miss Fiona… that’s where… that’s… are you certain my pink carrot goes in that hole?”

“Oh, yes,” moaned Fiona, rubbing and fingering her back passage. “Bury that bunny cock in my hole, Percy. I need it inside me. I need your help. Fuck my asssssss!”

She shook her hips and shamelessly fingered her asshole to entice him. Percy imagined what such a small hole might feel like and decided he was willing to try it out. After all, he wanted very much to help Miss Fiona.

“Well,” he said, rising to his feet behind her. “I shall be very careful, Miss Fiona.”

“Mmmmmm, don’t be too careful. Fuck my ass, Percy. Pound it!” She rubbed back against him as he stepped closer. He gasped as her warm, freshly washed buttocks rubbed and cradled against his cock. He felt the velvety divot beneath his tip. She reached a hand between her legs, grabbing hold of Percy pink cock and guiding it to her pucker.

Percy felt a soft tightness there. A resistance to the entry of his hard bunny cock. He fought the urge to thrust into her ass and furiously rut her backdoor like it was the slick cunt of a doe bunny in heat. He stroked and squeezed her hips, and it was Fiona, not Percy, who finally made it happen. She bit her lip and whined with effort as she pushed back onto his straining cock. His hardness slipped through her fingers and pushed into the velvety divot of her ass.

“Oooohhhhhh, yesss!” cried Fiona, riding his cock back until her cheeks were flush against him. “Oh, gods, it feels even bigger like this.”

Percy was in heaven. The tightness of her yielding to a soft, clinging warmth. He began to move by instinct, working his cock back out and thrusting in again. Fiona followed similar instincts, riding back onto his cock again and again.

What began as a slow, careful, gentle fuck became the rut that Percy had been craving. Fiona seemed so much bigger than him that he practically climbed onto her ass, pumping and thrusting his cock into her yielding back passage and feeling the incredible way that tight ring massaged his cock.

“Miss Fiona, this is quite nice! It feels different! Not so wet, but even warmer and tighter!”

“Mmmmmnnnnyessss! That’s right! Give me that dick, Percy! Ohhhhh, yes, you’re the first to take my ass. Well, the first since Rikardo at the temple, but that was when I was younger. Ohhhhh gods. Yes.” Fiona’s fingers worked on her clit and thrust into her cunt. “Fuckkkkk! I’m going to cum! Your cock feels so good! I’m going to cummMMMMM!”

Percy felt it. A rhythmic clenching around his thrusting cock. It seemed to massage him. Almost suck at him. He couldn’t hold back. He cried out and furiously thrust into her in full rut. Lost to the pleasure. Savoring each stroke for only a moment before making another. He squeaked as he felt the hot rush of his climax. He realized he should have asked her if it was alright to cum inside her, but it was too late then.

“It’s squirting out of me!” cried Percy, the only warning he gave Fiona.

“Yes! Oh, I feel it! Fill my ass with your seed!” cried Fiona.

He spilled every drop of his cum in Fiona’s tight pucker and then slid out of her back passage. He watched as the reddened ring clenched shut, but not before dripping out a milky gob of his seed. Fiona turned and wrapped her arms around Percy. She drew him into the depths of the stream and they bathed together, kissing and caressing as the waters flowed around them.

He rested in her arms, his head on the soft pillows of her bosoms.

“I love you, Percy,” murmured Fiona. “I want you to stay with me.”

“But… Miss Fiona, you have a husband. I can’t stay here with him.”

“To the hells with him,” said Fiona, pressing a kiss to Percy’s innocent lips. “You fuck so much better than him, I don’t need him. You can care for the animals. You can be my husband.”

Percy did not know much about the world of humans, but he knew that they took it seriously when they mated and married. He did not want to begin his adventure on the surface by marrying the wife of another man. And what would become of Kavid?

“N-no, Miss Fiona,” said Percy. “I’m sorry. I like helping you and your husband. But I don’t want to take you away from him.”

“You make me feel like no man ever before,” cried Fiona, throwing her arms around Percy, and squeezing so tightly he was nearly smothered by her breasts.

He managed to fight his way out.

“I’m sorry, Miss Fiona,” said Percy, swimming back to the shallows and climbing out of the water. “I have to be on my way now. I can’t do this.”

“Percy! No!” cried Fiona. “Kavid means nothing to me! He’s a pig! I love you! My beautiful bunny! We can make love every night and you can give me babies!”

“Sorry,” Percy said, and he knew he could not look back at her for the anguish in her voice. She shouted after him, but Percy was already hopping through the forest.

He didn’t realize he had left his clothes behind until he made it several miles into the woods.
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Never Help a Witch

Percy Cottontail was starting to worry. He had set out from the Dursden farm in such a rush to escape Fiona and her confusing relationship with her husband that he had forgotten to bring his clothes. At first, Percy hadn’t noticed. It was a warm day, and his bunny heart was pumping wildly. But as the trees grew taller and the forest darker, Percy started to grow a little cold. As night approached, he was getting colder. He rubbed his fuzzy arms and with hands and fought back a shiver.

“I need to find a burrow or I might not make it to morning,” said Percy.

The approaching cold fingers of night were reaching out to him through the woods. The trees loomed overhead, shadows gathered as the sun set, and Downington Dale seemed a thousand miles away. He was almost ready to start digging a burrow himself when he spotted a light through the trees.

He stopped, cocked his head, raised a floppy ear, and listened. He could hear something. A bubbling sound and a soft voice humming a tune that was both mysterious and exciting. He moved towards the light, mostly because there was nowhere else to go and he couldn’t keep wandering the dark woods, but also because he wanted to know who was singing.

He rounded a massive, gnarled oak and spotted a scraggly clearing and a small, strange hut situated on a spit of land reaching out into a marsh. The little thatched building had an uneven door and a misaligned window as if built by a complete amateur. The light within seemed to be a candle or lantern and it moved as someone carried it out of sight and back into view again.

Then he saw her. A plentiful woman with long, unkempt black hair and dark eyes rimmed with kohl. She was beautiful in an exaggerated way, with a nose just a little too large and a chin just a little too long. She was older than Fiona had been. Older, but not old by any means. She wore a simple dress of dark sackcloth that hung from her broad shoulders and low against her enormous bust. Percy stared at her breasts. So big and creamy, the weight of them hanging free against the neck of her dress without any bodice or bra to support them. She continued her humming.

“Daahhhh, dee-dah-dum, dee-dah-dum, daaahhhh…”

Percy was drawn from the forest and towards the hut. Mesmerized as much by what he had glimpsed as what he had heard. He had no sense to be afraid of mysterious women living in huts in the woods. Bunny boys never encountered witches and had no idea of what danger they might pose.

Percy hopped straight up to the door and rapped his knuckles against the rough wood. The humming stopped at once.

“Hello?” called Percy. “Hello, I’m Percy Cottontail. I was wondering if I might introduce myself to the lady inside?”

He was answered by a long silence, so Percy knocked again. This time, the door burst open, knocking Percy back a step and nearly toppling him over. The woman stood in the doorway, towering over the slender young bunny boy. Her breasts heaving and her eyes wide and wild.

“Percy Cottontail!” she shouted. “I am Belladonna Bangrowski, Witch of the Wild Woods! You dare intrude upon me? And you’re naked!?”

“Um, millions of pardons, Miss Bangrowski,” said Percy, covering his straining carrot with both hands as he did his best not to stare at Belladonna’s jiggling bust. “I was alone in the woods and very cold. I thought maybe I could sit by your fire. Maybe even have something to eat? I’ve been walking all day, and I am more than willing to work for my supper.”

“A bunny boy, eh?” She reached out and flicked his ear. “I don’t have any work I need done. But… I am making some potions. Rabbiks. Yes. I could use some cream of the burrow. Yes. Would you like to help me with that?”

“Oh, I’d be most happy to, miss,” said Percy, grinning up at Belladonna as she stepped aside and beckoned him into her hut.

The hut was different than the Dursden farmhouse where Percy had spent several nights. This tiny building seemed hardly big enough for the towering Belladonna and the shelves and tables were covered with all manner of herbs, pickled meats, and strange objects. Something savory was stewing in a cauldron over a fire, but this scent hardly penetrated the dizzying herbal aroma that filled the air.

Percy coughed as he squeezed in alongside Belladonna, pressed against her hip and with her breast brushing against his face when she turned.

“Oh, there you are, my bunny boy,” she chuckled. “Come here. Sit. Sit. On this stool. There you are. Would you like some stew? I shall get you something to eat and then you can help me.”

“Um, alright, that would be very nice, Miss Bangrowski,” said Percy, sitting his bare bottom on the stool and trying not to cough at the smell of strange spices and steaming pots.

He watched the voluptuous witch bustling about her hut. She moved with a hip-swinging grace, seeming to know where every object was in the cluttered hut, so she did not bump into anything. She leaned over her simmering cauldron, her huge breasts straining her sackcloth dress to its very limit. Areolae peeking. Thick nipples poking beneath the fabric.

She spooned some of the soup to her lips and then looked up, catching Percy staring at her immense breasts hanging almost in the cauldron.

“Mmmmm. Newt Bourguignon with bog mushrooms and elderberry wine. Lots of carrots for a growing bunny boy.” She ladled soup into a clay bowl and put the wooden spoon she had used to taste her soup into the bowl. “There you are, my boy. You eat up. And while you’re enjoying the stew, I will get started.”

He took the bowl and sampled the stew. It was quite tasty, with a rich brown broth and large chunks of newt. Percy did not eat meat, but it was easy to eat around the rubbery newt hunks. Percy began to tuck into the hot stew with relish.

While the young bunny boy was slurping away, he was keenly aware that Belladonna was dragging over a dingy cushion and placing it at his feet. She lifted her skirt up past her knees and knelt before Percy. This put the hanging softness of her breasts almost in his lap.

“Mmmm?” He looked over his bowl of soup, curious about what the beautiful witch was doing.

His eyes widened as he realized she was sliding the straps of her dress from her pale shoulders. The dress fell, caught on her fat nipples for a moment before dropping free and baring her wide, wine-colored areolae and her stiff nipples. Her breasts were rather pendulous though not so much as he might have expected considering their immense size. Each was bigger than Percy’s bunny head.

He twitched his whiskers and stared in disbelief at those soft breasts as Belladonna gathered them and shaped them with her hands. Her fingers played across her dark red nipples. She gasped softly, looking up at him and biting her lower lip.

“W-what are you doing, Miss Bangrowski?” asked Percy, lowering the bowl, and watching her fondle her breasts with both hands.

“Just waking up your little bunny there,” she teased. “Making him poke up nice and hard, so I can get started.”

Percy realized his penis was growing quite stiff from watching the beautiful witch fondle herself. But he still didn’t understand what she intended.

“The last lady I met wanted me to be her husband and give her babies,” said Percy. “Is that what you want me to do for you?”

“Oh, by the swamp gods, no. Whatever would I do with a baby? Well, there are certain pacts I could make with dark powers, but no. I’m not interested in human sacrifice just now. However,” she reached out with one hand and wrapped her fingers tightly around Percy’s prick, “the seed of a bunny boy is a vital ingredient in several different virility and fertility potions. You know, so men can get hard and women can have those babies. So, I will just extract some of your precious rabbik seed and put it to good use making my potions. A fair trade, won’t you say?”

Percy found that he couldn’t say much as Belladonna let saliva gather on her lips and then spit it in a slow, lengthening strand from her plush lips down to his cock. She quickly spread the warm saliva over Percy’s prick, stroking it down to his fuzzy root and back up to his reddening tip.

“Oh, my, you’re a big bunny boy,” purred Belladonna. “And I’ll bet you are going to give me a lot of cream. Aren’t you?”

“Mmmmm… uh-huh,” said Percy, nodding as he watched her hand begin to pump on the length of his cock. Her fingers expertly caressed his shaft and traced a circle around the bulging head of his cock. Her thumb massaged the precum that welled from his hole. Her massive tits bouncing as she began to stroke him faster and faster.

“Don’t stop eating, my boy,” she gasped. “Enjoy the stew. You’ll need your strength so I can milk out every… little… mmmm… drop.”

“Y-yes, Miss Bangrowski,” he gasped and began shoveling the steaming stew into his mouth. He found it very hard to not make a mess as Belladonna’s stroking grew more vigorous by the moment. His cock was very red in her grasp. His precum glistening as she smeared it all over his tip. “Ohhhh. I think… I think I’m getting very near to… to bursting.”

“Are you now?” Belladonna raised a dark eyebrow. “Already? My, my, you’re a very eager boy. Well, that’s okay. You just let your cum out. Go on, Percy. Let it out right here all over my breasts. You want to cum on my tits, don’t you?”

“V-very much,” he agreed.

She put one arm beneath them, lifting them up and offering them like a shelf beneath the head of his cock as she pumped faster and faster with her hand. His pleasure began to rise. He tried to keep eating, but the stew was dribbling down his chin and onto his chest. The hot pleasure building in his cock. His bunny balls tightening as he prepared to squirt.

“Miss Bangroswski!” he cried. “I’m cumming!”

“Yes!” she laughed with delight. “That’s a good boy! Squirt it all out onto my breasts!”

Percy nearly overturned the rest of his stew as he set his bowl aside quickly and grabbed the stool beneath him with both hands. He felt as if he might fly, his pleasure was so intense as he watched Belladonna pumping her hand on his red cock. The sudden rush of ecstasy erupted from his stones and spurted in hot, creamy ropes across her pale breasts. She laughed triumphantly as he drenched her tits in his bunny boy cum. She made sure to squeeze out every drop until he was gasping and shaking with over-sensitivity.

“That’s very good, Percy,” she said, finally releasing his cock. “For a start. I’m going to have to milk out much more than that. You know, this seed is worth more than gold for my potions.”

She reached behind her and picked up a wide-mouthed jar. She used the rim of the jar to scoop up the cum splattered across her breasts. She methodically scooped it all up, guiding some into the jar with her fingers. Once she was done, she held up the jar to inspect it.

After such a massive eruption, the small amount of the jiggling cum in the jar seemed meager.

“S-sorry if it wasn’t enough,” said Percy, still catching his breath. “I can try again in a little bit.”

“Oh, no need to try,” giggled Belladonna. “I’ll do all the work for you, my boy.”

She put the jar back onto the counter and scooped something else up with her fingers. Percy wasn’t sure what it was until Belladonna pressed it to his cock and he felt it yield.

“Butter?” he gasped.

She began to spread the soft yellow butter all over his half-hard cock. He quickly began to stiffen beneath her greasy fingers.

