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Teasing Bunny


Chapter One

When it was Violet’s turn to pick a subject for the pet program she almost refused. Especially after meeting ‘Molly,’ the dumb puppy who followed Thomas around like a second alone might kill her. It was fun to make her sit and beg for crackers, but she couldn’t imagine having that in her home. Plus, she wasn’t sure she wanted to bring a pet to work every day. When she wasn’t playing receptionist, she was off checking over the medical forms and experiment logs of her coworkers.

“Maybe a cat,” Violet said. “Those are independent.”

“But feisty. You’d hate it,” Kevin said. He took a sip of his soda as he talked. As much as Violet hated giving him any credit, he was right.

“Hm, true. But I can’t stand dogs. You’ve seen Thomas’s ‘puppy’ haven’t you? I bet she’d hump my leg if I told her to,” Violet said with a sneer.

“Don’t you want a pet that will hump your leg if you tell them to?” Kevin asked with a chuckle. “I wouldn’t mind pet sitting for him if he ever needed it.”

“Good luck with that,” Violet rolled her eyes.

“What about a rabbit? Not needy like a dog, vegetarian, a prey animal? It’ll probably be a bit skittish.”

“I’d prefer skittish over feisty.”

Violet looked down at the list of men and women signed up for the program. She briefly considered a man, but a woman felt like a better fit. A petite, curly-haired blonde with a face full of freckles looked up at her from among them. Charlotte Adler read the name under her photograph. She already had a cute bunny name a little bunny nose. From her full body shot she didn’t have big dumb tits like Thomas’s pet.

Violet smiled, her thoughts turning to how fun it would be to introduce her new pet to all sorts of scandalous things.

“That one’s cute. What’s her story?” Kevin asked, noticing the photo she lingered over.

“Art student. Claims her advisor wants her to ‘be bold.’”

“You think she’s the one? She’d make a good bunny.”

“Perhaps. I’ll schedule her for the first dose. If she takes it well and responds to being strapped down well then maybe I’ll keep her.”


Chapter Two

The first thing that stuck out to me about the facility was just how guarded and empty it was. I hadn’t seen a single person go in or out since I’d arrived. For a state-of-the-art research program, it seemed relatively abandoned.

I regretted the skirt I wore as soon as I sat down and my naked thighs rubbed against the upholstery.  The words of Professor Killian echoed in my ears. Go bolder! Be braver! Was there anything more bold than donating my living body to science? Best case scenario, I got the heightened eyesight, agility, and stamina. Worst case? A horrible, painful death.

Truthfully, I was only in it for the eyesight. I was an art student – not a professional athlete. I had found out about the experiment from a campus bulletin board, so my hopes weren’t exactly high. Even the receptionist, sitting only a few feet away, was almost completely blurred by my rapidly fading vision. I felt her eyes on me, even as I heard her clicking away at her keyboard. I tried to focus on my phone, but the feeling of someone scanning my body up and down never went away.

It wasn’t long before she stood up from her desk and cleared her throat.

I looked up.

“You may follow me,” she said. “I am Violet.”

I smiled at her but somehow knew it wasn’t reciprocated. She walked me through the narrow, perfectly white halls of the building. I heard barking – or rather, a person pretending to bark – as we went deeper into the building. Finally, I was led into a large atrium with several medical tables set up.

“Sit here,” the woman said. “We’re going to give you the first dose. You’ll need to be strapped down for it. Don’t worry – nothing will happen to you. It’s for safety reasons.”

“What kind of safety reasons?” I asked as I hopped up on the table. I wondered if it was too late to back out, but as I felt the woman’s hand on my shoulder, slowly pushing me down my resistance weakened.

“Nothing to be overly concerned with,” she said, dismissively as she pulled the leather straps out from under the table. She was finally close enough that I could make out the features of her face. She had long, sleek black hair down to her waist, and dark almond eyes. Her lips were painted a deep maroon that accentuated the cool tone of her cheeks. There was something a little domineering in her eyes, even as she smiled down at me. She was the type of woman I would have been attracted to – if they weren’t so intimidating.

The leather straps stretched tight over my body. I wriggled experimentally as she bound me to the table. I should have been far more concerned about it than I was, but my fear was outweighed by the embarrassment I felt when she caught me staring.

