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The foundation of A Wild Bunny Girl is consent. Brooke and Josh talk about what they’re doing. They communicate while they’re flirting. They establish boundaries, and yes, sometimes they change them explicitly. This story is dedicated to everyone who understands that consent can be sexy.
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Easter Eve




It was Easter Eve, and all was quiet except for a really annoying synthesized voice. 

“There is someone at the back door,” the electronic home assistant’s voice rang out, interrupting the calm Josh was enjoying. 

There is no one at the back door, he thought. A rabbit maybe. Damn things are probably eating my cabbages again. 

“There is someone at the back door.”

Feckin’ eejit computer camera. Feckin’ TV. A hundred thousand videos and nothing to watch. And it’s raining. I’d have to tramp through mud to chase the pests off. Not worth it. 

“There is someone at the back door.”

I thought I’d set the sensitivity so it wouldn’t pick them up. Which means they’ve gotten bigger. Great.

He flipped through the apps on his set, scrolling through the ‘new’ and ‘you might like’ watch lists. 

Why don’t we have porn apps on the TV? Why do I have to go to a computer for this? 

“There is someone at your back door.”

Finally, he stood, his blonde curly hair falling around his ears. 

“Rabbit stew!” he exclaimed. “I’ve fattened the fuckers up—I’ll eat them. That’ll show the fluffy-tailed rats.” 

He didn’t think it was cold, so he figured sweatpants and a t-shirt would be fine. Then he grabbed the shotgun. 

The threat was hollow. It wasn’t a real shotgun—it used cartridges of compressed air. It looked real, though, and it made a noise that scared both the rabbits and Mrs. Bouquet, his neighbor. Sometimes he used it even when there weren’t any rabbits around and yelled false apologies over the privacy fence. 

Josh threw the back door open and froze. A wild bunny girl was sitting in one of the old wicker chairs. He knew of bunny girls, the domesticated kind that appeared in films as fancy gentlemen’s clubs’ attendants. He did not know they existed in the wild, much less under the awning of his small back deck.

She waved hello. 

He waved back. 

“Who are you?” he asked.

“I’m Brooke.”

“Hi, I’m Josh. What…? Sorry, I’m a bit confused, but why are you in my yard? And why are you dressed like that?” 

He nodded at her outfit. 

“Sorry. I live at 736, over there.” 

Brooke pointed at a house beyond the fence at the back of his garden. 

“But I’m locked out, and it’s raining, so...” 

She looked up at the awning. 

“How?”

“Can I get a towel before I explain?”

She wasn’t soaked, but she had clearly been outside when the rain started. He motioned to the door.

“Want to come inside?” 

“No offense, but I don’t really know you.”

He nodded, acknowledging the concern. 

“Strange guy, I get it. I’ll grab a towel from inside. Also...” 

He opened the outdoor storage closet and brought out the propane heater. He turned it on, and soon heated air was pumping out near the bunny girl. 

She shivered as it hit her, and the tension she had been holding in began to bleed out.

Within minutes, Josh was back and—without getting close—he tossed her a fluffy gray towel. 

She dabbed off the water and sighed with pleasure.

“The heater is nice and toasty.”

“It is. So, story?” 

He grinned.

“Oh, yeah. Well, there’s not much to tell. My boyfriend and I were going to a theme party. The men are wearing pajamas and smoking jackets, and the girls are wearing bunny girl costumes. But we had a fight in the car, and I told him to take me home. He did, but I was mad, and I guess I must have left my purse in his car. I went to my door, but all my roommates are out and no key or phone. So, I was just going to wait until Rayne gets off work and comes home, but it started, well, raining, so I didn’t want to wait for Rayne in the rain. We have a little covering on the front porch, but the water was angling underneath that, and then I remembered seeing your deck. Your lights were off, so I thought no one was home.”

Josh snorted at her rhyming. 

“Well, it’s just me, and I was in the living room with the lights off, flipping through the TV.”

“Sorry for interrupting. How did you know I was out here?”

She looked him in the eyes, so Josh tried not to stare at the healthy mounds pulled up and pushed together by her outfit. 

“Motion sensors. I thought it was a real rabbit.”

Her lips turned up at the corners. 

“Nope, a real bunny girl.”

“A much better discovery, that’s for sure. Want something to drink?”

“I don’t drink alcohol, but tea, juice, or water would all be good.”

“Hot tea?”

“Please.” 