“That’s right,” she said. “It will make things much smoother when I do this…”

She leaned her warm, soft breasts into his lap, sliding his cock into the valley between those heavy mounds. She pressed her hands from either side and Percy’s greased cock jutted up from between her tits. The tip reddening almost to the color of a plum as she squeezed him tightly with her massive mounds.

“Ohhhh, gods of the burrow,” moaned Percy. “They’re so… so soft. So big! You’re swallowing me up!”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” agreed Belladonna. “I’ll milk you dry with these tits, Percy. Are you ready? Because I’m not stopping until I’ve drained those bunny bollocks.”

He thrust his hips towards her, squeezing a little more of his cock through her cleavage. He gripped the seat of the stool with both hands and gave her a determined nod.

“Good boy,” she giggled as she began to stroke his cock with her big, soft, very warm breasts. She watched him with a sparkle in her eye as those wonderfully soft mounds worked his sensitive cock. He was so well-greased that he slid easily between them, and she rode up and down, pressing as tightly as she could. His cock disappeared into her cleavage completely on each upward stroke and poked back through as she pressed her tits down into his lap. Again and again, faster and faster, until Percy was whining with building pleasure.

“Let it out,” gasped Belladonna. “I want it all. Let it out!”

Percy couldn’t hold back. He began to thrust his cock in and out of Belladonna’s squeezing tits. With each poke of Percy’s pecker, he surged closer to another orgasm. He let out a squeaking cry and erupted, first in a rope that splashed against Belladonna’s chin and caused her to jerk back in surprise and then in a pooling puddle of cream across the tops of her breasts.

But Belladonna had only just begun the extraction process. Once she had scooped up that load into her jar, she smeared more butter onto Percy’s cock and resumed wanking him with her breasts. He was in an agony of pleasure, unable to hold out long at all as another load came pumping out of his twitching cock.

“Such a good boy,” gasped Belladonna, buttering his cock once more. This time she used her hand and held the jar with its sloshing cum in the bottom up to Percy’s cock. He whimpered and unleashed another sputtering orgasm. It was getting painful. She just kept going.

“Ahhhh! It hurts!” he cried as she kept stroking him even after he had cum.

“No pain, no gain, my bunny boy,” she laughed and soon had him in a toe-curling state of agonized pleasure, cumming again and again into the jar with ever-dwindling loads. She must have milked him ten times when finally, his orgasm hurting him, he gave nothing more up to the sloshing pool in the bottom of the jar.

Belladonna held it up to the light, the candle showing faintly through the white liquid half filling the jar.

“Get some rest now, my adorable bunny,” she said. “You can take my bed. I will be up all night brewing potions from this.”

“Th-thank you,” gasped Percy, collapsing exhausted into Belladonna’s musty bed.

As he drifted off to sleep, he could hear her humming the tune that had lured him to her hut in the first place. He realized he recognized it. A lullaby from when he’d been a little boy in the burrow. It made him smile as he slipped into darkness.
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Milked Half to Death

Percy dreamed of Belladonna Bangrowski’s breasts. Those massive hangers were like two great mountains of flesh capped with thick nipples. Wobbling, jiggling, sweet-smelling mounds that towered above his head in his dreams.

Then they pressed together, squishing him between their crushing weight, tighter and tighter until Percy was sure he was going to burst. His pleasure building. His whole body smothered in those enormous piled of creamy flesh. He was on the brink of exploding. Those mountains squeezed tighter and tighter, rubbing all over his bunny body from head to toe.

He awoke with a cry, arching his body and thrust his hips, poking his red cock through Belladonna’s squeezing tits and launching a fresh gout of his milky spunk. She cried out in delight as his load spattered her tits. A fair glob caught her chin and she had to bring the jar up to scoop his cum from her face. He watched, gasping and shuddering, as she gathered up all his spunk.

“Miss… Miss Bangrowski?” rasped Percy, lifting his head. “I’m very tired and thirsty.”

“Well, it’s time for you to wake up, so no more sleeping for the moment,” she said, setting the jar aside and rising to her feet. “But I can do something about your thirst. I took a nice little potion. I thought it would only be fair if I gave you something in return for all the cream I’ve been taking from you.”

“Oh?” He wet his dry lips. “Something… to drink?”

“Yes, made special just for you,” said the witch, rising slowly to her feet. Her huge tits seemed somehow even larger and firmer than before. Her thick nipples redder as they jutted from her dangling mounds. She sauntered around to the head of the bed, her breasts supported by one arm as she leaned them down towards Percy’s face. He smelled herbs and sweat and the faint lingering whiff of his spunk. Then her breasts fell upon his face. Smothering him. He struggled beneath their weight.

“Ahhhh! Please!” he cried, but instead of releasing him, Belladonna Bangrowski fed a thick nipple into Percy’s mouth. Her skin tasted faintly of salt, but as she pressed her hand against her breast there was suddenly a warm gush of sweet, creamy liquid into Percy’s mouth. Milk! He swallowed by instinct and thereby became charmed and nourished by the witch’s magical nectar.

The potent, cursed elixir spurted plentifully from Belladonna’s huge tits and Percy found himself so enjoying the taste that he began to suck. And suck. And suck. Nursing like a thirsty tot from the witch’s breast.

“That’s it, drink as much as you like,” she moaned, feeding her other nipple into his mouth and spurting more of her cream across his tongue. He sucked greedily, warm and relaxed, enjoying each gulp of the rich witch cream until his cock was throbbing hard and his bollocks were once more swollen with cum.

The witch moaned appreciatively, nursing the bunny boy with her magical milk until he had his fill of it. In fact, he was still sucking so that when she lifted her breasts from his face it made a loud popping sound. Her thick nozzles were red and glistening from the milky feeding and she giggled with amusement at Percy’s contented blush.

Her fingers teased the head of his cock.

“Now then,” said Belladonna, hoisting a work-stained apron over her tits and tying it around her slender neck. “It’s time to get back to milking you, my obedient bunny bull. For that, I have cooked up something very special to help make things more fun for us both.”

Percy sat up in the bed and watched as the voluptuous witch walked over to a small stove and took the lid off a cast iron pot. Steam gusted out and the witch reached into the pot and pulled out something pink, gelatinous, and wriggling.

“What is THAT!?” cried Percy, crawling back in the bed to the wall of the shack.

“Don’t be afraid,” laughed Belladonna, carrying the writhing pink mass as it tried to overflow her arms and drip onto the floor. “It’s called a ‘Goo Bunny’. Isn’t that cute? A Goo Bunny for the bunny boy? It’s trained to suck from whatever you put it on and it helps me gather ingredients. Don’t worry, it will feel wonderful. I tested it out on my breasts earlier and it slurped out a pint of fresh cream in just minutes. I came just from having my breasts sucked by it. You’ll be exploding again and again.”

“But… but that’s a slime! Those things eat people!”

“Oh, not this one,” laughed Belladonna, sitting down on the edge of the small bed and nearly overturning it with the weight of her fat bottom.

She stroked the goo bunny and it seemed to calm down.

Percy thought the name fit the creature since it did strangely resemble a rabbit. Its entire body was translucent pink goo, but it had a distinct head with two little lumps that seemed like ears.

“The Goo Bunny will feel so nice once it latches onto your cock. I promise you will enjoy every pump of its slimy little suck-off. Okay? Will you be a good boy for me, Percy? Will you let me put it on your hard bunny cock?”

Percy, being averse to being eaten by a slime, was not at all convinced by Belladonna’s promises. But Percy also liked very much to be helpful and to make people happy. He was willing to risk being devoured so long as Belladonna let him go.

“After it’s done, can I go on my way?”

“Awww, I had hoped you would stay with me for a while,” said the witch, pouting her lower lip. “But very well, you fill the jar all the way up with your spunk, and I’ll send you on your way. Would that be fair?”

“Yes, that sounds fair,” said Percy. “For the supper and the bed. I think I can manage.”

He took a deep, steadying breath and looked down at his red bunny cock. Belladonna brought the Goo Bunny closer and the brainless pink slime creature began to grow excited as if it could sense Percy’s hardness.

“Ohhhhhh,” moaned Percy, his eyes going wide as he trembled nervously at the questing feelers of the slime.

Cool goo touched the head of Percy’s straining bunny cock. It slithered down around his shaft and engulfed his hardness down to his fuzzy bollocks. The slime flowed completely out of Belladonna’s arms and settled its slippery weight upon his hardness.

It flowed over his hips and then drew back in a translucent pink mound. And flattened. And drew up again. Each time it did this it worked like a slick pumping mechanism and sucked wonderfully on Percy’s cock. All his fears were forgotten as the Goo Bunny began its work.

“Ohhhhhhh! Miss Bangrowski! Ahhh! I’m going to… AHHHH!” He exploded in seconds, his cum pumping into the gooey pink slime. Wisps of milky white spread through its body, then reconstituted in a round capsule within the slime.

“Good boy,” murmured Belladonna, stroking Percy’s chest. “Just let the Goo Bunny do its work.”

“Ohhhh, yes, but, it’s not stopping,” cried Percy, looking on as the creature kept pumping away even after he had cum.

“It will keep it up until you don’t have any more cum to give,” said Belladonna. “Then I’ll empty it and feed you again and we can start over. Until the jar is full. Which might take quite a while, because I will be brewing more fertility potions and using your seed while the Goo Bunny is working.”

She rose from the bed and crossed over to her tables strewn with ingredients. Percy could see the jar not even half full of his milky white spunk. He watched the witch dip a small spoon in and add some of Percy’s cum to an alchemical apparatus. She added wood to her fire and stirred a cauldron.

Percy soon forgot about the witch and her potions as the Goo Bunny deftly slurped away on Percy’s bunny cock. He watched his hardness throbbing inside as he let out another load of his spunk. There wasn’t a moment’s rest afterwards as the insatiable creature deposited the cum with the rest and continued to suck.

The pleasure was incredible. Like a cool and very wet mouth that would not stop suckling from his straining hardness. There was no moment of relief. As soon as he finished ejaculating, the slime would continue to suck upon his agonized, overly-sensitive cock. He thrashed and bucked with those few seconds before another orgasm would begin.

His mind drifted. He imagined he was being pleasured by Fiona. By a beautiful blonde elf. Even by Belladonna and her squeezing tits. But each time he reached another eruption, he lifted his head from the grimy pillow and watched the reality of the Goo Bunny slurping up his gushing spunk.

Pump after dwindling pump, Percy spurted his cum into the slime, again and again until it had filled its capsule with his seed and his cock barely yielded a drop with each orgasm. The witch had, by then, brewed several fertility potions and used up almost all the cum in her jar.

“Are we finished?” she asked, returning to the bed and inspecting the slime. It was listlessly sucking at Percy’s nearly flaccid cock, both bunny boy and Bunny Goo seemingly exhausted by the ordeal.

“Please,” moaned Percy, sweaty and quivering from the effort. “I can’t do it anymore.”

“Let’s see how much we’ve collected,” she cooed and reached her fingers into the slime to withdraw the bubble-like capsule full of cum. This seemed to agitate the slime greatly. Belladonna ignored its reaching tendrils. She held the capsule over the jar and pinched it open and the cum drained into the remnants of Percy’s previous offerings. “There. Why, that’s very good. We’re over halfway full. I will make you some supper and then we can get started with some more milking.”

But the slime had different ideas. Unbeknownst to Belladonna, it had grown quite addicted to the bunny boy’s cum and its simple mind rather resented being robbed of its delicious payload. It suddenly leapt from Percy’s loins and grappled the jar of spunk from Belladonna’s hands.

“Hey! What are you doing, you stupid thing!?” cried the witch, struggling with the slime.

It ignored her, upending the cum jar and draining its contents into its slimy body. It quickly formed a new capsule around the slime and retreated towards Percy. He scrambled away from it and fell from the bed as it sought his cock.

The witch, infuriated by the slime’s behavior, grabbed it with both hands.

“Give me that back you little rascal!” she cried, her fingers sinking into its gooey body.

The slime burbled angrily and suddenly flung itself at Belladonna Bangrowski. Witch and slime grappled, staggering about the hut, and knocking into jars and alchemical equipment. The slime managed to wrap itself around Belladonna and shifted most of its body onto her back where she could not reach it with her hands.

As Percy watched, the slime suddenly found Belladonna’s luscious bottom and decided it liked a thing or two there. Pink goo flooded into the crack of her ass and she shrieked as slime invaded her clenching back door. A moment later, a gooey phallus shoved its way into her cunt. Percy stared in awe as the Goo Bunny began to vigorously and mindlessly rut both warm holes at the same time.

Each thrust of the slime spread its gooey body against Belladonna’s big, creamy ass. It slapped and spanked and made her round rump jiggle. Its tendrils reached around her hips, holding her tight as it plundered her holes. She managed to push up on her hands, but this only made the slime rut harder into her and sent her huge tits swinging. Milk dribbled out of her red nipples and spattered the floor.

Belladonna, sweaty and flushed with pleasure, her dark hair mussed, looked desperately over her shoulder at Percy.

“Help me,” cried Belladonna, falling to her knees with her big, pale ass raised behind her. “Get this thing off of me, Percy! Quickly! Before it—AHHHHH!”

She cried out, bucking her hips as she was overtaken by an orgasm. Percy could see the walls of her pussy and the ring of her asshole clenching rhythmically with her climax, almost but not quite pinching off the pumping slime. The slime burbled loudly and suddenly the bubble of cum inside its body ruptured and released in two flows straight into the witch’s trembling holes. She was fucked full of more than a dozen loads of bunny boy cum.

Percy didn’t know it, but due to his elf heritage, his seed was spectacularly fertile as it pumped into her womb.

Worse still, at least for Belladonna, the bunny spunk almost immediately acted as a love potion. She fell madly, deeply, and passionately in love with the man claiming her womb. Which, of course, was not a man at all, but a mindlessly burbling slime.

“Ooooooh, yessss,” she crooned, her hips beginning to roll. “Fuck me with those gooey dicks! Ohhhh, bunny baby, that feels so wonderful! You can fuck me alllll night long!”

Percy, despite feeling strangely jealous of the Goo Bunny, knew an opportunity when he saw it. He grabbed the witch’s discarded apron, wrapped it around his lower half, and went pelting out of the witch’s hut as the moaning grew louder and more passionate behind him.

Percy was not certain where he was going, but a new day had dawned and so he continued to run through the forest. The warmth of the sun on his shoulders gladdened him and restored his hope for a great adventure. He was so contented, running with the witch’s silly apron tied about his waist, that he did not realize the forest had ended until he felt a strangely hard surface beneath his feet. He looked down and realized there were smooth stones paving the ground. He looked up again and saw that a great road of stones stretched in either direction.