Her smirk somehow widened. As she pulled the last of the straps taught over my chest the palm of her hand brushed over my nipple. I let out a gasp.

“Oh! S-sorry!” I squeaked. I knew I should have worn a bra, but they were just so uncomfortable, and it’s not like I had big boobs anyways.

Violet chuckled.

“It’s quite alright. You’re a ticklish one, aren’t you?”

“Yes! Ticklish. So very, very ticklish,” I said.

Maybe she hadn’t realized what had happened, or maybe she was just being polite but either way, I was grateful. Once I’d been thoroughly strapped down the woman left the room, only for a minute or two, and came back with a large oral syringe.

“Open wide,” she said, placing the tip directly over my lips.

I parted my lips, feeling the cold plastic slid into my mouth and touch the base of my tongue.

“Now just relax and swallow everything down,” the woman said, putting her hand over my forehead.

The liquid slowly poured out onto my tongue. It was bitter and just a bit slimy. I grimaced as it slid down my tongue and into my throat. I swallowed, staring up at the woman. She smirked at me, her head on my hand slowly stroking my hair.

“Good girl,” she said. “I can already tell you’re going to be perfect for this.” When at last the final drop from the syringe had been emptied into my mouth she pulled the device from my lips. I felt a sharp prick of something against my inner thigh, but I was too distracted by the bitter taste in my mouth to take much note of it.

“Now, I have to keep you here for a few minutes, just to make sure you don’t have any adverse effects. Then, we’ll take you to an examination room.”

“Yes ma’am,” I said.

“Well, aren’t you polite?”

“Uh, thank you?” I gave an awkward laugh.

She gave a wry smile back in response.

As I lay by myself in the room, unable to move, a slight tingling sensation came over my body. My nose twitched a little as if I had to sneeze, but nothing came of it. The noises in the background lowered and intensified at random. I cringed as the light above my head seemed far too bright.

I heard the woman’s high heels clicking on the floor before she even entered the room.

“How are we feeling?” she asked, standing over my bound body.

“Okay. I – uhm – I feel a little strange? My nose itches and my skin feels weird.”

“Weird how?”

“Tingly, weird.”

“Oh, I see. That’s a good sign,” she said as she released me from the restraints and helped me off the table.

My legs wobbled like I had laid there for hours instead of a few minutes. After that, Violet had me wait in a small room filled with hay, chew toys, and a small bowl of salad for several minutes for observation. I’d never been much of a salad person, but as she watched I felt compelled to eat it.

For a while, nothing happened. Then a gentle tingling sensation began at my feet and steadily spread up my legs. At first, I thought maybe they were just falling asleep from sitting for so long, but then I noticed the warmth that came with it.

“Oh – I – should I - ?” I fumbled to get the words out.

“Spit it out,” said Violet.

“My legs are tingling. And warm. My legs are tingling and warm.” I stood abruptly from the chair, shaking my legs out, trying to cast away the sensation climbing up my body.

Violet chuckled.

“That’s a common side effect. I wouldn’t worry about it. Is anything else tingling?”

“No, no,” I said, shaking my head, but even as I said it I could feel the sensation creeping up my inner thighs, dangerously close to my special area.

“I can’t help you if you aren’t honest with me.”

Honest? How could I be honest about my vagina?

“No, really. I’m fine,” I said, squeezing my legs together like a little kid that needed to pee. Researcher or not I wasn’t about to tell this woman that all of the sudden I was horny as hell. Someone else could have that conversation. Someone who wasn’t me.

“If you’re fine then sit back down,” Violet said with a smile.

It was like she knew. Maybe she did. I’m sure she did. It was her experiment after all. There was no telling how many people they’d experimented on before me. Maybe everyone got like this?

I slid back into the seat, keeping my legs pressed together as I did. The warmth in my thighs spread further, sliding into my groin. The tickle was turning into an itch, and from an itch, it became an urge. My fingers twitched to reach between my legs but Violet’s eyes didn’t leave me for a second.

“May I use the restroom?” I asked, rubbing my thighs together just slightly. I didn’t dare do anything more.

“Why?”

“I – I need to pee?”

“Unfortunately, we don’t have any in this section of the building. Do you think you can hold it?”

No.

“Okay.”

Violet tilted her head. Her smokey eyes stared into me, almost through me.

