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Egging on the Embarrassed Easter Bunny

The rabbit costume lay spread across the guest bed, all white fluff and cartoonish proportions. Ellie ran her fingers over the soft material, relieved it wasn't some skimpy outfit. She'd half-expected something embarrassing when her dad’s friend Luke had called asking if she could fill in last minute, offering three hundred pounds for a few hours' work.

"You can change in here," Luke said, gesturing around the tastefully decorated guest room. "I'll be out back getting the barbecue started. Just come down when you're ready."

The onesie was plush and soft to the touch. Ellie stepped into it, starting to pull it up over her jeans and t-shirt before Luke was out the door.

"Wait," he called back to her, spinning on the spot. "I forgot to mention—you shouldn’t wear clothes underneath. It's designed to be worn over underwear only. Otherwise, you'll overheat in there."

Ellie froze, the zipper already halfway up her back. "Really?" she asked, her voice higher than normal.

"Trust me," Luke replied. "I've had three different people play Easter Bunny over the years. They all tried wearing clothes underneath at first. Within thirty minutes, they were practically begging to strip down. Trust me, it’s warmer than it looks." And with that, he left her alone to change.

Ellie bit her lip, considering her options. The pay was good—very good—three hundred pounds could cover her textbooks for next term, maybe even with enough left over for a night out with friends. Ellie unzipped the costume and shimmied out of it, her mind racing through calculations of precisely how much this gig would help her stretched student budget.

She held the bunny suit up against the light coming through the window. The fabric, though fluffy, was thin. It’s wasn't completely opaque—not transparent exactly, but not entirely solid either. If she wore only her underwear beneath it, the outlines of her body would definitely be visible, especially when she moved. The thought made her cheeks flush hot with embarrassment.

"This is ridiculous," she muttered to herself, glancing at the closed door. Luke had seemed so matter-of-fact about it, like it was perfectly normal to prance around in what amounted to glorified pyjamas with practically nothing underneath.

Ellie slipped back into the costume again, still over her jeans and t-shirt. It felt a bit snug, but not unbearably so. The zipper strained slightly as she pulled it up, and the plush material compressed her clothes beneath, creating odd bulges and lines that probably weren't meant to be there.

She examined herself in the full-length mirror on the back of the door. The costume did look somewhat misshapen with her clothes underneath—lumpy in places where it should have been smooth. But it covered everything important, and that was what mattered.

It'll be fine, she reassured herself. I'll just say I get cold easily if he mentions anything.

She pulled on the furry gloves and boots, then lifted the oversized rabbit head. It was heavier than she expected, with limited visibility through the mesh eyes. Inside, it smelled faintly of cologne, as if Luke had stored it near his clothes. Ellie settled it over her head, adjusting until she could see reasonably well through the eye holes.

To her dismay, now fully enclosed, the costume was already warm, making her forehead prickle with the first hint of perspiration. But she'd rather be a bit sweaty than exposed in front of strangers—in front of her dad's friends, no less.

She made her way downstairs, immediately conscious of how the material pulled and bunched with each movement. The sound of voices and laughter drifted in from the backyard, along with the savoury scent of grilling meat. Just before she reached the patio door, Luke intercepted her.

His eyes narrowed slightly as they swept over her costume with an appraising look that made her feel oddly exposed despite being completely covered. "Ellie," he said, his voice friendly but with an undercurrent of something else. "You're all suited up, I see."

"Ready to be the Easter Bunny," she replied, trying to sound cheerful despite the growing heat inside the costume.

Luke stepped closer, lowering his voice. "You didn't take my advice, did you?" He gestured at her midsection, where the outline of her jeans was visible through the fabric. "You're going to regret that in about twenty minutes. It’s pretty hot for April."

"I'll be fine," Ellie insisted, shifting uncomfortably as a bead of sweat trickled between her shoulder blades. "Really."

Luke shrugged, his expression a mixture of amusement and something that made her stomach flutter nervously. "Well," he said, his voice warm. "The kids are going to love you. Just walk around, hand out some chocolate eggs from this basket, maybe do a little hop now and then." He handed her a wicker basket filled with foil-wrapped chocolates. "Is the zipper all the way up?" he asked suddenly.

Before she could answer, his hand was at the small of her back, fingers finding the zipper and tugging it upward. His touch lingered a moment longer than necessary. "There. All set."

Ellie nodded, grateful that the head concealed her blush. She followed Luke out onto the patio. The garden was spacious and well-maintained, with a large gas barbecue at one end already sending smoke into the air. About a dozen men stood around with beers in hand, while maybe fifteen children of various ages played on the lawn.

"Gentlemen, the Easter Bunny has arrived!" Luke announced.

All eyes turned to Ellie. The children squealed with delight, but she couldn't help noticing how some of the men exchanged glances and smirks.

A few of the children immediately rushed toward her, circling around with excited faces and reaching hands. Ellie did her best bunny impression, hopping awkwardly and silently waving gloved paws at the little ones. The costume was already becoming stifling, just as Luke had warned. Her t-shirt clung to her back, and she could feel perspiration forming at her hairline beneath the heavy head.

"Easter Bunny! Easter Bunny!" the children chanted, tugging at the fur on her legs.

Ellie began distributing chocolate eggs from her basket, bending down to hand them to the smaller children. As she bent forward, the fabric of the costume stretched tight across her backside, and she heard a distinct male chuckle from the group of men by the barbecue. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment, even as she continued her role, moving from child to child.

After fifteen minutes of hopping around the garden, following children on their impromptu egg hunt and posing for photos, Ellie felt like she was in a sauna. Sweat trickled down her temples inside the head, and her clothes were drenched beneath the costume. The fabric clung to her uncomfortably, and each movement felt like a struggle against the increasingly damp material.

During a moment of peace from the children, Ellie glanced around the garden, trying to see through the limited vision of the mesh eyes. Something struck her as odd, something she had noticed earlier in passing, but which now struck her as requiring an explanation—there were plenty of men standing around drinking beer and watching the children, but she couldn't spot a single woman. Weren't there supposed to be families here? The realisation made her suddenly self-conscious, aware that she was the only female in a garden full of men—a garden full of older men at that.

Luke approached, offering her a bottle of water. "Need to take a breather?" he asked, his voice solicitous but with that same undercurrent that made her nervous.

Ellie removed the rabbit head after double checking that there still weren’t any kids around to be scarred for life. She gasped as fresh air hit her flushed face. Her hair was damp with sweat, strands sticking to her forehead and neck. "Thanks," she managed, taking the water and drinking deeply.

"You're doing great," Luke said, standing close enough that she could smell his cologne. "The kids are loving it."

Ellie wiped her brow with the back of her fuzzy glove. "Um, Luke," she said hesitantly, her voice pitched low. "Where are all the mums? I thought this was a family barbecue."

Luke's smile widened, and he placed a hand on her shoulder, his thumb brushing against her neck where it peeked out from the costume. "Ah, we decided to give them the day off. All the wives and girlfriends are enjoying a girls' day out for Easter. They’re busy getting pampered at a spa and sipping champagne. Left us men to handle the kids for the afternoon." He gestured toward the group of men. "Single dad club, for the day at least."

"Oh," Ellie replied, not entirely reassured. Something about the way the men looked at her made her uneasy, but she couldn't quite put her finger on why. Their gazes seemed to linger too long, especially now, with her flushed face exposed.

"I…" she hesitated, tugging at the damp collar of the bunny suit. "I think you were right about the heat." She felt a drop of sweat roll down between her shoulder blades, her t-shirt completely soaked underneath. "It's really warm in this thing."

Luke's eyes gleamed with something like satisfaction. "Told you so," he said, his voice dropping to a more intimate tone. "I bet you’re dripping wet, aren't you?"

Ellie shifted uncomfortably, hearing his words initially as a dirty comment before registering their entirely innocent meaning. Surely it wasn’t intended as a dirty joke, she thought… Not from someone my dad’s age. "Yeah," she admitted, looking down at her furry feet. "I don't think I can keep going like this. Would it be okay if I… um… went back inside for a minute? To freshen up a bit?"

She couldn't bring herself to say what they both knew she meant—that she needed to remove her clothes under the costume. The thought of stripping down to just her underwear, knowing she'd have to come back out and face all these men, made her stomach flutter with a mixture of embarrassment and something else she didn't want to examine too closely.

"Of course," Luke replied, his hand sliding from her shoulder down to the small of her back, guiding her toward the house. "Take all the time you need. The kids are busy with their eggs for now anyway."

As they walked, Luke leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. "The bathroom upstairs has fresh towels if you need to dry off. Or you could use the guest room where you changed earlier. Whatever makes you comfortable."

Ellie nodded, clutching the rabbit head to her chest like a shield. "Thanks. I won't be long."

"No rush," Luke said, his eyes traveling over her in a way that made her feel as though he could see right through the costume. "I'll keep the men entertained." The way he emphasised the word 'men' made her blush deepen.

She hurried into the house, grateful to escape the heat and the eyes following her retreat. In the cool dimness of the hallway, she paused, catching her breath. What had she gotten herself into? Three hundred pounds suddenly didn't seem like enough for this.

Ellie climbed the stairs slowly, the costume making each step awkward. She could hear the men's laughter drifting up from the garden, and wondered if they were laughing at her. By the time she reached the guest room, she'd made up her mind. She would do what Luke had suggested—wear just her underwear under the costume. The alternative was to be a sweaty, uncomfortable mess for the next few hours, and given how stifling it had gotten in just half an hour, that seemed the worse option by far.

She closed the bathroom door behind her and leaned against it, suddenly aware of how exposed she would soon be. Just a thin layer of fabric between her and all those men. Ellie reached for the zipper at her back, tugging it down with trembling fingers.

The relief was immediate as the costume loosened around her overheated body. Cool air rushed against her damp skin, and she sighed with pleasure despite her nervousness. She stepped out of the rabbit suit and laid it carefully across the closed toilet lid, then peeled off her sweat-soaked t-shirt. Her jeans followed, clinging stubbornly to her damp legs as she wriggled out of them.

Standing in just her pale blue bra and matching thong, Ellie felt vulnerable yet liberated. The bathroom's cool tile beneath her bare feet sent a pleasant shiver up her spine. She caught sight of herself in the mirror—cheeks flushed, hair dishevelled, skin glistening with a fine sheen of perspiration. The freckles across her nose stood out against her flushed skin, giving her an innocent look that contrasted with her state of undress.

