
        
            
                
            
        

    Get to Know Monster Girls - Bunny Girl

A Wild Fantasy Monster Girl Adventure for Men

Benjamin Koo





Copyright © 2026 Benjamin Koo
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Cover design by: Benjamin Koo
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America




Contents

 
Title Page
Copyright
Chapter 1: Arrival at Jumptopia – Meeting Harara
Chapter 2: Naked Inspection – Exploring Every Inch
Chapter 3: Makeout, Fingering, and First Tastes
Chapter 4: Oral Worship – Pussy Eating, Ass Licking, Facesitting, 69, and Golden Nectar
Chapter 5: First Vaginal Breeding – Insatiable Rabbiple Passion
Chapter 6: Anal Delight – The Perfect Squeeze
Chapter 7: Extended Breeding Weeks & The Four-Girl Orgy
Chapter 8: Optimal Breeding – Sweat, Heat, Track Sex, and Success
Chapter 9: Pregnant Bunny Goddess – Heightened Lust and Milk
Chapter 10: Birth, Farewell Fuck, and Departure
About The Author
Books By This Author




Chapter 1: Arrival at Jumptopia – Meeting Harara

The moment I stepped through the flower-covered archway into Jumptopia, the entire settlement seemed to bounce to life around me.
 
Lustopia’s rabbiple territory was everything the research briefs had promised and more. Bright pastel houses dotted rolling green hills, each one equipped with its own smooth dirt running track looping through the backyard. Everywhere I looked, rabbiple were in motion — lithe bunny boys and curvaceous bunny girls hopping, sprinting, and playfully chasing one another with laughter that rang like bells. Their white or colored ears twitched constantly, fluffy tail stumps wiggling with every energetic bound. The air was warm, sweet with the scent of fresh-cut grass, sun-warmed skin, and something far more intoxicating underneath: the unmistakable musk of feminine arousal that seemed to cling to the breeze itself.
 
I adjusted the strap of my researcher’s satchel, my heart already beating faster. At twenty-nine, healthy, strong, and no stranger to the wilder corners of Lustopia, I still felt a thrill at being assigned here. Official human-rabbiple hybrid breeding research. The kingdom had chosen me specifically for my stamina and open-minded approach to monster girl physiology. Today, that meant meeting my volunteer.
 
And there she was.
 
At the entrance path stood Harara, the 21-year-old rabbiple chosen for this project. She was breathtaking.
 
Her hair was a vibrant, silky pink that fell in soft waves down to the middle of her back, catching the sunlight like rose petals. Large, expressive peach-colored eyes sparkled with pure cheer as they locked onto me. Her face was beautifully humanoid — soft, full lips curved in an eager smile, high cheekbones, and a cute button nose that twitched adorably when her bunny ears perked up. Those ears were pure white, long and velvety, standing tall and flicking with excitement. A tiny, fluffy white tail stump poked out just above the curve of her perfect ass, wiggling nonstop.
 
Her body… gods above, her body was built for sin and speed in equal measure.
 
Harara was busty beyond reason. Two massive, heavy breasts strained against the thin white crop top she wore, the fabric stretched so tightly that the outlines of her plump nipples were clearly visible. The top barely covered the undersides of those glorious tits, leaving most of her underboob and toned midriff exposed. Below that, wide, fertile hips flared out dramatically into thick, powerful thighs that looked strong enough to crush a man between them — yet still deliciously soft and jiggly with every little movement. Her ass was a masterpiece: round, plump, heart-shaped, and so perfectly proportioned that it made my mouth water instantly. The tiny denim shorts she wore rode high, the bottom curves of her ass cheeks peeking out teasingly.
 
She was curvy, athletic, and radiating raw sexual energy all at once.
 
The second her eyes met mine, Harara let out a bright, happy squeal and bounced forward. Literally bounced — her powerful legs propelling her in a cheerful hop that made her massive breasts jiggle heavily inside her top.
 
“Dickard! You’re finally here!” she called, voice bubbly and sweet with just the right hint of breathy lust. “I’ve been waiting all morning! My ears wouldn’t stop twitching!”
 
Before I could even respond, she launched herself at me in a warm, flirty hug. Her soft, plush body collided with mine, and those enormous tits squished firmly against my chest. I could feel the heat of her skin through the thin fabric, the way her heavy breasts yielded and then bounced back as she pressed closer. Her wide hips brushed against my groin, and I swore I felt the faint dampness of her arousal already soaking through those tiny shorts. Her fluffy bunny ears brushed my cheek, soft as velvet, while her little tail stump wiggled rapidly against my hand as I instinctively caught her waist.
 
She smelled incredible — fresh sweat from her morning run mixed with sweet feminine musk and the faint floral scent of her hair. My cock twitched hard in my trousers at the contact.
 
“Harara, right?” I managed, voice a little rougher than I intended. My hands settled on her flared hips, thumbs brushing the bare skin just above her shorts. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m Dickard Brieder, the researcher assigned to—”
 
“I know who you are, silly!” she giggled, pulling back just enough to look up at me with those sparkling peach eyes. Her ears flopped cutely as she tilted her head. “You’re the strong human who’s going to study us rabbiple up close… especially the breeding part.” She bit her lower lip, cheeks flushing a pretty pink. “I volunteered the second I heard a real human was coming. I’ve never had a human cock before… I’m so excited I could barely sleep!”
 
Her words were so direct, so cheerfully lewd, that my cock gave another eager throb. In Lustopia, monster girls were rarely shy about their desires, but Harara’s bouncy honesty hit different.
 
She took my hand without asking, her fingers warm and soft, and began leading me deeper into Jumptopia. As we walked — or rather, as she bounced and I tried to keep up — the other rabbiple called out cheerful greetings.
 
“Hey there, new human! Welcome!”
 
“Harara’s so lucky! Have fun researching!”
 
“Make lots of bouncy babies!”
 
Everywhere we passed, I saw casual, happy public affection. A rabbiple couple was fucking lazily on a grassy bench, the girl bouncing slowly on her partner’s lap while they both waved at us with bright smiles. Another bunny girl was bent over a low fence, getting taken from behind by a grinning male while she munched on a carrot and moaned happily. No one batted an eye. Sex here was as natural as breathing, and the air was thick with the scent of fresh cum and wet pussy.
 
Harara noticed me looking and giggled, squeezing my hand tighter.
 
“See? We’re a very friendly settlement,” she said proudly, ears perking. “No one hides their fun. If you get hard while we’re walking, you can just bend me over and fuck me right here. I wouldn’t mind at all~”
 
My throat tightened at the casual offer. Her thick thighs rubbed together as she walked, and I could see a faint glistening trail of wetness already running down the inside of one powerful leg. The musk of her arousal was getting stronger, mixing deliciously with the grass and sunshine.
 
We finally reached her house — a cute, sunlit cottage with pastel pink walls and a wide backyard dominated by a smooth, oval running track. The grass around it was lush and soft, perfect for… other activities.
 
“Here we are!” Harara announced, bouncing on her toes so her massive tits jiggled hypnotically. “My home sweet home. Every rabbiple house has a track — we need to run every day to stay healthy and… well… extra fertile and ready.” She gave me a wink, one ear flopping playfully. “I already ran three laps this morning thinking about you. Got all sweaty and hot… my pussy’s been tingling nonstop.”
 
She pushed open the door and led me inside. The interior was cozy and bright, filled with soft cushions, low tables, and plenty of open space. The back door opened straight onto the running track.
 
Harara turned to face me, hands on her wide hips, pushing her chest out so her enormous breasts strained even harder against her crop top. A single bead of sweat from her earlier run trickled down between her cleavage.
 
“So, Researcher Dickard…” she purred, voice dropping into something sweeter and hungrier. “The research brief said we start with getting to know each other, right? Talking… observing… maybe a little touching if I’m comfortable?” Her peach eyes sparkled with mischief as she stepped closer, until her soft, heavy breasts were nearly brushing my chest again. “I’m very comfortable. Extremely comfortable. My body’s all yours to study.”
 
She reached up and playfully flicked one of her white bunny ears, then trailed her fingers down her own body, cupping one massive tit and giving it a teasing squeeze so the soft flesh overflowed her hand.
 
“I’m ready whenever you are,” she whispered, leaning in so her warm breath tickled my ear. “You can look… you can touch… you can smell how wet I already am for you. Just tell me what you want first, big strong human. I’m your eager little rabbiple volunteer… and I want to make this research very, very thorough.”
 
The air between us crackled with tension. Her scent — sweet arousal, fresh feminine sweat, and that addictive bunny-girl musk — wrapped around me like a drug. My cock was rock-hard, pressing obviously against my pants, and Harara’s gaze flicked down to it with open hunger, her little tail stump wiggling faster.
 
Friendly conversation had officially shifted into something much more teasing… and deliciously promising.
 
I swallowed, already imagining peeling those tiny shorts off her thick thighs and discovering just how warm and ready this bouncy bunny girl truly was.
 
Research in Jumptopia had begun.




Chapter 2: Naked Inspection – Exploring Every Inch

Harara’s bedroom was bright and airy, sunlight streaming through wide windows that overlooked the backyard running track. The bed was large and low to the ground, covered in soft pastel sheets that looked perfect for bouncing. A gentle breeze carried in the scent of fresh grass and distant rabbit-girl laughter, but inside the room the air already felt thicker, warmer, charged with anticipation.
 
She closed the door behind us with a soft click and turned to face me, her peach-colored eyes sparkling with pure, unfiltered excitement. Her white bunny ears stood tall and perked, twitching every few seconds as if they could sense my growing arousal.
 
“Alright, Researcher Dickard,” she said, voice bubbly yet husky with need. “Official physical examination time, right? I read the whole research protocol last night… twice.” She bit her lower lip, cheeks flushing a pretty rose color. “I’m supposed to strip completely naked so you can inspect every inch of me. No hiding anything. That’s what the breeding study needs, yes?”
 
I nodded, trying to keep my voice professional even as my cock throbbed painfully in my trousers. “That’s correct, Harara. Full visual and tactile inspection. I need accurate measurements and observations of your body’s readiness for human-rabbiple hybridization.”
 