Ahead of him, in the far distance, lay a large city. He could not be certain if it was a city of elves or humans, though it did not look quite so clean and tidy as he would expect an elf city to appear. He could not help but recall all the warnings about humans that he was given before leaving the burrow. Beyond the city, and slightly towards the sinking sun, was a great stone fortress set into the mountains. Percy wondered what sort of king might be ensconced behind those mighty battlements.

He was so curious and given over to his imagination that he did not hear the clatter and clop of an approaching wagon drawn by four horses until it was nearly upon him.

“Get outta the way!” shouted the wagon driver. “And put some clothes on you fool!”

A gruff human sat atop the wagon, glowering down at Percy as he rolled slowly past. His huge wagon was laden with trade goods no doubt bound for the human city. Percy waited for the wagon to pass and then, with a sense of daring, he hopped into the air and landed on the back of the wagon. There he nestled himself in among the baskets and boxes, eager for a new adventure, whatever the danger he might face.
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This Town Ain’t Big Enough for a Bunny Boy

The jostling of the laden wagon lulled Percy into a deep sleep. He slumbered squeezed in among the jars of spices, rolled carpets, and baskets of vegetables. Day gave way to night and the wagon continued by moonlight. Percy gnawed on a few rutabagas for his supper and went back to sleep. He dreamt of Fiona and Belladonna and the beautiful blonde elf who might have been his mother.

When he awoke, he heard shouting and realized the wagon had stopped. Daylight speared through the wagon’s back flaps and Percy blinked and shielded his eyes.

“We’ll have to inspect your cargo ‘afore we can let ya through the gates,” shouted a stern voice.

“’Course,” replied the driver. “Just trade goods from the countryside that I come to Wittenburg to sell. Rugs and baskets and such.”

“Have to look all the same,” said the stern voice, drawing closer.

Percy tensed, unsure of how the wagon’s owner and whoever was coming to make an inspection would take finding a half-naked bunny boy nestled amongst the cargo. He retreated into the shadows behind a large clay pot filled with pickled eggs and hoped that the guard would not be too thorough. He held his breath as he heard the two humans chatting about the weather and the weekend’s market festival. The guard and the trader were rearranging the wagon’s contents, working deeper and deeper into the cargo.

“Well, I think I seen enough,” declared the guard.

Percy let out a sigh of relief. Unfortunately for the bunny boy, when he inhaled, he happened to take in a deep breath of pepper powder. His sneeze was so loud and powerful that it knocked over a basket of garlic bulbs.

“What in the hells was that?” cried the trader.

“Sounded like some sort of animal,” said the guard. “I’ll have a look.”

Percy’s heart began to pound wildly in his chest. He heard the distinctive rasp of the guard drawing his sword as he crept towards the back of the wagon. Percy, not particularly wanting to be skewered by a sword, stepped out from behind the jar and held his hands up.

“Please, sir! Don’t kill me! I only went for a ride on the wagon!”

“What in the hells!?” The guard, an older man with a sallow face and a wiry body in oversized plate and chain mail, recoiled from the sight of Percy. “What the… a rabbik? You’re hardly more than a pup! What are you doin’ in a wagon? Don’t tell me there’s burrows around here.”

“N-no, sir, no burrows,” said Percy. “I’m on my own.”

“And practically naked,” said the wagon’s owner, pointing at Percy’s flaccid cock pouch and dangling, fuzzy bollocks. Neither of these were covered in the slightest by the apron he had taken from Belladonna.

“I’m sorry, my trousers were stolen,” said Percy. “Well not so much stolen as left behind. I would never be out and about naked but—”

“Alright, alright, you can tell it to Captain Kerrig,” said the guard. “She’ll want to know about a rabbik showing up at the gates. Ya know, in case there’s more of you coming.”

“No more! Just me! I swear! And I’m not all rabbik, I’m part elf!”

“Part elf! Captain Kerrig will definitely want to see you.” The guard glanced over at the merchant. “Ya don’t have a towel or a sheet or somethin’ I can put on him, do ya?”

“Yes, fine,” said the wagon driver. He pulled a folded brown towel from a stack and tossed it at Percy’s face. Percy gratefully tied it around his waist, forming a terrycloth skirt to offer him some small bit of modesty. The wagon driver shook a finger at him and said, “You owe me twenty zeks for that! I’ll collect from the captain if you can’t pay up.”

“Good luck with that,” laughed the guard, hauling Percy down from the wagon.

The guard unceremoniously marched Percy through the cobbled streets of Wittenburg. Under normal circumstances, it might have been a pleasant visit. It was an old, picturesque city of winding streets, half-timbered buildings, market stalls, taverns, shops, and mossy old statues. But instead of a pleasant visit, Percy had become the main attraction. Folks stopped what they were doing to gawp at the bunny boy in the towel being walked at sword point through the streets towards the gaol. A mob of curious children gathered and tagged along behind them. The guard kept shooing them away but they ignored him.

“Hello,” said Percy to the children. “I’m Percy.”

“Save your talking for Captain Kerrig,” said the guard, prodding the tip of his sword into Percy’s back.

They arrived at the walled compound of the gaol situated on the far end of the town. Faces peered out from behind barred windows. More guards gathered to see the strange new arrival.

Percy did not resist or object, but he was beginning to become very afraid. The gaol was dark and dirty and reminded him of a burrow that had been taken over by evil molekin. The pale faces of the prisoners made him wonder if soon he would look equally pitiful and disheveled.

The guard pushed Percy up a spiral staircase and into a room that was a bit nicer than the rest. There was at least some sunlight and a view over the outer walls of the gaol. There was also a glowering, green-skinned women with large breasts and wide shoulders sitting behind a desk. She was a bulging, musclebound giantess. Beautiful in her way, with her thick, side-swept mane of dark hair and her pink-tinted eyes. Her heavy brow and small tusks (not to mention the green skin) made Percy suspect that she was not quite human. Was she an orc?

“Half-orc,” muttered the guard in Percy’s ear, as if sensing his question. “And don’t bring it up. She gets cross if you do.”

“Th-thanks,” whispered Percy. The guard shoved him towards the desk as the woman stood, revealing her full height. She was incredibly muscular and tall, but that did not diminish her femininity. Her big, soft breasts were squeezed into a worn steel cuirass. Her slender waist and wide hips betrayed her womanly attributes.

She glowered down at Percy, more than a head taller than him. Even taller than Belladonna had been.

“What have you brought me, Fitch?” she asked the guard, though her gaze never left Percy. “And why is he wearing a rag?”

“Rabbik, cap’n,” said the guard. “Found him stowed away in a wagon I was inspectin’. He was naked so I borrowed somethin’ from the merchant.”

“Well, we’ve no laws against rabbiks in Wittenburg, but I can’t imagine why one would be here.” She gestured for Fitch to leave and the guard departed. Once the door had closed, the giant half-orc woman walked around to Percy’s side of her desk and leaned her firm, round bottom against it. She relaxed with her hands gripping the edge of the desk and her legs crossed. “I’m Captain Kerrig.”

“I’m Percy Cottontail,” said Percy, holding out a hand. “A pleasure to meet you, Captain Kerrig.”

The big woman just looked at Percy’s outstretched hand and did not budge from her spot.

“I’ve heard about you rabbiks,” she said. “They say you have insatiable sex drives. Is that true?”

“Oh, no, not at all,” said Percy. “Why, I can only go ten to twelve times in a single night before I need a good rest.”

“Ten to twelve?” A smirk spread on Captain Kerrig’s face. She seemed to consider something for a moment and then pushed off the edge of her desk and circled slowly around Percy.

He had the distinct impression of being looked at like a prime piece of meat at the butcher’s shop, although he had only ever heard about a butcher’s shop and didn’t want to eat meat himself. He could feel Captain Kerrig inspecting him. Her eyes narrowed and a smile fixed behind those little tusks sticking out from her lower lip.

“I’ll have to fine you for public indecency,” said the captain. “It’s only fifty zeks. I assume you can pay that.”

“Oh, um, well, no, miss,” said Percy, ducking his head and clasping his hands nervously. “I’ve been trying to get work, you see, but I have yet to be paid. In fact, my clothes were left behind at my last job and that’s why I’m naked. But… but I could work! If you have some work you need done, I could earn that money back.”

“Hmmmm.” Captain Kerrig stroked her chin. “It would be a shame to throw a handsome fellow like you into the debtor’s pit. It might take you months or even years to earn the fine toiling away in there. But maybe I can think of some other work for you. Take off that towel.”

“Um, yes, alright,” said Percy. “I must warn you that I am very excitable and, um, well, I am excited.”

Captain Kerrig’s eyes sparkled with cruel delight as Percy bashfully untied the towel from his slender hips and revealed his half-elf, half-bunny-boy cock. It was pink and smooth and quite long. Like a fleshy carrot throbbing with his lust and a bit redder at its slender tip.

“My, my,” chuckled the captain. “So big for such a skinny rabbik. Do you know how to use it?”

“I’ve not had any complaints,” said Percy. “But what do you mean ‘use it’? What did you want—AHHHH!”

He stiffened in more ways than one as Captain Kerrig suddenly took hold of his cock. Though his prick was quite long, it disappeared almost completely in the half-orc’s big, green hand. Only the reddening tip poked out past her wrapping fingers as she squeezed him tightly.

“I need an assistant,” said the captain. “Someone I can rely on to take care of certain tasks. I can only offer you, hmmmm, ten zeks a day. I need someone who can take orders and do exactly what I tell them to do. Are you a fool or do you have the sense to obey instructions?”

“I can… can do whatever you’d like, miss, um, captain,” said Percy, watching her hand work slowly on the length of his bunny cock.

“Well then,” she said, releasing his cock and picking him up off the ground as easily as a dressing mannequin. “Let’s get started, Percy. You can call me Lilana when we’re behind closed doors.”

“Y-yes, Lilana,” he said. “Whatever you say.”

She sat him atop her desk so that their faces were almost even. She smirked at him, slowly freeing her armored plate and letting it drop to her feet with a clang. Her breasts dropped a little beneath the padded shirt she wore beneath. She unlaced this with a few tugs and exposed the creamy green mounds of her tits. Big, and soft, and lovely against the chiseled green of her muscles. Percy stared at their softness and the dark green of her areolas and nipples.

She took Percy’s hands and guided them to her breasts, squeezing so that her soft flesh filled and overflowed his fingers. His touch went instinctively for her nipples as she leaned closer and, with a hungry growl, kissed him. He was quite surprised by this, but recovered swiftly and kissed her in reply. His delicate tongue moving against her big, powerful mouth muscle. It was such a wet kiss that he felt he might drown in her saliva and it was strange to feel her tusks against his tongue. But he enjoyed it.

As he kissed her back, he wondered if half-orcs always undressed and kissed their new employees. Had the captain done it for Fitch?

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, pulling back from the kiss trailing a thick strand of saliva between them. “You’re not a bad kisser for a feeble little flop-ear. How about that cock? Do you know how to fuck?”

“Y-yes, miss, uh, Lilana,” he said.

She kicked off her heavy boots and stripped out of her trousers, revealing her round, muscular green bottom, and her dark-thatched cunt. She smelled of sweat and lust and it inflamed Percy’s own desire. She shoved him off the desk and back to his feet as she sat down and spread her legs wide for him. Percy felt tiny standing between those muscular thighs. He gripped his pink cock in his hand as she watched him and played with her nipples.

“Come on, bunny boy,” she moaned, pinching her dark green buds. “Fuck me. Show me how a rabbik ruts!”

Percy threw himself at his duty to the captain. He practically hopped between her legs, thrusting his slender hips and driving his slippery pink cock deep into the dark green folds of her cunt. Lilana howled with pleasure, her head dropping back and her dark hair spilling onto the desk as Percy began to frantically, furiously hump her hot hole. Her pussy was so big and so wet it felt as if his cock was sinking into a pit of warmth. He beat his skinny hips against her powerful thighs as she wrapped her big legs around him.

It was a frenzied rut. All his pent-up desire after almost a full night and day of not cumming. He grabbed two handfuls of Lilana’s tits and leaned into his thrusts. His scrawny weight was easily supported by her body. He wasn’t even half her size in terms of mass, but he was tall enough to reach her lips with another kiss.

That seemed to surprise her for a moment as he pounded into her. He felt her pussy tightening. Her pleasure rumbling up from inside her and vibrating against his lips.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, her legs drawing him deeper. “You wild bunny… you’re going to… going to make me… ooooohhhhhh! YESSSS!”

She fell back atop the desk, entirely at his mercy as he let his natural rutting instinct take over. His little cotton tail twitching as he pounded and sloshed into the half-orc’s hot honey pit. His balls tightening as she began to cum for him. Her pussy gripping him in its slippery depths. Her heat growing and her tits shuddering as she came.

Percy let loose with her, unable to hold back another moment. He moaned and clung to her body, thrusting in frantic, deep strokes as he spurted out his bunny broth. He creamed the captain good, but recovered quickly.

Before Lilana even realized what was happening, Percy had her on her stomach bent over the desk and was humping her from behind. He squatted and used his powerful jumping muscles to rut downward into that big green goo-catcher. His cock stirred the big load of spunk he’d already put inside her and his thrusts made her big ass shake.

He did not relent until she had cum again. But it was Lilana who wanted more. She climbed atop him. A great, green goddess of war, her powerful thighs trapping him to the floor as she knelt astride him and worked her wide hips.

“Yes, I have so many jobs for you,” she moaned, sweat dripping from her as she bucked atop him. “You can clean, and cook, and fuck me all night. Oh, yes, you’re going to work hard to earn that money, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes, miss, um, Lilana! I have to… aaahhhh… pay my debts!” He grabbed her firm bottom in both hands and rutted up into her with the vigor of a bunny boy. His furious thrusts into her cream-filled cunny drove them both to the brink. Their orgasms were intertwined and symbiotic. Squeezing and pumping, milking and spurting.

The hoarse cries of a warrior queen and the squeaky yips of bunny pleasure filled the captain’s office and rang throughout the gaol.
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Serving the Protection

Percy Cottontail’s term of indentured servitude with Wittenburg’s half-orc Captain Lilana Kerrig had him doing many tasks for the big, beautiful, muscular, green warrior woman. He swept her office, he cleaned her desk, he brought her tea in the morning, and as she sipped her tea, she read dispatches from the guard posts. She also asked Percy to stand on a stool beside her chair.