This is crazy, she thought as she considered her reflection, wrapping her arms around her middle. What if they can tell?

But the memory of that stifling heat made her decision for her. Ellie reached for one of the plush white towels folded neatly on a shelf and began to dab at her damp skin. The soft cotton felt heavenly against her overheated body. She dried her neck, her arms, between her breasts where sweat had pooled. The towel absorbed the moisture from her stomach, the small of her back, the backs of her knees.

For a moment, she just stood there, revelling in the sensation of being nearly naked in the cool bathroom. Goosebumps rose on her arms and legs, a delicious contrast to the oppressive heat of the costume. She closed her eyes, enjoying the gentle caress of the air against her skin, the freedom of movement without damp clothes clinging to her body.

Just a job, she reminded herself. Three hundred quid. It's worth it.

With reluctance, she picked up the rabbit suit again. It felt different in her hands now, knowing how little she'd be wearing underneath it. The material seemed thinner, more revealing. Ellie stepped into it, pulling it up over her hips, sliding her arms into the sleeves. Without her clothes beneath, it fit perfectly, hugging her curves in a way that felt almost sensual.

She struggled with the zipper, reaching awkwardly behind her back. After a few frustrated attempts, she managed to pull it up halfway. The costume already felt cooler, more comfortable without the additional layer of clothing underneath. Maybe Luke had been right after all.

Ellie turned to face the mirror fully, and her breath caught in her throat. The difference was startling. Without her clothes underneath, the costume transformed from a bulky, childish outfit into something much more suggestive. The soft material clung to her body, the outline of her bra clearly visible through the material, the cups forming distinct shapes against the chest. Worse still was the lower half—the rounded contours of her bottom were accentuated by the thin material, and the narrow strip of her thong created a visible line that disappeared between her cheeks. The costume, which had seemed so innocent and cartoonish before, now looked—to the knowing eyes of an adult, at least—almost obscene.

"Oh God," Ellie whispered, her cheeks burning as she turned to see her profile. The outfit emphasised rather than concealed her figure, transforming her into something between a cartoon character and a pin-up model. Without the bulky layers underneath, the costume revealed more than it hid, leaving little to the imagination.

She reached back to tug the zipper higher, hoping irrationally that a tighter fit might somehow make the fabric less revealing. Her fingers trembled as she managed to pull it up the rest of the way, but the adjustment only seemed to make matters worse, moulding the material even more firmly to her curves.

A soft knock at the door made her jump.

"Everything okay in there?" Luke's voice drifted through the door, a hint of amusement in his tone.

"I'm—I'm fine," Ellie called back, her voice higher than normal. "Just… just finishing up."

"The kids are asking for the Easter Bunny," he said. "And I think some of the dads are getting impatient too."

Something about the way he said "impatient" sent a shiver down Ellie's spine. She glanced at her discarded clothes on the bathroom counter, considering for a moment whether she could bear to put them back on under the costume. But they were still damp with sweat, and the memory of that sticky, oppressive heat made her hesitate.

"I'll be right out," she promised, her voice small.

She pulled on the fuzzy gloves and boots, then lifted the rabbit head once more. At least her face would be hidden. No one would see her blushing. And maybe the costume wasn't as revealing as she feared. Maybe it was just the harsh bathroom lighting making it seem worse than it was.

Taking a deep breath, Ellie settled the oversized head over her own, adjusting it until she could see through the mesh eyes. The familiar smell of cologne enveloped her again, but this time, knowing she was nearly naked underneath, the masculine scent seemed more intimate, almost invasive.

She opened the bathroom door cautiously, half-expecting to find Luke waiting in the hallway. To her relief, the corridor was empty. She made her way back downstairs, each step making her acutely aware of how the fabric moved against her skin, how it brushed her thighs, how it stretched across her bottom when she took each step.

The sound of male laughter grew louder as she approached the patio doors. She hesitated with her gloved hand on the handle, suddenly terrified of what awaited her outside. Steeling herself, Ellie pushed the door open and stepped into the sunlight.

The reaction was immediate. Several of the men turned toward her, conversations faltering mid-sentence. Even through the limited vision of the mesh eyeholes, she could see their expressions changing—eyebrows rising, lips parting, nudges exchanged. The costume felt impossibly thin now, as if it had transformed into tissue paper during her time indoors.

"Look, the Easter Bunny's back!" Luke called out, guiding a small child toward her. His hand settled briefly on the small of her back as he passed, the pressure of his fingers sending a jolt through her. "Why don't you show the kids how to hop like a bunny?"

Ellie nodded inside the oversized head, grateful that no one could see her flaming cheeks. She began to hop lightly across the lawn, painfully aware of how each movement caused the costume to shift against her skin, how it must look to the ring of adult male observers. The children giggled and hopped along with her, innocent in their enjoyment, oblivious to the way their fathers were watching.

After another half hour of hopping and dancing with the children, distributing more chocolate eggs, and posing for more photos, Ellie was once again drenched in sweat. The costume, though more comfortable without clothes beneath, was still stifling in the afternoon sun. Her hair was plastered to her scalp inside the head, and rivulets of perspiration ran down her spine, between her breasts, along her thighs.

"I think the Easter Bunny needs a drink!" Luke announced, approaching with another bottle of water. He guided her toward a more secluded corner of the garden, partially shielded from view by a large ornamental shrub.

Ellie gratefully removed the head, gasping as fresh air hit her flushed face. She took the water with shaking hands, drinking deeply.

"Better without all those clothes?" Luke asked, his voice low and intimate.

Ellie nodded reluctantly. "It's… it's cooler," she admitted, unable to meet his eyes. "But I still feel like I'm in a sauna. It’s just so… enclosed."

Luke's gaze travelled over her, lingering on the places where the damp costume clung most revealingly to her body. "You look flushed," he observed, reaching out to brush a strand of wet hair from her forehead. The casual touch made her shiver despite the heat. "Maybe we need to make some adjustments."

"Adjustments?" Ellie echoed, uncertain.

Luke nodded thoughtfully. "The head is the biggest problem, isn't it? All that trapped heat with nowhere to go." He glanced toward the children, who were now engrossed in an impromptu egg-and-spoon race organised by one of the other dads.

He stepped closer, his eyes never leaving her face. "I have an idea," he said, his voice dropping to a confidential murmur. "What if we modified your costume a bit?"

Ellie shifted her weight nervously from one foot to the other. "What do you mean?"

"Well," Luke said, reaching out to touch the edge of the rabbit head she held in her hands. His fingers brushed against hers as he took the head from her. "What if you didn't have to wear this? The gloves could go too."

"But—" Ellie glanced toward the children playing in the distance. "Won't they be disappointed or… traumatised if the Easter Bunny doesn't have a head?"

Luke chuckled, the sound low and warm. "I've got something that might work instead. Wait here."

He disappeared into the house, leaving Ellie standing partially concealed by the ornamental shrub, acutely aware of how the damp costume clung to her nearly naked body. She crossed her arms over her chest, trying to create some barrier between herself and the occasional glances that drifted her way from the group of men by the barbecue.

When Luke returned a few minutes later, he was carrying a small plastic shopping bag. "I thought this might come in handy," he explained, pulling out a simple headband with fluffy white bunny ears attached. "My ex left it behind after last Easter's… festivities." Something in his tone made Ellie wonder exactly what kind of festivities he meant.

"Oh," she said, eyeing the accessory. It looked innocent enough—certainly more comfortable than the stifling head.

"And I've got these too," Luke continued, producing a small makeup palette from the bag. "Some years we do face painting, but the woman who usually does it… well, she’s a mum, so, y’know… spa and champagne was the better deal this time. But we can give you a little bunny nose and whiskers. The kids will love it—we’ll just tell them the Easter Bunny had to go to another party and sent his daughter to fill in."

Ellie hesitated, considering the implications. Without the anonymity of the full head, everyone would see her face. Everyone would know exactly who was parading around in the oddly revealing costume. Luke wasn’t the only man at the barbecue who would knew her dad. And a few more would simply recognise her from around town… But at the same time, the thought of enduring another hour inside that stifling rabbit head was unbearable.

"I… I don't know," she murmured, tugging at the damp fabric where it clung to her collarbone.

"Trust me," Luke said, stepping closer. His fingers came up to brush against her cheek, the touch so light it might have been accidental. "You'll be much more comfortable. And the kids won't mind—they just want someone to play with."

His proximity made it hard to think clearly. He smelled good—that same cologne that had permeated the rabbit head, but stronger now, mingled with the scent of charcoal from the barbecue.

"Okay," she agreed finally, the desire to escape the suffocating heat overriding her reservations.

"Alright, hold still for me," Luke said, his voice dropping to a husky murmur as he removed the plastic lid from the palette of face paints.

Ellie stood frozen as Luke's fingers cupped her chin, tilting her face up toward his. His thumb brushed lightly against her lower lip, ostensibly to hold her steady, but the contact sent an unexpected shiver through her body. Their eyes met for a moment—his dark and knowing, hers wide with uncertainty.

"Perfect," he whispered, his breath warm against her cheek as he leaned in closer. "Now, just relax."

The cool touch of the makeup brush against her nose made her flinch slightly. Ellie tried to calm her breathing as Luke worked, painting her nose pink and joining it by a line to her upper lip, adding whiskers that extended across her flushed cheeks. He whitened her bottom lip and even added matching accents around her eyes. He was being far more comprehensive that she had anticipated.

All the while, his face was mere inches from hers, his expression one of intense concentration. She could smell the mint on his breath, see the fine lines at the corners of his eyes, notice the way his pupils dilated slightly when his gaze flickered down to her parted lips.

"Almost done," he murmured, his finger now tracing across her upper lip, smudging the paint into a delicate pattern. The intimacy of the gesture was undeniable—it felt like a caress, his fingertip lingering against her sensitive skin.

Time seemed to slow as he worked, transforming what should have been a simple makeup application into something that felt dangerously close to seduction. Ellie stood motionless under his touch, her heart hammering in her chest. She was acutely aware of how the costume still clung to her body, how the thin fabric was the only barrier between his wandering hands and her nearly naked form.

"There we go," Luke said finally, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Just one finishing touch." He reached for the bunny ears headband, lifting it with both hands.