I chewed my lip and looked around the room, looking anywhere but at her and her penetrating gaze. I kept my hands on the table, slowly rubbing my thighs together. It did nothing to satisfy the urge that only seemed to intensify.

“I suppose I’ve observed you long enough. I’ll walk you to the door.”

“Oh, thank go-thank you,” I said, barely repressing an audible sigh of relief. It was at least a twenty-minute walk back to my apartment and there was no telling when the fire in my pants would dissipate.

“If you experience anything, anything at all, that feels unusual please don’t hesitate to call,” Violet said as she handed me her business card. Her hands lingered just a second too long against mine. Her palms were warm. Her eyes searched mine like she was waiting for something.

“I will,” I promised as I shoved the card into my pocket. I wondered if she was being slow on purpose. Was she trying to torture me? I felt her eyes on my back as I left the building.

I practically sprinted back to my apartment. When I walked inside I dropped my bag and coat beside the door and immediately crawled onto my bed. I hiked up my skirt and shoved my hand into my underwear, fingering over my aching clit.

“Oh,” I breathed a sigh of relief as I rubbed myself with two fingers. The relief only lasted for a few moments, then the tingling got worse. I groaned and bit down on my lip. No matter how hard I rubbed I just wasn’t hitting the right spot.

I pushed my free hand up under my shirt, reaching for the nipple the woman – Violet –brushed against. My nipple was already hard, a little nub poking against the cotton fabric. I pinched it and rolled it between my fingers. It helped, but again, as I pinched my nipple and rubbed my clit, even when I rubbed it with my palm, it wasn’t enough. Something was missing. I was so frustrated my eyes started to blur with tears as the aching need turned painful.

I pulled my hand out from my shirt and fumbled through my discarded jacket until Violet’s card came out, crumpled in my hand. I took my phone and with my face burning dialed her number. It may have only been a few seconds that the phone rang, but each moment was agonizing.

“Violet Kim,” she answered.

“Violet,” I breathed. “I need help?”

“Oh? And who is this?”

“Charlotte. Charlotte Adler? I was just there.”

“Well, hello Charlotte.”

“Hi. I need help. I’m having some – some bad – I don’t know. Side effects? I’m not –“

“Slow down,” Violet said. There was a stern yet gentle touch to her voice. “Tell me exactly what you are experiencing.”

“I – I – uhm – my body just sort of tingles?”

“Where exactly is the tingling?”

“In my, my – “ I struggled to voice it. I felt like I would die as soon as the words left my lips, “- my vagina.”

“Vagina? What an awful word. Call it a pussy, like good girls do.”

A spasm of pleasure shot through me. I had no idea why. Something about her sultry voice and the way she demanded it. I bit down on my lip to keep from crying out. It was like she was there with me, whispering the words directly in my ear.

“Yes,” I said. “It’s my pussy.”

“Are you a virgin?” she asked. She sounded amused.

“No,” I said, but it was a lie. I’d never even had a girlfriend before.

“I bet you are,” she said. “Too shy to say ‘pussy’ but you want me to believe you’ve been fucked?”

“Okay,” I admitted. “I’m a virgin.”

“Aw, what a sweet girl. I bet you’re sensitive too. Well, why don’t you try playing with yourself? I’m sure that would make it go away.”

“I tried that. It just made it worse,” I said. I wanted to sink into my bed. I wanted the sheets to wrap me up and swallow me whole. I had never been so humiliated in my entire life. I tried to remind myself this woman was a professional, but she sounded so amused.

“Oh, dear. Well, maybe you didn’t do it right. Do you play with yourself often?”

“No,” I said, far, far too quickly. “Okay, sometimes I do. But I don’t-“

“Hush,” Violet said. “Just answer my questions. What are you doing right now?”

“Right now? I’m talking to you?”

“What are you doing with your hands?”

“I’m holding the phone with one hand and the other is in my pants.”

“You weren’t wearing pants when I saw you.”

“It’s – it’s down my skirt. Actually. In my underwear.”

“Oh, what a naughty girl. What are you doing with that hand?”

“I was fingering myself but I stopped when you answered.”

“Continue.”

“Huh?”

“Finger yourself.”

My body trembled. I slowly rubbed my index finger over my tingling clit.

“Are you doing it?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice barely more than a whimper.