Her smile widened into something downright predatory in its cheerfulness. “Good. Because I’m already so ready.”
 
Without another word, Harara reached down and peeled off her thin white crop top in one smooth motion. Her massive breasts bounced free with a heavy, hypnotic jiggle that made my mouth go dry. They were even more glorious than I’d imagined — huge, full, teardrop-shaped orbs capped with puffy, perky pink nipples that were already stiff and begging for attention. The weight of them made them sway and settle naturally, soft yet firm, with that perfect natural bounce only the healthiest, most athletic monster girls possessed. A light sheen of sweat from her earlier run still glistened in the valley between them.
 
She shimmied out of her tiny denim shorts next, wiggling her wide hips from side to side until the fabric slid down her thick, powerful thighs and pooled at her ankles. She kicked them away with one energetic hop, her little white tail stump wiggling cutely above the most perfect ass I had ever seen.
 
Harara stood completely naked before me now, pink hair cascading down her shoulders and back like silk. Her body was a masterpiece of breeding perfection: heavy, bouncy breasts, a soft yet toned stomach that showed just the faintest outline of athletic muscle beneath silky skin, dramatically wide breeding hips, and those thick, juicy thighs that looked strong enough to lock around a man and never let go. Her skin was smooth and peach-toned, flawless, with a healthy glow. Between her legs, her pussy was already visibly aroused — puffy outer lips slightly parted, glistening with a generous coating of clear, sweet-smelling nectar. Her clit peeked out, swollen and eager. Above the glorious swell of her ass cheeks sat that adorable little fluffy tail stump, twitching with every excited breath she took.
 
Her bunny ears flopped cutely as she placed her hands on her hips and pushed her chest out, presenting herself proudly.
 
“Like what you see, big human?” she asked, voice dripping with playful lust. “Rabbiple girls are built for running… and for taking lots of cock and cum. Go ahead. Touch me anywhere. Measure me. Smell me. I want you to know exactly how my body works.”
 
I stepped closer, the scent of her arousal hitting me like a drug — rich, feminine, slightly sweet, with that unmistakable warm musk that made my balls tighten. My hands rose to her heavy breasts first. Gods, they were incredible. I cupped them from underneath, lifting and weighing their substantial mass. Each one overflowed my palms, soft and warm, the skin silky smooth. I squeezed gently, then firmer, watching the plush flesh bulge between my fingers. Harara let out a happy little moan, her ears twitching rapidly.
 
“Mmm… that feels nice,” she breathed. “Squeeze harder if you want. They’re really sensitive.”
 
I did, kneading the heavy globes, rolling her stiff pink nipples between my thumbs and forefingers until they grew even harder. A soft whimper escaped her lips as I tugged lightly. Her nipples were puffy and delicious-looking, the areolas a pretty shade of pink that matched her hair. I could already imagine how they would taste, how they would leak sweet milk once she was pregnant.
 
Lowering my hands, I traced the curve of her soft yet toned stomach, feeling the warmth of her skin and the faint quiver of muscle beneath. Her wide hips were next — I gripped them firmly, thumbs pressing into the fertile flare, marveling at how perfectly built she was for breeding. My fingers dug into the soft give of her hips before sliding back to cup the underside of her glorious ass.
 
“Turn around and bend over for me, Harara,” I instructed, voice growing thicker.
 
She obeyed instantly, eagerly. The athletic bunny girl spun on her heels and bent forward at the waist, planting her hands on the edge of the bed. Her back arched beautifully, pushing that perfect plump ass out toward me. Her thick thighs parted slightly, and her little tail stump wiggled above the cleft of her cheeks. The position spread her ass and exposed everything — her glistening, puffy pussy and the tight pink ring of her anus nestled between those glorious globes.
 
The scent of her aroused cunt filled the room instantly, thick and heady. It was sweet and musky, warm and inviting, making my cock leak pre-cum into my underwear.
 
I dropped to one knee behind her for a closer look. Her pussy lips were swollen and slick, coated in a generous layer of creamy arousal that dripped slowly down her inner thighs. The inner folds were a pretty pink, visibly pulsing with need. Her clit was engorged, peeking out from its hood like a little pearl begging to be touched.
 
“Such a beautiful, eager pussy,” I murmured, running my fingers lightly along her outer lips. Harara shivered and pushed back against my hand with a happy moan.
 
“It gets so wet when I’m excited,” she confessed breathlessly, ears flopping. “Rabbiple girls love being inspected… it makes us horny as fuck. Look how drippy I am already, just from you looking at me.”
 
I spread her puffy lips with two fingers, exposing the tight, glistening entrance to her cunt. Heat radiated from it. I pressed one finger against her opening and slowly pushed inside. Fuck — she was incredibly tight. Velvety walls clenched around my digit with delicious resistance, hot and silky smooth, already fluttering greedily. A thick coat of her nectar coated my finger as I slid deeper, curling slightly to feel the textured ridges inside her.
 
Harara moaned loudly, her thick thighs trembling. “Ahh~ Yes… push deeper. Feel how warm and tight my pussy is for you…”
 
I added a second finger, stretching her gently. The resistance was exquisite — her cunt gripped me like a vice, sucking wetly as I pumped slowly in and out. More of her sweet juices leaked out around my fingers, dripping onto the floor. The obscene squelching sounds filled the room, mixing with her happy, breathy whimpers.
 
After thoroughly exploring her pussy, I moved higher. Her anus was a perfect, tight little pink ring, winking slightly as her body tensed with anticipation. It looked impossibly small and untouched.
 
I circled the tight pucker with a slick finger, coating it in her own pussy juices, then pressed gently against the center. Harara gasped cutely, but pushed back eagerly.
 
“It’s even tighter back there,” she panted, wiggling her ass. “Go on… inspect my little bunny hole too. I love having it played with.”
 
I pushed the tip of my finger inside. The heat was intense, and the squeeze was mind-blowing — her anal ring clenched greedily around my invading digit, hot velvet muscle gripping with surprising strength. Inch by inch I worked my finger deeper, feeling the incredibly tight passage massage me. Harara moaned louder, her bunny ears flattening against her head in pleasure as she wiggled happily, pushing her ass back onto my hand.
 
“Fuuuck… it feels so good when you finger my ass during inspection,” she groaned, voice thick with lust. “Rabbiple girls get so wet from this. My pussy’s dripping even more now… can you smell how much I love it?”
 
The scent of her aroused cunt was overwhelming now — rich, sweet, and heady, filling every breath I took. Her juices coated my hand, dripping down my wrist. I pumped my finger slowly in her tight asshole while my other hand returned to spread her pussy lips again, admiring how both holes fluttered and clenched with need.
 
Harara’s thick thighs shook, her massive breasts hanging and swaying beneath her as she stayed bent over, presenting herself completely. Her little tail stump wiggled nonstop above my face.
 
“Mmm… keep going, Dickard,” she begged sweetly, voice dripping with eager submission. “Touch me everywhere. Squeeze my ass, spread me wider, finger both my holes at the same time if you want. I’m your volunteer… my body is here for your research. And I’m getting so fucking wet just from you inspecting me like this…”
 
I continued my slow, thorough exploration — squeezing the soft, heavy cheeks of her perfect ass, spreading them wide to watch both her glistening pussy and tight pink anus wink and clench under my gaze. Every moan she made, every happy wiggle of her hips, every twitch of her bunny ears told me how much this bouncy, athletic rabbiple girl loved being examined so intimately.
 
The official naked inspection had only just begun, but Harara’s body was already proving to be an absolute delight for research — warm, tight, dripping, and deliciously responsive in every way.




Chapter 3: Makeout, Fingering, and First Tastes

Harara straightened up from her bent-over position, her thick thighs still trembling slightly from the thorough inspection. Her peach-colored eyes were half-lidded with lust, cheeks flushed a deep rosy pink, and her white bunny ears twitched erratically as she turned to face me. A shiny trail of her arousal glistened on the inside of her powerful legs, and the heavy scent of her dripping cunt still hung thick in the sunlit bedroom.
 
She didn’t say a word at first. Instead, the bouncy rabbiple girl stepped right into my space, her massive breasts pressing firmly against my chest as she rose onto her tiptoes. Her soft, full lips crashed against mine in a sudden, hungry kiss that instantly turned sloppy and passionate.
 
Harara kissed like she ran — with boundless energy and no restraint. Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue eagerly pushing past my lips to dance with mine in a messy, saliva-filled tangle. She moaned into the kiss, the sound vibrating sweetly against my tongue as her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me deeper. Her pink hair tickled my face while those adorable white bunny ears brushed softly against my forehead and cheeks with every eager tilt of her head. The velvety fur felt incredibly intimate, adding a strange, delicate sensation to the raw lust of the moment.
 
I groaned and kissed her back just as fiercely, one hand gripping the soft flesh of her wide hip while the other slid down to cup one heavy, bouncy breast. Her nipple was rock-hard against my palm as I squeezed the plush globe, feeling its weight and warmth. Harara whimpered happily into my mouth, her tongue swirling faster, sucking on mine with greedy little pulls that made my cock throb painfully in my pants.
 
“Mmmph~” she moaned, breaking the kiss just enough to gasp for air before diving back in. Her lips were soft and pillowy, slick with our mixed saliva, and she tasted faintly sweet — like fresh berries and pure feminine desire. The kiss grew wetter, sloppier, strings of saliva connecting our mouths whenever we briefly parted. She sucked on my lower lip, then pushed her tongue deep again, licking and exploring every inch of my mouth as if she wanted to devour me.
 
While our mouths devoured each other, my free hand slid between her thick thighs. Harara immediately parted her legs wider, giving me full access without breaking the kiss. My fingers found her dripping pussy instantly — the puffy lips were soaked, hot, and swollen from the earlier inspection. I ran two fingers along her slick folds, coating them in her creamy nectar, before pressing them firmly against her tight entrance.
 
She broke the kiss with a loud, breathy moan as I pushed both fingers deep into her cunt in one smooth thrust.
 
