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Chapter One

If I’d known I’d be spliced with an animal in mating season I might not have signed up for the experiment at all. If I’d read the contract fully I wouldn’t have signed up for it either. All the warning signs were there, all the red flags telling me to run. Yet, here I was, unable to control my raging hormones like a teen boy instead of an early twenty’s woman. At least my eyesight improved like they said it would.

Maybe it wouldn’t have been so bad if not for Violet Kim, the researcher who spliced me in the first place. There was something about her that I couldn’t quite shake. She was cold and haughty, yet warm and soothing all at once. At least, my body felt soothed when she touched it. The hormones burned in my brain. I could barely get through a class without tingling, yearning, sensation tickling every part of me. An air conditioner could get me hot and bothered if it blew hard enough in just the right spot, and lately everything felt like the right spot.

Each time I needed relief I found myself falling right back into Violet’s perfectly manicured hand. Her dark eyes and maroon lips smirked at me, ready to devour my whole like a fox with its prey. She would remind me about the pharmacy, and I would pretend to consider it. Pills could solve my problem, quench the ache deep in my loins but we both knew it wasn’t a solution I wanted. I would be right back in her office or her apartment, ready to submit to whatever she wanted.

I was her sex pet, longing for praise and punishment. She fed me, groomed me, and fucked me and I came back to her time and time again. That’s how I found myself tied to her bed. Silk ropes wrapped around my wrists, arms above my head. The same silk cloth held my ankles, forcing my legs apart, exposed. I’d stumbled into her apartment wearing only a shirt and sweatpants. I didn’t even think to put on a bra or panties as my hormone-riddled brain drove me back into her den in the middle of the night.

“This is all your fault,” I whimpered, tears burning in my eyes from need as my thighs trembled and ached for her cruel touch. I was so sensitive, so needy. I just wanted to lie naked in her silk sheets while her tongue explored every part of my body.

“Oh, is it? Should I leave you alone then? Or would you rather hump my pillows? Again?” Violet tapped her lips with the end of a very sharp blade. I don’t know where she pulled it from or how it wound up in her hand. I was only aware of how it glinted in the light. She sat on my thighs as if tying me down hadn’t been enough.

If my face hadn’t already been burning I might have blushed. I couldn’t help it. I needed to be touched.

“No. No, please don’t. Please, Violet?”

She chuckled.

“You poor little thing. What are we ever going to do with you?”

She leaned down and cupped my face in her hands and pressed our forehead together. I stared up into her deep, smokey eyes. Her obsidian pupils reflected my bright blue ones, brimming with lust and need. I could feel the leather sheath of her blade pressing against my cheek.

“I’m not,” I said. My lips trembled even as the words spilled from my mouth. I was, and especially more so after the rabbit genes flowed freely through my body. My instincts were to run, escape the claws of my captor, the claws I’d willingly let sink into me. Even now, the threat of danger pouring over me, I was helpless under her pinning gaze.

I trembled, like little prey animals do but my desire outweighed the fear by a mile. I struggled but it wasn’t for freedom. I struggled to find a way to touch her. I wanted to feel her breath on my throat, her hands on my hips or my ass. I wanted the lick of her tongue on my naval. I wanted all of her, and as I lay there I knew she wanted me.

But Violet was a predator, and she would not oblige so easily.

“Be still, my helpless little bunny,” she said, her maroon lips curling into a wicked smirk. She pulled back, her blade running under my shirt. She cut my clothes from my body. The cold metal of her scissors gliding across my pale, freckled skin. Not a drop of blood was drawn.

I whimpered as my tits were exposed along with my quivering pussy. But we were nowhere near done, of that I knew for certain.

“I prepared a very special treat for you, bunny,” Violet said with an evil look in her eyes. “Do you want your treat?”

“Yes. Yes, please,” I begged. My breathing was hard and heavy in my chest.

“Such a cute girl,” she said, pinching my cheek. She leaned over me, her hands resting on either side of my ears. Her mouth brushed along my jaw, tickling my ear with her warm breath.