“Describe it.”

“I’m touching myself. I’m – my finger is rubbing my clit.”

“Good girl. Touch yourself harder. Use the heel of your palm if you have to.”

“I tried that last time. It didn’t help.”

“You didn’t have permission last time.”

Another electrical spasm ran through my body. My thighs trembled. I bit down on my lip, a soft whimper escaping as I palmed at myself.

“How does that feel?”

“Good,” I said. “Really good.”

“Oh, I bet it does. Let me hear you enjoy it. Moan for me, good girl.”

As if on cue a moan forced its way out of my body.

“Are you going to cum for me?”

“Yes. Yes, I am. I will.”

“Then do it. Cum for me, bunny.”

I let out a shaky, heaving breath as my body tensed and then flooded with relief. My fingers were coated in my own wet as I orgasmed. I hadn’t even realized how tight my body had been until every muscle in me turned to jelly and I slumped back against my pillows, phone still clutched in my hand. I breathed for a few moments before I heard Violet’s chuckle on the other end.

“Are you happy now, bunny?” Violet teased. Her voice was dripping with amusement.

Shame flooded through me. I couldn’t believe what I had just done. I had never been so humiliated. I didn’t even think when I ended the call. I hung up, determined to never think about that moment again.

It didn’t matter how long I showered, I still felt unbelievably dirty. I hid my clothes in the bottom of the hamper but the smell of sweat and my own orgasm lingered. That was the problem with studio apartments, what happened in one corner wafted into the other.

When I crawled into bed that night my mind was filled with images of a sultry voice, fingertips running up my thighs, and the press of lips just under my ear. Even imagined, the stern command ‘come for me, Bunny,’ had my knees quaking and my fingers twitching. I was only vaguely aware of my own tossing and turning as I fought back the rapidly reappearing arousal. Eventually, I fell asleep, but not without palming myself a few more times.


Chapter Three

I woke up naked with an awful gnawing in my stomach. Sometime during the night, I must have kicked the sheets and blankets off my bed. Sweat dripped down my chest. I couldn’t remember taking my clothes off.

My tongue was dry. I dragged myself up from my sweat-soaked mattress, wrinkling my nose at the scent of sweat and arousal that coated my tiny space. I gulped down a glass of water and took a shower, frantically trying to scrub the filth from my body.

After, I went to the fridge for some breakfast. When I opened the door a nauseating scent assaulted my nose. Something must have gone bad. The bacon, uncooked, sitting clearly in its package made my stomach roll. Something about the color or the texture of it made me want to gag. I threw it out and spent the next fifteen minutes clearing out anything that smelled off – which was almost everything. Even the frozen stuff churned my stomach. Anything that had even a sliver of meat smelled so foul.

I hauled the trash out to the chute at the end of the hall and tossed it away with relief. When I returned to my apartment the only things left were junk food and a couple of vegetables I’d only bought to feel healthy. I’d never been a carrot person, but when I put it in my mouth it tasted better than anything I’d ever eaten.

I curled up on my sofa, damp hair wrapped in a towel behind my head, a bowl of carrots in my lap. Suddenly, my cellphone began to ring. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want to look, but I did anyway. The name ‘Geneti-Cora’ flashed on the screen. At least it was the main office.

“Hello?” I asked, cringing as I waited for a response that took forever to come.

“Hi there. Miss Charlotte Adler?” Thankfully, it was a male voice on the other end.

“This is her.”

“Would you be able to come in tomorrow morning for a follow-up? Ms. Kim mentioned you were having side effects.”

My toes curled and I sunk back against the sofa. At least they said side effects and not turned into a horny teen.

“They’re gone now. Nothing to worry about, I guess?”

“I’m glad to hear but we’d still like you to come in. At the very least for your safety, please drop by anytime today and someone will make time to see you.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Great, we’ll look forward to seeing you! Have a great day, Charlotte.”

“You too,” I said as I ended the call and slumped back against my sofa. There was no way in hell I could ever step foot in that building again. At least, that’s how I felt until the tingling started again.

I ate my carrots in silence, distracting myself with phone games and trash television until it was almost time for my afternoon class. I pulled my hair into a messy braid and threw on my favorite denim overalls. They were littered with splotches of orange, blue, and yellow paint that would never wash out, but that’s why they were my favorite. They made me look like an artist even if I didn’t always feel like one. They were fairly baggy, but despite that, the fabric felt itchy when it rubbed against my legs. I chalked it up to not using enough detergent or fabric softener in the washing machine and headed out the door, my art supply bag slung over my shoulder.