“Ahhhn~! Yes… finger me, Dickard!” Harara gasped, her bunny ears flattening against her head in pleasure. Her inner walls were scorching hot and velvet-tight, clenching rhythmically around my invading digits as I curled them upward toward her sensitive front wall. She was so wet that obscene squelching sounds filled the room with every pump of my fingers.
 
I didn’t stop there. My thumb found her swollen clit and rubbed firm circles over it while my other hand — still slick from her juices — moved behind her. I spread one plump ass cheek and pressed a slick finger against her tiny pink anus. Harara shivered violently and pushed her ass back against my hand, eager and needy.
 
“Both holes… please…” she whimpered against my lips before kissing me again, even sloppier this time.
 
I obliged. One finger pushed past the tight resistance of her asshole, sliding into the impossibly hot, gripping channel. Her anal ring clenched greedily around the digit, massaging it with powerful little pulses as I began to finger both her dripping pussy and tight ass at the same time. The dual penetration made Harara’s athletic body tremble hard. She started bouncing lightly on my hands — her powerful thighs flexing as she rode my fingers with enthusiastic little hops, just like she would ride a cock.
 
“Fuuuck~! So good… your fingers feel so much better than mine!” she moaned loudly between sloppy kisses. Her tongue danced wildly with mine, saliva dripping down our chins as she ground her hips in messy circles. Every hard thrust of my fingers made her squirt a little — warm, clear fluid spraying against my palm and wrist as her pussy fluttered and clenched. The scent of her arousal grew even stronger, thick and sweet, filling the entire bedroom.
 
Harara’s massive breasts bounced heavily against my chest with every eager bounce on my hand. Her stiff nipples dragged across my shirt, leaving faint wet spots from the light sweat on her skin. She was incredibly responsive, her entire body shaking with building pleasure as I curled my fingers deeper, stroking that spongy spot inside her cunt while my other finger pumped steadily in and out of her greedy little asshole.
 
“Don’t stop… please don’t stop!” she begged, voice breaking into high, needy whimpers. Her bunny ears twitched wildly, brushing my face as she nuzzled closer, kissing me with desperate hunger. “Rabbiple are horny as fuck… I’ve been touching myself thinking about the human researcher all week! Every night I’d run my laps, get all sweaty and hot, then finger my pussy and ass imagining it was your cock… your fingers… your tongue…”
 
Her confession made my cock leak pre-cum heavily. I thrust my fingers harder, faster, scissoring them inside her tight pussy while my other digit drilled her clenching anus. Harara’s moans turned into loud, shameless cries as she bounced more aggressively on my hands, her thick thighs quivering, her perfect plump ass rippling with every movement.
 
“Yes—right there! Curl them deeper—ahhn~!” She ground her swollen clit hard against my palm, smearing her creamy juices all over my hand. Another small squirt erupted around my fingers, warm and slippery, dripping down my wrist and onto the floor. Her athletic body was trembling uncontrollably now, muscles flexing under her soft skin as she chased her pleasure with pure rabbiple enthusiasm.
 
I kept kissing her through it all — sloppy, passionate, saliva-swapping kisses that left both of us breathless. Her soft lips felt perfect against mine, her eager tongue licking and sucking as if she couldn’t get enough of my taste. Every moan she made vibrated into my mouth, sweet and desperate.
 
Harara pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, her peach gaze glassy with lust, lips swollen and shiny with spit.
 
“I’m so close already… your fingers in both my holes feel so fucking good,” she panted, still bouncing lightly on my hand. Her voice was breathy and adorable, even as she spoke such filthy words. “Rabbiple girls get so wet and squirty when we’re this horny… keep fingering me, Dickard. Make me cum on your hand. I want you to feel how tight I squeeze when I—ahh~!”
 
I didn’t need any more encouragement. I pumped both holes faster, curling my fingers relentlessly against her most sensitive spots while my palm ground firmly against her clit. Harara’s body tensed, her thick thighs clamping around my wrist as she rode my fingers with wild little bounces. Her massive tits jiggled heavily between us, nipples diamond-hard.
 
Her bunny ears suddenly shot straight up, then flattened as her orgasm hit her hard.
 
“Nngh—cumming—!” she cried out, mouth open in a perfect ‘O’ of pleasure.
 
Her pussy spasmed violently around my fingers, gushing a warm flood of sweet squirt that sprayed against my palm and soaked my hand completely. At the same time, her tight asshole clenched rhythmically, milking my invading digit with powerful squeezes. Harara’s athletic body shook and trembled, hips jerking erratically as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. She kept grinding her clit desperately against my palm, drawing out every last drop of her orgasm while moaning loudly into another sloppy kiss.
 
Even after the peak began to fade, she didn’t stop moving — little aftershocks making her bounce softly on my fingers, her dripping cunt and clenching ass still fluttering around me.
 
Harara rested her forehead against mine, panting hotly, her bunny ears twitching weakly as she caught her breath. A blissful, satisfied smile spread across her beautiful face, lips still shiny with our mixed saliva.
 
“Mmm… that was just the first taste,” she whispered, voice husky and eager. “Rabbiple girls don’t cum just once… we get hornier after every orgasm. My pussy and ass are still twitching for more…”
 
She kissed me again — slower this time, but no less passionate — her soft tongue gently licking along my lips as if savoring the moment. Her thick, juicy body remained pressed close, massive breasts squishing against me, her dripping wetness still coating my fingers buried deep in both her eager holes.
 
The makeout and fingering had only just begun to unleash the true insatiable nature of this bouncy bunny girl, and I could already tell the research was going to be far more delicious than any report could ever capture.




Chapter 4: Oral Worship – Pussy Eating, Ass Licking, Facesitting, 69, and Golden Nectar

Harara was still panting softly from her orgasm, her thick thighs glistening with her own squirt, when I gently pushed her backward onto the large, soft bed. She fell with a happy little bounce, her massive breasts jiggling heavily as she landed on her back. Her pink hair fanned out across the pastel sheets like silk, and her white bunny ears flopped cutely to the sides. Those peach-colored eyes looked up at me with pure, hungry adoration, her full lips parted in anticipation.
 
“Lay back and spread your legs for me,” I told her, my voice rough with need.
 
She obeyed instantly, eagerly. Harara hooked her hands behind her thick, powerful thighs and pulled them wide apart, folding herself open like an offering. Her glistening, puffy pussy lips parted naturally, revealing the slick pink inner folds still twitching from her recent climax. A fresh bead of creamy nectar slowly dripped from her tight entrance down toward her perfect little anus. Her adorable tail stump wiggled above it all, and her swollen clit peeked out, begging for attention.
 
I climbed between her legs, the scent of her aroused cunt hitting me full force — fresh, slightly sweet, with that warm, addictive bunny-girl musk that made my mouth water. I lowered my face and dragged my tongue slowly from the bottom of her soaked slit all the way up to her clit in one long, savoring lick.
 
Harara’s entire body arched off the bed with a loud, delighted squeal.
 
“Ohhh fuuuck~! Yes, eat my pussy, Dickard!” she moaned, her voice high and breathy.
 
She tasted incredible. Her juices were fresh and sweet, like warm honey mixed with ripe berries and pure feminine arousal — addictive from the very first lick. I dove in deeper, flattening my tongue against her puffy lips and lapping up every drop of her nectar. I sucked her swollen clit between my lips, flicking it rapidly with the tip of my tongue while two fingers slid back into her tight, clenching asshole. Her anal ring gripped me greedily as I pumped slowly, curling my digits deep inside her hot passage.
 
Harara’s athletic hips bucked wildly against my face. She ground her soaked cunt against my mouth, smearing her sweet juices all over my lips, chin, and nose. Her massive breasts heaved with every gasping breath, nipples stiff and flushed. Her bunny ears twitched and flopped as she moaned shamelessly, the sounds filling the sunlit bedroom.
 
“Mmmph—your tongue feels so good! Suck my clit harder—ahhn~!” she begged, her thick thighs trembling around my head.
 
I obliged, sucking her swollen pearl with rhythmic pressure while my fingers thrust deeper into her tight ass. More of her delicious nectar flooded my mouth as I licked and slurped noisily, the obscene wet sounds mixing with her happy cries. She was so responsive, every flick of my tongue making her hips jerk and another gush of sweet juice coat my tongue.
 
After thoroughly devouring her pussy, I moved lower. I gripped her plump, perfect ass cheeks and spread them wide, exposing her tight little pink anus. The ring was still slightly relaxed from my earlier fingering, winking invitingly and glistening with her own juices. I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly over the sensitive pucker.
 
Harara squealed loudly, her bunny ears shooting straight up.
 
“Eeeek—! My ass! You’re licking my ass—oh gods, yes!”
 
I pushed my tongue harder against the tight ring, circling it before pointing the tip and pressing inside. Her asshole was scorching hot and incredibly tight, the velvety walls clenching around my invading tongue as I rimmed her deeply. The taste was musky and intimate, slightly salty-sweet from her earlier arousal, and utterly delicious. I fucked her little bunny hole with my tongue, thrusting in and out while my nose pressed firmly against her dripping pussy, breathing in her rich scent.
 
Harara humped my face frantically, her powerful thighs flexing as she ground her soaked cunt and asshole all over my mouth and nose. Her little tail stump wiggled wildly against my forehead. She was lost in pleasure, moaning and squealing with every push of my tongue into her ass.
 
“So dirty… but it feels so fucking good! Deeper—push your tongue deeper into my bunny ass!” she cried, voice breaking with lust.
 
After several minutes of enthusiastic rimming that left her asshole shiny and twitching, Harara suddenly sat up with surprising strength. Her eyes were glassy with need as she pushed me onto my back on the bed.
 
“My turn,” she purred, her voice dripping with playful hunger. “I want to facesit you while I suck that big human cock.”
 
She climbed over me, turning around so her perfect plump ass hovered above my face. Then she lowered herself — hard. Harara planted her soaked cunt and tight asshole directly onto my mouth and nose, smothering me in her wet heat. The weight of her athletic body pressed down as she ground her hips in slow, deliberate circles, smearing her sweet pussy juices and the musky taste of her ass all over my face.
 