She chuckled when I couldn’t help but whimper some more. She reached over into her desk drawer and pulled out something long, orange, and thick.

“A carrot? Really?” I breathed as she held it up to my face.

It was a dildo. Shaped like a carrot. For some reason my rabbit brain loved it. Whether it was the hormones, or the new instincts, I couldn’t tell but I wanted to shove it in my mouth.

“You want to taste it?” Violet asked, humor playing clearly on her face.

“No,” I said. My face was burning hot. “I want you to touch me.”

“Well, that won’t do. All bunnies love carrots. Don’t you want to feel it in your mouth?”

“You’re doing this on purpose. Why are you torturing me?”

“Because you’re just the cutest when you blush. So, do you want it or not?”

“Please, Violet. I need you to shove something inside of me. Or lick me. Or do whatever it is you want to do but I-”

“I want you to beg.”

I whimpered and pulled helplessly at my restraints.

“Please, please please please. Let me suck off that carrot.”

Violet beamed. She poked my mouth with the silicone tip and I wrapped my lips around it, suckling it hard. It tasted a bit like a carrot too.

As I sucked the toy Violet used her free hand to grope one of my tits. Her fingers pinched and thumbed over my nipple. My thighs trembled underneath her. I couldn’t help it. I could have come just from her groping me alone but when I got too close to the edge, when I could feel my body ready to tense up and cum, she abruptly pulled the carrot out of my mouth. A string of saliva came with it, connecting the carrot to my mouth.

“Ah-ah-ah,” she said, poking me on the nose. “Not so fast, little rabbit.”

“Violet, please,” I begged again.

“Aw, there’s those sweet noises I love to hear. Soon, sweet bunny. Soon.”

She slid back on my legs a few inches, no longer covering my thighs with her own. She pressed on the top of the carrot and the toy buzzed to life.

My fingers twitched in anticipation.

She slotted the toy between my legs, pressing the tip to my thigh. The vibration felt so good.

Violet wasn’t even looking at me. Instead, she was looking down at my wet, needy, pussy. Her thumb stroked my mound. I could feel the wetness slicking her fingers. She found my clit with her long sharp nail and pinched back my mound so my clit was fully exposed.

Shoved the carrot against my pussy, the tip pressing right into my clit. Spasms of pleasure rolled through my aching body. I moaned, somehow louder than I had all evening. It was what my body craved. My breath hitched as the toy vibrated over my most sensitive spot.

I faintly heard Violet chuckle as my eyes practically rolled into the back of my head. I clenched the silk ropes holding me tight. My toes curled.

I was hyperaware of every sensation engulfing me – the silk fabric at my back, my nails digging into the restraints, and my thighs trembling as my every muscle clenched up and I came onto the toy with a pathetically loud, lustful moan.

She kept the toy pressed between my legs, buzzing away, even after I’d spilled all over it. I just lay there in a collapsed mess, enduring it. I almost wondered if she was trying to coax my spent body back into another orgasm but all I could do was whimper. I didn’t even have the energy to squirm anymore.

After a minute or two of ideally rubbing my pussy with the toy she turned it off and discarded it on the sheets.

“Does my bunny feel all better now?” she asked, her voice slightly softer than usual.

I nodded, struggling to keep my eyes open as exhaustion tugged at my lids.

“Too tired to talk?”

I nodded again.

“Go to sleep, then,” Violet said.

She easily undid the silk tying my arms to the bedpost. I didn’t even want to move them, but I still drew them back down to my sides and watched as Violet freed my ankles as well.

As my eyes closed and I drifted into the warm darkness of sleep I felt something soft wipe between my legs, cleaning away the sweat and cum that clung to my skin.


Chapter Two

I awoke to the phantom trail of fingers gliding up and down my arm. I let out a contented sigh, my nose half-buried in the silken pillow beneath me. Only the phantom trace of sex lingered in the air.

“Time to wake up, sunshine,” Violet said. Her voice was always so gentle and lilting in the morning, like a songbird, her sharp words dissipating through the night. I could feel her chin resting atop my head as her hand lightly stroked my arm and side down to my ass. Her chest was pressed against my back.

