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      When fluffy turns feral, civilization crumbles.

      In Burrowfield, the apocalypse arrives with twitching noses and bloodstained fur. What begins with one exotic black rabbit—Count Muskola—explodes into a nightmare as the town’s pet population transforms into an organized army of predators with a taste for human flesh.

      As the military establishes quarantine zones and government agents lurk suspiciously in the shadows, veterinary technician Margot Reed discovers the horrifying truth: this is no random outbreak. It’s calculated evolution, a carefully orchestrated extinction event with roots in classified research that was never meant to see the light of day.

      Underground, a vast warren spreads like cancer beneath streets where neighbors once lived ordinary lives. At its heart sits Count Muskola—resplendent in top hat and waistcoat, crimson eyes gleaming with unnatural intelligence as he builds his kingdom one throat at a time.

      “Remember my face,” he promises Margot. “You’ll see it again. In your nightmares. In your future.”

      With society collapsing, allies few, and safety nonexistent, Margot must evolve from prey to predator. In a world where humanity is being systematically replaced, survival means embracing the hunt.

      The fluffy apocalypse won’t wait for you to run.

    

  


  
    
      For my husband, José Ayala, who encouraged me to write a vampire rabbit book for our 35th Anniversary…
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            SMALL TEETH

          

        

      

    

    
      The rabbit’s heart pattered against my palm like raindrops on a tin roof. Fast. Too fast, even for a creature whose natural state hovers somewhere between perpetual panic and caffeinated jitters. I stroked the glossy fur between its ears, noting how the usually warm velvet felt cool to the touch.

      “What’s going on with you, little guy?” I murmured, trying to keep my voice steady despite the wrongness I sensed.

      Mrs. Ackerman, a blue-haired octogenarian with rhinestone-studded cat-eye glasses, wrung her hands on the other side of the examination table. “He’s not eating, Margot. Three days now. And he’s always been such a good eater, my Marshmallow.”

      I nodded, maintaining my professional veterinary technician demeanor while cataloging the oddities before me. Marshmallow was a Netherlands Dwarf, normally bouncy and round-cheeked. Today, his compact body seemed leaner, almost elongated. His eyes—ordinarily pink—had darkened to a muddy crimson around the edges.

      “Dr. Kelley will be in shortly,” I assured her, though something about Marshmallow made me reluctant to set him down. Even though I’m only a lowly vet tech, I have a natural bond with animals, and this one seems unusual. “Has he had a recent scare or did you change his cage and bed?”

      “Oh, he got into my heart pills last week.” Mrs. Ackerman adjusted her glasses. “I was worried sick, but the emergency vet said he’d be fine. Do you think that’s related?”

      “Heart pills?” I perked up. “What medication are you on?”

      “Digoxin, dear. For my atrial fibrillation.” She tapped her chest. “Been on it for fifteen years.”

      “I’ll let Dr. Kelley know. But he seems to have grown since his last visit. I wonder if he’s a Dwarf or mixed with something else.” I made a note in Marshmallow’s chart. Maybe the medication had affected his system somehow.

      “Oh, he’s not one of those fancy imports,” Mrs. Ackerman chuckled. “Although my neighbor’s daughter just got one from that new shop. Peculiar looking thing. Black as midnight with the strangest red eyes you ever saw.”

      My hands stilled on Marshmallow’s fur. “Burke’s Exotic Pets?”

      “That’s the one. Opened where the old hardware store used to be.” She leaned forward conspiratorially. “Between you and me, that Dr. Burke gives me the creeps. Always wearing those old-fashioned suits, like he stepped out of another century.”

      Marshmallow twitched in my hands, a full-body spasm that nearly sent him tumbling to the floor. I tightened my grip instinctively, and that’s when I felt it—a pulsing beneath the skin, like something crawling under his fur.

      “Excuse me,” I said, suddenly eager to hand the rabbit back to its owner. “I need to grab some supplies before the doctor comes in.”

      I retreated to the supply closet, heart hammering against my ribs. The cool metal sink provided momentary relief as I pressed my palms against it. I’d been working with animals since high school—four years at the clinic through college and another three since graduating. I knew rabbits. I’d raised them, showed them at 4-H, could identify a dozen breeds by their ear position alone. And something was very wrong with Marshmallow.

