A Bunny's Breathless Night

Morgana slowly zipped up the skintight rubber she had spent the last two hours putting on.  It covered her hands, her arms, her feet, her chest, even her puffball tail.  The inside was slick, well lubed but /still/ pulling on her fur when she moved.  And yet--the tight squeezing all against her, the pressing and pulling on every inch of her body, made it all worthwhile.

With the faint squeak of rubber on rubber, she pressed her hands against her crotch.  In some suits there was an opening there; in others a zipper; in others just the featureless black surface.  But none of that was here.  This was special.  This was what /Morgana/ wanted.

It hadn't been cheap.  None of it.  But then Morgana wasn't poor.  Oh, she looked like your typical brainless bunny bimbo, but she had a mind.  And she used it.  Programming unique and complex little applets.  Licensing specific compression routines.  Oh, she wasn't rich, but she was certainly well off.

And tonight.  Ah, tonight was one of her /nights/.  A night of secrets and fetishes and personal relaxation.

She giggled, covering her still naked muzzle with her hands, the rubber stretching and creaking.  Just one more piece, and then she'd be ready.  Almost bouncing, rubber stretching and creaking and squeaking, she made her way over to the inflated rubber bed.  The helmet was there.  The heart and sole of her secret dreams and desires.  Usually she would be alone, private, wearing it to relax.  Sometimes when she needed to concentrate on a problem.  But not tonight.  Tonight /Master/ would be here.

She'd never seen him.  Never said a word to him.  She'd checked him out, checked his references, talked to him online.  She'd put in place precautions just in case.  Sure, the horror stories that floated around the net were just that--stories.  But, one never knew.  And Morgana valued her life.  And her freedom.  But, that was done.

She held up the headpiece.  There were two layers -- a soft inner layer, and a hard outer layer.  The inner layer sealed off the last of her flesh, even her ears.  And the outer held her in darkness and rubber, controlling what she breathed.  With the ease of long practice, she worked the inner soft layer over her head, wiggling and working first one ear, and then the other, into the soft folds of latex around them.  Then the inner layer went over her head, covering her fur, leaving only holes for her eyes and mouth and nose.  It went under the collar of the bodysuit, and linked to it by a waterproof zipper.  She worked it on, eyes closed, letting her mind fill with the moment. The rubber was soft but snug, stretchy and squeaky.  It clung to her like a second skin, like the rest of the suit did.  Padding inside sealed off her ears, taking her away from the world.  There was no zipper, not catches, just stretchy material that she had to work down and over, pulling at her fur until she worked it into place.  Sealing her in.

She opened her eyes, looking on the world for the last time until morning.  The hood was on, and now time for the helmet.  She picked it up, running her rubbergloved hands over it without making a sound for her ears were sealed, their inner surfaces muffled.  It was a hard rubber, with some give but not much.  The eyes were covered, and it was smooth and featureless.  It was designed to close over her face like a clam, locking the base of her ears in little slots.  With shaking hands she pushed the two halves together, for it was attached to the inner hood at its bottom.  The soft rubber underneath stretched and pulled a bit until it was almost closed.  Turning, she looked at a mirror and carefully moved each tube from the muzzle of them mask, wiggling it deep into each of her nostrils.  It itched at first, stung a little, but then it was just a warm satisfying pressure.  The tubes didn't leave the mask, not directly, instead connecting to tubes inside the thick rubber.  There were valves, letting air flow in from one set of tubes buried in the thick hard rubber, and flow out into another.  The tubes went up and over her forehead, ending in for joints at the back of her neck.  Taking a last breath through her mouth, she grabbed a cockgag from the bed and shoved it into her mouth.  Then she closed up the helmet, sealing the gag between her lips, letting her breath only through her nostrils.  Slowly she pulled a heavy zipper up and around the helmet, sealing the two halves together, sealing the helmet over her eyes and plunging her into darkness.  She pulled the zipper over her head, between her ears and down the back.

All she could feel was the rubber pressing against her, her chest pressing out with each breath.  All she could hear was the steady *hiss* of her breath in and out, punctuated by a faint thud as the valves switched.  She took quick breaths, each hiss relaxing in her ears, making sure everything worked.  Only when she was satisfied, did she fumble around on the bed, she found the little padlock and slipped it in the two brass catches that locked the zipper down at the base of her neck.  She left it there, open, waiting.

*hiss* *hiss*

Her breath was loud in her ears.

She turned around and lay on her stomach, the rubber pulling against her breasts, against her crotch.  Feeling around she found the first of four tubes.  One after the other she screwed and locked them to the four valves at the back of her head.  The threads were different, the intakes would only fit on the intake tubes, same with the outtakes.  One by one she locked them in place, locking her breathing to a tankfarm of compressed air in an adjacent room.  There were other tanks, and valves, and rebreathing bags.  All was controlled through an electronic control so that they could be switched as /Master/ wished.

