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      Enjoy four fun yet sizzling hot paranormal romances set in a future where genetically enhanced supercops keep the peace and mafia rabbits rule the underworld.

      

      The Godrabbit

      

      I am known by many names. My beloved mother called me Flopsy Lapin. Lady Grace Satin jokes that I am the wickedest rabbit in all of the world. Her father, Lord Satan, dares to label me a mobster street rabbit. You, my friend, may call me the Godrabbit.

      

      Lady Grace is the only female I lust after. My bloodstained hands are unworthy of holding her, so when a high-class hooker with Lady Grace’s face, voice, scent, and everything else, wanders into my casino, I make her an offer she can’t refuse. This leads to a night I will never forget.

      

      Note: The Godrabbit is a prequel to Protect And Serve:  Badge Bunny

      

      Badge Bunny

      

      My name is Officer Drake. I’m genetically enhanced to be the best damn policeman there is. I can snap a werewolf in two. I can outrun a car. That’s not boasting. Those are the facts.

      

      I’m designed to protect and serve, and when I spot a plush little bunny shifter by the name of Hunny Lapin, that is exactly what I do. I protect her from a strip club owning vampire and serve up her every desire in bed. ‘Course, that lands me in a whole heap of trouble, but it’s nothing I can’t handle. I’m a supercop, remember?

      

      Legal Beagle

      

      My name is Officer Wright. I’m genetically enhanced as one of the city’s finest, and a normal day for me involves plugging liquid sunshine into rogue vamps, tagging and bagging renegade werewolves, and putting the fear of the badge into all criminals.

      

      But these are not normal days. While my partner takes a leave of absence to bang his bunny, I’m stuck on babysitting duty. Yeah, stop laughing. It would be more humorous except the chick I’m tailing is a hot little beagle-shifting judge, and when she takes the bench, believe me, my whole body comes to order.

      

      Speed Demon

      

      My name is Officer Sargent, Sarge to friends and fellow police officers. You might have heard some rumors about me, but they’re all lies. I’m not gay. I’m not. The reason I watch my partner’s back is because that’s what cops do; we watch out for each other. It has nothing to do with his broad shoulders or trim hips or shapely butt.

      

      My partner Nero is a demon, and he has a sick sense of humor, tricking me into thinking things no straight man should ever think. I’m a genetically enhanced supercop, and I can handle his devilish magic.

      

      That is until the unthinkable happens.
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      Males are perverse creatures.

      Over the past two years, I’ve sent Flopsy Lapin an embarrassing array of kiss-me signals, and I’ve been completely ignored.

      When I finally lose my mind and visit his casino, decked out in an outfit that would make a stripper blush, he’s so eager to fuck me, he’s willing to pay through his twitching nose for the privilege.

      On a regular day, Lady Grace Satin wouldn’t use a crude word like fuck, but I’m not feeling like myself tonight. I have a bad case of the sluts, which is why Flopsy’s henchman assumes I’m a hooker.

      The battle-ax of a nurse examining me for God knows what kind of diseases knows better. For some bizarre reason, she keeps that knowledge to herself.

      So I stand on the threshold to Flopsy’s study, ironically the room where we first met, and wonder what in the blue blazes I’m doing.

      I’m not a hooker. I’m a virgin, and I don’t know how to please a sophisticated mobster like Flopsy.

      The flutter of fear that makes me want to upchuck flattens when I spot my big, bad bunny shifter.

      Flopsy is slumped in a brown leather armchair, staring into the unlit fireplace. What he sees there, I have no idea, but the normally cocky, confident Godrabbit appears weary and defeated.

      Optimism inflates my flat chest because even my inept sexual fumblings can’t make him feel any worse than he looks right now.

      “Come here.” His voice is deep and rich like the cognac he has cradled in one hand.

      I swing my hips as I walk, imitating the movements of the scantily clad cocktail waitresses he employs. They’re not hookers, but as I don’t know any hookers, they’ll have to do for role models.

      “Kneel.” Flopsy spreads his legs.

      He’s impeccably dressed, as usual, in a dark three-piece suit.

      That phrase “crime doesn’t pay” is a load of hooey. It does pay -- very, very well.

      I kneel between his legs and look up at him, awaiting further instructions. If he coaches me all the way, I may have a chance at pulling this off.

      His brown eyes glint, and his nose twitches as he examines me.