“Go away,” I grumbled, burying my face deeper into the silk pillow.

“Is that really what you want, bunny?”

“No.”

“Good, because you have class in an hour, and I have work.”

“Oh, fuck,” I grumbled as I blearily opened my eyes to the early morning sun.

The bed shifted as Violet peeled herself away from my body and stretched with a silent yawn. The sun bathed her body in a warm golden glow as her dark curtain of hair rolled down her back in an inky stream.

I sat up, overly aware of how my own blonde, curled locks stuck out in odd directions as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. For once I didn’t wake up coated in sweat, a burning urge between my legs, humping a pillow. I hoped this was a sign ‘breeding season’ was coming to an end and my hormones would go back to normal.

“Where did you even get that stupid thing?” I muttered, feeling a slight warmth come back to my face as I remembered the carrot dildo.

“You can find anything on the internet, bunny,” Violet said with a chuckle. “Want to take it home with you?”

“No,” I said.

“Too bad. It might help keep you entertained while I’m busy.” She stood up from the bed and went to her closet in the corner of the room.

I pulled my knees up to my chest as I watched her.

“You ripped up my clothes,” I said. I looked around but didn’t see them anywhere.

Violet scoffed.

“They were destined for the trash anyway. I’ll lend you some of mine.”

She came back a moment later holding a pink shirt in her hands. She held it out, looked at me, then back at the shirt. After a second, she handed it over.

“Thanks,” I said. I slid the shirt on as I stood up from the bed. The knit fabric was warm and soft, hugging tight to my body.

“Don’t you look cute?” Violet said, her eyes scanning admiringly over my body.

“Thanks,” I said again, looking around for my sweatpants. “Have you seen-?”

“I already threw them in the wash. You think I’m going to let you traipse out of here in a pair of cum-stained sweatpants? They were practically soaked.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well, then can I have some pants?”

“Your body is too cute to keep covered up,” Violet said as she pinched my cheek. Her deep chocolate eyes glimmered with amusement. “But I suppose we can’t have you wandering around with your ass out either, can we?”

“Please, no,” I said with a snort.

“I’ll find something for you. Now go clean yourself up,” she said, gently pushing me towards the bathroom.

I spent a few minutes trying to smooth out my tangled mess of blonde hair. When I returned to the bedroom Violet laid out a black skirt and white tights on the bed.

“Get changed,” she said, already dressed in a white button-up top and her usual black pencil skirt. She looked into her mirror, delicately layering on her deep maroon lipstick.

“A skirt? Really? Did you forget I’m not wearing underwear?”

“Of course not,” her lips twitched into a cruel smirk. “I don’t own sweatpants, but I figured you’d prefer that to trying to wriggle your hips into skinny jeans.”

“Fair point,” I said with a grimace. Violet was taller than me by several inches, but my hips were wider than hers and there was no way I could fit into her pants. Reluctantly I slid the tights and skirt on. I felt like a doll as I put on her clothes, but I suppose that’s what I had already become.

“Come here, bunny,” Violet said, beckoning me to her side, and as her willing pet, I obeyed.

She smiled at me, taking her brush, and ran it through my clumps of tangled hair. When she finished she smoothed it down with her delicate fingers, before poking me on the nose.

“Go to class, bunny. Don’t be late.”

I walked down the streets with my book bag over my shoulder, and one hand holding down the hem of my skirt. It was long enough to cover my ass but the breeze flowing between my thighs was hardly comforting.

I walked into the art classroom, half annoyed and half relieved to see a pile of miscellaneous fruit set in the middle.

I set my bag down beside my stool, crouching so I wouldn’t have to bend over as I pulled out my brushes and supplies.

As I opened the bag my face flushed with warmth. Sitting right on top of all my art supplies was the carrot-shaped dildo Violet had used to fuck me. There was even a maroon lipstick imprint at the head. I quickly stuffed it down into the bottom of my bag before anyone could see.