I groaned into her folds and immediately started licking again — long, hungry strokes through her dripping slit and up to her clenching anus. Harara moaned loudly and leaned forward, her massive breasts squishing against my stomach as she freed my throbbing cock from my pants.
 
The moment my hard shaft sprang out, she wrapped her soft lips around the head and took me deep in one eager motion.
 
“Mmmpph~!” she moaned around my cock, the vibration shooting straight to my balls.
 
Harara’s blowjob was passionate and lustful — sloppy, wet, and greedy. She deepthroated me with surprising skill, her throat squeezing around the head of my cock as she bobbed her head rapidly. Vacuum pressure sucked hard on every upward stroke, her tongue swirling and licking along the underside while saliva drooled messily down my shaft and over my balls. She moaned continuously around my dick, the sounds muffled and obscene as she sucked with enthusiastic hunger.
 
At the same time, she rode my face harder, grinding her soaked cunt and tight little asshole back and forth across my mouth and nose. I licked and sucked wherever I could — flicking her clit, plunging my tongue into her pussy, then moving up to rim her anus again. Her thick thighs squeezed the sides of my head, the powerful muscles flexing as she humped my face with bouncy, athletic energy.
 
We shifted naturally into a sweaty, passionate 69. Harara spun fully around, her thick thighs now framing my head like a vice as she lowered her dripping pussy back onto my mouth. Her perfect ass hovered just above my nose while she continued devouring my cock with sloppy, deepthroating sucks. I gripped her wide hips and pulled her down harder, burying my tongue deep inside her cunt while my nose pressed against her twitching anus. She humped my tongue frantically, her athletic body moving in powerful, bouncing motions that made her massive tits sway and slap against my stomach.
 
The room filled with wet, lewd sounds — the squelch of her pussy against my mouth, the obscene slurping of her blowjob, her muffled moans vibrating around my shaft, and the heavy breathing of two bodies lost in mutual pleasure.
 
In the intense heat of the 69, Harara’s movements grew more urgent. Her thighs squeezed my head tighter, her hips grinding faster as another orgasm built inside her. Suddenly, she let out a high, trembling cry around my cock.
 
“I’m gonna… I can’t hold it—ahhn~!”
 
A hot, powerful stream of piss erupted directly from her pussy into my open mouth.
 
It was surprisingly delicious — sweet, warm, slightly tangy golden nectar that tasted far better than I ever could have imagined. It flooded my mouth in a steady, forceful jet, filling me with her intimate essence as she continued sucking my cock with renewed fervor. I drank eagerly, swallowing every drop of her hot piss while still licking her clit and plunging my tongue into her spasming cunt.
 
Harara came hard on my face at the same time.
 
Her body shook violently, thick thighs clamping down around my head like a vice as her pussy gushed fresh squirt mixed with the last spurts of her piss. She moaned loudly around my cock, the vibrations pushing me dangerously close to the edge while her asshole twitched and clenched inches from my nose. Wave after wave of orgasm crashed through her athletic bunny body as she ground her soaked folds desperately against my tongue, smearing her juices, squirt, and golden nectar all over my face.
 
Even as she came, she kept sucking me with sloppy, passionate intensity — deepthroating, slurping, and moaning — refusing to let up until the last tremors of her climax faded.
 
Harara finally lifted her hips just enough to let me breathe, strings of her juices and saliva connecting her dripping pussy to my drenched face. She looked back over her shoulder at me, eyes sparkling with bliss and lingering lust, her bunny ears twitching happily.
 
“Mmm… my golden nectar tastes good, doesn’t it?” she whispered breathlessly, a playful, filthy smile on her swollen lips. “Rabbiple piss is sweet when we’re this horny… and I have so much more for you later.”
 
She gave my cock one last long, slow lick from base to tip, collecting the mixture of her saliva and my pre-cum, before lowering her soaked cunt back toward my mouth, clearly ready for more oral worship.
 
The taste of her sweet pussy, tight ass, and delicious warm piss still lingered on my tongue — an addictive combination that made me hungry for everything this bouncy bunny girl had to offer.




Chapter 5: First Vaginal Breeding – Insatiable Rabbiple Passion

Harara lifted her dripping, flushed face from my cock, strings of thick saliva still connecting her swollen lips to my throbbing shaft. Her peach-colored eyes burned with raw, animalistic hunger as she stared down at me, chest heaving, massive breasts rising and falling with every heavy breath. Her white bunny ears stood straight up, twitching violently with unrestrained need, while her little tail stump wiggled so fast it was almost a blur.
 
“I need your cock inside me. Now,” she growled, her usually sweet voice thick and rough with lust. “No more teasing. Breed me, Dickard. Put that big human dick in my rabbiple pussy and fill my womb.”
 
She didn’t wait for an answer.
 
Harara climbed over me like a predator, her thick, powerful thighs straddling my hips. Her soaked pussy hovered just above my glistening cock, dripping hot strings of her nectar and leftover piss onto my shaft. She reached down, gripped my throbbing length with her soft hand, and rubbed the swollen head up and down her puffy, dripping slit, coating me in her slick warmth.
 
Then she sank down.
 
The moment the head of my cock breached her entrance, her incredibly tight, scorching-hot pussy engulfed me. I groaned loudly as inch after inch disappeared into her velvet vise. Harara’s cunt was blazing hot — like molten silk wrapped around my shaft — and so fucking tight that every ridge and vein of my cock was squeezed and massaged relentlessly. Her inner walls rippled and fluttered greedily, sucking me deeper as if her body itself was trying to pull my cum straight from my balls.
 
“Fuuuuck—!” Harara cried out, head thrown back, bunny ears flopping wildly. “So thick… so deep! Your human cock is stretching my little bunny pussy so good!”
 
She bottomed out with a wet slap, her thick, plump ass settling heavily against my thighs. Her wide breeding hips rolled once, experimentally, and the sensation nearly made me cum on the spot. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around me — powerful, milking squeezes that felt deliberate and hungry, like her cunt was alive and starving for seed.
 
Then the real riding began.
 
Harara turned into a wild animal.
 
She planted her hands on my chest for leverage and started bouncing — hard, powerful, bestial bounces that made her athletic body shine with fresh sweat. Her massive tits bounced violently up and down, heavy globes slapping together with loud, fleshy sounds. Her thick, juicy ass slammed down onto my thighs again and again, the impact rippling through her perfect cheeks in hypnotic waves. Every downward thrust drove my cock balls-deep into her scorching cunt, the head kissing her cervix with wet, forceful smacks.
 
“Fuck—fuck—fuck—!” she chanted, voice breaking into high, desperate moans. “Harder! Deeper! Breed my rabbiple womb!”
 
I gripped her wide hips, fingers digging into the soft, fertile flesh as I thrust up to meet her. The wet, obscene squelching of her drenched pussy filled the room, mixing with the rhythmic slap of skin on skin and her shameless bunny-girl cries. Her cunt milked me with every bounce — tight, velvet contractions that rippled from base to tip, sucking and squeezing like a living sleeve designed to drain males dry.
 
She was far hornier than I had ever imagined. This was true rabbiple passion — insatiable, breeding-obsessed, almost feral.
 
Harara leaned forward, her massive breasts smothering my face as she rode me faster. Her stiff pink nipples dragged across my lips and I latched onto one, sucking hard while she continued slamming her hips down. Her athletic thighs flexed powerfully, driving her cunt onto my cock with bestial force. Sweat flew from her bouncing body, dripping onto my chest as her pink hair whipped around us.
 
“Ahhn—! I’m cumming already—!” she screamed.
 
Her pussy suddenly clamped down like a fist. Harara’s entire athletic body convulsed as the first orgasm ripped through her. Her cunt spasmed violently around my cock, rhythmic pulses milking me with greedy, sucking waves. Warm squirt gushed out around my shaft, soaking my balls and thighs as she kept bouncing through her climax, refusing to slow down even for a second.
 
“Don’t stop—keep breeding me!” she demanded, voice hoarse and wild. “Rabbiple girls need cum! We’re made for it! Fill my womb—pump me full!”
 
I underestimated just how breeding-obsessed these bunny girls truly were.
 
Harara rode me like her life depended on it. She shifted angles, grinding her clit against my pubic bone on every downstroke while her inner walls continued those relentless milking squeezes. Her thick ass slapped loudly against me, the fleshy impacts echoing through the bedroom. Her massive tits bounced wildly in my face, soft and heavy, nipples brushing my tongue as I tried to keep up with her frantic pace.
 
She came again. Then again.
 
Each orgasm made her tighter, wetter, hotter. Her pussy fluttered and clenched in powerful waves, sucking my cock deeper, trying to coax every drop of seed from my balls. Her moans turned into bestial cries — loud, shameless, almost growling as she chased another peak.
 
“Yes—yes—yes! Breed me like a proper rabbiple slut! I want your human cum flooding my womb!” she snarled, ears pinned back, eyes glassy with pure lust. Her tail stump wiggled frantically as she slammed down harder, her athletic body glistening with sweat, thick thighs quivering from the effort.
 
The pleasure was pure heaven. Her cunt was a perfect, scorching, velvet trap — tight enough to squeeze the life out of me, hot enough to melt my mind, and hungry enough to never let go. Every rhythmic pulse of her inner walls sent sparks of ecstasy shooting up my spine. I could feel my balls tightening, the pressure building dangerously fast as her insatiable pussy worked me over.
 
Harara sensed it. She leaned down, pressing her soft, sweaty tits fully against my chest, and growled right into my ear, her hot breath tickling my skin.
 
“Cum for me, Dickard. Fill me. Pump your thick human seed deep into my rabbiple womb. I need it— I’m so fucking hungry for your cum!”
 
Her words, combined with the relentless milking of her velvet cunt, pushed me over the edge.
 
