
  

Living With Bunny 

Day 7 

House stinks now. Everything smells of bunny. Sex. Damp earth. Wet fur. Her shit. It’s all 

bunny. Do I smell of her too?  

The little sliver between the curtains sends a thin icicle of light out over the cracked linoleum, 

grey filaments of her shed fur sparking in the air, swirling and dancing in little eddies. I sit here 

and watch them. Bunny hates that light. I can tell. She sticks close to the walls and the corners 

where she can watch me, but the light never touches her matted fur.  

Sometimes I look outside, but always carefully, carefully. 

I wonder if the people walking by can smell it too: the waft of her sex. They bustle past, faces 

like wax masks, eyes straight ahead. Sometimes, just sometimes, I see the guilt flash across 

their face when they suck in the smell. In through their nose that moist reek goes, then down, 

down, down. 

Then the recognition. You have to watch very close to see it. It makes me laugh. Sometimes 

they look - quick - furtive - at my window. But they never catch me. I always shrink back into the 

dark. She watches me from her favorite dark corner, moonlight glinting in those cruel, rabbit 

eyes. 

I wish she wouldn’t look into me. It feels like lice. Inside. She watches me when I sleep. I can tell 

by the lice, crawling inside.  

Why do you keep watching me, bunny?  

Tired now. I wonder if she’ll come to me again after sleep comes. I wonder if her fur will give 

way to that slick, slippery cavern. I wonder if she will bury me in her folds of flesh and the musty 



  

heat and weight of her. Juices swirling. Fermenting. I wonder if I will see those eyes again, 

twinkling like cold, knowing stars behind that mask.  

Is it a mask, bunny?  

So tired. I have to close my eyes now.  

Day 6 

I’m trying to understand but I can’t think. I can’t get the oily grime of her fur out from under my 

fingernails. My eyelids feel sticky with her musk. I feel her between my teeth. Her claw marks 

sting my chest, my back. I’m trying to think.  

We were sitting at the breakfast table, just me and bunny. I tried to swallow down my toast, 

drink my coffee, just like I used to. Then I asked her why she wasn’t hungry. I think that’s where 

it began. She just sat there with that blank mask, her whiskers bristling spikes, reflecting the 

cold fluorescent light. 

I told her that I was sick of this silence. Sick of her just always LOOKING at me and never 

speaking.  

It’s gone too far now, bunny.  

I wept. I begged for her just to say a word. She just sat there. Plastic. Impassive.  

For fuck’s sake talk to me. Talk! FUCKING TALK! 

The clock began to tick and far away, in the world outside, I heard a dog barking, children 

playing. In slow motion she cocked her head, those stupid ears flopping down over her face, 

beady black pools of glistening blackness deep inside that mask.  



  

I grabbed the table - spun it crashing to the floor, its spindly wooden legs shivering. Our garden 

harvest crockery - a wedding gift - flew to the floor and smashed into an insane mosaic of yellow 

and white shards.  

She just sat there. She sat there in my kitchen chair, watching me. Her legs splayed, wide and 

obscene as one bunny paw worked slick and fast between her legs, buried deep inside.  

Then my hands were at her neck. I felt her muscles and bone writhing under the fur as I clawed 

at her windpipe, as though I could force a word, a sound, anything up out of her lungs. She just 

lay there beneath me looking up at me with those endless black pools. Then she was on top of 

me. God.  

Her breath came in ragged, hollow bursts. Rancid it was. Sweet. I didn’t fight when I felt her 

paws, slick with her own juices, slide into my mouth, over my tongue.  

Morning hay. Wet grass. Shit. Sex.  

The stench of bodies and life on my tongue, as her thighs held me tight and she bore down. 

Bunny fucked into me, her hips moving in slow circles. I felt her paws scramble at my fly, seizing 

my frightened cock, yanking it up and out as though it were the morning worm. She sat up, 

spread her furry legs and lowered herself down onto me. The tickle of fur, the scratchy outer 

layers giving way to such softness. Then I felt her lips. Her wetness drooled from her sex and 

dripped down my cock, like molten bee’s wax.  

Then heat. Blazing, painful heat.  