Ellie ducked her head slightly to allow him to place it, but instead of simply setting it atop her head, Luke took his time, his fingers threading through her damp hair, arranging it around the headband and pulling it out from the neck-hole of the costume. His touch lingered at the nape of her neck, one finger tracing a slow circle against her heated skin.

"Beautiful," he murmured, and something in his tone made it clear he wasn't just talking about his makeup skills.

Before she could respond, Luke pulled his phone from his pocket. "Let me show you how it looks," he said, stepping back a few paces. "Give me a little pose."

Ellie shifted uncomfortably, unsure what to do with her hands. "Just… just take a normal picture," she said, forcing a small smile.

"Come on, be a bunny for me," Luke coaxed, his voice dropping to that intimate tone again. "Hop a little. Show me what the kids are seeing."

Ellie felt her cheeks burning beneath the face paint. She gave an awkward little hop, her arms bent in front of her chest like paws.

Luke chuckled, the sound low and appreciative. "Perfect. Now turn around, let me see the tail."

She hesitated, then slowly turned, painfully aware of how the costume hugged her bottom. The small puff of a cottontail sat just above where the fabric stretched tightest across her curves.

"Beautiful," he murmured again, and she heard the sound of his phone camera clicking several times. "These will be great for the barbecue album."

The thought of those photos being shared made Ellie's stomach flip with a mixture of embarrassment and something else—something that felt uncomfortably like excitement, though in the moment she couldn’t imagine quite why.

"Let me show you," Luke said, turning the phone so she could see the screen. He swiped through several images, each one making Ellie's breath catch in her throat.

The first showed her face-on, the makeup transforming her features into something both childlike and strangely alluring. Pink nose, delicate whiskers, white-tipped lips that somehow made her mouth look fuller, more inviting. The bunny ears perched atop her head completed the look—innocent yet provocative.

"You're very photogenic," Luke murmured, his thumb brushing against the screen as he swiped to the next photo.

This one captured her mid-hop, the costume pulled taut across her chest. Ellie could clearly see the outline of her bra beneath the white fabric, the curves of her breasts emphasised by the movement. Her face showed a mixture of embarrassment and forced playfulness, cheeks flushed beneath the makeup.

"I didn't realise it was so…" Ellie trailed off, unable to find the right word.

"So what?" Luke prompted, his voice low and intimate.

"So revealing," she finished, her eyes still fixed on the image of herself.

Luke's finger swiped again, and Ellie felt her stomach drop. This photo showed her from behind, captured mid-turn. The costume clung to every curve of her bottom, the material stretched so thin that the line of her thong was clearly visible, disappearing between her cheeks. The little cotton tail sat perched above, drawing attention rather than providing any modesty.

"I wouldn't say revealing," Luke said, his voice taking on a husky quality. "Maybe a bit… suggestive."

Ellie swallowed hard, unable to tear her eyes from the screen. The makeup job was actually impressive—she looked adorable, playful, the perfect Easter Bunny for children's entertainment. But combined with the way the costume moulded to her body, there was something weirdly sexual about the ensemble now. The juxtaposition of the innocent bunny face with her clearly outlined curves created an effect that was unmistakably erotic.

And it made her uncomfortable that he now had a photo of her like this. Photos, actually. Plural. Who knew how many he'd actually taken?

"I don't think—" she began, but Luke had already slipped the phone back into his pocket.

"The kids are going to love your new look," he said, his tone suddenly cheerful and innocent again, as if the moment of charged intimacy had never happened. "Much better than that stuffy old head, right?"

Before she could respond, he placed his hand at the small of her back, guiding her toward the main garden area where the children played. His touch lingered, fingers splayed possessively against her spine, pressing the damp material of the costume against her skin.

"Everyone, look who's back!" Luke called out. "The Easter Bunny had to run to another party, so he sent his daughter to play with you instead.”

All eyes turned to Ellie. The children stared in momentary confusion before breaking into delighted squeals at her painted face and bunny ears. The men, however, had quite different reactions. Their gazes lingered, traveling from her face down the length of her body, taking in the way the costume clung to her curves, now even more visible without the distraction of the cartoonish head.

"Much better," one of them commented, raising his beer in a mock toast. "We can actually see who we’re talking to now."

"Hop for us, Girl Easter Bunny!" a small boy called out, tugging at the costume near her thigh.

Ellie obliged, giving a few small hops that made the children clap with glee. But she was painfully aware of how each movement caused the costume to shift and cling, how her breasts bounced slightly within the confines of her bra, visible through the thin material. Her mind flashed back to the photos, and all she could think about was what the crowd of middle-aged men were making of her little display.

"Perfect," Luke murmured close to her ear as he passed by, his hand brushing against her hip. "You're a natural."

For another twenty minutes or so, Ellie continued her role, now with her face exposed and painted. She distributed the remaining eggs and engaged more freely with the kids now that she was freed from the oversized cartoon head. Before too long, her primary duty was done, the children now heading inside as the evening drew on to watch some appropriately rabbit themed cartoon film. They filed toward the house in a flurry of chocolate-stained fingers and excited chatter, shepherded by two of the dads who had volunteered for movie duty.

In the comparative silence of the now child-free garden, Ellie stood awkwardly on the patio. Without the chaotic buffer of excited kids running about, she became even more aware of just how exposed she felt. The remaining men soon formed a loose semicircle around her, beers in hand, their gazes no longer even attempting subtlety.

"You've been a great sport, Ellie," one of them said, stepping closer. She recognised him vaguely—a business associate of her father's whose name escaped her. "The kids absolutely loved you."

"Thanks," she murmured, shifting her weight from one foot to the other. The costume clung to her skin, conforming to every curve with uncomfortable precision. Without the distraction of children to focus on, she felt the weight of their collective gaze like a physical touch.

Luke emerged from the house carrying a tray of shot glasses filled with amber liquid. "Gentlemen," he announced, "I think our Easter Bunny deserves a proper thank you for entertaining the little ones." He offered the tray to Ellie first. "Honey whiskey. Sweet, like Easter should be."

Ellie hesitated, eyeing the shot glass uncertainly. She wasn't much of a drinker usually, and the thought of alcohol on top of her already heightened discomfort seemed unwise. But the expectant looks from the circle of men made refusal feel all but impossible.

"Just one," she said softly, taking the small glass between her fingers.

Luke distributed the remaining shots among the men, then raised his glass. "To our Easter Bunny—the prettiest one we've ever had."

"To the Easter Bunny," the men echoed, their eyes never leaving her as they tossed back their shots.

Ellie sipped hers tentatively, the sweetness of the honey somewhat masking the burn of the alcohol. She felt it warm her from within, spreading a pleasant heat through her chest that momentarily distracted from her embarrassment.

"So," Luke said, clapping his hands together with theatrical enthusiasm. "I was thinking we could play a few games. Nothing too complicated—just something to keep us entertained while the kids are occupied." His eyes lingered on Ellie, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Our Easter Bunny has to participate, of course. It's in the contract."

"There wasn't actually a contract," Ellie pointed out, her voice quiet but firmer than she expected.

Luke laughed, the sound rich and somehow intimate. "Figure of speech. But you're still on the clock, aren't you?"

Put that way, she could hardly argue. Ellie nodded reluctantly, setting her empty shot glass on the tray. "What kind of games did you have in mind?"

"How about 'Simon Says'?" suggested one of the men, his gaze traveling over Ellie's body in a way that made her skin prickle. "Simple rules, easy to follow."

"Perfect," Luke agreed, stepping into the centre of the semicircle. "Everyone knows how to play, right? I say 'Simon says' and give a command. If I don't say 'Simon says' first, you shouldn't do it." He turned to Ellie, his eyes gleaming. "Stand right here, Easter Bunny."

Ellie moved to stand beside him. The honey whiskey had left a pleasant warmth in her belly, but it wasn't enough to dull her self-consciousness.

"That was a trick," Luke announced triumphantly. “I didn’t say ‘Simon says’. But let’s start for real now. Simon says… put your hands on your head."

Ellie raised her hands, placing them atop her head beside the fluffy bunny ears. The movement pulled the costume taut across her chest, emphasising the outline of her bra. She heard a low murmur of appreciation from the watching men.

"Simon says… turn around in a circle."

Slowly, Ellie rotated, feeling so many eyes on her as the white and grey fabric stretched across her bottom. The small cotton tail bobbed with her movement, drawing attention to the curve of her backside.

"Jump up and down," Luke commanded.

Ellie remained still, recognising the trap. "You didn't say 'Simon says'," she pointed out quietly.

Luke's smile widened. "Very good. You're paying attention." He stepped closer, his voice dropping to a more intimate tone. "Simon says… hop like a bunny."

Heat flooded Ellie's cheeks as she complied, bending her knees slightly and hopping forward. Each bounce caused small but noticeable movements beneath the thin fabric of the costume. The men's appreciative chuckles made her stomach flutter with a confusing mixture of embarrassment and that disturbing excitement she’d felt briefly before.

"Simon says… touch your toes," Luke instructed.

Ellie hesitated, all too aware of what this would look like. But with all eyes on her, refusing seemed impossible. Slowly, she bent forward, reaching for her toes. The costume pulled taut across her backside, the material stretching to its limit. She could feel cool air against her lower back where the zipper had separated slightly, exposing a strip of pale skin.

"Excellent flexibility," someone commented, followed by poorly disguised laughter.

"Stand up," Luke said.

Ellie remained in the toe-touching position, caught between embarrassment and a strangely resolute reluctance to straighten. "You didn't say 'Simon says'," she reminded him, her voice muffled by her position.

"So I didn't," Luke acknowledged. "Okay. Simon says stand up straight."

As Ellie straightened, Luke moved behind her, his hands coming to rest lightly on her shoulders. His touch was light but firm, a presence she couldn't ignore. "You're doing wonderfully," he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. "The men are enjoying the entertainment."

The phrase made her shiver, though she wasn't entirely sure why. Was she the entertainment? Or was it the game? Somehow, the distinction felt important.

"Simon says put your hands on your hips," Luke continued, stepping back to observe her.

Ellie placed her hands on her hips, the position accentuating her figure even further. She could feel the men's eyes on her, a palpable weight that somehow made the costume feel even thinner.

"Simon says take three steps forward."

She complied, moving closer to the semicircle of watching men. Their expressions ranged from amused to something darker, more intense. One of them—a tall man with salt-and-pepper hair—licked his lips unconsciously as she approached.