Unfortunately, I had to pass by Geneti-Cora on my way to class. The buildings were only a few blocks from each other. Despite the itchy fabric on my legs, I went out of my way to walk the extra three blocks around the building so I wouldn’t have to pass by the front office.

I walked into my classroom, waving hi to several other students who were already busy filling their canvases with color. I grimaced at my halfhearted painting in progress. It was covered in various shades of grey, nothing like the landscapes I’d done before coming to the city.

I pulled out my brushes and set them up on the easel along with my water cup. I pretended to clean my tools.

“Charlotte!”

My head snapped up when I heard my name.

Professor Killian stood in front of me, her thick-rimmed glasses halfway down her nose already.

“Tell us – what impassioned you this weekend?”

I signed up for a shady experiment where I was strapped to a table, injected with rabbit DNA, and afterward, I called the person who experimented on me because I was horny.

“I met a girl.”

“Ah! Love is in the air for our dear Charlotte. Who else was impassioned this weekend?”

A dozen or so hands raised into the air, eager to tell their tales. My shoulders slumped as I focused back on my bland artwork. The only image in my head was that of Violet and what we had done the night before.

I dipped my brush in the paint, combining orange-red with an ultramarine blue until I had a pleasing shade of brown with just the slightest hint of purple. I spread it in a circle around my canvas – the first bit of color to touch it in weeks. As I darkened the edges of her iris I found my thoughts drifting from her pointed eyes to the curl of her lips.

“Come for me, Bunny.”

I shuddered; her phantom words sent a shiver up my spine. I held my brush up to my lips, nibbling a tiny bit on the wooden end. That’s when the tingling started up again. I almost groaned as the feeling spread up my body once again.

There was still an hour of class left. All I had to do was paint. I chewed down on my brush. I tasted wood as my teeth crunched the base like a carrot. I almost squeaked when the sensation reached my thighs. I tried to shove it away. I thought of disgusting things. The smell of meat, fat on bacon, the scent of sweat and arousal that flooded my apartment like a burst dam – that last one made it worse. 

“Charlotte, dear. Perhaps, we chew gum instead of our brushes?”

I jolted when I heard my name. I opened my mouth. The brush fell onto my lap. I had chewed it down to the core. I could taste little splintered bits of wood on my tongue. My face was burning with heat.

“Oh my god,” I said. I wanted to disappear. I wanted to sink into the floor to never be heard from again but more than anything else I wanted someone to touch me.

As soon as Professor Killian’s turned her back to me I rushed out of the room, pushing my way into the bathroom and hiding in the furthest stall. I leaned back against the cold-tiled wall, breathing heavily.

The tingling made its way up to my chest. I could feel my heart pounding, my knees quivering. I wanted to rip the overalls from my body and slid my hand into my underwear again.

I shoved the thought away as soon as it came to me. No, no no no no no. I would not be the girl who got caught masturbating in the art school restroom. I would not. But I couldn’t just hide in the bathroom forever either.

My brain was ablaze with need when I pulled the phone from my pocket and dialed the number I shouldn’t have already had memorized.

“Hello?”

“Violet,” I breathed. “The – uh – I’m having side effects again.”

“Oh, Charlotte. Hm, and now you want my help?”

“Yes, yes please.”

“Last time I ‘helped’ you hung up on me. Remember?”

“I’m sorry. I was just- I couldn’t help it.”

“Oh, I can tell. You can barely help yourself now, can you? Are you already touching yourself?”

“No,” I said, my face burning bright red. I almost hated that it was the truth.

“Where are you?”

“In the bathroom, at my school.”

“Oh you naughty bunny,” she chuckled. “What a bad girl you are, getting horny during class? Must be some teacher you have.”

“Are you some kind of sadist?”

“I’m just a sucker for the whines of a cute girl in distress.”

“Can you help me? Are there like … pills or something? Please? I can’t stay like this.”

“Of course there are, but that wouldn’t be very fun, now would it?”

“What do you mean?”