      My phone buzzed in my pocket. Hayley’s name flashed on the screen, along with a picture of her new rabbit—one of Burke’s imports, all black with red eyes that seemed to glow in the dim lighting of our shared apartment.

      Having weird bunny issues. Call me when you’re off? Count Muskola has been acting super strange.

      Count Muskola. Hayley’s ridiculous name for her pet, inspired by some old vampire movie she loved. My stomach clenched. One rabbit acting strange was a curiosity. Two felt like the beginning of a pattern.

      The door to the examination room opened, and Dr. Kelley’s voice boomed through the gap. “Margot? Mrs. Ackerman says Marshmallow’s not feeling well.”

      I splashed water on my face and dried my hands, pulling my professional mask back into place. Whatever was happening with these rabbits, we’d figure it out. That’s what we did at Kelley Animal Clinic. We solved problems.

      “Coming, Dr. Kelley!”

      When I reentered the exam room, the first thing I noticed was the smear of blood on Mrs. Ackerman’s forearm. The second was that the examination table was empty.

      “He bit me!” The elderly woman’s voice wobbled between indignation and concern. “Marshmallow’s never bitten anyone in his life!”

      Dr. Kelley was already reaching for the first aid kit mounted on the wall, but my attention fixed on the small dark shape huddled beneath the cabinet across the room. Marshmallow’s eyes caught the fluorescent light, reflecting it back with an unnatural gleam.

      “Where did he go?” Mrs. Ackerman asked, following my gaze. “Oh, there’s my baby! Come to Mommy, Marshmallow.”

      “Wait—” I started, but she was already bending down, arms outstretched.

      I didn’t see exactly what happened next. Just a blur of movement, a sound like wet cloth tearing, and suddenly Mrs. Ackerman was screaming—a high, thin sound that scraped against my eardrums like nails on a chalkboard.

      Marshmallow clung to her neck, no longer recognizable as the docile pet I’d held moments before. His body had contorted, elongated, the fur bristling with unnatural angles. His mouth—dear god, his mouth—had split wider than should be anatomically possible, revealing rows of needle-like teeth that punctured the papery skin of Mrs. Ackerman’s throat with mechanical precision.

      Dr. Kelley reacted before I could, grabbing a towel and swinging it at the creature. The rabbit—if it could still be called that—detached with a wet sucking sound and dropped to the floor. It moved like liquid shadow, disappearing into the ventilation grate in the corner with a metallic clang.

      Mrs. Ackerman crumpled, her glasses skittering across the linoleum. Dr. Kelley pressed the towel against her neck, already barking orders at me to call 911, but I knew from the rapidly spreading crimson stain that it was too late.

      My phone buzzed again in my pocket. Hayley’s smiling face appeared with another message:

      Seriously Mags, something’s wrong with Count Muskola. His teeth are getting longer, and I found my cat bleeding this morning. Call me!

      I should have called her immediately. I should have told her to get that thing out of our apartment. I should have done a thousand things differently.

      Instead, with blood cooling on the clinic floor and the echo of small claws scrabbling through the building’s air ducts, I did the only thing my frozen brain could manage. I texted back:

      Don’t touch it. I’m coming home. Don’t let it out of his cage no matter what.

      Too late. I’m locked in the bathroom. He’s out there somewhere.

      Clutching my phone, I backed away from the rattling ventilation grate where Marshmallow had disappeared and fled the examination room with the chattering of teeth in my ear. For a hysterical moment, I could have sworn I heard laughter.
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            HE’S NO LONGER A PET RABBIT

          

        

      

    

    
      I left the clinic in chaos—police radios crackling, paramedics exchanging grim glances over Mrs. Ackerman’s sheet-covered form, Dr. Kelley repeating “rabies” and “unprecedented aggression” to anyone who would listen. Nobody mentioned the impossible transformation I’d witnessed, the unnatural teeth, or the ferocity with which he’d attacked his owner.

      My ancient Toyota protested as I gunned it through Burrowfield’s quiet streets. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the pavement, stretching like grasping fingers from every bush and lamppost. My hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

      “This isn’t happening,” I muttered, swerving around a cluster of children walking home from the school bus stop. Their backpacks bounced as they laughed, oblivious to the wrongness that had seeped into our town. How many of their homes had rabbits? How many had visited Burke’s shop, captivated by those exotic imports?

      My phone rang through the car speakers. Hayley again.