"Turn around and go back to where you were," Luke commanded.

Ellie remained still.

Luke's laugh was low and appreciative. "You're very good at this game." His eyes met hers, holding her gaze for a moment too long. "Simon says spin around slowly, with your arms out."

Heart pounding, Ellie extended her arms and began to turn, the costume clinging to her body as she rotated. The movement caused the zipper to slide down slightly, exposing a thin line of her back. She felt rather than saw Luke step closer, his fingers brushing against her spine as he tugged the zipper back up.

"Wouldn't want our Easter Bunny getting undressed just yet," he said, his voice pitched low enough that only she could hear. The "yet" hung in the air between them, loaded with implication.

"I think," Luke announced to the group, "our bunny deserves another treat for being such a good sport. Simon says follow me to the bar."

Ellie trailed after him to a small outdoor bar setup at the edge of the patio. Luke busied himself preparing drinks, his back to the watching men. Under the pretence of showing her the selection, he leaned close, his chest nearly touching her back.

"You're doing beautifully," he murmured, his breath warm against her neck. "Everyone's enjoying the show."

"I… I didn't realise I was putting on a show," Ellie whispered back, torn between discomfort and a strange, unexpected thrill.

Luke's laugh was soft, intimate. "Of course you are. You hardly thought I was paying you so well just to distribute chocolate, did you?" His hand brushed against her waist, so briefly it might have been accidental. "The real question is, are you enjoying it too?"

Before she could answer, he turned back to the group, a fresh tray of shots in hand. "Gentlemen, another toast to our Easter Bunny!"

This time, the whiskey went down easier, warming Ellie from within. A pleasant light-headedness settled over her, making the men's appreciative glances seem less threatening, more flattering. The alcohol buzzed through her system, softening the edges of her embarrassment.

"I think we need a new game," one of the men suggested, his eyes never leaving Ellie's body. "Something a bit more… interactive."

Luke's smile widened. "I know just the thing. How about 'Pin the Tail on the Bunny'?"

A chorus of approval rose from the group, and Ellie felt a flutter of nervous anticipation. The alcohol had lowered her defences enough that curiosity now mingled with her apprehension.

"How… How do we play that?" she asked, her voice softer than intended.

Luke stepped close again, his hand coming to rest at the small of her back. "It's simple," he explained, his voice dropping to that intimate register that seemed reserved just for her. "You'll stand very still, and each of us gets a turn to pin something to your costume. Whoever gets closest to the existing tail wins."

"Pin something?" Ellie repeated, uncertain.

"Well, not with actual pins," Luke clarified, "There’s stickers in the kids’ goodie bags. We can use some of those."




"Oh," Ellie said, relief washing through her. "That doesn't sound too bad."




Luke's eyes gleamed with something that might have been triumph. "Simon says stand with your back to us, hands on the bar."




Almost without thinking, Ellie responded in a Pavlovian manner to his instruction. She turned and placed her palms flat on the outdoor bar's surface. The position forced her to bend slightly at the waist, her bottom pushed outward toward the semicircle of waiting men. Even without seeing them, she could feel their gazes like physical touches, tracing the curves outlined by the clinging costume.

"Perfect," Luke murmured. "Now, gentlemen, you'll each be blindfolded in turn. We’ll give you a few spins. The goal is to place a sticker as close as possible to our obliging Easter Bunny’s tail."

One by one, the men took their turns. Each approached blindfolded, guided by Luke's instructions, their hands outstretched toward Ellie's waiting form. The first man's fingers brushed against her lower back, sending an unexpected shiver through her. He pressed his sticker to the costume, several inches too high.

"Not quite," Luke announced. "Who's next?"

The second man was more daring, his hands wandering more freely before settling on a spot. His palm smoothed across her hip, fingers splaying wide as he found his bearings. Ellie held her breath as his touch lingered, the heat of his hand seeping through the thin material. Finally, he placed his sticker, this one closer but still off-target.

By the third man, Ellie's heart was racing, her breathing shallow. The whiskey had warmed her blood, lowering her inhibitions just enough that each man's touch elicited conflicting sensations—the embarrassment remained, but it was mingled with a forbidden thrill. The thrill of being the centre of attention. The thrill of knowing that she was so desirable to all these older men.

The third man's fingers traced a bolder path, skimming down her spine before settling firmly on the curve of her bottom. His touch lingered a moment too long, and Ellie bit her lip to suppress a small gasp.

"Getting warmer," Luke commented, his voice carrying a note of amusement that made Ellie's cheeks burn.

The fourth man took his time, his hands wandering across her back, down her sides, finally settling on her hips. He gripped her lightly, steadying himself as he leaned close. Ellie could feel his breath against her neck, warm and slightly beer-scented. His fingers squeezed briefly before he placed his sticker, this one landing just beside the fluffy white tail.

"Very close," Luke announced. "But not quite a winner."

When it was Luke's turn, Ellie felt her heart skip. He approached with exaggerated caution, though she suspected he could see perfectly well despite the blindfold. His hands found her waist first, warm and confident. Unlike the others, he didn't hesitate or feign uncertainty. His touch was purposeful, sliding from her waist to her hips, then around to her bottom.

"I think I've found it," he murmured, his voice low enough that only she could hear. His fingers traced the outline of her thong through the costume, following the thin strip of fabric between her cheeks. "Our little bunny has a secret under her fur."

Ellie shuddered, unable to suppress her reaction. Luke's touch lingered, one finger tracing circles dangerously close to where her thighs met. Just when the touch threatened to become too intimate, he pressed his sticker to the costume, his palm flattening against her bottom in a gesture that felt like a claim.

"I believe we have a winner," he announced to himself, removing the blindfold with his free hand while the other remained firmly on her backside. "Perfect placement."

The men applauded, their appreciation more for the show than for Luke's accuracy. As they crowded closer to verify his victory, Ellie remained bent over the bar, her breath coming in shallow gasps. She could feel the weight of their attention focused on where Luke's hand still rested possessively on her raised rear end.

"I think this calls for a proper celebration," Luke announced, finally releasing his hold on Ellie. "Everyone grab a drink and let's head over to the fire pit. It's getting chilly now that the sun's going down."

The men dispersed reluctantly, casting lingering glances at Ellie as they grabbed drinks from the table. She straightened slowly, her heart still racing from the unexpected intimacy of the game. Her skin tingled where Luke had touched her, a sensation both unsettling and strangely… invigorating.

"You too, Easter Bunny," Luke said, his voice softening as he handed her a cold beer. "You've earned it."

Ellie accepted the bottle gratefully, taking a long swig. The cool liquid soothed her throat, which she now realised had become parched with suspense. The combination of embarrassment, attention, and now alcohol had created a heady cocktail that left her feeling slightly unmoored, as if she were floating just outside herself.

"Come on," Luke urged, his hand finding the small of her back again, guiding her toward a stone fire pit at the far end of the garden. "The night's just getting started."

The fire was already crackling merrily—no doubt kindled by Luke even before the games had begun—casting a warm orange glow that softened the encroaching twilight. A few chairs were arranged in a circle around it, along with a couple of cushioned benches. Luke steered Ellie toward one of these benches, settling beside her close enough that their thighs touched.

"Comfortable?" he asked, his voice pitched low beneath the general conversation of the other men finding their seats.

Ellie nodded, suddenly aware that she was still in the bunny costume, still made up with whiskers and a pink nose, still wearing the ridiculous ears. Yet somehow, in the gathering darkness, with the firelight flickering across her face, it felt less humiliating than it had in the bright afternoon sun.

"I should probably change soon," she murmured, glancing down at the costume. "It's getting late."

Luke's hand settled on her knee, the touch casual yet possessive. "No rush," he said. "The kids are watching their movie. They'll be occupied for at least another hour." His thumb traced small circles against the fabric covering her thigh. "Besides, everyone's enjoying your company."

As if to confirm his words, one of the men raised his bottle toward her in a silent toast, his eyes gleaming in the firelight. "To the best Easter party Luke's ever thrown," he called out. "And the prettiest bunny I've ever seen."

A chorus of agreement rose from the circle, and Ellie felt her cheeks warm with a blush that had nothing to do with the fire's heat. The attention was overwhelming, and more intoxicating than the weak beer she continued to nurse.

"So, Ellie," one of the men said, leaning forward in his seat to better see her in the flickering firelight. "Luke mentioned you're in university. What are you studying?"

It was such a normal question, so incongruous with the charged atmosphere that had been building all evening, that Ellie almost laughed. "Biochem," she answered, taking another swig of her beer.

"Pretty and smart," the man replied, his gaze seeming to linger on the way the costume hugged her chest. "A dangerous combination."

Before she could respond, a phone chimed. One of the men—a tall, bearded fellow who'd been particularly enthusiastic during the "Pin the Tail" game—checked his device and sighed.

"That's my wife," he announced, pocketing his phone. "Time to collect the little monsters and head home." He stood reluctantly, his eyes never leaving Ellie. "Shame to leave the party just as it's getting interesting."

Luke nodded understandingly. "Family comes first, Dave. Give my best to Sarah."

Dave approached Ellie, extending his hand. When she offered hers, he raised it to his lips instead of shaking it, pressing a kiss to her knuckles. "It was a pleasure, Easter Bunny," he murmured, his eyes holding hers for a beat too long. "Perhaps I'll see you around town sometime… without the whiskers."

Ellie managed a small smile, her skin tingling where his lips had touched. "Maybe," she replied softly, though she wasn't really sure if she meant it as a promise or a polite dismissal.

As Dave disappeared into the house to collect his children, another phone chimed, then another. Like dominoes falling, the men began checking messages from wives and girlfriends returning from their day of pampering.

"Looks like the spa day is wrapping up," Luke observed, his hand still resting on Ellie's thigh. "Perfect timing, really. The kids must be getting tired by now."

One by one, the men stood to leave, each making a point of saying a personal goodbye to Ellie. Some were subtle in their appreciation, offering simple thanks for entertaining their children. Others were bolder, letting their eyes drop, or their touches linger as they shook her hand or leaned in to kiss her cheek.

"You made quite an impression," Luke murmured in her ear as they watched another father lead his sleepy children toward the front of the house. "They'll be talking about this Easter for years."

The thought should have mortified her, but Ellie found herself oddly warmed by it. The evening had softened her embarrassment into something more complex—a heady mixture of self-consciousness and pride in the effect she'd had on these mature, established men.