Class passed by painfully slow. Professor Killian’s voice droned. I did everything I could to keep my thoughts from returning to Violet, the feel of her hands, the tickle of her breath on my ear. It was an exercise in futility.

It wasn’t long before I felt the itchy warmth returning to my body, gliding over my skin. I put my fingers up to my lips as I painted, idly chewing nails that were already to the bit. It was better than chewing my paintbrushes down to splinters.

I clenched my legs tight, determined to stay in class for once. The tights did very little to keep anything in. I could already feel the wet leaking out onto my inner thighs.

It wasn’t more than fifteen minutes before I couldn’t hold it anymore. My face must have been burning, breathing labored. I wondered if my classmates could smell the need wafting from my body. I could practically hear Violet’s words in my ear, her hand reaching around to cup my breast as she whispered filthy things to me.

I shuddered and stood abruptly from the stool. I took only a moment to grab my phone from my bag but the screeching of my stool on the hardwood floors attracted Professor Killian’s attention. I was about to turn to leave but of course, things couldn’t be that simple.

“Charlotte, are you feeling alright?” Professor Killian asked. She had one brow raised, the other glancing up and down my feverish body.

No. I am extremely horny and I need to call my sex master to deal with it because for some reason that’s the option I prefer.

“I’m fine. I just need the bathroom,” I said, tripping over the words as they left my mouth. My tongue was heavy. I was practically panting now.

“Alright, but please be back in class before it ends.” She fixed me with a pointed look.

“Yes ma’am,” I said with a curt nod as I turned on my heel and fled to the nearest bathroom.

I locked myself in the furthest stall, phone clenched tight in my hand as I called Violet’s cell. She didn’t answer on the first ring. That wasn’t like her, so I tried again. My thighs trembled as I leaned against the wall. The tiles were cool but did nothing to help the feverish ache spreading over my body.

“What is it, bunny?” she asked when at last the call connected.

“Violet,” I breathed. “I need your help.”

“I’m a little busy at the moment. Can’t you take care of it yourself?”

“Violet please,” I whined.

“My, my. You do sound desperate, but I have other clients and a mountain of work I need to attend to, my needy bunny. You’ll have to make do without me.”

“I – how?”

“I remember packing a toy for you in your bag. Unless you’d rather use your hand or find something to hump. Either way, I can’t help you.”

“You’re such a bitch,” I said, hormones speaking for me.

Violet tutted.

“Well, that’s no way to speak to someone who only wants to help you. I suppose I should let you go so you can calm yourself down. Have fun playing with yourself, bunny. Remember to keep the noise down while in class,” she said with a chuckle as the line abruptly cut.

I was left standing there, phone still pressed to my ear, thighs trembling and wet leaking through my tights.

I groaned and set my phone against the rail. I couldn’t go back to class, not like this. I hiked up my skirt and slowly dipped my fingers down into my tights. I was already so wet down there. I started to rub myself with my index finger, suppressing a pathetic whimper as my aching body longed for something more.

With my free hand, I reached up to my tit and pinched at my nipple the way Violet would have done. I imagined her next to me, holding me against the wall, her sultry voice whispering in my ear.

‘Don’t you wish you’d brought your toy?’ The faux Violet whispered.

“Yes,” I admitted, face flush with embarrassment. At least the toy was large and thick and vibrated. I trembled as I remembered the feel of it pressed against my clit, my warm cum leaking over the head.

‘I bought it just for you. Don’t I take such good care of my pet?’

“Yes,” I said again. “Yes. Please. Take care of me,” I whined. I couldn’t help it. I tried to keep the words in my head but I said them without even thinking about it.

‘Keep touching yourself. Rub that needy clit for me. Pinch your nipples and make them hurt.’

I did exactly what the faux Violet told me too. Even imagined I was helpless against her.

I was just starting to reach a peak when the bathroom door swung open. I gasped and pulled my hand out from under my shirt and clasped it over my mouth to keep the bubbling moans from spilling out.