I gripped her wide hips hard enough to leave marks and thrust up violently as my orgasm exploded. Thick, heavy ropes of cum erupted from my cock, blasting straight against her cervix. Harara screamed in ecstasy as she felt the first powerful spurt flood her womb. Her pussy clamped down even tighter, pulsing and sucking greedily, drawing out every last drop as if determined to drain me completely dry.
 
“Yes—give it all to me! Breed me—fill my bunny womb!” she cried, still bouncing through my climax, her own orgasm triggering again from the sensation of being pumped full.
 
Her cunt continued to milk me with rhythmic, velvet squeezes, pulsing around my spurting cock like a living heartbeat. Wave after wave of my cum flooded her depths, the excess mixing with her squirt and leaking out around my shaft in creamy white rings. Harara kept riding me slowly now, grinding her hips in deep circles to work every drop deeper inside her, her athletic body trembling with aftershocks.
 
Even after my orgasm began to fade, her pussy continued those soft, hungry contractions — gentle milking motions that kept my cock twitching inside her, refusing to let even a single drop escape.
 
Harara collapsed forward onto my chest, her massive breasts squishing warmly against me, her pink hair sticking to her sweaty skin. Her bunny ears twitched lazily as she nuzzled my neck, panting hotly.
 
“Mmm… so much cum,” she whispered, voice satisfied yet still dripping with lingering hunger. “But rabbiple girls are never satisfied with just one load… my pussy is still twitching for more. You underestimated us, didn’t you, Researcher?”
 
She gave a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, her tight, cum-filled cunt squeezing my still-hard cock with another velvet pulse.
 
Pure heaven.
 
And I already knew this was only the beginning of her insatiable rabbiple passion.




Chapter 6: Anal Delight – The Perfect Squeeze

Harara lay sprawled across my chest for a long minute, her massive breasts squished warmly against me, her sweat-slick skin sticking to mine as we both caught our breath. Her cum-filled pussy still fluttered softly around my softening cock, milking out the last weak spurts of my load. Her pink hair was messy, her white bunny ears twitching lazily, and her little tail stump gave occasional happy wiggles against my thigh.
 
But the rest didn’t last long.
 
She lifted her head, peach-colored eyes already burning with fresh hunger. A wicked, needy smile spread across her flushed face as she clenched her pussy once more around me, drawing a groan from my throat.
 
“Mmm… that was so good,” she purred, voice husky and dripping with lust. “Your cum feels so warm and thick inside my womb… but I need more, Dickard. Rabbiple girls don’t stop after one hole.”
 
She sat up slowly, my cock slipping out of her dripping cunt with a wet pop. A thick glob of my cum leaked from her puffy pussy lips and dripped down onto my shaft. Harara reached back, spread one plump ass cheek, and showed me her still-twitching pink anus.
 
“I want you in my ass now,” she begged shamelessly, ears perking straight up. “Please… breed my tight bunny hole too. I’ve been fantasizing about a human cock stretching my asshole ever since I volunteered. It’s so much tighter back there… I need you to ruin it.”
 
Her words sent a fresh surge of blood straight to my cock, making it twitch and harden again beneath her. Harara noticed immediately and giggled, a low, filthy sound.
 
“See? Your dick wants it too.”
 
She climbed off me and got on all fours, presenting her perfect ass like an offering. Those glorious, plump cheeks spread naturally as she arched her back, her little white tail stump wiggling excitedly above the tight pink ring of her anus. Her athletic thighs were still trembling from the intense vaginal ride, but she pushed her ass higher, shaking it invitingly so the soft flesh jiggled.
 
I moved behind her, gripping her wide hips. My cock, still slick with our mixed juices, pressed against her tiny, winking asshole. The contrast was obscene — my thick shaft looked far too big for such a small, delicate hole.
 
“Be gentle at first…” Harara whispered, then immediately contradicted herself with a bestial moan. “No—actually don’t. I want to feel every inch stretching me open.”
 
I pushed.
 
The head of my cock met fierce resistance. Her anal ring was impossibly tight, a scorching-hot vice that clenched and fluttered against the intrusion. I applied steady pressure, watching the pink pucker slowly stretch around my girth. Harara let out a long, shuddering groan, her bunny ears flattening against her head as the first thick inch popped inside.
 
“Fuuuuck—! So big… it’s splitting my ass!” she cried, voice cracking with pleasure-pain.
 
The heat inside her asshole was intense — tighter and hotter than her pussy had been. The velvety walls gripped me like a living fist, rippling and squeezing with every shallow breath she took. I groaned deeply, fighting the urge to cum instantly from the overwhelming pressure. Inch by slow inch I sank deeper, her ring stretching obscenely around my shaft until my hips finally pressed against her plump ass cheeks.
 
I was buried to the hilt in Harara’s perfect bunny ass.
 
She was trembling, thick thighs quivering, massive breasts hanging and swaying beneath her. A thin sheen of fresh sweat coated her athletic body.
 
“Oh gods… I can feel you so deep in my guts,” she moaned, pushing back against me experimentally. “Move… please move. Fuck my ass.”
 
I didn’t need to be told twice.
 
I pulled back slowly, savoring the way her tight ring clung to every vein of my cock, then slammed forward hard. The impact made her plump ass ripple beautifully, a wave of soft flesh traveling across her cheeks. Harara screamed in delight, pushing back to meet my thrust with surprising strength.
 
“Yes—! Harder! Pound my bunny ass!”
 
Her athleticism truly shone now. Harara began to move with me — not just taking my cock, but actively fucking herself on it. She twerked her perfect ass with perfect control, bouncing and rolling her hips in fluid, powerful motions that made her plump cheeks clap and jiggle hypnotically. Her tight anal ring squeezed me like a vice with every bounce, milking my cock with rhythmic, greedy contractions that were far more intense than anything her pussy had done.
 
I gripped her wide hips harder and started pounding her roughly. The bedroom filled with the lewd, bestial sounds of rough anal sex — the loud slap of my hips against her fat ass, the wet squelch of her stretched hole, and Harara’s shameless, slutty moans.
 
“Fuck—fuck—your cock is so deep in my ass!” she cried, voice hoarse and wild. “Breed it! Fill my bunny bowels with your hot cum! I want to feel it shooting inside me!”
 
She pushed back harder, meeting every brutal thrust with equal force. Her athletic body rocked forward with each impact, massive tits swinging wildly beneath her. Sweat flew from her skin as she twerked and bounced on my dick like a bitch in heat, her little tail stump wiggling frantically above the sight of my cock disappearing into her stretched pink ring.
 
I’d never felt anything grip my cock so intensely. Her asshole was a scorching, velvet vice — tighter than any pussy, hotter than sin, and squeezing with powerful, rippling pulses that threatened to milk me dry in seconds. Every time I bottomed out, her ring clenched down hard, refusing to let me pull back easily.
 
Harara’s moans turned into bestial cries.
 
“Harder—ruin my ass! I’m your rabbiple anal slut—use me!” she snarled, slamming her plump ass back onto my cock with bestial force. The ripples across her cheeks were mesmerizing, soft flesh bouncing and jiggling with every violent collision.
 
I leaned over her, one hand reaching underneath to grab a heavy, swinging breast while the other gripped her pink hair. I pulled her head back slightly as I pounded her asshole even harder, the wet slapping sounds growing louder and more obscene. Harara’s tight ring fluttered and squeezed around me in rhythmic waves, the pressure almost unbearable in the best possible way.
 
She came from the anal alone.
 
Her entire body tensed, bunny ears shooting straight up as a powerful orgasm tore through her. Her asshole clamped down like a steel trap, pulsing and milking my cock with violent contractions while her pussy gushed fresh squirt onto the sheets beneath us. She screamed loud and long, pushing her ass back desperately to keep me buried deep as she rode out the climax.
 
“Don’t stop—keep fucking my ass while I cum!” she begged, voice breaking.
 
I didn’t. I kept pounding her perfect bunny ass through her orgasm, the intense squeezing of her ring pushing me rapidly toward my own peak. The heat, the pressure, the way her plump cheeks rippled and slapped against me — it was mind-blowing.
 
Harara felt me swelling inside her and moaned like a whore in heat.
 
“Cum in my ass—please! Breed my bunny hole! Flood my guts with your thick human cum!”
 
The desperate, filthy plea sent me over the edge.
 
I slammed into her one final time, burying myself as deep as possible in her impossibly tight asshole. My cock erupted, pumping thick, heavy ropes of cum straight into her bowels. Harara cried out in ecstasy as she felt the first powerful spurt paint her insides. Her anal ring squeezed and milked me relentlessly, drawing out every last drop as I flooded her with load after load of hot seed.
 
Wave after wave of cum flooded her ass, filling her until I could feel the excess starting to leak out around my buried shaft. Harara kept twerking slowly through it, her plump ass rippling beautifully as she worked my cock with her clenching hole, milking every drop deep into her guts.
 
When the last spurts finally faded, she collapsed forward onto the bed, my cock still buried balls-deep in her cum-stuffed asshole. Her body trembled with aftershocks, sweat glistening on her athletic curves, her little tail stump giving weak, satisfied wiggles.
 
Harara looked back over her shoulder at me, eyes glassy with bliss, lips parted in a filthy, satisfied smile.
 
“Mmm… your cum feels so good and warm inside my ass,” she whispered, voice hoarse from screaming. “But you know rabbiple girls are never satisfied with just one load… and we have so many more holes and positions to try.”
 
Her asshole gave one final, lazy squeeze around my spent cock, as if already hungry for round two.
 
The perfect squeeze had lived up to every filthy expectation — and then some.




Chapter 7: Extended Breeding Weeks & The Four-Girl Orgy

The following weeks in Jumptopia blurred into a nonstop haze of sweat, cum, and bouncy rabbit-girl flesh.
 
Harara was insatiable. From the moment we woke until we finally collapsed exhausted at night, she was constantly hungry for my cum. She’d wake me up by sliding her tight, still-sleepy pussy down onto my morning wood, riding me slowly while her massive tits swayed above my face and her bunny ears twitched with every moan. After breakfast she’d drag me out to the backyard track, bend over the railing, and beg me to breed her from behind while she did her daily laps. Even during “official research” interviews, she’d casually climb onto my lap mid-sentence and grind her dripping cunt on my cock until I filled her again.
 