Percy clambered up onto the very tall stool and held his apron rolled up above his waist and the little tattered prison shorts he had been given to wear slid down to his knees. His rabbik cock stood straight out from his loins and he slowly stroked it with one hand because Lilana told him to do it that way. Precum welled like honey at his tapered tip and every so often Lilana would lean over to his cock without even looking away from what she was reading and give his hardness a lick.

Her big, pink tongue slid over his sensitive tip again and he resisted the urge to make a mess all over it and all over Lilana’s savagely beautiful green face.

“Mmmmnnn,” he moaned, his lips sealed tight so as not to disturb Lilana’s concentration.

She stopped licking him as she finished one scroll and reached for another. Percy continued to wank his bunny cock, staring down into the cleavage visible in Lilana’s armored bodice and imagining her big, green, half-orc tits enveloping his hard pink cock. He stroked a little faster and fought back a whimper of pleasure. She leaned over again and gave his cock another lash of her tongue.

“Captain… ahhh… Lilana,” he moaned, shuddering with his building pleasure.

“Not yet, Percy,” she warned him. “I must finish reading these.”

She read a third scroll and a fourth. When Percy tried to stop stroking his cock, Lilana scolded him for slacking in his duties. He moved his fingers on his slick shaft, watching precum welling at the tip and certain he was about to explode. Somehow, he resisted that rushing urge to pump his seed all over Lilana’s face and down into her cleavage.

He fought back the urge even when she leaned over again, glanced up at him with her pink-tinted eyes, and gave his cock another swirling lick of her big tongue. Her soft lips touched his slender tip and she seemed to kiss his cock before leaning away from it again and turning back to her work.

“WoooOOohhhh,” groaned Percy, almost dizzy with the need to cum.

“Good bunny,” chuckled Lilana. “Almost done here, then I’ll give you a little reward. No cumming until then, or I’ll dock your pay.”

“Oh, yes, uh, sir, miss, captain, ahhhh…”

Percy’s words trailed off as it took all the power in his little bunny boy brain to keep from cumming. He focused on bad things like molekin and wolves and jealous husbands and just managed to keep from pumping his spunk all over Lilana’s beautiful half-orc face.

He didn’t know how much longer he could hold it. Thankfully, Lilana seemed to be finishing up. She made a few notes on one of the scrolls with an ink quill.

“Blow on this,” she said, holding her signature up to him. “But don’t stop stroking that cock.”

“Pppppphhhhhhh,” said Percy, blowing on the ink to dry it as he felt pre dripping from his hard pink carrot.

Lilana chuckled at his struggle. She leaned over and gave his cock another lick and he yipped with surprise, nearly thrusting forward to bury his cock in her mouth. Still, he resisted his urge to explode.

“Thank you, Percy,” said Lilana and she lowered the scroll, rolled it up, and tucked it back into its scroll case. She sealed the case with wax and shifted the reports aside. She turned to Percy and seemed about to finally grant his release when there came a heavy knock at the door.

“Yes? What is it?” she demanded through the closed door to her office.

“Uh, cap’n,” said one of the guards, “Lord Ulrich is here to see you.”

“One moment,” said Lilana. She grabbed hold of Percy by his apron and shoved him beneath her desk. She scooted her chair back into place, trapping him under the table and between her knees. He was looking straight up her leather pteruges and realized that in the depths of this hardened leather skirt the captain was not wearing any underwear. He could just make out the dark green folds of her cunt and the dark thatch of hair between her powerful green thighs.

“Captain Lilana?” Percy looked up uncertainly.

“Quiet,” she hissed, grabbing the back of his head, and stuffing his face between her legs.

His nose was pressed against the thicket of her intimate hair, and he had no choice but to breathe the rich musk of her arousal. His lips brushed the soft velvet of her cunt.

“You may enter,” Lilana called out, the words hitching for a moment and then smoothing out. The door was flung open, and Percy felt Lilana’s thighs tense as heavy armored boots came thumping into her office. “Well met, Lord Ulrich. How may my guard serve the castle?”

“Captain, I am not certain the guard is serving the castle at all,” said a rather shrill male voice. “As you know, I am betrothed to marry Princess Madelyne in just five days. Then what do I hear from Father Harken but the story that a crazed goblin was loose in the city and exposing himself to passing ladies. Is this true? Is this the sort of realm I have invited my family and friends to visit for my wedding to the princess?”

“Ah, my lord, please,” said Lilana, shifting in her chair. “I assure you that there have been no goblin sightings and if there were you would be the first—MMmrrmmmmm!”

Lilana suddenly seemed to be having great difficulty speaking and Percy was afraid it might be due to her heightened state of arousal. Her plump cuntlips were growing positively juicy and the prominent pellet of her clit was brushing against Percy’s upper lip.

“What is wrong with you, captain?” demanded the whining knight.

“F-forgive me, Ser Ulrich,” said the captain. “It’s just that—Huunnnmmmm!”

Percy heard Lilana stumble again in speaking and he desperately tried to help her by placing his hands on her meaty thighs, parting them wider, and vigorously running his tongue up and down the length of her hot, saucy cunt. Her sweet nectar poured onto his tongue and Percy, wanting to help the beautiful green half-orc, latched his lips to her clit and began to suck as hard as he dared.

“Out with it, woman,” snapped the knight. “I knew it was a mistake to employ a woman as captain of the guard in Wittenburg. Let alone a half-orc.”

“My lord, I… I… have no excuses,” gasped Lilana, her hand reaching under her desk and into her lap to try to push Percy away. “Please, rest assured if a goblin shows up in these—ahhhhhh!”

Percy mistook Lilana’s hand for encouragement and began sucking even more forcefully upon her prominent clit. He thrust two fingers into her hot snatch, plundering her juicy depths and massaging a finger against the dark green clench of her asshole. Lilana threw back her head and wailed with ecstasy.

“What is wrong with you?” snarled the knight, stomping a boot on the floor. “With a captain this addled it’s no wonder the guards can’t catch a simple goblin!”

“Forgive me… forgive me, my lord,” cried Lilana, rocking her hips, and fucking against Percy’s fingers and lips. Her modesty only barely preserved by the overhang of her desk. “I swear to you… AHHHHH… no goblin… shall intrude upon… ohhhhh by Mardoch!”

Percy added a third finger to the hot folds of Lilana’s quim and licked furiously at her clit. He could feel the tension in her squeezing thighs and tasted her pleasure in the hot flow of her nectar. He was helping her. He was sure of it.

Sir Ulrich made a sound of disgust and started towards the door. He turned back.

“Once you overcome this hysterical spell of yours, Captain Lilana, I expect you to send a full report on the preparations over to the castle. Oh, and put out word in the village, we need additional cooks, dishwashers, and waitresses at the castle. Preferably buxom and full-bottomed girls.”

“Buxom dishwashers?” gasped Lilana, as Percy’s pinkie penetrated her pucker.

“Your orc blood is as thick as your head,” muttered the knight and he stormed out of the captain’s office and slammed the door behind him.

“Ohhhhh, Percy,” moaned Lilana, “you little troublemaker.”

“Mmm?” Percy popped his lips free of her clit. “Only trying to help, miss.”

“Well, don’t stop now,” she said, pushing his head back down. “He’s gone, and I’m almost ready to cum again. Keep sucking. Ohhh, that’s it. Get those fingers in all the way down to the last knuckle. Oohhhhhhh! Ohhhhh Fuck!”

She threw her head back and bellowed with pleasure, her thighs squeezing so tight that Percy was afraid she might crack his head like a nut. Her strong, lusty scent filled his nostril. Her warm, slippery, sweet cum poured into his mouth and down his chin and trickled down the crack of her twitching ass. Her inner walls gripped his fingers as she bucked and writhed through the peak of her orgasm.

Captain Lilana reached a shuddering peak and sunk back into her chair. She jerked with a few aftershocks before releasing her iron grip on the back of Percy’s head. He lifted his ears slightly and looked up at her, wiping his lips and chin on the sleeve of his borrowed tunic.

“Was that good, captain?” he asked hopefully.

“Oh, better than good,” chuckled Lilana. “So good that you have me a bit worried. Keeping you here might be too much of a distraction for me.”

“No, please don’t send me to jail,” moaned Percy, recalling the awful sight of the pale, dirty prisoners looking out at him through the bars.

“Not to jail, pet,” chuckled the captain, stroking Percy’s head. “I think it’s time you go to work off your debt in the castle. Did you hear the captain? They need cooks and dishwashers—”

“And buxom waitresses,” said Percy with an eager smile. “I should like to see those.”

“You will, if you’re a good bunny boy,” laughed Lilana as she lifted him up and into her lap. “But you’ve been very bad making me cum when Lord Ulrich was here.”

He put an arm around her and squeezed against the expanse of her breasts just beneath her armored bodice. He watched the way the pressure of his body caused her soft, green orbs to nearly overflow the cuirass.

“Oh, you do like my tits, don’t you?” chuckled Lilana. “Well, I suppose if I am going to ship you off to the castle I might as well get some good use out of you. A farewell before I send you off to work in the castle.”

“Yes, thank you,” said Percy eagerly.

He was surprised when Lilana smashed a passionate kiss on his lips. The mighty orc beauty had not shown him much affection lately, but evidently the idea that she was sending him off to the castle had stirred her desire. She lifted him in her arms and carried his slender body over to the cot she kept behind a curtain in her office. She dropped him heavily to the springy mattress.

“Ready for the fuck of your life, little bunny boy?” she teased, reaching beneath her armor and opening the clasps.

“Oh, yes, please,” said Percy, sitting up and helping to lift her armor away. The sight of those gorgeous green tits of Lilana’s nearly made Percy jump back up to his feet. She pushed him back down on the cot and dropped the smothering weight of her sweaty tits onto his face.

“That’s a good bunny,” she laughed, reaching for his cock and giving it a squeeze. “Show your captain how much you appreciated making her morning tea.”

“Mmmmmmpphmm,” replied Percy, sinking both hands into Lilana’s soft, green titflesh and sucking at a thick green nipple even as her firm, muscular body pressed him down onto the bed. She let him kiss and suck her tits as she climbed atop him on the bed. He felt her powerful thighs straddling him and her hot, dark-furred cleft sliding teasingly over the tapered head of his cock.

“Nice and hard, as always,” gasped Lilana, letting Percy’s tip ease apart her fleshy folds. “I need it bad, Percy. Nobody… mmmm… fucks quite like… a rabbik.”

“Mmmmmhmmmhm!” agreed Percy, before latching his lips onto Lilana’s other nipple and sucking just as hard.

“Ahhhh!” she hissed, throwing back her head and letting her pussy ride downward onto his cock. “That’s it! Suck those tits… mmmmmm… because my pussy is going to suck those rabbik balls dry.”

There was nothing Percy could do to resist the downward slide of Lilana’s big, juicy, steamy hot cunt. It engulfed him down to his root and slid back up again to his tip as the mighty orc captain rode him. Her tits bounced free of his face, allowing him to see the statuesque green beauty kneeling upright atop his body. The cot shook beneath their combined weight as she furiously worked her hips and rode Percy’s cock.

“Ohhhh! Miss! Captain!” cried Percy, squeezing her hips and trying to urge her to slow down.

“That’s right, Percy! Pound me with your pink carrot! Ohhhhh fuck!” She rode him harder, slamming the legs loose on her cot and causing it to bang flat onto the floor. She didn’t care, she was slamming her big orc ass down onto him and engulfing his cock to the very base. She reached beneath his hardness with a practice-worn hand and cupped his tightening balls.

“Captain, please,” moaned Percy. “You’re so beautiful… so warm… I am going to explode!”

“That’s what I want, silly rabbit!” she cried. “Cum for me! Show your captain how much you liked serving her by blasting her full of your bunny batter!”

“Ooooohhh! Yes, sir! Ma’am! Miss! OOOOoooooOOooo!”

Percy’s long ears pinned back against his head as he thrust upwards with enough force to bury the full length of his cock into Lilana’s clutching cunny. Her deeper howl of pleasure overwhelmed the sound Percy was making. She roared and beat her ass against him. Her pussy squeezing tight and taking spurt after spurt of his hot rabbik seed. He clung to her ass with both hands, nearly lifting his whole body off the ground as he tried to climb cock-first into her cunt.

Lilana’s pleasure reverberated through the room as her mighty orc pussy drained Percy’s load. Even after he’d cum, she kept riding, stirring the saucy spunk inside her until it oozed out in frothy droplets. She locked eyes with him, sweaty and intense, and she rode his hardness until he was ready to cum again.

It was all Percy could do not to explode inside her once more, but this time Lilana lifted her hips, grabbed his messy cock, and buried it between her tits. She locked eyes with Percy and milked out a fresh payload of his jizz between her magnificent green mounds.

“Nooww, mmmmm, delicious,” She moaned, licking the narrow tip of Percy’s cock. “We can start for real.”

“We haven’t started?” gasped Percy, trying to pull his sensitive cock away from her tongue.

“Oh, no, Percy,” laughed Lilana. “I hope rabbiks are nocturnal, because I’m going to fuck you all night long.”

Percy had every reason to believe that the comely half-orc would follow through on her threat. It was going to be a very long night.
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The Castle Bunny

Percy Cottontail was very sad to leave the company of Captain Lilana. Even though she could be a bit stern, he liked her very much, and would miss their sparring practice that always ended with Percy on his back between Lilana’s powerful green thighs. As much fun as it was, he knew she was wearing him out, so going to the castle to work as a dishwasher might just save his life.

He tucked his rabbit ears beneath a cap and kept his cottontail stuffed into the back of the trousers Lilana had given him. The castle was made of big white stone. It was the biggest house Percy had ever seen and full to the brim with bustling servants making the last preparations for the wedding. Princess Madelyne was engaged to be wed to Lord Ulrich in just two more days.

Of course, Percy was finding it very difficult to get much work done as a dishwasher with the buxom waitresses and cook girls fawning over him in the kitchen.

“Look at how cute he is,” giggled one, prodding Percy’s nose. “Where did they find this boy?”

“The guard captain sent him up,” said one of the very buxom cooks. She hooked a finger into Percy’s trousers for a look at what he had inside. “Ooooo. Now that’s a big one.”

“Lemme see,” cried one of the waitresses, leaning down so that her powdered breasts were practically smashed into Percy’s face. He held his cap on over his ears so they wouldn’t notice that he wasn’t human or elf. Three waitresses squeezed against him to look at his cock. “Oooooo. It’s so big and pointy.”

