
Slave Judy:

By TerraMGP


Judy Hopps took a few small, sharp breaths as she crawled to her shrine. It was a simple thing, tucked into one corner of her bedroom. A floor length wall mirror with a food bowl set before it. A suction cupped dildo, a thick veiny canine shaft, stuck at a level perfect for her mouth when she knelt. A bit of exposed mirror above that, allowing Judy to look back at her own reflection. The soft, blushing grey furred bunny. Nude, save for a sturdy black leather collar and a thick ring hanging from her septum.


The sight shouldn’t make her feel so good. Shouldn’t send shivers up and down her spine. But god if she couldn’t help it. Drinking in the sight of the normally strong and iron willed bunny girl she was, nothing more than a trembling little toy looking back from the mirror.


And above that there was a photo. The photo. The centerpiece of her shrine. A smirking, confident fox. A true dominating predator. Her predator. Her Master. Nick.


Judy bowed in a small mock kowtow. Her ears folded back and chest heaving. She pulled herself back up and got into position. Looking deeply into the eyes of that photo as she began her daily ritual. Her mantra.

It is not a person, it is a toy.

It is ugly. It is trash. It is dirt.

Slave Judy has no rights. Slave Judy has no say. Slave Judy has no will.

It’s only purpose is to please Master however he wishes. To be used up and thrown away.


Slave Judy is trash. Slave Judy is dirt. 

Bunnies are dirt. They need to be conquered.

To be marked. To be branded. To be claimed.

Bunnies must worship. Slaves must worship.

No choice. No say. No rights. Bodies just to please their betters.

Every inch of slave is to please its Master.


Slave has long, loppy ears. Handles to be tugged and yanked. To be pierced like little ornaments for his pleasure.


Slave has perky little breasts to be pierced and smacked. To cushion its predators perfect dick.

Slave has a tight little ass to be spanked and caned. To be humped and fucked. To be knotted.

Slave has a tight little cunt to be used only when Master is gracious enough. To be drippy and needy. And if slave is good, to carry his litter.


Slave has big, soft footpaws. To stroke and rub whatever Master wishes. To be spanked and beaten to make it squeal.

Slave’s Throat


Judy gazed longingly into her own reflection. Eyes shimmering with a pained need. Soft, trembling, tearing eyes. The eyes of prey. She licked her lips tentatively and then pushed herself forward on to the thick fox cock dildo. Throat muscles screaming and burning with the rubber pushing its way in. Her gag reflex was still strong. That was good. Very good. The gagging sensation crushing and kneading the toy as she struggled to stay put. Struggled to bob her head back and forth on it hovering on the edge of discomfort. 


Her toes curled just as her lips graced the thick knot at the end. She could almost imagine it. Warm and thick and pulsing. Threatening to push in, to spread her jaw and seal her into a wonderful musky gasping hell to squirm for a beautiful, powerful canid predator. On an on she dutifully raped her own throat on the toy. Hazy eyes dripping tears. Tongue lulling and rolling on the toy in abject worship. One paw moved down between her already damp thighs. A finger stroked along her puffy, downy furred folds The rubbing and throat fucking eventually found themselves in an agonizing alternating rhythm. Judy worked herself up to the edge. Her eyes drifting up to the beautiful green orbs of the fox in the picture.


“N-no!” The bunny yelped the word and pulled herself back. She pulled the paw from her folds and smacked herself hard in the face. Three hard swats from right hand to right cheek heavy enough to cause her ear t o ring. “Bad bunny. It doesn’t get pleasure. It’s holes are for Master. To hurt and use and fuck a litter into. N-no cuming for bad bunnies. Just sore bunny buns.”


Judy quickly turned herself around and lifted her plump rump into the air. Her arms trembling as she struggled to move the tip of the now slicked shaft up against her quivering tail hole. Her tail shot up like a flag. ears folding back. Every fur on her body slipping back into an expression of raw, primal prey submission.

Bunnies are nothing but weak little prey

Bunnies should worship their predators like gods.

Bunnies should whimper, and squirm, and cry.


As she muttered the words to herself, Judy shifted her weight so that one hand could move up to her neck. She gripped down firmly on her own throat as the thick shaft slid into her tight bunny hole. What little awareness she could allow her mind struggled to think of the pressure as jaws. Strong jaws. Powerful jaws. His jaws. Keeping her firmly in place while she became his rut toy. As he conquered her tight little ass and made it into his own little pocket pussy. A hole to be used while his poor bunny girl could only beg helplessly to finally have her cunt humped full of a litter for him. To feel the joy of being more than some anal-only object. Knowing she didn’t deserve such a gift.


Sadly it wasn’t long before the choking drained what little strength Judy could still muster. She found herself slumping face first into the floor. The girth of the toy pulled free fro her soft butt leaving her empty and horny and oh so helpless. 


“F-fuck.” Judy muttered bitterly to herself. The temptation to touch herself and add on that small shove over the edge was almost too much for her to handle. Instead she simply lay there helplessly and sobbed. Her body drained fro the throws of her daily worship, of her self-conquest in the name of the one who owned her very soul.


When she could finally move again Judy pulled herself up off the floor. She walked into the bathroom and proceeded to clean the mess between her legs with a clump of toilet paper. That done, she grabbed a towel from the rack and the mauve sweater she’d kept hung up to get out a few more wrinkles the other day. The plucky young officer barely missed a beat as she pulled the sweater on and worked the turtleneck up over the firmly locked collar.


Judy barely had time to get herself comfortable on the couch when the buzz for her door sounded. She hopped up quickly and ran to the door. Her paw went for the knob, and then stopped and quickly pulled out the clip-on ring that had been biting into her septum. The near miss probably would have been scary, if she wasn’t so excited.


Judy all but threw the door open, looking up into those beautiful green eyes. Her heart skipping a beat at that sly grin.


“Hey Carrots.” Nick leaned himself up against the door frame and gazed down at her. It was all Judy could do to suppress a shiver and keep herself upright. “You ready to head out?”

“Y-yeah.” Judy nodded biting her lip roughly.


Nick narrowed his eyes and leaned in a bit. “Uh, you ok, Judy? You‘re looking a bit flushed. Ya know if you‘re feeling sick we could stay in.”

There were so many things Judy wanted to say, to do. Her whole body screaming to just tell him. To just beg him now to claim her, to take her. Instead she simply shook her head and fiddled with the thick turtleneck that barely held her collar. “No, it‘s fine. I think it‘s just the weather changing. I don‘t wanna miss this though.”

“Stubborn as ever.” the fox sighed as he offered his elbow in an only slightly mocking facsimile of the gentlemen of old. “So then, second date. Shall we go M‘lady?”

“You‘re a dork.” Judy laughed softly. She grabbed his arm and leaned into him a long moment. Someday. Someday.