She blushed beneath the rubber.

*hiss* *hiss*

Her body shivered, and she felt a little orgasm wiggle around in her crotch.  On other nights she would work on it, ride it, but not nights like this.  Tonight she would surrender.  Tonight she would give her life into the hands of a stranger.  Tonight she would give herself to pleasure.

*hiss* *hiss*

Feeling the rubber squeezing and wrinkling, she sat up into lotus position.  She closed her eyes, even though all she could see was darkness.  And the she waited.  Resting.  Breathing.

*hiss* *hiss*

A timeless wait passed, the only sound her long soft breaths.

*hiss* *hiss*

And then a voice through speakers in her ears.  "I am here."

*hiss* *hiss*

/Master/ had arrived.  She shivered in pleasure, in pent up need and fear, in a tiny tinge of terror.

*hiss* *hiss*

"Give the safe sign."

That was always first, she required it.  This was the last thing she would do tonight that was of her own volition.  She raised her right hand and clenched it into a fist, but with the thump pointing down.  She had never used this otherwise, but it was there in case of a catastrophic systems failure.

*hiss* *hiss*

*hiss* *hiss*

She felt pressure against her neck, and felt, or imagined she did, the clicking of the lock sealing the helmet above the zipper, sealing the zipper immobile.  Sealing her in the helmet, sealing her in her artificially maintained world.

*hiss* *hiss*

She swallowed dryly, chewing on the rubber cock in her mouth.  The rubber was hard, and her front incisors could feel the groove she'd worn in the rubber.

*hiss* *hiss*

Her body shivered in pleasure, but she forced the pending orgasm down.  Soon...soon...

*hiss* *hiss*

*hiss* *hiss*

"You will not orgasm."  With that she felt a hand pressing against her back, stroking and massaging her through the thin tight rubber.  Each movement stretched the rubber a bit, pulling on the fur, pulling on her skin.

*hiss* *hiss*

She felt herself relax under his ministrations, relax more than she already was.  Her fur pulled and tugged, but it worked with the rubbing to relax her.  Her entire back was tingling when he stopped.

*hiss* *hiss*

She felt a gentle force push her down onto her back.  She wasn't worried about her breathing tubes, they were thick stiff rubber, practically guaranteed not to kink.  By accident.

*hiss* *hiss*

She closed her eyes, not that it mattered, and gnawed on the cock.  Anything to distract her from the anticipation her body felt at what was coming.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.

*hiss* *hiss*

She felt the hands start to massage her crotch, pressing and kneading her sensitive netherlips, more sensitive after their isolation in rubber.  He avoided the soft rubber over her slit, working on one side, and then the other.

*hiss* *hiss*

She forced her breathing to stay slow and steady, yet she could feel her heart start to race.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  If she did /Master/ would punish her.  His fingers pressed the warm rubber, warmed by her own flesh, into her.

*hiss**hiss*

Her breathing quickened, almost a panting need.  Nor orgasm.  No orgasm.

*hisshiss*

She clenched her fists, concentrating on the pressure in her palms as he pressed and kneading.  Rubbing.  Rubbing.  No orgasm.  No orgasm for /master/.

*hisshiss*

She felt one hand pinching her netherlips together.  Not painfully, but with warm squeaky sensation, the rubber pulling and sticking to her damp flesh, even as another arm reached up and began kneading her left breast.  No orgasm.  Nor orgasm.  She pressed her fists tight, only kept from tearing the rubber because she'd trimmed her nails down almost past stubs.  Nor orgasm.  No orgasm.

*hisshiss*

She felt her chest begin tingling, her breasts straining up against the rubber as he worked on one after the other.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  Something heavy pressed down against her crotch.  Not--not his cock.  His knee--  Nor orgasm!  No orgasm!

*hisshiss*

She started opening and clenching her fists, pressing her eyelids shut as tight as she could.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  No--  /Master/ let go of her breasts, reaching down and pressing a thin finger against the thin rubber.  Arching her back, she bit down hard on the cockbit.

*hisshiss*

No orgasm.  She started chanting the phrase in her mind.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  Her fists opening and closing. She felt the thin rubber, still cold, being pressed into her slit.  Deeper.  Deeper.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  Oh God.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.

*hisshiss*

"Orgasm"

/*ORGASM*/  She screamed silently against the cock, biting almost through it, her entire body shaking as that one word released all her built up need.  Stars fled across her closed eyelids and her entire body shook with the tension and need and /pleasure/ of the /orgasm/.