Whoever came in went straight to the mirror. I can see her hair through the crack between the stall door and the wall. She just stood there, in front of the mirror, admiring herself, while I panted and struggled behind the stall.

‘My, my, naughty bunny. What will you do now?’

I reluctantly pulled my hand out of my tights, but I had no intention of stopping. I peeled my shirt away from my body, exposing my breasts to the cold air. I was so warm from need that I didn’t even shiver.

I balled up my shirt and stuffed the fabric into my mouth. It was dry and scratchy against my tongue. I didn’t care as I let out a needy whine into my impromptu gag. I braced myself against the wall and stuck my right hand back into my tights while the other returned to my nipple. If someone thought to look between the crack in the stall door they would have seen me standing there, panting, needy, tits out.

The gag did a decent job of suppressing my noises as I rolled my nipple between my fingers.

I could hear Violet’s phantom chuckle in my ear as I played with myself.

It felt like forever that the other woman stood and stared at herself in the mirror. It was agonizing. I couldn’t go as hard as I wanted to with her standing only a few feet away, but I couldn’t stop either. I stroked myself with my index finger, watching her feet, waiting for her to just leave.

When she finally did, and the door shut behind her I released my pent-up moan and pressed down hard on my throbbing clit.

It was only then, as I came onto my fingers, that I thought to take off the tights, but it was too late. I’d already cum all over them and I couldn’t exactly walk back into class without them.

I took a shuddering breath as I pulled my hand back out. I wiped myself down as best I could with the bathroom tissue but they could only do so much. I was so exhausted a part of me was tempted to curl up on the dirty bathroom floor, but I refrained.

I pulled the shirt from my mouth and put it back on. Thankfully, the spots of wet where I’d bitten down were hardly noticeable.

I walked back to class, cringing at the wet still clinging to my thighs. I kept my head down, avoiding eye contact with the rest of my classmates. Fortunately, or perhaps, unfortunately, I’d made it back before we were dismissed.

I spent the last few minutes ideally fidgeting with my paintbrushes and make halfhearted strokes on the canvas. I was eager to get out of my disgusting clothes and back to my studio apartment.

“Charlotte, please may we have a word?” Professor Killian said when class finally came to an end.

I hesitated. I wanted so desperately to be out of the classroom. I chewed my lips and walked over to her desk, keeping my legs pressed as tight together as I could.

“You have been leaving class earlier and earlier and staying out for quite some time. Are you alright?”

“Yes,” I said, trying my best to sound casual. “I just have – uh – stomach problems?” I kept my eyes on the floor, ignoring the disgusting feel of my thighs pressed together.

“I do hope you’re taking care of yourself,” she said.

Under any other circumstance I would have been flattered a professor had taken interest in me, but now, standing there in my disgusting borrowed clothes I would have rather sunken into the floorboards.

“I’m fine,” I said, a little more forcefully than before. “I just have stomach problems. Is that an issue?”

Professor Killian looked like she wanted to press the issue. She opened her mouth, but then her shoulders dropped and she gave me a sympathetic smile.

“No. Have a good day, Charlotte.”

I had never been more relieved to hear those words in my entire life. I barely gave her a nod as I abruptly turned on my heel and left the classroom, clutching my bag tight.

I had only just stepped inside my apartment when my phone began to ring. I looked down at the caller ID to see Violet’s face flash on screen.

“How was class, dear?” Violet asked when I answered the phone.

“Long, annoying, and fucking miserable,” I said, dropping my bag beside the door and kicking off my shoes. “No thanks to you.”

Violet chuckled.

“Sorry, love. I had work to do. I do have other clients.”

“You could at least try,” I complained. I put the phone between my ear and shoulder as I slid out of the skirt and tights. “What do you mean other clients? Are you building a harem over there?” I felt a subtle pang in my chest at the thought of Violet’s arms wrapped around someone else.

Violet laughed. It wasn’t her usual amused chuckle. Instead, it was resonated with a pleasant warmth.

“Oh, someone’s jealous. Rest assured, you’re my only pet, bunny.”