      I freeze, worry twisting my insides.

      Does he recognize me?

      That would so bite the big carrot. He’d give me that tired you’re-too-good-for-me speech, pat me on my head like I’m five years old, and send me home in one of his big, black limousines.

      I would then expire of sexual frustration, and my gravestone would read, “Here lies a rabbit who didn’t get any.”

      “Black hair, blue eyes, pale skin.” Flopsy reaches out as though to touch my face, only to, at the last second, drop his hand. “Mon Dieu, you look like her.” I perk up. I look like someone else. They say that everyone has a twin somewhere in the world but as an only child, I’ve never seen any bunny shifter remotely resembling me. “Tonight, your name is Grace, understand?”

      Grace is my name.

      Wait a cottontail minute! He hires a hooker who looks like me and then calls her by my name.

      Hope blossoms in my alcohol-filled stomach.

      Flopsy wants me – me, small-breasted, gangly, me. Miracles do happen.

      “Understand?” Impatience edges the word. Flopsy expects everyone to jump to do his bidding. It’s a mob boss thing.

      Normally I’d give him one of my trademark icy glares and tell him I’ll do what I please, but tonight, I’m his hooker, and I doubt hookers are that lippy.

      “I understand, sir.” I embrace my role as his temporary sex slave.

      “Good.” Flopsy nods, appearing satisfied. “Now, suck my cock like this is your first time.”

      He leans back in his chair, settling in for the experience.

      “Yes, sir.” This should be easy to do because this is my first time.

      Having watched movies, I know the basics. My fingers tremble as I unzip his dress pants.

      His large, hard cock springs loose, and I bite my bottom lip.

      Don’t males wear underwear?

      This male, I guess, doesn’t.

      I look up at Flopsy.

      Although his eyes appear closed, I know he’s watching me.

      He’s a bit of a control freak.

      I run my fingers along his shaft. He’s soft yet firm, and his cockhead is tinged purple. That doesn’t look healthy but if Flopsy’s not worried, I guess I shouldn’t be.

      He’s also leaking -- a bead of moisture forming on the slit.

      I don’t usually put unknown substances into my mouth – that is asking for a quick trip to the emergency room – but my research says sucking cock involves lips.

      I bend down and lick his tip.

      He tastes salty with a hint of carrots. I like carrots, and I like salt.

      I lick him some more, exploring the ridge under his cockhead, running my tongue up and down his thick shaft.

      It’s covered with veins. A female would inject bunnytox to rid herself of those veins, but Flopsy is a male’s male. He has a here-I-am, if-you-don’t-like-it, you-can-go-to-hell stance on things.

      I like that about him.

      I like his cock. I suck it deep into my mouth. It is huge so I can’t get it all in before the gag reflex starts fussing, and this perplexes me.

      In the movies, the actresses always take the males entirely. Either the males are smaller, the actresses’ mouths are larger, or I’m doing something wrong.

      I glance at Flopsy, hoping for some tips, and instead, I become further discouraged.

      His expression is one of pure boredom.

      Maybe I’m doing this too slowly.

      I bob my head, gently sucking, his cock sliding along the inside of my cheeks.

      He inhales sharply and I smile, pleased at his reaction. That’s more like it.

      I suck and bob, wondering why this is called a blowjob when I’m sucking and bobbing. Am I supposed to blow him up like a balloon? Is that what the hole is for?

      “Grace.” Flopsy groans. I pause. Have I hurt him? “Suck me harder, faster.” I guess I haven’t. I do as he instructs. “That’s it, Grace. Suck my cock with that sweet mouth.”

      Listen, mister, I’m doing the best I can.

      The bobbing is making me dizzy.

      He decides to help me, thrusting up with his hips.

      The first thrust takes me by surprise and slams into the back of my throat.

      Cabbage heads, that hurt. My eyes water.

      I withdraw with his next thrust.

      Sucking cock is complicated, as I have to suck, bob, and avoid his surges forward.

      “Fuck, Grace!” he bellows, deafening me for life.

      Hot cum fills my mouth.

      I don’t know what to do with it so I swallow and swallow and swallow. I drain him dry and lick him clean because I don’t like a mess.

      When his skin is buffed to my high standards, I release him. His cock is now limp and… well… flopsy.

      Liquid shot out of him so where all that hardness went is a mystery.

      There’s silence.

      I frown.

      Is that it? Am I done?