She clenched me, sucked me up inside and held me there. Oh god how it felt to be trapped and 

drowning, owned and enveloped in her pulsing birth canal, her pleasure, her cunt. 

Lana.  



  

I called her name.  

Lana. 

I called out again, as she rode me. A clawed hand clamped over my mouth, dug inside to 

scratch over my tongue as she fucked me. I buried my face into her pendulous bunny breasts, 

nuzzling through the fur to find that purple, bulbous nipple. I filled my mouth with her breast, 

seeking her milk, buried in the damp fur as I felt wave after wave of my cum exploding up, up, 

deep, deep inside her.  Deep inside bunny. 

Then there was the laugh.  

Bunny knew. She knew all along.  

Day 5 

I’m worried about Lana. When I woke up she was just standing there by the bed looking down at 

me in her bunny mask. I took the day off work. I can catch up. I wanted to keep an eye on her. 

The boss wasn’t happy but bunny is my priority. Lana is my priority.  

I tried to laugh. To make light of that horrible furry mask just staring back at me with its nylon 

whiskers, its lurid pink nose.  

Are you in there?  

I can tell she is looking at me. I can tell she hears. Her eyes look so strange behind that mask. 

In the right light I can see her skin, her eyelashes, but … why are her eyes always so wide 

open?  

Is she having a breakdown? Should I call someone? Her mother perhaps? Or is this just part of 

the process and to be expected? I said I would be patient enough for both of us. Maybe this is 

something I just have to endure.  



  

I’m trying to be patient. It’s only right that I be patient.  

It’s evening now - no improvement. I couldn’t stand the smell of her any more so this afternoon I 

gently took her hand and led her to the shower. I washed her fur thoroughly, shampooing it as 

best I could. I washed the matted shit away and felt embarrassed for bunny.  

I told her everything would be OK. 

Day 4 

I got home from work early today, eager to see Lana. It’s been an amazing few days. I could 

see that she was excited when I got home. Before the door had even closed behind me Lana 

poked her head out of the kitchen door and then rushed over to me. She grabbed my hand.  

It really looks like it’s beginning to work. After four days I feel this closeness to her I haven’t felt 

before.  

She pulled me into the bedroom - sat me down on the edge of our bed. She drew the curtains. 

My beautiful, naughty Lana. It was so sexy to see her bite her bottom lip and pull those track 

pants off, yanking them down around her ankles and kicking them away. Urgent! She wiggled 

out of her white cotton panties and straddled me.  

What’s this then?  

I grinned up at her, curled my fingers through her hair. Her thighs felt so good as she nestled 

down into my lap, grinding and wiggling to find cock. She groaned as she rutted, bumped and 

squirmed against me, and I felt the hot gash of her love teasing my aching cock into life. She 

leaned in, breath tickling my ear, and one arm snaked behind me and returned with a mask.  

A rabbit’s mask - did you ever!  



  

I stared from it back to her pale skin and her shy little smile.  She giggled and slipped it on, tying 

it in place with a black ribbon. She put her hands up in a little helpless bunny gesture and 

bounced up and down, up and down. My fuck bunny she was, naked but for a mask and a pair 

of pornographically white socks.  

Something just took over. I grabbed her, and pushed her down over the bed, spreading her 

thighs apart. Her cunt was a hot dark gash, her pubic hairs glistening. I looked down at her big 

floppy ears and I groaned and sunk my cock deep into my naughty bunny.  

God that feels good, bunny.  

I fucked her with savage thrusts. I’ve never fucked a woman before. Not like that. I’ve made love 

but fucked? No. I looked down at her pale flesh, her flared hips and round buttocks which shook 

and wobbled every time I pounded into her and it felt so good. It felt good to brutally force my 

way inside her. Plowing inside. Like machinery.  

I could smell it. Musty. Wet. Fertile. Living. Sex. Smells of a woman I live with. Lana. My wife. 

I’ve never smelt my wife before. What a strange thing to have been married for five years and 

never have been close enough to truly breathe that cunt smell into my lungs. Inhaling and 

impaling I fucked her, until my hot sticky gush exploded deep into her womb while she grunted 

and gasped and moaned.  