Public sex was completely normal here. Everywhere I walked in Jumptopia I saw the same cheerful, shameless scenes: a busty bunny girl bouncing happily on a bench while her partner thrust up into her, both of them waving and smiling at passersby. Another pair fucked lazily in the grass near the main path, the girl’s thick ass rippling as she rode reverse cowgirl, moaning loudly while other rabbiple jogged past and cheered them on. The air always carried the sweet, musky scent of fresh pussy and cum. No one hid it. Sex was as natural as running.
 
Harara loved it. She’d often pull me aside in the middle of town, drop to her knees, and suck me off right there on the path while friendly bunny girls waved and commented on how “big the human cock looks in her mouth.” Then she’d stand up, bend over, and let me fuck her pussy or ass in full view, her loud moans mixing with the cheerful greetings of the settlement.
 
One warm afternoon, as Harara and I were resting on the grass beside her backyard track after another intense breeding session, three more bunny girls bounced up the path toward us.
 
Harara’s friends had come to visit.
 
The first was Bernice — a busty brunette with rich chocolate-brown hair that fell in soft waves, warm amber eyes, and an even more voluptuous figure than Harara. Her breasts were enormous, barely contained by a thin yellow top, and her hips were wide enough to make any breeder drool. Her white bunny ears had cute brown tips.
 
Next came Starlia, an athletic blonde with bright golden hair tied in a high ponytail, sharp blue eyes, and a leaner, more toned body built for speed. Her thighs were powerfully thick, her ass firm and round, and she moved with the same bouncy energy as Harara.
 
Last was Mosey — sultry and dark-haired, with sleek black hair cascading down her back, deep violet eyes, and a seductive sway to her wide hips. Her skin had a slightly darker tone, and her curves were dangerous — heavy breasts, a tiny waist, and an ass that begged to be grabbed.
 
All three had the same adorable white bunny ears and little tail stumps, and all three were dressed in tiny outfits that left almost nothing to the imagination.
 
“Harara! We heard you finally got the human researcher all to yourself,” Bernice called cheerfully, her massive tits bouncing as she hopped closer. “We had to come see him up close!”
 
Starlia grinned, ears perking. “Is it true human cocks are thicker than ours?”
 
Mosey licked her lips, violet eyes raking over my body. “And that he cums really hard and a lot?”
 
Harara laughed brightly and pulled me closer, her naked body still glistening with sweat and cum. “He’s even better than the rumors. Want to help with the research?”
 
One thing led to another very quickly.
 
Within minutes the five of us were on the soft grass right beside the backyard running track, clothes discarded in a messy pile. The four beautiful bunny girls surrounded me, their eyes glowing with eager, breeding hunger.
 
“Lie down, Researcher,” Harara purred, pushing me onto my back on the warm grass. “Let us show you how rabbiple girls share.”
 
I lay there as the four athletic, curvy bunny girls crawled over me. They took turns pissing on me first — their warm, delicious golden nectar showering my body in hot, sweet streams.
 
Harara started, straddling my chest and aiming her still-dripping pussy at my face. She released a long, powerful jet of sweet piss directly into my open mouth. It tasted warm, slightly tangy, and surprisingly delicious — fresh and feminine. I drank greedily while the others watched, giggling and touching themselves.
 
Bernice went next, her heavier breasts swaying as she squatted over my stomach and let loose a hot golden shower that splashed across my chest and abs, the scent rich and sweet. Starlia followed, her athletic body flexing as she pissed in a strong, steady stream over my cock and balls, the warm liquid making my shaft throb. Mosey finished the circle by standing above my face and releasing her own fragrant nectar straight onto my tongue and down my throat, her sultry voice moaning softly as she emptied herself.
 
All four streams mixed on my skin — warm, wet, delicious rabbit-girl piss coating me from face to thighs. The scent was heady, sweet, and intoxicating. I swallowed as much as I could, the golden nectar sliding smoothly down my throat while the excess ran in rivulets over my body.
 
The orgy exploded after that.
 
The four bunny girls descended on me in a sweaty, bouncing pile of flesh. Harara climbed onto my cock first, slamming her tight pussy down and riding me hard while Bernice straddled my face, grinding her soaked cunt against my mouth. I licked and sucked her puffy lips and swollen clit, tasting her sweet juices mixed with the lingering flavor of her piss. Starlia and Mosey took turns sucking my balls and licking Harara’s clit while she bounced, their eager tongues adding layers of wet pleasure.
 
I fucked them in every combination.
 
I flipped Bernice onto her hands and knees and pounded her tight pussy from behind, her massive breasts swinging wildly as her plump ass rippled with every rough thrust. She moaned like a slut in heat, pushing back hard. Then I pulled out and sank into Starlia’s athletic cunt while she was doing stretches on the track — her powerful thighs flexing as I railed her against the railing, her blonde ponytail bouncing with each brutal stroke.
 
Mosey begged for anal next. I bent her over and drove into her impossibly tight asshole, the sultry bunny girl squealing and twerking her dangerous curves while her dark hair whipped around. Harara cheered me on, fingering herself as she watched.
 
The girls rotated constantly — pussies and asses switching on my cock in a blur of pink, brown, blonde, and black hair. Their athletic bodies bounced and slapped against me, thick thighs quivering, massive tits jiggling, perfect asses rippling. They were all incredibly tight, scorching hot, and milking me with greedy, rhythmic squeezes. Their moans blended into a chorus of desperate, bestial cries.
 
“Cum in me—breed my womb!”
 
“Fill my ass too!”
 
“Harder—fuck me like a rabbiple whore!”
 
I lost track of how many times I switched holes. One moment I was balls-deep in Harara’s velvet pussy while Bernice sat on my face. The next I was pounding Mosey’s tight ass while Starlia rode my fingers. Their combined scents — sweet arousal, fresh sweat, and lingering golden nectar — filled the air completely.
 
Finally, I had them all lined up on their hands and knees side by side on the grass, four perfect bunny asses raised high, pussies dripping and winking. I moved down the line, fucking each one hard and deep — first Harara’s familiar velvet grip, then Bernice’s plush, squeezing cunt, Starlia’s athletic tightness, and finally Mosey’s sultry, rippling heat.
 
When I couldn’t hold back any longer, I started cumming.
 
I flooded Harara’s womb with the first thick ropes, her pussy pulsing and sucking every drop. Then Bernice — pumping her full until cum leaked from her puffy lips. Starlia took the next load deep in her cunt while she moaned and clenched around me. Finally Mosey, her tight hole milking me as I bred her womb with the last powerful spurts.
 
The four bunny girls collapsed into a sweaty, moaning, bouncing pile of flesh around me — limbs tangled, heavy breasts pressed together, thick thighs overlapping, bunny ears twitching in bliss. Cum leaked from every well-fucked pussy and ass, mixing with their juices and the remnants of their golden showers on the grass.
 
Harara nuzzled against my neck, panting happily, while Bernice lazily licked cum from my chest and Starlia and Mosey rubbed their cum-filled cunts against my thighs.
 
“Mmm… the human researcher is even better than we hoped,” Bernice murmured, her busty body still trembling.
 
The wild five-some orgy on the backyard track had been pure rabbiple heaven — rough, bestial, and deliciously overwhelming.
 
And I knew the extended breeding weeks were far from over.




Chapter 8: Optimal Breeding – Sweat, Heat, Track Sex, and Success

Despite the near-constant breeding sessions with Harara — morning, noon, and deep into the night — conception didn’t happen right away. Day after day I pumped load after thick load deep into her eager womb, yet her belly remained flat. I started to worry I was doing something wrong, but Harara only giggled and nuzzled against my chest one evening, her massive breasts squishing warmly against me.
 
“Don’t worry, my strong human,” she purred, her white bunny ears brushing my chin. “Rabbiple bodies are special. I need to be at optimal warmth and readiness for your seed to truly take. My womb has to be scorching hot, extra fertile, and dripping with need. The best way is to run until I’m flushed, sweaty, and my pussy is practically steaming.”
 
She explained it with cheerful matter-of-factness, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. And so our new breeding routine began.
 
Every morning and late afternoon, Harara would strip down completely on the backyard running track. Her athletic, curvaceous body looked incredible under the Lustopian sun — wide hips swaying, massive breasts bouncing freely, thick thighs flexing with every bouncy step. She’d start jogging, then build into full energetic laps, her powerful legs pumping, little white tail stump wiggling cutely above her perfect plump ass.
 
I’d sit on the grass nearby at first, watching her body glisten with sweat. After a few laps her pink hair would stick to her flushed skin, beads of perspiration rolling down between her heavy tits and over the soft curve of her toned stomach. The scent of her grew stronger with every lap — fresh feminine sweat mixed with that rich, sweet bunny-girl musk. By the fifth or sixth lap her pussy would be visibly dripping, puffy lips swollen and shiny, leaving faint wet spots on the track whenever she passed.
 
“Almost ready!” she’d call out breathlessly, ears perked high, cheeks glowing pink. “Watch how hot I get for you…”
 
When she finally felt “optimal,” she wouldn’t even bother going back inside the house. Harara would slow to a stop right there on the smooth dirt track, breathing hard, body radiating heat like a furnace. Sweat poured off her athletic frame, making her skin gleam under the sunlight. Her massive breasts heaved, nipples stiff and dark from exertion. Between her thick thighs, her cunt was a soaking, steaming mess — lips parted, clit swollen, and a steady trickle of hot nectar running down her legs.
 
“No time to go inside,” she’d pant, already reaching for my cock. “Fuck me right here on the track. Breed your sweaty bunny while I’m still scorching hot.”
 
The sex that followed was rough, bestial, and deliciously primal.
 
I’d push her down onto all fours right on the warm dirt of the running track. Harara would arch her back deeply, pushing her perfect plump ass up high and spreading her knees so her dripping pussy was fully exposed. The scent hit me like a drug — concentrated feminine arousal mixed with the sharp, salty-sweet tang of fresh sweat. Her cunt looked hotter than ever, inner walls visibly pulsing and glistening.
 