*hisshisshisshiss*

She panted through her nose, biting and gnawing on the cock, fists clenched tights as the /pleasure/ swept her away, swept away her whole body.

*hisshisshisshiss*

She panted and gasped, air hissing in and out, slowly, /slowly/ coming down.

*hisshisshisshiss*

There was no sensation, no feeling.  The pressure of the rubber.  The pressure of the bed.

*hisshisshisshiss*

Oh God Oh God Oh God Oh God.  The pleasure started to fade as she slid down from the high.

*hisshisshisshisss*

Quiet.  Nothing.  Pounding of heart.  Panting of breath.  She felt all her muscles relax and her arched back collapsed against the bed.

*hiss**hiss*

For a timeless time she lay there, her body hot and sweaty under the rubber, breathing slower and slower.

*hiss* *hiss* *hiss* *hiss*

She felt something heavy pressing against her slit, sliding in inch by inch, pressing the thin rubber sheath in around it, keeping it from touching her, even as she shuddered against it.

*hisshiss*

Oh God Oh God.  /ORGASM/.

*hisshisshisshiss*

She felt the thing press inside her, pressing against the thin rubber, pulling it against the edges of her slit.  Oh God Oh God.  Her body shivered.

*hisshisshisshiss*

The thing pressing inside started to grow.  It bulged bigger and bigger.  Pulses of coldness pressed against the inside of her.  Pressing, oozing and wiggling as they thing grew bigger and bigger pressing against her.

"Don't Orgasm."

*hisshisshisshiss*

Don't Don't Don't.  She arched her back.  She felt her netherlips wiggling and pressing against the thing even as it grew, trying to pull it in further.  No Orgasm.  No Orgasm.

*hisshisshisshiss*

The thing moved around as she bit down on the gag, feeling the hot rubber soaked in her saliva pressing against her tongue.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.

*hiss**hiss*hi--*

She couldn't breathe.  Couldn't breathe.  Couldn't breathe.  Oh God Oh God.  Her fingers shook, even as the thing inside her grew even bigger.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  Her lungs strained, desperately trying for air, any air.  They shook.  Maybe push the bad air out.  Maybe.  Need.  Need.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  No--

"Orgasm."

/*O*R*G*A*S*M*/  Again she bit through the gag, biting it hard, almost feeling her teeth click together.  Stars fired through her.  Electric shocks of pleasure and pleasure and /pleasure/!  Even as her lungs fought for something, anything, her body strained with its need, its last drive to fulfill nature's programming and yank what was pleasuring deeper and deeper inside.  Seed her eggs.  Her last act.  Oh God.  Oh God.  She needed air.  Needed to breathe.  Needed to live.  Oh God Oh God Oh God Oh God--

*HISS*

She sucked in a huge breath of sweet sweet air.  /*O*R*G*A*S*M*/.  Lighting pulsed through her as she shook and wiggled all over the bed.  Hot juices oozed around the rubber keeping her from the thing inside her, oozed out, squeezing between the her flesh and the rubber.

*hisshisshisshiss*

Oh God Oh God Oh God.

*hisshisshisshiss*

With a suddenness the thing filling her was yanked out, pulling the thin sticky rubber sheath out with it, tearing it from her vagina flesh with a sweet pain.

*hisshisshisshiss*

/ORGASM/.  Her muscles shook with exhaustion, she could feel sweat oozing between the rubber and her flesh, pooling against her back.  Hot and sticky.  The rubber was going to melt, it had to.  Oh God Oh God Oh God.

*hisshisshisshiss*

Slowly, exquisitely slowly, she felt the orgasm pulsing through her body fade, fade.  Her body relaxed against the bed, her ass sinking deep into the airfilled rubber.

*hisshisshisshiss*

She opened her eyes, still seeing blackness tinged with stars.  She felt her hot breath in the tubes inside her nostrils, pressing, wiggling.  Pulsing as she shoved the life giving air in and out.  Slowly her body relaxed, her vagina stopped shaking, and her breathing calmed.

*hiss**hiss**hiss**hiss*

Oh God Oh God Oh God

*hiss* *hiss* *hiss* *hiss*

She felt into a black silence.  Waves of heat echoed from her body, and her breathing.  Her breathing.

*hiss* *hiss* *hiss* *hiss*

She felt something sweet in her nostrils.  Cold.  Sweat.

*hiss*   *hiss*   *hiss*   *hiss*

She fought her way back to consciousness.  Something in her air.  But--no--there were others--

*hissss*   *hissss*

It was safe.  She knew it was safe.  She felt her eyes flicker close, even as she felt calmness filling her, cooling her after the waves and waves of pleasure.