“Come to my office if you want to find out. Otherwise, just head to the pharmacy and tell them you can’t seem to keep it in your pants.”

The line went dead. I was left standing there, feeling the growing wet in my pants. My body was burning, my tits were aching, and my knees were trembling.

There was a pharmacy just a few doors down but somehow I felt inexplicable drawn to the Geneti-Cora office. It was only a block or two away. I could go there quickly, maybe they could Violet would give me something for the symptoms, and I could be right back in class before anyone noticed.

I hadn’t even fully processed the idea before I was walking out through the doors of the school and back onto the concrete sidewalk. The cool air brushed against my face but it did nothing to soothe the heat claiming my body.

I rapped on the entrance to the building. The need only intensified. When I was buzzed inside I couldn’t help but chew my lip and stand awkwardly in front of the receptionist. He watched me, puzzled.

“Hi,” I breathed. “I’m Charlotte? I’ve been having side effects. I need-“

“One moment,” the blonde man said with a small smile. He picked up the phone on his desk and dialed a quick number. “Violet, your bunny girl is here,” the blonde man said into the phone.

My heart pounded. I wanted to run for the door, rip it open, and flee back out onto the streets. I didn’t move. I didn’t even take a step back. I just stood there, practically panting, waiting for the woman to open the door and beckon me inside.

It couldn’t have been more than a few seconds that I waited there, but it felt like an eternity.

“Oh, hello there,” Violet said. A wry smile played on her face. “Well, c’mon in.”

“Thanks,” I said. I quickly ducked past her into the hallway. She led me down the halls past several doors and the examination rooms. She held the door open to an office, her name plastered on the plaque beside it.

“I’m glad you decided to join me,” she crossed her arms, leaning back against her desk. Her eyes scanned up and down my body.

I shifted on my feet.

“You said you could help?” I kept my eyes firmly on the floor. “I’m sorry about last night – I just – I’m sorry. I was nervous?”

“But not nervous enough to come crawling back here, were you?” She didn’t sound mad, more playful than anything. I felt like a mouse pinned under the claws of a cat – no not a mouse, a rabbit.

“It’s a lot,” I said. “This can’t be normal, can it?”

“Unfortunately for you, yes. It’s very normal.”

“I wasn’t told about that!”

“Yes, you were.” Her wry smile appeared on her face, curling the corner of her lip into a smirk. “Page four of the contract you signed – known side effects of this treatment includes increased arousal and hormone production shortly after administration.”

“If I read that I wouldn’t have signed it.” I’d barely read the contract. I glanced at the headings, skimmed through most of the body, and signed my name without thinking twice. I knew I would back out. Then I’d go back to my apartment, being my bland, boring, uninspired self.

“And who’s fault is that?”

“Oh god, I did this to myself,” I buried my head in my hands.

“You certainly did, but you can also stop it if you’d like.”

I looked up from my hands.

Violet was smirking at me, tapping her shoe on the hard floor.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Why don’t you tell me?”

“I – tell you what?”

“Tell me how you want me to take care of you. Do you really just want pills?” she raised an eyebrow. “Or would you prefer a more hands-on approach?”

“Oh god – I don’t – I mean – Of course, I’d – what we did last night-“

“Last night was last night. Today is today. Tell me what you want today, and I’ll see if I can accommodate.”

“I – seriously? This is humiliating.”

“Good,” she said with a wry smirk. “That cute blush in your cheeks makes me so turned on. Almost turned on enough to help you, but not quite. So, speak. Tell me what it is you need. Or walk your cute ass out of here and go to the pharmacy.”

It should have been a simple decision. I should have turned around. I should have walked into the closest drugstore. I didn’t. I looked up at her, my eyes pleading as my resolve weakened and I was helpless against her.

“I need you to touch me.”

“Does my sweet bunny need to be fucked?

“Yes,” I breathed. Be bolder, Professor Killian’s words echoed in my ears. I stepped away from the wall reaching up to the snaps on my overalls and released them. The denim fabric fell away from my chest, revealing the sheer shirt underneath.

Violet whistled.

“Come here, lay down on my desk, on your belly,” Violet said, patting the desk behind her.

I did, grateful that at least I wouldn’t have to watch her smirk as she humiliated me. I laid down on the desk, clenching my eyes shut as her hands hooked into the loops on my overalls and pulled them the rest of the way down my legs, revealing my lacy white underwear underneath.