“And pink!”

“It’s shaped like a carrot!”

“Oooooh, wouldn’t mind makin’ a snack of that one,” said the cook, reaching her hand into Percy’s trousers.

“Heyyyy,” cried Percy, finally managing to break free. “Chef Pordly told me to take some food up to the princess.”

He danced out of their reach as the waitresses – five now – giggled and chased after him. He managed to reach Chef Pordly. The fat, ugly chef was waiting with a silver tray heaped with food and sweet chocolate. The waitresses saw the dour chef and backed away.

“There you are, welp,” growled the chef, grabbing Percy by his collar. “The princess doesn’t like me to bring her food. Said she wants a serving boy. So you’re the boy. Put on that apron over there and take her food up to her room.”

“Y-yes, sir,” said Percy, nervously balancing the tray and setting off through the enormous castle for the quarters of the princess.

It was easy to get lost in Castle Humphry, especially with everyone so busy setting up tables, hanging garlands, and making other preparations for the wedding. He blundered into Lord Ulrich who was preening in front of a mirror and nearly spilled chocolate all over the knight’s trousers.

Lord Ulrich was tall and muscular, with black hair he wore short, oiled, and parted above a face with severe features and hard blue eyes. A large, dark mole decorated his cheek. He was ugly in the powdered way of aristocracy. He looked like a ghoul to Percy, but the way the waitresses talked about Lord Ulrich told him that his wealth and power made him desirable.

“Watch where you are going, you little buffoon,” snarled Lord Ulrich. “Who are you? What are you doing with that tray?”

“Waiter, sir, my lord,” said Percy, squirming beneath the knight’s angry gaze. Percy rebalanced dishes and cups on the tray to keep from spilling anything. “I’m, uh, taking this to the princess. Your wife. Your fiancée, sir. My lord.”

“Well, don’t keep her waiting, you fey little wretch,” said Lord Ulrich, turning his back on Percy to look at himself in the mirror. “I believe she is practicing her singing lesson in her room. I heard her singing something when I knocked earlier. Just up the stairs there. Two flights. Go. GO!”

“Y-yes!” Percy jumped to action, scampering up the stairs and finding himself on the upper level of the castle. He didn’t hear any singing, but he found an ornate door surrounded by flowers that he knew must belong to Princess Madelyne.

Percy took a deep breath and knocked lightly.

The door opened almost at once and Percy was surprised to be greeted by a smiling man with mussed brown hair and one suspender hanging from his shoulder. He was handsome and lantern jawed and looked down at Percy in a friendly manner.

“Why, hello, lad,” said the man. “What do you have there?”

“F-food for, um, Princess Madelyne.”

“Who is it, Dolf?” called a soft voice from behind the man.

“A handsome little rascal with a tray of sweets for you,” said the man, plucking a strawberry from the tray, dipping it in chocolate, and popping it into his mouth. “Shall I send him off?”

“No, no,” said the voice, coming closer. “My, ah, riding lesson is done for the day. You go back to the stables. I shall have my lunch.”

“See you soon then, Maddy,” said the man, giving the woman a wink and squeezing out the door past Percy.

Princess Madelyne appeared, backlit by morning’s golden light, and Percy fell instantly and deeply in love. She was a picture of refinement, golden-haired, gorgeous, with soft pink lips, pale blue eyes, and an ample bust that she kept restrained by her bodice. She was taller than Percy, though nowhere near as tall as many of the women he had served lately.

“Oh, my, aren’t you cute!” Princess Madelyne cried, stepping back from the door. “Come in, come in. Put the tray down on the table just there. Yes. That’s it. Turn around for me. Who… what are you? A man?”

“N-no,” said Percy, slowly doffing his cap and allowing his ears to spring free and stick up from his head. “I’m a half-rabbik. My mother was an elf.”

“Oh, that explains it,” said the princess. “Well, I’ve never seen a creature so handsome as you before. Come, sit with me a while, won’t you?”

Percy nodded and started to sit down across from the princess at her small table among the billowing curtains of her balcony.

“No, no, not there,” said the princess. “Here on the bench beside me. Sit.”

Percy squeezed onto the narrow bench, doing his best not to sit on the lovely white skirt of the princess. His heart beat a heavy rhythm in his chest, and he stared up at her adoringly. A single curly lock of hair hung over her cheek and Percy longed to push it back from her face. She was so innocent and lovely. He wondered if she might be a virgin.

“You are one of the new boys, aren’t you?” The princess spooned cream onto her cereal, glancing over at Percy. “I heard there was a goblin loose in Wittenburg. That is what Lord Ulrich says anyway. He’s worried, I think, that the little creature might try to climb into my bed and have its way with me.”

Percy’s cheeks grew hot at as he imagined a scrawny little goblin tearing open Princess Madelyn’s bodice to get at her soft breasts.

“Ah, no, miss,” said Percy. “There’s no goblins. I think it was a mistake. Some folks, well, um, I got into a bit of trouble, you see, and maybe they mistook me—”

“Oh, it was you!?” Princess Madelyne laughed. “How delightful! Well, do not worry. I shall not tell anyone about you. What was your name?”

“Percy, my lady. Percy Cottontail.”

“A pleasure to meet you,” said the princess and shook his hand.

Percy could not keep the smile from his face.

“I am here to serve you, my lady,” he said. “Anything you need. I worked for Captain Lilana, and a witch, and on a farm!”

“My, my, you must know a lot about the world,” said the princess. “You have had such adventures. I wish I could have adventures like that. I am shut up here in Castle Humphry with only the servants to talk with. I wonder… would it be impertinent for me to ask a question of you? A personal one?”

“No!” cried Percy, almost desperate to give the princess her heart’s desire. “Whatever you ask, I will tell you the truth!”

“Oh, now there is a dangerous promise,” chuckled the princess. “But I will ask you a question that is not too difficult. You see, I have always heard the rabbiks are insatiable when it comes to matters of lust. Have you… in all your adventures… have you ever been with a woman?”

“You mean for pleasure? For mating?” Percy nodded eagerly. “Yes, my lady, many times.”

“So honest! How remarkable!” Princess Madelyne clasped a hand to the swell of her bosom. “I must admit… I am jealous. Trapped here in the castle…”

“You haven’t had a chance to feel such pleasure?” Percy’s heart swelled with sympathy for the princess.

Princess Madelyne pouted her lower lip and shook her head sadly. She looked at Percy as she licked the cream from the silver spoon in her hands.

“I’m afraid that on my wedding night, in only two days, I might be very inexperienced.” She set the silver spoon down. “Perhaps you could help me, Percy. There must be some secrets you know that would help me to please my husband. After all, Lord Ulrich is a man of action. He has no doubt sheathed his saber in more than one beautiful damsel. I should not want to let him down.”

“Oh, no, that would be terrible,” agreed Percy, shaking his head vehemently. “I will help you however you wish, my lady. Anything.”

“Ah, there you go again, making dangerous promises to me,” she giggled and put her soft hand atop his. “Now, I know this is very impertinent of me, but do you think that you might show me the sword you carry. That way I might compare it to my husband’s own fleshy sword on the night of our honeymoon.”

“Of course, my lady!” cried Percy, springing up from the bench and climbing atop a chair beside the princess. She covered her mouth with laughter as he shucked off his apron, untied his belt, and dropped his trousers down his slender legs. The straining pink length of his cock bounced free of his undershorts and stood up straight and at attention.

“Oh, my!” cried Princess Madelyne. “Why… that’s enormous. It’s even bigger than the stable boy’s that… that I read about in a book of erotica. To think that such a slender young man as you has such a weapon tucked away in his pants.”

“Do you think it’s even bigger than Lord Ulrich’s?” wondered Percy.

“Perhaps not in totality,” said Princess Madelyne, leaning closer to Percy and studying his stiff prick. “Though certainly in comparison to your size. Why… now that I look at your strange cock… maybe it does outmatch Lord Ulrich’s. I mean, only guessing by the bulge in his trousers and what I’ve heard from a scullery maid or two.”

Percy beamed proudly, thrusting his hips with excitement, and making his cock wag slowly up and down against the fuzzy pouch of his bollocks. Princess Madelyne laughed with delight and clapped her hands.

“Oh, now that is fun! Say, Percy, would you mind if I touched it?”

“No! Of course not, my lady! Touch it as much as… oooooooohhhhh…”

Her hand was so soft and warm around his cock that Percy thought he might burst into her hand at the slightest squeeze. Her thumb caressed the ridge of his tapered cockhead. Her fingers played over the oily tip, spreading his precum. She pumped her hand steadily on his shaft, her cleavage jiggling in her corseted bodice.

“Ohhh, princess,” moaned Percy, his eyes rolling with the pleasure of her hand. “There is nothing I can teach you about your hand. You have mastered… mastered that skill.”

“Really? You think?” Princess Madelyne wet her pink lips. “Perhaps you could teach me how to use… my mouth.”

She leaned forward and took his cock between those soft, inviting lips. Warm wetness enveloped Percy down to his root. Her silky soft throat parted to his tip and Percy let out a strangled cry as his cock began to throb. With a rush of pleasure, Percy pushed deeper, pressing his flat abdomen against Madelyne’s nose and unleashing his seed in hot, rushing spasms down her throat.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned around him, her acceptance vibrating through his pulsating bollocks. She sucked him without stopping. Spurt after spurt of his seed gulped down without a complaint from the beautiful princess.

She popped her lips free with the softest gasp and licked them clean.

“Oh, my, that was delicious,” she said. “I prefer your cream to the dish on my tray.”

“Th-thank you,” gasped Percy. “But how did you… how did you know to do it like that?”

“Oh, well, it seemed the proper way,” giggled Princess Madelyne. She reached for the laces of her overstuffed bodice, but before she could free her breasts from their prison, there was a knock on the door.

“Young lady,” called a woman’s voice. “It is past the hour for your final fitting. Giuseppe is waiting for you in the dressing salon.”

“Yes, coming mother,” called the princess. “Just finishing up… my lunch here.”

“Oh, I hope you haven’t eaten too much or your dress won’t fit properly,” said the queen through the door.

“Only a bit of cream,” said Princess Madelyne and she winked at Percy and gave his cock a poke with her fingertip.

“Very good,” said the queen. “Well, do not dawdle. We will be waiting.”

Percy let out a relieved sigh as the queen’s footsteps receded from the door. The last thing he wanted to do was get the princess in any trouble before her wedding. After all, she was an innocent, virginal beauty, sent down from the heavens and bathed in golden light. If it was known she had the new serving boy in her room with his trousers down, there might have been a scandal.

Thinking that, he pulled his trousers up and began to tie them.

“What are you doing?” asked the princess.

“Your mother said that—”

“Oh, I suppose you’re right,” sighed Princess Madelyne. “But I feel like our lesson had only just begun. Isn’t there more you can teach me?”

“Well, I suppose there are many things I know about,” said Percy. “All different sorts of ways to give your, ah, husband pleasures. But with the wedding so close and your guests already arriving, how will there be time?”

“We shall have to cram a lot of studying into these last days of freedom,” said the princess. “The rehearsal dinner is tonight, but afterwards I will have some time alone. Come to me in my room, Percy. Climb up through the balcony. Do not fear, there are never guards patrolling the courtyard. I will be waiting for you. We can continue the lesson then.”

“Of course, my lady,” said Percy, offering her a salute.

He hopped down off the chair and started to gather up the tray. Princess Madelyne caught his hand and pulled him closer for an embrace. Percy kissed the princess on her cheek. She laughed, looked him in the eyes, and planted a passionate kiss on his lips.

That was heaven. Her sweet tongue thrusting into his mouth. Her hand squeezing his cock through his trousers.

He staggered out of her bedroom in a daze. Poor Percy could hardly wait for the lesson to continue.
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The Queen for a Day

Fortune had at last smiled upon Percy Cottontail. After leaving the warren of the rabbiks and traveling across the countryside, after being lured into lewd acts by a farmer and his wife, milked by a curvy witch, and punished repeatedly by a stern orc guard captain, Percy had at last found his true calling in life. He was the devoted servant of Princess Madelyne, the golden-haired, innocent beauty about to be married to the pompous Lord Ulrich.

But with the marriage to Lord Ulrich fast approaching, Princess Madelyne needed Percy’s help more than ever to learn the ways of pleasuring her husband on the night of her wedding. That was why she had scheduled a late-night visit from Percy following her final rehearsal dinner in Castle Humphry.

Percy served as a waiter at the dinner, watching the gorgeous princess in a flowery pink dress seated at the head of the banquet table. A buxom angel with a soft laugh and a disarming smile. Blue eyes that sparkled in the light of the candles set upon her table. She sat next to Lord Ulrich, with his oily hair and unpleasant sneer in his crisp military uniform, and beside her mother. It was not hard to see where the princess had inherited her beauty.

Queen Karina was immensely buxom and round in the hips, a similar smile and smoky blue eyes to her daughter, with a woven basket of pale golden hair threaded with pearls atop her head and a powdered face accentuated with a black beauty mark just above her crimson lips. She was a beauty, to be sure, but an ageing one, a dimming star in comparison to the golden radiance of her daughter.

Beside the queen sat the king, elderly and seemingly barely conscious. The shriveled old king was lost beneath the cockeyed crown atop his head, his huge leonine robe, and the bushy white eyebrows upon his face. When formality required him to rise and give a toast to the couple, he raised his cup with a trembling hand and Queen Karina had to lean close and repeat his words to the crowd.

When it was Princess Madelyne’s turn to speak, Percy was called away by his duties as a waiter. It was almost time to serve dessert and Chef Pordly needed everyone ready to rush back out with the goljar jelly flan the moment the princess was finished.

“I want you serving while they are still clapping,” said the chef, his jowls wobbling like the dishes of flan as he marched past the lineup of waiters and waitresses. Percy, his tray covered with plates of flan drizzled in the ruby red jelly, was straining to pick out the words of Princess Madelyne. If he closed his eyes, he could still see her smile. Still feel her hand upon him. Still know the pleasure of her warm, innocent mouth wrapped around his cock.

“Careful, you rabbit-eared oaf!” cried one of the waitresses as Percy’s tray nearly tipped onto hers.

“S-sorry,” he said, straightening up and narrowly avoiding a catastrophic spill.

The moment the applause began for Princess Madelyne’s speech, the doors were opened, and the waiters and waitresses came pouring out of the kitchen. Percy served the table he had been assigned, but most of his attention was on Madelyne. Those blue eyes beneath her long eyelashes. Her delicate nose. Those pink lips curling into a smile. He could hear her laugh over the murmur of conversation.