As the garden gradually emptied, the atmosphere shifted. The raucous energy of the afternoon gave way to something more intimate, more charged. Soon, only three men remained besides Luke—all single, Ellie realised, with no children or partners summoning them home. Just like Luke.

The chit-chat continued amongst this reduced cohort for some time, it never even occurring to Ellie that it was odd of her to remain as late as Luke’s own friends. And eventually, the last of these hangers-on also said their goodbyes and headed to their homes. And then it was just her and Luke, sitting next to each other, illuminated by the flickering flames.

The fire crackled and popped, sending orange sparks spiralling into the darkened sky. Ellie's skin tingled with a strange electricity. The costume, which had been stifling in the afternoon heat, now provided welcome warmth against the evening chill. Luke's thigh pressed against hers on the bench, a casual intimacy that felt both intrusive and thrilling.

"I should probably get going too," Ellie said, her voice sounding small in the vast, empty garden. "It's getting late."

Luke turned toward her, the firelight casting dramatic shadows across his face. His eyes, dark and unreadable in the flickering light, held hers with an intensity that made her breath catch.

"We should head inside," he suggested, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her. "We need to settled up. Three hundred, wasn’t it?"

Ellie nodded, grateful for the reminder of why she was here—the money, the job. Just business. Nothing more complicated than that. She rose from the bench.

Luke stood beside her, extinguishing the fire with an efficiency that spoke of experience. His movements were fluid and confident, the actions of a man completely at ease in his surroundings, completely in control. When the last flame had died down to glowing embers, he placed his hand at the small of her back, guiding her toward the house.

"Let's get you sorted," he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

The house was quiet now, the earlier chaos of children and conversation replaced by a hushed stillness that felt almost reverent. Their footsteps echoed on the hardwood floors as Luke led her through the dimly lit hallway toward his study at the back of the house.

He flipped on a lamp, bathing the wood-panelled room in soft, amber light. Bookshelves lined one wall, a large desk dominated the centre of the space, and a comfortable-looking leather sofa sat against the far wall. Luke gestured for her to enter, closing the door behind them with a soft click that sounded unnervingly final in the quiet room.

"So," he said, moving to the desk and opening a drawer. "Three hundred pounds, as agreed." He counted out the notes, laying them on the polished wood surface.

Ellie approached cautiously, her bunny ears bobbing slightly with each step. The face paint felt tight on her skin now, a reminder of how far she'd strayed from her initial expectations of the day.

"Thank you," she said, reaching for the money. "I should probably go wash this makeup off and change—"

"About that," Luke interrupted, his hand covering hers on the desk. "You'll need to return the costume before you go.

Ellie blinked, processing his words. "Of course," she replied, her throat suddenly dry. "Where would you like me to change?"

Luke's fingers still rested atop hers, his touch warm and deliberate. His eyes held hers, dark with an intention that made her pulse quicken.

"Right here would be fine," he said, his voice dropping to that intimate register that seemed to bypass her rational mind and speak directly to something primal within her. "I’ll need to check it… Make sure everything's in order before I put it away until next year."

Ellie stood frozen, the implications of his request washing over her. He was asking her to strip. Here. Now. In front of him. And he wasn’t even being coy about it. The thought should have horrified her, sent her fleeing from the room. Instead, she felt a rush of heat flood her body, pooling low in her belly.

"I… I don't think…" she stammered, but even as she protested, she recognised the hollow ring of her words. After everything that had happened today—the revealing costume, the games, the men's appreciative gazes, their hands on her—this felt like an inevitable conclusion.

Luke stepped closer, his hand coming up to brush lightly against her cheek, smudging the whiskers painted there. "You've been such a good sport today, Ellie," he murmured. "So accommodating. Everyone was impressed."

His praise shouldn't have affected her, but it did—a warm glow of pride mingling with her embarrassment. She'd pleased him. Pleased all those men.

"I… I can just take it upstairs," she offered weakly. "To the guest room."

Luke shook his head slowly, his fingers trailing down from her cheek to her neck, then to her collarbone. "I think we've moved beyond that, don't you?" His voice was gentle but firm, brooking no argument. "After the show you put on for my friends today?"

Ellie's breath caught. "Show?" she echoed, though she knew exactly what he meant.

"You knew what you were doing," Luke said, his fingers now tracing the neckline of the costume where it met her skin. "Bending over, hopping around, letting them touch you during our little game. You enjoyed it."

"I didn't—" she began, but the protest died on her lips as she recognised the lie. She had enjoyed it. The attention, the power of knowing those men desired her, the forbidden thrill of being exposed yet covered, vulnerable yet safe.

Luke's smile was knowing, almost predatory. "I saw your face," he continued, his fingers now playing with the zipper at her back. "When they put their hands on you. When I touched you. You weren't just enduring it, Ellie. You were revelling in it."

The memory of those touches made her shiver. His fingers found the zipper tab, tugging it down slightly—just an inch, but enough to make his intentions known.

Ellie stepped back from him, resolved to make the final decision for herself. He took a step back from her too, as if reading her mind, giving her the space to decide.

The room felt suddenly warmer, the air charged with tension. Ellie's heart hammered against her ribs as she considered the choice before her. Luke stood patient, waiting, his eyes dark with desire but not pushing, not demanding. The money still lay on the desk between them, a reminder of why she'd come here in the first place.

He's my dad's friend, she thought, her mind racing. He's twice my age or more. I shouldn't even be considering this… So why am I?

She glanced down at herself, at the ridiculous bunny costume that had somehow transformed over the course of the day from an innocent outfit into something provocative, something that made her feel both vulnerable and powerful. The painted whiskers on her cheeks felt like a mask, allowing her to be someone else—someone bolder, more daring than the shy biochemistry student who normally inhabited her skin.

"What would happen?" she asked softly, her voice barely audible even in the quiet room. "If I… if I did take it off here?"

Luke's eyes darkened further, but his voice remained steady. "Whatever you want to happen, Ellie. Nothing more."

The words hung between them, laden with possibility. Ellie's fingers trembled as they found the zipper at her back, tugging it down a few more inches. The cool air of the study kissed her exposed skin, raising goosebumps along her spine.

"My dad would kill me if he knew," she whispered, half to herself.

Luke's smile was wolfish in the dim light. "Your dad's not here, Ellie" he replied, his voice low and intimate. "It’s just you and me and whatever you decide happens next."

The weight of that choice settled over her. Ellie took a deep breath, her fingers still holding the zipper. This was her moment of decision—the line between the good girl she'd always been and something else, something wilder and more dangerous.

"Will you…" she hesitated, her voice small. "Will you turn around? Just for a minute?"

Luke's eyebrow raised slightly, but he nodded, turning his back to her. "Whatever makes you comfortable."

With trembling fingers, she pulled the zipper down completely. The costume gaped open at her back, cool air rushing against her heated skin. She slipped her arms free, letting the top half fall to her waist. Standing in just her pale blue bra, Ellie felt a strange mixture of vulnerability and power.

"I'm…" she swallowed hard. "You can look now."

Luke turned slowly, his eyes widening appreciatively as they took in her exposed upper body. Ellie stood before him, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths. The whiskers painted on her cheeks felt absurd now, a childish decoration on a woman making a very adult decision.

"Beautiful," Luke murmured, his eyes traveling over her exposed skin. "I've been wanting to see you like this all day."

His admission sent a shiver through her. Had he planned this from the beginning? Had he known, when he’d called her father asking for her help, that the day would end like this?

Ellie pushed the costume down further, past her hips, letting it pool around her ankles. She stepped out of it, now wearing nothing but her matching blue bra and thong, the bunny ears still perched atop her head. She felt impossibly vulnerable and yet… strangely empowered too.

"You're absolutely stunning, Ellie," he murmured, his voice deep and appreciative. "Even more beautiful than I imagined."

The pale blue of her matching underwear set seemed to glow against her flushed skin in the amber light of his study. She crossed her arms instinctively across her chest, then forced herself to drop them to her sides. If she was going to do this, she wouldn't act ashamed.

"Thank you," she whispered, surprising herself with how steady her voice sounded despite the thundering of her heart.

Luke took in the sight of her slowly, his gaze a physical sensation trailing across her skin. He smirked slightly as his eyes passed over the bunny ears still perched atop her head and the face paint still adorning her features—innocent touches that now seemed deliciously perverse against her near-nakedness.

"Turn around," he instructed softly.

She complied, rotating slowly. The cool air of the study raising goosebumps across her exposed skin. Behind her, she heard his sharp intake of breath.

"Perfect," he murmured. "Your father never told me what a beautiful daughter he had."

Another mention of her father… It should have jolted her back to reality, reminding her of all the reasons that what she was doing was wrong. Instead, it sent a forbidden thrill coursing through her veins. There was something intoxicating about the taboo—about standing nearly naked before her father's friend, about knowing how inappropriate it was.

His hands settled on her shoulders, warm and firm. "The face paint suits you," he said, his thumbs tracing small circles against her skin. "Innocent yet… not."

Ellie trembled beneath his touch, caught between the urge to flee and the desire to lean into his hands. "I should… I should wash it off," she managed.

"Not yet," Luke said, his voice gentle but commanding. His hands slid down her arms, leaving trails of heat in their wake. "I want to remember you like this. My Easter Bunny."

The possessive note in his voice made her knees weak. She had never been spoken to that way, never been looked at with such raw desire. The men at university were boys compared to Luke—fumbling, uncertain, treating her like a fragile thing. Luke's confidence, his assurance, made her feel simultaneously vulnerable and powerful.

"You know," he said, his tone suddenly lighter, almost playful, "I’ve just realised something rather unfair."

Ellie tilted her head questioningly, the bunny ears bobbing with the movement. "What's that?"

Luke stepped closer, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body, smell the subtle notes of his cologne mingled with the smokiness from the fire pit.

"You worked so hard today," he said, his voice warm with jovial appreciation. "Entertaining all those kids, putting up with the games. And yet, you didn't get any eggs for yourself, did you?"

The way he emphasised 'eggs' left little doubt about his meaning. Ellie felt heat flood her cheeks, but also a corresponding warmth pooling low in her belly. She bit her lower lip, tasting the remnants of the face paint.

"No," she agreed softly, her voice barely above a whisper. "I didn't get any eggs for myself."

Luke's smile widened. "Would you like to?" he asked, his voice low and suggestive. "Would you like to go on your own little Easter egg hunt?"