“Oh you are wet, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t help but elicit a pathetic squeak as her palm groped my crotch, feeling the wetness soaking through my underwear.

“Please, Violet,” I breathed.

Violet chuckled. She pulled down my underwear, exposing my naked ass. I heard a drawer opening and closing.

“Tell me bunny, have you ever been fucked by a strap-on?”

“I told you I was a virgin,” I said, feeling the heat burning in my cheeks.

“I know. I just wanted to hear you say it again. You’re so wet I bet I don’t even need to use lube with this thing.”

“Violet. I need it. Please.”

“I know you do, my sweet breeder bunny.”

I felt a warm, silicone head push up against my vulva. It was large and thick. I’d never wanted to be fucked by a man but I couldn’t wait to have the dildo shoved inside me. I mewled for it. I dug my fingers into the desk and arched my back so my quivering pussy was in the perfect position for Violet to fuck.

Her hands appeared on my hips, talon-like nails digging into my sensitive skin.

The head of her cock slid its way inside me, just the tip at first.

I let out a whining moan. I wanted all of it, and Violet was quick to oblige. She jerked her hips. The rest of the cock slammed inside me. I moaned. A shudder ran through me as my pussy was filled with her girth. I clenched down on the cock, practically melting onto it.

Violet’s right hand left my hip. Her fingers slide from the base of my ass, up my spine, to the nape of my neck where the base of my braided her lay. Her fingers dug into my hair, gripping my braid tight in her hand as she slowly started to fuck me, using my braid as a handle.

I groaned and winced a little as her grip forced my head up and kept me there while she rocked back and forth, her thighs pressed tight up against mine.

She fucked slowly at first, pushing in lightly, experimentally. When she drew back her cock only half left my pussy. I didn’t like that. I wanted to feel it inside of me fully. I wanted to feel its load releasing and filling me up. I knew that wasn’t possible, but it’s what my body desperately craved.

Then Violet found my special spot. As she hit it I gripped the desk tighter. My whimpering moan made her chuckle.

“Oh, looks like someone liked that,” she teased.

“Oh, God. Please, again?” I begged.

“You’re lucky I’m so nice.”

Violet pulled out and the cock slammed into me again. My moan was louder this time. She started to fuck faster, hitting the same spot every time.

“Yes! Yes!” I cried. My body was a shaking, quivering mess as I whined and whimpered and moaned while she fucked my pussy and pulled my hair. Her silicone cock brutalized me. It was so thick and heavy and she went so fast and hard. I could barely keep up my breaths.

She leaned down over me, her free hand finding my throat, tilting my head up further. She licked a stripe from my collarbone up to my jaw. Then she bit down right over my jugular. Something animalistic and instinctive exploded inside of me. I cried out. My toes clenched so tight it was painful.

Then I came. Sudden relief flooded over me. My trembling pussy clenched down tight on the cock, trying to squeeze cum out of it.

“Violet,” I moaned breathlessly.

Violet released my braid. She slowly stroked my head. Her breath was warm against my ear as she dropped her head to rest on my shoulder.

She stayed inside of me for a few minutes, both of us just lying against the desk, the cock still inside of me, my pussy sore, body exhausted. The tingling, desperate need had finally ebbed away, back into the recesses of my brain.

Violet finally pulled out of me. I cringed, hearing the wet noise of my pussy juice spilling down my thighs.

“Thank you,” I muttered, almost hoping she wouldn’t hear.

“No need to thank me. I’m sure you’ll have the chance to repay the favor soon.”

“Huh?” I asked, blinking the encroaching sleep away from my eyes. I rolled onto my side and sat up.

“Well, it is breeding season,” Violet said with a chuckle. “But not to worry, you can call me anytime you need some relief, my cute little bunny.”

“Breeding season?”

“Yes, until the end of May. I imagine your body will be driving you crazy until then.”

My heart stuttered. That was over a month away. My stomach churned with a strange sense of humiliation, anticipation, and excitement. An entire month of the tingling. An entire month of Violet bending me over her desk, of sweat-soaked sheets and arousal.

“Then I guess we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other?” I asked.

“I suppose we will,” Violet said.

Our eyes locked, her maroon lips curled into a wicked smirk. I found myself hoping May would never end.
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