      Flopsy matter-of-factly tucks his cock into his pants and zips. “Stand up.” As my legs are sore from kneeling on the hard floor, I happily struggle to my feet. “Show me your tits.”

      I’m a lady. I don’t have tits. I have breasts.

      I pull down the bright red bustier, and my cheeks burn.

      My breasts aren’t much to look at.

      He gapes at them hungrily. “They’re small, like hers. Are they real?”

      I nod, completely dumbfounded by his absurd question.

      Why would any female pay for tiny breasts?

      Large, callused palms cover them, and I suck in my breath.

      Some naughty males have copped a quick feel over my clothes, but I’ve never been touched bare skin to bare skin before.

      Flopsy’s thumbs swipe over my nipples, and I decide I like it, very much. My toes curl. My nipples tighten until they ache.

      Flopsy pulls me closer so I am snug between his legs. He bends his head and licks one nipple.

      Jumping jackrabbits. This feels good.

      He licks again, and I make a strangled cat noise.

      Correctly interpreting this as encouragement, he suckles noisily.

      I thread my fingers through his hair, holding him to me.

      He switches to the other breast, making it throb as fiercely as its mate. He reaches down to rub that other place that is throbbing.

      His access is hampered by my skirt, and he pushes me away with an aggravated sound. “Undress.”

      As I reach behind me to unzip, he moves to the side table to pour himself another drink.

      He sips, watching my impromptu striptease.

      I’m nervous, and my hooker clothes are not cooperating.

      The bustier is removed speedily, giving me a false sense of confidence. My short, tight skirt, however, gets caught in the stiletto heels, and I plummet forward, about to do a facer on his oriental carpet.

      Flopsy catches me in time, righting me.

      I spring away from him, trying to act cool like I meant to do that.

      He says nothing, a corner of his mouth quirking upward.

      I am such a spaz. I continue to strip in mortified silence.

      Finally, I’m naked, my entire body flushed with excitement and embarrassment.

      “Up against the desk.” He pats the wide mahogany surface.

      I pause. There is no going back after this.

      I push away my fear and stride forward.

      I want this. I want him.

      “Bend over,” he instructs. I bend over, my thighs clenched together. “Spread your legs.”

      I do as he says, feeling completely exposed.

      “Mon Dieu, you are beautiful.” Flopsy switches to French, a foreign language an uneducated hooker won’t understand.

      I’m fluent in the language, however. I understand every word.

      “When you first barged into my life, demanding donations for your orphan babies, telling me in your prissy tone that my money was as good as everyone else’s, I wanted you like this.” His rough hands graze my ass cheeks. “I wanted you bent over my desk, your bare ass in the air. I longed to flip up the skirt of that white sundress, that sundress with the tiny holes in it where I could almost, almost see your pale soft flesh.”

      He wanted me then.

      My brain spins as he strokes me, over my ass, down the crevice, brushing against my wet pussy.

      He has a strange way of showing his desire. He looked so stern, so angry, and all that time, he wanted to do this.

      He pets the soft bunny fur covering my pussy.

      My body hums.

      He circles that one special spot, drawing shameless pants of need from my mouth.

      A thick finger enters me.

      I moan.

      This is what I want. This is what I need.

      “You’re so tight, Grace, so hot and wet for me. Were you as wet then?” I believe I was. “Did you want me to fill you with my big cock? Did you want me to pound into your pussy again and again until you screamed my name?”

      I hear the rasp of a zipper.

      Something thick and broad prods at me.

      “I’m going to give you what you want tonight.” He pushes his cockhead inside me.

      I’ve heard about the pain of the first time. This is a gross exaggeration. I’m stretched, but it isn’t too bad.

      “I’m going to make you mine.” He grasps my hips with both of his big hands and thrusts.

      I scream.

      The pain, oh the pain. He has split me in two.

      “Mon Dieu, that felt like…” His chuckle is shaky. I want to slap the bemusement out of his voice. How can he laugh when I am dying? “Non, that is impossible.”

      He withdraws, fortunately.

      This is the first and last time I’m having sex. I will happily join a nunnery so I never have to see another cock.

      He thrusts into me again, and I whimper.

      If he does that once more, I swear I’ll hunt him down tomorrow and shoot that blasted thing off.

      Mindless of my thoughts of violence, he pumps into me.