The question hung in the air between them, loaded with meaning. Ellie knew exactly what he was asking. This was the final threshold—the last opportunity to retreat to safety, to the life she'd known before today. Once crossed, there would be no going back to innocence.

She swallowed hard, her heartbeat a wild tattoo against her ribs. "Yes," she whispered, surprised by the steadiness in her voice. "I would very much like that."

Luke's expression shifted, satisfaction and desire mingling in his features. He stepped back slightly, creating space between them. "Then kneel down," he instructed softly. "Like a good bunny."

Ellie hesitated for only a moment before sinking to her knees on the harsh wooden flooring of his study. The position should have felt humiliating, should have triggered every warning bell in her mind. Instead, a strange calm settled over her, a surrender that felt oddly like power.

Luke stood before her, his eyes never leaving hers as his hands moved to his belt. The soft clink of metal as he unbuckled it seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room. Ellie watched, mesmerised, as his fingers worked the leather strap free, then moved to the button of his trousers.

"You're sure?" he asked, pausing with his hands at his waistband. "Once we start this, Ellie, I don't think either of us will want to stop."

She nodded, unable at first to form words past the lump in her throat. This was madness—a catastrophic breach of propriety, of trust, of everything she'd been raised to respect. And yet, kneeling before him in nothing but her underwear and ridiculous bunny ears, her face still painted with childish whiskers, Ellie had never felt more certain of anything in her life.

"I'm sure," she whispered, her eyes fixed on his hands as they resumed their work, slowly lowering his zipper. "I want to find my eggs."

Luke's boxers strained against his evident arousal, the fabric tented impressively before her face. Ellie's hands reached up instinctively, fingers trembling with anticipation as they approached the waistband of his underwear.

"Ah, ah," Luke chided playfully, his voice warm with amusement. "Bunnies don't use their hands," he said, looking down at her with that dominant gleam in his eyes. "They use their noses, their mouths. So, why don’t you show me what a good bunny you can be?"

A fresh wave of heat flooded Ellie's cheeks, but the embarrassment only heightened her arousal. She withdrew her hands slowly, placing them behind her back as if bound there. Then, with her heart pounding in her chest, she leaned forward and nuzzled into his crotch.

The scent of him—masculine, musky, primal—filled her senses. Through the thin cotton of his boxers, she could feel the heat of him against her face. She pressed her painted nose against the hardness beneath the fabric, tracing the length of him with gentle, hesitant movements.

Luke's sharp intake of breath encouraged her. His hand came to rest atop her head, fingers tangling in her hair, careful not to dislodge the ridiculous bunny ears still perched there. "That's it," he murmured, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Good girl."

The praise sent a shiver down Ellie's spine. She continued her exploration, growing bolder with each passing second. Her lips parted, and through the fabric, she pressed an open-mouthed kiss against him. The cotton dampened beneath her breath, clinging to the outline of his erection.

"So eager," Luke observed, his fingers tightening slightly in her hair. "I've been wondering all day what that pretty mouth would feel like."

Ellie glanced up at him, her brown eyes wide with a mixture of innocence and growing desire. The face paint—the childish pink nose and delicate whiskers—contrasted sharply with her actions, creating a tableau of contradictions that seemed to inflame Luke further.

Emboldened by his words and the heat of his gaze, Ellie daringly extended her tongue, tracing the elastic of his boxers where it met his skin. The tip of her tongue dipped beneath the waistband, tasting the salt of his skin. She caught the elastic with her teeth, tugging it down with exquisite slowness. The material resisted slightly, clinging to the contours of Luke's body as if reluctant to reveal what lay beneath. She worked methodically, using small, gentle tugs, her eyes flicking upward occasionally to gauge his reaction.

Luke watched her with hooded eyes, his breathing growing heavier with each millimetre of exposed skin. "Take your time," he murmured, though the tension in his voice belied his patience. "We have all night."

The elastic slipped lower. Ellie paused, releasing the waistband to press her lips against this newly exposed territory. Her tongue darted out, tracing the line where fabric met newly exposed skin, tasting the salt of him, feeling the heat that radiated from his body.

Luke's hand tightened in her hair, not painfully, but with enough pressure to communicate his growing need. "You're a tease," he said, his voice a low rumble that she could feel vibrating through her.

Emboldened by his reaction, Ellie returned to her task, her teeth once again catching the elastic, tugging down with more determination. The boxers slid lower, and suddenly he was free, his erection springing forth beside her face.

Ellie's eyes widened. She had been with boys before—fumbling encounters in dorm rooms and at parties—but Luke was a man, and the difference was immediately apparent. He was thick and imposing, the veins prominent, the head already glistening with anticipation.

"Find what you were looking for?" Luke asked, his voice rough with desire.

Ellie nodded, momentarily speechless. Her hands remained obediently behind her back, though they ached to reach forward, to explore this new territory.

"Show me how much you want it," he commanded softly. "Show me what a good Easter Bunny does when she finds her prize."

The words should have sounded ridiculous—the holiday reference, the costume allusion—but somehow, in the charged atmosphere of the study, with her nearly naked and kneeling before him, they felt darkly erotic instead.

Ellie dipped her head lower, her tongue extending to make first contact with his balls—her prized eggs. The skin there was surprisingly soft, delicate, contrasting with the firmness of what lay within. Tentatively at first, then with growing confidence, she lapped at them, her tongue painting broad, wet strokes across the sensitive flesh.

"Christ," Luke muttered, his voice strained with pleasure. His grip in her hair tightened momentarily before relaxing again. "You're a natural at this."

The praise sent a wave of pleasure through her, more potent than she could have imagined. She redoubled her efforts, her tongue exploring every contour, every ridge and valley of his testicles. She could feel them tighten and shift beneath her ministrations, responding to her touch in ways that fascinated her.

The painted whiskers on her cheeks occasionally brushed against his thighs as she worked, leaving faint pink and white smudges on his skin—marking him as he had marked her. The bunny ears bobbed with her movements, a ridiculous counterpoint to the decidedly adult activity she was engaged in.

She grew bolder, her tongue pressing more firmly, occasionally drawing one side of his sac into her mouth to suckle gently before releasing it to attend to the other. The taste of him—salt and musk and man—filled her senses, making her dizzy with desire. Between her own legs, she felt a corresponding heat building, a dampness altogether more pleasant than the sweat that had plagued her earlier.

"Look at me," Luke commanded softly.

Ellie raised her eyes without ceasing her attentions, meeting his gaze from her position of supplication. Luke gazed down at her with fascination, his breathing growing heavier as she explored him with just her mouth. The warm weight of his testicle rested on her tongue, musky and intimate. She watched his reactions through her lashes.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice strained. "Such a good little bunny."

She hummed in response, the vibration causing him to groan. Her hands remained obediently behind her back, even as the position forced her to press her face deeper into his groin. The restriction was oddly thrilling—having to work harder, get closer, use only her mouth to please him.

His fingers tangled in her hair, careful to avoid dislodging the bunny ears. "You look so pretty like this," he murmured. "On your knees with your face painted, sucking on my balls like they're Easter treats."

Ellie blushed at his crude words but didn't stop. She released his testicle with a soft wet sound, then moved to the other one, lapping at it before taking it gently between her lips. The scent of him filled her nostrils—masculine and heady. Above her, Luke's breathing grew more ragged.

"Christ, Ellie," he muttered, his hips jerking slightly. "Where did you learn to do that?"

She hadn't learned it anywhere—had never done anything like this before—but instinct guided her, a primal knowledge awakening within her body. She hummed softly in response, the vibration making him curse under his breath.

His hand moved to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing against her lips. "Look at you," he said, his voice thick with desire. "So eager to please. I think my Easter Bunny deserves a bigger treat, don't you?"

He guided her mouth away from his testicles and toward his fully erect shaft. Without using her hands, Ellie had to lean forward, opening her mouth wide to take him in. The angle was awkward, requiring her to arch her neck as he pressed forward.

"Remember," he said, tightening his grip in her hair. "No hands. Bunnies use their mouths."

She whimpered softly as the head of his cock slipped between her lips. It felt larger than she'd expected, stretching her mouth as he fed it to her inch by inch. Without her hands to control the depth, she felt gloriously vulnerable, at his mercy.

"That's it," Luke encouraged, watching her lips stretch around him. "Take it all."

Ellie struggled to accommodate him, her eyes watering slightly as he pressed deeper. The restriction of keeping her hands at bay made her feel helpless in the most delicious way. She had to rely entirely on him to control the pace, the depth.

"Look at me," Luke commanded softly.

She raised her eyes to meet his, her lips stretched around him, her painted bunny face a perverse contrast to the adult act she was performing. The sight seemed to affect him deeply—his pupils dilated, his breath catching in his throat.

His hands guided her head now, setting a gentle rhythm. She followed his lead, taking him deeper with each forward motion. Her jaw ached, unused to the stretch, but the discomfort was secondary to the rush of power she felt at his obvious pleasure.

"Perfect," he whispered. "You're absolutely perfect, Ellie."

His praise sent a wave of heat through her body, settling between her legs where she was becoming increasingly aware of her own arousal. She pressed her thighs together, seeking some relief from the building pressure.

Luke noticed the movement. "Is my bunny getting excited?" he asked, his voice teasing yet tender.

Ellie nodded, unable to respond verbally with her mouth so thoroughly occupied. She shifted her weight, pressing her thighs more firmly together in a futile attempt to ease the ache between them.

"I think," Luke said, slowly withdrawing from her mouth, "that you've earned a reward for being such a good Easter Bunny." His thumb brushed against her lower lip, wiping away a trace of saliva. "Stand up."

Ellie rose on trembling legs, her knees stiff from the hardwood floor. She stood before him in just her pale blue underwear, the bunny ears still perched atop her head, her face still painted with the childish whiskers and nose. Despite her near-nakedness, it was the makeup that made her feel most exposed—a symbol of the innocence she was so eagerly shedding.

Luke's eyes travelled over her body with undisguised appreciation. "Beautiful," he murmured, reaching out to trace the curve of her waist. "Turn around for me."

She complied, rotating slowly until her back was to him. His hands settled on her shoulders, warm and heavy, before sliding down her spine in a feather-light caress. She shivered beneath his touch, goosebumps rising on her skin despite the warmth of the room.