Her hands landed in her lap, and again Josh tried not to be a creep looking at the junction of the fishnet stockings and her creamy thighs. 

In a few minutes, he returned with a French press full of hot water and loose-leaf tea steeping in the heat. Another quick trip to the kitchen, and he returned with two small mugs. 

“Fresh tea. A man after my own heart. It smells divine.”

She took a scalding sip. 

“I’m glad you like it. Your cousins are always trying to eat it.” 

He pointed to a series of bushes bearing the same leaves. 

“My cousins?” 

Brooke appeared confused for a short moment. 

“Oh, rabbits? We have rabbits here?”

“If you try to grow a garden, yes, you do. They’re nuisances.” 

She pouted, so he adjusted. 

“Well, they are. But bunny girls are a species welcome on the property. Tea and conversation is certainly more interesting than what my night would otherwise have been like.”

A sly look spread across her face. 

“I hope the outfit doesn’t hurt.”

He locked gazes firmly. 

“I don’t want to be creepy, but no, it does not hurt in the least. And I’ll delete the footage.”

Brooke cocked her head.

He pointed to the doorbell camera. 

She shrugged. 

“You can look up a hundred bunny girls online.”

“No man has to be told that a real person is better than a picture.”

She put the teacup down. 

“Maybe you should tell Zach that.”

“The boyfriend?”

“The boyfriend.” 

“Is that what the fight was about?”

“Kind of. He’s been obsessively playing this game, Chaos Crawl. He started solo but then he joined a nation. Now, he’s super into macroeconomics and card dungeon crawling. He’s spent a ton of money on it, and the fight spiraled.”

 “I will pretend that made sense to me.”

“I’m not thrilled that it made sense to me.”

“You’re not a gamer?”

“I like some games, but I guess I’m pretty casual. I’d rather watch a movie or read a book, usually. You?”

Josh scrunched his face, thinking. 

“I mostly play RPGs. I like story-driven games.”

“Those might be cool. So, is that what you were doing when I interrupted you?”

“Uh, no, I was looking for a movie, but I was about to give up and do something else when I got annoyed by the motion sensor.”

“So, what were you going to do?”

His eyes found hers again. 

“Honestly?”

“Honestly.” Her voice went up, obviously curious.

“I was going to look for some…” he paused and then decided—what the fuck, “solo entertainment.”

“As in… pleasure yourself?”

“Yeah. It’s been a bit and…” He left it unfinished.

“Girlfriend or boyfriend not around?”

“I was dating this girl, but her moving for work five thousand miles away put a bit of a damper on our relationship. We talked about long distance, but we both knew it wouldn’t work.”

“Ouch. Recent?”

“Few weeks ago.”

“That sucks. I feel it, though. It’s been a while for me too. I feel like I was widowed by that damn game, so I was hoping to have fun tonight.”

“Hoping? At a fetish party?”

She smiled politely. 

“It wasn’t a fetish party, just costumes. But I assumed a lot of bunny girls would get Zach worked up, and I wanted to reap the rewards of that.”

“If you don’t mind me saying, I think one particular bunny girl would be more than enough to get worked up over. Salud.” He raised his teacup in salute.

“Well, thank you, good sir.” 

She blushed.

“You know…” she hesitated, but then barreled ahead, “you don’t have to change your plans for me.”

“I think it would be churlish of me to leave a maiden alone out here at night, even if the suburbs are pretty safe.”

She bit her lower lip.

“No, uh, I mean you could… do it here.”

Josh nearly dropped his tea, but caught it.

“And here I thought you might need protecting. Maybe it’s my virtue that’s in danger.” He chuckled.

“No, no, I’m not saying I would…” Her eyes went wide. “You know, forget it. I’m tired, and it just came out.”

“Not yet, it hasn’t. I haven’t agreed.”

Brooke’s eyes twinkled. 

“You’re teasing me.”

“I’m a bit of an exhibitionist.”

She smiled. “When I was a teenager, I’d go on one of those anonymous random chatting sites and get guys to take care of themselves while I watched and talked them through it.”

“So you’re a voyeur?”

“I guess?” 

Her eyes went up as if she was thinking.

“Among other things. I like being on camera too.”

“You’re serious?”

She seemed to have gotten into the groove of this now. 

“Yeah, pull it out. I’m curious.”

“Curious?”

“Every guy’s thing is different, you know?”

“I hadn’t thought about it, but yeah, I guess.”

Her smile became lewd.

“Come on! You watch porn, and you haven’t noticed?”
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