      Gradually, very gradually, the pain fades and the burning sensations alleviate.

      He pistons his cock in and out of me like he’s drilling for oil, or water, or whatever it is that drillers drill for.

      Flopsy is getting really into this fucking business, shouting, “mine, mine, mine,” with each surge forward.

      Okay, I might have sex again.

      It isn’t that bad. It is kind of… interesting.

      As I grow calmer, his actions become even more frantic.

      He pulls my hair, drawing my head back, exposing my left ear. His hips drive forward hard, his cock fills me completely, and he bites my ear in a claiming gesture.

      I cry out in both shock and arousal. Heat floods my pussy.

      He collapses on top of me, flattening me against the wooden desktop.

      “I love you,” Flopsy tells me in French. “I adore you.”

      He licks my ear.

      I thump my dangling feet against his legs. Ears, for bunny shifters, are even more sensitive than nipples, and his licking drives me bonkers.

      “I’ve wanted you forever.” My tough-as-nails rabbit continues his verbal assault. “You are mine. I will never let you go.”

      His tender words drift into silence.

      He slips from me, limp again.

      The male body is truly a wondrous thing.

      Flopsy hooks his finger and scoops our mixed essences from my humming pussy. That warmth is spread over my asshole. I stiffen as he pushes his pinkie finger inside. “You are too tight for me. Have you ever been fucked up the ass?”

      “No, sir.” I didn’t know that was possible.

      Is there any orifice he doesn’t want to stick his cock into?

      He sighs like me never having been fucked up the ass is the end of the world. “Wait here.”

      Flopsy is normally an intelligent male.

      Tonight, he has been struck dumb by the idiot flu.

      I’m naked, pumped full of his cum, and facedown on his desk.

      Where am I going?

      He returns, spreads my cheeks, and sticks something cold and hard into my ass. “Wear this as long as possible, but remove it when you shift, sleep, or do your business.” He pronounces "business" like "bizness."  I repeat the word silently, liking the way it feels on my lips. “We’ll switch it for a larger plug tomorrow. By the end of the week, you’ll be able to take me with no pain.”

      Good, because I don’t want any more pain. I’ve had enough pain for a lifetime, thank you very much.

      “The end of the week?” I had planned for a mere twenty-four hours of insanity.

      “I’ll pay for the week.” Flopsy takes my agreement for granted.

      I suppose hookers have flexible schedules.

      And he will indeed pay for the week. If my father ever finds out about this sex spree, Flopsy will be one dead rabbit.

      “Evenings only. I have things to do during the day.” This isn’t a lie. I’m busy.

      Being a socialite, contrary to public opinion, is a full-time job, and I also have the charity to consider.

      “No other tricks on the side.” Flopsy flips me over, and cups my small breasts possessively like there is a line-up of rabbit shifters desiring tall, gawky females with flat chests. “I have exclusive rights to your body.”

      He tugs loose his tie, pulling the silk from around his neck.

      Ditching the tie doesn’t remedy the severe clothing imbalance.

      I am completely naked.

      He is fully dressed.

      Flopsy is right. He does have exclusive rights to my body.

      I would never consider doing this with anyone else.

      He doesn’t need to know that, though.

      I sense an awesome opportunity to raise even more funds for my orphan babies, as he calls them.

      “Exclusive rights cost.” I give him my sweetest smile.
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      Even though I didn’t go to some fancy college, I’m no dumb bunny.

      My body recognizes Lady Grace Satin immediately, and a tiny part of my brain does also, but I reject the connection between high society lady and high-class hooker because accepting that I am fucking the please and thank-yous out of Grace means I have to stop.

      I don’t want to stop.

      Ever.

      She feels too right, too good, too mine.

      I have to stop fucking Grace temporarily when Peter, the casino manager, knocks on the office to give me the usual update of the night’s activities.

      I’m anxious to get back to Grace, worried that in my absence she might remember who she truly is, so I tell my top rabbit to keep it brief.

      A half hour later, I finally shut the door behind him, and round the desk my shy hooker is hiding under.

      The longest, palest, loveliest legs I’ve ever seen are sticking out from underneath that piece of office furniture.

      My best suit jacket is folded neatly under her shapely ass.  “Why are you using a designer jacket as a butt cushion?”

      “I’m dripping cum, sir.” Her normally crisp, prissy voice is muffled by both the desk, and I suspect, a layer of sleep. “I didn’t want to ruin your carpet.”