Then we lay in each other’s arms. I remember talking. Did she talk? I can’t remember.  

When I woke up late in the dead of night I saw her impassive bunny face staring back at me as 

she lay in my arms. Her eyes were open. It felt like she was watching me. 



  

Day 3 

We were shy this morning. Like new lovers. It’s been so long since we’ve had sex, I almost can’t 

believe it finally happened. I thought that we were just that couple: that once a month on 

Sundays couple who copulate safely, hug and turn to sleep, secretly relieved.  

We sat there, grinning, sipping our coffee, watching the sun yellow our tawdry little kitchen. She 

looked beautiful, the light picking up the highlights in her straw blond hair. It shone around her 

head like a honeyed halo and I felt my stomach tighten into knots of little happinesses.  

She kissed me on the lips when the dishes were safely stacked away and asked me if I’d like to 

call her bunny. 

We laughed. I told her I liked that. 

My sex bunny with her saucy little smile, her teasing touches to the backs of my hands as we 

reach into the suds, searching for the prize of that last grimy teaspoon, hip to hip and sweating 

in faucet steam. 

When the sun disappeared I drew the curtains and Lana, my bunny, turned off the evening 

news and hopped over to me, her sweet dumpling breasts bouncing and jiggling in her comfy 

home t-shirt. It felt so good to crush that warm, fleshy body to my chest, to run my hands from 

the nape of her neck, down the curve of her back to rest on the fullness of her hips. I’d forgotten 

what a delight her flesh was. Then I curled my hands inside her pajama bottoms and took two 

full handfuls of her ripe, round bum. I felt the fullness, the weight of her fleshy buttocks in the 

palms of my hands. I kissed her again and I felt her cheeks tighten around her sweet fuckable 

asshole as a little sigh shivered from her mouth.  

Yes, today was a good day. A new day. We’re burying our past and groping into the unknown 

murk, fingers slipping and twining and probing together to find our future.  



  

Today I’m happy, bunny.  

For the first time in a long time, I am happy. 

Day 2 

Lana was better today. All of yesterday’s unpleasantness seems to be forgotten.  

She sat on the bed and watched me get dressed for work. She hasn’t done that for a long time. I 

felt my heart beat hard in my chest - so hard it was pain. I really have hopes that yesterday 

helped; that my special, wise friends might truly have helped. 

When I got home from work she snuggled up to me on the couch and wiggled her nose at me.  

“I want to be your little bunny,” she whispered into my ear. 

It was enough! It was all I needed. I felt my cock uncoiling, thickening. I took her hand and 

wrapped it around the shaft and placed a kiss on her ear. She squeezed me. God that felt good, 

to feel her hand, after so, so long. Her little fingers encased my blood-filled organ, coaxing the 

life and the want back into me. 

I groaned her name. She took my hand, led me to our little bedroom.  

I have great hopes. I have great hopes for our future.  

Day 1 

I was embarrassed and angry that she ignored them but they didn’t seem to mind. They smiled 

at me reassuringly and told me that everything would be OK. Lana just sipped her coffee, 

leafing through a magazine, occasionally glancing up at me awkwardly. 

I wanted to shake her.  



  

I apologized again and both men just raised their hands. “Nothing to apologize for,” they said, 

and their smiles widened. 

I asked them how long it would take. They explained that it is different for everyone and that we 

both needed to be patient. I looked across to Lana to see if she understood but she just smiled 

her inane, vacant smile and went back to her magazine. 

“I can be patient,” I told them, and I’m sure they believed me. I could see it in their calm and 

reassuring eyes. I told them I would be patient enough for the both of us; that I would carefully 

record our progress. They looked at each other approvingly and nodded.  

Such gentle men. Such caring, helpful men. 

I shook both their hands at the door and sat with Lana for a while in the silence of our sad little 

kitchen while she finished her horrid magazine. I told her everything would be OK. She said she 

knew. 

Then she went to lie down. I lay down next to her and her eyes closed, just like they said they 

would. 

I have great hopes. Tomorrow will be a brand new day. 