I’d mount her like an animal, slamming my thick cock balls-deep into her scorching pussy in one powerful thrust. Harara would scream in ecstasy, her bunny ears flattening as her tight velvet walls clenched around me. The heat inside her was unbelievable — like fucking a living furnace. Her inner muscles rippled and milked me with greedy, rhythmic squeezes, far more intense than usual thanks to her elevated body temperature.
 
“Harder—pound me while I’m this hot!” she’d beg, voice hoarse and wild. “Breed your sweaty rabbiple slut right here on the track!”
 
I’d grip her wide, sweat-slick hips and rail her with rough, bestial strokes. The wet slapping sounds echoed across the backyard as my hips slammed against her plump ass, making the soft flesh ripple and jiggle beautifully with every impact. Sweat flew from both our bodies. Harara’s massive tits swung heavily beneath her, slapping together loudly as she pushed back to meet my thrusts, her athletic thighs quivering from the effort.
 
We fucked like beasts under the open sky — no gentleness, just raw breeding need. I’d reach around and squeeze her heavy, sweaty breasts, pinching her stiff nipples while I pounded her cunt mercilessly. Harara would moan like a bitch in heat, her little tail stump wiggling frantically as her pussy gushed around my cock.
 
Between rounds she’d hydrate quickly — gulping down water and sweet fruit juice from a bottle she kept by the track. Then she’d turn to me with a filthy, eager smile.
 
“Your turn to drink,” she’d say, straddling my face right there on the grass beside the track. “My piss is extra sweet and concentrated after running… drink it straight from the source while I’m still hot and fertile.”
 
I’d open my mouth as Harara squatted low, her dripping, sweat-flavored pussy hovering above me. She’d release a long, hot stream of delicious golden nectar — warmer and richer than usual, with a sweeter, more potent tang from all the exertion and juice she’d consumed. I drank eagerly, swallowing every forceful spurt while she moaned and ground her soaked cunt against my tongue. The taste was addictive — warm, slightly salty-sweet bunny piss that made my cock throb even harder.
 
Then we’d go right back to fucking.
 
Day after day for two full weeks we repeated the ritual. Harara would run laps until she was flushed, dripping with sweat, and radiating heat. I’d mount her on the track — sometimes doggy style, sometimes with her legs wrapped around me while she bounced wildly in my lap, sometimes bending her over the low railing so her massive tits hung over the edge while I railed her from behind. Every session was rougher and more bestial than the last. Her scorching-hot pussy felt tighter, wetter, and more milking than ever, the elevated temperature making her inner walls pulse with feverish intensity around my cock.
 
She’d cum multiple times during each breeding — screaming, squirting, her athletic body convulsing as her cunt clamped down like a velvet fist. I’d flood her with load after load of thick cum, watching it leak from her well-fucked pussy and run down her sweat-slick thighs onto the track.
 
On the fourteenth day, something felt different.
 
Harara had run even harder than usual, her body glistening with a thick layer of sweat, her pussy practically steaming as she dropped to all fours on the warm dirt. I mounted her immediately, slamming into her scorching cunt with a bestial growl. She was hotter than ever — her walls almost burning around my cock, rippling and squeezing with desperate, hungry contractions.
 
We fucked like animals. I pounded her plump ass mercilessly, the loud wet slaps echoing as her thick cheeks rippled and her massive tits swung wildly. Harara pushed back with equal ferocity, moaning and crying out in pure rabbiple lust.
 
“Fill me—give me everything! I feel so ready today—my womb is burning for your seed!”
 
Her orgasm hit her like a storm. Her pussy spasmed violently, gushing hot squirt around my thrusting cock as she screamed in ecstasy, bunny ears twitching wildly. The intense milking squeezes pushed me over the edge. I buried myself as deep as possible and erupted, pumping thick, powerful ropes of cum straight against her cervix, flooding her womb with everything I had.
 
Harara’s eyes suddenly widened. She froze mid-bounce, then let out a trembling cry of pure joy.
 
“It… it took!” she gasped, voice breaking. “I can feel it—your cum is staying… it’s taking root!”
 
Tears of happiness filled her peach-colored eyes even as she continued riding me slowly, her tight, cum-filled pussy still fluttering and milking every last drop from my cock. Her white bunny ears twitched rapidly with overwhelming emotion, little tail stump wiggling happily as happy sobs mixed with her moans.
 
“I’m pregnant, Dickard… I’m finally carrying your hybrid babies!”
 
She leaned back against my chest, still impaled on my cock right there on the running track, her sweat-drenched athletic body trembling with joy. Fresh tears rolled down her flushed cheeks as she turned her head to kiss me deeply, her soft lips salty from sweat and sweet from joy.
 
Her pussy gave one final, gentle milking squeeze around my spent shaft, as if sealing the successful breeding.
 
The two weeks of sweaty, scorching-hot track sex under the sun had finally paid off. Harara’s womb had accepted my seed at the perfect moment of heat and readiness.
 
My beautiful, bouncy bunny girl was pregnant.
 
And even through her happy tears, I could already feel her hips starting to roll again — her insatiable rabbiple nature already craving more, even as new life began to grow inside her.




Chapter 9: Pregnant Bunny Goddess – Heightened Lust and Milk

Pregnancy changed Harara in the most delicious ways imaginable.
 
Within the first month, her soft belly began to swell — a beautiful, gentle curve that grew rounder and fuller with each passing week. It was perfectly smooth and warm, the skin stretching taut over the growing life inside her. By the second month the swell was unmistakable, a proud, fertile bump that jiggled slightly when she moved. Her breasts, already massive, ballooned even larger, becoming heavy, swollen orbs that strained against anything she tried to wear. The nipples grew darker and puffier, constantly leaking small beads of sweet, creamy milk that left shiny trails down the undersides of her tits.
 
But the biggest change was her lust.
 
Harara transformed into an absolute sex goddess — a horny, pregnant bunny demon who craved my cock every single hour of the day and night. Her pregnancy hormones turned her already insatiable rabbiple nature into something almost feral. She was constantly wet, constantly needy, constantly milking me for every drop of cum her ripening body could extract.
 
“Mmm… I need you again,” she’d whisper at random moments, her peach-colored eyes glassy with lust as she rubbed her swollen belly against me. “The babies make me so fucking horny…”
 
We fucked everywhere.
 
When she craved deep breeding, she’d push me onto my back and climb on top, her beautiful pregnant belly resting heavily on my stomach as she sank her scorching-hot pussy down onto my cock. Her velvet walls felt even tighter now, rippling with new intensity around my shaft while her heavy, milk-laden breasts swayed above my face. I’d latch onto one swollen nipple and suck hard, drawing out thick streams of sweet, creamy milk that tasted like warm vanilla and honey. Harara would moan like a whore in heat, riding me with powerful, bouncing strokes that made her pregnant belly jiggle and her massive tits slap together wetly.
 
“Drink my milk while you breed me—yes, suck harder!” she’d cry, grinding her swollen clit against my pubic bone as her cunt milked me with rhythmic, greedy squeezes.
 
Other times she wanted that perfect anal squeeze. She’d present herself on all fours, pregnant belly hanging low, plump ass raised high, and beg me to ruin her tight little bunny hole. Pregnancy had made her asshole even more sensitive and responsive. I’d slide into the impossibly tight heat, her ring clenching like a velvet vice around my cock as I pounded her roughly. Harara would push back with bestial force, her swollen belly swaying beneath her while she moaned and squealed, demanding I breed her ass just as deep as her pussy.
 
“Fill my pregnant bunny ass—flood my guts while the babies grow inside me!”
 
Her weakened bladder meant she pissed far more often, and the golden nectar had become even richer and more delicious during pregnancy. The taste was sweeter, creamier, almost addictive — warm, slightly tangy, with an extra depth that made my cock throb every time she offered it.
 
She’d wake me up in the middle of the night by straddling my face, her pregnant belly resting on my chest, and release a long, hot stream of piss straight into my mouth. I’d drink eagerly while she ground her soaked cunt against my tongue, her milk-heavy breasts leaking onto my skin. Then she’d slide down and impale herself on my cock again, riding me slowly until we both came.
 
The best part was how we slept.
 
Every night we fell asleep with my cock buried deep inside her pussy. Harara would cuddle back against me, her swollen belly pressed warmly into my hands as I cupped it from behind. Her tight, pregnant cunt would flutter and milk me gently even in her sleep, keeping me half-hard inside her all night long. The sensation was pure heaven — warm, wet, constantly squeezing velvet wrapped around my shaft.
 
She woke me up every single morning the same way: slow, lazy riding.
 
I’d stir to the feeling of her thick thighs straddling me, her pregnant belly resting heavily on my abs as she sank down onto my morning wood. Harara would move slowly at first — gentle rolls of her wide hips that made her swollen belly sway and her massive, leaking breasts bounce softly. Her white bunny ears would twitch cutely as she moaned low and sweet, her tight pussy rippling around my cock with deliberate, milking contractions.
 
“Good morning, my breeder…” she’d whisper huskily, leaning down so one leaking nipple brushed my lips. “Drink my milk while I milk your cock…”
 
I’d suckle greedily on her swollen tit, thick streams of sweet creamy milk flooding my mouth as she gradually increased her pace. Her pregnant body moved with surprising athleticism still — powerful bounces that made her plump ass slap against my thighs and her heavy breasts jiggle and spray tiny droplets of milk. She’d ride me harder and faster until she was bouncing like a wild animal again, moaning shamelessly as her cunt squeezed and fluttered around me.
 
“Cum inside me—fill your pregnant bunny goddess!” she’d demand, voice breaking into bestial cries as her orgasm hit. Her pussy would clamp down hard, pulsing rhythmically and sucking every drop of cum deep into her womb while her swollen belly pressed warmly against me.
 
Even after I filled her, she rarely let me pull out. She’d stay impaled on my cock, grinding slowly while she caught her breath, her pregnant belly rising and falling with each heavy pant. Then she’d lean down and kiss me deeply, her soft lips tasting of milk and lust, while her cunt continued those gentle, lazy milking squeezes.
 