"I've been wanting to do this all day," Luke confessed, his voice low and intimate. His fingers traced the clasp of her bra, playing with it teasingly. "Ever since you walked downstairs in that costume, trying so hard to look innocent." With practiced ease, he unhooked her bra, swiped the straps from her shoulders, and let it fall to the floor. "But we both know you're not so innocent anymore, are you?"

Ellie shook her head, her breath catching as his hands slid around to cup her breasts from behind. The bunny ears bobbed with the movement, a ridiculous counterpoint to the intensity of the moment. Luke's fingers found her nipples, already hard with anticipation, and rolled them gently between thumb and forefinger.

She gasped, arching into his touch. No one had ever touched her with such confidence, such knowledge of exactly how to make her respond.

Luke pressed closer, his chest against her back, his erection pressing insistently against the curve of her bottom. One hand remained at her breast while the other slid lower, tracing the line of her stomach, fingers dipping beneath the waistband of her thong.

"Is this what you want?" he murmured against her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "Tell me, Ellie."

"Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible even in the quiet room. "Please… I want it."

His fingers slipped lower, finding the slick heat between her thighs. Ellie gasped as he made contact with her most sensitive spot, her hips bucking involuntarily against his hand.

"So wet," Luke observed, satisfaction evident in his voice. "You've been enjoying this game as much as I have, haven't you?"

Ellie nodded, muffling a whimper, beyond words now as his fingers explored her, circling and teasing. Her head fell back against his shoulder, eyes closing as sensation overwhelmed thought.

"Look," he commanded softly, turning her to face the large window that dominated one wall of the study.

With a jolt, Ellie realised that the curtains were open, the glass reflecting their figures in the dim light—her, nearly naked, flushed and trembling, and him, looming large behind her, fully clothed except for the erection she could feel pressing between her cheeks. The contrast was starkly erotic—his clothed power against her vulnerable nudity.

"See how beautiful you are," Luke murmured, his fingers never ceasing their intimate exploration. "My perfect little Easter Bunny."

In the reflection, the painted whiskers and nose seemed absurd against her expression of raw pleasure. The bunny ears, perched atop her tousled hair, completed the surreal nature of it all. She should have felt ridiculous, childish—instead, the contrast between the innocent costume elements and what they were doing heightened her arousal to an almost unbearable degree.

Luke's free hand slid down to cup her bottom, squeezing possessively. "I think it's time we got rid of these," he murmured, hooking his fingers beneath the elastic of her thong. "Bunnies don't wear underwear, do they?"

Ellie shook her head silently again, then watched their reflection as he slowly peeled the last barrier down her legs, leaving her completely naked except for the bunny ears and painted face.

"Step out," he instructed gently.

She obeyed, lifting each foot in turn to free herself from the damp scrap of fabric. The cool air of the study kissed her most intimate places, making her shiver with vulnerability and anticipation.

"You’re gorgeous," Luke breathed, his hands returning to her body, one cupping her breast while the other returning to explore her wetness with deliberate, experienced strokes. He paused, a small chuckle rumbling from his chest. "Though, I must say…" he murmured against her ear, his breath hot on her neck, "…I'm surprised, Ellie. I would have expected a bunny to be a bit fuzzier down there." His fingers continued their intimate exploration as he spoke. "But you're as smooth as silk."

Ellie's cheeks burned with fresh embarrassment as she stared at their reflection. Her nakedness seemed suddenly more pronounced, more vulnerable. The bare skin between her legs, exposed to his touch and his gaze, made her feel childlike beside his mature, clothed form.

"I… I just…" she stammered, unable to form a coherent explanation.

"Shh," Luke soothed, his lips brushing against her shoulder. "I like it. It suits you."

She couldn't help but see what he saw in the reflection—her slender, pale body, completely hairless below, the painted whiskers and bunny ears creating a jarring contrast with her adult nakedness. Next to his fully-clothed form, his broad shoulders and visible maturity, she looked impossibly young, impossibly inexperienced. The comparison made her feel dizzy with a complex mixture of shame and arousal.

"See how perfect you are," Luke continued, his voice a hypnotic murmur as his fingers circled her most sensitive spot. "My innocent little bunny. So smooth, so pure."

Ellie whimpered, unable to look away from their reflection. Her baldness seemed to emphasise everything—her youth, her inexperience, the vast gulf between them in age and worldliness. She felt like a girl playing at being a woman, whereas he was unmistakably a man. It should have horrified her, sent her scrambling for her clothes. Instead, it intensified the ache between her thighs, the forbidden thrill of crossing boundaries she'd never even known existed before today.

"Does it embarrass you?" Luke asked, his eyes meeting hers in the reflection. "Being so smooth and bare for me? So different from what I'm used to?"

She nodded, unable to deny it. "Yes," she whispered.

"Good," he replied, and the single word sent a shiver down her spine. "I want you to feel it—that little edge of embarrassment. It makes everything more intense, doesn't it?"

His fingers moved with greater purpose now, circling and pressing, finding rhythms that made her knees weaken. Ellie sagged against him, grateful for the solid wall of his chest supporting her from behind.

"Look at us," Luke commanded softly. "Look at how beautiful you are, giving yourself to me like this."

In the reflection, Ellie watched his hand moving between her legs, the other still cupping her breast. She barely recognised herself. Her lips were parted, her eyes heavy-lidded with desire. The contrast between her adult nakedness and the childish face paint. The bunny ears wobbling slightly as Luke's fingers found a particularly sensitive spot, making her gasp and arch against him.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice a low rumble against her ear. "Let me hear how much you like it."

His fingers moved with expert precision, circling her clit before dipping lower to tease her entrance. Ellie whimpered, her hips moving instinctively against his hand, seeking more contact, more pressure, more of everything he was giving her.

"Please," she whispered, the word escaping before she could stop it.

Luke's smile was visible in the reflection, predatory and satisfied. "Please what, Ellie? Tell me what you want."

She swallowed hard, embarrassment warring with desire. "I want… I want you inside me."

His fingers slipped deeper in response, one and then two entering her with careful deliberation. Ellie moaned, her head falling back against his shoulder as he began to pump them slowly in and out.

"Like this?" he asked, his voice teasing despite its rough edge.

"More," she gasped, beyond shame now. "I want all of you."

Luke withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his mouth to taste her. The gesture was so unexpectedly intimate that Ellie felt her knees weaken. "Delicious," he murmured. "Sweeter than any Easter chocolate."

He turned her to face him, his hands cupping her face, thumbs smudging the whiskers painted on her cheeks. For a moment, he simply looked at her, his eyes dark with desire. Then he leaned down, capturing her mouth in a kiss that was both tender and demanding all at once. His tongue swept past her lips, claiming her mouth with an authority that made her moan against him. His taste—whiskey and desire—filled her senses.

Luke's hands moved to her waist, guiding her backward until she felt the edge of his desk pressing against her lower back. Without breaking the kiss, he lifted her effortlessly, setting her on the polished wooden surface. The cool material against her bare skin made her gasp, the contrast with his heat sending shivers through her body.

He stepped between her thighs, spreading them wider with gentle insistence. Ellie felt gloriously exposed, sitting naked on his desk, her legs parted for him. The bunny ears still perched atop her head bobbed slightly as she moved, a ridiculous reminder of how this had all begun.

His hands trailed up her inner thighs, his touch feather-light yet commanding. "You're so beautiful," he murmured, his eyes traveling over her body with undisguised appreciation.

Ellie trembled beneath his gaze, self-consciousness and desire warring within her. The face paint—the childish whiskers and pink nose—felt absurd now against her naked arousal. She reached up to wipe it away, but Luke caught her wrist.

"Leave it," he said, his voice gentle but firm. "I told you I want to remember you like this."

The words sent a fresh wave of heat through her body, pooling low in her belly. There was something darkly thrilling about his request—about being both childishly decorated and thoroughly adult in her nakedness.

Luke stepped closer, his erection pressing against her centre. Ellie gasped at the contact, her head falling back as he rocked against her, teasing her with what was to come. His hands found her breasts again, cupping and kneading with practiced skill.

"Please," she whispered, her voice catching on the word. "I want you."

Luke smiled, the expression both tender and predatory. "Turn around then," he commanded softly.

Ellie hesitated, uncertainty flickering across her features.

"Trust me," Luke added, his voice low.

She slid off the desk and turned, facing the polished wooden surface. Luke's hands settled on her shoulders, guiding her to bend forward until her chest pressed against the cool wood. She felt vulnerable, exposed—her bottom raised toward him, her face pressed sideways against the desk's surface.

"Perfect," Luke murmured, his hands tracing the curve of her spine before settling on her hips. "Arch your back for me."

Ellie complied, instinctively pushing her bottom higher. She felt rather than saw Luke move behind her, positioning himself. The first contact of his hardness against her entrance made Ellie gasp, her fingers curling against the smooth surface of the desk. Luke held himself there, teasing her with gentle pressure, not yet pushing inside. His hands gripped her hips firmly, holding her in place.

"Is this what you’ve been waiting for?" he murmured, his voice thick with restrained desire.

"Yes," Ellie breathed, her cheek pressed against the cool wood. "Please, Luke."

She felt him position himself more deliberately, the blunt head of his cock pressing more insistently against her. With exquisite slowness, he began to enter her, stretching her inch by careful inch. The sensation was overwhelming—a delicious burning fullness that made her whimper and squirm beneath him.

"God, you're tight," Luke groaned, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips.

Ellie closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensation of being gradually filled. He was larger than she was used to, his girth stretching her in ways that bordered on discomfort yet somehow intensified her pleasure. Her painted bunny face reflected dimly in the polished desk surface, a surreal reminder of how the day had begun.

When Luke was finally fully sheathed within her, he paused, allowing her body to adjust to his invasion. His hands smoothed up her back to her shoulders, then down her sides, as if memorising the contours of her body. One hand slid beneath her to cup a breast, fingers finding her nipple and pinching gently.

"So beautiful," he murmured, his voice strained with the effort of remaining still. "My little Easter Bunny."

The childish nickname, contrasted with their decidedly adult connection, sent a perverse thrill through Ellie's body. She pressed back against him, silently urging him to move. Luke responded by withdrawing almost completely before sliding back in with deliberate slowness.

"More," she whispered, her voice barely audible against the wooden desk. "I need more."

Luke's chuckle was dark with promise. "As you wish."

