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I tucked my rabbit ears under my oversized bucket hat and buttoned my denim jacket. It was cold out, and I needed the feeling of protection. 

My phone buzzed and I checked it, hoping that Brendan hadn’t bailed on me. But it was Mick. 

Mick: Hey Sam, good luck and be careful today! 

Our family curse (for whatever reason being born with animal characteristics) was rare, although not unheard of. Still, it put us in danger from strangers who might alert the authorities, or trap us for scientific research or worse. 

We had no idea why our family was like that. Mom suspected some kind of curse back down the line, but we had no evidence for that. We knew magic was real, because who else has rabbit ears and a fluffy cotton tail but someone magic? But the only other people we’d met with magic were a coven of witches, and they lived a few cities away. The general public had no idea about magic, witches or people like me who could sometimes change into a rabbit. 

But leaving all that aside, I was going to meet Bren! He wasn’t some stranger. This was my best friend since I was five years old. We’d shared all our secrets, he knew exactly what I was, and it had never bothered him. Of course, back then we were usually way too busy reading scary stories and daring each other to do things like climb taller and taller trees but he was still the same guy. 

I texted him back to tell him not to worry, pulled on my boots and headed out into the chilly air of San Francisco in January.

I was racked with uncertainty on the way. Would I even recognize Brendan? It had been six years since I’d seen him in person. He’d moved away when we were both gawky fifteen year olds, and I’d transitioned properly since then. 

But Brendan knew that too, we’d been chatting for a few days since he’d got back to town. It had even kind of been a little bit flirty? Had it been? Or was I reading too much into that? 

We’d been thirteen when I realized my idea of a perfect guy was Brendan, and although I’d dated since then, seen a few other guys, he was still the gold standard in my head. 

I walked through the chill wind, thankful for my thick coat and warm hat. The diner wasn’t so far, but my boots were old now, and getting worn through. If only I could find a sugar daddy, I thought. It was mostly a joke, but the idea of living rent-free in an apartment in the nicer part of town, fridge full of food and some handsome guy footing the bill? It was a nice dream but I didn’t kid myself it could be anything else. Besides being a trans gay guy, I was also a rabbit hybrid, and cautious of being open about that so... just a dream. 

Once inside the diner, I scanned the room, and caught movement — someone was waving at me. He had to be Brendan. 

I made my way towards him with a bounce in my step. 

He looked incredible. Tall, broad-shouldered, with just the right amount of five o’clock shadow. His brown hair was styled neatly and his grin when he saw me was achingly familiar. 

I went to sit in the booth opposite him but he stood and hugged me before I could. 

“Hey, Bun,” he said, softly. 

A riffle of happiness went through me. I didn’t let anyone call me that but Bren. We sat facing each other, both grinning like idiots. 

He said “It’s so good to see you” just as I asked “did you order yet?” and we both laughed. I felt instantly at ease with him, just like no time had passed at all. I knew this man inside out, and he knew me and loved me. (As a friend of course). 

I pulled off my jacket but of course, let the hat on. I couldn’t bust out rabbit ears in a diner at two in the afternoon. 

“Not yet, I was waiting for you.” 

“You look so good.” I’d maybe meant to say the food all looked so good, but that came out and it was true. “Not just because you’re older, and out of the awkward stage, but it feels so good to be here with you.” 

Brendan’s eyes crinkled. “I feel the same. But I gotta say a large part of how happy I am to see you is how hot you are, now that you’re truly yourself.” 

I blushed and looked down at my flat chest. Most people addressed my transition a lot more bluntly than that. “Thank you.” 

He might have won my heart right then, but everything that followed cemented it for sure. 

We ate together, catching up, making small talk. The conversation covered what we remembered from being kids, what our families were up to and what movies and music we were into now. 

As I finished up my vegan burger and fries he got even more flirty. My body responded instantly. 

“So, are you sure you’re single? Someone as gorgeous as you, it doesn’t seem right.” 

I blushed. “So smooth, do you use that line a lot?” 

Brendan shook his head. “Never. Answer the question.” 

“I dunno, the rabbit thing for one,” I said softly. “It’s dangerous to just tell who-ever and wearing a hat to bed gets suspicious really fast. And... I have an attachment risk.” 

Brendan frowned. “What risk?” 

“Well, rabbits... the ones I’ve found in online communities, we fall in love really fast, and we need so much attention and affection. It comes across really clingy and annoying.” 

“That doesn’t sound annoying at all, to me.” Brendan shrugged off my concerns, and my heart thudded. 

“How are you single then?” I propped my elbows on the table and my chin on my hands.

“I’ve been waiting for the right person, I guess.” He looked directly into my eyes. 

My insides did a little flutter and then melted. He couldn’t mean me, could he? 

Under the table, Brendan’s foot found my leg and gently rubbed against it. 

Oh. OH. He did mean me. 

“I’m not afraid of attachment,” Brendan said. 

I sat up, and rubbed my neck, not sure where to look. The intensity of his gaze had me imagining kneeling for him as he locked a collar around my neck. I was getting wet all of a sudden. 

“So, what are you into, Sammy?”  Brendan reached a hand over the table and I took it instantly. 

I flushed, imagining the collar again. I dropped my voice low. 

“Um. I like to please my partner, uh. Kind of a ... servicing thing?” I was stuttering, finding it hard to find the right words and my cheeks were flaming hot. Why was this so hard with him staring directly into my eyes? 

He turned my hand so he could rub his thumb over my palm. It was such a tiny gesture, but it drove waves of excitement through me. Was he serious? 

“Go on.” He murmured, matching my volume. “You into bondage, too?”

I nodded and swallowed hard. “You get right to the point.” 

“So that’s a yes?” 

“Yes.” 

Brendan scratched his thumbnail over my palm and I shivered. “Want to come back to my hotel room with me?” 

“Nothing I’d like better.” 

He pulled some cash out and dealt with the bill. “I can pay some,” I protested. He shook his head. 

“My treat.” 

I tried and failed to regain my dignity, but I was all het up and excited about what was to come. 
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The hotel wasn’t just nice, it was one of those fancy holiday apartment type places. The building was relatively new and had remote working spaces on the ground floor and high end apartments on several floors. He’d told me what he did for a living but it had slipped my mind — chased out by what he’d said about bondage. 

My rabbit instincts were vibrating with need. I wanted to be closer to him, but I managed to hold myself back by merely holding his hand. 

Once we were alone in the elevator, I gave in to my instincts and wrapped my arms around him. He was the same height as I was, and I inhaled his scent. It was so familiar, hauntingly so, as it awakened all my old affection for him. 

Brendan chuckled and put his arms around my waist. “That tickles.” 

I’d shoved my face into his neck and was now snuffling behind his ear. “Sorry,” I said, not meaning it one bit. “Just love the way you smell.” 

Brendan sighed, a happy sound, kind of resigned-to-his-fate, so I kept on sniffing, indulging my rabbit side as the scent of him blissed me out. I pressed tighter against him. 

The elevator dinged and Brendan gently, but firmly, eased me off him. “We gotta get to the apartment, bunny.” 

I reluctantly allowed myself to be led out and into a frankly huge holiday apartment. It was bigger than my place, it had a gorgeous view
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