      “Mags, where are you?” Her voice sounded thin, breathless. “I locked myself in the bathroom. Count Muskola is… God, I don’t even know how to describe it.”

      “Don’t open the door,” I said, running a red light at the empty intersection. “Whatever you do, don’t let it near you. What’s it doing now?”

      A scratching sound came through the speaker, like nails dragging across wood.

      “He’s at the bathroom door.” Hayley’s voice dropped to a whisper. “He’s been scratching for twenty minutes. At first, I thought he was just being weird, you know? Rabbits do weird shit sometimes. But then I saw what he did to Mochi.”

      My throat tightened. “What happened?”

      “I found her under the couch. She was still alive, Margot. Still fucking alive with these… punctures all over her. Like something had been feeding on her.” A strangled sob. “I tried to help her, and that’s when Count went ballistic. His face—it wasn’t right. His mouth opened up like a snake’s and his eyes were glowing.”

      I gripped the steering wheel harder, making the turn onto our street. “I’m almost there. Four minutes. Is the apartment door locked?”

      “Yes,” Hayley whispered. “But I don’t think it matters. He got through my bedroom door somehow. Chewed right through the bottom corner. Margot, he’s getting bigger. When I bought him Saturday, he was tiny. Now he’s the size of a fucking corgi.”

      Ice slid down my spine as I remembered the stretched appearance of Marshmallow’s body and the impossible expansion of his jaw. Four days. Mrs. Ackerman had said her neighbor bought one of Burke’s rabbits four days ago. What kind of wild species were we dealing with?

      “I’m pulling up now,” I said, turning into our complex’s parking lot. “Stay on the phone.”

      The complex was unusually quiet for five o’clock—no kids playing in the courtyard, no neighbors grilling on their patios. I grabbed my clinic bag from the passenger seat, mind racing through the available tools. Syringes, sedatives meant for cats and small dogs, a thermometer, gauze. Nothing remotely useful for whatever waited inside.

      I ran up the exterior stairs to our second-floor unit, stopping cold when I saw our front door—hanging open, the wood around the knob splintered outward as if something had exploded from within rather than broken in.

      “Hayley,” I whispered into the phone. “Did you hear anything? The front door is open.”

      No response. Just static, then a soft thump.

      “Hayley!”

      The rational part of my brain screamed to call for help, to wait for people with guns and protective gear. But the image of Mrs. Ackerman’s throat pulsed behind my eyes, and I knew what seconds could cost.

      I pushed the door open wider with my foot, the familiar layout of our apartment rendered alien in the dying light. Furniture cast grotesque shadows. The television reflected the empty room in its black screen. A dark stain trailed from the kitchen to the hallway, disappearing around the corner toward the bedrooms and bathroom.

      “Hayley?” I called, my voice cracking. “It’s Margot. I’m here.”

      My foot nudged something soft. Mochi lay sprawled on her side, the white fur of her belly matted with dried blood. Her chest rose and fell in shallow movements, eyes fixed and dilated. The wounds on her body didn’t look like bite marks—more like precise incisions, dozens of them, each no larger than a pencil tip but deep enough to seep.

      I kneeled, medical training overriding fear as I checked her condition. Still alive, but barely. I needed to get her to the clinic, needed to help Hayley, needed to understand what the hell was happening.

      A thud from down the hallway snapped my attention back to the present danger. Another thud, followed by splintering wood. Then silence.

      I crept forward, clutching my useless bag. The bathroom door hung askew, a jagged hole torn through its lower half. Dark smears marked the white paint.

      “Hayley?” My voice sounded impossibly loud in the stillness.

      The back of my neck prickled. Something moved in my peripheral vision—a shadow detaching from the greater darkness of Hayley’s open bedroom door. I turned slowly, paralyzed by the certainty of what I would see.

      Count Muskola sat in the doorway, but no longer resembled anything sold in a pet shop. His black fur had thinned in patches, revealing gray skin stretched taut over an elongated frame. His front paws—no, hands—rested on the carpet, fingers splayed to display curved claws. The creature’s face retained a grotesque rabbity quality—the long ears now laid flat against its skull, the twitching nose now surrounded by a muzzle split into a permanent grin filled with translucent needles.

      But the eyes—God, the eyes were the worst. Intelligence gleamed in those crimson orbs, an awareness that watched me calculate distances to exits, measure threats, search for weapons. The creature’s head tilted, almost curious.

      What struck
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