His next thrust came with unexpected force, driving deep inside her. Ellie cried out, her body jolting forward on the desk. Before she could recover, he withdrew and thrust again, establishing a rhythm that was both punishing and exquisite. Each powerful stroke seemed to reach deeper than the last, claiming territory within her that had never been touched before.

"Is this what you needed?" Luke growled, his pace increasing. "Is this hard enough for you?"

"Yes," Ellie gasped, her voice breaking on the word. "God, yes."

The desk creaked beneath them, papers scattering to the floor as Luke's thrusts grew more forceful. His hands gripped her hips with bruising intensity, pulling her back to meet each forward drive of his body. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the study, punctuated by Ellie's whimpers and moans, and Luke's occasional growled endearments and commands.

"You feel so good," he panted, his rhythm faltering slightly before regaining its punishing pace. "So fucking tight around me."

Ellie could only moan in response, her mind emptied of everything but sensation. Her body was no longer her own—it belonged to Luke, to this moment, to the pleasure that built with each powerful thrust. The bunny ears had fallen askew, hanging precariously over one ear, but the whiskers and pink nose remained, smudged now with sweat and tears of pleasure.

One of Luke's hands left her hip, sliding beneath her to find her most sensitive spot. His fingers circled in time with his thrusts, adding another layer to the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. Ellie's moans grew higher, more desperate as tension built within her, a coiling pressure seeking release.

"That's it," Luke encouraged, his voice rough with exertion. "Let go for me, Ellie. Show me how much you like being my Easter Bunny."

The lewd command, coupled with a particularly deep thrust and the precise pressure of his fingers, sent Ellie tumbling over the edge. She cried out, her body convulsing around him as pleasure washed through her in waves. Her vision blurred, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on the smooth desktop as her body shook with the force of her climax.

Luke didn't slow his pace, driving into her with relentless determination even as she trembled through the aftershocks. His breathing grew more ragged, his rhythm faltering as he approached his own release. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her, his body tensing as he found his completion.

Ellie collapsed forward onto the desk, her body still quivering with pleasure. She felt Luke's weight press against her back as he leaned over her, his breath hot against her neck. Their hearts thundered in sync, racing from exertion and the intensity of their shared release. The wooden desk felt cool against her flushed cheek, a welcome contrast to the heat radiating between their joined bodies.

"My God," Luke murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. His lips brushed the shell of her ear, sending fresh shivers down her spine. "You're incredible."

He remained inside her as they caught their breath, his hands now gentle as they stroked her sides, her back, her shoulders. The possessive grip that had left marks on her hips had transformed into something almost tender—a reverent appreciation of her surrender. One bunny ear hung limply over Ellie's left eye. The absurdity of it struck her suddenly, and a small, breathless laugh escaped her lips.

"What's so funny?" Luke asked, his own voice tinged with amusement as he pressed a kiss to her shoulder.

"The ears," Ellie managed, gesturing weakly at the ridiculous accessory. "I can't believe I just… with these on."

Luke chuckled, the sound vibrating through both their bodies. "I do rather like them," he admitted, reaching to straighten the fallen ear away from her face. "My sexy little bunny."

He straightened slowly, easing himself from her body with careful consideration. The sensation of emptiness that followed made Ellie whimper softly. She felt vulnerable and oddly bereft as the warmth of his body moved away from hers. Cool air kissed her sweat-dampened skin, raising goosebumps along her spine.

When she found the strength to push herself up from the desk, she turned to face him, suddenly self-conscious about her nakedness in a way she hadn't been during their passion. Luke had already tucked himself away, looking only slightly dishevelled—a stark contrast to her complete exposure. His eyes travelled over her body with undisguised appreciation, lingering on the traces of their encounter—the redness on her hips where his fingers had gripped her, the smudged makeup on her face, the glistening evidence of their joining on her inner thighs.

"You really are beautiful," he murmured, reaching out to touch her face. "Even more so now.” With his thumb, he wiped away a smear of pink from her nose, then leaned forward to place a surprisingly gentle kiss on her lips.

"You were magnificent," he murmured against her mouth. "Better than I ever imagined."

Ellie blinked up at him, reality slowly filtering back through the haze of satisfaction. "You… imagined this? Before today?"

Luke's smile was both guilty and unrepentant. "From the moment your father mentioned you were looking for work during the break." His fingers brushed a strand of sweat-dampened hair from her forehead.

"You planned this?" Ellie's voice was soft with wonder, her eyes widening as she processed his admission. "The costume, the games… everything?"

Luke's smile deepened, his fingers tracing a lazy pattern along her bare shoulder. "Let's say I hoped for it. The opportunity presented itself." He stepped closer, his hand sliding to cup her cheek. "Your father said you were looking to make some money, and I thought… why not see where things might lead?"

Ellie should have felt manipulated, angry even. But… she didn’t. Instead, a warm flutter of flattery spread through her chest. This powerful, experienced man had wanted her—had orchestrated an entire afternoon just for the chance to have her. There was something intoxicating about being desired so deliberately.

"So all those men, the games..." she began, her voice trailing off as she recalled how their hands had wandered during the "Pin the Tail" activity.

"I may have mentioned to a few of them that our Easter Bunny was particularly attractive this year," Luke admitted, not looking remotely apologetic. "But I never promised them anything. And this—" his eyes travelled meaningfully over her naked body, "—this was always meant just for me."

Ellie shivered under his possessive gaze. "And if I hadn't been… willing?"

Luke's expression softened. "Then you would have collected your payment and gone home with nothing but a slightly uncomfortable memory of wearing an overly warm costume." His thumb brushed against her lower lip. "But I'm very glad that's not how the day ended."

He stepped away, moving to the desk drawer. Ellie watched as he counted out additional notes, adding them to the stack of money they'd discussed earlier.

"Three hundred as agreed," he said, placing the bills in her palm. "And another two hundred because you exceeded all expectations." His fingers closed around hers, folding them over the money. "Consider it a very well-deserved tip."

Ellie stared at the cash in her hand. Five hundred pounds for an afternoon's work—more than she'd make in two weeks at her campus job. The implications weren't lost on her—this wasn't just payment for playing the Easter Bunny.

"I'm not…" she began, unsure how to finish the sentence. Not a prostitute? Not the kind of girl who takes money for sex? Yet here she stood—naked except for a novelty headband and the smudged remnants of her face paint—accepting payment after being thoroughly taken on a man's desk.

"You're not what?" Luke asked, his voice gentle but knowing.

"I don't usually do this sort of thing," she finished lamely.

Luke's laugh was warm, not mocking. "I should hope not. I'd hate to think I'm not special." He stepped closer again, his hands settling on her waist. "Though I'd very much like it not to be a one-time occurrence."

Ellie's pulse quickened. "What… What did you have in mind?"

Luke's fingers traced idle patterns on her skin, his touch possessive yet gentle. "Well, I host a number of gatherings throughout the year. And there's always a need for… entertainment."

The way he said the word "entertainment" sent a fresh shiver down Ellie's spine. She glanced down at herself and felt a strange pride mingled with her lingering embarrassment.

"For instance," Luke continued, his voice adopting a conspiratorial tone, "I always throw quite the Halloween party. Much more adult than today's gathering." His eyes gleamed with suggestion. "No children, no wives. Just my closer associates. Men who would very much appreciate a special kind of… hostess."

Ellie swallowed hard, images flooding her mind. "What would I be wearing?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Luke's smile was wolfish. "That depends. What fantasies have you been hiding, Ellie? A naughty nurse? A wicked witch?" His fingers trailed up her bare side. "A helpless damsel in distress?"

Each suggestion sent a pulse of heat through her body, rekindling the desire she'd thought was temporarily sated. She bit her lip, considering.

"Halloween is months away," she pointed out, surprising herself with the boldness of her implication.

Luke's eyebrow rose. "Is that a problem? I'd have thought you'd want time to recover from today's… exertions."

Ellie gathered her courage, her heart hammering against her ribs. "It just seems like an awfully long time to wait," she murmured, her eyes meeting his. "For both of us."

Understanding dawned in Luke's expression, followed by a satisfaction that was almost predatory. "Indeed it does," he agreed, his hands tightening slightly on her waist. "What are you suggesting, Ellie?"

She took a deep breath. "I’m suggesting we pencil in Halloween…" she said, her voice steadier than she felt, "…but maybe we could meet up again before that." She paused, her cheeks burning. "After all, it’s not like I really need a particular excuse to dress up for you."

Luke's eyes darkened with pleasure at her suggestion, and he pulled her closer against him, one hand tracing the curve of her spine. "I like the way you think," he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. "So eager. So willing to explore." His other hand came up to cup her cheek, his thumb wiping away another smudge of face paint. "And I must say, I'm delighted to discover this adventurous side of you."

Ellie leaned into his touch, her bare skin still hypersensitive in the aftermath of their encounter. "I'm surprising myself," she admitted softly. "I never thought I'd…" She trailed off, still processing the transformation she'd undergone in a single afternoon—from shy university student to naked in her father's friend's study, discussing future liaisons.

"Never thought you'd what?" Luke prompted, his voice gentle yet insistent. "Enjoy being desired? Surrender to pleasure?" His fingers traced the outline of her lips. "Discover that a little embarrassment can heighten everything else?"

Heat flooded her cheeks at his perception. "All of it," she whispered. "I never knew I could feel this way."

"That's the beauty of exploration, Ellie," Luke said, his voice carrying a note of genuine tenderness beneath the desire. "Finding parts of yourself you never knew existed." He stepped back slightly, his eyes travelling over her naked form with deliberate appreciation. "And I'd very much like to help you discover more."

"When?" The eagerness in her voice surprised even herself.

Luke's laugh was warm and appreciative. "Impatient, aren't we?" He moved to a desk drawer, retrieving a small leather-bound calendar. "Let's see… I have a dinner party next Friday. Nothing too formal, just a few friends." His eyes met hers over the calendar. "You could help serve drinks. We could find something… appropriate for you to wear."

The implication sent a shiver down her spine. "What kind of something?"

Luke's smile was slow and deliberate. "Something that would make today's bunny costume seem positively modest." He closed the calendar with a soft snap. "Would you be interested in that?"

Ellie bit her lip, imagining herself moving among Luke's guests in some sultry, revealing outfit, feeling their eyes on her, all the while knowing that later she would once again be Luke's alone.

"Yes," she breathed with enthusiasm. "Yes, I think I would."
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