      I’m a crime boss, and my carpet has seen more serious stains than cum, but I appreciate how considerate my female-for-hire is. “Spread your legs.”

      She immediately follows my instructions, parting her bent legs to reveal glistening, pink pussy lips topped by ink black bunny fur.

      It is a sight to rival the finest work of art, and it is even better because it is touchable.

      Unfastening my pants, I drop to my knees, positioning myself between those welcoming white thighs.

      Grace makes an omph sound as I lower my form onto hers, and I slide my cock into her tight, cum-slicked entrance.

      She feels like heaven, and I have to grit my teeth to prevent me from adding more of my own juices to her hot pussy cocktail.

      Grace’s body is nonresponsive, her face softened by sleep, but that doesn’t stop me.

      I rock into her enthusiastically, my movements restricted only by the small space.

      It’s like fucking in a rabbit hole, which perversely further pleases my already ecstatic inner-bunny.

      “Flopsy?” As if to emphasize how exhausted she is, Grace calls me by name, ditching the semi-sarcastic "Sir."

      “Hhhmmm…” I suck on her shoulder.

      I must be one sick bastard because fucking Grace’s lifeless form is getting me off big time.

      She is so still, and soft, and fragile.

      “Do you spend a lot of time under here? Because I was thinking it might be nice for your hookers if you put up a motivational poster or maybe a calming watercolor for them to look at while you do your bizness,” she babbles deliriously.

      I can’t think and fuck Grace at the same time.

      Needing to distract my suddenly talkative yet physically dead bunny, I reach down between our bodies to rub her clit.

      With one touch of my fingertips on that precious button, Grace jumps, pushing me upward.

      This extreme reaction takes me by surprise, and I crack my thick skull against the bottom of the desk.

      “Fuck!” I cuss as Grace’s beautiful face multiplies into three.

      She doesn’t appear to notice her new clones. “What… what was THAT?”

      Bringing her swirling faces closer to mine, she holds onto my shirt collar, her expressions earnest like the answer to her question will bring her unlimited riches.

      “I rubbed your clit.” I state the obvious, mildly disappointed because my three Graces are merging back into one.

      Fucking one Grace is a fantasy.

      Fucking three is beyond the realm of my sweetest dreams.

      “Ohhh…” She writhes underneath me, the skin-on-skin contact testing my control. “Do that again.”

      “Non.” Like I said before, I’m no dumb bunny.

      She nearly gave me a concussion the first time.

      I’m not trying it again.

      “Do. That. Again.” She shakes me so hard, my shirt rips.

      My balls draw up tightly against my body, her ferocity turning me on, and if there was ever any doubt whose pussy I’m pounding into, it is now eliminated.

      “I love you,” I tell her in French because the English know fuck all about love, and I obey her command, circling, stroking, tapping her clit.

      She moans like she’s never had her clit touched, which, I suppose, is true, because before now, I’ve ignored her needs.

      Yeah, I’m a sick bastard AND a selfish ass.

      During all our fucking, I haven’t once thought of her satisfaction.

      I’ve been too wrapped up in mine.

      I thrust into her squirming body, her pussy walls vibrating around me, and she clutches me with greedy hands.

      This is no sleepy Grace. She is fully awake and intent on punishing me for my neglect.

      I’m not the guilty one. Her lack of satisfaction is her fault.

      Hell, I rationalize, she’s the one who wanted to play hooker, and who rubs a hooker’s clit?

      I snort.

      No one.

      It is a weak rationalization, even I realize this, as no hooker would also ever pant and beg like she is doing at this very moment.

      I can’t take my eyes off of her beautiful face.

      Damn, she’s glorious.

      “Feel my cock inside you, Grace,” I murmur into her clover-scented hair.

      I’m ready to explode, my beleaguered balls aching even more than my cracked head, but first I’ll give Grace a taste of what I’ve been enjoying all night.

      “Squeeze down on me,” I instruct. She does, and I almost lose it right there. “Perfect.”

      She is perfect.

      She’s so perfect that I know this is a dream and tomorrow, I’ll wake up, and she’ll be back to being the same untouchable Grace she’s always been, but for now, dream or not, I’m inside her, and I’ll please her or die trying. “That’s how you’re going to control my fingers. Squeeze me when you want your clit tapped. Tell me with your pussy how often you need it.”
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