It was at that moment, Percy realized he was madly, stupidly, uncontrollably in love with the princess. A beauty with no comparison. An innocence that needed to be protected. It filled him with seething anger to even glance in Lord Ulrich’s direction. To imagine that such an unpleasant man could ever be the husband of an angel like Madelyne was almost enough to make Percy fling his tray down and leap onto a table to challenge Lord Ulrich to a duel.

It was fortunate the young rabbik exercised restraint, what with Percy having absolutely no experience fighting, and Lord Ulrich being a decorated knight known to enjoy killing men in duels. Instead, Percy served dessert as he was told, waited for the dinner to end, cleared tables, cleaned dishes, and finally, exhausted, was allowed to retire to his tiny room for the night.

Percy had no intention of lying down on his cot and going to sleep. He changed out of his work clothes and slipped out of his quarters in the castle. He crept through the corridors, avoiding servants and guards alike.

Princess Madelyne had asked him to climb from the inner courtyard onto her balcony for a late-night rendezvous so that he could use his experiences in the world to teach the innocent princess how to please her husband. He had already made up his mind to teach her of pleasure so well that she would not be able to marry Lord Ulrich. Then he would run off with her and they could be together. Or he would marry her and become king. He hadn’t quite decided which plan was better.

“I’ll ask the princess which idea she likes better,” whispered Percy, slipping out into the courtyard. He could see the lantern lit behind the curtains of Princess Madelyne’s courtyard balcony. He crept across the yard and to the castle wall. Rabbiks were not particularly good climbers, but the castle wall there seemed almost designed to allow someone to climb up to the balcony. After a few cautious attempts, Percy clambered up to the second floor and then, almost, to the third.

He could hear something from Madelyne’s balcony. It sounded almost like a song.

“OooooOOOooo,” cooed the princess. “That’s a naughty boy.”

Percy’s cock jumped in his trousers at the sound of her voice. He heard what sounded like a clap of hands and several singsong yelps from the princess.

“Princess,” he called out as loudly as he dared. “Princess Madelyne! It’s me!”

He reached the balcony railing and scrambled to hang onto it. A silhouette approached the curtains and drew them open just enough for Madelyne to thrust her head through. Her hair was mussed, her face flushed.

“Oh, little rabbit fellow,” she giggled. There was a clap from behind the curtain and her eyes widened. She stuck her head back through and hissed, “Stop that! Hands off for a minute! Oh, alright, you can keep one hand… there. Mmmm.”

“Princess?” Percy called softly, his brow furrowing with confusion.

She stuck her head back through the curtain again, hands holding it tight against her neck so he could see nothing past her chin.

“Look, Percy, wasn’t it? I know I told you to pay me a vist – OOOOooOOOooo – but I am very busy at the moment with… mmmm.” She bit her lower lip and her eyelids fluttered for a moment. Whatever was happening on the other side of that curtain seemed very distracting. She shook her head as if shaking off cobwebs and focused on Percy again. “Percy, mmmm, my mother, she has been most bothersome, coming by over and over again as if I might run off to escape my marriage. Mmmmmm. Oh, that’s good. Right there. Don’t stop.”

“Don’t stop?”

“Just, um, having some final adjustments made to my dress. Some, mmmmmm, spots need, ahhhh, extra attention. What I mean to say, Percy, is that it would mean ever so much to me if you could go and pay my mother a visit. Take her some warm milk and that delicious honey cake that was served this afternoon with tea.”

“And then I could see you?”

“Yesssss. Oh, by the gods, yesssss!” cried Madelyne.

The curtain parted for a moment and Percy saw that there was a man kneeling behind Madelyne. She seemed to be naked save for a half-open bodice and a pair of lacy panties, which did not make very much sense. And Percy could not figure out why the tailor – a muscular older man with gray hair and battle scars on his bare chest and face – needed to also be almost naked and grabbing the princess by her bottom with both hands.

The curtain closed again, and the princess called out, “See to my mother, Percy. Please!”

She giggled and moaned and moved away from the balcony. Jealousy burned in Percy’s cheeks. He might have been a rabbik ignorant of the ways of humans, but he was not a complete fool. He knew that was no tailor. He had seen the man at the rehearsal dinner. Sir Edgard, one of the knights seated far away from the king and queen. Not in favor in the court, not wealthy, but clearly with qualities that the princess appreciated.

“He’s trying to take her away from me,” growled Percy, feeling jealous anger for the first time of his life. “Well, I won’t let that happen. I will show him. I will take care of the queen and come right back to sweep the princess off her feet.”

Percy climbed back down and back into the castle. He crept through the halls to the kitchen. It was still bustling with cooks doing prep work for the main feast in less than two days. They paid the skinny little rabbik little mind. He was able to warm a bottle of milk and arranged several honey cakes on a tray. He put on a clean kitchen apron over his sleeping clothes and walked through the castle like he was on duty.

The queen’s private chamber was in the wing of the castle far away from her husband and her daughter. She was a private woman, once the belle of the court, but now, in her middle age, spent her time attending to the affairs of her husband’s kingdom. She stayed up late, seeing to a small empire, planning out the details of her daughter’s wedding, and reading countless rare books. When she missed her supper two nights earlier, Percy had brought her something to eat in her room. She hadn’t even opened the door that night.

He reached her door, balanced the tray against him, and knocked at the heavy door.

“Yes? What is it?” called the queen.

“Your Majesty, your daughter sent me to bring you some warm milk and tea cakes,” said Percy.

“Did she, now,” chuckled the queen. “Just a moment.”

She shuffled around and approached the door. Percy almost gasped when she opened the door. Even with her makeup removed and dressed in nothing but a robe and a corset, she was beautiful. Yes, time showed in lines on her face, a certain pudginess to her body and her cheeks, but her blue eyes sparkled, and her lips were plump and lovely. Her cleavage, visible in the neck of her quilted robe, was deep and inviting.

“Well, well, you’re that rabbik that was hired,” said the queen. “I heard about you. Have you been skulking around my daughter’s room?”

“Um, no, miss, your majesty, queen,” stammered Percy.

“At this late hour, you may call me Karina,” said the queen. She stepped back from the door, holding it open to allow Percy into her private quarters. “What are you called, my boy?”

“Th-thank you, miss, um, Karina,” he said. “I’m called Percy.”

He carefully carried the tray into the room, surprised that he entered a study rather than a bedroom, although there was a small bedchamber visible adjoining the study. He placed the tray on a desk strewn with ledgers, scrolls, and stacks of books. He poured the steaming milk from the pitcher into a golden goblet.

“You’re a rather fit fellow,” said the queen, settling her ample posterior on her chair and looking Percy over. “I’m sure my daughter has taken an interest in you, but it had better be a chaste one.”

“Oh, yes, miss, ah, Karina,” said Percy, stiffening up in more ways than one at the way the queen was looking at him. “I wouldn’t think of, um, I mean, with the wedding, and I’m just a servant.”

“Yes, yes, but my daughter has wicked ways,” said the queen, taking a sip of the milk and sighing. She picked up one of the honey cakes, ate it in two bites, and brushed crumbs from the tops of her breasts. “Mmmm. So she sent you here to keep me distracted, did she?”

“She wanted me to take care of you, Karina,” said Percy.

“Yes, I’m certain, but I am not like her,” said the queen. “Not to be distracted. And not about to allow her to let herself be sullied by that fencing instructor. Or was it the stable boy?”

“Um, it was one of the knights, I believe,” said Percy.

“And you were going to distract me to help him defile my daughter?”

“N-no!” Percy blanched.

The queen laughed at his sudden shock and put a calming hand on Percy’s arm. She flipped a switch on her desk and almost immediately a tinny voice emerged from a brass horn next to the switch.

“Yes, Your Majesty?”

“Valmont, send guards to my daughter’s room every five minutes,” said the queen. “No need to enter, but I want them to knock and ask her if she is alright. She will get very cross but keep pestering her.”

“Yes, Your Majesty!” replied the tinny voice and the queen flicked the switch again. She turned back to Percy. “That should keep Madelyne from getting her royal womb stuffed with the seed of some potato knight. As for you, Percy, I think I should like a bit of a distraction. You’re a handsome boy. Have you ever fucked a queen?”

“What?”

“The question was simple,” said Karina, reaching around Percy’s neck and untying his apron. “But I Suppose your shock is answer enough. Let’s get this off you… there we are. Oh, yes, you’re quite fit. Almost human, but a little fuzzy in places. What about… here…”

She reached her hand into his trousers and her fingers wrapped around his cock.

“Oh, my, yes,” said the queen. “Would you like to show that to me, Percy? I will not make you, but I think—”

Percy found that he could not control himself any longer. After being frustrated at the balcony of the princess and now faced with her mother, who looked like an older, rounder version of the woman he loved, he threw his arms around the queen and pressed a kiss to her lips. It was a shocking act. One that could have seen him flogged or imprisoned. And the queen was surprised by it. She pulled back from his lips and held him at a distance.

“What was that, young man?” she gasped, somewhere between incensed and thrilled by his brazen kiss.

“It’s just… you’re… you are so beautiful,” he said, unable to voice his feelings for the queen’s daughter. “Forgive me, I couldn’t—”

It was her turn to surprise him with a kiss. She ran her fingers through his hair and drew him tightly against her corseted bosoms. Her lips sweet from the honeycakes. Her tongue probing into his mouth and tasting his innocence. Her dormant mature passion stoked by his youthful vigor. Her hands roamed over his body and Percy replied in kind, pressing the robe from her shoulders and moaning lustily.

“To the bed,” gasped the queen. “If you are game.”

“Yes, your miss majesty,” he said, flushed and exuberant. “Karina.”

She laughed and took his hand, pulling him from her crowded study and back to her four-poster with its maps and dressing dolls and lingerie. She slipped entirely out of her robe and unbuckled her corset, her breasts large and yet not badly sagging. Lined with red from the corset, nipples thick and stiff and brownish pink. She slipped offer night trousers and revealed her thatched blonde cunt. She unpinned her hair and long, golden curls spilled down her shoulders and back and teased the tops of her breasts.

“There you are, Percy,” she gasped, sitting back on the bed and parting her thighs. “You have seen a queen naked. What shall you do about that?”

Percy shucked off his sleeping clothes without hesitation. The queen’s blue eyes twinkled with delight at the sight of his slender, fuzzy body and stiff pink cock with its tapered head. He climbed atop her on the bed, kissing her passionately and with little restraint. Her aging beauty had inspired in him a certain confidence he had never experienced. He took hold of her soft tits, squeezing them together and letting his kisses and his tongue run over her nipples. He looked up at her, eliciting a gasp from the queen as he sucked at her big, soft breasts.

And moved lower. Kissing. Down between those thick thighs. To explore the hot, raunchy, womanly folds of her cunt. To put everything he had learned in his adventure to good use in pleasuring this mature beauty. He spread her fleshy folds and tongued the fat bud of her clit. He sucked it and plundered her with two fingers. Three. Four.

“Ooohhhhhh! Percy! You know my secrets!” She bucked against his face, holding the back of his head and smearing her flowing nectar against his face. She came for him, gasping, shuddering, thighs shaking with the intensity of her heat.

Percy crawled from between those trembling thighs and climbed atop her again. He kissed her with her own sweetness on his lips. He guided his cock to her hot, slippery folds without hesitation, his hands upon her heavy legs as he bent them back and pushed inside her.

“Is this what you desired, Karina?” he gasped, rutting into her with the furious strokes of a rabbik in rut. “Is this…what you craved!?”

“Yes!” cried the queen, her golden hair spread out about her head upon the pillows and her big, soft tits bouncing and splashing atop her body with each intense stroke of Percy’s cock.

He held out longer than he ever had before. Some part of him was determined to please this lonely queen. Like her husband could not. Like no man ever had.

He made her cum once for him and then turned her over. She lay flat and he against the shapely mound of her ass, his long pink carrot plunging deep with every thrust. His cock twitching inside her until she was clawing at the bed and wriggling back against him.

“Again, Karina,” he yipped. “Do it again for me!”

“Yesssss! My little rabbik loveboy!” The queen bucked back against him, cumming so hard that her silky cunt became a vise around him. One that he could not escape. One that he dared not leave.

He fell atop her back, kissing her shoulder and neck, plowing into her cove until the rush of pleasure overtook him. With a surprised howl he hilted in the queen’s hot cunt and let loose with torrents of rabbik seed. He did not care or even consider any consequences as he emptied his throbbing stones deep into the snug warmth of the queen’s quim.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, trembling beneath him and squeezing out every drop from his cock. “Oh, what a good bunny boy. Yesssssss. That’s it. Queen Karina needs every warm pump of that cum.”

He finally rolled beside her, and she turned to face him, her breasts heaped together and glistening with sweat. His cum leaking from between her thighs. Flushed and smiling and out of breath.

“My, my,” she gasped. “I haven’t been fucked like that in years. Perhaps I’ll keep you around. Would you like that, Percy?”

Her fingers toyed with his fuzzy chest. He looked at her, seeing Madelyne as much as he saw Karina in the queen’s face.

He nodded, his cock still twitching with aftershocks of his intense climax.

“Y-yes, I think I would,” he admitted.
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On Her Majesty’s Secret Surveillance

Percy Cottontail blinked at the thick haze of incense that hung in the air of the queen’s bedchamber. The strong, perfumed smell could not quite cover the lingering, raunchy musk of sex. The first light of dawn spilled through leaded windows, forming diamonds of red and gold upon the embroidered bedding.

Queen Karina was sitting up and waiting for Percy in her four-poster bed, propped up on pillows, with the down duvet tucked over her enormous breasts and covering her voluptuous body. Her golden curls spilled over her bare shoulders. She was smiling slightly with the remnants of her crimson lipstick smeared all the way to dark smudge of her beauty mark. She had a healthy, natural flush to her face and a hint of sweat upon her brow. Her blue eyes were lidded as she watched Percy approach her bedside with a tray of refreshments.

“Some caffa and tea and more honey cakes to start the day, Your Majesty,” said Percy, gingerly setting the tray on the queen’s bedside table.

She smiled at him but said nothing and only watched. Percy poured her a cup of caffa and added some milk and cubed sugar. He stirred gently and handed her the delicate cup. She looked up at him, sipped the caffa, and then patted the bed beside her.

Percy could hear the musicians practicing for the wedding that evening. The castle was a frenzy of activity and people had been asking why Queen Karina had not emerged from her private quarters to oversee the final preparations. Many of the servants feared the queen’s wrath and were too timid to go knocking on her door. Percy had volunteered.