*hissss*      *hissss*

How long had it been?  Minutes?  Hours.  She felt tension she didn't even know she had drain out of her.

*hissss*      *hissss*

The air turned colder, richer.  Or that's how it felt.  Rich life.  Cold.

*hissss*      *hissss*

She was floating.  A dot of mind drifting through endless darkness.

*hissss*      *hissss*

All around nothing.  Loneliness.  All alone.  All silent.  She waved her arms around, feeling them move, pressing against the--the--the /mattress/ below her.  Some one.  Any one.

*hissss*      *hissss*

No--one--

Silence.  Her lungs drained.  Empty.  No air--

The something.  /Sensation/!  Something hot, thick, pressing against her.  Against her--her rubbery flesh.  She felt it from in the centre of her being, pressing into her.  Hot, sticking, forcing itself further and further in.  Her lungs so empty.  The pulled a bit, but nothing came.  Nothing.

The thing came in further.  Forcing its way in.  Irresistable.  It wasn't--wasn't like the--the--/dildo/ before.  It was warm.  It was--was--flesh.  Growing on its own.  Pressing in.  Pulling out.  Pressing in.  Pulling out.

"No orgasm."

The voice!  Voice!  Sound!  No orgasm.  Relax.  Calm.  Breath.  No.  Not given permission.  Listen to the voice.  The voice.  The--the--/Master/!

She felt his--his--/cock/ pressing against her.  Felt his--his--/balls/.  Oh God Oh God.  No--No--  Her lungs were starting to burn, but just starting.  She could wait.  She would wait until /he/ gave her air.  Oh God Oh God.  She felt his cock pressing against her, wiggling inside the rubber sheath that pressed against her inside, that kept them separate.

No orgasm.  No orgasm.

Her--her--/arms/ moved slowly, almost on their own, wrapping themselves around him, around his rubberclad form.  He faintly felt his strong chest muscles.  The raise and full as he made quick heavy breaths.  She moved her--her--/legs/, wrapping them around his thighs, pulling him tight against her, tight, close.  She felt his warmth even through her hot sweaty rubber.  Her chest burned.  A dull pain, slowly growing.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  She felt his cock inside her, hot, stiff, huge.  It shivered, a bit of liquid.  Of--of--/precum/ pressed against the rubber sheath that kept them separate.  No orgasm.  No orgasm.  She held him close, her lungs needed air.  Starting to push everything else aside.  Burning.  Needing.  She needed him, needed him.  Needed.  No orgasm No orgasm.

She felt his member stiffen even more, quiver, pulsing with need, with readiness--

"Orgasm."

*HISS*

Even as he said that, she was able to suck air into her burning lungs.  She squeezed him against her, felt his member pulse.  Felt hot cum firing into the rubber sheath incasing him within her,

*O*R*G*A*S*M*O*G*A*S*M*O*R*G*A*S*M

*HISSHISSHISSHISS*

Her entire body shook as if stabbed by lighting.  As if a thousand knives shoved themselves into her flesh.  She supernovaed, exploding in a infinite height of pleasure.

*HISSHISSHISSHISS*

*ORGASM*ORGASM*ORGASM*

She arched her back.  His chest fled away from his even as her legs clung to his, even as her netherlips pulsed and pulled and cummed to pull him in, to keep him in.

*HISSHISSHISSHISS*

*ORGASM*ORGASM*

Fire pulsed through her body, waves of heat and pleasure and /pleasure/ and /PLEASURE/ that became the only thing in her world.  The centre of her existence.  Filling her.  Buoying her.

*HISSHISSHISSHISS*

*HISSHISSHISSHISS*

OhGodOhGodOhGod

*HISSHISSHISSHISS*

*ORGASM*

***

She work up sometime later.  She was empty.  /Master/ was gone.  Arms sore and stiff, flaccid as a wet noodle, felt behind her head.  The lock was gone.

*hiss* *hiss* *hiss* *hiss*

Oh God--  That was--was--  Oh God.

*hiss* *hiss*

She should do this more often but she doubted her body would take it.

*hiss* *hiss*

She'd made sure she had tomorrow off.

*hiss* *hiss*

*orgasm*

As fading warmth blossomed around her crotch.  A memory of what was.

She had lots of air.  Lots.  A weekend's worth.  When she was down to the last tank worth a loud tone would make sure to wake her.

*hiss* *hiss*

She should get up.  Be safe.  But--she didn't care.  She was sunk deep into the rubber mattress.  Her body full of warmth and afterglow.  She would get up.  Later.

*hiss* *hiss*

She /loved/ these nights.

*hiss* *hiss*

END