“How would I know? Maybe you have a legion of rabbit girls running around, thirsting for you on every street.” I dropped the phone for only a second to peel the shirt from my body and let it fall to the floor.

“I barely have time enough for you, let alone a legion. Speaking of – did you manage to take care of yourself?”

“I’m fine now,” I said as I stumbled over to my bed in the corner of the room. My eyelids were already dragging as I burrowed under the covers. I wrapped the blankets tight around me, covering my head like a little animal curled up in its den.

“Not what I asked,” Violet tutted.

“Yes, I took care of it.”

“How?”

I let my eyes fall shut, ignoring the beginnings of a rumbling stomach. I was always so hungry once the heat faded from my strained body, but the desire to sleep far outweighed the urge to nibble on a salad.

“I fingered myself in the restroom,” I admitted.

“How inappropriate. You didn’t use your toy?”

“No. I couldn’t exactly smuggle it out with me.”

“Noted. I’ll buy you a smaller one,” Violet said with a chuckle.

“Not what I meant,” I said with a soft yawn. I curled and stretched my toes, content to bed down for the rest of the day, even though it was barely after noon. 

“So you don’t want one, then?”

I made a soft, noncommittal noise as I rested my tired head against the sofa. Violet paused on the other end, waiting for me to respond. When some time had passed and I hadn’t made a sound she continued.

“Did you remember to eat today, bunny?”

“I’m not hungry,” I lied.

Violet sighed.

“I’ll bring you something to eat after work. Can’t have you wasting away now, can we?”

I must have said something in response because the next thing I heard Violet say was an amused, “Goodnight, bunny.” Then the phone line cut and the waves of sleep that gently washed over me pulled me deeper into their depths, ignoring complaints from my stomach.


Chapter Three

A knock on the door roused me from my sleep. I didn’t even have the energy to open my eyes when it did. I just lay there, wondering if it had been a dream. Then the knock came again, louder this time.

I grumbled, burying my face deep in my pillow.

“Bunny! Open the door or I’m calling in a welfare check,” Violet shouted from the hallway.

I sighed, finally wrenching my eyes open. The apartment was bathed in darkness, I could barely make out where anything was. I dragged myself out of bed, blanket wrapped around my shoulders, and slugged to the door.

Violet stood in the hall, holding a paper bag in her hand. The scent of rice and beans wafted from it. She looked me up and down and chuckled.

“I’d say good morning, but - ?” she nodded her head towards the windows at the end of the hall. The warm afternoon sun had been replaced by darkness, faintly illuminated by headlights and streetlamps.

“Fuck,” I mumbled, stepping aside. I didn’t think I’d slept that long. I didn’t feel like I’d slept at all, actually.

Violet brushed past me into the apartment, flicking on the light beside the door. She went to my couch, setting the paper bag on the coffee table, and pulled out a Styrofoam box.

“Come here, bunny,” she called, motioning with her finger for me to join her.

I trudged across the cold floor, collapsing on the couch beside her, my head falling against her arm.

She pulled a Styrofoam box from the bag and flicked off the lid. A heaping portion of steamed vegetables, rice, and something brown coated in sauce lay inside. It didn’t smell like meat but the color was off-putting.

“What’s that?” I asked, sitting up a little and wrinkling my nose.

“Relax, it’s just tofu. Do you think I want to spend the night cleaning up after you?”

“Would you clean up after me?”

“Don’t I already?” she asked with a chuckle. “I’m not about to leave you lying in your own mess.”

“Mhm, sexy,” I said. I went to pick up a piece of carrot but Violet smacked my hand away.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

I rolled my eyes and held my mouth open.

She picked up a few pieces of food with a plastic fork and set them on my tongue. The tofu was warm and juicy but definitely not meat. I swallowed it down. My empty stomach made an appreciative sound.

Violet looked down at me as she slowly fed me bits of warm food. As she tenderly fed me, her warm hand gently stroking my messy blonde hair, I found myself thinking that maybe being her pet wasn’t so bad.
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