It was his duty to serve the queen. One he took very seriously after last night’s agreement with the beautiful older woman. He was not sure what his job would be called exactly, but he knew he was no longer a mere waiter in the castle.

She patted the bed again, a frown of impatience curling her lips. Percy hastened around to the other side of the bed, untied his apron, and climbed onto the bed beside the curvy queen. Her bust jiggled with the motion of his weight on the bed. He found he could not look away from those great, creamy mounds shuddering beneath the temporary bodice of the duvet.

Queen Karina smirked at his attention and slowly loosened the duvet. She let it slide down from her enormous breasts, dragging slowly over the reddish brown thickness of her nipples and drop over the softness of her tummy. She curled a hand around Percy’s head and drew his face down to her left breast. Her scent enveloped him and Percy, acting on instinct, embraced the queen’s luscious bust and began to fondle and suck from her tits.

“There’s a good boy,” she finally said, stroking the back of his head as he mashed her tits against his whiskered face and tongued and slurped the reddish caps of her tender titflesh. The queen moaned and pulled the duvet lower, revealing her complete nakedness beneath the duvet. In the morning light, her defects were on display. Cellulite and middle-aged paunch at odds with her ravishing golden-haired beauty.

Percy did not care. He saw the young and angelic Princess Madelyne in the queen’s face, and he nuzzled those huge, soft tits as though they belonged to Karina’s daughter.

“They are waiting for you, mmmmm, in the dining hall,” moaned Percy between kisses and slurps. “The king’s advisers, the wedding planner, even Lord Ulrich.”

“Mmmmm, let them wait,” moaned the queen, combing her fingers through Percy’s hair and tickling his fuzzy bunny ears. “I need one more good fuck to get me out of bed. Think you can manage, my boy?”

“Anything for you, My Queen,” gasped Percy, moving down her soft, voluptuous body.

She chuckled and parted her thick thighs, watching as Percy descended between them and guiding him with her hand. Percy had learned many things in his time on the surface outside the warren and one was that human women loved to be licked. Percy didn’t mind as he tongued the hot folds and salty tang of the queen’s cunt. He tickled her with his whiskers, and she giggled and bucked against his lapping tongue.

“My daughter shall be in high dudgeon today if things do not go smoothly,” moaned Queen Karina, rolling her hips and making her tits bounce as she fucked against Percy’s tongue. “You will see to it that she does not manage to spoil things herself, won’t you, Percy?”

“Mmmmmhmmm,” he agreed, practically smothered between the queen’s soft, dimpled thighs. His tongue buried in the hot, drenching passage of her cunt.

“Good boy,” moaned the queen, her breathing growing heavier and her thrusting hips intensifying. “I should not like to see her impregnated by one of her countless suitors on the very day of her wedding to Lord Ulrich.”

Percy tried to ask the queen why such a wonderful girl as Princess Madelyne was marrying a dour old prig like Lord Ulrich, but it was hard to get a word out with the queen soaking his face with her nectar.

“Thaaat’s it,” she cried, bucking hard against his face. “Ohhhhh, my little bunny boy, you’re such a good… good little… ahhhhHHH!”

She threw back her head and sang her pleasure as her cum gushed into Percy’s mouth and all down his chin. He lapped up what he could as the rest soaked her bedding and drenched her thighs.

“Oh, Percy, more,” she moaned, letting him up from between her legs. “I need to be taken by that bunny prick of yours. Your queen demands it.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” he moaned, climbing atop her and yanking open his trousers. Karina’s hand beat Percy’s to his cock. She grabbed hold of it, wanking it from its wide root to its slender tip, and guiding it to the hot, soaking folds of her cunt.

Percy felt small climbing atop the voluptuous queen, but his big rabbik cock was more than up to the task of pleasuring her very wet and very warm royal cunt. He plunged deep with a stroke, pushing her fingers aside to grasp her soft titflesh in both hands. He used her squeezable tits as handles as he plowed his twitching carrot in and out of the queen’s snug pleasure purse.

“That’s it,” she cried, bucking beneath him. “Oh, my gods, yes. Don’t stop. Hold out, my handsome bunny boy. Not yet. Oh, but I want it inside me. Will you cum inside me?”

“If you… you’d like that,” panted Percy, plowing potently into the queen’s pussy.

“Very much,” moaned the queen, wrapping her long, ample legs around him and drawing him deeper.

She surprised Percy with a passionate kiss. He didn’t really think the queen should be kissing a servant like that, but he was in no place to object and instead eagerly returned her thrusting tongue. Their mouths grew hotter and sloppier, lips smeared with saliva and tongues twisting together as Percy urgently pounded into the queen’s quivering quim.

“Mmmmmm!” cried Percy, unable to hold back his surging pleasure. He rutted desperately into the queen, feeling her tighten around him. He managed to hold back just long enough, until he felt the first tremors of the queen’s ecstasy. Then he let loose with gushing spurts of his bunny ball sauce, drenching the royal womb, and leaving her overflowing with his ecstasy.

“Oh, yes, that’s it, Percy,” she cried, tossing her head among the piled pillows. “Oh, shoot that filthy seed into your queen! Cum! Ohhhhh! There’s so much of it leaking out of me! It’s so revolting! I love it!”

He gave her every last twitch of his cum and eased out of her quivering folds, watching the spill of his milky seed from her blushing depths. The crinkled divot of her asshole clenched as silky spunk drooled down her crack.

“Very good, Percy, but there is no time to admire your artistry,” scolded Queen Karina. “My daughter is likely already up to trouble and I am entrusting you with protecting her from far worse. Are you up to that task?”

“Yes, Your Majesty!” cried Percy, hopping from the bed, and saluting awkwardly as he pulled on his trousers and buttoned up his uniform jacket.

“Good,” said the queen. “Report to me before dinner tonight. I will see you are excused from your usual duties as a servant so long as you are working for me.”

“Yes, thank you, Your Majesty,” said Percy, retreating from her quarters.

A Most Unpleasant Duty

Percy had enjoyed his duties as the queen’s pleasure pet, but he soon learned that keeping her daughter from getting into trouble was a thankless and humiliating task. The gorgeous Princess Madelyne, buxom and beautiful, young and blushing and flirtatious, surrounded herself with hazards to Percy’s sanity.

First, there was the tutor, Hector, giving her a final etiquette lesson before the wedding. The man was quite handsome in the way of an oiled gentleman, with his tiny black mustache and his immaculate black jacket and trousers. He had little dark eyes that stared eagerly down the princess’ blouse. He had his hand beneath her skirt and was kissing her neck when Percy found them in the private study of the princess.

“Sit up straight,” he purred in her ear. “That’s it. You must concentrate on your presentation. Oh, my, no matter the distraction.”

“Mmmmmm, yessss,” moaned the princess, rocking her hips almost imperceptibly as the tutor plundered her with his fingers.

“A good girl gets a reward,” said Hector, kissing her neck again. “If you can maintain your posture, I will let you practice on my lap.”

“Oh, your lap?” gasped the princess, rocking a little more urgently. “On the day of my wedding?”

“The very same,” murmured the tutor. “What a delight for you to go to his arms, to your wedding bed, after having a good sit on my lap.”

“Ooooo,” cooed Princess Madelyne, her pink lips parting in a moan of pleasure as she clasped her hands to her bodice.

Despite her obvious distraction, the princess managed to remain sitting up straight. Percy stared with growing anger as Hector’s hand moved rhythmically beneath Madelyne’s skirt. As the flush spread on her face and she began to bite her lower lip. As her soft breasts heaved at her bodice, threatening to burst the clasps.

“A little more,” purred Hector, nibbling at her earlobe. “My sweet princess, you impress me so. Each time I instruct you. Each time I teach you what you desire.”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” she said, nodding slightly and obviously suppressing a cry of pleasure.

“Tell me,” said Hector. “Tell me very calmly that you are reaching your release.”

“I am,” she gasped through trembling lips. “I am… cumming. Right now. Here in my seat.”

“Yes, you are,” murmured Hector, taking her with deep strokes of his fingers. “I feel you around my fingers. Each clutch of your ecstasy is a reward for my efforts.”

“Mmmmm, thank you, Hector,” she gasped. “And what… what of my reward? Have I earned it?”

He slowed the motion of his fingers between Madelyne’s thighs and withdrew his hand from beneath her skirt. His fingers glistened with Madelyne’s nectar. He stared into her eyes as he lifted his hand to his face, sniffed at his digits, and then licked them slowly clean.

“Mmmm, yes, you have earned your reward, my sweet Madelyne,” he said, sitting back in his chair. He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his trousers, and flopped open the front of his pants. His red, veiny cock stood up from his dark hair. An obscene intrusion to the comfortable opulence of the royal study. “Come, my dear. We will practice your next lesson with you sat upon my—”

Percy flung the serving tray across the floor. It clattered at Hector’s feet, spilling dirty dishes, crumbs of cake, and a pot of cream across the marble. A glass broke and another cracked. Princess Madelyne squealed in shock and Hector nearly fell from his chair.

“Forgive me, My Lady,” cried Percy, scrambling to clean up the mess. The racket brought guards and other servants rushing into the room. Hector scarcely had time to tuck his prick away.

“Oh, Percy, you clumsy rabbit,” giggled Princess Madelyne.

“You twig! You flop-eared buffoon!” Red faced with fury, Hector upbraided Percy as the other servants rushed in to help. But Percy’s method had worked. The moment had been spoiled and Hector would have no further chance to steal the honor of Princess Madelyne.

But there were others.

Princess Madelyne stopped by the kitchen, where she cleared the room to meet privately with the famous pastry chef Jaque Du Gateau. He was, unfortunately, extremely handsome and charming, and it was not long at all before Jaque had the princess up on the counter of the kitchen and was thrusting between her creamy thighs.

“Hon hon! I shall stuff you with cream, my fine lady!”

“Ohhhh! Oui!” cried Princess Madelyne, tossing her golden locks as Jacque thrust his cock to the hilt in her blushing cunt.

The pots and pans shook and the wedding cake on the counter beside her wobbled ominously. Jacque intensified his thrusts and was nearing his eruption just as Percy peeked into the kitchen and saw what was happening. He was paralyzed with horror, taking in every lewd detail as if in slow motion. The parted, moaning lips of the princess. The bounce of her bare breasts. The tightening of Jacque’s fat frosting bag against the root of his pastry pipe.

Percy had few options and none of them were good. He bounded into the room and threw his arms around Jacque. Princess, chef, and loyal bunny boy cried out in the same moment as Percy fell back with his arms wrapped tightly around the chef.

“Stop that! No!” cried Jacque as his cock popped free of Madelyne’s glistening petals. In that instant, the chef exploded, pumping long, wobbling streams of hot human icing onto the abdomen, mound, and thighs of Princess Madelyne. The princess, shocked at what was happening, flinched away from the splashing cum and rolled out of the path of Jacque’s red, bouncing cock as it flung out several more ropes of spunk.

“Percy! Again!?” Madelyne cried out and stomped her foot, no longer amused. “I’ll have you run out of the castle if you keep this up!”

“Forgive me, please,” said Percy, lowering his head.

“Aw, I can’t be mad at you,” said the princess. “You’re too cute.”

She pinched his cheek.

“Th-thank you, princess,” he said.

“Go and fetch me a towel,” she said, looking down at the cum decorating her body.

Jacque, furious and cursing in his language, went storming out of the kitchen. Percy toweled the spunk from Princess Madelyne’s body, taking great care that none should be smeared inside her folds as he wiped down her delicate royal cunny.

“Now, get out of here,” she said, pointing to the door. “No more stalking around after me. Be a good bunny.”

“Yes, of course, My Lady,” he said, ducking his head and scurrying out of the kitchen.

The real trouble came with scarcely an hour to spare before the start of the wedding ceremony. Percy was following Madelyne around the castle, skulking in the shadows to try to keep from drawing any attention to himself. He was so focused on the lovely princess and her swishing skirt that he failed to notice her fiancé walking out from an intersecting hallway in the castle.

Lord Ulrich, in full military uniform, his chest decked out with countless golden and silver medals, grabbed Percy Cottontail by the nape of his neck and lifted the scrawny bunny boy off his feet.

“Why are you following my bride around the castle?” demanded Lord Ulrich. “Why are you even still here?”

“The queen, she gave me… she told me… I mean, I’m looking out for you, to help you, AH!” Percy’s stammering excuses were cut short by Lord Ulrich’s gloved hand binding Percy’s floppy ears together. He dragged Percy bis his big bunny ears down the carpeted hallway.

“I do not want to see you again, vermin,” snarled Lord Ulrich.

As Percy was dragged in one direction by the angry knight, he watched in despair as Princess Madelyne reached a turn in the hallway and encountered the handsome old warrior Sir Edgard. Percy was too far away to hear what was being said between the two, but he could see the blush on Madelyne’s cheeks and the devilish smile on Lord Edgard’s face. Those looks meant trouble.

“No, please, let me go,” cried Percy, struggling in vain against the iron grip of Lord Ulrich.

“Silence!” snarled Ulrich. “I will see that you don’t bother me again.”

Lord Ulrich dragged Percy to a linen closet adjoining one of the empty guest bedrooms. He stuffed a hand towel into Percy’s mouth and tied it around his head with a kerchief. He bound the bunny boy’s wrists and tied him to a chair.

“There,” said Lord Ulrich, looking down at Percy’s sullen expression. “A rabbit belongs in a snare. Now keep quiet or I’ll stick a skewer through you and roast you over a fire.”

The sneering lord slammed the linen closet shut and marched out of the guest room. Percy whimpered with despair into the towel stuffed in his mouth. He struggled for a while, but Lord Ulrich had done a good job tying him to the chair. An eternity seemed to pass in this sorry predicament. Percy was sure the wedding had already started when he heard giggling and murmuring. One of the maids? A guest?

To his surprise, Sir Edgard and Princess Madelyne pushed into the guest room and locked the door behind them.

“Your husband will have my head if he knows I’ve delayed you,” murmured the rugged knight with the graying hair and the battle-scarred face.

“Let him wait,” purred Madelyne. “Let them all wait. I’m not leaving this room until you have properly fucked me.”

“Mmmmmmm!” cried Percy against his gag as the knight and the princess embraced and began to kiss. They could not hear his muffled cry of anguish.
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Caught in a Snare

Things were not going well for Percy Cottontail.