Day and night, the cycle continued.
 
She’d want vaginal when she felt like being filled deep and bred properly — slamming herself down onto me with rough, bestial force, her pregnant belly bouncing as she chased orgasm after orgasm. She’d want anal when she needed that intense, vise-like squeeze — presenting her perfect ass and begging me to pound her until her legs shook and her tight ring milked me dry.
 
And always, always, the piss.
 
Her golden juice flowed more freely now. Sometimes she’d interrupt a conversation by pushing me to my knees and pissing directly into my mouth while rubbing her swollen belly. The taste had grown even more delicious — richer, sweeter, warmer — like liquid candy mixed with pure feminine essence. I drank every drop she gave me, savoring the way it slid down my throat while she moaned and leaked milk from her heavy tits.
 
Harara had become my beautiful, horny, pregnant bunny sex demon.
 
Her body was ripening beautifully — belly round and soft, breasts enormous and constantly leaking sweet milk, hips even wider, thighs thicker and juicier. Yet her energy never faded. She remained athletic and bouncy, her little white tail stump wiggling happily every time she mounted me or presented herself for another rough fucking.
 
One lazy afternoon she rode me on the backyard track again, her pregnant belly resting on my chest as she bounced with surprising vigor. Milk sprayed from her nipples with every powerful thrust, her tight pussy squeezing me relentlessly while she cried out in ecstasy.
 
“I can’t get enough of you,” she panted between moans, ears twitching wildly. “The babies make me so much hornier… my pussy and ass are always hungry for your cum. You’ve turned me into a proper pregnant rabbiple breeding goddess.”
 
She leaned down, pressing her leaking breasts against my face as she ground her hips in deep circles, her velvet cunt milking me toward another explosive orgasm.
 
“Fill me again… and again… and again,” she whispered hotly. “I’m yours, Dickard. Your swollen, milky, insatiable bunny sex demon.”
 
Her pussy clenched hard around me as she came, pulling me over the edge with her. I flooded her pregnant womb once more while she moaned in pure bliss, her swollen belly pressed warmly between us and her sweet milk dripping onto my skin.
 
Even as the pleasure faded, her cunt continued those soft, hungry contractions — constantly milking me, constantly demanding more.
 
This was my new reality.
 
Harara — my beautiful, pregnant bunny goddess — horny, dripping, leaking milk, and utterly insatiable.
 
And I wouldn’t have traded it for anything.




Chapter 10: Birth, Farewell Fuck, and Departure

Four months later, the day finally came.
 
Harara’s labor was surprisingly quick and energetic, just like everything else about her. She gave birth right there in the cozy bedroom of her Jumptopia house, surrounded by supportive rabbiple midwives and me holding her hand. With a final powerful push and a loud, triumphant moan that sounded almost like one of her orgasms, she delivered our beautiful hybrid twins.
 
First came the boy — Harrie. He was perfect: tiny, healthy, with soft human-like features, a mop of light pink hair like his mother’s, and the most adorable pair of little white bunny ears that twitched cutely as he let out his first strong cry. Minutes later, his sister Daizy followed — equally beautiful, with the same delicate human face, a fluff of darker pink hair, and matching tiny bunny ears that flopped adorably.
 
They were breathtaking. A perfect blend of human and rabbiple — strong yet soft, with that unmistakable bouncy energy already visible in their vigorous little kicks. Harara cried happy tears as she held them to her swollen, milk-heavy breasts, her white bunny ears twitching with overwhelming joy while her body glowed with the radiance only a new mother could possess.
 
The successful birth of healthy human-rabbiple hybrids was immediately documented. My research mission in Jumptopia was officially complete. A new assignment waited for me in another corner of Lustopia, and I was expected to depart the next morning.
 
That left only one night.
 
The night before my departure, after the twins had been fed and settled soundly into their cribs beside the bed, Harara turned to me with that familiar hungry sparkle in her peach-colored eyes. Post-birth recovery had been remarkably fast for a rabbiple. Her body had already bounced back — softer in all the right places, yet somehow stronger and more womanly. She had become a true MILF bunny goddess: her breasts even fuller and heavier with milk, her hips slightly wider, her ass plumper and juicier, and her pussy and ass somehow even more eager and responsive than before.
 
“I need you one last time before you go,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion and raw lust. “Fuck your MILF bunny hard tonight, Dickard. Make it count.”
 
We didn’t waste time with slow buildup.
 
Harara pushed me onto the bed and climbed on top, her softer, curvier body pressing down against mine. Her heavy, milk-laden breasts swayed above me, nipples already leaking thin streams of sweet cream. She gripped my cock and sank down onto it in one smooth, hungry motion, her post-birth pussy enveloping me in scorching, velvet heat that felt even more exquisite than before. The walls were softer yet gripped with surprising strength, rippling and milking me with experienced, greedy contractions that made my eyes roll back.
 
“Fuuuck… you feel even better now,” I groaned, hands immediately gripping her wider hips.
 
Harara rode me with passionate, bestial intensity. Her athleticism hadn’t faded — she bounced powerfully, her plump ass slapping loudly against my thighs while her swollen, milky tits jiggled and sprayed tiny droplets of milk with every rough downward thrust. Her pregnant belly was gone, but the new softness of her body made every impact feel richer, fleshier, more delicious. She leaned forward, pressing one leaking nipple into my mouth as she slammed her hips down harder.
 
“Drink my milk while you fuck me—suck your MILF bunny’s tits!” she moaned, voice husky and demanding.
 
I latched on greedily, sucking thick, sweet streams of creamy milk while she rode me like a woman possessed. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around my cock with every bounce, hotter and wetter than I remembered, the post-birth sensitivity making her tremble and squirt lightly around my shaft. The wet, obscene sounds of our fucking filled the room, mixing with the soft breathing of the sleeping twins in their nearby cribs.
 
After a long, rough ride that left both of us sweating, Harara climbed off and presented herself on all fours beside the bed, ass high and cheeks spread.
 
“Now my ass,” she begged, looking back at me with glassy, lust-drunk eyes. “Breed your bunny MILF’s tight hole one more time.”
 
I mounted her roughly, sliding into her impossibly tight asshole with a deep groan. Post-birth, her ring felt even more exquisite — softer velvet gripping with fierce strength, rippling and squeezing my cock like it never wanted to let go. I pounded her hard and bestial, hands gripping her softer hips as her plump ass rippled beautifully with every brutal thrust. Harara moaned like a slut in heat, pushing back to meet me, her heavy breasts swinging and leaking milk onto the sheets while her little tail stump wiggled frantically.
 
“Harder—ruin my ass! Mark your MILF bunny inside and out!”
 
The sensation was mind-blowing. Her asshole milked me with powerful, rhythmic pulses as I railed her, the wet slapping of skin on skin echoing through the bedroom. I reached around and rubbed her swollen clit, making her cum hard around my cock, her tight ring clamping down like a vice as she cried out in ecstasy.
 
When I couldn’t hold back any longer, I pulled out and flipped her onto her back.
 
Harara spread her thick thighs wide, her beautiful, softer body on full display — heavy leaking breasts, soft belly, and glistening pussy and ass. She looked up at me with pure love and filthy need.
 
“Mark me,” she whispered. “Piss on me first… then cum everywhere.”
 
She released first — a long, powerful stream of her rich, delicious golden nectar that splashed across my chest and stomach. Then she pulled my cock to her mouth and drank from me as I pissed down her throat, the intimate act making us both moan. Afterward, she lay back and opened herself completely.
 
I fucked her pussy again — rough, deep, bestial strokes that made her heavy tits bounce and spray milk. Harara wrapped her strong thighs around me, pulling me deeper as she cried out in pleasure. When I was close, I pulled out and painted her body with thick ropes of cum — heavy spurts landing across her swollen tits, dripping down her soft belly, and pooling in the valley of her cleavage. Then I thrust back inside her pulsing cunt and flooded her womb with the rest of my load, pumping her full until cum leaked out around my shaft.
 
Throughout it all, Harara kept pissing in smaller, warm spurts — marking my body and thighs while I marked hers. Her golden juice tasted even sweeter tonight, warm and rich as she occasionally pulled my head down to drink directly from her. The twins slept peacefully in their cribs the entire time, soft breathing a gentle contrast to our rough, lewd moans and the wet sounds of our bodies colliding.
 
Finally, we collapsed together, sweaty and spent, my cock still buried inside her cum-filled pussy. Harara nuzzled against my neck, her bunny ears brushing my cheek.
 
“You gave me the most beautiful babies,” she whispered softly, voice sweet now after the raw lust. “Come back to us someday, my love.”
 
The next morning arrived too soon.
 
Sunlight filtered through the windows as I dressed quietly. Harara stood beside the cribs, still naked, her post-birth MILF body glowing — softer curves, heavy breasts, and a satisfied, loving smile on her beautiful face. I kissed her deeply, tasting the lingering sweetness of her milk and the memory of last night’s passion. Then I leaned down and gently kissed little Harrie and Daizy on their tiny foreheads, their bunny ears twitching cutely in their sleep.
 
“Goodbye for now,” I murmured.
 
Harara’s eyes shimmered with happy tears as she hugged me tightly, pressing her warm, milky breasts against my chest one last time.
 
As I walked out of Jumptopia, the morning sun warmed my skin. Along the paths I passed several rabbiple joggers who had paused their runs for quick, passionate fucks. A busty bunny girl was bent over a bench, moaning happily as her partner thrust into her from behind, her thick ass rippling with every stroke. Another couple fucked lazily in the grass, smiling and waving at me as I passed.
 
They knew. Everyone knew.
 
I smiled back, a deep sense of satisfaction and longing filling my chest.
 
This place was pure sex heaven — cheerful, bouncy, shameless, and overflowing with love and lust. Harara, the twins, and the entire rabbiple settlement had given me memories I would carry forever.
 
And as I left the flower-covered archway behind me, I already knew the truth in my heart.
 
I would be coming back eventually.
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