The intrepid bunny boy had been bound to a chair with his hands tied behind his back and shoved into a linen closet in one of the castle’s guest rooms. The gag that Lord Ulrich had stuffed into his mouth prevented him from making much of a noise at all. He couldn’t even move the chair because it was wedged so tightly in amongst the towels and extra bedding.

Which would not have been so bad in the grand scheme of Percy’s difficult adventures outside the warren, except the queen had given him one job: protect Princess Madelyne from having sex. That job wasn’t going too well seeing as how she was currently being kissed, fondled, and undressed by Sir Edgard.

Percy had little doubt where the comely blonde princess’ encounter was leading as the grizzled knight slipped the princess’ wedding dress from her shoulders just far enough to bare her breasts. Oh, and what breasts! They were as creamy white as freshly fallen snow. Her lusciously pert mounds were capped with perfect, pink nipples. The knight’s callused hands seemed to engulf the princess’ breasts completely and she cried out against his lips.

“Ohhhh… mmmmm… Sir Edgard,” moaned Madelyne, gathering up the long train of her white wedding dress in both hands. “Quickly now. I need you inside me.”

Percy chewed his buck teeth against the gag in his mouth as Sir Edgard picked Madelyne up with his hands on her slender waist and carried her across the room to the bed. This afforded Percy an even better view of what was happening as the muscular knight helped the princess with her skirt and revealed her long, slender legs clad in stockings of the finest white silk. The knight unclipped her garters and took her belt off to slip Madelyne’s panties down from her gold-tufted mound.

“Oh, my dear princess, permit me to savor your flower, one last time before you are to be wed to that brute.” Sir Edgard knelt at the foot of the bed and drew Madelyne’s stockinged legs over his shoulders. He was dressed in a tunic bearing his coat of arms over a polished silver cuirass. Madelyne giggled and hung her knees from his shoulders, her delicate toes curling in her stockings as the knight began to kiss his way up her thighs towards her gold-fuzzed peach.

“I never want to see his face,” cried the princess. “So ugly and cruel. I will make him put out all of the lights in our bridal chamber… before… ooooHHHH!”

Sir Edgard clearly wanted to impress the princess as he began to vigorously tongue her dainty twat. Percy gnawed desperately at his gag and struggled against the ropes binding him to the chair as he watched the burly knight licking the delicate princess. Duty and jealousy mingled for the bunny boy and his struggles were not aided by the stiff pink carrot straining in his trousers.

“Yessss! Oh, Sir Edgard, you have always been… my favorite! AAHHHH!” Princess Madelyne bucked against the knights battle-scarred face, smothering him against her cunt as she lifted almost her entire body off the bed. He held her slender hips in his big hands and sucked powerfully, driving her to writhing ecstasy before allowing her legs to slip from his shoulders as she fell back onto the bed.

Then he stood, imperious and partially armored. Princess Madelyne gazed up at him, flushed and smiling, her pert tits rising and falling with each shuddering breath. She lifted her head from her pillows to watch as Sir Edgard unbuckled his sword, untied his belt, and revealed the thick, veiny hardness of his cock jutting beneath a small tuft of graying hair.

“Your majesty,” he growled, his voice deep with lust, “I present my lance to you.”

“Ah! Your lance!” Princess Madelyne sat up and stroked his brawny thighs. “Yes, I shall… mmmm… make a first course of your lance… before my main course is served!”

Sir Edgard cradled the princess’ fair hair, nearly knocking the delicate jeweled tiara from her head as she kissed and licked the thick hardness of his manhood.

Percy was feeling unusually hot and strange and he realized it was fury. An emotion he had never felt before. Fury at Sir Ulrich for tying him to the chair, fury at Sir Edgard for rubbing his cock in the face of the beautiful princess, and, yes, even fury at Princess Madelyne. Percy was infatuated with her in a way that he had never been with any woman. She was so lovely and had teased him cruelly with her affection.

“Mmmmmm, your cock, mmmmphmmmm, so delicious, Sir Edgard,” moaned Madelyne, shamelessly polishing the reddening pillar of the knight’s cock with her sucking mouth and flicking tongue.

At last, Percy saw the truth: Princess Madelyne was an unquenchable fire of lust and if she were permitted, she would set the whole kingdom ablaze.

Sir Edgard tightened his grasp on the delicate golden braids of the princess and gently pulled her lips away from his straining cock. Her final kiss left his throbbing crown with a wet pop of eager suction.

“Mmmm? Something wrong?” Princess Madelyne asked, looking up at him with her innocent blue eyes and teasing his cockhead with her tongue.

“Yes, you are too good with your tongue, my dear,” growled Sir Edgard. “I do not mean for you to drink my seed. I mean to fill your womb with it.”

He lifted the princess and turned her over as if she weighed nothing. He pulled her knees to the edge of the bed and pushed the huge train of her white dress up and over her perfect, peachy bottom. He smacked her bare cheeks and she cried out softly. His red handprint lingered on her otherwise unblemished buttocks.

“You are mine, Madelyne,” said the knight, squeezing her ass and smacking it again. “Once my son is in your belly, you will always be mine.”

“Yesssss, make me yours, Sir Edgard,” she cried, looking back at him over her shoulder and raising her hips to entice his wet, red cock to violate her delicate petals.

Percy strained against his bonds desperately as he watched the battle-scarred old knight grip the root of his huge cock and guide the spit-slicked helmet to the dewy folds of Madelyne’s young cunt. There was nothing Percy could do to stop him from thrusting into her yielding petals. Princess Madelyne howled with ecstasy, clawing at the bed as Sir Edgard sheathed his full length inside her. Then he took hold of her slender waist and began to furiously fuck her beautiful cunt. Each thrust made her pert breasts shudder beneath her ribcage. She tossed her hair and her sparkling tiara fell from her brow.

Though the knight’s thrusts were savage, Princess Madelyne was not at his mercy. She looked back at him with a wanton smile and pushed her pert bottom back against him. She met each thrust and even began to roll her hips like a practiced harlot.

“Yes!” laughed Sir Edgard, his hips spanking her entire bottom red with the force of his thrusts. “Yes! You incurable slut! Your cunny tightens for me! It grips me! Oh, sweet Madelyne, beg me now! Beg me for my seed!”

“YES!” wailed the princess, desperately riding her perfect bottom back against him. Her slick cunt devouring each stroke as the knight’s tightening balls beat against her clit. “Oh, please, Sir Edgard. Fill me with your seed! Cum! Cum inside me!”

“AAAAAHHH! Behold my bastard’s brew!” He hilted his cock inside her and let loose with such vigor that poor Percy could see the knight’s root twitching as he pumped the princess full of cum. Spurt after spurt emptied from Sir Edgard’s bollocks into the fertile depths of Princess Madelyne.

Percy Cottontail had failed in his mission for the queen. Her daughter was stuffed full of Sir Edgard’s spunk and the wedding, waiting only a few dozen paces down the hall, would be a lie.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss,” moaned Princess Madelyne, sliding back and forth on the knight’s cock as his thrusts stopped entirely. Her slow, post-orgasmic strokes made lewd, wet sounds. The thick shaft of the knight’s cock was smeared with his cum.

“I will go now, my sweet,” rumbled Sir Edgard, easing his cock from the blushing petals of the princess. Percy watched as a trail of cum spilled from within her and trickled down her thigh and onto her stocking in a glistening smear. Sir Edgard stepped back from the bed and tucked his cock back into his trousers. He picked up his sword and secured it to his waist. As he stepped to the door, he glanced back and said, “I can hear them playing the bridal march, Madelyne. You had best be quick.”

“Go. I won’t be long,” said Princess Madelyne. “Let the bony vulture wait for me at the altar.”

“Very well, my sweet,” said Sir Edgard, blowing her a kiss before slipping out into the hall.

Princess Madelyne did not hasten to put her clothing back into place. She rolled onto her back with her thighs shamelessly parted as she luxuriated on the bed. It was the dreamy smile on her face that finally pushed Percy over the edge. He could take her sluttiness, the way she had cuckolded every man in the castle, but he could not stand how contented she was.

With a final twist of his wrists, Percy managed to free his hands from behind his back. He yanked aside the gag, tore off the ropes binding his ankles, and fairly leapt from the linen closet, across the room, and onto the bed. His hard cock was nearly poking through his trousers.

The princess cried out in alarm, backing to the head of the bed and drawing her knees against her bare breasts. This only further revealed her blushing cunt and the fresh trickle of Sir Edgard’s cream down the parting of her buttocks and over the soft, velvety divot of her asshole.

“Patsy! The rabbit!” she cried, going from shock to amused delight.

“It’s Percy, not Patsy, and I’m a rabbik!” He jabbed a thumb at his chest and glared at her.

“Have you been in here all this time?” giggled the princess, seeming not to notice Percy had taken offense. “Watching me with Sir Edgard? Oh, you are a naughty bunny. Why did you do that?”

“Sir Ulrich tied me up in there to keep me from meddling,” said Percy. “But I was doing Queen Karina’s bidding to watch over you.”

“My mother?” That really made Princess Madelyne laugh, which made Percy’s whiskers twitch with anger. “Oh, you poor bunny. She is always setting one or another of her spies after me. I never imagined it would be you. Let me guess… she gave you a bit of a thrill and won your undying loyalty? My mother does have her methods. Then again, so do I…”

Princess Madelyne shamelessly spread her stockinged legs and bared her messy, blushing cunt to Percy. She curled a finger towards him and it was all the encouragement the frustrated bunny boy needed. He practically tore open his trousers and got his hand on the throbbing pink carrot of his cock. He leapt at the princess, knocking her back onto the bed as he landed atop her.

Princess Madelyne cried out, surprised at his sudden enthusiasm, but just as suddenly placated as Percy thrust his straining cock into the hot, slimy depths of her cunt. It was every heaven that Percy had imagined. A warm, buttery, gripping tightness that cradled his cock with each stroke. An incredible tightness, for Percy’s strokes were frenzied with his pent desire.

The bed shook beneath them with his furious thrusts, and Percy’s cock sloshed in and out of Princess Madelyne’s cum-stuffed cunt. His fuzzy bollocks beat against the slick divot of the princess’ pink anus.

“Ohhhhhh! OHHHH! So good! It’s like… like bathing in warm silk!”

“Oh, you naughty, naughty boy!” cried Princess Madelyne, her feet in the air and bouncing to either side of Percy. “Are you going to cum inside me too?”

“Yesssss! Oh, I am so close already! I can’t stop it! Can’t stop now!” He was out breath, his balls tightening and his pleasure surging in his cock. He chased the heat down her slick honey hole, beating against her womb and looking down into those not-so-innocent blue eyes. She smiled up at him, her arms on his shoulders and her feet bouncing faster and faster as his thrusts grew ever more intense.

“Cum for me, little bunny,” giggled Madelyne. “Cum for your princess.”

“YES! YES, PRINCESS!” He howled with ecstasy, driving as deep as he could and plundering her pussy. Pleasure rushed from his core and pulsed from his fizzing bollocks. It was an intense, gushing, squirting release that pumped his seed with every frantic thrust deep into the quaking quim of the lovely young princess.

It was only as his pleasure receded that terrible consequences fell upon Percy. He was breathless, whiskers twitching, when his acute hearing picked up a familiar voice.

“Where is my daughter?” shouted Queen Karina. “Search every room! Open every door! Where is Madelyne!?”

Percy had only a moment’s warning before the door suddenly banged open and two ceremonial guards armed with pikes stormed inside. They caught Percy with his cock still twitching inside Princess Madelyne’s creamy cunt.

“I can… I can explain!” cried Percy, tumbling off the bed as the men leveled their pikes at him.

“What is this?” demanded Queen Karina, bustling into the room in her full gown. She saw her daughter, flushed and struggling to cover up on the bed. Then she saw Percy, held at pike-point and very naked on the floor. One glance at Percy’s red and dripping carrot was all the evidence Karina needed to find him guilty. “You treacherous rabbik! I should have known better than to trust him with my daughter!”

“It’s not like that!” protested Percy as more guards hurried in and lifted him off the floor. “Sir Ulrich tied me to the chair and then Sir Edgard—”

“Take him to the gallows! We will hang him to celebrate my daughter’s wedding.” Queen Karina snapped her fingers, and a cruel look came over her. “No! I’ve a better idea! Go rouse Dread Jerry. A good beheading is in order for this sort of villainy on such a momentous day. Tell him to bring his dullest ax.”

“Not so fast,” interjected a familiar voice. “Even something like this deserves a trial.”

Percy, nearly in a panic with the fear of getting his bunny head lopped off, almost wept when he saw Guard Captain Lilana enter the room. The busty, green-skinned beauty had braided her dark hair and was dressed in polished armor and a crimson cloak.

“You are with the city guard,” said the queen. “You have no authority in the castle.”

“True, Your Majesty,” said Lilana, “but all public executions are held in the town square and so by demanding an execution it falls under my authority. If he is as guilty as it seems, I am sure he will be quickly put to the ax.”

Several nobles had by then gathered to witness this confrontation. The queen looked from them to the defiant guard captain.

“Oh, very well Lilana,” said the queen. “I won’t ruin this day with any more fighting. Come, Madelyne. Sullied or not, your future husband is waiting.”

She took her daughter by the wrist and dragged her out of the room.

“But mother,” cried Madelyne, “the rabbit has plucked my flower. I can’t hope to marry today.”

“It is marriage or the convent,” growled Queen Karina, the argument with her daughter continuing down the hall.

Percy was led away by Lilana. She escorted him out of the castle with his hands bound and her gauntleted fist holding the scruff of his neck. As the drawbridge closed behind them, she relaxed her grip on him.

“This is all my fault, Percy,” she said. “I should never have let you go into that den of devils.”

“I’m sorry, Lilana,” he said. “I didn’t mean to get you into any trouble. Are they really going to chop off my head?”

“They would if I let them,” said Lilana. “But tonight you are going to have a little accident and drown trying to escape your cell. Your body will be sucked down into the sewers with only a couple of whiskers as proof that you perished.”

“Whiskers? What do you- AH!” cried Percy as Lilana plucked two of his whiskers from his upper lip. “That hurts!”

“It’s not so bad,” said Lilana, tucking the whiskers into her pocket. “I’ll find a merchant carriage for you to sneak out on after dark. They’ll take you back to wherever it is you are from.”

“Oh, Lilana,” said Percy, sagging against her with relief. “You’ve saved me. I thought I was dead. It will be so wonderful to go back to Downington Dale and see all my brothers! How can I ever repay you?”

“Mmmm, I can think of a few ways,” said Lilana, stroking Percy’s floppy white ears. “Let’s get back to my office and figure them out.”
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